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could have stayed Jjust a few mements long-
er, ohe touched the precicus key at the
bottom of her pocket and wes grateful that,
now and then, she had these moments to her-
s@lf,

She closed the attic door softly behing
her and descended the small stairway back
into the world, There wers baths to run and
surper to make,..but the music hox went on
plaving as she worked her way through,

ONE LAST LOOK by Steve HRupert

Joe epculdn't believe that his day of departure had
finally arrived. For yeara he had watched many good
friends come and go. For monthe he had been counting
the days, and at long last, hie eeperation from active
duty was becoming a reality. This was the day he would
be allowed to leaws the less than routine style of Hawy
life behind and head for home where he could try to re-
capture the simplistic lifestyle of daye gone by.

There would be no more quartera, no more inepections,
no more uniforme, no more "yesm Sirs,"no more third rate
meals, and most of all, no more of the indignations re-
sulting from the frivolous duties which are bestowed
upon 21l military perszonnel,

Coce sach and every meticulous chore of the check-
ing out process had been completed, he felt me if he
had been overdosingly shot up with some sort of new-
feangled freedom drug. His feelings of happiness
etratched far beyond amy pointe of reality, and yet, he
somghow managed to saver avery Joyous moment of it.

Laboreusly slinging an overstuffed seabag over hie
ghoulder, he saild hies last farewells and was on hiz way.
He slovly made his way to the guarterdeck, where hise
Maval ocareer wase to catgh ite last gasping breath of
life,

Arriving on the guarterdeck, he took a few last
glimpees of the hot Virginia sunand facing the officer
of the deck, he stoed at attention as well as his tur-
densome Eeabag would allew. "REequest permission to0 go
ggbore," The officer of the deck smiled, shot out &
very orisp salute and replied "permismion granted".

Two belle rang out lowl and clear and his departure was
armounced over the ships lowdspesker, "MM} Gehrend...
plank owmer,..departing.” A final bell was heard as he
gterped onto the gangplank, and with a peeudo feeling
of pride, he made his way to the pler.

His feat planted on firs ground onse again,he
began walking towards the main gate where hisz taxi would
be walting, but an uwnconirolable urge forced him to sat
his seabag down and face the ship one last time, Ha
Telt compelled to catoh one last glimpse of the monster-
sue grey beast whioh had completely devoured thrae yeara
of his 1life. ™Strange" he thought, "it used to anger ne
1o look &t that damn ship, Yot now,; all 1 can feel is



pity...pity for the poor soul who will take my plaoe,
Flacing the meabaz on hies shouldsr onee again, he

tiny, bIue sky showed not & trace of a cloud.
turned and started on his long trek down the pier,

The box stood squarely on four tiny legs that

THRETLESS
by Paula B. DOtt
T asked her if
ghe liked my sweater. ..
She eaid it was nice, but
the blouse looked bettor.

My heircut was cute and. ..
just the right style.

But the ons in the book
wag sure to beguile.

My green soemed serone,
50 totally sublime.

But I should ses har
ELUE kltchen scmetime,

"It was e0 good talking
with wou,”™ Isaid,
Thengh I zecretly wished
she would please drop dead,

But T sure dida't want
to follow har act.

'Cause I ¥NEW I would certainly
uas less tact.

bent gracefully down and out from its base and,
on one aide of the treasure, B silver post from
the inside snded {lush with the wood and beck-
oned: the lady to insert the key.

With worn and trembling fingers she reacheu
inte her poeket and withdrew the fragile key
that wes alwavs carried with her. She inserted
it inte the music box and carefully wound it
gix full turns, then returned the tey to her
pocket and ppened the painted 1ig,

instantly the guiet attie was filled with
tiny notes, expartly combined intc & aweat, yet
sad, seng. She closed her eyes and the music
geamed to engulf her, flooding her mind with
the memories that shs held so very dear.

And she recalled the day that her hushand
had brought the tinv box heme,...&n anniversary
present for the weman that he loved, How long
had he been dead now,..six, seven vears? How
the time seams to flvy when there ara children
to raise. It had been =0 much easier when he
had been there...declsions less costly, bhills
legss of a fear. The days were sco long now, with
no time to herself. Paclk the kids off to school,
don't be late for wvour jeb, hurrvy home to make
supper, drag the family off to bed...and some-
how the weshing and cleaning were supposed to
do themselves.

ohe sighed heavily and closed the tiny, wood
lid, The heat and the darkness were closing
upon her as she turned and placed the music box
back into the chest, Cutside she ecould hear the
children clammering back from their summer hike
and she knew they'd be hungry and dirty and
tired,

Straightening her apron and gathering her
thoughts, she slowly made her way back to the
attie door. Fausing for a8 moment, she glanced
back at the chest and the warm, familisr mem-
ories that the attie encanced, If only she
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The Music Box by “athy Benser

She made her way up the narrow, winding steps
in the semidart of the late afternnen and felt
the summer heat press dewn upen her, At the top
of the stairway an old deor, smuthered with age,
cut off the attic from the rest of the house,
in the dim, buffered light, its scalleped wood
and dusty grooves looked deeper and richer in an
antigued sorx of wav,

Ghe pasaed through the door and seftly closed
it behind her, perhaps so B8 not to disturb the
0ld memories or the dust that had settled about,
The attic was quiet and warm and familiar, Its
wallpsper was tattered and stained and worn, re-
flecting a soft glow from & tiny, west window
beyona which the sky was patterned a2 bright or-
ange, In ancther short hour, the sun weulé he set
and darkness would force her teo leave the small
room,

Turning slowly, she drifted past the boxes of
old ornaments and clethes that the children had
lang sinece outgrown, Past the photegraph albums
and bolts of old cleth...past the spot where the
gging rug had worn through to show the wooden,
lath floor below her.,.only slowing to a stop
when she'd made it te her corner and carefully
lifted the ald trunk's 1id, Inaide were vellow-
ing papers with thelr corneras chewed away, books
without bindings and scores of loose pages, box-
g5 of old posteards from a homeland far away and
an old lacework bedspread that her mother had
mada.,

She retrieved a small box from the latter's
goft folds, c¢losed the lid of the trunk and sat
down with & sigh. In the dim light of the attic
she gazed down at her treasure, never tiring of
its uniqueness or the tiny scrollwerk of its
wood. On the top was an intricate, hand-painted
pleture of an old mill with its water wheel
apouting =prav from the pond. CGreen, leafy wil-
lows danced brightly in the beckground ané the

Fen and ink="Cougdr" Samdy Gibbons



The Ineredibls Bulk

by Sne DefKelver

Patriek was 23, single, 51'10"tall end
slightly round. Hail, he wag more puigy.
Heavy? Letf's face 1t, he wes fat. There
was no getting around it. He was fat. He
had always been fat, and he would always e
fat. Hot that he didn't wsnt to be thin,
Those thigh hugpire pants snd =ilky diszeo
shirts were tantalizingly vivid in his ming,
but untterly implausible on his body, Ha
longed for a John Travolta bulld instead of
his Coodyear Blimp look, but it just seemad
out of the gquestion. ; hetd tried dleting.
He'd gone the cottage chesse and tomatos
route. He'd esten more carrot stieks than
most rabbits. He'd had nothing but eggs for
two weeks--all he got waes a high cholesterol
pount. He'd tried grapefruit. It gave him
panker sores. High protein was too expensive.
Low cal too boering. Who ecould face a life
wlthout orecs and hot fudee sundass? And
the Stilman water diet only worked on his
Eldnevys. Then scnmeone told him that ex-lax
after each meal would eliminate the ecalories.
He eliminated all right, but after the

tllman flush, his system just gouldn't
handle the ex-lax push.

Patrick was sure he was doomed to a
life of amplitude. MNever having girls stars
at him at the beach--except in dishbelief.
Never knowing 1f his shoes matched--nnlass
he looked in a mirror. Then cne day, sitting
in the dentist's walting rcowm, he plcked up
a8 fashion magazine and there 1t was, the
angwer to his pravers: S8lim Bkin, a revolu-
ticoary new regucing ald--gnarantesad to
aliminate 9 te 12 inches from walst, abdomen
end thich im just 3 davs or your money back.

Photo="Two Cacs"

Zue Harter
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Theto=Cat

in the Windew" Sue Harter

Dolng some gqulek caleulating, Patrlek
realized that with a concentreted effort, he
eould shrink his 61" waist line toc a s?sita
30" on his week vacetion. But eould this he
true? He read on In frenszied antieipation.

"Take off excess inches where you heed
to lose themI wilthout dleting--and it won't
leave yvou with loose flabby skin.”

Oh, Ged! Tt was more than he had ever
dreamed. His eves darted across the page.

"Just step Into your 5lim 3kin, snap
the attachment hosge to your vicuum cleaner
with the universal adapier--whlech fits any
mike vacuum cleaper--and turn on your
machina. Instantly the Blim Skin =seems
to come alive with a delightful reducing
action on eavery single inch of your boedy."

It sounded impossible, but at this
point Patrick was willing to do anythling to
look better. And at only %$9.95 he'd be a
foocl not to give it a try. The dentlst's
drill didn't penetrate hiz daydream of hody
shirts and trim blue Jeans. He had his
money and order form in the mall before tha
novesain aven had a chance to wear off. Now
811 he hed to do was wait. With his wacation
only three weeks away, he praved that his
51lim Skin would arrive in time. Bach evening
hea would rush home, only to find an empty
mall box. Two weaﬁs went by. All he got was
1% pounds heavier and a bad case of acne from
all the Hersheyr bars he had eziten to console
himself. Then, the night before his vacation
began, ss he dragged himself up the stairs
of his apartment bullding, his eyes met the
plain brown wrapper treasure. It was here
at last, and joy of joyvs, on the day when he
mast neaeded it. Ha bura% into his living



room, hungrily ripping open the packsge.
Inside he dlscovered s large pair of blue,
Flastie, high wafsted pants wlth a strange
negzle and hose attached. He didn't wait to
read the Instruetions, but jumped out of his
elothes and inte his Slim Skin, attaching
himzelf to the wvacuum eleanser which had been
enshrined in the living room for the pest
three weeks. Flipping the switeh, he felt

a sudden tingling sercss his skin, then
pressure, and & tightening sensatiﬂu.
Fatrick closed his eves to imagine his new
self more clearly. His thoughts drifted
thru his favorite daydream to his =oon to be
stunning =elf snd he somehow lost track of
the time. When he returned to reality, the
vacuum was stlll droanlng awvay, tut ths
plastie sult felt less eonfinling. As he
looked down, he could scarcely belleve his
eyess FHe really was thinnerl! Snapping off
his Heoover reducing machine, he rushed to
find a tape measure. 7Yas, it was truel
Eight Inches had mysteriously vanished from
hi= waist., But this wa= just the beginning.
Patrieck spert all that evening snuggled
inside hi= new skin being vacuumed into a
mere shadow of him=elf. By Monday afternoon
none of hls elothes f1t, and wlth more joy
than he had known in years, he walked 1n to
the voung men's department of the eity's
finest eclothing store and bought himself a
somplete wardrobe of “gllek dlseo shirts,pants,
suits and a z0lid gold chain for his new 15"
nack that was no longer hidden by hils usnal
double ehin. Strutting thru the shopping
mall, he could hear stralns of "Staying Alive™
uchuing thru his head. There he was, the
former "Fat Pat" erulsing the eity 1ikﬂ a
rock star. Hae felt women staring at him in
awea. Thoogh he tried not to notiee his own
reflection in the store windows, he was just
too terrifiec to ignore.

Ink, caricature-"Carl Erog" by Andy Bilodeau
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Ink, caricature~by Andy Bilodeaun

And then he smelled 1t. The Bakeryl
His nostrils flared to the aroma of pecan
rolls and chocolate eclairs. Suddenly he
realized how long it hed been sinee he had
eaten any real food. The euphoria of reduc-
ing 30 quickly had made him forget about
mesals all weekend. Oh, he'd nibbled on some
@old chieken and an apple, but nothing te
mateh the tantalizing secents that were bom-
barding him now: glazed doughnuts, chocolate
long Johns with eream filling, perslans
with nuts. His eves begen to roll in his
head. His stomach roared. #And then 1t
happened. He felt it In his waist band first.
Hie stomach started to expand like an over-
inflated inner tube. Hizg shirt buttons
stralned, then popped in all directions,
followed by shrads of the shirt Itself. The
#+2 slacks that he had plcked so carefully
to g his =lim thigh= exploded at the seams.
And unlike his bulking, green, T.V. counter-
part, he was left standing, expanding and
cnmpiataly axpozed--zave the z0lld #old ohaln
that now eut off his oxyegen, leaving his face
a bright, toxie blua. He ran, soreaming for
the nearest =xlt, toward the safetyr of his
gar. While e fought for what sesmed an
aternity with the locked door, the parking
lot began to fill with gaping spectators.
Who could this incredible blue faced fat
person be? Mercifully the car door opened,
and Patrick dove behind the wheal. But he
had forgotten one thing. Hls skinny self had
moved the driver's seat several notches
closer to the stesring wheel., Now his
bulzing self was wedged between the seat
and the wheel, half in half out of the car.
Ha struggled %D 2lide the seat further back
and finally slammed the door shut. The short
trip home was &8 blur in his mind. Put as he
sat on the eouch in his apartment, the horror
and dissclutionment replayed thru his mind.
Reading the Slim Skin instruetlons for the



first time theroughly, he realized the
mistake he had made. In the fine print

he found the admonition: Warning--not fﬂr
continued use over an extended period.
Thirty minutemaximim in any 24 hour pariod.
Any abuse will vold all warranty and may
lead to unpredictible results.

Oh, greatl Now what was he golng to
do? The only way he could get really thin
again was to misuse that stupid sult. And
then what? Pop out of his elothes every
time he smelled good foodl And what would
happen if he slipped, and had an impure
thought about a banana split? How ecoculd he
lead & normal life nmbilieally tied to his
vacuum clesner? He could just imagina the
days ahead. Rushing home at lunch for a quick
fix with the Hoover instead of a cheeseburger
and a malt. And what if romance should enter
his 1life? How would he explain hils unnatural
attaschment to an inanimate abject? Ha
visualized his honeymoon, dashing into the
glogat to shed those unwanted inches. And
the rest of the relationship--well, it was
just too much to deal with.

S0 that was it. He wae fat again, and
this time to stay. No more diets, no more
arazy fads. He'd just have to find soma way
to live with his =ize. Somehow ha'd learn
to believe that bigger 1s better. Maybe he
would understand himself better over a pizza
and a beer--a large, thick and chewy plzza--
super style--supreme--and a pitcher of beer--
with some onion rings on the side.

and stupid. If anyvone could oull the car ouk, he could
o it, I assured my=z&lf. After he walked arcund it
twice, fury seemed to engulf him. He was shaking his
head and mmbling end his face was redder than usual.
BSoth of them are caught, T mused...one entombed in mad,
the pther with anger. Then he threw open the car door
and swung himself inside. That same spray of slush
showered the back of the var as he leaned on the gas,
and the wheels spun mercilesaly. He managed te get a
good rocking motion, and ae I watched, the back tires
seemed to veer to one side. I think he's got it, I
cheered. Automatically my body leaned the direction the
car wag sliding, towards the side of the drive, urging.
though remotely that it should follow. miBot e had a
different plan. T was amazed at hew logicallwy his mind
worked, mueh more sa than mine. T would have thooght
to ascend the hill to park at the back door. BHe was
new very Sensibly trying to back the car down the hill
and oub bto the road. '

The car confinued rocking. As the [ront whiels wonld
moee up the =ide of their self-duyg pits and almoal peak
the adge, the back wheels would hinder their arriwal.
Howawer, slow progress was beding made. Gradually the
wat pud wore down and gravity pulled ive' weighL.

Cmly sBhadows were wizible against tche white of the
snow now 28 time crept by and hindered me in my outlock
post. The anow had let up apd the world swvarywhera
locked like a winter fairylard...everywherse that is...
exeept the delvewsy, In the fading light I could barelw
gee the car backing down, down inte the greyving dueak.
But ITm suze be gan handle evervthing, I said, though
I wondered why he had not turned the headlightticon. wWhat...
what is he doingll! I screamed. Suddenly bthe car was
racing backsards and sildewavs. Was he gunniog the motors?
Waza it the brakes? Like a small child, T pressed my
nase to the window, sager to be able to distingulsh the
white of the car against the spow. Was T Sesipg rlght?
It can't bal It can't bel At the end of the drivoway
and a few fest from the road stood a huge oak kres. The
laft raar fendesr of my car was now silhooetted inte the
tree's blackness.

He steood thexa in the bask hall, then, closing the
door quietly bBehind him...dripping with sweab, snow,
and rad. A5 he opened the kitchen docr, he began
langhing loudly, grofanely almost. D'you know what that
dumb car did?! he sneered as he painted £o the fook of
the hill. I gave him'a blank stare...I dign't lauwgh.

I couldn't waste my breath.
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THE FROELEM
BY Pagla B. Ot

I was stuck..-indelibly stusk.

Darn weather, T muttered...has ko happen every spring.
With £hat I turned off the igniticon, agened Lhe door and
thrust my Feet into the cosging slush. Leoaks like thia
mess is swallowing my car. .. tires Firot! The mod from
the drive that elreled up the hill behifid the house,
along with the heavy wet snow that had been falling since
morning, had Eormed 2 sultable trap for man or beast. I
shold have known better, I said...too late now...can't
mevpe Forwardy can't mowve back. Standing against the
barn at the foot of the hill I spied a spade. With a1l
my might I showeled, nearly excavating the tires from
their plight. XNow I'1l just start the car and rock it
back and forth, I thought. Evervthing was so wet, The
more I accelerated, the deeper the tires scemed to =2ink,
in undercoating of slush was all T accomplished. This is
useless, I concluded. OGuess I'll hawe to haul the gro-
ceries uo to the house, Cathering two bags inteo my arms,
% began to climb. 2% I lowvered my boots, first one, then
the othor inteo the massive-muck, they almest pulled fram
my fomet with lsud susking hdolges. The featprints imme=
diately £11led with muddy water. After carrying three
loads fram the car bto the hoovse, about twe thirds of the
way, to the top of the hill, my arms ached. My legs and
ankles throbibed. I was scaked to the skin.

In a few minutes I had gathered strkngth enough to ex—
plain my predicament to him. He locked up from his book
with an amased, yet gquizzical stare. Looks like you got
wet, waa all ke said at first. Then it dawned on him that
he was being asked €2 lend a hand. DUME BOMAN! he shouted,
Bean driving for ten yoars and still don'tknow how!

Now he was furious, like s bear lured from his winter nap
by ane lons warm day. He threw his book and eye glasses
on tke teable, and as he got up fram hils Ffaverite chalr, he
Kicked off his slippers and tugged at hi= belt. ¥You'll
never learn how to handle that carl Inm the back hall, he
thrust his arma into hif jacket and slammed the closet
door fuming 211 the while he tied on hiz hunting boots.
Then, e strode down the hill, shoulders swaving with con=
fidence.

I sat thers at the window...watching...fesling helpless

o
ay

Ink, caricature="James LaMalfa" by Andy Bilodeau
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Photo="Babhy" ¥Karen Peterson

Ink, caricature-"Lyle Espenschied" by Andy Bilodeau
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Ink, caricature-"Hasad Mufti™ by Andy Bilodeau

Ink, caricature="W.C. Fields" by Andy Eilodeau
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O MY OWH

Jesus said

You got to find the right way

Or you won't live

To see another day

Jezus tarned to me

Hey, 7ou better live right

Ion'€ follow me

And you won't make it through the night

8o I =tumbled

Around in the dark
Trying to find my way

I left a mark

Trail blazed high
Acrosz the sky

Jesus followed the trail
Azked me why

¥hy do you have

T be that wey

I thought I hed you

For another dey

If you're going to be Tres
I'1]l gay good night

For you're make

I hope you make it slright

S0 on my owen

I stumbled through the night
Lesving a mark

Across the sky

The days seem lopger

On my own

laniel Walk

Ink, caricature-"Dean Martin" by Andy Bilodeau
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Fhoto="Watching"” by

Karen Feterson

OTHER LAWNDE I MY MIRD

Hayoa I would Iike fto mes arother lapd
IF I waz bern in enother time

Aut ginee I was Doy hera

Grew up herve

Hiwvad horo

Tled here

1 ses other lands in ooy mind

fome  sre white, greer, Lrown, rellow
Cthexrs true, others fantsrtical

Az 1 zit here

Grow here

Expend here

I zes other lands in my mind

dome are disteried, fregmented, fractlonslized nightmeres
Cithers vlog of my pest

But ginee I grew up here

lived here

Expended here

I zea other lapnds in my mind

Daniel Walk

A Triek T Learnsd From Hecats

I gpet what I want yom know.

Oh, not slways rlght away}

Sometimes I have to walt.

But along this twisted path I've learned:

A1l things come to she who walt,

And plans,
And conjures.

Jossieca Audin
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Fhoto="Young Girl" Esren Peterson

EVEE.

YThen, suddenly, she appeared through the
haze of the beckground,...her long, btlack cown
blowing free in the wind, He knew it was Gabriel
without leoking at her face, knew that she would
te there even before she srrived, 3he raiszed her
right hand in mocking gesturs...just as he had
done when he'd walked out of her life. From her
other hand there dangled a rawhide leash, the
empty, awivel snap dancing in the light of the
storm.

"You should have never left me", he hesra her
whisper abcve the wind, "You shculd have never
gone BwWay."

Melting

Gentle, graceful, wind-blown snow Jewsls
met with ¢lay and conerete gutter,
gathersd to & group formation,

then turned to ponds ﬂrlthin each other.

Kathleen LaPrise
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He termed and tried to set a steady »ace walk-
ing...keeping & meatal tab an the heest as it
followed behind, never gaining or lagging hut
matehing his stride. He didn't notice when tha
Tirst rain began felling +ill the splattering
of ¢rops wsshefl all sound frem the afr. He was
foreed to look back now te check the degs pro-
Eress,..was the rain plaving tricks or had the
beast edged in nearer?

It was another block befere he glanced back
cnee again, The brute had definitely narrowed
the gap. Il walked with head lowered in slow
even steps...unnaturally yet raplcly covering
the space, eyes tralned ghead at the young man's
baclk. .

I seemed an etormdiy hefere his smartment
locmed into view, How long had he been walking,
his emars streining tcehind him, the rain relent-
lessly dancing about? He thought that it muat
have affected his hrain, for his home appeared
to be fleeing befors him, He knew he was still
walikcing, end yet all motion had stopped. He froze
g8 the raglization rippad through his being.
This was his dream, though somewhst partisl and
vaproe, And he knew that the ending that he could
nevar hear to ses was lieing Jjust ahead and
there!d be no way oul,

He panicked, struggling %o make his legs run
gnd he oouid ﬁear Lhe beast &2 it cleosed in kbe=-
hing him,..coulc feel its hot breath on the back
of hiz neck. Ang suddenly his front door loomed
up before him, grasping his keys he went for the
laek. But he knew in his heart that he would
never make it...heard the tinkling of the kewvs
upen the ecement long before they actually fell
from his hand. He turned just as the beast had
atarted to spring and saw the white fanps clear-
1y through the vizion of rain, he watched as the
drops trickled down the sides of its nose and
formed Tivers that ran beneath the tonss of its

2k

A Listening Ear by Penny Mullins

Jere was & rarify in thds world,an unoempleining
liztener, #nd sz =0 masy of her friends rsslized this,
she was in cosstant demmnd, She never commented uf-
lese askedl io, and never interjectad her own experichoes
to compare fo theirs, Jne hed so wany confidantes, you
could almost zay she collected people. iomelly, they
colleated har, i

Like her friend Leuise, Perfoet housekespar, exesl-
Tent mother snd practioinz bore.: Lot only waz z2he
wonderful, she reaminiel you of 1t conetently, Zut of
all her detegtably wnderul Tredis and zccomslishwents,
note of then andsared hexr to Jmme morse than her belding
gkillz, Or more truthfully, ber lack of thed, She
waa terrible, Her pound calzes welghed toras, her marble
gakea had ~erl cats—epes in them, and har urit-svers
rolled over and pisved dend, Her super-rioizss czkeg
wara =sc moist; she ladled them into bowls and ssrved
them with spoons, 5he freely substituted ingredienta,
her expertise sllowing her thet Immry, Like bason
greass for tutter, Ilour Jor vpewdered sugsr, and soda
water for baking soda, IT eshe had no nilk, she used
water, no egea, she alao used water,

53411, youm had to hand 1t % her, ehe served these
monatroeites with aplosb, »robably because ehe had
novar tasted them(she had to wateh her welpht,you knew),
Tt was mmaging, however, that she never ftock the hing
from her omn family, ther never touched the atwff,the
Justified it %o hereelf and ofhers W docldines her
fanily just didn't need sugar. The truth wus, ber
ekildvan would =iop &t Jane's house aftsr zabpgol, snd
beg for & twinkie fix, an oreo, even{Gpd Zorbidl a fig
bar, Then with moutha stuffed like the sugsr Juskies
they were, they would plead with Jane not to foll their
zother, And so far, she hadn't, Somehow,this had man-
agred to go on for mors then three yonrs, during which
time Jane had eaten more of their mother'a baking than
they had. Bhe was sore they could worl scmething cut,
though, Like the Lids telling Iouige that Jene mms e
dlabetde, and just couldn't bring hersslf to tell =ny-
one, Hereifilly, Toufse was not & goasip, She would



feel sorry for her atb first, end then be glad it wasnlt
har that wez siricken, Thean she would probably heke
ber a batoh of cooddes and lesve the sugar out, IF that
atratesy dlidn't work, she could start bringing home
samples of Louise's beking md feed them to Lonise's
children, Thatvwuld probably atop then from coming
around, bu% they would harbor lesting muspicionz of
pldsr women bearing swaeta,

S on Tuesday, Tsne went to viazit Touisa, and suf-
fored cilently through her tributes to herself, her
shedient, wonderful children, and her marveloualy
loving asbend, Jase listened patiantly, smpsthetlo-
ally, agresingly, =nd heroically for forty-five mnimuitea,
until she could excuse hersslf to vacuusm the dop and
shampoo the carpet. Then a little mbarrassed, she
turned the otatement around, whils Lowdas sziled dn-
dulsently at her less than perfect nedghbor, Then Jane
entored her ow: yard, she dropned the cookies she had
kidden in her pockets during the vwisit into the garbage
can, seach onge eshoing eelidly as it bounced in the
empty container,

Inatheresllected" friemd of hers, my, =topped by
an her way teo ‘ssertiveness Training Group. Ghe had
baon in seme sort of therepy elnce 16T, moving from
poychoanalvais ta encowmter growps to ez2t, Fow she was
in thiz asgertiveness group solely throush the efforts
of an accomplished felephons salespersor, weo rail-
roadad her into i%, [la probably got her namae off a
meiling list from FPzycholopy Today, Jame could en=
vigion that claszas, filled with people being pushed and
ghoved into independernca, Actually, the most assertive
Amy had ever besn was shen ghe fought 4o trade her
over-protecitive parantz for her domineering fiance, Yow
her dariing hushand, who left lists for her in the
moring of all the things she was to do during the day,
Janta listened gmpatheticelly to 4ey's acoouwnt of her
mother-ir-lew'a gver present interference, She had called
fy todsy, when she found out from her son that my
was to fix mis fevorite spaghetti, She had t0 maks sure
My fized it eorrectly, her 1litile boy would epit out
anything he didn"t like, 'my got her back, thaugh, her

1

The sound of distant thunder ssemed te breal
the dream's snell, and he pazed of f at the storm
that was waiting in the east, like & wolfi brief-
ly peusing before the terror of its prey. How
far had he wzlked? This secticon of town locked
strange and the streets unfamiliar. He thought
in the past wear that he had trawveled them all,
this simply must have been & part that he d mis-
saed,

He turned and began retracing his steps, bub
the streets seemed to be turning about on them-
selves., He was moving, ret getting np furcher
ahead. ..walking, wvet putting no distance behind
him. lie stopped anc tried to regain his perspec-
tive, straining for something that might be fa-
miliar., It was then that he heard the scund off
behing kim, an almost siciening scrape of nail
upon &Stone...the soft, muffled pad of a paw cn
cement. He whirled about but the sidewalk behind
him was empty. He lightly assured himaelf that
his mind and his early moraing drink were play-
ing tricks on his ears in the still=hrewing
storm.

He composed himself and tried to push his way
enward, The aky was growing dsric with the threat-
ening rein...black angrv clouds that covered all
blus., Jomewhere up ahead he should recpgrnize
something, the town was not so large that one
could get lost. Yes, there it is, the old crum-
bling chapel. He had come much Turther than he
had originally thought,,.but at least, for the
time keing, he'd regained his bearings.

There it was again, the faint rustling follow-
ing behind him. He turned, hzlf exvecting the
street to be empiy, but to his horror the beast's
eyes locked with his own, It was there, not more
than twenty paces behind him, more of & brute
than a deg...1lt stopped in its tracks. From
where he Stood, the man could make cut 1ts feg-
tures., The ccal, black hair, edged and mattsad
with grey; the massive chest that swelled with
each measured breath; the rigid legs, now still,
but straining te move; the dark clouded eyes
that cut through to his scul.

-~
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de lpcked un the apartment and headed out-
#ide, shiverineg and chilled in the fresh morn-
ing air. He had no idea of where he was going,
but wanderes on in a daze that the dream left
hehing, He ran it over and over sgain,.,.like
Lhe nrojection of a film in the haak of his
mind, ultirately resting on Gabriel a thoysand
miles away.

"You will alwavs be mine®, she had whizpared
s eweelly...or was it really a toreat morely
snftened hy her lips? '

And then bthere was the murder, aome stranger
in their town, found by the deoor st the hack
of Ris house. Fost reports merely atated the
cause ot death as unknown, but che or twa Dore
faint mention of the posaibility of an attaci,,
something cenine in nature, but no details hkad
heen given, He had thought it gquite cdd that,
in the rmiddle of town, & dog of such sizge could
Ee loose vet not noticead by the owner. 5o mas-
z2ive & besst 80 as Lo erush 2 mants throst be-
fore he could even ery.out for nelp, Town dogs
were not killers,..it didn't add up.

Why was he wasting ki= time with such reflese-
tisn=? He had traveled three davs to legve them
Eehind him, taking whatever road would lay
plaim to his fanowv, And this city was sefe from
his rast and ite secret, ret still Gabriel had
some here te haunt him, Somshow she had Ynown
that. his journey had stopped here, Uabriel al-
ways knew, somebow, always knew,

"She had known the dead man, tee", he thought,
tighe didn't want me to know but I could tell by
her eyes," It had bkeen erie, the way she had
stared at the parer...savoring each word of the
agecount of his death, He took it Tor grantdd
the man had been a flame that she discarded and
he wondered if she would lauph at his own obif-
uery someday. Born of sarcasm, the thought
strangely chilled him.

asgertive training hed not gome For nothine, ATler she
nung up the phone she %o0ld ker pother-in-law o7, Uell,
=0t sctu=lly told her off, just pedd ng, Tut thet was
a start, wasn't 1t ° Jane sesured het i% was, and for
Ehe Tivet time ginos che liod malked in, Sy aotuadlly
malled, TF wald havs been more of a trimmsh, '-';h-.'.-ugf.“_,,
1T she hadn* % hidden 1% Jehind heor hand,

after Jmy lefl, fone cojored o few ahert mivulay of
peacs, wntll the doorbell rang, These, louatsivg in
tha doorwsy, wap Boh, Ue wasn't ane of her Gelands, he
was ber masbendte, Tut abe Joew he cane T owiald her
aplely to heve e capiive audlenee, Plus the Tosb bhat
Jang wis probebly the only women who' could nfand 4o
listen to him, The way he told 1%, he was Tazenova,
Tha way phe had hesrd it, he wez more like Frad Flini=
stone, M ogo-infleted Tred, =t that. e could tailk fow
30 plimtes abost hinzelf withoud felicine e breath, ot
waild heve besn wonderful iFf he wore as cecompliched
ea he geid be wag, 1t'e wos mary poople who have an
expart in all flelds offering his compmenie on life.
fnd thoge gopments, ther wansed Crem vorld allfalra, &
how to decorate, io how to empty = ashi-ar wroperly,
#deh he did, evesytime he had mooked three eigaretien,
hever oane or two, always three aeat tutie, Iined up
gide by side, ell =mmoked o She sare lengpth, Jone
dlwgre Wil ted uneesily viien he excused himgelf for bha
bathroos, he could po into any room in +ne house foom
the hallwayr, I'e left = trail bahind him, - compyalsive
as he was, The ftoilet papsr lefi on the combor would
be neaily hung, or if elresdy hurp, it would be Te=
verzedlhe hed definite ideas an Shat), Tlothas an the
floor of the kid*s roons would he felded and vlased on
Helr dressers, zlasses in the kitchen would ke
rinsed and placed in the airlk, The cnly room he dared
not enter was Jane and Teve'z badroam, She had cenght
hin in thers once, dodng Cod krows whet, and had
made it clear it was off=1dimils,

Bob stayed sbout = hour, an wuswelly short visit
(most were 5 to 6 hours and at Teoast 3 mesls) ,during
which time h aln that .

& e mengged Lo sscertaisn thet Jane was on a
diet, Steven got a 1 in Dnglish and that Dave was eoing
beld, Jane eould never exaotly {4 ;

: gure out how he gut
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Bim informotler=she just ¥mew ghe hed Dlundered by

the wer Wit ghook his head,end the satiafied amile on
hie feco, THer he loft, sha locked fthe dooz{ood a
pmel practiceland went into the bathroon to Bake a
chomar, “widence of tis viait lingercd, he hed slradgh-
temad the Soweles on the shelf, end had scrubbsd oot
tiha minlk, Jone ficew s few towsls on the fleor, and
wedded sone Siesue, purposelly mizsing the wastebasket
with her Throwm

Todsy just wem'h her day, she Jovgot how clese 1%
wua to the tizme ths %ide cems heoe from school, She
arged Toopm ihs shewer, refreshed and Invigorated,
to i0e asounds of pathetic shindng md sosething like
the teavine of wood, Ter childwen, with the help of
lovissts, were fryics %o forece opon the Dack soreean-
Anee with & shovsl, The hurriedly 1ot them in, emid the
sounde af complaint and, accusatiouns of abendormmmt, =0
ey could £ill thedr faces with sugar—wafaras md
vool-ald, Afher their dose of supgar, thedr withdrawal
sptoms srodually subsided, shavm only now snd then

t ciiemRya glanass,
iﬂ‘-:-]a,l?..-i i;:;?-m:a -:}:r-;:.rflmrk phorfly aftor Liozizals kida
hait 1eft, Ho filled any brsak in tims {hat wold e
cofe betwesn the hid's esnnleints and supper, He told,
an umugl, aboud hiz problens with lile bose, and of his
delire of the nemly-graiuated siudant they hed hired,
Just out of eollese, he weuld & well salling %o oiher
students, tut unforfunately, his job was to sall <o
peorle, Like he slwsys zaid, you cam take the student
put of sahoal, it vou ocan't dslke the peper out of his
brrin, Jans lisfened o his atory, never intermupting,
dpet waiting until she coold ship hiw out of the kitchen
to get supper ready,

Miar spper, the kid's bathe mnd badbise, she waited
for Beve 40 tire md amnounes hiz own bedtime, Then
sitting wiih one aye on the clodk,she wadted mn heur,
azough time for all to be spleep, and dug inte the
reecerges of the Ball cloeset, pulling out a fypewriter
znd paper, Ther, {o the wonderful sbaence of volcea,
gha limtened anly to the sound of the kera atrilking
the paper, =a sha releted in detail the stories of hex
day, &3 omly & good listener could do,

Dreams of Gsbriel by Xathy Benser

he belted upright in his bed and openec his
evas, The narrow, pink edging of the sky in the
distance proclaimed it was morning and the dark-
nass ralinguished its claims to the dav. Scme-
where, in the growing light, & dog could be
heard,..its howling stretching cut into the
corners of the dark, fading into the ldight that
legic hold eof the lend,

his mind and body atill numb from sleep, he
d¢rifted into the living reom and poured himself
a drink. In the quiet light of the dawn the room
looked unreal, almost as though laced by the
terror of the dream that he couldn't sacape. he
felt it s5till yet, gnawing away at the edges of
his world,...meking no distinction betwesn the
world of reality and that of sleep...claiming
it &ll as one mass of time. He cropped into a
chair, still clutching the glass, and wondered
when the dreasm and the terror would end. Taunt-
ingly, it would wvanish, for a month at a time,
only to return just when he was sc sure it was
gone. He had tried to rationalize it and push it
aside,..yet still it persisted tec return in the
night, This time had been, by far, the worst., It
was all so vivid and ungquestionably clear...
Gabriel's face in the shadows, the tone of her
eyes...and the white of the heast's fangs, mask-
ed over by red,

ne shuddered at the remembrance, and vet
fought to understand it, The beginning dreams of
Gabriel had not come ss a surprise, He thought
it only natural to dream of the one that he
loved. But when the relationship was severec,
the dreams had stayed on, Hunning cver and over
in the course of his sleep, drawing nearer to
the end that ke could not bear to see, Unwilling
to face it he fought to awazken, then laid mo-
tionless in bed until the dawn céme once more,
And he knew that Gabriel had not set him free,
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