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Our Own Ice-Patch 

Nightly 
I ankle around the howling ice 
Bumping into you 
Doing Figure S's 
(Backwards, scarf flying). 

"We cannot go into it here." 

Coatbound, 
I wobble on, black wool evidence 
Bulging paper tissues 
Used to blot Spring's weepings. 

Sheet lightning. Hail. Silence. 

Under me alone 
Widening lies crack into 
The clear ice-crazed surface, 
Black water swirls beneath 
Trapped in the middle. .. 
In June-green woolen earmuffs and matching vest 
You whistle tunes and tap your skate shod steel toe 
Watching me gurgle to the muddy bottom. 

Gracefully 
You leap the rift, take a bow 
And skate to where the water meets the seawall, 
Crisp as a postcard reproduction, 
For a fruit drink or a beer. 

Judy Ham 
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The STFU1 
(For Howard Kester) 

The hard bell 
over the cotton 
singes 
bright C-notes 
in the wind 

of Kings- 
breadless, a waterless fall 
down the dark cells 
of cottonseed 
the treewells' brimming leaves 
now stumps for burning- 

its glassy mouth 
hangs, flicks red 
arcs across the field­ 
pulled taut as a snake 
in the hand of a pharaoh- 

this land of white ash 
and shanties-Kester, Mitchell, 
and you, and you- 
Southern Tenant Union dreamers­ 
Great tongues have woven morning: 
Illiterate prophets it revolves on its axis 

roped like a dead man 
from its blind head 
cathedral chimes 
dawn. The "darkness crumbles away'? 

in Tyronza, Arkansas 
where colors heave up blood 
through skin too worn 
for countries' lines- 
decay in scythed palms 

whose children's bones 
webbed fields burning­ 
whose lungs bleached­ 
a clotted crop- 
first picked the notes to form 
the rising 

in our black-white Midwest streets. 

and faces-cropper veins splintered 
blue in the lands' 
gold-green embers 
where nothing rose- 
the slightest pod! 
but the milecloud 

A.]ozefiak 

1 The Southern Tenant Farmer's Union, begun in June, 1934, marked the first recorded time 
in American history that black and white sharecroppers joined forces against the 
semi-feudal plantation system. 

2 Taken from Isaac Rosenberg's "Break of Day in the Trenches." 
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Late Walk On The Gravel Road 

The day's hunt ends 
in a flamingo sunset 
under the equator. 
In heartland 
night creeps all around. 
Two batallions of crows 
loopdown on black furrows 
near the boarded warehouse. 
I'll stop here alone 
to walk along the forgotten 
fields. 
The old brown barn 
still standing - 
schoolboy running 
over loose gravel 
with his bamboo pole - 
no dormitories back there then 
over the roof 
against the first star - 
the creek's mirror wasn't so black then; 
your eyes weren't so gray then, 
brown-black: spotting water- 
bugs rippling the silence -. 
Over the wood bridge 
no creak, 
now concrete cracks 
patched by crabgrass, 
A barking dog raises me 
to Orion; 
weldedon my canes 
I feel as close to the Aeonian 
hunter 
as the shiver in my bones. 
Windows glow still, 
like owl eyes. 
Success caught blindfolded 
in the daybreaks 
the importance of making sense. 
A family, wealth, name. 
In stardom - late. 
And too late, 
after the goals, the accidents 
even deaths 
we return 
palm on the cooled face, 
limping on dimmed pebbles; 
absorbed in night 
amidst the glowrise of perching towns 
and trillions · 
of clustered stars. 

Gus A Vasilopoulos 
8 



jim Nelson Owl l 

9 



The Death of Will 
by Daniel T Riggle 

Despite what I'd seen by the time I was twenty, I con­ 
tinued the search for a God, one which has not been fully 
realized, even now. When I was twenty, and watched 
combat-loaded choppers through the windshield of my 
deuce-and-a-half truck, their noses dipping groundward 
as if they dangled on strings, the whip of their blades 
against summer's advecting heat sent back a constant 
report, like some echo from the back of my mind: an 
incessant marking of time. August, 1976, on the D.M.Z. in 
South Korea, six days beyond the projected date for my 
return home. After the axe-murder of two American offic­ 
ers by a North Korean platoon, all changes of station and 
leaves were frozen, and the entire South Korean Republic 
was placed on "Red Alert." Yet, as it seems to me now, 
looking back on that time after nearly a decade, I either 
felt very confident of my previous combat training, or had 
not begun to perceive the significance of such an event. 
For all that I could think of, while the threat of armed 
conflict increased daily, was the death of Will two years 
prior to my enlistment. Those days of waiting could have 
resembled any other I'd spent in Korea that summer, as 
far as I was concerned. An oppressive manure odor hung 
above the wet-rice paddies, mingled with the stench of 
my own sweat, and the constant buzzing of flies, like 
some humming madness, penetrated all thought, seem­ 
ing like a reminder of something primordial; still, con­ 
trasted with this was a beauty in the land almost too 
painful to view, with its ancient, time-worn, tree-topped 
hills, and valley? bright green with languid, swaying rice 
plants, terraced to accomodate the land, moving iii 
rhythm to a breeze like sea waves that never touch a 
shore. In the villages, where huts clustered together and 
seemed to wind back ages of time, people dressed in 
loose-fitting clothes and wide-brimmed, bamboo hats 
moved in a deliberate pace to their places in the markets 
or fields. And, as one might often see with a careful gaze, 
a Buddhist temple sat on the side of a hill in an endless 
watch, like an eye sprung from the earth, gauging the 
modest movements of man. Still, I thought of Will, as if no 
such scenes stood before me, and it might have been just 
this escape into remembrance that saved me, triggered by 
those same choppers, droning in a distant hover, easing 
my slow loss of mind. 
We sneaked through the forest, Will's brother and I, 

avoiding a police barricade at the park's entrance. After 
seven days of dragging the lake, they had not found a 
trace of Will's body, and that day would have been the last 
before they would abandon the search. We stood at the 
tree line some forty yards from shore, watching two row­ 
boats waver as their chained hooks snagged the bottom. 
The small outboards groaned under their strain. Period­ 
ically, the men would anchor and haul in the heavy chains, 
inspecting the hooks for bits of clothing, or, God knows 
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what. Then they would drop them in and begin again. A 
helicopter pivoted and swung near the island's perimeter, 
echoing louder, then softer, as it turned. The trees cast 
lengthening shadows overhead, and cumulous clouds 
swept past the deepening blue. I could see Will's parents 
on the hill, as they watched with mixed hopes of finding 
and not finding their son's body. A crowd of police and 
rangers stood waiting, too, but I could tell that they 
shared none of the parents' anguish. A5 my mind wan­ 
dered past the hill and toward the airport, where the 
whoosh of cars on I-294 seemed to beckon, Will's brother 
interrupted, asking if I could again tell him the story of 
what had happened a week before. I obliged him with no 
complaints since I realized that his request was prompted 
merely through a need to verify what we were then wit­ 
nessing. Telling the story again, from the perspective of 
viewing the search for Will, whom I knew to be tangled in 
the weeds somewhere near that island in the lake, gave 
the telling a sort of eeriness; yet I told all that I could­ 
and gladly-as if to relate it would have saved me from 
something. It was a confession. 

I could not then interpret the "why" of it all, nor can I 
now; but time has revealed to me some of the event's 
significance and my need to confess. Even how Will and I 
arrived at the lake still appears vague. There were a lot of 
"freaks" present that day, I remembered, and they were 
getting stoned and dealing drugs, as we might have often 
seen them do in the city. We stayed "straight" and 
inquired into dope-deals only so as not to be viewed as 
"narcs." One old "stoner" walked around, bare to the 
waist and heavily tattooed, with a baby boa constrictor. 
coiling around his torso. We figured he must have been 
"tripping" on some good acid. A couple of "chicks" 
approached us, half hanging out of their halters, tight in 
low-slung hip-buggers, asking if we wanted to walk 
around the lake with them; and Will's eyes just about 
bugged out at the chance, but I suspiciously declined. 
Will must have thought I was crazy not to accept their 
proposal, but I told him I had come to the lake only to get 
some sun, not to get burned. I could tell he was up for 
doing something, so I told him to go on ahead and do 
what he wanted. As I made my way to the hilltop to find a 
good place from which to watch people, he disappeared, 
apparently in hopes of finding some action. Looking 
westward over the lake, I recalled, the whole park that day 
seemed secluded, and the water glowed in high-sun, 
throwing a silver glimmer around its tree-lined shore. 
Near the lake's center sat that island, its thick, grassy mid­ 
dle enclosed by a rim of bushes. Voices and laughter 
mixed in confusion with passing cars on I-294, and an 
occasional jet swinging onto a runway quieted all with its 
loudness. Still, it seemed, looking west toward the lake 
and the people was, if nothing else, a visual escape. When 


