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From the Editor

hen Towers comes out each semester, | always find myself
interested in the reactions it receives. Usually people are surprised
that NIU even has a literary magazine. This surprise gives way to a series of
questions which, roughly, follow the same pattern:
1) Hey what's this?
2) Who wrote this junk?
3) How did it get in here?
In this issue 1'd like to try to answer those questions.

First, Towers is a literary magazine funded by the NIU Student Associa-
tion. Any NIU student is eligible to submit his work or to sit on our
editorial board.

Second, Towers tries to choose the best works that NIU writers and
artists can produce, but we're limited by the number of submissions we
receive. If we are not blessed with submissions, we manage as well as we
can with the little we receive.

Third, all Towers submissions are judged blind. That is, the author’s
name is removed and replaced with a number. The submission then goes
to the appropriate committee—fiction, poetry, or critical essay—to be
judged by the members. The best submissions from each committee are
brought to a committee of the whole, where they are voted on again by
the entire editorial staff. We use a point system to judge the works, and
the submissions with the most points are printed in Towers. It is only after
a work has made it into Towers that we re-attach the author’s name. |
admit that this is a rather complicated screening process, but we want to
make sure that every submission receives an equal and fair chance to be
published in Towers.

I would also like to take this opportunity to thank all the people who
made Towers possible. At the very top of that list is the Acting Editor for
this issue, Michael Welter. While | was out giving grief to innocent middle
school students under the guise of student teaching, Mike was here at
NIU keeping Towers running smoothly and efficiently. | would also like to
thank our advisors, E. Nelson James and James NcNiece, for their sage
counsel and advice, without which the editors would have immediately
thrown up their hands in despair. Thanks are also due to our Art Editor,
the committee coordinators, and the editorial staff for a job well done.
And finally, | would like to thank everyone who submitted to Towers and
to all of you who have picked up a copy. We really appreciate your
support!

Heather Z. McCandless
Managing Editor, Towers
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Mukti

will not stay
Look quickly
at my changing colors
Autumnal transitions
Are they not
the monarch
from birth to death
The sacred crimson rituals
of sacrifice?

Touch the veiled face
of flight

Find me in the golden
ebbing sunset

Drain me into

your rich, red earth.

Taken apart

Stripped of caring

Shoot through the aspens

Find their rippling teardrops
Copulating with the wind
Turning with the current’s force.

Slow

In the night

Know me

To be of utter darkness
The mind’s delight

The continuing cycle
of the stars

The winding sidewalk’s
autumn leaves.

Laurie M. Johnson
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A Remembrance for Panajachel

hey tell me you have been ravaged,
Mayan mother, small bones crushed
by earthquakes and guerillas.

Your small son wears the black band
on the sleeve of the perfect shirt
you wove for him in ancient Mayan colors.

Lake Atitlan is blue with tears,
the sulphur springs of my innocent sweat
run red with Mayan blood.

Even the poinsettias bleed
when no one picks the coffee beans
and avocados rot in the jungle.

Who will buy your chevroned weavings?
Do you pray to Quetzecotal, Guadalupe, or Marx?
Do heads of slaughtered chickens

still lie beside the candles of your novina?
Are your round thatched roofs burning?
Or did the earth mercifully swallow you?

| swear by the cloth | bought from you,
Little One, | did not imagine happiness
in your black diamond eyes.

Your life, three thousand years rich
in Mayan treasure, was no poorer than mine.

Chris Swanberg




My Daughters Are Not Too Pleased

craps of calico clutter the carpet

And stick to their bare toes
And bits of stringy colored threads
Cling to their school clothes
Leaving a trail from home
That screams: Our mother sews
For a living.

other mothers are secretaries

They think they shall die a
Truly horrible death
If they have to go into another fabric store.
And surely shall take their last breath
If they step on another straight pin formerly
Lost in the carpet.
other mothers are teachers

If they have to help iron just one more snip of
Quilted material before they go to bed,
They shall surely be dead
Before morning.
other mothers work from 9 to 5

They are not too pleased, my daughters
About sitting on scissors in the sofa
Or on buttons in the bath water.
By eyelets hanging from the chandelier
And rickrack clinging to the bathroom mirror.
other mothers are dental assistants

The sweetness of the machine whirring
and creative Mother cursing . . .

Oh God, everyone knows
Our mother sews
For a living.

Judy Ham
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Windows of Vulnerability

Laurie M. Johnson

I

met God today. He came in the guise of two black suited

men-boys. He asked me if | had been saved. | should have
asked him why he didn’'t know already, but then, when God
comes knocking at your door you don’t ask questions.

| noticed a zit on one of His messengers. How odd. | wanted
to demand “Divinity, heal thyself.” But God obviously has ways
of making his representatives humble.

Again, they asked if I'd been saved.

| asked them, appropriately | thought, “By whom?”

“By the Lord, our saver and redeemer,” one of them an-
swered sweetly.

| decided to play with God's messengers. “Well, let’s see. The
other day | redeemed eleven S & H green stamp books I'd been
saving for over a year.”

“No no, we mean your spirit. He can save your soul from
eternal damnation and redeem your life for the good of man-
kind and the glory of God.” (Ah, here was a real heathen. Pull
out all the stops.)

“Oh, | see. You're talking about the Great Spirit,” | said,
looking dumb. These people infuriated me. They thought they
had the exclusive rights to the Almighty. The trademark, the
patent and the God Housekeeping seal of approval.

“Yes, you could call him the Great Spirit. \We prefer to call
Him Jesus.”

“Right. I have him on a shelf in my living room. Hey, you guys
wouldn’t be selling incense would you? I'm running low and |
don’t want to make him mad. God knows what he’ll do.”

They fidgeted a little. | think it was finally beginning to hit
them that maybe, just maybe, they were being hoodwinked.
Too bad they weren't sure.




“May we come in and give you some literature? You can
read it and we can explain anything you don’t understand. If
you find the real Lord, your life will be transformed.”

I heard Mark get out of bed. | had to make a fast excuse to
get rid of them or they’d attack him next.

“Listen, if you don’t have incense and you don’t have any-
thing for burnt offerings, | don’t want to talk to you. \¥/hy don’t
you go home? Doesn’t your God ever get hungry?”

With that, | shut the door in their faces and watched them
through the peephole. They looked perplexed for a second,
then left.

If only they could take midnight walks. If they could be silent
and listen. Instead they make fables to keep their minds busy. |
would tell them, lose your mind and you will find your mind.
Part of God might be the madness of not shutting anything
out, accepting all things.

Mark came to the door. “What was going on here?” he
asked.

“Oh, | just had a little talk with God.”

Luckily he saw the two young men soliciting across the
street, or he’d have thought me crazy.

1l

“Can’t you see what's happening? Our President is taking
food and education from our children and building missiles. |
understand guns or butter, but children shouldn’t have to pay
for our guns.”

“But we've got to protect ourselves. He's our President. He
knows better than you or | how much defense we need. If it
takes cutting back on education, that’s what it takes. Would
you rather have those same children killed because we didn’t
keep up? This window of vulnerability — —" '

“It's a farce, Mark. Both countries have many times over the

weaponry to blow the planet to kingdom come. When it gets
to that point, what's the use in adding more? The additional
weapons are no more of a threat than before they existed. Has
it ever dawned on you that a lot of people have jobs designing
and producing new weapons? Have you read about the
excesses and waste in the Pentagon’s budget? My God,
they're still building tanks in a world where they can be des-
troyed in seconds. Nations don't meet in the field of battle any-
more. They're either behind trees or behind computers. Rea-
gan’s not an imbecile. I'm sure he knows what's going down.”

“You think he’s an imbecile. What's wrong with giving Amer-
icans jobs and defending the country at the same time?”

“Because it's like a pie. The bigger the guns’ slice, the smaller
the piece for everyone else. It's immoral.”

“Now you’re an authority on morals?”

“I know this. If children and the poor and this country’s
schools have to suffer because some . . . over-zealous man
clouded with over-simplified convictions wants to make more
weapons we can't use, that is not right.”

“You're a bleeding heart. A weeping liberal humanist.”

“And you're a name caller.”

“You can’t support your claims.”

“You claim to be a conservative. You voted for Reagan, but
you can't give me any good reasons for what he does. You're
a Republican because your family is. And you say that’s good
enough.”

“And you're a Democrat — for some reason!”

“We cancel each other out, you know. Last year | drove you
to vote.”

“And last year | drove you to drink. You think I'm over-
simplified. Why do you want me then?”

“I don't know, Mark . . . Because | love you. Because my
bleeding liberal humanist heart loves you? | should ask why
you don’t hate me.”

“When did | say | didn't?”

et e e = — e _



Dear—

| think that | shall never see
A man as jealous as Marky
Shifting eyes preoccupied
His disposition like bromide
If | were King | would decree
Men not to be so rude as he

| think that | shall never know
Machismo more puffed up to grow
Suspicions flooding every will

His manly tantrums over-kill

If | were boss | would promote
Marky in his sass to float

| think that | shall ne’er more do

That thing of which he disapproves
For Marky has drawn up the bridge
And won't let down one little smidge
He would attempt, in fact ensue

To keep it fixed with crazy glue

| think that | shall never toy

With publishers, jobs to deploy
For though | don’t agree with him
Marky withheld is Marky thin

I must admit this Princely pioy
Makes contracts pallor by the boy

Dearest—

Once again you are charmingly crude in an elegant, verbal
sort of way. You amaze me. But | think | owe you an explana-
tion. Our week and a half (three hours, ten minutes) absti-
nence was not a “ploy.” | have been progressively forgetting
that you were with someone else. It does no good to argue
that the experience meant nothing to you. In my mind, |
already know that.

From your endearing poem, | assume you're swearing off
further sacrifices for career — but for me? | appreciate that, but
what about you? You showed a lack of self-worth, as though
you didn’t think it was a privilege for him to be with you. It is a
privilege for me to be with you.

Anyway, my rude feelings have calmed down and | am pre-
pared to do the best | can, that is overlook the fact that it ever
happened. You can’t understand that, | know. In a way | love
you for that.

| am fully prepared to stop my games and come back to bed.

You are free. You always have been. The conventional
doesn’t suit you, | know. But marry me.

You seem to value my peace of mind. If you say no, I'll still be
here. But if you say yes you will be no less free and I, with my
conventional mind, will be so. And if | am happier, you might
just be too.

In any case, I'll be home tonight, as | always am. Nothing
withheld.

1\

The subject of reincarnation holds many possibilities ‘for
humor. For instance, instead of having the graduating lives go
from the lowest animal to humans, | have eliminated animal
participation. Instead, the succession goes from the poorest
inhabitants of the planet, let's say the Bangladeshians we're
always hearing about, to the richest — Americans of course.
This would enable all Americans to consider themselves. the
highest life form with a direct link to God: something many of
them have believed all along. This theory would justify so many
things we do that perhaps | should suggest it to the religious
right biggies currently dominating domestic and foreign policy.

This way when we intentionally disrupt small, poor nations’
governments, bringing about coups, causing wars, riots and
famine, we merely have to say that this is what God wants us
to do and that if our poor brothers survive our meddling they
are one step closer to the last state — divinus americanus.
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