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So I'm faced with this internal conflict and so being I can-hardly cooperate 
with my cohort Dan who wants to keep this so-called tone setting docu­ 
ment semi-traditional 

MAKE IT NEW Jeanne says like she's Ezra 
Pound and we leap into this back and forth 
conversation thing but what's it have to do 
with TOWERS 

And I say it's mer-e-ly a reflection of anything creative Dan. This constant 
bickering/These tired interpretations/I mean what is this thing 

• Is it or is it not: 

-A Bible for the pretentious 
-OR A chronicle of hopeful writers and artists 
-OR A book of revelations 
-OR A political document 
-OR An impetus for change 
-OR A cause for alarm 
-OR A bunch of naughty pictures 
-OR Flowers and bunny rabbits 
-OR An embarrassing waste of SA funds (Thanks!) 
OR Damn Good Creativity?! 

So we don't really know if you want to know and so we basically avoided 
the issue and well, here it is 

Thanks to: Mary Ball, Laurie Evans, Diana Jackson, Panda Kroll, Amy 
Paskin, Mark Hattiri. Joan Schultz 

Also to faculty advisors Janet Heller and Ben Mamoud 

Enjoy! 

Dan Bingley 

Jeanne Forst 

Co-Editors 
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Barroom Conversation 
(for Thomas M cGuane} 

Bill Covey 

I drive a Ford truck-a Ranchero. 
I've only ever driven Fords and 
don't plan on changin' now. 
Yeah, I'd like a wife someday for sure 
but I'm usually alone like now. 

Some folks are here for fun and 
some need to wet that dry spot. 
You see, I take in a few Pabsts 
every once in awhile just 
to help the nerves or to get 
a little look at our 
community. 

Yep, I always wear Levis, these old boots, and a 
flannel shirt. I'll never own a damn pair 
of jeans that don't have that cardboard label 
stapled right into its back pocket. 
You know that stapling shows that they're good pants. 
That's God's truth cuz you know I don't lie. 

For today, 
the best any of us can do is to 
remain right here with 
one cold Pabst- 

Hank Williams 
on the juke- 

and a warm 
place to sit. 

.. 
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To car's la Cosa 

by Karole Bolin 

So to the Fair and there saw several sights; 
among others, a Mare that tells money and 
many things to admiration; and among others, 
came to me when she was bid to go to him of 
the company that most loved a pretty wench 
in a corner. And this did cost me 12d to the 
horse ... and did give me occasion to besar 
a mighty belle fille ... that was. exceeding 
plain but forte belle (The Diary of Samuel 
Pepys, Sept. 1, 1668). 

Samuel Pepys was always one for attending fairs, 
plays, and other public entertainment; always one 
for marveling at natural mysteries and scientific 
discoveries; and, as the mare at the fair sensed 
that day, always one for loving a pretty wench in 
a corner. In Pepys's Diary, it is not a rare occa­ 
sion when he-as in the entry about horse-tricks 
at the fair-proceeds from one jade to the next in 
the same sentence. From 1659 to 1669, Pepys 
meticulously recorded his life in a diary which 
now reveals an astonishingly steady procession of 
women with whom he was sexually involved. 
These women, who· differed greatly from each 
other in age, character, and social status, were 
the objects of Pepys's compulsive caresses, secret 
seductions, or long-term liaisons. 

Aware of Pepys's obsession with women, readers 
of The Diary are easily tripped-up in disbelief of 
Pepys's statement, "There is nothing more taking 
in the world with me than the play" (July 28, 
1664). Pepys's audience must then consider that 
he attends hundreds of plays in The Diary, and 
that he fondles probably under one hundred 
women. It is likely that we are no more surprised 
or curious about Pepys's promiscuity and in­ 
satiability than Pepys himself is in The Diary. He 
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seems entertained by recalling and recording the 
results of his sexual appetite, as though he is 
recording scientific observations of his own 
behavior: 

Thence to Westminster to my barbers; and 
strange to think how when I found that Jervas 
himself did intend to bring home my periwig, 
and not Jane his maid, I did desire not to 
have it at all, for I had a mind to have her 
bring it home (July 28,•1664). 

As a married man of high social standing (Pepys 
rises from Clerk on the Acts on the Navy Board 
to Secretary of the Admiralty), Pepys, of course, 
states some feelings of guilt and shame for seduc­ 
ing pretty young servant girls, for groping under 
the petticoats of actresses backstage, and for 
"having his pleasure" with the wives of acquain­ 
tances or co-workers in the corners of blind 
alehouses. Yet Pepys's conscience seems not to 
bother him as much about his sexual encounters 
as about his attending too many plays, spending 
too much money, or not working hard enough. 
Though he constantly makes vows to limit his 
visits to the theatre, to be more thrifty, and to 
spend more time at the office, Pepys seems to be 
out of control of his "evil nature" (as he calls his 
libido), and seems to rather enjoy his position of 
surrender. He writes in his diary after eying "a 
couple of pretty whores" in Fleete Alley: 

God forgive me, I could scarce st?Y myself 
from going into their houses with them, so apt 
is my nature to evil, after once, as I have 
these two days, set upon pleasure again (May 
29, 1663). 



And another night, after a rendezvous with one of 
his mistresses, Mrs. Lane, and after bickering 
with some prostitutes over their fees, Pepys 
writes, " ... and then home and to bed, weary 
of the pleasure I have had today and ashamed to 
think of it" (July 23, 1664). 

In The Diary, Pepys is "ashamed to think" of his 
own behavior on many occasions. He is not an 
introspective writer, but an observer, a record­ 
keeper who jots down specific details of current 
events, conversations, dinner engagements, 
clothing, make-up and musical compositions. Still, 
through his descriptions of the various women in 
his life, Pepys describes himself. Between the 
detailed lines describing his numerous relation­ 
ships, we can read what Pepys did not write. 

Pepys's longest relationship with a woman was 
his fifteen-year marriage to Elizabeth, whom he 
married when she was only fifteen. Their marriage 
is often considered a unique, almost modern love 
relationship-unusual for the seventeenth century 
because of "much mutual love" between them 
(Sept. 27, 1662). This viewpoint is feasible when 
the Pepyses "lay long in bed" in the morning, 
talking and "sporting" together; or when they 
pleasantly discuss household matters; or when 
they become "good friends again" after a quarrel. 
But when Elizabeth disagrees with Pepys or in­ 
dependently does something of which Pepys 
disapproves, the mutual, "modern love" concept 
is clouded over by Pepys's selfish, domineering 
personality. He is a man who likes to control 
women (sometimes violently); and, if he once 
considered his fifteen-year-old bride to be a lump 
of clay he would shape into the perfect wife, he 
is surely disappointed. Elizabeth has a mind of her 

own, and on this cold morning in December she 
speaks it. They are quarrellinq in bed about the 
way Elizabeth commands ~er servants. Pepys 
writes: 

... she giving me some cross answer, I did 
strike her over her left eye such a blow, as the 
poor wench did cry out and was in great pain; 
but yet her spirit was such as to endeavour to 
bite and scratch me. But I cogging with her, 
made her leave crying ... and friends 
presently one with another; and I up, vexed at 
my heart to think what I had done, for she 
was forced to lay a poultice or something to 
her eye all day, and is black-and the people 
of the house observed it (Dec. 19, 1664). 

Later that day, Pepys is so "vexed at his heart" 
that he stops to see his wife on his way to a 
meeting-a meeting with one of his mistresses, 
Mrs. Bagwell, the poor wife of a ship's carpenter 
to whom Pepys subsequently gives work 
advances. 

In 1663, at the age of twenty-four, Elizabeth is 
bored and lonely, having only house servants to 
talk to, so she asks Pepys if he will hire a woman 
to be her live-in companion. Pepys admits his 
wife's loneliness, but argues against the idea 
because he fears Elizabeth will become spoiled by 
having a "woman" and will spend a lot of his 
money. He attributes Elizabeth's discontent to her 
"wont of work," since their home reflects her 
poor housekeeping. Pepys refuses to hire a 
woman at first, but later agrees for his own 
selfish reasons: ''. ... the gentlewoman being 
pretty handsome . : . The truth is, I having a 
mind to have her come lot her musique and dan­ 
cing" (Nov. 12 and 14, 1662). 
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This servant stays only four days, so, a month 
later, Elizabeth reads a letter to Pepys, explaining 
her unhappiness and need of companionship-a 
letter she gave him two months ago, but which 
Pepys never read. 

She now read it, and was so picquant, and 
wrote in English and most of it true, of the 
retirednesse of her life and how unpleasant it 
was, that being writ in English and so in 
danger of being met with and read by others, 
I was vexed at it and desired her and then 
commanded her to teare it ... (Jan. 9, 1663). 

But Elizabeth will not tear it, so Pepys takes the 
letter, along with a bundle of his old love letters 
to her, "and tore them all before her face . 
she crying and desiring me not to do it a 
paper of so much disgrace to me and dishonour if 
it should be found by anybody" (Jan. 9, 1663). 

Pepys is evidently more concerned with his public 
image than with his wife's feelings. Unlike in 
"mutual love" relationships, Pepys does not often 
show respect for Elizabeth. He controls her by 
preventing her development as an individual. 
Throughout The Diary, he refers to her as "my 
wife," not as "Elizabeth," and seldom takes her 
seriously. Pepys frequently treats her like a feisty 
pet, as he does on the day Elizabeth is in a 
"dogged humour" because Pepys did not come 
home for lunch. He gives her a "pull by the nose 
and some ill words." Pepys tries to leave the 
room, but "she fallowed [him] in a devilish man­ 
ner ... [he] got her into the garden out of hear­ 
ing, to prevent shame" (July 12, 1667). Elizabeth 
may appear to be over-reacting to a broken lunch 
date on this dog-day afternoon- until we find out 
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a few weeks later that Pepys has not made love 
to her in six months (Aug. 2, 1667). 

By no means is Pepys celibate for a half-year. 
During this time he is enjoying frequent en­ 
counters with various tradeswomen, servants, 
prostitutes, and acquaintances. One such ac­ 
quaintance is the vulgar Mrs. Margaret Lowther, 
or-Pepys often calls her by her maiden name­ 
Peg Penn. Appropriately for her name, she is a 
dirty housekeeper. Pepys describes Penn as 
"homely," "old," and "ugly as a heart can wish." 
He writes in disgust about her "sorry dinners" 
and her "foolish, sorry" paintings (April 12, 1666 
and Feb. 22, 1667). Most repulsive to Pepys is the 
woman's pride in her pretentious taste and social 
position. Penn wears "a bracelet of diamonds and 
rubies about her wrist and a sixpenny necklace 
about her neck"; and she rides in an "exceeding 
fine coach with mean horses" (Sept. 11, 1667 and 
May 24, 1667). 

During the time of his neglecting Elizabeth, Pepys 
jumps at a chance for some playful handling of 
this same Peg Penn. They are alone in the house 
of her father, a friend of Pepys: 

This afternoon I had opportunity para jouer 
with Mrs. Penn tocando her Mamelles and 
besando ella . and she fort willing (May 23, 
1667). 

In his state of acute ambivalence toward Penn, 
perhaps Pepys writes in his garbled French­ 
Spanish-English polyglot in order to avoid facing 
his own behavior, which later disgusts him. Or 
perhaps he does it simply to keep his wife from 
finding out. In either case, the desired end has 
been grasped: Pepys has knocked Penn down a 



few pegs-to the level of sixpenny-slut where he 
knows she belongs. 

Obviously, Samuel Pepys does not approve of 
confident women. Backstage at the theatre, he 
crowds in to speak to and, perhaps, to touch the 
beautiful and talented actresses he admires so 
much. "But Lord, their confidence, and how 
many men do hover about them ... and how 

• confident they are in their talk." Full of am­ 
bivalence, Pepys hovers about for a while, kisses 
a lovely new actress, then picks up his old actress 
friend, Knepp. On the way home in the 
moonlight, Pepys is frustrated when he endeavors 
to "tocar her con [his] cosa." and Knepp "strives 
against" him. Pepys says, "I was a little moved at 
my offering it and not having it" (May 7, 1668). 

Pepys offers nothing and receives nothing at a 
brothel in July, 1664. He is confronted with "the 
wickedness of those houses and the forcing a 
man to present expense." In the same sentence 
of this diary entry, Pepys "plots with" Mrs. Lane 
to meet him at "the oldhouse" across the river, 
where he "has his pleasure of her twice" -and 
pays her "5 or 6s" (July 23, 1664). 

It is no wonder that Pepys-loathing arrogant 
women who paint their faces or have their trains 
held up by pages- is attracted to his long-time 
servant, Jane, an excellent cook and 
housekeeper, who is so harmless that she refuses 
to kill a turkey. Pepys writes, "My wife could not 
get her maid Jane by no means at any time to kill 
anything" (Feb. 4, 1660). Jane is so harmless that 
she does not protect herself when Pepys "took a 
broom and basted her till she cried extremely" 
(punishment for not having things "laid up as 
they should be") (Dec. 1, 1660). 

And it is no wonder that Pepys, in 1667, falls in 
love with his wife's servant, .Deb Willet-a plea­ 
sant, intelligent and pretty ~irl of seventeen. One 
night, when Deb has been with the Pepyses six 
months, Pepys writes in his diary of a tender mo­ 
ment of intimacy between him and Deb. Pepys 
has been dictating to Deb a list of jobs to do, and 
Deb starts to cry because she is not writing as 
well as she can: 

... and her mistress construed it to be sullen­ 
ness and so was angry, and I seemed angry 
with her too; but going to bed, she undressed 
me, and there I did give her good advice and 
beso la, ella weeping still; and yo did take her, 
the first time in my life, sobra mi genu and did 
poner mi mano sub her jupes and toca su 
thigh, which did hazer me great pleasure; and 
so did no more, but besando-la went to my 
bed (Mar. 31, 1668). 

For seven months, Pepys records similar en­ 
counters with Deb in his diary-sometimes depic­ 
ting Deb as "striving against" his amorous ad­ 
vances, and depicting himself as not minding it 
much. Pepys usually calls her "Deb" in The 
Diary, instead of "the maid" or "the wench" or 
even "Willet"; and he several times expresses 
that he does truly "love her mightily." Then, 
Elizabeth discovers their affair, and there is no 
peace in the Pepys house-which becomes the 
stage of a nightmarish play of jealousy, rage, and 
shame-until Deb is fired and Pepys vows never 
to see or speak to Deb again. 

After Deb leaves, Pepys is obsessed with his 
desire to find her and is genuinely concerned that 
he may have ruined her reputation. Five months 
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later Pepys breaks his vows and seeks her out in 
the city. He meets with her and caresses her pas­ 
sionately again, but Deb's heart seems not to be 
in it (April, 1669). 

In April of 1669-one month before Pepys stops 
writing .t:iis diary due to failing eyesight, and seven 
months before Elizabeth dies of an illness in 
France- Pepys sees Deb on a London street. It is 
the last time he sees her in The Diary. 

And just at the Temple-gate I spied Deb with 
another gentlewoman, and Deb winked at me 
and smiled, but undiscovered, and I was glad 
to see her (April 25, 1669). 

Pepys, Samuel. The Diary of Samuel Pepys. 
Ed. Robert Latham and William Matthews. 
Vols. 1-11. Berkeley: University of California 
Press, 1970-83. 
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Cadillac 

by Keith Nyquist 

With its peculiar shape and a paint job that look­ 
ed like frosting, it was just like a wedding cake. 
Huge and red, easily the biggest car I'd ever 
seen. His 1956 Cadillac Eldorado convertible had 
just been refurbished. He wanted to take it out 
for a ride. 

"Oh, my god," I said when I saw it. He had just 
pulled in front of my flat and started honking the 

• horn. 

"Whaddya think?" 

"What can I say? It's a monstrosity." 

"You bet it is. If I run into a train with this thing, 
the train would be doomed." 

He was probably right. If the Eisenhower era left 
us anything at all, at least it left us a few big, ob­ 
noxious cars to drive around. But Frank's car was 
something else, a perversion. Huge tailfins stuck 
out from the back like the wings of a prehistoric 
bird. In the front, three pointy chrome humps 
reached straight forwardlike giant fists, threaten­ 
ing even the most cautious pedestrian. 

"So when did you get this thing fixed?" 

"Just today. The shop called and I picked it up." 

For the past three years Frank had been moaning 
out loud whenever the Antique car manuals came 
out and the cost of the 1956 Cadillac convertible 
rose like a hot stock. The rumor had it that there 
were only twenty-four left in the world. At last a 
few months ago Frank got a tip on one for sale 
downstate. It could be his for seven thousand, 
another two or three thousand if he wanted it to 
run. Then a few thousand more for chrome. 

Fiction Prize 

"It sure is a beaut." 

"Yeah, I really love it. How about this weekend 
the five of us take it out fa,. a cruise? We can go 
to Wisconsin or something. Maybe buy some 
cheese." 

"That would be great." 

"Then, my friend, I will see you later." 

As he drove down the street, all the people on 
their porches stared at it, his new used car. In my 
mind, I saw realtors and nervous homeowners 
discussing property values. 

The three of us, Frank, Ed, and I, had been bud­ 
dies since high school. Frank was three years 
ahead of me, Ed two. They had good jobs 
downtown. Frank barely had to save to buy the 
car. I was still struggling through school, but I 
had a summer job with the parks. I looked up to 
them. Things just seemed to come easy. I'd never 
seen a Sharper Image catalogue until I'd seen one 
at Frank's. And I'd certainly never known anyone 
with a car like that before. I didn't hate them for 
it, though. They were my friends. Ed got me this 
apartment for the summer through a friend of his. 
It had always been this way. 

Saturday morning came, cool and bright. It was 
June, so it would be warm later. They said they'd 
be by at nine. I was ready at 8:30. It was half­ 
past nine when I heard the horn, like a cracked 
trumpet, from the street. I was out in a few 
seconds. Wendy and Jane were with, Wendy up 
in front with Frank, Jane in back with Ed. I took 
the corner seat in back. 
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Frank gunned the engine unnecessarily and the 
car shot down the street, heading for the In­ 
terstate. The rows of apartment buildings rolled 
past casually as we made our way down 
Fullerton. 

"So where are we going?" I yelled. 

"Wisconsin." 

i'Yeah, but where?" 

"Anywhere, it doesn't matter." 

He was right. The only important thing today was 
having a good time. The sun. shimmered in the 
windows of the passing buildings as the wind 
blew through my hair. I dangled my arm outside 
the car and kept quiet. Wendy hung on to 
Frank's elbow as she rested her head on his 
shoulder. She was beautiful. They made small 
talk, impossible to hear over the sound of the 
wind. With the top down, her hair blew free. 
When she looked out straight ahead I caught her 
reflection in the rear-view mirror. She put her arm 
around him and gave him a squeeze. I looked 
across, the street just in time to see someone's car 
being towed away. 

After navigating through the neighborhood we 
were finally on the freeway. The Cadillac com­ 
manded the center lane like a bully fish in an 
aquarium. Every car we passed drew stares. The 
tenements rose up against the expressway from 
both sides, curtains flying from the open win­ 
dows. Grass sprouted out on the small patches of 
lawn that lined the embankments that rose up to 
the concrete walls lining the road. It roared 
around us as we passed under the viaducts. With 
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the top down, the road seemed bigger than ever 
before. 

The city faded into suburb. Frank and Ed were 
laughing back and forth about some incident they 
were involved in back in high school. 

"Yeah, Ed, but how do you know he found out?" 

"Don't you remember the look on his face? He 
wanted to beat the hell out of me." 

"Why didn't he?" 

"Because he knew better." 

Ed was right. Picking a fight with him wouldn't 
have been too smart. He had always been pretty 
strong. Once he clocked a guy who threatened 
him for talking to his girlfriend. Split his eye 
open. The guy said Ed was wearing a ring but he 
really wasn't. The rumor spread that Ed was a 
dirty fighter, but we knew better than to care. Ed 
didn't even know the girl that well. He was just 
giving her a buck so she could take a bus home. 
He'd do that for anyone. 

We'd been in the country for some time and were 
getting hungry. We had pulled off the Interstate 
half an hour before to see some scenery besides 
the billboards that told you the mileage to the 
next McDonald's. The trees were everywhere. 
Some fifty feet below and a quarter mile away a 
river curved along the sway of the road. It flashed 
in the sunlight. Up ahead along the roadside was 
a diner. We pulled in and stretched our· legs in 
the gravel lot. 

"It's really beautiful out here," said Wendy, 
reaching her arms high over her head. 



"Sure is." 

"I wonder how old these trees are." 

"I don't know," said Ed, "a hundred years, 
maybe." 

"It would be so nice to live out here." 

We left it at that. The restaurant was empty ex­ 
,cept for a young man who was at the counter 
finishing up a cup of coffee. As we opened the 
door some bells jingled and a waitress popped out 
of the kitchen. 

"How are you today?" 

"Fine, thanks." 

"Sit anywhere you like. I'll get you some menus." 

We sat down at a table by a window that looked 
out into the trees. The diner was dim and old 
looking. The stuffed heads of deer were lined up 
on the walls. 

"Looks like the goddamned French Revolution in 
here," I said. 

"Yeah," said Frank, counting the ice cubes in his 
water. 

"You can only trample the rights of those squir­ 
rels for so long until the next thing you know 
they'll rise up and .. " I dragged my index finger 
across my throat, laughing at my own joke. Wen­ 
dy was laughing. I smiled at her. 

The waitress came back and took our order. She 
said it would be a while for the food to come. 
Frank and Ed were talking about some hot in­ 
vestments as Wendy and Jane complained about 

their landlord. I sat reading the back of a sugar 
packet when I noticed the waitress talking to the 
man at the counter. She smil~d at him as she 
took away his cup. I could barely hear what they 
were saying from across the room. 

"Be back by five," he said, "I've just got to go to 
town for awhile." She whispered something back 
and gave him a quick kiss. She stared out the 
window as he left, looking out the whole time as 
his blue Escort took off. 

By now, the conversations had merged and they 
were all talking about next weekend. Something 
about going to the beach. 

"Yeah, that would be a lot of fun." 

"I need to work on my tan." 

"Don't you know it. I hope the water isn't too 
cold, though." 

"It shouldn't be." 

I seized the sugar packet, ripping it open and 
pouring the contents down my throat. They were 
all staring at me. 

"Oh, gross." 

After a few minutes our food came. We ate 
quickly because it had taken so long for it to 
come and they wanted to be back on the road. 
had pancakes. They were delicious. The waitress 
came by with the bill. Frank picked it off the table 
and counted it up. 

"What do I owe you?" I said. 

"Nothing. Forget it. It's on us." 

"Thanks, but ... " 
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"I said forget it. We're all employed." 

"Well, so am I." 

"Yeah, but you'd better save your money. We'll 
take care of it." 

"Thanks." 

I really i:lid want to pay for it. It was nice for 
them to help me out, though. School was going 

• to be expensive. 

We left the waitress a tip, paid the bill and left. 
The noontime sun was shadowless and high 
above us. We piled into the Cadillac. The road 
was narrow as it wound up __ a hill. The forest was 
deep on both sides, the sound of insects poking 
through the hum of the engine. Frank put a 
cassette into the tape deck. 

Slowly, the road began heading downhill. A curve 
here, there. Bending, always bending. As it 
straightened out there was something in the road 
ahead of us. Big. 

"Oh, Jesus."" 

A deer. A tan and white tripod straddling the 
yellow line on the road. Bewildered, unable to 
flee. Its rear leg hung uselessly on its frame. 
Someone had hit it and kept on going. 

"Oh no," said Frank, stopping the car. 

"What do we do?" 

"I don't know. I guess we'll turn around and call 
the cops and have them shoot it." 

"You sure?" 

"What else can we do?" 

He was right. It must have been in pain. 

SIXTEEN 

Something caught Frank's attention, down the 
road a bit and past the tree line. He jumped out 
of the car and started running. 

"What is it?" I yelled. I couldn't see. I ran after 
him and it was then I saw the blue Escort 
rammed against the tree. 

We were too late. Blood and glass were spread 
out against the giant maple. It sparkled like scarlet 
in the muffled rays of the sun. The car was 
crushed. The young man's· hands still gripped at 
the wheel. He'd never let go. The wind blew the 
gasoline fumes in our faces. 

"We gotta call the cops, Frank." By the sound of 
my voice, I might have been crying, I wasn't 
sure. Ed and the girls were running down the 
road toward us. 

"What is it?" 

All at once they saw the wreck. Wendy 
screamed. 

"Is he okay?" 

"Stay back," said Frank, "get back in the car." 

They kept coming. It was useless to tell them 
otherwise. They knew. They saw. He was dead. 

We walked back to the car, saying nothing. Go­ 
ing back the other way Frank was driving at least 
fifty down the narrow, winding road. A few miles 
down was the diner. He drove into the parking lot 
and locked the brakes, throwing up dust. 

"Come in with me," Frank said, pointing to me. 
"Ed, stay here with Wendy and Jane." By now 
they were crying. Ed was a little pale. 



"What are we gonna say, Frank?" 

"Don't worry about it. Just talk to the waitress 
for a while." 

I knew that Frank would take care of it. He 
always did. We opened the door, tinkling the 
bells, and the waitress came out of the kitchen. 

"Back so soon?" she laughed. "Someone forget 
'to go to the bathroom?" 

"No, I just forgot to make a call," he said. 
"Where's your pay phone?" 

She looked at Frank. "Is everything okay?" She 
must have known something, the way she looked 
at him. 

"Yeah." 

"It's in the back, around the corner." 

Frank walked back to the phone and I looked at 
the waitress. I wasn't going to say anything 
stupid. Better to let her be happy for a few more 
moments. What could we do? 

"Your friend looked like he was in a big hurry." 

"Yeah, he always is." 

"Are you okay?" 

"Oh, just a little thirsty," I lied. 

"Here. Let me give you some water." 

She poured a glass and gave it to me. I gulped it 
down too quickly. After a few moments Frank ap­ 
peared from the back. 

"Thanks, miss," I said. 

"You're welcome. Come back again." 

He tugged my shirt and dragged me to the door. 

" "Hey, Frank, aren't we gonna tell her . 

"Just be quiet." 

"But ... " 

He pushed me out the door and we were gone. 
Back the way we came. A squad car was flying 
down the road from the other way after we had 
gone a few miles. As Frank drove on the wind 
buzzed angrily in my ears. 

SEVENTEEN 



John Boyd Brandon 
Young Men of the University 

Woodcut 

EIGHTEEN 



Envious Scream Up To 
- A Loaf Of Bread 

cab 

I hate you! 
You were kneaded 
And you rose 
To The Occasion. 

" 
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Jeff Schyltz 
Untitled 

Pen and Ink 
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Common Folks 

Mark Thomas Colby 

Bright in the dark 
Through square windows, 
Flashes of light 
Come from a hearth 
In wood and clay 
Adobe hut. 

The furniture 
Rugs made by hand 
Interlaced tread 
With color lines. 
Like waves repeat 
Or tree bark breaks 
Sunlight and green. 

On the floor lie 
Woman and man 
Of ninety-ninth 
Generation, 
Carrying life 
In corpuscles. 

They spill their blood 
Onto clay floor 
And mold children. 
With red caked hands, 
To each other 
They look in eyes 
That reflect fire, 
Reach together 
Intertwining 
Hands and fingers 
So hard they hurt. 

In the morning 
They tend desert 
Flowers. Kneeling, 
They pray to God 
For His flowers 
And His children. 

.. 
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On Tuesdays 

Susan E. Stemont 

We meet now 
on Tuesdays 
wearing our best 
behavior 
Share a meal 
and talk of films 
or books 

How is your daughter? 
What are you doing in class? 

But sometimes 
there is a glass of red wine 
that brings January back 
against my will 
Or a tart apple taste 
full of last October 
When you smile 
it is May 12th 
And if you touch my hand­ 
it is a rainy afternoon 
in April 
Listen: 

Carmen is playing- 
"! am dangerous to love" 

TWENTY-TWO 



Cabin Fever 

Snow again this morning 

Susan E. Stemont 
The body 
I woke up with 
can not be mine 
There is some mistake 
and I don't know who to call 
to fix it 

A red-tail hawk has embedded 
its talons in my stomach 
All night it hung tight on me 
This morning I sat 
on the cold tile of the bathroom floor 

.. 

with a mouthful of feathers 
crying 
because I could not throw it up 

For the third time this week 
I have lost my keys 
Searching through the desk 
like a rat on amphetamine 
I find instead 
the phone bill I forgot to pay 
I ask God 
when it will all be over 
and I can sleep- 
oh sweet sleep- 
like a child again 

A crack in the winter sky 
shows a streak of blue 
and sun passes the venetian blinds 
spilling gold bars 
across the hardwood floor 
A sparrow hits the window­ 
snow blind- 
and the sky seals itself up again 

Snow again tonight 

TWENTY-THREE 



Ron Laxamana 
In Relation of ... 

Charcoal 

TWENTY-FOUR 
TWENTY-FIVE 


