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"The Muse, like Beatrice in MUCH ADO, is 
a spirited girl who has as little use for an 
abject suitor as she has for a vulgar brute. 
She appreciates chivalry and good manners, 
but she dispises those who will not stand up 
to her and takes a cruel delight in telling 
them nonsense and lies which the poor little 
things obediently write down as 'inspired' 
truth. 

W. H. Auden 

A special thank-you to Rebecca Conviser 
and Jeff Donaldson whose art classes con­
tributed to the magazine. 
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meanwhile mary 

today is 
the day 

tomorrow was not 
and yesterday will not (bring) 
what today is 

meanwhile . .. 
mary is in tijuana 

a long way from today 
(or so she hopes) 

and even further from the truth 

meanwhile .. . 
mary is on canal street 

greeting the customs inspector 
with many a sheep smile 

but he will not approve her customs 

meanwhile . . . 
mary is clinging to shingles on the roof 

with canal street below 
breathing from the chimney 

as they burn the waukegan cache 
(all four hundred pounds) 

meanwhile ... 
mary is in the sky 

a long way from the ground 
(and so it is) 

and even further from herself 

b . a . skinner 
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Tell me of the beauty of war. 
Tell me of heroes grand. 
Play me a martial tune 
And let the strafers strike. 

Raise high our mirror to the world: 
Our image is flawless, 
Our cause is just 
And God has touched us on the shoulder blade." 

But, lo, I thought I heard another voice too: 
Soft, persistent, like a whisper of death. 

No, it was many voices 
Saying but one word: 
Nuremberg! Nuremberg! 

THESE MEN WILL BE AT THE ETERNAL NUREMBERG: 
Mirrored image don't you see 
My conscience sorely bothers me. 

In the napalm strike 
Was I the baby grasping there 
Or did I plant the flame? 

THESE MEN WILL BE AT THE ETERNAL NUREMBERG: 
Mirrored image don't you see 
My conscience sorely bothers me. 
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Did I defoliate the land, 
Or sow the seeds of rape? 
In whose womb is there bastard life? 

THESE MEN WILL BE AT THE ETERNAL NUREMBERG: 
Mirrored image don't you see 
My conscience sorely bothers me. 

What of the epaulet 
on the Uniform of Death, 
is it lighter now? 

What of the Dome and Seal 
where the napalm brewed, 
does the flag fly high? 

THESE MEN WILL BE AT THE ETERNAL NUREMBERG: 
Mirrored image don't you see 
My conscience sorely bothers me. 

Someone said: 
idealism is but a trick 

and with deft surgery and psychiatry 
severed conscience from a human bortherhood. 

THESE MEN WILL BE AT THE ETERNAL NUREMBERG: 
Mirrored conscience don't you see 
My image sorely bothers me. 

These men, yes, 
But especially, I will be at that eternal Nuremberg 

frustration bound. 

My pen, alone, not I sought humanity, 

looked upon these crimes 
And spoke 

Joe Zulawski 
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When I was a Child ... 

When I was a child, 
just testing my strength, 
with a barely whispered voice 
I could stop the wind. 
Stop blowing, I command you, stop blowing! 
Then trees would not sway. 
Papers and leaves would not 
dance from curb to curb 
and I was very pleased. 

When I was a child, 
just testing my strength, 
I could hold the sun in one hand 
without it ever burning. 
Then clouds would form 
and rain would fall 
to spoil all my fun. 

Karen Yanoff 
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elton and int 

a is for she-male, creatures of clairol and mr. hefner 

plastics of red, white, and blue 

tube tenderness and "i love you­

occasionally ... " 

apple-roach : if you'll step with my daydreams, 

in time i'II step with yours-she-males and all 

then, 

perform for me, 

upon my five cent 

oval mirror 

as i slip down the spirals 

of your closing ear ... 

here, dream makers and situation seekers, 

have we, 

the or that 

twice virgined maid, 

a shallow hen 



upon her continual theater 

far from white artemis, 

she places her presents 

before we feet, a challenge 

to our protected virility . . . 

call her, 

the black eyed pisces, 

the orb lined plattered blank, 

big busted shanks, they 

which reach to consume 

our evanescent man-medals .. . 

and call her words, 

which now come from her 

mouth: smoked tongued words, 

it is as if 

they 

which entice, mistakenly, 

in so loud distaste, 

bugged eyed sucklings ... 

she, ash baby of dachau, 

a troll, positions herself, 

beneath that bridge, 

one may erect between male and female, 

and demands satisfaction 

from those crossing .. . 

it is as if 

she, were al most crafty, 

but she is not-

hardly a troll 

this she-male-

she has no bridge, 

or occasion to, 

she has no mind for 

blackmail, what must be a tempting game 

she squats 
to the side 

and begs faintly, 

a kiss for her black eyed pisces ... 

she thrives upon the taste 

of those, 

fallen globes, destroyed worlds, 

self raped apples, 

which litter the mind . . . 

a she-male of the genus, 

demanding, 

demanding tender tongues 

to caress her blood silver 

scales, 

to bathe in the come 

of anticipated conquests, 

to, 

intoxicated with fantasies , 

ignore that she, 

amidst her 

dubious finery, 

is an avoidable experience 

from which we may be 

excused, 

within these: incense, int and er, 

we sample 

her offer, 

that of, 

a dimer's and a nickel's antidote, 

a withdrawal into her satisfaction, 

a capitulation to the phallic maze 

she presents-

the mystic taste of, 

orbs spawned upon fantasies of white honey 

malts, 

revolving, as we rest 

before her marble counter ; 

revolving, as we forget, 

"we may reject, if so moved­

her's is an avoidable experience" 

revolving, as she taunts 

us to caress her scales, 

to feed our starved 

sucklings 

with the juice of apples .. . 

c . pitcher 
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BLACK WOMEN 

we are not hard women. 

the child still remains. 

we shrill and cry loud our circumstanced world, 

for its hypocritic sheen with no promising praise. 

we women are not hard, 

although love is quick and fretful like our cholic babies. 

our world is off-gray, 

peeling, 

and black like our faces which live the abruptness 

of the temporary, the human. 

at night, dirt is indistinguishable from the darkness 

and this is what fucks us to a near stone. 

we shrill and cry loud encountered hardness 

and this is what 's seen, 

our reacting hearts. 

this place itself is hard. 

this place itself is cold. 

this place itself is the nigger. 

color its women if anything soul. 

wandick 
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Sleeping: 

Not all saw 
the glowing dot 
of lime-green luminescense 
that spread itself 
and danced befor-e closed eyes 
as new spring grass in uncut fields 
sways 
beneath night star eyes. 

Deftly it sprang from 
mouthes to feet to hands 
to eyes to tease them with the 
tingling strangeness ofit. 
Swift and silent light 
falling from their dreams 
as meteors from the sky 
drop 
from out of 
nowhere. 

Some tried to get it in mid air, 
but it fled their fingers 
with a teasing undulation 
a taunting 
catch me if you can. 

Each pirouette mocked them 
' tracing patterns in the air, 

thought puzzles for their brains 
to piece together. 
Sent by the underworld of their souls, 
essence of their dreams, what message! 

They cannot hold you with their senses. 
Too bright for eye they must not 
stare straight at you, 
thing that is no star to wonder at 

' but a living emissary of all hopes. 

Too hotformouth 
your name they will not speak 
for you would burn their tongues 
to end all blasphemy. 

Nor may they hold you locked in fists 
for you are illusion 
slipping through their fingers 
as wind through 
palm-branch slits. 

Like giant hibiscus without scent 
' a pungency that could diminish all other victims 

of the jungle, 
you give no sound, 
for it would be a crash and clang 
a bang and boom 
louder than all tympanies and cymbals. 

Then, suspended by an unseen string, 
it jerked and twitched in place 
before them, 
another puppet of a greater Being. 
Its light snuffed out, the 
world changed into a whirling qlackness 
being sucked 
down 
down 
until 
those who saw knew 
knew! 
Somewhere there lives 
that green glowing thing, 
Hope of all Dreams, 
Reality of all Visions, 
Final Truth of All Lives, 
Answer to all men's Question: 
"What will be when there is 
nothing left of me?" 

''In some dank tomb you 'll sleep alone, 
Unknowing and Unknown!" 

Dear Dylan, 

Yes, we all sing in our chains like the sea. 

Karen Yanoff 
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stranger 

it is a july night. 

a breeze blows the curtains making shadows. 

a child's voice is mingled with traffic's sweep 

and stuttering flow, and a plane cracks the sky 

with thunder 

i have found your eyes of quiet summer lightning 

in a green crystal sky, heightened by the sensuous 

sungold setting of your hair; 

i have found peach-leaved lips, double moons to my nights: 

and i have found lust shrouded in a kiss; this is all. 

sitting here half-drunk and reeling from 

the remembered pressure of your lips and probing tongue 

one chance night, 

i am forced to wonder if he who sleeps with you now 

knows where his heart is in this Easter Egg Hunt called 

desire ... 

july, 

the child's voice, 

traffic's stutter-flow interspersed with silence; 

and i have searched everywhere 

wandick 







you died my dear 

the funeral was a simple thing 

we said some words of praise 

closed the cover 

kicked the dirt 

and put you from our thoughts 

why disturb our dreams? 

your horizon is past 

you 're dead 

we said our words 

cried our tears 

and turned to go 

why did you follow us back? 

Joe Zulawski 
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