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Patterns
by Elowisc Rossher

A man weaves hus own tapestry

By the patterns of his life,

From the day’s beginning

To its closing hours.

There are small threads

Bewng woven into new design,

The sirands may be of musc

As it's played note by note,

The threads may be of art,

Made of drawing, hewing, sculpting;
The strings may be of words,

The spoken and Lhe written;

The fiber may be for buliding

As In large or small designs.

Though the warp may be colorful,
Its unique beauty is created

By the interlacing of the weft,

Held together by love and joy,

Some sadness and some sormow,
Interwoven to give the highlights,
To distract from the inminent laws,
To add depth and bold richness
Which only living hally can preduce.
A man weave his own tapestry

By the patterns that he lives.
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No Masks
by Shotare Matsumaoto

The First Time I Met My Professor
by Ye-lim Shen

1 have many good memories of working with Professor Brooks in
the graduate school of the University of Tennessee. One of my special
memanes 1s the Grst time that I met him. That interview gave me a deep
impression. T will never forget it in a1l my life.

Five years ago, I passed an English test which was required for for-
etgn students who wish to attend Amencan eolleges. | registered for the
graduate schoal of the University of Tennesser, at Knoxville. [ was In a
hgh pitch of exciternent at the prospect of studying and doing research
at the Urdversity of Tennessee. That had been ey dream for along time.

Before 1 entered Lhe Materials Science and Engloneering Department,
I thaught that I would find a professor to be my advisor, I imaginad my
professor’'s character and image. He would be friendty, humorous and
frank. He would be erudite in the materials scence area. He would have
white and black hair int disarder like Einsteir) and wear a filthy labora-
tery coat. His offioe would be messy. Everythimg would ook disordered.
Usually, I saw scienhsis in movies like that, and so that was what [
expected 1o encounter

I checked all the prolessors” names in Lhe Materials Science and
Engincering Department at a catalogue of the University of Termessee.
paid altention to the name, Dr. Charlie B. Brooks. He had been elected as
the outstanding professor in the University of Tennessee and in the
American Material Society for several bmes. He had published about
twenty books and two hundred papers. Wow! He was the professor
whem I wanted to lind. [ would like him to be my professor.

| came trom China. Though 1 passed the English test, my English
was still poor. espedally for eral communication. I was too shy to talk to
anybody. To me, every person spoke too fast. I did not know whether 1
oould undersiand Professor Brooks' talking. I did not know whether he
would accept me as his student because of my pedr communication
capability. I had to talk and ask him to accept me as bos student. Bur
how?

Late in Angust, | went to the Matenals Saience and Engineering
Department. My heart beat fast. I felt so nervous about the meeting with
Professar Brooks. | saw many students who were busy like bees. They

vent in and out of the department building. In a computer laboratory,
many students quietly sat in front of a compuler and concentrated at
their work. I said to myself, “I will be one of you all this semester ™ 1
checked every office door to find the name of Pr_ Charlie R. Brooks.
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Finally, [ found his office. The door was closed. T siood there about 5
mirutes or maybe longer. I did not know what ! should do o what I
shauld say. Suddenly, 1 felt that no air was around me. 1 needed fresh
aix, 1 quickly walked out of the department building.

As 1 stood autside of the tulding and looked st students gong in
and out of the departrmwent, [ encouraged mysell. *Elatne, go and talk to
Professor Brooks, Everything will be fine.* 1 turned back to his office
The door stll was closed, § took a deep breath and knockéd an the doer.
The door was opened. | caw & person. 1 looked him up and down. He
stood about 5107 1all and weighed around 150 pounds. His hair, a sil-
ver-gray color, was neatly combed . He did not wear # laboratary coat
but gold-colored glasses |1is face was lined with wrinkles from years of
haed wark. He loaked like a normal person. more like a grandfather. He
wan samewhat different from the persan 1 had imagined. | thought that
maybe he was not Professor Brooks. 11ocked around hus affice.
Everywhere, even an the floar, in his office were piles of stuff. There
were books, material samples, a computer, # tebephone, and overhead
transparencies. Papers were scattered an the table. On the wall, there
was almwst no empty space because of the many pictures af maierial
metallographs and frames of awards.

“What can | do for youd™ he asked.

“Are you Professor Brook (Brooksi?™ I was nervous.

"Yes,” he said.

“My name i» Elaine. [ am a new graduate student.” 1 paused, and
felt warmer and warmer.

“1 woukd like you to be my advisor.” I continued.

Then, he asked me 8 fess questions about my background. I emphasgized
that } had working expetience for several years In the metallurgical area
and had done 8 ot of matenals failure analysis cases. He seemed inter-
ested in my technical background.

“( have four projects right now, and [ am going to explain them to
you,” he saxd as he looked at me.

*Fine,” 1 started 10 concenizate on his talleng,

"¥au will tell me your ideas about them.” be said seriously.

He explained each of the projects and drew some phase dugrams on a
Blackboard ta shaw me hus ideas. He spoke 30 quickly that | could not
catch anything except a few words such as iron, nickel. and molybde-

num. Even though it took about # halt hour for him to explain the pro-
jects, 1 felt that T stood there like 8 puppet lor one year.

“Do you have any 1dcas or suggestions?” he asked.

“Yes,” I replied pretending that I understood *nost of his talking

&

Calumet Mine
by James LaMalfa
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because | worried that he would not accept me as his student if | said
that [ didn’t understand most of what e said.

*Tell mc your 1deas,” he gaid. _

But I could not say anything. He siared at me and waited. | was top
embarrassed o tell him the truth, but 1 had no choice. | tald him L had
caught only a few words. He said that he knew that because he couid
tell from my face. My {ace showed everythung.

“If you do not understand it. you should say so; and § will explain it
lo you again, but do not pretend you understand it.” he said.

“0K,” | thought that it was finished. If there were a place to hide, 1
certain)y would be there at that moment.

“#Can you accept me as your sludent?” | tried one more ime.

»After anc week we will see,” he answered, [ had a mixed feeling of
happiness and worry. He continued, “Do not be too glad or toe wairied;
there will be & lol of work which you need to do ™ He gave me three
books and 20 papers and said, “Go home and read them. After one
werk, tell me your ideas. Then we can make 8 decision.”

Alier one week, | submutied to Professor Brooks a mading report
that exhibited my ideas aboui one of the four propects. He carefully read
my report, and corrected my English wniting “Your ideas are good, but
your English necds to improve. We can work on that.” he said “T agree
to accept you 10 be my student, but one condition i that we have to
work hard and if you have any fnglsh problems. talk to me. Give me
yout plan for this research project tomorrow.” I wits so happy and excit-
ed, and did not know what I should say, “By the way, my name 1s
Broaks, not Brook,” he said with o smile.

1 warked with him for three years. and obtained strictly lechnical
trairung and learned a lat of things form him such as how to be nice to
people and work hard, and especially not to be afrald to show my weak-
ness. Since | worked for him, | have remembered that i | do not under-
stand something, | must not make bebeve 10 undetstand 't

The Generation Gap
by Elouise Rossler

It was fust an old mendk

Brought down from the attic,
When grandma'’s house was sold.
The children damaored to open it.
The release snapped, the lid few up,
The contents spilled

Te create & warld of the Past,

A place beld fast only by memory.
Silk slippers——barely wom

Had a story to tell of dreams—
Crangtma had been a dancer
Until

She met a striking young man.
She‘d left the world of dance
And besubiful costumes.

But thes love wasn't true;

She returned to hee first love:
The satin slippers sull 8.

Dance pariners were many

The shows were irequent.

Until one night, late in the year,:
A new partner missed cue—

She fell hard

The shoes were hung on ber bed
Haping the broken ankle

Would take note.

She met & iove true,

In a year of rwo.

The shoes were tenderly laid
With a dress of lace

In the old tronk.

Quietly the children left,

One by ane,

Each wath his own thoughts.
The slippers fell into the trunk,
custnoned by the lace.

[id they gently sigh

“What might have been?”

{Inzfrired by & paketiog: ansd it8 3e4-Up By Bty Cnbpurne)
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A Woman's Century (Revised}
by Anne Truitt

A small woman opens the door to the house. She has snow-white
hair and {lashing blue eves. My great-grandmothet, Anne Maria
Katherina [osephine Johnson Bichler was bormn on March 3, 1905, in Flat
Rock, Michigan. She 15 the mother of four. grandmother of fourteen,
great-grandmother of twenty-four. and great-great-grandmother of two
with two more expected this summer. "If you don't know what to do
with yoursell, be 4 grandmather,” she tells me.

She motions with her hand to follow her down the hall. We are
golng to the Vault. It i not a place many people have seen. She usually
keeps the door locked. Reaching the door, she turns around and gives
me 2 wink. She reaches down the froat of her ghirt and en a thin gald
chain is the key o her vault. It has been many years since 1 have been in
"The ¥ault® My hands are starting to sweat with anticipation

Finally, the door is open. We walk in quietly with Grandma Anne
leading the way. The morning sunlight is streaming through two long
windows. There are so0 many things to see in this room that my cyes
have rrouble focusing on any one item. They dart back and forth from
shelves to pictures to stacks of magazines and newspapers.

Finally, they settle on one particularly beautiful piece of clothing,
the family chnstetung gown. A baby doll is wearing it bof now. This
summer. it will be taken off her and put on yet another Bichler baby.
Crandma's eyes slart to shine at the thought of annther baby in the fammu-
ly. She tells me that over 57 Bichley babies have worn the gown, myseli
ircluded. The Bichler wedding veil Is next to the gown. This has not
beenn worn s0 much. She says it is cursed. Four brides have wem it and
four brides have died before their fifth anniversary,

The roam 8 not a large one. It is about bivelve feet long by nine feet
wide. The walls, ceiling, and Boor are all covered in a bniliant white.
The curtains hanging on the wall are white handmade lace Onae they
were hung with pnde in my grealygreal-grandmother's home in

A

. ﬁ_f“
- "’ ;‘."ﬁiﬂ' :r k *
2R b?.t."‘i o ™ Sweden. They date back o 1885, the sales ticket pynned to them has the

ia a

store, date. and manufacturer written on it in Swedish. On the wall to
the beft of e windows ts a prciure that was taken in 1928, 1t's
Crandma’s wedding picture. She and Grandpa Haery are a bnght shin-
ing couple surrounded by 42 other Bichlers and Johnsons The next pic-
ture on the wall is of my grandma and someone else [t isa picture I
Childhood Memories “’T\-‘I}F Home” have not seen belore Grandma laughs when 1 ask her aboyl it Walking
by Bethany Goethe over to a newspaper pile, she pulls one oul and shows me the picture on
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the caver, It's & picture of Al Capone. The caption under it states in bold
letters, “CAUGHT.” ] look fram the picture on the wall to the newspa-
per in my hand: it's the same man. She met Mr, Capone while working
for the Michigan Liquor Control during protubihon. He wanted her to
steal kegn of whiskey that were kepd in Jock down in Jackson. She says
she refused and then starts laughung. 1 wonder if she did refuse.

The next piece of hustory Lo catch my attentian is a small goid ring.
Every person in my family knows the significance of it. [t is realiy noth-
ing special to look at, The ring 1s very plain with no decoration. but on
the insade of the band, there ts » small inscription, “Our Dream.”
Grandpa Harry bought it for Grandma the first time she got pregnant.
Seven and & half months later, Baby Ruth was borm. Grandma says she
was 2 happy baby who never cried unless she was hungry. Sadly, Ruth
died of pneumonia when she was only eleven months old. Grandma
ook off the ning after the fneral and placed It in the Vuult. Over the
years, the nng has become a symbol of hepe for Grandma; if hard times
come, good times will always follow.

Next to the ring is the family Bibbe. The leather cover is cracked with
age. All the edges of the paper have long since yellowed. The family's
favorite passages are marked with small white papers that look out of
place next to the yeliow. The back pages contain the farruly names.
Every birth, marriage, and death since 1857 has been recorded in this
book. My grandmather reminds me that sadly every divorce is in there
too. The anly one of us wha can read aut of the Bible is my Grandma;
['s written in Swedish. There are only 8 few more sparces left before it 15
all filled up. Grandma shakes her head and tells me it in aur job to find a
new gewe. She shuls the Bible and turns around. Walking m the door,
Grandma pulls out the key. Silent once again, we leave the Vault The
saft clicking of the door as §i shuts ¢choes through my mund. Grandma
croases herself, recites a prayes, then turns, and walks away from the
door.

Another visil to Lhe Vault i finlshed. Anather siery in my grand-
ma’s life s told. Over the years, we have learned more about my grand-
ma and ourselves by visiting the Vault than anything else in the world.
Funny, it is just o oo, but it demands respect and silence by what it
comtains. Ninety-four years of life and living is contained within four
walls and that is why we call it “The Vaul.”

12
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Of Times Gone By...
by Stephanie Brune
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Winter Roses
by Lynnae K. Neuberger

It was carly Fall, 1920 Three young women sat at the kitchen table,
poring over a Sears andd Roeburk catalogue. This was shopping at its
fmest, for these three sisters were 50 miles from the nearest lown. And
there was 8 wedding in the making,

“But Hattie!” prodested her sisters. “You must have real roses for
your bridal bougquet. The silk roses just don't look teal”

Hattie shrugged, "Yes, that's true, but rea) roses won't last; gilk roses
will stay beautiful and | can keep them forever.” The sisters knew there
would be no arguing with Harte aboui the flowers. she always stood
her ground.

So the wedding was planned, and i December of that same year.
Hattie martied Albert, with a bouquet of soft peach silk roses in her
hand.

——

A year Jater, tragedy struck when the young couple’s neighbors lost
their first-barn son. Only a few weeks o0ld, be had succumbed to preu-
monia. Heavy snows and blizzards had been hitting thas farm comemuri-
ty, hindening, the arrival of the county doctor, 30 the child was Jost,
These storms also prevented the preacher from traveling to the farm to
conduct a funeral for the child. He had hoped that perhaps sometime in
January one could be given.

During the neighbor's loss, Hattie and Albert helped out in any way
that they could. But something was troubling Hattle sbout Lhe funeral.
One evening, Albert asked, *What's wrang, Hattie? | knew you're upset
about the neighbar's son, but there seems ta be something else bathering
you. What is it?”

Hattie looked at her husband, and shook her hrad sadly. "How can
that child have & proper funeral without flowers? We can’t get into town
to buy any, and if we could, I doubt there would be any to buy. The gro-
cery trucks haven't been ablc to get to the stores in weeks.”

“well, flowers would be nice.” Aibert replied gently. “but you know
as well as § do that there just aren’t any flowers o be [ound at this ime
of year."

But this wasn'i the answer that Hattie was locking for. With deter-
mination, she know what she had to do.

On a cald but sunny day in late January. friends, neighbors, relatives
and the preacher gathered for the child’s funeral. A tiny coffin was in

14

the middie of the largest room in the house. And on top of the hny coffin
was a beautiful flower arrangement that Hattie had made—from the soft
peach silk roses from her own wedding bouguet.

in memary of Hattie, my great-grandmother. who was a real “rose.”

15
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Majestic
by Bethany Goethe

Thank You, Dad
by Lynnae K. Neuberger

[n the first grade, we were the best friends—
Just me and Holly. In the second grade, we
were best friends—just me and Holly. In the
third grade, we were best friends—ijust me and Holly.

But one day that changed when you saw us on the play-
ground together. A rude shock of words greeted me at the
door when I got home—"what the heil are you doin’ with a
goddamn dirty Indien?” you screamed.

Untii then, [ had never seen Holly Lone Deer as being any different
from me gr my other friends. Now I saw the braids in her long black
hair, her dark skin, the beaded bracelets that her mother made for
her. She was different—ahe was not uhilre ke me

Our friendship felt apart; I don’t know why. Oh, [ suppose she
knew that | saw her differently; at least, things weren't the
same.

S0, thank you, Dad—for introdudang me to your

racist ways. Maybe someday Holly and
1 wall be able to forgive you.

And
hope

someday

be able
to

forgive

17
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Prairie Dentistry
by Lynnae K. Neuberger

Back when my grandpa was a young boy growing up n the
Depression years on the prairies of North Dakota. he, along with his
brothers and sisters, was very invoived in the famty farm. This included
doing marry kinds of chores. One afternoon, he and his brothers were
chopping hay for bales, since hay needed to be chopped befor: 1t could
be fed into 1he baler, As most af us know from county fairs, the farm
squipment from the “early” days was much cruder than today’s sophis-
ticated machinery. And Lhere was nothing safe aboud this parbicular hay
ch r.

DFAp:thn chopping machine was being fed, something became stuck; 1
was told this was nat an uncommon occurtence for this “beast.” My
grandpa. being the aldest san of the farm, quickly grabbed a pitchfork
and jammed the handle into the mouth of the chopper, hoping to loosen
whatever was stuck. This aitemnpl was unsuccesshul, and in fact, turned
out 1o be quite injurious. The machine gobbled up half of the pitchfark
handle, groaned in agony, and then flung the remainder of the handle at
my grandpa.

Grandpa was struck directly in the mouath. All of his front teeth were
knocked imw ard, and were so loese, they were lying (lat. He thoughi he
would fust spit them out 50 he couid Bnish working on the hay chopper,
but his {ather, who had witnessed the incident, sent him back to the
house instead,

Grandpa made his way back to the farmhouse where his mother
was washing dishes from the noan meal. He smiled & wide, toothless
and bloody grin at her. Undaunted, she picked up a taoth, wiggled i,
and then set them all straight in the corredt positbon on his gums. She
mixed up some salt watet for him to rinse his mouth. Te hald the teeth
in place. she wrung out her dishcloth and placed it across them. She told

_him to bite down on the doth and to keep his mouth closed for the rest
of the day. She then seni him to go Lie down quietly.

Grandpa did as he was told, and later that evenring, his mother
removed the dishecloth, The teeth had been resel. He was able o eat a
soft meal. and the next day, he was back in the field battling the hay
chopper.

My Grandpa is now 78 years old; he does not wear dentures and his
teeth are perfectly straight. The anly scar from the chopper incdent isa
slightly chipped tooth where the handle had made the injtial impact.
Grandpa 13 quile proud of his mother’s "dentistry.” especially since the
only tooth that he is missing is the one that was accidentally pulled by a
real dentisi!
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Police Women on the Prowl
by Jacquelyn Adderley

[ arrived at my girlfriend’s house at 6:33 pm. | was surprised to sce
that we were both wearing long black coats that came down about three
inches past our knees and the same black pants with 3 button an each
cuff of pur pant legs. T know we didn’t have this planned because cloth-
ing, attire rever came up in our telephone conversations pror to making
plans.

Al 7400 pm we fmally left for the taverns. The few taverns that we
went 10 were dead as a doar nail. | was getting depressed. | wanted
action and | wanted it now! We declded to go to the local bowling alley
and have 8 drink. [ drove through the alley with my mother’s 1986 sii-
ver, four-doar Chrysler Cardoba, which had a spider web crack in the
svindshield caused by a small round pebblc, and attempted &0 tind a
parking spot.

We saw two men stagger out of the bowling atley. The two men
looked underage and very intoxacated. | iald my girliriend o follow my
lead [ dug deep in my purse booking for my billfoid and trying not to
pull out the kstchen sink. [ then proceeded 1o follow these two drunken
fools down the alley. They got to the crossroads and staggered across
the street and down the neat alley. When they were halfway down the
alley, I raced across the street in the vehucle, made an abrupt stop, and
flashed my bright lights on them and flew out of the car yelling, “Freeze!
Prlicet | need to see some IDM One of the men, who was prabably &
minoT, 1ook off running and Nicole, my girlfriend, went after him.

I took care of the man who was just standing there mumbling to
himseif and rummaging through his wallet booking for his ID card, With
trembling hands he handed me & prece of papet., It was a non-photo [D. {
then told Tom (that was the name on the M), ™! have to bring you down
town. I would have given you s wamning but your fnend 100k off like a
bat out of hell " I read bym his nghts, as ] escorted him to the pretend
undetcover police vetucle. [ put him in the back seat and put the child
safety bocks on and took the keys ot of the igniton. He did't give me
any irouble because evther he was not twenty-one years ald or too intox-
icated to know bettes,

I proceeded on foot to locate Nicole T aaw her pulling the drunken
man out of the huge. leafless bush in somebody's back yard, and
attempting to pin him on the cold ground. 1 believe be was stumbling
through the yard and fell on the bush. The ecene took everythung | had
t0 refrain from laughmg | got handle on the situation and stacted

In
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reading him his rights, He was very uncooperative. Nicole and [ literally
had to carry him to the car. For fun we had him walk a straight line, but
he kepi shumbling over and lost his balance. Thank God Nicole and I
were there to cabch his fall o he would have been kissing the pavement.
Next, we had him open his arms wide, close his eyes and touch his nose.
He attempied the emall task but kept hitting, his cheek. Lastly, 1 asked
him t& recte the alphabet as fast as he coubd. In the beginning he was
doing quite well, but when he reached the letter L. e started slumng
his words, and akipping letters.

Finally, we had enough: I unlocked the doors and Nicole threw the
man in the backseat of the vehicle where his friecnd was and slimmed
the doe. I actually drove these two drunken bozos who were rambling
on to each other not naticing the vehicle I was driving had no pislice
radio. 1 the Menominee County Jail which was only a couple of blocks
away

Once we amrived, Nicole escorted the men out of the vehide whie ]
kept the motar running. As they attempred to walk toward the ), T
yelled through Nicole's opened door, "H ! eatch you in ary bar agamn, 1
will throw 1he book at you™ Nicole jumped into the car and we drove
aff like Bonnie and Clyde, laughing up a storm.

For beng bwa bored women loaking for action, we handled our-
selves ke real pahice officers After going through the motions of make
believe, 1 realzed that it could be a very physical job if the person heing
arrested doesn’t cooperate. You need ta be physically Bt and have
patienee when dealing with the public. All T know is that we pulled it
off, and [ think the underage drinker almost wet his pants when he
thought he was going to jail. We all learned a lesson that might.

Web-
by Mino Kymikadze
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by Stephanie Bruno

The Trophy That Mattered
by Sally weber Hasenfus

When I was a child, [ aften wondered why the hunters made such a
hig deal of gaing deer hunting every Noavember. I compared their excite-
ment to how I felt the day before Christmas Yet | wondered why they
would be so excited about going cutdoors in the cold just to it and wait
for an innocent deer ta kill. [ wag even mare confused when they arrived
home perfecily happy wilh nothing except great stories. No buck, no
doe, jusl Lhese great staries T loved heanng. It was the stones [ belicve
they mosl looked Farward to.

The stories they told ware not of just the big kill, but of other things
they saw in the woods. Finally, I dedded to go with them ta discover the
magic first-hand, The first marning | found the perfect spot and just sal
there waiting for my buck to come along. T had na intentian of shooting
it, but couldn’t let on to the guys. So, like Aldo Leopold says in Sand
County Almanac \vhile he is preparing the sky dance of the woodcocks, 1
had found my “place and the hour,” waited, and watched for their
arnival (33). [ was not disappointed, Within an hour several doe walked
thraugh with & huge beawtiful buck trailing. They didn't seem at all
bothered with their audience. Maybe they sensed my admiration. With
the silence of the woods, I finally understood the besuty of why many of
the hunter loved this so much. With the silence of the woods came life
that would never be noticed armywhere near busy roads or the city There
were birds and critters everywhere.

T am neot sure what time I most appreciated, the dawn ar the dusk.
Both carried the clegant silence and language of the natural settlers. Both
furnished the exquisite perfarmances of nature, [t was certainly the most
beautiful, theatrical setting possible. Both here and in Colarado, [ hawve
often gone hunting since then. I have never killed, and will never kill
anything Bui for argument’s sake. [ have continued to take the rille. For
a few years, I had last what Thad as a child when I would often vrander
in the wooels and take my naps among the heavy growth of woeded life.
I' had no fear of the woods then or row, and appreciated all of the axit-
ters that many feared.

Aldo Lecpold's Sand Ceunty Abnanar describes some al the beauty
we often ignore. He says, Ior example, “He who searches for spring with
his knees in the mud Bnds it, in abundance” (28). If we look aarefully
enough, we can sometimes see something we have pever seen before,
like, the little Diraba, the smallest Aower that blows. While I know many
hunters don’t go hunting for this reasor, I found cut that many of my
Family, who just never seemed to have any luck but came home with the
best stoies, never interled to shoot anything either,
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Ol Sam
by James Lahalfa

Ol Sam was a ralteoad bum.

He wasti™t a bad persoi just Itked to hang around the crew shack
and watch trains All the conductors, switchmen and brakemen knew
him and didn't haasle him, believing he was harmiless. He nover showed
up drunk and, although he never seemed to hold a fob, he was knawn to
help anyone who was down and put.

On ocald winter nights when they were waiting for the evening
freight to stop in Marinette for 8 crew change, the bays would invite him
tnto the depot, brew some good, hot steaming coffee and talk

Sam could spin stotles aboul how things used ta be and any good
railroad man was & sucker for that kand of yam. Things were changing
on the railroad, so 2 man liked to remember how it was, "capse the
future looked uncertain.

What with those new -fangled diesels, well the managemen types
for the railroad might just decide stpamers took toa much work o keep
running ard coal was getting too expensive 0 boot. When the diesel
came in, prople got laid off. So the crew at the yard liked to hear OF
Sam talk about how things were in the good old days.

Sam had ance traveled all over the world with his wile. But on cne
af their excuraons sbroad, she was killed and Sam took it hard Fora
time he ook to drinking, then became 8 railroad bum

He kept the brakemen and conductors and the occasional engineer
entranced with his siories of his travels in Europe, the greal cities he had
seen, like Rome and Paris. 5o, he wag always welcome to share a cup of
coffee around the cast fron woodstove in the crew's warming shack, just
north of the coaling tower.

It was a bitter cobd January night Sam rapped on the door of the
crew shack and was invited in. | le scraped the snow oft his shoes and
jained the crew, who were gathered around the woodstove, roasting
therr fromt mdes and trying to keep their backsudes from getting chilled.

“10:30 freight on time?™ Sam asked the conductor, Johnny Johnson.

"Set your watch by "er,” Johnny replied

"The Nor'western'a got & big Berk, 2809, pulling a freight drag outta
Milwaukee. The hogger on the throttle's a damn good engineer. How
about some java. Sam? Not much ta do for an hour. Pull up a chair,” the
conductor added.

Sam did as he was bidden, warming his hands around a huge mug
of steaning black colfee.

25


http://www.cvisiontech.com

“Now, Sam,” axid the brakeman, Bob Pierce. a stoutly built man
with a red face trom all the winlers he had seen. "spin us one of your
stories while we wait Have a hot biscuit, 'wo. Rolly just made a batch.”

Rolly LaPlant, the sccond brakeman was the cook. Every crew had
a1 leasi one man who could cook well. Once they boarded the cabooae,
when shufts changed. the nen would sleep and eat in the crummy and a
good cook was highly valued

Sam pulled his chair up to the iron pot bellied stove, which glowed
red from the burning pak logs inside.

"Have yau ever heard about the hellbound train?” he agked with a
sly grin

“Can't say that T have,” n-plied Rolly.

“Fll teil you about it,” Ol Sam said.

They all pulled their chairs clager to the fire, as there wasn’t much to
do on a treezing [anuary night untid the big Berkshire locomotive pultted
into Marinete {or coal and water,

Besides, they all knew [rom experience, once Sam started spinping a
story, you just had to listen, he was that good at speechifying.

Ol Sam’s Story

It was shortly after my wije was killed and | was hitting the botile a
bit o0 much. In fact it was New Year's Eve and [had pust Sone the death
walk through all the bars in Menakaunee. | decided to walk off my stu-
pefaction. It was colder than Hades and the wind cut your face like to
freeze 8 man to death. [ walked from Menakaunee head'n home, when I
decided to cut across the railroad Iracks by Mickey Loy's restauranl. It
was midnight and there wern't any trains supposed to be coming
through Mannette ‘til 4 am.

I looked toward Peshtigo and through the woods | could see a single
headlight away off near ald 41. [ stopped 1o let the train pass because in
my condition, ] didn’t want to try beating the train

The engine was an old American type. 4480 and no number on it.
The brakes screeched as 1t slowed in Jront of me, like all the banshees in
hell were twist'n each ather's tails. The cab was dark, except for the red
hot firehax. [t glowed red on the engineer's hands, but his face was dark,
with his cap pulled over his eyes. Betwoen his gloved hand on the throt-
He and his shurt | saw the gleam of something white. A bone, polished
up like tvory.

This wasn't any engineer | knew, but [ guessed who he was,

“I've got a woman for you, Sam,” he said.
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“T'll ébx you up right proper. You know the texms. You know my
price.”

I knew the price all right. This was the hellbound train my granddad
told me about. You get on, bui you never get off.

This train goes stratght to hell.

[ was pretty liquored up and not think’n toc straight, so | walked
pest the tender, grabbed the tron railing, cold as ice, and slepped on
board the first coach. The ahades were all drawn, but onoe ingide the
lights were all ablare The roaches were woodsided vamish, with ofl
lamps hanging fram the ceiling. The first coach was the gambling car,
with roulette wheels, dice games, and card dealers all as thin as skele-
tons. The dice girls were half naked and screeching like cats. Neobody
had mvy money, but you didn’t gamble money on this tramn.

As | walked through the coach, | pocketed 8 couple of diee, fipuring
) could radi the bones on the way badk. There was more to see and fig-
ured if 1 was go'n to hell. I would sew it all.

The second coach was the diner and there were men and women
#ating to beat the band. shoveling food In like a coal stoker pushing coal
into a gtearmn engine running a high ball at a hundred miles an haur, 1
walked on through the diner to the last cax, 1t was the club car. The
porter waved me on in. He Jooked like no porter 1 had cver seen. His
face was covered with hayr and his eyes were glowing like red hot coals.

“Welcome, Samn,” the porter said.

"Your brde Awdits you,” he added with & wicked leer.

“She’ll love you for all eternity. Massion's her fashion ™

The heat mmde was unbearable and the booze was starting to make
mny head spin. I Isoked toward the end of the club <ar and thought I rec-
ognized & painting an the wall, 8 painting [ had once seen In Italy. [t was
the Venus of Urbino. by Titian. There she lay on a couch, shameless and
gheaming like a piece of china, ot & stitch on.

] blinked hard. The painting was beckoning to me! In my drunken
state, | thought I was looking at a work of art.

But it was & real woman

She smuled and held her arms out to me. She had red hair like
Titian'a women all had, or al least like he'd painted them. The train stari-
ed with & jerk and I stumbled forward, toward the red-hatred siren

As [ got closer, she began to change. Het red hair seemed alive,
writhung like snakes. Her white flesh began to melt and run like hat
waX. In a munute, there was nothung left of the temptress. Instead, 2
great black widow speder reached out to grab me. Her eight legs were
tipped with sharp knives that whirted in ihe Jamps of the lurching train.
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| grabbed one of the o1} lamps hanging from the clerestory of the ald
coach and flung it at the huge, biack, hairy spider.

The lamp broke and Aamung ol spilt over the spider. which emitted
a pierang saram like & stcam whistie gone mad. The parter tumed on
me and 1 saw Lhat his jacket had fallen off, revealing 8 goat-like satyr. |
flung the two dice in ey pocket ai the porter and he burst Inta flame.

I bolted far the door as the coach was now burning fiercely. The
train had not yet come up to speed but was Just inching across Lhe iren
bridge over the Menaominer River. [ rumped out of the coach, ganed my
feet and began nmning far all | was worth back toward Mannette, As
the train headed north, the sound of insane laughter dnilted back to me
and the black train was so0n Jost & view.

I was now totally sober and headed back to my little house. When 1
got home, I put on all the hghts, locked the doors and got down on my
knees and prayed. 1 stayed there till the gray dawn began to encroach on
ihe darkness After that,  vowed to come clean, gave up drinking and
{urned my life around

#

The only sound in the crew shack was the crackling of the oak logs.
You could hear & pin drop. Rolly, who had tifted his chair back. sudden-
ly yelped and fell backward. Thal shattered the mood s everyone
burst out Laughing. Rally laughed too, cven though he had spilled coffee
an his shurt. OF Sam’s yam was enough to make the hair on the back of
your neck stand up.

The steamboat whistle of the big Berkshire locomuptive echoed olf
the buildings as it hit town,

As the caboose at the end of the conaist hove into view, the crew left
the snug warmlh of the shack and headed toward it. They ware replac
ing the crew thal had ridden north trom Milwaukee.

Before boarding the crummy, they lumed 1o wave good-bye ta Ol
Sam but he had slipped away in the darknesa. All the way north to
Ishpemung the thice men were quiet, each lost in tus own thoughts.

Each ing.

Would they ever meet Lhe hell bound train?

And would they accept the offer of its dark engineer with the

gleaming, boney arms?
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Diesel Smoke, Milltown Blues,
by James LaMalta

Rolling through my dreams
A diesel horn salutes the frozen stillness
Of a moonlit January landscape.

Irritating wail to some,
hut not to me
It ig the voice of things well remembered;
The smell of burning wool when vou laid
Your frozen miltens on a furnace-hot woodstove
After rolling smow lo make a man oultside
‘Cause is |l was good packing that day.

Mind pictures return, columns of smoke and steam
Carried skyward at the depot,

Belching from the amokestacks of greal engines
Patiently warting for their passengers

Before their exerhons
send reollimg thunder acrass the aty.

Irecal]l warm spring nights when crickets
Kept me awake,

‘T on the cusp of becoming something
other than a child.

Listening in the somnolent evening,
Steam switchers humping boxcars
Sounded like great beasts,
Sparring.
“Chufl. Chulf. whump” they said
Slamnming their couplers together
With a collimon | felt,
a5 well as heard.

Other nights [ could hear the North Shore Electric away off,
Crossing Capital drive,

[{eading north toward Port Washington.
Its sound of passing began with a faint raitle,
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Under Steam
by James LaMalfa
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Like small stones tossed on a tin roof,
Then swelled to a whining roar,
Sucking air in 1t wake.

1 would leap aut of bed unmindful of the cold floor

rush to the window for a glimpse
Of passengers going from rught to morning

0O a world I could only guess at,
And being a child,

Guessing wrong.

The electric cgaches flashed by,

a blur af light and blue sparks
Against the winter rught sky.

Passengers, haloed by yellow light,
were acling out thetr lves

while | was wsulmg
To grow up,

Yeaming o be with them.

But when I was old enough to buy a ticket
The Morth Shore,

The Chicago & Northwestem's 400,
Milwauker Road’s Hiawatha,

all the great pamenger trains were gone,
Detlared obsolete by a brave new world

' Of jct planes and interstate highways,

Efficient and ugly,

Devord of art,

Poetry on the rails died with them.

Yet, #till, at 3 am, when the diesels
send thair mournfuf musie
into a hostile night.
I remember.
And celebrate all that lost beauty.

Memory Frustrations
by Dorothy Demarce

We are told our memory is compared to & compuier system Since I
have been using the schopl computers and my new computer at home, I
can verfy this se & true statement by personal experience,

Every time | have a deadline for a paper. when my time is limited,
and I need to type mry report of essay as quickly as possible, it never
fails that something will happen to my program. [ have & very difficult
tme finding different program converuences once they disappear. More
time 8 spent looking for sections I wiped out than it would take 1o type
the entire paper. All the new techniques available on the new and
improved computer programs could make life so emjoyable with all the
different things you can do, but first you need to know how they work
and how you can manipulate the program to da what you want, when
you want. This ts camparable to the memory, because we are always
lookang for ways ko improve it and modify ways of remembering to
improve our learmung capabilibes.

1 experierce the same (rustration, of system failure, when [ need to
rely on my memory for important issues. for example, a test. The
retrieval process comes In bits and preces ke a puzzle, and | am not
always abje to fit them together carrectly. 1t is ol that | don't know the
material, but have & comnputer overioad and the necessary data just
refuses 10 show up on the screen. The longer | attend school. there has
been some improvement. and maybe by the time | graduate my memory

wifl be marc cooperative.

Ome thing I have learned during my studying attempts is, if | write
things instead of just reading or hstening, the infarmatian will stay with
me longer. | have not conquered studying for lests, and most times 1 feel
I did better than | actually did. 7t is not to my best interest to memonaze,
because | don't feel learrng s talang place at that time and will not stay
with me. but only be 2 temporary fix. Repetition is extremely helpful
and examples of real life situations help to keep the lesson alive in my
mind and it makes more sense to me.

Because my time is so imited and my schedule very hght, I need to
prachie all avenues of the bearning process. [t 1s imperative for me to
attempt ta teain my memory te mamtaln as much information as possi-
ble the first time which in turn will free up same of my time for some-
thing else. Maybe my memary really 1sn’t ful), but inslead there is so
much extra space where information s fust floating. When | lram more,
it widl fill up the exira space and information will be eadier to ririeve
becautse it will have less space to look for the informaton | need.
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Danielle
by lon Winters

Grandpa’s Girl
by Chereé Demarce

During my younger years my grandfather was that special person
who occupied most of my tree time, He mneant more to me than any
other lamily member. He and | had a bond that could not be broken.

Our relationshu p started as soon as 1 was born. My mother told me
thil when 1 was just a tiny baby, \ve would venture over to my grand.
parents’ house cvery Sunday after church. When the tavemn wasn't buzsy,
he would always wanl to bring me downatairs to show me off to the few
people that he knew. Grandpa was quite proud of me.

Al the age of lour of five, | started remembering wonderful kmes
with my grandiather. He lived in an apariment attached to the tavern
they owned. and it was tradiional for my grandparenia to baby sit me
every day. Visits with my grandpa were the best fimes of my life. People
would sec us and say that we were like two peas in a pod. We would
spend haurs playing dells or house, and 1 ean sbll rernmember helping
hitn clean up the tavern in the morning after a busy night. He allowed
me ta play around the bar untl it was busy. My family’s friends used to
come in, and | would erawl onto his lap, ghve him the puppy dog look,
and ask to stay just a bittle lopger. Like the great guy he was, he agreed
to let e stay i the bar with him [ would shom poal with him ar with
one of our riends. | could cur and walk around the pool table thunking 1
was Minnesata Fats. | imagined and was certain no one in the place
could beat me, but between you and me 1 think they ket me win.
Sometimes he would ket me pour some of the drinks. | pulled the handle
down on the moat papular beer known to every guy that ventured
through those doors, Pabst, but [ had more foam in the glass than beey
itself.

During the summers he would take me fishing. | had to prove to
him thai I wasn't afraid to put the slimy worm an the hook. | adopted
the attltude thar whatever he could do, I could do. | wanted him to think
] could do anything, [t was Hyne tor the big test. | picked up the unattrac-
tive worm, slid it on the hook, broughl the pole behind my head. and
gave il toss. Wiouldn't you know it the worm went flying ofi the hook.
£0, 1 had to do It all over again It took a lot of practice, bui we still spent
many days under the hot sun trying to catch us same dinnet,

Spending thne at camp was also & great memory. | would ask him to
take me through the woods t0 see all Lhe deer blinde. | wanted sabadly
for him (o take me hunting, but both my parents and grandparents
thought it was a bad wea. “Wait until you are older.” they would Lell
me. { felt robbed every tme huniing season came around. It was two
long weeks of not seeing him. My grandmother tned to take his place,
but she wasn't Grandpa.
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Not having an enemy in the world, he was the type of person who
would bend over backwards if anyone needed anything. He was well
known and respected in the commumity. During our long walks. theze
were always B frw peophe who would stop us to say hi. it was like hang-
ing out with a well-known celebrity.

One summer, he moved out of the tavern, andd | had the chance of a
lifetsme. 1 had the opportunity to spend the entire summer a1 Grandpa's
house. At frst, [ asked both my parents and grnndpartr;h if | could
spend juat B [ow ni Onee thing led to anothet, and | ended up
spmd:?:; the mhmsi.l:lmﬂ‘lﬂ. That was the sumnwer | discovered the
Cubs. My grandfather was a die-hard Cubs fan. who never missed a
game tn his life. One day. I came fnt from a hard day of playing and
noticed the Cubg game was on TV, I sal next to my grandfather and
watched for 8 while. Getting interested in the game. ] knew we wauld be
spending mare time together watching the Cubs play. [t was always my
dream to take my grandfather to & game. It wasn’t until the summer of
1998 that [ was able o do that. We sat n the stands cating brats and
drinking adult beverages. That game was significant. because that was
the Last year Harry Carrey was alive.

I look back on all the exciting times we went through, and 1'm the
Tuckiest girl in the world. It warms my heart to see my daughter carry-
ing on the tradition. She 14 developing the same kind of bond with him
that ] had when { was youngee, When she goes 1g visit, she Is always at
his side. lie and she are downg the same things that he and | used to de.

The Mighty Oak
by Lo Pansch

A mighty cak standing tall,
thinking he will never fall.
Green Jeaves in full bloom,
never knowing any gloom.

Young lovers happy tonight,
holding each ather very tight.
Believing that love won'i die,
taey will never say good-bye,

The mighty aak, cold and alone,
unable to stand on its own.
The leaves are all tuming red,
soon they will sl be dead.

An old man after mahy years,
his eyes are filled with tears.
All he has done is cried,
gince his lover lef1 his side.

Your Game
by Lori Panach

In my soul you lit & five,
feelings of passion and lesire.
1 felt cherished i your arms,
but fell victim o your charma,

Al alonie, wrapped in a sheet
miy bed still heid your heat.
My heart knew you were gone,
[ was meant 1 be only a pawn,

You alone hold the blame,
1 didn’t know the rules of the game.
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A Rival
by %4 P. Ceccarelli

Within this fractured perspeciive,
impossible trinngles rise {rom the table’s floor.
Al the distance, Escheristic possibilities,
scabed beyond reason.

Hard edges quaver, beneath the god‘s omnipresence.

Ascending to claim kinship,
assoctation with the immortal
As we armnve at Glza,
Yadda Happens
by M. P. Ceocarelli
Palaver stinted 50 hold them logsely
timing sialed Let them flow
As the hours ‘fore trains of thought
wile and pale are late to go!
At twenty after Ya gotta learn
Cornes the pause Ya gotta Hl
When chatter dulls ‘cause yadda happens
For lack of clause. by force of will
50 logic fails you And in your speech
As ne‘er before Let eloguence ply
As words take flight Tumns of phrase
The audiencs Dores and metaphors fry
Commurucation The watch word stays
tas three parts The Barker's couth
To capture jaughter Let all you utter
Minds, and hearts Contain the truth.
And lacking one
The otiwrs fail
As those who listen.
Begin to bail

Old Man Wisdom
by Mary Marineau

Years ago in & place far from here 8 wise old man said to me, “the
truth ghall sl you free,” [ visited this man ©fien, and he gald little, but
always ended our visits with that same verse.

This town was sparse, with little vegetation: the sun was extremely
hot for days on end. Oten | would wonder why I was there, but not as
often as [ wondered about those sux words the old man said. What did
he mean? 1 was alwayw honest in my speaking, and he acknowledged
that. Sa, why did he always say those words to me?

Years passed, the old man did alse But the words have never left
my mind or my heart 1 still hear his voice, speaking to me. As [ sit atop
the tree stump. nexi to the creek near my new home, [ ponder those
words. | watch the deer eating happily on the grass and bernes and
leaves o the trees that are leff! | watch the hungry covole observe the
few wolves, waiting lar them to get their (ill on the fresh kill, so that he
can cat also 1 listers 4o the chatter among all the creatures here They
speak of the pleasure it is to have some fresh clean water, free from pol-
lution and they speak of how little of 1t Lhere i left. | watch as the ago-
nizing bear Lnes to get hin exercise that he requires dwmly, but now he has
to pace back and forth because his land area 19 running cut! They atl
pass by me, 35 man s approaching again with all those loud machines.
Ome of the aeatures says. “the truth shall set you free.”

The truth i3, | ieel thmgs. | Listen $o my intuition and wliat | see hap-
pening all around. | lmow is not nght. | have only one vorce. | lowever, if
many voices joined logether in harmany. while listening to 1heir hearts,
OUR EARTH MAY SURVIVE.
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Clarinet 1
by Jocelyn Gerndi
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