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Editor's Statement

»

As | write this and attempt to reflect over the events and dedication that
has led to the publication of Volume 71 of TOWERS, my mind is overwrought
with the TV images of war in the Persian Gulf. Similarly, many of the works that
appear in this publication indicate that | am not alone in thought. Therefore, |
pbelieve that it is appropriate for me to somewhat relate this publication to the
state of our nation in this time of war. We must remember that this literary
publication is proof of the creative freedom that Americans possess. We are
able to express our ideas and views, whether hostile or peaceful, at a shout or
a whisper, written or verbal, as we please. We are able to write poems, paint
pictures and tell stories at our leisure. And whether it is right or wrong to
send/sacrifice troops for freedom in other lands, we must be thankful for the
American opportunity of the freedoms of choice and expression.

Our contributors have made the high quality of this publication possible.
They truly reflect a positive light in this nation's future.

| would like to thank the staff, editors, Mike Malone, Joe Gastiger, Mary
Schriber, Kiyoshi Joichi, Chris Wielgos, and the NIU Foundation for their
patience and dedication.

Lynn M. Shanley
Editor

The editors and contributors would like to thank the NIU Foundation for their
generous sponsorship of awards in fiction and poetry.
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-3 Paperweight

Paperweights are on the Senate bills
that keep soldiers gone

They're on the letters
from mothers pleading
for their sons to come home

they’'re on the speeches
he reads

reassuring

situations are under control

If only the paperweights
were his eyelids

as the teleprompter read
“We've declared war!”’
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-3‘ mar Ain't Groovy

Man get real angry
Got to go and find
his gun

Johnny got his gun
about three or four
Wars ago

Johnny got his
They got him

Fixed his wagon
real

good

I'm thinking

Johnny going to get
it again

real soon

Probably just put

a big

bomb

right on his forehead

My grandfather
Got all wound up
19561

Hanging out




on a big boat

Smoking Lucky Strike
Flying spitfire

Cruising the 38th Parallel
and doing the boogie woogie
all U.S.0O. like

Now

He's sitting it out

on the back porch

beer after beer

watching it all

Roll away

My dad

Got wound up
Real big

1969

Hanging out in the jungle
just doing his thing
Dancing the

Alpha

Whiskey

Foxtrot

All My Lai like
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Found out 20 years later

The Orange
Got him

Doing his hair
and pretty much
Just

howling around
inside of him
He doesn’t dig
the thunder

or

the lightning
Likes it quiet after dark

Don’t go burning
His Flag

I'm wondering

When they’re going to
wind me up

Probably

just put

a big bomb

on my forehead

too




-‘5 the faces of communion

a red-gold ring
bodies tight

around the fire

faces

tinted with wine
hands feeding hands
there are some

who glow briefly

and then fade

while others are alight
and constant

the faces shine

with a flame given to each
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-,"; Qur Last Friday Night of High School

That night we stood waist-deep on a sandbar
fifty yards from the shore of Lake Michigan

cans of Old Style bobbing about us

in the cold lake water

like slight white buoys

as the sky and the lake swallowed each other

to the North.

Later we'd walk the curving concrete breakwater
stopping to trade our last few beers

for pan-fried smelt

with tobacco-chewing fishermen out since late afternoon,
the smoky scent swimming through lake breezes
and pausing in tide pools under my nose

And when we reached the breakwater’'s end
we'd sit with legs dangling

like smelt nets over the edge.

And we'd smoke a joint stolen

from someone’s older brother

and tell lies about our sex lives

until the sky began to blush.

Then we’'d go back down to the beach

and use an abandoned toy shovel to write

our names in the sand

far from the tide.
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'3 Abandoned

"
Hiding in the long grass
of farmers meadow
Where the moon washed
on tips of blades
Moved
like liquid
when windswept
My path
to where my body seat
soaked in earth
Was darker
by deeper shadows
Where my feet
had crushed the pale light
to nothing
My eyes just level
over the flow
To pick the car skeleton
just past the barbwire
Where | had
huddled
summers before
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In the rusting frame
the steering wheel
had worn silver
With abandoned
springs of seats

It's cotton flesh
taken to mice

in winter

Three boys
bottled beer
and cigarettes
To dark faces
spilling

on words

and alcohol
and manhood

Or one girl
Backseat spread
bodies

Aching Lips
Twined hands
and promises

to closed eyes



But | remember
alone best

From purple thunderheads

and orange lightning
The shift

then

cold wind

Let the first raindrops
part through my hair
as | ran

Sit to the drivers seat
Listening to the tin :
roof

and the

Pound

Then

maybe drive

away
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fj The Interview

Ehe s

he’s here.”

“She?”

‘“Yes. They do come in two genders you know."”

“Women's lib. | was forgetting.” He paused. “Okay, send her in.”

“In here?”

“Yep.”

“In here? Couldn’'t you at least pick up the place before you have her
in here?”

“l need it this way. I'm writing right now. You know how | get when |
write.”

She started picking up some crumpled pieces .of paper from the floor
and throwing them in the waste basket. “Well the least we can do is have
the place decent enough so she can navigate her way in.”

“Don’t do that honey. | don’t want her in here any more than you do.”

“I want her in here. She’'d be good for you.”

“Just let her in. Forget about the floor.” His wife stood up and exited,
reentering seconds later with a young woman with a briefcase.

““Here she is. Ms. Jean Porter.”

“Hello Ms. Porter. Won'’t you sit down? Honey, shut the door on the way
out would you?”

“Sure.”

He watched her leave as Mrs. Porter picked up some paper off a chair

4
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and set it on his desk. As soon as the door was shut he got up and emptied
the garbage pail on the floor, kicked the refuse around until it was spread
out in an even layer. “That's better. Now, Ms. Porter. What can | do you for?”

The young woman’s mouth hung open but she snapped it shut. She
had been told to expect this. “Ah, well, I'm here for the interview. Thank you
for giving me the opportunity to..."”

“Well it was my agent that gave you the opportunity. | had no say in
the matter really. What magazine are you from again?”’

“Woman's Annual.”

“Ah. Your magazine rejected two stories of mine. It sort of makes me
wonder why I'm entertaining you.”

“l just work for the publication sir. | don’t own it.”

“Well that explains everything doesn’t it?"

She coughed. “Maybe we should just get on with the interview.”

“Maybe we should. You might notice that I'm a little busy right now so
we should be getting down to business.”

“Right,” she said as she opened her briefcase. She shuffled some papers,
dug around, found a note pad and pencil. ‘“‘First question.”

“Sock it to me, baby.”

“Right. Uh, you were a reporter before you became a writer. What made
you change your occupation?”’

“l hate reporters. Reporters are extremely rude. They don’t care about



"

people. They ask them questions so they can write a story and make a buck,
or keep their job.”

She shuffled a little feeling like an amoeba under a microscope.

“l see. So you weren't self-actualized?”

“Spoken like a psychiatrist. You can say that if you want. That's not quite
it, but write what you want.”

“l don’t want to misquote you.”

“You will anyway so write whatever you want.”

She stopped scrawling, decided she would let the comment slide. “So
you became a writer. Was it hard at first?”’

“It's hard getting started. Like any other job. You have to show your stuff
and even when you show your best, the prospective employers are usually
critical. Your magazine was."”

‘‘How did you get started then?”

“Someone saw my stuff for what it was and published it. The critics dove
in and brought attention to me."”’

“That was your first story, correct?”’

“Yep.”

“Why do you write? A reporter has a stable income.”

“Why do you write?”’

“To make money.”

“Precisely why I'm not a reporter my dear. There's more to life than money

A4



NS T

Ms. Porter. Some day you'll realize that when you stop being so shallow minded
and materialistic.”

This jarred the reporter. “Mr. Wallace. | am not shallow minded, and |
feel...”

“| guess that just makes you materialistic then.”

She took a deep breath and sighed. ‘Let’s just get on with the questions.”

“Let's.”

“Why do you write?”

“To convey my ideas to other people.”

“Why fiction as opposed to editorials?”

“Because what | have to say can't be said in one newspaper column.”

“What do you have to say?”

“Read my writing and find out.”

“I've read your writing.”

“Well then you don’t have to ask the question then, do you?”

“| thought I'd like to hear your opinion.”

“My opinion is that what | have to say is what | have published. If you
have to ask me that question even though you’ve read my stuff it shows you
are not a good reader.”

“I'm asking this question for those people who haven't read your works,
Mr. Wallace. What do you have to say in your writing?”’

“Things that are deeper in life than football scores, politics, etc., those



are the things | write about.”

“Specifically?”

“Ummm... Life in general. The meaning of life.”

“What, in your opinion, is the meaning of life?"”

“The meaning of life is relative.”

“What do you mean by that?”’

“That it varies from person to person.”

“What do you think the meaning of life is?”

“I think that the meaning of life is relative.”

“I don’t think you've answered my question.”

“I think | have.”

She decided to change her line of questioning. “How do you think of
your story ideas and your novel ideas?"”

“l don't know,” he said, sitting back in his chair. She gaped at him.
“Seriously.”

“Would you care to elaborate on that?”

“Na.!

‘“Would you elaborate on that?”

“You know, | bet you majored in English before you switched to journalism.”

Her cheek twinged as she locked her jaw. “How do ideas come to you?”

“I think you’ve answered your own question. They come to me.”

“How?”
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“l just kind of live my life and something strikes me as intriguing. Let’'s
say | see a paper“ on the ground in some park or something. | may start
to wonder where the paper came from and form a character in my mind.
Why did that person drop the paper on the ground? And | might write a
story about the person, or maybe a story about the piece of paper even.”

“Ah, so things kind of hit you in the face, ideas just sort of come to
you?”

“Nothing gets past you. You have that aura about you, | can tell.”

She blushed, irked. “So then you have a story idea. What do you do
with it? How do you start writing it? Do you crank it out? Or does it develop
slowly.” )

“It's like having sex when you're not in the mood. You need a lot of
foreplay.”

Yl see...”

“The concept is there but you have to work hard to reach a climax.”

She couldn’t believe she was asking this question. “What sort of work?”

“You test possibilities, find what works, and go with that. Once things
get going you lose control and things take care of themselves. You need
spontaneity and originality to get the best results. Otherwise you wind up
faking it and your readers find you out.”

“Interesting,” she said crossing her legs. She took another deep breath.
“What do you think was your best accomplishment?”



“When | taught my dog to shit in the back yard. That was a big one.”

“What do you think was your best literary accomplishment?”

“l finished reading ‘The Last of the Mohicans.”

“What do you think was the best thing that you've ever written?”

“Mmmmmm..."" He thought of telling her about when he forged his father’'s
signature on one of his report cards in junior high. “Hard to say.”

“Do you have a favorite story or novel that you've written?"’
“Ume..No:®
“Why not?”

“Because language is a flimsy mode of communication. There are so
many ways to express yourself but when | write, | usually want to express
myself in one particular way, and its hard to do that with such a huge variety
of words to draw from. | never feel like | do my readers justice when | write.
| don’t have any favorites because | botch them all up in one way or another.”

‘“You are considered to be one of the greatest authors of this century...”

“Really?”

‘Yes. The critics say your works equal and sometimes surpass those
of Hemmingway, Faulkner, even Twain.”

“What do they know?”’

“How do you mean?”’

“Well, they’'re not writers, are they? What do they know about writing?"’

“Ah... So you don’t think you belong up there with Twain, and Faulkner,
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and Hemmingway then?”

“On the Céntrary, | belong up there with them.”

“| don’t understand.”

“That’s not my problem.”

“Why do you feel you belong among the ranks of Hemmingway, Faulkner,
or Twain?”

“Maybe not Faulkner. | really never read about him. But | belong with
Twain and Hemmingway.”

“Why?”’

“Because they just wrote books and stories. They never considered
themselves gods. It was the people who put them upon pedestals. The people
made them famous. Neither one of them wanted to be that way. As for how
my works compare to theirs, who am | to say? Who is anyone to say?”

“You think critics aren’t worthy enough to judge your writing.”

“That’'s right.”

“You'd put a lot of critics out of work, Mr. Wallace.”

“Who needs 'em?”

“Your style of writing is unique...”

il S

‘“Yes.”

“l didn’t know that. | don’t read too much. How is it different?”’

“You sometimes use sentences that evade standard sentence structures.”



“Bullshit.”

"I beg your pardon.”

‘| said, ‘Bullshit.” ”’

“Why do you say ‘Bullshit?’ ”

“Because I'm frustrated mostly. People usually swear when they're
frustrated..”

“Do you feel your sentences do not evade standard sentence structures.”

“You're going to be a good reporter someday.”

“Could you please answer the question?”

“l could, yes.”

“Would you please answer the question?”

“Who sets the standards?”’

“What?”

“l said, ‘Who sets the standards?’ | mean, who is to say what standard
sentence structures are? There were no standards when oral language was
first used. There were just particular structures that were used more often
than others. That doesn’'t mean they are standard structures. It means they
are common structures.”

‘| see.” She looked at her next question and smiled. She had been wanting
to ask it for some time now. ‘‘People say you're eccentric. How do you respond
to that statement?”’

He pondered a moment, trying to arrange a response that wouldn’t offend
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