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LOVERS 

Above the bed 
Renoir's lovers forever dancing. 
Some nights our shadow joins them. .. 

Mary Douglas 
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AUTUMN'S FIRST MORNING 

Autumn's first morning 
and mists are spiced. 
A wheat train 
on night-chilled rails 
rushes gold to Chicago. 
Cider rain drips 
from a backyard tree 
turning red from yellow days, 
and the slow, soft sun 
draws to the tips of green things. 
Down-dritt wind 
shadows ripe leaves 
with early gray of bare, velvet winter. 
'And over all this gentle country, 
this one morning 

flashes. 

Donald R. Libey 
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EDMUND'S PEOPLE 

Thank you Lillian Hellman 
For your Pentimento 
Lake Windemere upstate New York 
Dash and you discussing letters 
By a bonfire on a dark Atlantic beach 
Next stop Europe and the 
Mournful fog-horn sound 
Calls to the souls of Edmund's 
Fog people and somewhere 
In some dimension Ham 
Prepares to dive into the 
Gloomy turmoil of surf to 
Save scoundrel Steerforth 
Who steered forth with Emily 
Into the fog is that the 
Demeter I see? 
We tried to befriend the 
Poor creature that leapt 
Ashore an enormous fellow he was! 
A drowned woman's soul walks the 
Beach toniqht and dead 
Fishermen call out 
But it's morning now 
And the gulls are screaming. 

.. 

Michael G. Arden 
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BUCK 'N WING 
BY GAY DAVIDSON - It must have been in reaction to the nickname one of my students let drop one day-it 

seems I was being called "Ice Lady" because of my refusal to date the local Romeos or to 
frequent the watering holes on that long stretch of highway between Superior, 
Wisconsin, and the next little town-or it might have been my habit of daydreaming as I 
drove the fifteen picture-postcard miles between the junior college where I taught an 
afternoon class in Shakespeare and the little lakeside cabin I was learning to call home. 
By late November, duck season had closed and deer season had opened, and, being an 
outside, I noticed things that the natives had ceased to observe. I remarked the changes 
in season as much by these signs as by the weather. A line from The Winter's Tale kept 
tumbling over in my mind: "This place is famous for the creatures of prey that keep 
upon't." Perhaps it was the subconscious need to brave full face some of these strange 
creatures that helped guide my car into the parking lot of the Buck 'N Wing Tap 'N 
Lounge that night. 
Even as I entered the place I was worrying over my students' performances the way 

you worry a bad tooth that doesn't need immediate attention. My struggle to impart the 
wisdom of the Bard seemed mainly unrewarded to me then, and the two mc1bths I had 
spent teaching, or trying to teach, in the North Woods seemed already too long. 
Especially since evening play practice had begun. We had been doing Hamlet for two 
weeks, and as I pulled into the parking lot of "The Buck," as my students called it, I was 
still hearing the affected British accents of the sons oflumberjacks (they seemed to have 
mostly sons; or perhaps daughters were sent to more refined centers to be polished) who 
refused to believe me when I told them their own American English was better for the 
Prince's stately soliloquies than that of the Australian comedian they made him sound 
like. What worried me most, I suppose, was that I, the teacher, was beginning to take on 
their attitudes. I was beginning to look forward to spring and graduation as much as 
they were. "Exit, pursued by a bear." 
In fact, I talked to myself and worried a lot in those days, and that long drive home 

gave me plenty of time. I wondered about my teaching techniques-whether it was really 
futile to try to bring Eastern Time Zone to Mike Fink and Paul Bunyan, or whether 
somebody else could have found the link but that I was not that somebody. Sometimes I 
ticked off the Prince's shopping list of complaints against the universe-as many times 
as I had heard them, I never could get past "the pangs of despis'd love" back then-and 
these sometimes got all mixed up with my personal litany ofreasons for having exiled 
myself to this scenic, but forlorn, outpost. All in all, after the first few days of 
appreciating the scenery, I frequently paid attention to everything but channeling my 
battered Chevette between the stately, but boring, Nor way pines that lord it over that 
two-lane trickle of a road, and would not have been too surprised if, instead of steering 
suddenly into the parking lot of the Buck, I had smacked into the building itself. 
Still, my obliviousness alone could not have accounted for this rash break in my 

routine because there still operates, even in cerebral-type ladies, a kind of vestigial 
animal instinct that warns them away from exclusively-male hangouts like the Buck, 
especially during deer-hunting season. It was, I had heard, the epitome of the dinky, 
sawdust-floored country houses throughout that area where the pinnacleoflocal humor 
was represented by the inevitable half of a stuffed doe, backside protruding from the 
wall, under whose fluff of a tail was placed a lighted red Christmas-tree bulb, usually 
made to flash. Even the more "liberated" of my students had never been foolish enough 
to recommend that bar. In fact, they seemed to share their fathers' attitude that any 
female who entered there deserved to get what nobody doubted "she came for." 
But even after all this time, it is hard to admit that the most obvious cause for my 

having ended up bluffing my way among the campers and pickups that crowd the 
parking lot of the Buck was that one particular vehicle. Having caught sight ofit from 
the road, I was convinced in an instant that the owner of that light blue Dodge van with 
the custom sky-light had to be he who I thought I had successfully staked through the 
heart before fleeing the East. Because of that kind of demonic coincidence that makes a 
joke of our human rationality, I think I remember that at that moment I was 
inventorying my personal reasons for having ended up where I was. It ran like this: an 
unhealthy "attachment" to men.No, that was not accurate. To a man. We (Lear's courtly 
"we") must not generalize from one man to all men. But there had been that brief flurry 
of others and no real difference. Actually, it was to hide from Relationship, that ghost 
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that rides back and forth between "you" and "me," that diaphanous third party in every 
pair. Or was it "to find myself?" That glittering cliche was the worst of the lot, but with 
the scarcity of like-minded souls up there in that cultural black hole where, as my friends 
back East had warned me, "Men were men and ... " (finishing the obscenity, which I was 
beginning to believe), I was driven to find someone I could tolerate inside my own skin. 
I had just finished reminding myself, the usual end of the litany, that I was a cultured 

young woman, not horrible to look at, slim enough for my petite frame, professional, 
capable, and so on, when I noticed the plates of that Dodge. Still officially an out-of­ 
stater, I was aware of license plates. Throughout the fall I had watched the summer's 
heterogeneous display of colors provided by the tourists change with the leaves to a dull 
Wisconsin brown, the brown of deer, the brown of 1979. Had the power of logic and self­ 
preservation been stronger at that moment, I might have noticed that while the plates on 
this van were out of state, they were not those of the state. I did notice, retrospectively, a 
moment later; but it was too late. Before I could say "bare bodkin" I was launching my 
frail bark through the front doors of The Buck 'N Wing. 
It must have been a jolly day in the fields judging from the din emanating from the 

Buck's darker reaches. The bar was striped with the orange jackets of broad-backed men 
with short-brimmed hunting caps punched onto balding heads. Clots of younger men, 
some about the age of my students, hunched and sprawled against tables and walls, 
gesturing, talking even louder than was necessary to clear the high-pitched squalling of 
the country-western tune on the jukebox. I recognized the tune-"Stand by Your Man." 
In my progress toward the bar I faltered only once, when I mistook one of these young 
bucks for the·boy I had determined should play Hamlet. 
But my legs continued to move, and feeling like, perhaps resembling, Ophelia floating 

down the stream, I wobbled toward the first slot ofrelative daylight I could see. The stool 
was a-high one, and the contortions I performed while trying to climb on to it made me 
feel even more conspicuous than I knew I already was. Like a thumb clamping down over 
a bottle of fizzing beer, an ear-splitting hush overcame the room. Still enduring the 
hostile stares of the first men I had passed, I hardly noticed the assistance being given 
me by something about the size of a catcher's mitt at my elbow. And when what 
appeared to be a scotch and soda was deposited in front of me by the bartender, I was in 
no frame of mind to question the source. The drink was at that moment strictly 
medicinal-like amyl nitrate. 
As I rebounded after the first deep gulp (if! remember honestly, the stirstick almost 

put out my eye), I heard the conversations, mostly bragging and kidding about ten­ 
points and buck-fever, resume. Believing irrationally that the mysterious hand was 
somehow to be thanked for this also, I shot a skittery smile, which felt more like a 
grimace and must have looked worse, toward my right, meaning to thank its owner. But 
I lost my nerve at the critical second and could not get past the hand. Curled and tight as 
a bologna ring, it had some kind of brand-a tattoo, I guess, but stitched like a wound, 
running lumpily across the knuckles. With whatever sense it is that lets you know 
when something is about to fall or a door is going to fly open, I perceived that the man on 
the end of the hand was tensed for some kind of signal from me before doing something 
else, but I had barely begun to raise my eyes to chest level (whoever he was, he was big), 
with no idea what signal to give, when a sound like an engine turning over-a rumbling, 
choking, faltering sound-began. Nobody else seemed to have been listening to him, and 
certainly nobody was listening now, so the way he began was apropos of nothing. When 
the voice, finally wound up, had reached about buzz-saw level, or so it seemed to me, 
words began to splinter out like woodchips: · 
"The first thing you notice is how he stinks. Then you're in the big clinch with him and 

things are happening so fast y9u don't know which is you and which is him. Except he's 
the hairiest and the biggest one too. He's all over you and you've got to hang on, but you 
never have the time to think where. And he's got this leather contraption protecting you, 
and who knows, maybe him, from the business parts, but the thing looks so flimsy. It 
might give way any time, and ... " 
The man pivoted part'way around on the barstool and looked down at me, almost 

magically causing me to look up at him, and said in a quieter voice, like an idling saw, 
"But you're a young thing and don't remember the beginning." 
Beginning of what? I remembered thinking to myself. If he meant the beginning of the 

wild story he was gifting me with, he was surely right. That "young thing" got to me too. 
Despite the craggy face, the ruff of beard, and a little silver in the black of his head, I put 
him at about the mid-thirties. He had put me somehow in the position of wanting to 



protest that I also had just seen thirty roll by (usually I worried the opposite way) and I 
bristled. _ 
Also, the familiarity in his voice, not to mention the crazy content, put me on guard. 

But another drink appeared before me and the bartender had come and gone before I was 
aware of his having been called. I decided to try to discover this man's technique. It could 
be a saving game, like counting blackbirds on a long drive. I was in no danger of falling 
asleep, but I craved the presence of something from my own world. Lear, there, to my 
right, had started raving again, and in light of the recent round of drinks (he had simply 
tossed his shot of slimy-looking liquid back and down), I felt obliged to listen. 
" ... well, the way I imagine it, it would be like the beginning of everything-sometimes 

I think I can imagine the beginning of the earth. Everything is dark and smoking and 
stinking. Fireworks start going off as things crack-and believe me, woman, things do 
crack. People did not evolve from anything-they were just one part of the spin-out and 
flame-up when the First Mind, the Head Honcho, when, I saw, the Creator went nuts and 
exploded and all things-little lacy ferns and mosquitoes and dogs and rocks so perfect 
you'd swear they couldn't have come from anything as crazy as the Creator-s-and bears 
and small women and big drunks-and every blue-blooded sportsman in this tavern­ 
they all flew off in all directions and the bigger rocks got to be self-important and 
believed they were planets. And so they were because another thing, woman, people 
didn't need any Abe Lincoln or Thomas Washington or even God to tell them back then 
that all things were, hell are, equally everything. Equally alive and dead, at all times, 
you see, and they are just exactly because they believe they are ... " 
While he tossed back another shot, causing this lull after the storm of words, I watched 

the tiny, fat-footed Budweiser horses on the bar clock chase themselves round and round. 
I had been right about dubbing him Lear. Yet I didn't feel as leery of Lear as a single, 
vulnerable woman probably should have when faced with a drunken, raving giant who 
looked as if he had just staggered out of ah urricane on the heaath. Although instinct and 
training usually tell me to move on when confronted with this type of man, I was feeling 
a miraculous thing. That is, I was simply feeling, for once not subjecting his presence 
and story to the analysis machine which generally runs full steam in my head. There 
was something compelling about this guy. Something apart from looks, God knows, for 
he was definitely on the brute side on that score. His theology, for instance, had been 
warped and illogical, but not half bad. It made a kind of weird sense to me anyhow. I 
listened much more intently than I appeared to, for, glancing back at the Budweiser 
clock, I saw that only a minute had elapsed while all this went through my head, but that 
hours had passed while he told the story, and that most of the men had left the bar, 
trooping home to supper, I guessed. Lear's voice had diminished accordingly, but still 
seemed pent-up and bursting at the same time. 
"So at that minute you forget how he stinks and sweats from being on display up there 

under those lights hour after hour while he takes on Polacks and Eyetalians from 
Milwaukee-big city roughnecks and nobodies and troublemakers like me-and big 
dumb Swedes from the farm-healthy, milk-fed pinky bruisers who can stack a wall of 
hay without even breathing hard-and he beats them hour after hour. The wrestling 
exhibition is the last big deal of every night at the fair, and these fairs go on all across the 
country all summer and fall. But anyhow, all these guys, you see, are a part of the Big 
Guy or whatever they call that psycho, but great and kind psycho who lost it on the curve 
of the Universe in your neck of the woods. And you know he's going to beat you too, either 
by tossing you immediately to the mat and stomping you like a peanut shell or by 
playing with you and wearing you down until you just about beg for him to stomp you. 
And they're all called Victory because eventually they are. Or maybe there's no great 
number of Victors. And what are you called?" 
It was a few seconds before I realized that this "you" was not the general "you" of the 

story, but rather me, Victoria, the only female in this rapidly clearing bar on what might 
have been the last day of hunting season for awhile and was being surveyed, along with 
Lear, by the bartender who seemed to be making lots of work to do nearby. Not that I 
hadn't been following Lear's story; I heard it the way you can't help hearing someone, 
even.if you're in a big city and don't know anybody, carrying on in an adjacent room; but 
I was thinking fast because even I, the lover of symbolism, could not quite stand the 
outrageous cosmic irony of my name given the big deal he had made about "Victor." 
Having noticed that at least some of Lear's teeth were false, I said that I called myself 
Denise. 
If he had heard my response, nothing registered, for his story compelled him so 
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mightily that he began again: 
"And they'd come at him like albino Angus bulls, steaming like freights and built like 

battleships, whitey-blond hair or black bristly butches slicked back with water or butch 
wax so their heads looked like pink and black and white torpedoes, and they'd charge 
him, trying to get aholt his neck or his shoulders or whatever. Or maybe they'd make like 
to bulldog him and think they could throw him like a calf. But it didn't matter at all what 
they thought they'd do because Victor knew they wasn't going to do nothing at all, and 
then the crowd might just as well set back and listen and not even bother to look, 
although looking is what you paid your money for, and besides that center ring is just 
about all you can get a good eyehold on because it's so friggin' (beg pardon, Miss) dark 
everywhere else, but the next thing you hear, and it's usually right away, is a big splat 
like a bug on a windshield and it's black fur settin' on top of white hair and pink skin like 
some little ladies' room rug protecting that grimy mat." 
Lear went for his beer to chase the shot he had dispatched, but instead the huge hand 

wavered and with his thumb he gently rubbed the perspiration from the side of the bottle 
as he continued in a quieter voice: 
"Then the ref will call the time and grab Victor's arm and hold it up as high as the little 

man can reach-they always pick these little guys, the kind that like to torment cats in 
their spare time, for the refs, like little Canadian Frenchies probably-maybe to show off 

. Victor's size like they do in those trick pictures of which guy is the tallest. So old Victor 
knows he's gone and won again, so he lets this guy hold his arm up as long as he wants 
while some little boys, scared to death but loving every minute of it, sort of hose or pull 
the loser out of the ring. And all the time Victor's standing there swinging or swaying his 
big head from side to side-they say they do that because they can't see good, but to me 
he always looked like he was either crying or shaking his head and muttering 'tut tut' 
like he was almost sorry he had to be so ornery and hard on these guys. But he's also 
always ready for the next man, who's generally some farm hand who is put up to it by his 
buddies, if you can call them that, and goes up on a bet. And it don't matter to him at all 
what your occupation or religion is. He don't care whether you're a Jew or a Baptist or a 
Watusi. He forearms you sometimes or swipes you with a hay maker and it's exactly like 
getting caught in the gut by a four-by-four. Your wind is knocked out of you and there 
ain't a damn thing you can do but set on your butt-you try to keep settin' up for the sake 
of your pride-listenin' to your so-called friends cuttin' up out there, hollerin' and 
laughin' and already figurin' how much Him Boom they can buy with your money. And 
you wait for some kid to come and hand you back to them out of the ring, and maybe 
you're stiII mobile, but it's all you can do to get up and you've got to smile while you eat 
crow pie, all the while thinking you'd rather die. But you also come to love this guy. Don't 
get me wrong, Victoria. I'm straight arrow and I'm sure if some of those wrestlers heard 
me talking like this they'd cream me, but you just do." 
I'm sure I must have almost leaped off the barstool when he said my name. For the last 

half hour or so I had shifted my gaze from the Budweiser horses to the little canoe on a 
lighted column that departs from the same shore hour by hour. I was now working on my 
fourth scotch and hearing my own name when I thought I had cleverly covered my 
tracks brought me and Lear both back into focus. Then, mind reeling, I recalled that the 
bartender had asked for an I.D. while I was recovering from the initial daze of finding 
myself a doe among the bucks here hours ago. I marvelled again at this Lear-now I had 
begun to wonder if he had any other name besides Lear. He sure didn't miss much. 
At that moment, causing me to swing like a pendulum as if attached somewhere to this 

man, Lear reared back on the barstool and hit his chest with the flat of his right hand, 
simultaneously swinging his .. torso toward me, breaking for the first time the weld 
between his elbow and the bartop. I felt the bartender start and then move closer to me, 
but Lear relaxed and slumped back, speaking now very quietly: 
"I'm a big guy now and I was a hot-shot heavyweight high school wrestler then and I 

had got a little liquored up and took a few bets from my so-called buddies. (Too many of 
them were betting on Victor to beat the tar out of me for my comfort.) And up I trot to 
wrestle this old boy, and he wasn't even spry, just big as a goddam train. 
"It was getting chilly early that fall, about like now, and the ... let's see, it must have 

been '59 or '60 Sports Show Hall was about the warmest place at the fair, even though it 
is big and drafty. You know, it's too bad about that hall. The Society for Prevention of 
Cruelty stopped the bear wrestling the very next year after I went up against Victor, and 
the next time I went back there, after the service, sort of just to stomp around, nobody 
had told me, but they had tore down the ring and cleaned up the place and there was a car 



show, all lit up nice and bright with pretty high school girls in hot pants prancing 
around right where we used to put our behinds on the line. So anyhow, you could hear the 
boots of the boys and men shuffling and stomping, trying to keep warm, and it's real 
dark out there-too dark to see your breath, except for that big old center ring that's just 
shining like a birthday cake. And up overhead there's these big yellow flood lights and 
big bugs and flies and such are pinging away up there, but none of this really looks real, 
which might go a long way toward explaining why you get up there to begin with. And 
it's real noisy with the music from the rides outside and the little kids squalling and 
squealing, cussing and spitting and drinking and jostling of the boys inside. The smoke 
is also real thick. And they are just primed to see Victor beat the living stuff out of this 
fool and the next fool. There might be some ladies out there, but mostly there aren't 
except for real tough old dogs because women have the sense to stay out of that tent. 

"So I look out to one side of the ring and there's this line ofbig"guys who think they're 
real tough, even though some of them are just fat. Then, up front, ready to climb through 
the ropes, there's me, a big dumb kid in a little dago-T and a pair of khakis, no shoes or 
sleeves to hide a weapon in. So I go to step on the bottom rope and all I can look at is my 
big blue foot while the ref calls out the rules. Then I hear this big rattling groan-and I just 
freeze, half-way in, and I look up and see he's loosening Victor's muzzle aJJttle so the 
animal snorts and rolls his little blood-shot eyes and looks to me like a monster from a 
movie. He stands about seven feet tall and has this nipped-up ear. I don't know where 
they get these guys, but he's no zoo attraction 'cause he's too ugly, and he's no wild 
animal 'cause he's too lazy ... except he's sorta been trained to really wrestle. And it's the 
funniest thing-once you get a lock on this guy-if you get a hand on him at all-it's easy 
to forget he's not a man because just like any real good wrestler, he's gonna trick you and 
circle with you if that's your style, and then he's gonna jist power you to the mat. The 
only difference is that he's bigger and stronger than any man you've ever been up 
against; and he's not much dumber than some and a heck of a lot smarter than most. 
And this guy becomes an individual. 
"So I jump up there and I grab his head from behind-the muzzle's this big old beat-up 

leather contraption, and I'm hanging on him-I'm about 275 and wrestling men over 
that at this time, and not much fat like now, but he's 500, maybe700-they follow all the 
rules for real wrestling except for the weight class; they don't give a rat's back end what 
you weigh if you've got the money and the stupidity to get up there- and I'm hanging 
on him and feeling lucky to even get as far as a clinch with this guy when all at once he 
stands way up, all the way, and I know right then I don't even have a prayer because I 
thought he was standing up before. But I don't have a chance in hell if I don't hang 
on-hell, the fall alone would kill me-so I hang on and he's dangling me and swaying 
like a tree about to crash. And I'm like a little bitty leaf on that tree and jist shakin' when 
all of a sudden I start to cuss in this little schoolboy cracky-voice way, 'cause it's either 
that or wet my skivvies. And I'm not even cuss in' hard, just yelling some kind of trash to 
save my pride and show what a man I am because I realize that my time with him is 
ticking away and I can't have more than a minute left to do my damage when all of a 
sudden the muzzle begins to give way, and all I can think is, 'This guy ought to go to the 
nationals next year!' and I know, no matter how I wiggle or squirm, I'm not going to even 
faze this old boy when, like God talking, I hear a whistle and it gets real quiet, and the ref, 
this little skinny rat-like dude, calls out real loud and serious, 'Don't cuss the bear.' Here I 
thought I was finally going to get saved and he says, 'Don't cuss the bear!' And I think 
they must have stopped the clock during that too because about a year had passed while I 
hung there, helpless, feeling that slippery (from the sweat of both of us) leather giving 
way under my hand and imagining that Victor, whether he wanted to or not, but just to 
save face like I would, would feel obliged to take about half my arm off before he 
squashed me. 
"But what was really weird was that I thought he had a right to. The man was a better 

wrestler than me, pure and simple. But feeling like I still got to put on a little show for the 
boys out there, and still sh akin' to beat sixty, I roll out another string of curses, some of 
which insulted the old boy's mother, sister, father, whatever, but. that just causes the 
boys out there to laugh louder.Now, I know that in about two seconds this muzzle's going 
to give way and I'm going to be one dead seventeen-year-old blasphemer. But to switch 
holds, even ifI could, would be like swinging across those big steel bridge crossbars and 
going for one that's way too far away from you, so I yell out and it gets real quiet when I 
do, 'What the f--- do I call this guy?' (Excuse me, ma'am, but that's what I said). 
"And right then the buzzer sounds, and the bear, like he knows something, lets me 
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down like a merry-go-round, or like handing your grandmother out of a car, very gentle, 
and I see I got the muzzle in my hand, but he's smiling away up there and he's got his 
paw resting real light on the top of my head like we're posing for a family picture or 
something, and I realize again how much he stinks, but that I smell just like him, and 
Victoria ... " 
The man swung full face to me and took both my hands and held them in his at about 

heart level. The bartender, who had hovered covertly listening to about the last half of 
the story, looked concerned. He started to reach over and separate Lear from me when 
my hands were suddenly released and Lear slouched back into his previous crouch and 
said, very quietly. 
" and to this day I couldn't tell you, and I've done some thinking on this-during the 

war while I was a 'jack in the North ... on various construction sites ... sometimes 
even in bed, alone or not, if you'll pardon the expression-whether it was the ref, which it 
probably was, or that big hairy animal, who told me in this quiet voice, 'You tall him 
Victor. They're all called Victor." 
Lear smacked the bar suddenly and laughed. The sounds were very similar. Again, the 

bartender jumped and moved toward us, but Lear stood suddenly. He towered like a 
Norway pine. 
"Victoria," he said "I don't know you at all and I've been running off at the mouth here 

for the greater part of eternity ... " 
I made some socially-acceptable gratuitous gesture and murmured some demuring 

response. 
" ... and I don't know what a lady like you is doing up here at all and especially herein 

this dive, but I do know you can't hide from Victor because he's everywhere. 
While he spoke, we both shrugged into our coats. Despite the bit of staggering I did, I 

felt somehow bigger than when I came in, and more dignified. Outside, I noticed that my 
car and a pickup were the only vehicles left in the lot. (The bartender lived there.) As we 
plunged out of the light and into the snow and dark of our separate paths, I had first the 
unreasonable notion that I would see Victor lounging somewhere out there, and then the 
more unreasonable idea of following Lear, but a sudden gust of snow obliterated the 
tracks we had just made and I pushed on toward my car. Despite the chill, there was a 
certain thawing about the heart. Had I not been ashamed of myself, I might have called, 
"Good night, sweet prince." But I didn't. 
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Denise Bellezzo 
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ECLIPSE 

Waking 
Rising in 
heavy dark 
coffee ground air 
Sitting at the bottom 
of the morning 

Lady 
in a cracked linoleum diner 
sits in an ochre haze 
of yellow nicotine 
Sipping from 
caffeine tanned porcelain 

Crushing 
smeary red 
into ash ·· 
she motions 
to Cl gray apron 
for a fill 

Cigarette pack 
held like the 
hand of a friend 
she stares through 
a frozen window 
to an alley 

Yellowed magazines 
in too full garbage cans 
flickering pictures and memories 
in a winter gust 

Tom Ryan 
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IN CORTEZ 

Another alkalai night in Cortez, Colorado. 
And to an idealist traveler it is so hard 
to accept the dropping of cheekbones. 
Road-side stands selling silver rings 
and cedar beads were to be expected. 
Yet, somehow, a glimpse of wool-bound 
braids or doeskin leggings did not 
seem too much to hope for. 
But these same, rigamorted in glass 
museum cases can in no way appease 
the yearning inside. 
And rows of salmon and green government 
houses cannot be packed on bare backed 
ponies in pursuit of buffalo-sprouting pastures, 
Even if their pocked, chalk bones could rise. 

The barbed wire warp of this loom, the West, 
is tautly strung in readiness for 
the woof of wheat rows and feed troughs, 
not smudges from soft leather bellies 
of trailing travois. 

But now, sitting on the edge of an iron 
bed in a ninth floor room of the Cortez Hotel, 
a delver in the pages of Remington's West 
gets set to shake hands 
with a good five-cent cigar wooden 
Indian. 

Tricia McNellis 
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