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MY CANOE, MY
FRIEND . dianne smith

Allve and moving,

Paddl ing,

Pocks, sairls, weves,

Trees, Tlowers, sguirrels, bees,
Zparkl Ing waters, peesa,

Fl:l!. mti

Sclitude everyshére,

My canoe, my Trisnd.

Portaglng through the woods,
Birds, deer, and butterfliss,
Hature surrounds,

Fire and lunch,

A plece of living,

The forest cut down Tor men,
Anxious to be back on the Tiver,
My canoe, my friend.

Flirting mith maler,

Weeds, turtles,

reflections of sky and clouds,
Fushes and Falls,

Souncs of Furyl

uplifting sprays, colors of rainbow

Wildarness Canacda,
Alue waters, sparkling maters,
SunTays, Sunset,

Contemplating the day's experience,

My canod, By Friend.



A TREE LIKE
ME . anonymous

Dear Lree
You shed your leaves s tegrs
You don blossoms to cover yvour bareness

You sing In the wind to temper your fears

Dear tree

The images you reflect

Are much Loo much
Like me.

INNER STREAMS . james cook

I see such beauty warm and true,
it flows from Inner streams,
and surfaces with radiance

of demcing moon=1it beans,

It started mith a crystal tear
and gréw Lo form a pool

of gewire simplicity

to cleanse the hegrtless foal.

The shimmering pool began to Flow,
eroslon wore Emay,

the heart of stone that cried alone
had meited from decay.

To cloud the mind in any say

will also haze the heart,

they work together in pood weather,
they're useless far apact.

THE AWAKENING
. emma perry erekson

A bell tinkled, calling the proprietor, as a yound woman
gingerly pushed open the door, stepped over the threshald ang
entered the omall shop. Her feet silently crossed the carpet.
Her eyes were wide as they glanced about. The wonder she felt
was reflected In her eowntensnce. She ventured forward, taking
in the beauty of eclothing draped over mannequing and
filling the racks befare her. [Dainkty ornements, placed hete
vl there on the shelwes, enhanced the lovellnezs af the
garments, creating an aura of beauty unlike anything sha had
reretofore seen.

The shop seemed emply. The carpet, although clean and
comfortable, had been worn by sany years of service guisting
the fest of countless women who Bad visited. Some cane in fear
end sone grudgingly, not desiring the apparel, but forced for
various reasons dnto wearing it. Others, Like the young woman
niw  within the shop, had waited anxiously, often appre-
mensively, until the time case for Ehes Eo be adeibted.

There wis a certaln difficylty in Finding the way. Some
sturbled into the shop guite by accident and newver returned.
5till others came in frequently, witil the spparel was o
longer suitable. Sose women never Found the shop at all.

she knew 4ll of these things. She had known, tea, since
sarly chilohood that she would search diligently far the shop
and that when she found it and enterad, all would be begutiful.

Hary Choughts darted through her mind as she passed esch
rack, carefully locking over the gowns. Mot having been here
before, she had little ldea what to sxpect. DR, =he had heard
others discuss the clothing they had purchased here, and very
often the price was high, but that did not deter her. Actuslly
she thought Iittle about how much she would pay, knowing that
whalever the cost, she would be willing to meet it. ATter all,
hadn't she ssalted this day with anxious meart?

She studied the racks, looking over each creation with in-
lerest and fascination. Though deliphted with the array, she
was unable to ing the garment she sought. WIER & sense of



groming expectancy, she contirnued to scarch, deternined bo Find
the gown that would mest become her. For, you see, she
would be allowed only one. Cectainly, on occasion, & woman was
awsrdad more than one, byt that was very rare, and ng one
seemad to know  the  clroumstonces  surrounding  such  an
pecurrence.  Perhaps these women entercd the boutloue at a
particular time, on & particular day, or perhapa {t was their
conduct after entering thot earned them o premium.

The girl glanced furkively about, remembering tales of
those who were suddenly wshered oub in a seomingly umerranted
fashion before makimg their selection. She bresthed evenly
again in the solace of her surroundings, seeing that she was
gtill alone.

Off to one side, she noticed a rack holding what scomcd to
be & special selectlon of garments, cbwlicwsly set apart. She
felt hersalf moving toward [t, drawn there not urmillingly. As
ghe slowly, almost fearfully s1id the gowns past her, one by
ongt, she suddenly gasped with wonder. Her eves came to rest on
the most besutiful creation she had gver seen. It was long and
flowing-~yards and yards of white ypon white, lace so delicate
that she reached Forth her fingers almost reluctently, Ffearful
that éven their gentleness would disselve the ewquisite delica-
Cy. She koew, oh yes, she krew! This ong was hers, and hers
alone. She carefully lifted the garment off {ts rack and held
it againgt her slight frame. Then she twirled with excitesent,
filled with an elation she had never dreamed existed. Oh, it
wias grandl Words could not espress the feelings that welled
within her. 5he stood enthralled, a reverent gratitude over-
ooming her. Her eyes fall to the gown held tight to her body,
and 5% they rose again to the elrror, she waz startled to see
arother face reflected from behind her.

"Oh!® she pwclalmed, ™1 . . . [ didn't realize anyone wos
here. ™

The shopkeepar smiled benignly, as thowsh he approved of
her selection. Ba was &n old man, bent with years.
Thick white hair brushed back from his forehead framed regular
features. A short, straight nose supported the mire spectacles
that threstened ta slide off.

"] see you have made your sclection--a besuty, that one—
grd @n excellent cholos.®

She stepped toward his hesitently. "Could I . . . should-
'k I . . . tey It on?Y she asked.

"No meed for that,® he chuckled easily, "all our garments
Fit perfectly . . . &t least when they leave the shop."
Lost in thewght, his mcuth turred op slightly at the corners;
then his head shook pathetically. The smile faded. Oblivious
ko his sadeess, the girl nowed te  the counter with
determination and lovingly leid her selection upon it.

"an, yes," the shopkeeper sighed with & tired huskiness.
"ind now you wish to purchase the garment, do you? You are
willing to pay the price? You realize the consequences of this
transackion Ha stated the guestlons, rather Ehan
asking them, and gazed steadily into her eyes. The young woman
began to comprenend the full conseguences-—not what they were
specifically-- but that she would recognize and accept them as
they came. She nodded her head, a lump growing In her throat.
Overcame by the fesling that she would never be the same, zhe
made the commltment that would be binding Ffor the rest of her
1ife. MNooding again, this time with more certalnty, she falt
her mouth break slowly into a smile, revealing the joy in her
heart as she silently promised to pay the price.

Tre shopkesper alse nodded, an approving look upon his
faze. He tenderly picked up the garment and held it
toward her, pronouncing what seemed like a blessing:

"Here then--it is yours. Wear 1t with love, with pride,
and with wisdom for all your days."

Mis hesd inclined slightly toward a small enclosure which
she recognlzed as & dressing room. She lifted the gown cCare-
fully and turried toward the door. Once inside, her flingers
trenhled as she removed her ¢lothing, wistfully remesbering how
well It had served her, but realizing that the time had come to
put amay childish things. She lowered the new garment over het
head and glimpsed the radisnt reflection before her.



"50 this Is what (t's llke—how beautifull™ she thougnt.
An Image of loweliness seiled back at her. Filled with en whe
explalned reversnce, she shivered slightly.

e ald aot ook down on her ciscarded clothing as she
stepped out of the cressing room.  The shopkeeper stood eyeling
Fer, a5 though Ne wefe somehow responsible for her appearance.
Thelr eyes met, ond & curtent of lowve and understanding flowed
belween them. Mo staled sieply, "1t becomes you.™

Mer mes shone, full of hope for the wnseen future she
would help to shape. ber cheeks aglow with a new maturity, and
8 Ccountenance  rediating sublime love, she  walked
brightly to the door and opened it. The bell tinkled, and she
stepped forth, clothed (n the robes of motherfood.

IF YOU'RE WONDERING
. deana hipke

If you're wondering
Ky
an sltting here

all
By
firy

self,

it's because

i
s
]

Miss
i.

SOLITARY
NIGHTS . debbie buettner

Lonaly nights
walking down the corrlder,
I so¢ the rooa at the end,

where | spend By solitary alghts.

I cuxl Into @ ball
Under the covers

On the bed,

shere [ spend tlne alone.

Locking out the windows
At the blushlack sky,
I sep the full moon
ant think--
mwhat sbout my 11fe7"

Tears fall ns I reflect.
How 1 dislike renesbering,

I close my eyes,

My head sinkes slowly
Intc &y pillow,

g 1 drift of f Lo aleep,

Then maics Lo the Mopning Sun,
Streaming theough the wlrdoss.

HIDDEN TREASURE . jay kleiber

There is a treasure
Withim this sarthen veasel
Longlng to be found,



NUCLEAR PHANTASMAGORIA
. karen atwood

fhe thought of shat Asericen eould be ]l
IFf the rukes Pad a chence confront
Trowbiles oy sleep,
e Lhought of shalt America,
The Lhought of shat America,
hg thowght of shat America sould be 1ike
LT Ehe nukes Pad o clance confrontak ior
Imoubles &y Sheep.
hne dimittls, now lettest thow thy servant,
how Iekltest bhou thy servant
Depart in peane.
e thought of shat Anerics,
1 thought of what Aserics,
trought of shat Aserica sould be |les

if the nukes had & chance confrontat
onl how LE

Bl T - -
TOLDLES WY S5.E8D.

{AEwoed' s poem |5 btased on "Cantlico del Sale" by Ezre Pound.)

SHADOWS & EYES . anonymous

-
P RUE TR Ty
JoEl CarsE Shgliw B

Lverytning outsioe

EyEs
Quist cold eyes hioe
Everything lnside




BRING BACK THE MUSCLE
CAR . pat kass

I maz in lowe during the ninetesn sisties. Mine was not a
mormal love, but an affection for a particuls: mode of trans-
portatlon--the mescle car. A suscle caf wat an averags Fard,
Chevy, or Plymouth, its engine conparthent crasmed with a
glgantlc-sise engire. (By comparison, Ehe four-cylindsr subi-
compacts of the eighties break my heart. [ just can't get ex-
clted sbout driving s gas-saving plece of tin with digital read-
out Instruments, )

The sixties brought me spesd, Mo, not the kind that comes
in tha form of white tsblets, but the zort that comes froom
pressing on eccelerstor. The feel of power under sy control
sence quivers through oy spine. Tesnty years ago bthe suto
nplers watfe In 8 myscle car war. They keew the gulcker & car
moved, the faster It would sell.

futo producers gave thelr cars and the englnes In them
named that sade my beart skip a beat. Ford labeled thelir cars
with rames Llke Boss and Mach [. In the engine compartrent,
Ford pasted decals on the motors that resd Cobra Jet snd Palice
intorceptor, Chevy's big motors were called Rats. And thelr
1ittle motors Mouses. Chevy put @ "S5° ofter each car's nams
which stood for Super Sport. Plymowth's model rames included
Suparblrd, Challenger and Magram. Oldemoblle had & car named
&3, pach digit representing a Fact about Lhe car that appeslsd
te =y muscle car enthusiase--the fFirst *w= stood for four-
barrel carb; the cecond "4 meant four Epesd transalssion: the
=77 represented dual exhaust.

Durirg the slxties the styling, the cecals, even the color
of the body paint were meant to bring shesr excitenent. The
Plymouth Roadrunner, palnted bright orengs snd gresn, featured
the lovesble cartoon cresture with hils  tracks  running
the entlre lemghh of the suto's body. (TMe Aoadrunner's horn
ovenn wonil Seep==Beepl) Racing stripes were *in® and most
nodals sported them. Ewvery little detall of the muscle cars
reprosented speed and excitemsnt.

By contrast, sutomobiles nade todsy are just plaln boring.

Their englne compartments are stuffed with pollution hoses in-
stead of hubongois sire engines. Menufacturers promote Cheir
sodels with MP.C. oommercials festurlng 1ittle old ladles--
that always look lies soeebody's gQrondes—smiling ower
cars that are sesller than they afe. Four-cylinder englmes,
that strain to oo fifty-Flve, are [nstalled under most englne
hoods, and four barrel carburetors have besn replaced with
carburstors that measure svery drop of gas.

Car names today are tedious: Filests, Topaz, Rabblt,
Citation, Chevette snd Alllnnce, Oull colors like aguamarine,
balge, peach, and carnation cost the sutomobiles produced Lo-
day. Like the cars of the sistles, modern autos also sport
decals--Unlesaded Only.

To me 5 car s more than tremaportation. Bring beck Lhe
days of &d-cent-as-gallon gas. Let == get =y eight miles per
gallon. 1 mant spesd, & caf that can burn the rubber off the
tlres, and = four spesd trenamiselon I cen posershift.
Paint oy new car & bright color end paste it with decals. FL11
its sngine compartmsnt sith all sator.

Bring back the muscle car. Bring back my loved

AA . deana hipke

she lles there
catatonlc

{1ife Is so
Lronlc)

the sltuatlions
ehronlo

gln and tonic



GOLDEN BLANKET

. debbie david

& huge golden blanket
Clothes Mother Earth.

i resper resoves her covers.

ANIMAL INEQUITY . mary violi

Balsed to be robbed of its
Feollcky 1ife,
the calf slzzles in the frylng pan.

SHOPPING CENTER . bill marcek

A Shigplng Conter
By picallent promatlon
People turn savage

DESTINED TO BE
HUNG . jay kleiber

Destined to be hung,
His face now purple and green--
Creeplmg Charlle llves.




THE WRITER . jessica audin

The writer went out with her pen,
Ta extensively skudy voung men,
And she found in her search,
Though there's goodness in church,
The fun's in injquity's den,

SONNET NO. 1
. deana hipke

Mwer endeavoled Lo miite a sonnek;

hever understood what one was good for.

It's just a poem with sugar poured on it,
And If you've read ong, you need Tead no more.
Srakespeare has the monopoly on 1t--

Perned FEfty or sixty, or several score.
I've i urge to try one--a pox upon 1!

Why should 1 ramble? It°s been sald befaore.
Frequently do [ wax sentlimental,

see gardens In faces--roses, and woEse--
Bt stop myself; It is detrimental

To waste my efforts on such silly verse.
But; to be sure, ['d Llove the sonnet more
If I had & lover to write one for.

THE CHEMIST . paul salfai

At my lab station near the back of the chemistry leboratery
Where the distilled water tanks sit, and the chalkboard

15 covered with redow eguakions,
My lab partrer is Filling out an experiment report.

1 hasitate at the svaporation hood, detecting
From cur test tubes, the edor of Incrgenic compourds
Similar to an open sack of lawn Fertilizer.

tmart as he may be, the interpretation
OF this data 1s nearly I[mpossible, and most of It useless:
T read out to him some wital infacmation.

But he offers his own hypotresis,
seeming to forget my reaction and itz balanced equation.
A atate of perplexity materiallizes, and

The entire elass appears to be confussd,
And then he starkts to titrate sgain with & new solution
Of acid, and then is confussd agaln.

1 recall the netallle precipitats
Which sattled in the test tube, Five mlrutes past;
How we inserted an eyedropper, extracted the esntrifugats

And transferred it to an Erlenmeyer flask, mat to spill I%;
And when for kalf a minste, through the clear valumetric beaker,
We cheerved the wvialent, clowdy, acidie

And heterogeneous mixture
React in the hot water bath, simmering like soup
In the thin-walled Pyrex beaker,

And cool thers, Ehickensd and coagulated,
For the precipitate was forming; and how our expsctations
proved true when, positively,

It zettled out of salution,
Sifting slowly for the bottom of the Flask
And confirming our predictions of catalybic kinetics.

It is constantly a guestion, my lab partner,
OF right or srong, a% e Rad sa3id before. 1 read over
wWhat 1 had read to you moments prior, only this time cocrectly.

[5alfai’s poem s a copy-arite of Richard wWilbur's =The Writer.”}



NOVEMBRRR! . deana hipke

Wovember: the dreariest momth. Cone are  the blazieg
maples, the cool sunny days of Dotober. The trees have shed
their colorful gerb, baring thelr stiffened aoms to the nipping
cold. We have gathered their tattered leaves, bagged them and
burned them, as I they were the contaglous clothing of a plague
victis. ¥es, sumer died long ego, and autumn too has passed
away. wWinter, in the pregnant clouwds of the November sky, IS
waiting to be bain.

The fresh, playful October spirit has been frighbened aemy
by a hateful fury that sneaks under doorways and makes the house
gshiver and soan, The sun has dimmed her light and shorbtened her
working day to conserve emergy for the spproaching winter, and
the dull gray sky sirks lower and lower, threstendng to doop the
smothering white blanket. Ay time, now, ey tise . . .
hovenbrrr!

CLOUDS . anonymous

[ am sometimes frighiened by clowds:

Are they ebowve us, looklng down,

Or are we gbove them, sonehow turned arownd?



FIRE . james la malfa

Do you krow the pleasure of a fire on a frigld
Decosber ove,

Busnlng hard saple, =ell sessoned plre and oak?

matching the conflagration, I see [f mewe
as IF alive,

My eyo draen to the undulating, singing Flases,

Trarafllzed, seslng there leson yellow and
tiger crenge bright tongues,

Magents and violet hues.

White Mot particles from the incandeccent wood
vault upward,

Escaping to die on the frozen air.

There is o second pleasure, the gathering of wood.

I enter the whispering woods, taking core not
to cut @ living tree,

Only those dead and fallen,

For the forest ls a holy plece,

find this a hym te those robust forms zooted
round me,

God*s allent sentlnels.

HOLIDAYS . mark staudenmaier

H:l!ﬂlr Seasons Come &Nd QOo:
Whatl a shanec--
Hol ldey kindress, Loo.

NAKED BRANCHES . julie smiltneck

Magpl Tres Dranches
look st fallen leawes
upon the schooclyard L.

ONE FLAKE, TWO
FLAKES . steve behnke

One Floke, tmo Plokes, three Flokes; Four
One Foot, two Feet, thres Feet, Four
Beaut 1ful wintes.

SIGNS OF SPRING . dianne smith

wHring is
One robin,

One blade of grass,

ore tulip,

One bod onoa tres,

Maple syrup,

And one shed horse halr
on 8 pair of blue jesns.



NOCTURNAL DELIGHT
. wendy hoffman-hutchinson

For some unfathomshls reason

I sa rocsed from slumber in the eee hours
of the morning.

I gather my cocoon-like wrapper

as 1 mlgrate to the windos sest.

Awosome 15 the scene

that greets ay sleepy vislon,

Amld the trangull houss of darkoness,

tha heavens hewe bestowed upon the sarth
an encoRpassing, cottony blanket.

The ewergroens and reighboring Lrees

bow graccfully, as 1 sdeice

their raiment of dezzling white.

Seronity ewclopes me, as the gentle whispers
of night beckon me back to drosslend.

o W B TR N by ‘.n{l‘ ¥
. : . ) i

THE LITTLE RED SCHOOL HOUSE . theresa krulatz

Truant Officer for the chiloren,
Sralirmaikrr, Bather of FoRdwOik,
maicer of Fules and the City's Taxes;
Shudying, studying, stugying,

Site of everyday honework:

They =ay you are tiring mnd | belleve them, for 1 have seen
your malls full of children, soné hoppy, some sed, for many
VEATS Now,

Thiry tell me you are mnrd-working and | mawer: Yes, 1 have
seen the schoal working very hard, but schieving wery Llttle.
And they tell se you are couel and my reply i5: On the Faces af

bays and glirls [ have seen the mark of hateed.

And anteering thos T Burn agaln to those who mateful ly look upon
this ey sehoal, and [ glve thes back the ook and fay bo Lhes:

Srhow me another place with the courage and pride of helping QL4
efil 1gren obtain an educat lon,

Hard a8 & rock, sechanging a Block of wood for a good aind,
smart a5 3 whip, pitted againat the shudents" scheming minds.

woriing,
Struggling,
Bullding,
Flanning,
Working, wrecking, reworking,
Under the smirks, thrown by the students, joking with jokes not

so funny,

Jokring even 8= an lgnorant Joker jokes, who has never told a
furesy tals,

Hoping and hoping that under the surface venser is & foundat ion,
ant under the tules the support end confldence of the parents,

Aomanishing,
Tolerant of stupidity, sockery snd leughtes of youth, half lost,
but never losing comglelely, the prouoness of beingt

Tnmnt Officer,

Brairmaker,

Backer of Homework,

Makar of Rules and the City's Towes.

{¥rulakz' poem is based on "Chicago™ by Carl Sardburg. )



THE CHOICE
. ANONYmMOous

“Oon't speak to me as though 1 wers some hal P-witted child.
Answat my guestion] 1s the doclor fn2"

"He's wery busy right mow. IF you would just calw..."

"Thank you. ®

"5irl You cen't go in theref®

"1 said, 'Thank wou.'"

"He 1z wlth & patlent mow! Ooctor, 1'm sorey, but I...°

“That's all right. I'll handle it Aow."

“Ewrirse me, Modame. 1 shall ealk for you In your offlce,
Doctar.™

", yes...] shan't be lomg. Thank you. That will be
all, Murge. | believe we are through, MIs. Lacey. You nay
dress.  Your prescription will be waibting with my nuese in the
outer office. Murse, I'll be In my office for o Few mimgtes.”

"Doctor|"

"Wr. Button, I lnow what you're galng o sayi™

®lh, zo you know what I'm going to say, do you?®

"Pleaze, let's nob meke this more difficult."

"Malia what difficult? I want to spesk to wou, bub ypou
already know wkat I'm golng to sapl Well, Doctor, wou are not
the only sdtraardinary sind] I know what you are golng to say "

"Mr. Button, plesssi®

"yen, I will, plegss)®

"Hr. BubEon...™

"airy did you tell thew? Why? We agreed it would be wp to
B,  We agreed. I wanted @ Little time was all--a little tise
to think about it, to figure it cut, to get acquainted with it.
T gsked you not b0 say anything! What aboub your professional
confidence! You're Like a lasyer. A eriainal esn say anything
ta his lamyer. He cen confess anything, and the lawyer comnot
uEE 0F a4y anything about it to anyone withoub the elient's con-
scnk. 1 did mot give my comsent!”

"Please, calm down, Mr. Button.™

"Calm down! It's a little late for you to consider me,
isn*t itav

“f family can help most at & Eime 1ike this. 1 know how
you feel, and especlally with old people...®

"Youl You know how 1 feel? How do I Feel, Doctor? How
do I Feel?"

=(ome now, Mr. Button, you're upset.”

“How do T fesl?™

“Hhhbemmon, you afe old and tlred and afrald, and afrald
to Bdmit to that fear--that fear of being alone and Enowing
whal®'s ahesd. Most people don't want to know what's going to
happen or evwen what's golng on. People don't resd front pages
of rewtpapers, they watch "Three's Company® instead,  They
don't go to the doctor For fear of findieg out about something.
FParents become children and children become parents. it's a
confort having & caring family at =wch 8 time. You have paid
your tes, so to spoak, and now you must let go and be Caken
care of. Life is & elrcle. Man concelves 1ife, murtures 1it,
teactws 1t, and rellngulshes all that he has learmed and
amgssed,.  [t's & elrcle. At our appolnted bour, w= all must
relinquish. We don"t always know what's best for ourselwes or
wa're too stubborn to sdedt to 1t. [ know your struggle, Me.
Button, and [ have made the burden easler for you. MNow, simply
let go. Giwve 1t to us."

"I would like to glve you somethimg, Coctor, and LF D
weren't 50 old 1 would, 1 see now you aren't responsible. You
dgon't see, But, [ mold hope that the day wou become my age and
a doctor says to yvou what wou Just sald to me, you will see.
kol Don*t say amythimg more, A man has few cholees im this
world——many fewer than you thirk, My cholece, ey last cholee,
you have taken away from me. Good-bye, Doctor.™

{This story 1s an excerpt from & longer work af flctlon. )



CLIMBING INTO THE
SUN . brian martin

I am tired of scratohing my Dralm
End guestioning My Sanlty. o0 L'11 @0

what most woulo do In this uneertaln situat lom:

TO THE JAZZ
LADY . dan atwood

Marisn, Marlen, guite McPartlond;

How'd you gat

Marian, Hacign, 1in my hearc,
and |
Halla lu jabl

RATIHATASLE ]




PLEASE! FEED THE

BEARS . brian thielen

Poor, lomely creaturs
Mobody Cares

Mobody 1istens

To the white feather bear,

Just for @ momant

Please wnderstand--

Can't somshody, @fyane,
Extend your des hands?

I askced thea

I begged thes

To show hin they care

But nobody 1istened

To the white feather bear.

Mow fe has died.

In my heart, so have |
And ms Bhey look on,

All of thea cry.

Mom that they'll listen,
Ears anxime=s o alr,
[t's too late to listen

To the white faather bear.

REQUIESCANT IN
PACE? . sue de kelver

Sorrow Fllls me

Az 1 wander through this old cesetery:
Mot grief over loved ones,

Sut disbellefr

At the Loppled moruments,

Bunched In cesual disarray,

Az I some bulldozing carebalor

Had declded to arase “peloved Sarah.®

I try to deny the lnplled disrespect,
But the grave granlts sarkers
Cerslessiy cascated dosn the
snow-patohed 3lops
Force me Lo confront the Lnjustice hene.

If there I3 ro one loft

Who ke “Martha,

Do we sieply dlsassesble her tosbatone?
Are we more righlecus than Mother Mature
Who gently erodes the memory

Of fallen strangers

Theough ages of windy embraces

g ralny tears?

What man declioes who (8 Lo be remembened
Ang for how long?

This perfunctory last tite
Only solldifies
My omn Coverant with crosation.

Let thems try to push asioe the wind
As it cerrles my ashés across the waters.

It will taioe them centuries
To sift my tiny fragnents
From the sea

1'11 eall

My final resting place.



INTERVIEW WITH ).V.
. james la malfa

"The reporter from DELTY 1s here, youT Gogalness,®

[ picked wp the emizsary®s anoouncement wia oy awdio
clifia. Was [ mervous. M usimlly blue opalescent shamn was
bright pink, and For & septepod, that sesns scered. Scared
pink, s0 to spes. If my cartilaginous exoskeieton could have
soraped the floor amy lower, I would heve slithered rakther than
walked into the throne roos. 1 plcked up enother sound, & desp
resorant Doos, probably a six-meter wawe. IEC was the voloe of
A.¥. I =mas shaking so badiy that I aimost drepped sy recording
dayiee.

"This i= wnreal.® sy feveresd brain repeated, tha ohe on
Ehe end of ay ventral tentacle. "ebhat am [, Serval of Xicacph,
junior repoarter for [EITY, doing interviesing J.Vv.7 I'll Blos
it sure af the seven moons of Micarph.®

Then 1 thought of what ey editor would do iF I didn't
carry off the interview. It had takem all kindz of machina-
tione to ewen zet wp thiz meeting. If we pulled off this ona,
wa would scoop COSMIC, our biggest rival.

S5 how did I end up Pere? Pollities. MWy second crypto-
bivalve-intaruterine couzin, thrice removed, lis ome of tha
palace Ainions, Some sort of middle buréeaucrat. Conme=T Lo,
Il tell wou, ace the only way you'll get on audience with
J.¥.==short of baing ancthar imsortal, Ehat is.

My tremudous Ling of thinking was intectupfed by Ehe
arrival of the gaissary,; @ gaseous credfure Iiveried In glowlrg
stellar dusk. Duite o dashing ougbfit. MNothing tacky about

thiz place; I reflected. The cnisztary beased g Denign Chought
my way and I brightencd wisibly. Maybe [ would survive the
coajng ordepl with my para-skin intack. With eath passing

rano=5gcond; the situation lodked a little less hopeless.

"ou may enkter Ehe inner chambor,™ the emissary projected.

[ bowed low, menaging to drop & million credit note on the
gleaming wmarble floor as 1 strode into the throne room. |
looked back with my left eyo stalk. The money was gone.  Works
cvary time,

&5 1 crossed the white marble floor, the sheer size of the
throre room was Imspiring. 1b wes actuslly Impossible to tell
where the walls--if that's what you cell them--met. 1 had a
senze of standing on sollid matker all rignt, but the room would



suddenly go transparent, and [ sesmed to be surrounded by quad-
rilliond of suns pelsating with pvery chiomatic warlation
posaible.

I scraped my anterlor Gglts v astient fead on the
marble snd saited to be adoTessed. After an Intersinable ir-
terval, that great bass wolce spoke,

=vou nay rlee, Serval of Xicarph., The audience commences.

I ralzed my eye stalks, sucked in alr with my posterior
ghlls, and replied, T would Like to thank your Lordshlp Tor
alloming thiz fumble beirg to Interview you. 1 am also most
grataful to your Greatness For cresting & local atmosphers of
pureé ammonia Tor this alsersble being to breathe. The envirg=
sults are moat unconfortsbles snd meks ong=on=one Interviews
somimbnt b rwdned. "

I planced up apprehensively. J.¥. was seated on @ dals
sculpted of velined marhie. 1 gered in swe at the great sgssive
brow, the flerce penetrating eyes that ocould, and Literally
had, bgred the Isplows Lo stone, Of woTse. e had Laken the
form of a gracefully proportioned satuce male quadiuped, garbed
in & shift=ljike shite garment worked wlth gold in an intricate
key pattern. His stately head was seathed in & magnificent
whita beatd, shot through with flecks of gray, whilch Fell over
Hin maasive chest like a showar of frozen ameonia crystals. He
wis Eruly god-like, which sulted a delby. But then, my publi-
eatlon poes for the top--we don't trifle with second rate sow-
arelgne. Unllke the competition, my editor demands class.

"Approach and sit at my Feet™ rumbled my hest.

Areathing rapidly from & mixture of exhllaratlon and fear,
1 serambled up the three broad stalrs and seated myself on &
Iow stool. Wat s scoopd IF 1 could Just stay cool and ciplo-
matic. One of COSMIC's sce reporters had gotten itssif smug-
gled into the palace and J.¥. had punished It instantly.

*l serse your anciety, Serval. Flease feel free to ask
any queation you Like. This is an sporoved Interviem. I grant
then évery alllenfum or so."

I did, In fact, relax s Blt. Wy opegue pink eplderm turn-
&d bk to kts normal opalescent bBlue, [ ron over my 1ist of
fuestlons, fturned on my recarder, o the long-antlcipated
Intaryies began.

"Your COmnlsclemce, our resdecs rRaven't heard ouch, of
late, mbout that planet You populated with gusdrupeds. What s
Its pressnt statusT

The majestic besd turned towmard me. A paternal salle
graced His comely wisage. My luck was holding. I had touched
on & Tavored sublect.

Fuwny you should sk sboul Fumanity and eacth. ['we been
pretly preocoupied with other projects but decided to drop in
wespectedly. Host Interesting.”™

He stroked that silvered spillway of m beard thoughtful in
FESpONSE . I waited, mot aspeaking, letting Mim carcy the
current and drift of the conwversatlon,

"l harbor somewhat of & warm spot In my heart when 1 remi-
nisce sbout humans. That®s why | sometimes take this Fform,
It"s loosely modeled after the art of one of my beloved--ah,
humans-=thal Buonarroti fellow, How there weas an sarthling for
fTh D.lr:Lﬂulr mim. all llmti"

I recorded furlously., The Interview was golng wery well.

"l mean, to hawve Lo live sul one’s mortal existence as &
pusdruped mith only four lists ond Len digits, Instesd of seven
fledlble sulti-use tentacles llke you Xicarphisns possess--
that‘s certainly a heawy bunden, don't you agres, Serval?™

"Most assuredly, your Eminence,* [ replied.

"And then there's that LIttle malter of how they reproduce
thelr kind., Trat certalnly wsould Lry the patlence of more
Intelligent coestures.”

I nodded in agreement. J.¥, wsas not lacking In a sense of
humor.  Seowal reprocuctlon, ugh, Our method of propagalling--
clonlnge=was much neater and certalnly bad less drastic soclo-
loglesl effects. Ah, well, carth was some sort of test bed,
that much we all Soew.

The Creator gared outward Loward the cosmos, lost In spec-
ulation. It was Lise Lo rudge Uhe Inlerview along.

“Your Crestness, IF 1 ey, our resders would be most In-
terested In the pecent, ah, actlvily of Yours on earth. Rumor
has [t that you did enother grest flood in thelr Middle East.”

"Eh, oh yes, Serval. You cesght me napping. Just kicked
of f several rowss in the Milky Way. Meeded some more raw ma-
terlal for this sclar system ['s working on. You were asking
about the Deluge, were you not7?™

“¥es, my Lord. 1 asked If you had made another flood 1n
thot ares called Mesopotamis, 1 belleve you called It the
O] gy . ™

"Umm, yes, the Deluge. [ ran thal seven thousand years
B00, by earth Lime. Seens llke yesterday. It wasn't s local



flood. [ flooded the whole place. Things had gotten quite out
of hand. Sonetimes you Just heve to start from scraton.”

My recorder was fusmlng st top spesd. This s&if turning
into one of Lhe best (ntérviews In the history of journal lss,

"Are you ordering snobther sorld-wide flood, Almighty? On
aarth, that Is?™ I asked. JA. smiled wearlly at me. “Wa,
Serval, no more floods. Times chonge. Yoo have to stay cres-
tive., This time I Just wenbed bto glve humanity o slop on the
collective wrist, to let them os sho was still Soss.  They
are mn ocbstrepergus lot.*

"what exactly relsed your lre, sy Lord?™

"well, you bnow, Servel humsns have been sessing sbout, In
the last few cecades, with Uhe possibility of & planet-wloe
stomic holocasst. Thal's reslly presspting sy prerogative,
although | usually teke owt & whole solar system st once. It
dossn't pay to sguash one 1lttle ball of mud. Mardly worth
one's Lime, eh, Serval?

I nodded assent. Hls loglc was unassallable, "What pund-
tive action did you teke, my Locd, to put things [n perspective
on earth?®

"ell, Serval, It was & cese of sdministering postic jus-
tics, if you get my drift. Since hussts mete golng to blot out
earth with thelr technology, | decided to show them shat real
power was. "

“Yes, my Lord, go on,” [ urged.

*1 reversed sarth®s magnetic poles.®

My oyes bulged out of thelr stalks. what an Incredible
imagination! In an Inatent, all of earth's technology would
cone o a grinding halt. As the poles reversed, oll generat-
ors, mgnetic devices, conputer memorles, electrical devices
would be rendered wtterly useless. Unlil, of courss, Pusans
flgured out wmhat had happered. Once they caught on, they could
readjust their technology, but It would ralse hob all right for
& fewm years.

*That's truly & sagnlficent stroke, your Greatness. Mo
one but You could haeve Uhought of that. It's sort of ‘one has
to be cruel to be kind® Lype of thing.®

*Something like that, Serval. Something llke that,= He
rospondsd with a sly mlink,

Well, let me tell you. [ was Just sbout bremthless with
ancltemant. I could ses *jourmralist of the year™ draped scross
my chests.

*One: more question, Your Creatress. How did you reverse
sarth’s sagretic poles, i | say D¢ 5o bold as to ssk?™

"Wy, with the snep of ey divine finpers, Serval. Here,
111 show you.™

Suooenly, theTe was an ear-shattering crack, Llghtaing
flashed around me. 1 turned pink and opague sgaln. My heads
were swimming.

"My Lord,” 1 managed o stommer, "Meem-y Lord.  IF you re-
versed earth's magnetie poles with & snap of your fingers the
first tise, shat was all that about just now?*

The Lofc of the Cosmos, the Creator, Jehovah, J.V. threw
back his head and laughed, long snd with o Bhunderous rosr that
mearly ceafoned wy sistesn sars.

"Oh ho ho ho, sh ha ha, Serval. Don't you see the Pumor?
Wen [ reversed the poles the first tims, the sarthlings wers
purzled. But they're quick studles. It happenod bofore. Took
thousands of years, though. They ceught on protty fast and
were ready. But reversing the poles agalm just now, 8o soon
after the first time, well you con Imagine their conaternatlon.
how that's really furny, don't you egree?™

I nad to agree. It was @ flne touch all right. lemever,
it was getting late and sy Irstincts told ee the Interview was
over .

™y Lord, on behalfl of ay editer and CEITY, I would 1lke
o therk you Trom the boltos of my beslve hearts.® 1 bowed low
nd backed out of the throne room, chancing a glance toward the
dals 1 Fad so recently ehated with &y Creator. The roon was
transparent again. He =as staring off into space.

As 1 left the palece, [ shot a glance ab the pollished
bronzs door. My old familisr Form stared back, Blue lumin-
escent scales, saven tentacled, major end mlror heads just
whare they should be. You con't risk offending o delty, jour-
nalist or mo. Look what happoened Bo bthet obher chap——turned
into a bloody ouesdruped, a human, and banished to sarth,

Truly, the Lord iz a vengeful Cod when you sake Ris mad.
Human--ugh. ['d rather be turned to stonel



