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Editors’ Note

In our minds, this issue of Towers represents some of
the best literary and artistic talent in the university com-
munity. We were pleased, surprised, and perhaps even a
bit overwhelmed by the quantity and variety of submis-
sions that we received, but we were, ultimately, more
pleased than anything else, for this enabled us to present
what we feel is an excellent body of work with a great
diversity of forms, voices, and perspectives. We hope that
this energetic response is indicative of what can be
expected in the future, because it is only through the
active participation of the members of the university
community that Towers can remain the excellent publica-
tion that it is. We would like to thank all those who con-
tributed to and worked on Towers, and we hope that the
enthusiasm and interest shown for this issue will con-
tinue to grow as we and our successors work to put
together future issues.

Anthony Pope
Editor

Susan H. Eichner
Assistant Editor

Judy E. Hinkes
Art Editor
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Grandpa Paul

At Lake Wandawega

you taught me

not to flip the canoe,

told me how you left Chicago

a janitor,

made the Wisconsin summer cottage
your home.

White hair beneath

your khaki fishing cap,

you never lost your German lust,
laughing my name

you had the accent

of a true immigrant.

As a child

I listened to war stories

as though you were a prophet,
saw the small bunk you slept on
as a boy,

walked with you

along the banks of the Elbe
where you lived near Geestacht,
hugged you when you said

I looked like my mother at seven.

Years later, I fear

you are sleeping less,

knowing

that all your soccer buddies

in the brown picture above your bed
are waiting for you

Fritz was the last to go,

and you tell me every time I visit
that even he was four years

younger than you.

Your knee bounces
insistently,

making the room hot.

I want to wrap arms

around your fragile shoulders
say it’s “duck soup.”

I'd gladly give you

ten of my years,

so my children could know your smile,

see the wink of your

once romantic eyes.

After two cateract operations

the silver blue

has gone black,

and I can only tell you

which birds are eating at the window feeder.
Yet you know the Yatzee dice

as if they roll, auf Deutsch,

you always win.

How tired you are

tapping your nails on the table

in a dark room,

smoking citarettes

and feeling where to flick the ash.
Ich bin stolz auf dich,

for living so long.

Grossvater,

what will I do when you are gone,
but feel your blood

moving in me,

turn dark

and die with you.

Gretchen Thompson




The Scorpion Tree

The scorpion tree
Sheds stingers
In spiney autumn

Dying we lie and sing
Beneath the scorpion tree
Until eyes and mouths
Are pricked to sleep

Our souls fly
Swiftly to the sun
As mute snowy swans

Paul Engel

Mad Man

In rage
planting bombs in flower pots
around concrete coffins.

* Gus Vasilopoulos
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Sylvie

With the first sign of winter, (vapor, when we blow
our breath into the air,) we leave the playground.
We hide in the folds of the curtain that falls
black to the gymnasium floor.

You whisper your Father’s story.

He is wealthy, you say. He has mansions in
Buenos Aires, Cordoba, Madrid.

When you are sixteen he will come,

He will take you to Madrid. The closets

of his mansions are full, with pink and yellow
dresses. He brings one, whenever he comes,

but you never wear it. He does not stay.

Once, you say, he sent an olive tree.
The girl who irons your clothes has cared for it.

You call the girl Mary. They say she is your mother,
but you say she is hired,

a girl who will take care of you,

a girl who will iron for you

until you go to live on a veranda in Madrid.

I comb your hair as you whisper.

I part it, twist it, braid it. I curl it

around my finger. It is smooth.

When I am older I go to Madrid.

I try to find you in the colors of the street.

For a moment you are the pink of the evening sky,
the yellow lights over the marquee.

For a moment I think you are the woman

on a balcony. Her hair is black, straight.

It looks smooth. But she moves inside.

Michelle Parrini



Jennifer Hoeft

Untitled




Verklaerte Nacht

by Jeremy Hughes

The deserted street, covered by a dirty white slush, had
an aura of unearthliness about it in the light cast by a
clouded, pale winter moon. As if in confirmation of the
alien environment, the subway exit belched a breath of
steaming warm air, heralding the arrival of another train.
When it cleared, a young woman was rising out of the
tunnel. At first only her light coat was visible, but slowly
the dim light revealed her striking, mocha-coloured face.
Drawing her cream-coloured coat around her as a defense
against the bite of the wind, she walked off wearily
towards the imposing grey hulk of the hospital. She
climbed the wide concrete steps and entered the revolv-
ing doors before looking up.

Unaccustomed to the bright glare, she blinked and
covered her eyes. The white halls that during visiting
hours bustled with healthy relatives now were punctuated
with patients and severe nurses. Bypassing the desk clerk
whom she knew would be both sullen and bored, she
walked down a long wide hallway and through a name-
less white door.

He lay on the hard bed in a position so immobile he
looked like a mannequin momentarily laid on its side in a
display window. His white face, paler than usual, made no
contrast against the starched sheets, the floor, walls, or
ceiling. His eyes were open, staring at, yet not seeing a
pot of dying flowers directly across the room; flowers
dying in spite, or perhaps because of the nearly constant
light.

She was pacing back and forth in the confines of the
room; beautiful, regal, caged. Each time she crossed his

line of vision, he was able to focus on her for a split

second, affording him some pleasure. She never faltered,
pendulum-like in her regularity. Each time she crossed
his line of vision, a tension rose within him; would she
reappear? And each time she did, his heart settled again.
He began to count the swings of the pendulum.

He began to hope, to wish that she would vary her pac-
ing, but she never did. Each time she crossed his line of
vision, his heart fell. He started to hate her precision: he
hoped, wished, lived for the moment when the pendu-
lum would wind down, stop swinging. Now each time
she reappeared the tension got worse, until he was feel-
ing each swing in every recess of his mind: each time she
crossed his line of vision, his pulse thudded in his ears. It
was as if his heartbeat had succumbed to the beat of the
pendulum.

The thousandth, tenth, hundredth expected swing
didn’t come. The world, and his heart, seemed to shudder.
The tension within him broke like a tidal wave, but didn’t
relieve him. He lay, still, in the position he had occupied
for an immeasurable time: through a thousand visits, bor-
dered on both sides by a thousand immeasurable voids
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broken only by faceless, white-uniformed orderlies, he
had lain still, on the bed.

She crossed the wide, white, hall resolutely and entered
the doctor’s office. His glance as she opened the door was
at once compassionate and sympathetic, and weary of
intrusion emotion had made into his professional life.
She closed the door behind her, shutting the noise of the
echoing hallway out. The womb-like seclusion of his
office, the chocolate-brown carpeting, panelling and the
mahogany desk all lit by a single incandescent lamp had a
visibly relaxing effect on her.

—NMrs. Todd he said by way of greeting. Have you made
a decision?

She took a breath.

—Euthanasia.

He slid a form across the desk.

—The hospital needs your signature before we can
proceed.

She signed and slid the form back without reading, almost
avoiding its contents.

—Do you want to come along?

She shook her head sadly, asking instead;

—Is there somewhere I could rest . . .?

His eyes smiled at her. ‘

—This couch makes a wonderful mattress, he said.
She turned in the direction of his gaze and noticed the
dark brown couch for the first time.

—Please use it. Here, at least, you will not be disturbed.
She smiled back at him, grateful.

She had been gone a short, long, immeasurable time.
The flowers, placed by a kind-hearted soul in his line of
vision, had in their death come to haunt him, the white
petals slowly but inexorably disappearing from view onto
the floor. Another in the endless chain of orderlies
crossed his line of vision; he took no notice until the
glaring fluorescent lights were inexplicably dimmed. He
lay in the peaceful semidarkness, giving silent thanks to
the compassionate orderly who had distinguished him-
self among thousands. He came to the sudden awareness
that he could move his limbs. He reached up in wonder
to touch his temples; he felt at peace with himself. In this
final ecstasy of his conscious mind and in blissful quie-
tude, he died.

She lay curled up on the large couch, not asleep, yet
not awake. The darkness which had seemed warm and
inviting now seemed oppressive. This thought roused
her, so she arose and reached for the overhead light
switch; at nearly the same moment the doctor came
through the door, bringing with him the light and activity
of the hall. He was met by the light from the office as she







