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, r J ioolc Into ,_One'of'Your Eyes· 
:�: �n<1' �ee �n I_niage• Altered·
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�r, , · , ·' �. ., • Ho; am I ca"ntained .. in your eye? �� · ..
; = / · · �Air eye•that-is green (and 'mine is ·blue).J 

-:-,. t' �� � ., . . , 
' 

AneY,e that is drawn 
To a shockiofwhite. birch· 

; ln,late· autumn,·when.all. I ;ee --
Is the blackness of another year' past.

r•, • �,/ T ..; 

7 That ey�- enjoys the .�solution and symmetry
. Of a shoelace just tied. � � �-,

· . �- � _-·- _- . l see a,ne-twoilf of ta1:1� bound ne:rv"es
'�. . -:r, t . /I 'Across:a crtitlid ·tongue. ' ' . :, - .. 

fl' I 
} , 1l • "!._

f.i 
· :i -t., 

,,,,

11 /. ,...,: � �- � .. What,bappens in that green eye .,., .
• -Tii.at cause_s it to be drawn to· my face- ;: :Whose·owii eye is framed by·scars,. ': .. ;-

•. ':. - Because i have enforced a vision on others? 
...J ,. ... , 

,.. • 

, ... I tum my ey�- in on itself 7
- <L i:. To try to discover what yours can·see. · ',

r ···: I am blind with twisted chords, ' 
;Exposed muscle, and ne�e· tips. . .

.... . ... , · Then, unguarded in �y sleep
t 

I look io see in 
- On myself,and tum m the bed, restless.·-

,.

' 

. ...

.. When I awake .the dream has wandered
. · �Into the comfort of forgetfulness:; �

. ., ' 

.,. "' 

-;, .,., ... • � r: .. = ,How am I contained in your eye? 
_ ?An eye green (and mine i�:blue). - ' �-
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Euripides Reduce� 

Euripides retells tpe 4:agic tale 
Of how the chaste Hippolytus would wail 
Through woodlangS', hot in chase of hound and deer, 
Yet spurn the race of women at his rear. 
A beautiful but scornful youth he was, 
for only Artemis claimed his applause 

- • r; 
• .  

11} celebrati?ns,cold
1 
·�u,stere, and pure,./

'tievoid of Dionysian rapture _and allure _. .. -
He reigned his stolid passions as he.checked

.,

His chariot steeds and trained them .to respect
r � . � 

His bark, their bits, the sharp stings from his-whip,
And never let his heart nor h�rses slip.-

�Great Aphrodite, miffed at being ignored,
Despise� this hauw:ity boy and had him gored"
By Neptune's bull upon the Athenian strand,
Which goes to show that if you choose to sta�d � ,.
For Chastity, spurn women, be a prude�- ,.
Watch out: iilstead of screwing,'you'll get scre�ed.'

.. 
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Alan N ordsttom 
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·frustration
. .. 

or 
reli�f 

words c�rrying painted images· 
different for each wli� reads:them 

. � 

many meanings 
�ot always·i tended 

to be there 
sometimes rhyming 

forever climbing 
. - . 

to expres� emotions or thought� 
the poet must be. an expert at, 

., freeing himself, from -the concrete/ 
reaching the precision of his· irt, 
he spins an intricate we�b 
.,. .J" I" " 

� of ambiguous r�ality 
� not _in order to trap, 

but rather for; 
the beauty :

·of the web itself.
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On 'Rern-iniscing -at, Intermission 
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. ·Country roads still smell of my tadpoled yout,h 
� �; and I no lo�ger shrink .

..

. · ·1 

O"'i, ' ' ,
""' 

;,i_ ,.,,, from m�Jted·thocolate on faded backseat vinyl
. � . 

or tliat ·oaody smelled:of rubbing alcohol 
"" as I hfd behind the. old cedar chest 

munchil).g the.last of the blackberries 
� from a btown paper bag. 

t: ..... :_ ·,t, "!"
.,..

, • i:. �--. -..; lo,. - lL- - -
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�,;.: .. '14 ""y _ -"' i_ • /fl "f _.. _ 'j, � _. �- "I 
.,. ::_.J. : . �. - 'II �:.. I � ;""' r ..,- 7, :' ""' 

• ·,1 ,. ''::':.,. b1,1t the.-turtain falls oh· final bows � -
� li �-,.. - :ri ' � • ;,. ..... _ ;.. .... �� • .. r: 

, d _ and �througli dimmed eyes 4 _ � �f, . _', , .. , ,._ _ ., ;;; . . � , ,. ,
'"-1 r I am ,lla.lfconscious of;;:rearview mirror reflections;.,; ·., 

l'W '.O• � ,0 ;., 'j :, 
f ;: .tu � j .. � ..,, • � L,; 

• - n. ·, ,_,f�diµg streetlights�fop�.a vague,. �.- · .- _ '' , 
(: , /: · but'merci1ess�"'V1

' in roads behinct'me. � 
rr""' '"':�Al � • :9 -..r' ..a 

It is closing'night ori one more performance;. � 
· tbe mutil�!ed wing healed with popsicle sticks

· ·: ; .. and a· few_ fo.olish tears.
�.;., 
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-N a_ncye�.l\. tj.s b:�n
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· F.S. T. Vibes

"" triumphant changing 
your form a � hisperipg 

I, 

meta�morphisis: a fire 
dancer danc�ng � · • 
tongue of flame you speak 
the center of your mind 
the only constant in a 
fluid urtconta,ined. 
a color abstraction 
hot wax a dye . 
in molecular motion· 
through water that is 

,· • air that is a solid 
·that has rio _binding force

· Eileen Cradd9ck
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,Mickeljohn 
· 1•'sv;eii.r I had nothing to d6 wfth lt. Really. Absolutely nothin' . You,have to believe me . ~ 
You see, I. don't know what happeo.ed. When it started, l was takin' my usual ai 

Har.rys, samplin' the froth and eonsumin' the. food, ~hen all of a sud<!en this character 
straight out of a n19vie strolls in, He was d res_sed real .fancy for these parts (and especially 
for, a p1ace 4'ke Harry's, Y{hich wasn't, anythin' ritq. if yo~ take my meanin' )., but if that 
wasnrt e!!ough, -he i1ad tliis, .. . thing with liirn. It w~s a\:lout three fe~t bigh, and I guess the .. • 
closest destriptioQ I _could give would be pf a f;i.t greenfs~ ~ uirrel ? ,ccept n9 $quirrel ! 
ever· saw was three foet ta.JI or green. tt Jooked.downiight unnatural, and somebody in the 
pla<:ei~llid so. ~ . ' . . , . . ,. 
~ ·"Go.od LQrd, it'S: one of the O.,vi1'$ own ·critte.tsf' 

, ,.. • ~'NoW, Sffcks;vi!Ji:! '$ ajways b~e:n ll., c;Qd~adrl' town; and we lipid pretty M1mite V,fews 
on, the works of Old Nick, but I'm not sure·thut it was: w~ of'ota Tim:~agan lb insi,nutte 
that' tha:t·:critt~ was .• . V(ell. you,know:, a demon or sQllletl}i:f:t' like thaf. The~ funny-lookfo; 

·· .. g~nt's -~yes. sJfcf (fyer in Tim's direction, a11<l the. rob111 felt a rotttf ohillf for".a tnfni.lt«•, Then , 
the stranger' ~enied to-relq, antl he wandered up t◊ the bar. 

"'Whafs the !iouse $pecial, goqd barkeeper?" , 
I tell you, he sure talked funny. Harry Just stared{' I'm nl:>t'SUre :which puzzled ru6l'l . 

more,the in timation that there was a \~ous~ special" or bein' calle(J/ 'gooo l)arkeeper." 
Harry 's not e'x11cdy good-natu red . ' '" 

''Beer, That'$ it,,. mist~r." 
l'.ikel,,said , Harcy's not 'specially outgoin'. 
The stiangerdidn' t'even blink . .. Two~ please/' ", 
After ta.kin' a good snort. he nodded and handed the other mug t6 the critter. Old 

Harry's eye::; bugged out and he started to splutter. 
••~ow, wait a mjnute. I'm not licensed to serve cri(ters.- ,.,..As a matter of fact, that 

critter shouldn' t even be in here . It's against the law!'~, · 
The stran~r took it calmly. "1 believe that law applies· only to·harmful animals .. You 

aren' t ~uggesting that Micklejohn here is a harmful animal, are you?" ,,, 
Harry blurted, "How. ihould I know? It don•t look like any natural critter l've ever 

I - I ~ ~ F ~ 

seen!.,' , '. 
rrhe stranger ~hrugge~. ' 'I suppose I'll have to prove it to you.- - Micklejohn!" 
The critter took its nose, sticky with froth. out of the mug,' and v.:,~dered over to its 

pal. It made a soft noise, which sounded like a cross betwee,n a,jew's-harp and a kazoo, if 
you can imagine such a combination, The' stranger whispered some thin' in its,ear, and the 
critter buzzed. back to him. 

All of a sudden, that crazy critter just blurred and melteq iti to itself, and all kinds ~f 
beautiful colo~ and mu;Sic ... appeared. How, I'm not sure. It was just . . . there. But irwas 
grand ." ·' " 

Old Ti~ ,Rea~an jumped µp, knockin' ,over his chair. ''lfs-·the Devil's work! Get thee 
gone, Sa tan!" · 

The stranger just smiled a condescendin' smile. "Yes, o·f coµrse ; l had almost forgotten. 
The. prim.ltive tendency ~to att~b4te"any unknown quantity or, o~currence to t~e forces of , 
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evil." He stepped forward and bowed. ''I apologise if I am disappointing you, but I am: 
not the Devil. I am merely a weary traveler." 

I spoke up, havin' fmally pulled myself together. "I know what you are! You're one of 
them space travelers from another planet, right?" 

The regul�s started; laughin'. "Don't pay any attention to Sam there," Dick Trent • 
,chocked. "He's so wrapped up in them crazy flyin'-saucer stories, he can't think of any-
thin' else!'} • 

Well, the stranger just kept quiet, but I saw him look at them and then at me real 
sharplike. Then he turned to them again. "Well, gentlemen? Would you care for another 
demonstration of Micklejohn's talents?" 

1 They all murmured amongst themselves, and I got kind of scared that the strange'r 
would· leave. I did want to see those colors and hear that music again. 

� Well, l just blurted, "Yes!" and the guys all. laughed some more; but the stranger just' 
nodded and said, "Micklejohn, oblige the gentleman." 

It was beautiful. The colors were everywhere, all shades of the rainbow, and I somehow_could even hear and feel 'em. The music n;tade all. sorts of shivers run down my spine, and 
it was carryin' me along, just softly swayin' through soft billows of cushiony air. From 
the murmurs of astonishment and contentment, I gathered the regulars were feelin' the 
same thing. I ten you, I don't know what that crazy critter w,as <loin', but I sure enjoyed 
jt. 

After a while, it stopped, and there was that greenish squirrel again, stickin' its nose
into the beer. mug. 

· 
. 

"Well, gentlemen?" the stranger asked again. "Do you think Micklejohn here is 
dangerous?" 

-
, 

Heads shook furiously; I doubt anyone disagreed. 
f did notice, though; a speculative look in Harry's eye, and I could just see the. cogs 

. ·goin' round in his mind. If he could buy the critter, he could triple his business and make 
a mint. I have to admit that the idea made sense; that critter would be one dilly of an 
attraction. Soon the whole town would be drinkin' beer all day, every day, just to go 
through that experience. 

"Mister," Harry asked, "how much are you sellin' that critter for?" 
The stranger's eyebrows flew up. "I am not selling Micklejohn. Even if I were in a 

position to do so, fwould not dream of doing such a thing." 
"He's yours, ain't he?" 
I could. see the stranger was annoyed. "Micklejohn does not 'belong' to me. He is 

temporarily my ward, and i am responsible for his welfare." 
Harry shrugged. "Hell, that's the same thing. Come on, how much will you take for 

him? Ten. bucks? Twenty?" 
The stranger shook his head. "Micklejohri is not for sale." 
Harry had ·a nast:y glint in his eye. "Hey, Mick. How'd you like to work for me?" 
The critter backed away a couple of steps. I didn't blame it. Harry's beer'might be 

tolerable, but his disposition isn't. 
Harry got miffed and came out from behind the bar. "You know,'' he said to nobody 

in.particular. "it'd be nice if Mick there stayed in town." •'" 

The others muttered agreement, and everybody start!:d towards. the critter. It re� � 
treated hastily and found itself in a comer. I could feel the fear oozin' out of it. 
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$uddenly the colo" an!i musjc were. J:>aclc, but this time they were violent and 
fhreatenin ', lOQmio' over us _like lo suffocate us fit to kill. Apparently~ critter sort of 
'telegraphed its emotions, and it was scared: SJ1ly~ 'Q'tere wasri'hnythin"' I could do, though. 
except hold tight to my· nei;ves and ride the thing out. 

l guess Harry was ,till tryfu' to grab the ontter1 because all of a sudden, chairs and 
fables started flytn' through the air, sm_ashin' a~st the bar and send.in' bottles and mugs 
crashin • to the floor. I just threw myself to the floor and put my .arms over my head to 
protect myself. . . ~ . 

By and by., thin~ started calroin' down, and when® dust cleared, I raised my head 
and sneaked a look around, The place was a shambles. Broken giaM and bits of wood were 
everywhere, swimmin' in f)QOJs of suds ohle. The regulars on the whole had followed my 
example; some wen, a bit cut up f1om Oyin' glass, but most ofus were: justbeer-soaked. 
The str~r and Micklajohn had disappeared ... 

Well, it's been a whiie since then. Harry's fixed up hfs'-establishment, and most of us 
})el~d hfm After about a week, the uproar died down. a,id everytiody apparently agreed 
not to talk about Uiatday's goin"'$•Of!: That isf e·verybody but me. l don't knQw why, bu!, 
I kind of liked those two chara¢iers. Maybe they were from outer space; maybe they 
were~•t. All I kilow is,_ it's.been mighty dull itJ St;cksville ever sm_ce. 

Did You Miss Me· 
. did you miss 1ttec? 

by this j. ·me4n 

W!lS there anything J;icJQng 

because i )Vas not the.re 

.- and i" must ask myself 
• f' .., I 

was the~ anything missing 
because you were not here ... 
what~ver tt,e answer 
they give indication of 

Jus! what kind <?f relationship 
is there betw~en u~. 

it is the wo.man you want 
and not ·what i am. . , 

· G err-r Wolfson 

· Eileen Craddock 
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