


poetic prosy 

(a cyan sky) 

butterflies in the mockorange bush are . . 
tremulous feelers and breathless wings 

bold 
yellow/ black among the waxy green leaves 

perforated with tender white blossoms 

The last few minutes 
Flecked with hope 
And tear-stained smiles. 
Staving off the end 

WASS! 

of seconds as they speed quickly by, 
Emotions sparking wildly, 
Intensely, in a moment's 
flight. 
A lif etime's fancy; 
Then quickly, 
Quietly it's over. 
Years building toward that 
instant, 
Now this instant 
Now: 
A smile can transcend 
The miles. 
Smile, 
and 
I'll know. 

BOB HOULE 



AN AGREEMENT 

KATE SWANSON 

REMINESCENTIAE 

Something in the heart of man 
Makes him cling to days gone past. 

Cherish his clippings and photographs, 
To try to make the best times last. 

Something in the soul of man 
Makes him fear this simple thought

Each moment is forever gone 
When the one come after fills its slot. 

Something way down in the black 
Where our most private thoughts are hid

Keeps our diaries, writes our memories, 
Carves our epitaphs. 

HAIKU 

Sitting in a sailboat, 
I can almost show you 

The other side of the world. 

TO J. C. 

Deep in a murky cavern's hold 
With smooth tear-dripping walls 
Chilled, as a snowy evening's cheeks, 
You found me out. 
And brought some truth there for a light 
And trust to warm my heart. 
I turned, afraid, from your kind hand 
Then cried to see you'd gone. 
But in the glow you left a gift . 
Completeness grows within. 
Out of this shivering labyrinth 
I'm left to find my lovely route. 
Your precious spirit lending hope 
At each new turn. 



LAMENT 

If you could somehow know the weight 
Of what your friendship means to me, 
You wouldn't wonder why I weep 
To find you sad or see you hurt. 

If you could feel your spirit lift 
As I do mine when we're alone, 
You wouldn't ask me why I hide, 
When your unkindness touches me. 

If I could ever make you see 
How dear to me your thoughts, your smile, 
Your glowing eyes, have now become, 
You'd surely take my heart and run. 

You tortured me . . . 
Or at least you gave me 

reason to torture myself. 
I never knew whe re I was 

in y our mind, 
But that confusion placed you 

first in my heart. 
Your inconsistency and mine 

were suHocaHng me . . . 

Today freedom has been reborn. 
I awoke and found I didn't care -

If I don't see you for a week now, 
I can get along fine; 

My stomach doesn't knot anymore 
when you speak to me. 

Though I don't know what happened 
with us, or why it's over, 

I don't have to worry. 
All that you were is now in me -

And my thanks are yours. 



PLEA - WITH ADVICE 

Love me only after yourself, 
Don't let me be the graveyard for 

Your self delusions ' , , 

How can I expose your good to you, 
When you hide it with fierce looks 

and sarcasm, 
Or when you mope about like 

A puppy wanting sympathy? 

Don't try to be all that you admire, 
Your own harsh standards knock you down, 

It doesn't matter what you've been, 

What will you do with what you are? 
I challenge you with that. 

When you've met the man in you 
That you can judge and love, 

Then share that love with me, 

Spring 1930 

Ogden Blake was resurrected today
We all went down to see his wharf. 
The ladies, who smiled demurely and 
Passed the afternoon with John, 
Thought he was quite a hit, 
"The spiritualist is dead, but 
Long live the genius of Calvin Collidge" 

Ogden on a star green summer night 
Was swept beneath the hollow moon 
And crushed in its terrible vastness, 

Coming away with two azure miniatures 
Dressed in coarse brown paper 
Pulled close with twine 
The ladies passed me by, 

IOHN ABERNETHY 



The Summers of '59, '60, '61 ... 

The other day I walked past my neighbor's room and noticed her 
coveted hockey cards hanging on the door next to "Jesus saves . . . 
and Esposito scores the rebound." The bock door was open and I was 
cooled by a breeze coming in through the ripped screen. And sudden· 
Iy I remembered : the forbidden smell of bubble gum in boseball cards 
- forbidden because It would rot your teeth, the bluish wooly smell 
of my annual New York Yankees baseball cap, and U. S. Keds. 

Although it's been a long time, I can remember. Knute, Ricky, 
Bobby, Kurt and I would fli p for baseball cards hour after hour but 
they never got my Babe Ruth or Mickey Ma ntle. But baseball wasn't 
everything. There were long hunts for escaped prisoners in the back 
woods when I was their leader. Every night we played hide-and-go· 
seek and I can still feel the oily closeness of the furnace room where I 
hid. The scars on my hands are faint now but they tell stories of learn· 
ing to whittle with a Brownie knife and progressing to a huge Girl Scout 
knife. There were bicycle races, fairs and fights. And I never re
member any black eyes or bloody noses-I learned too well. We had 
our childish scape-goats and for two summers my brother and I were 
singled out; two against eight and my mother crying when Tommy 
and I finished . 

But with some bad there was the overriding good. On rainy Sat· 
urdays Dad would build Tommy and me an airplane out of a wooden 
crate with a plank as its wings and then suspend it from the beams in 
the garage. There was a mandatory quiet period during the hot sum· 
mer days; my mother had us bathe and entertained us with story books, 
construction paper, scissors and glue. After the long hard day there 
was the Mickey Mouse show, dinner, my father's gloriOUS rendition of 
of "Alibaba and the Forty Thieves" and bed. 

I still taste the wooden Good Humor ice cream sticks which turned 
into soggy splinters after the continual chewing and sucking. And then 
there were the rafts of Good Humors at the pool ( which I could never 
make) and the knives we made of them by using the curb as a grind· 
stone. 

There were tree ropes, forts, Nancy Drew books and tar bubbles 
which I always popped and got all over my khaki shorts. I never did 
complete my quest for a wild rabbit and never got my own baseball 
bat. But I still have the scars on my knees from falling off my bike and 
playing tackle football . 

The scars are the only tangible evidence I have to remind me. 
Because the older I get the fainter the smell becomes and I wish I 
had never had to leave. 

CYNTHIA FITZGERALD 



Ode to Optometry 

Winter slides downward, surrendering its last brea th of life 
And puts an end to the coldness, with its underlying strife. 
The gentle spring zephyrs soor on wings of blue 
Providing the illusion that I can fly too. 
Crystal clear shadows of still barren trees 
Anachronistically sway in the harbinger breeze. 
While summer's fetus begins to take shape, 
The primeval blood lust, the return to the ape, 
The amorphous mass earth, begins to take form, 
From harsh sterility to joyous warm. 
The creative forces of nature and man: 
Humanity and the universe moving hand in hand. 
Hopelessly lost in the elation of being 
My mind is overwhelmed by the novelty of seeing. 

He lived a parenthetical life 
(sort of) . 

D. S. POT ACUT 

ART SEVERANCE 

La Cosita Linda que yo amo 
no me arna 
pera la senorita que no arna 
es loco por mi. 
Es vida. 

A wind blown daisy 
At sunset 
Slowly 

ART SEVERANCE 

Deliberately dancing 
Its way into the night 

BOB HOULE 



- . 
And who is she 
but history now? 
Sweet memories indeed 
but still just history. 

ART SEVERANCE 

LINDA SMITH 



The Easter Bunny - Noble Beast 

The Easter Bunny - noble beast, 
Comes once a year to share his feast 
With children of the world around, 
Of ev'ry village, burg, and town. 

One full year's output does he share 
With wide-eyed children ev'rywhere. 
With ne'er one small word of complaint, 
He hides the eggs clad in bright paint. 

He hides one in the fireplace, 
Then to the table does he race, 
And fill s some baskets up with what 
Looks much like eggs 01 coconut. 

He scurries back to Rabbitland, 
Then takes his paintbrush in his hand 
And works twelve months lor next year's leat, 
With one or two breaks, just to eat. 

And while he's working, he does lay 
The eggS lor next year's Easter Day. 
These eggs are real and not enamel. 
Some achievement lor a mammal. 

The Bunny, standing eight leet tall, 
Gave up lame in basketball, 
And passed up ads lor shaving lotion 
To do this act 01 warm devotion. 

But one sad day in future near, 
He may take up a new career. 
As spreads the greed so universal, 
Might the Bunny go commercial? 

DOUG STEWART 
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