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Joe atalfano 

-T -h-e S-u-d-d-e-n G-r-a-v-e-
(in memory of William ougherty) 

Whil e he waded the weary 
and weakening waters 

f liq uid temptation, 
he tipsily turns out 

From his pockets the pittance 
of a poor man 's existence: 

Loose coins and cockta il napkins 
cluttered with the scribble 

Of names and numbers 
of newly made friends 

Which will burn in the blaze 
with the blue-ish lint balls 

and rejected wrappers 
of Wrigley's Spearmint. 

The selfsame smiling faces 
who would soon suffer tears 

Were frozen as photographs 
found in his wallet. 

Numbing his senses 
with every sinful sip, 

He is chosen by Charon 
to be chased to his grave 

While his family awai ts 
both their father and friend 

At a home he had happily 
held in his heart. 

Burning and bleeding 
its black veins burst 

As it curves and it swerves 
while the callous concrete 

Is swiftly swallowed 
by a steely blue casket 

On a furious four-wheeled 
tumble into fate. 
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Brian Hamrick 

A Farce 

A homeless man walked the streets of the city 
carrying his home-printed pamphlets, 
preaching to no one as they passed him 
about the joy of life, 
the utter repugnance of war, and 
by the way can you please spare some money for a prophet? 
His dirty, multi-colored hair hung in ragged locks, 
locks which made the occasional 
hairdresser twitch their homosexual fingers 
to wash, condition, crimp, and 
possibly put a really nice mousse in. 

Chocolate mousse is, quite possibly, the most 
erotic piece of bedroom apparatus 
the Senator ever alJowed. 

Distinguished actors often are to be found 
drunk on an empty stage, 
but not Lionel. 
Othello, MacBeth, and Oberon would have been 
staggeringly intoxicated by now, 
but not Lionel. 
Empty theaters and barren floors 
are the burial grounds for some failures, 
but not Lionel. 
Thespians often find other, more lucrative careers 
after they leave the spotlights and footlights, 
but not Lionel. 
Most people wear clothes 
when they walk their pets down crowded streets, 
but not Lionel. 

The two women were locked in a torturous embrace, 
their tongues dancing over each other's bodies, 
their hands full of each other's flesh: 
soft, tender, roughed in the rapture 
of make-believe and pornography. 
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Sunflowers and daisies were linked together. 

Hi out there. 

he nursery rhymes had been stenciled on the walls 
a long time ago, but they s till held 
wonder and magic in jaime's mind. 
Sure, what does a retarded four-year-old 
know about words and symbols and meanings? 
All Jaime knew was that the designs 
gave pleasant dreams after the 
smiling lady had stopped babb1ing and 
left. 

Simon says "Open your eyes." 
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Lyndsay Petersen 

twists of fur 

a tuft concerned of grass that worried 
held a little blade too curious 
to peek before its growing luscious 

in eyes of wings with buttered flutter 
landing soft on spread antenna 
other eyes on wings will rinse the air 
in sweet embraces to tickle whiskers 
on their nearing of the shoots tha t 
up and over neighbors triumphs mauled 
were in delightful teeth of licks delicious 
shreds of slipping tangles 
falling shards of careless stems among the friendly 

furry feet of muzzled warm 
with sniffing cold wet hearing pointed 
milky blue the blinks that close 
against the leaning nervous whipping 
bodies of the thinnest motion 
slicing glance to vanquish seeing 
in the warmly pulled with. biting 

grunching and munching and spluttchering 
with snorfing and rumphing-geschrump 

until the finished crumpled leaving 
under hairy foot of fall 
feels the warmth that leaves as leaving 
furry leaping biter tra mples 
loud unslyly trotting forest 
scouring sadly walking sleeping 
shivers ruffling warmest russet 
covers dirty desperate baby 
how ling echoes never hearing 

since the killing noises raining 
heavy yelping with an end 



to lovely licking warming pushing 
nuzzles Jargely at the growing 
smaller closing eyes at starry 
blinking fading solitary 
winking far alone for resting 
body chilling iola ting 
bluest cold read waiting. 
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Jaime DuBois 

Ambiguity 

] watch ou. I watch your e pressionless face, 
motionless body. There is no language that escapes your pores. 
You. You are a walking nuance to me, a virtual watercolor in 
motion, hiding yourself, your feelings, your beliefs. Escaping, 
you make yourself in isible to me, keeping your veil hanging 
ever-so loosely arou nd your body. I see no outline. I find no 
tucks or folds. J peer closer, deeper. And yet this quest for 
comprehension, or some sligh t understanding, keeps me 
fondling your ambiguity as you move further and further away 
from me. And [ remain here, nestled in my corner, propped in 
my chair, with feet pulled in closely, trying to read your pages. 
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