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To isolate the fantasy we must cleave
to reality, to what we know, we feel,
we think of life. Trusting our own
experience and our own lives; embracing
both the dark self and the light.
Alice Walker
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Carin Groothius

Ron Henry
Kokosing River
(after Rimbaud's "Riviere a Cassis")
The color of the water, the grey
dull mirror long as the cornfields,
slides undisturbed, its visage perfect.
The voices of a hundred crows
echo along it, a choir of raucous angels.
The pine move full in this wind,
but those trees that have lost their leaves
I am afraid have all died.
Maybe I can reconstruct what happened
two centuries back, in this valley:
the series of disturbing mysteries, wheel ruts
from covered wagons petrified in stone;
the dead passions of Episcopal missionaries
bartering beliefs with the doomed natives.
Tourists came last fall for the fiery leaves;
the white man grows ever more courageous.
You God-sent soldiers of the woods,
precious, incessant crows, you —
You've found a roadkill by the highway out here:
it's your reward for having endured so long.

Anne-Christine Seiler
Untitled
A heavy, thick scent,
one which would leave a sticky residue on Mother's knife.
Her once stiff apron catches on a weed,
is still,
then springs to action again.
Nellie stoops, tugs at Queen Anne's Lace;
The stems of the flowers in my hand are warm
Their lifejuices mingle with the sweat of my palm.
I watch my sister's toe as it grasps the stalk,
Holding down the roots,
She heaves but her hand glides over the plant
Leaving it limp and dirtied but whole.
A brief breeze blows the hair about my head
And as I walk I make the grass swirl with my feet.
From the corner of my eye I see a shriveled leaf dangle from
a spider's web.
Absentmindedly I reach down to scratch a rough ankle.
Then, glancing first at my sister and then at my mother,
I take off running, and throw myself into the grasses
Savouring
the white clouds
the crickets' rasp
my family's surprised laughter
And all the time my fingers sprout shoots into the flowers.

Elizabeth Gibbs
Untitled
The spotlight faded out the moonlight,
But there was the infant
In slow animation,
The long legs bending up
Running stretched,
And the graceful sway of neck
But frantic for the maze of night
And trees.
Quieter on foot the next time,
Giraffe belong in the moonlight
As much as in the sunset,
Gold blinding you as the five run
Beside the loud noisy engine.
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Phillip Howard

Kirk Anderson
You Can Find an Oudet for Your
Creative Genius and Accomplish
a Great Deal
or
Wu Ming
I guess it started from a feeling of powerlessness. But that passed quickly
once I knew what to do.
Everybody knew that the Wu Ming factory in town made fortune cook
ies. It was common knowledge. And a lot of people worked there—includ
ing Phil my roommate. He worked in packaging. That was my connection.
At first I just wanted to get a rush slipping a few obscenities inside some
cookies. Just for a laugh. But then I really realized the magnitude of it all. It
didn't have to just be a practical joke. I could go all the way. I could go polit
ical.
So I started to get a plan together.
I worked the four thirty to one in the morning shift at Denny's and Phil
worked like a normal person. His keys were always on the counter when I
got home so one night I decided to go check the place out.
I parked my car a few blocks away. I wasn't gonna have to make a fast get
away —hell I could run faster than that piece of shit anyway.
Approaching the factory I noticed the red neon on the roof shouting "Wu
Ming" and presumably the Chinese equivalent to the world. The Chinese
could've said anything. "No Name" or "Eat Shit" for all I knew. The gate was
wide open —good, no dogs. Ahh, but there was a large uniformed man with
a billy club standing in front of the door. That seemed to pose a problem.
I watched for a while to see if he made regular rounds or something, but
to my amazement he didn't move at all. Not a bit. Not for an hour. He
must be sleeping I thought. I had to know. No man could remain motion
less for an hour. Even sleeping. Standing up?
I crept closer. Still no motion. It took until I got within about ten feet of
him before I noticed the valve in his shoe. He was fucking inflatable. A
vinyl and nylon security guard. What will they think of next? Well, I guess
there aren't too many fortune cookie robberies. Or very many trade secrets.
He was actually pretty hard to move. He must've had lead in his feet or
something so he didn't blow away.
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I reached for the key to unlock the door but then I thought that there
might be an alarm. I looked around for some indication but all I saw was
Max the inflatable guard. His sweet little smile assured me there was no
alarm.
It was a surprisingly large place. I walked past a bunch of offices first, then
out onto the shop floor. There was some large machinery down on one end
but the place was mostly filled with large vats from which emanated that
sweet butterlike smell that strangely already hung stalely in the'air. It was
immediately obvious where the cookies got stuffed. There was a narrow
conveyor belt surrounded by shallow bins of fortunes. "Fortunes", what a
name. The Wu Ming factory makes 20,000 fortunes a day!
I thought I had found what I was looking for, so I took a pad and started
to jot down the layout of the place, or at least doodle on my "Denny's food
order form". It seemed like the thing to do. I realized though that I had to
piss like a horse (what a simile) so I began my quest for the porcelain grail.
I wandered, or rather hobbled with legs pinched tightly together, over to
all those office doors figuring that management would have the john. None
of the doors were marked so I popped my head into the nearest one. Lo and
behold. I think I hit the goldmine. It was the computer room where all the
"fortune writers" must work. God, they do everything on computer now.
There were enlargements of fortunes all over the walls.
He who hurries cannot walk with dignity
Long Life is in store for you
You will be fortunate in the opportunities presented to you
You will be travelling and coming into a good fortune
This was when I realized what I could really do. It was too late to do
anything now though. Phil got up early. So I locked the door behind me
and wrestled Max back on duty and shuffled back to my car.
I practically passed out from urine retention so I had to baptise the
sidewalk behind my car.
Phil was still REMming when I got back to the place. I just jumped in bed
to dream of fortunes.
It took me a couple of weeks to figure out the computer. I took Comp Sci
in school, but this was real life. I always did better in school.
What they had was a rotating bank of fortunes, which it seemed like they
constantly added to. The computer could only produce fifty different for
tunes at any one time but after that fifty were printed they'd go on to
another fifty. So the public (we) had a constant variety of fortune cookies.
I figured if I slipped a few new fortunes into the rotation nobody'd notice.
But when it finally came to tapping that urgent message onto the keyboard,
nothing came. Was it stage fright? I just had to take some time to think of
some really important things to say. I took a list of all the fortunes home
with me and meditated on it for a while.
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I realized that I was dealing with an audience that would be shocked at
anything that wasn't bullshit so I had to make the element of surprise work
for me.
If I chose to adopt the sparkling language of the trade, I thought I might
be able to affect the reader on an unconscious level. But I'd also run the risk
of passing unnoticed. No, it had to be straightforward; it had to be honest.
The shock would be ten times more powerful than meaningful B.S.
Hell, we're talking about the Great American Oracle here. Nothing to be
taken too lightly.
Open your eyes to the problems of the world
That was my first. It made sense. I thought it was a good opening. Not
too radical.
Think of those less fortunate than yourself
Peace conquers Violence
Feed the Hungry
A little too sincere. A little too serious. Boring. So I moved on.
The Rich get richer and the Poor get poorer
Open your heart, open your mind
Love, Peace, Harmony
Stop Apartheid
No Nukes
Immoral Minority
Taxes for Education not for War
Then I had to let loose, let the juices flow, I was on a roll.
The President is an Asshole
Party Naked
Use Birth Control!
Waitresses do it for the big tips
Anarchy
Legalize Marijuana
Chinese food gives you gas
Burp if you're not wearing underwear
The Pope shits in the woods
I didn't feel any remorse though. I really feel like I did something good for
the world.
It was a couple weeks before they hit the local Chinese Restaurants (at
which I had become a regular). Some mothers would get embarassed ex
plaining them to their kids. Some people laughed. It started a few good
conversations.
About a month later it hit Cleveland papers, then it went National
The Revolution starts at the Cookie
President Takes Cut from Cookie
Peaceniks Rally at Chinese Restaurants

ANDERSON
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I had become a nameless underworld leader. There was a following,
groupies. What if I went public? The TV talkshows, movie rights, the
book—the fast lane. Power . . . what power? Gimme a break. It was just a
stunt. I pulled it off. A media fad. I could have been on "Real People" once
and then forgotten like all those dead presidents.
Forget it. Denny's is great. Even if the waitresses won't go out with me.

John Grant
Friday Evening, Chardon Ohio
The clouds move quickly
together, then apart
Rain falls in the Chardon High Football Stadium
soaking the sod, still green,
hopes for a clean game
dashed.
Across town 1st shift has let out
in the beverage store
a line waits
for take home beer
and lottery tickets
Already the stools fill up,
men in flannel shirts
drink draft beer
gulp down shots
think of calling their wives
Kresge's buzzes
a housewives' symphony
carts clink down aisles
freshly mopped and shining,
young men dressed
in ties, white shirts and slacks
stock shelves and fill bags,
middle-aged women
search for the Meat Dept's
values of the week
On the square
automobiles en route
windshield wipers in motion
rubber on glass, constant friction
IO

dusk has brought
lights piercing
the darkness
my father, two beers digesting,
curses those who can't drive
with no one to remind him,
last ticket 67 in a 55
The rain changes to snow
sewer drains fill,
slush old McDonald's cups
the football team takes the field
to screams, simple, happy.

Silvio Spadavecchia
"Directions"
It was typical mid-July weather in New England, the air was thick with
humidity and swarms of black flies. Black flies in the summer are as much a
part of New England as its tall pines and beautiful coast. They are small
gnats that can ruin vacations for the unwary and send the thickest skinned
dogs into frenzies, snapping at invisible Kamakazi bombers. The black
Volvo turbo however ripped up the Maine state turnpike seemingly
unaware of the state of nature outside. Inside the car sat James Wilson Hill.
James was only too aware of the state of nature outside, which was why he
was more than happy to have the sun roof opened up with the air condi
tioning transforming his car into a mobile meat locker. Puffing on a joint of
the finest Humbolt County green bud, he looked outside the window and
decided it was a fantastic day to be living.
As he drove he looked at the dense forest of tall New England pines.
They were kept at bay forty-five feet from the road by a fleet of Interna
tional Harvester farm tractors, towing bush hogs with fifteen foot cutting
decks, and an arsenal of chemicals that came with warnings reading things
like keep away from painted surfaces, skin, and eyes.
It was amazing how the road was still so fresh in his mind after five years
he still remembered where the Freeport exit was, even before he saw the
signs for the exit. After he passed the Freeport exit he knew it would only
be forty minutes to Augusta, and another quick twenty to The Barton
School. His first job, a history teacher, what the hell did he have in mind
when he talked his way into that one. The first major problem was that he
graduated with a 3.2 gpa, but in political science not history. They told him
not to worry, he had taken a few history classes and that was enough. It
made James think back to what one of his professors once said about a
liberal arts education, "Jack of all trades, master of none."
The radar detector came to life with flashing lights and a nerve racking
high pitch screech that tore through the silence of thought. With a good
tromp on the brake he slowed the car down from a comfortable ninety to a
safe fifty-five. James also grabbed to turn off the radar detector before it
could wake Bronco, but it was all in vain. Bronco was up in an instant howl
ing bloody hell; James whacked him and howled back to shut-up before he
sold him to a Korean restaurant. Suddenly they passed the unmarked car
laying in wait, parked in the midst of a small stand of pines planted
specifically for that purpose. Then Bronco was suddenly silent until the
menace had passed; as if he had sensed the impending danger. James
thought that perhaps Bronco wasn't as stupid as he had once thought.
12

After, Bronco was up and wanting to play; he kept licking his face and
trying to climb on his lap. Bronco was a sixty-pound, six-month old St. Ber
nard. That was James' first big investment, the second was the black Volvo.
The car was partially a graduation present and the rest was from a trust
fund. His dad had tried to talk him out of it, saying the money was meant
to be used for graduate school. James knew the real reason, and that was
that his father dreaded nothing more than to allow him behind the wheel of
a fast car. His father had no doubt about his driving skills, that wa^precisely
what upset him. James had a notorious driving record, no accidents, just
speeding ticket after ticket. He handled a car the way a gambler handles a
deck of cards; naturally and deftly. But, it was no use to argue, there were
two things James wanted no matter how useless or foolish they were; one
was the black go devil and the other was Bronco.
One thing James and his father did agree on, that was his teaching. As
usual it seemed to James their reasons were both on two planes of thought.
His father believed it would be a good experience, to return some of the
knowledge to the well from where he had dipped his cup. Education had
always played a big role in the Hill household. Dad had gone to Choate,
then became a Yale man, and finally got his masters in business from Dart
mouth. James' sister, Betsy, was a Rhodes scholar, and his brother, Brad,
was finishing up Harvard Business School with offers already coming in; all
close to fifty thousand dollars plus perks. James was a different story.
James thought back to his first week at Choate. He had met some upper
classmen during the week. They had seemed cool and like the geeky, stupid,
plebe he was, fell for it hook, line, and sinker; he was their mark, their idea
of having a little fun. That Friday night they told him to come up to the
room. James bagged the dance and went up to the "cool" guys' room; once
there he drank more Popov vodka than he cared to remember. At elevenfifteen they sent him reeling home. When he found the front door, he stopped
and collected himself, thinking only three flights of stairs and I'm safe. He
walked through the door looking at his feet trying to be as inconspicuous as
drunkenly possible. First flight, he was thinking I'll never make it, then the
second floor, you're so close, you might actually pull this off. Then doom
thundered out like a summer storm, it was Mr. Hoffman calling his name.
At first James thought it had to be another "James" he was calling, it had to
be, but it wasn't.
"James, you never made it to the dance; what happened?"
"I didn't feel like it."
"You did know it was mandatory?"
James hated those stupid rhetorical questions, of course he knew it was
mandatory. The dance had been mandatory since his father was there.
James replied, "Yes."
"Can you come into my apartment?"
James knew then it was over. For the first time he looked up. Mr.
Hoffman stood at the top of the flight; James was four steps from being his
13
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equal. Staring at his kneecaps, James saw that he was wearing wallabees,
argyle socks, and khakies. James forced himself to look up to Mr. Hoffman's
face, he had gotten to the mid-section of Hoffman's tennis shirt when it
started. He tasted the metallic, watery saliva filling his mouth, then his
stomach closed like a clenched fist and stopped. For a fleeting second he
thought he was safe, he even felt sober. Then came the column of vomit,
Popov, ravioli, and jello, all over Mr. Hoffman's wallabees. The next day his
father flew to Boston, rented a car, and drove him to Barton, and that was
the beginning of his formal education.
James smiled and shook his head. He wondered how many times he
swore he'd never make another trip to Barton after he graduated; though
here he was doing it all over again. He wasn't about to enter the education
game as a life long career, to return to the well as his father had eloquently
put it; it was more like a rest from education. The way he saw it teaching
was the best job for what he felt like doing, nothing. All he had to do was
teach three classes a day, coach a sport, on duty every third weekend,
holidays and summers off, plus room and board. No, James was going to
take it easy, not have to worry about grades, just become a regular at that
bar on the lake that all the teachers went to when he was there, maybe even
go for a weekend to dad's camp on the coast and do a little partying with a
few of the teachers. It sounded nice, just looking at the coast through the
picture window being mesmerized by the surf. Yes, he and dad had two
very different ideas. James pulled off at the Augusta exit and payed five
dollars and thirty-five cents, said thanks and pulled away. As he left he heard
the collector say a single word, "Ahyuh"; it was good to be back.
Aside from all of his dad's high brow talk though, James thought he had a
pretty good idea of what was up. The last thing his dad said before he left
sounded like the usual farewell, "Don't get any tickets," but then it changed
this wasn't going to be a standard good-bye, "Don't spend all your money,
you may not go to school, but someday you'll really need it." Then came
the pause, "James, I love you. I'm more proud of you than you'll ever
believe. You're strong, I tried to mold you but you wouldn't fit in it. Your
brother and sister may be successful, but you're going to do more than they
ever will. I know it." All James could do then was to look at the ground, and
all he could think of were Mr. Hoffman and his wallabees, and how his dad,
like Hoffman, knew what was up, but he felt guilty because unlike Mr.
Hoffman, his dad hadn't given up yet. James felt scared, everything was real
now, so final. It suddenly dawned on him that he was going to be alone the
second he left the driveway. He left. For the first time ever James slowly
drove down the crushed stone drive.
Since then eight hours had passed. James turned off rt. 229 on to the
shoulder, he looked at the golden bell tower glinting in the summer sun. He
punched Lou Reed's "New Sensations" into the tape deck, and pulled off the
shoulder kicking up pebbles and dust as he drove towards the main gate;
realizing he wasn't so sure of anything.
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Annie Ries

Laurie Statton
Suitable Vessels
and Early Spring
(For Megan)

1.
Sirens they were two
with timbre so sweet
our hands ached
to clap between movements.
One, red-haired, small
at the piano, long fingers of precision.
Her nods reassured me
as if I could see
the measures on the page:
She would slightly bow her head
closed eyes beckoning
in a language that compelled
the dark man, 'yes, you will
turn the page now.' The other
tall and silver like
the slender flute she played
on. This was good art.
2.
'But isn't all good poetry depressing' —
still troubled my fingers.
It must be the word, depress
itself can't lead anywhere,
(There is no breaking into blossom.)
Finally, it remains a dead image. It
can't conjure the sharp pain
16

that leaves shavings of ice
in your eyes and holds
your breath in so long
that when you release
your body goes up with it.
3.
Easy snow:
uncovering wet leaves
with one red shovel.
4.
It has something to do
with that unbearable minor chord
begging the ear to be resolved.
But there is presence in tension,
the migraine at once confirms
with the sharp rap
of a Zen master's stick.
There is a luminous clarity
in Haiku that translates into
life. I feel inordinate fondness
for the way but the vessel
is too small to maintain
as it melts through my fingers.
Nothing will come of nothing.
So the children wanted everything
for Christmas, everything new for the next.
I only remember —
Driving through Pennsylvania:
The landed trees like steel wool,
not quite adolescent pubic hair
but public and exposed.
17
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We drove on a road, unloading red
steel on to grey cement, in a VW Bug.
It must have been the weight
but I still couldn't believe
it had broken down
until I climbed into the cab,
like a child, feet not touching
the floor. No words flowed
as we struggled to fit all the baggage
inside. Later, only the hackey-sack,
worn blue and white, waited on my knee,
for movement of a peculiar order:
passed from my toes to the curve of your sneaker
and played within a circle
of attention.
Years later, riding
in a cab for the first time
in NY, my feet still
didn't touch the floor.
My whole body in the alertness of a gaze,
from your face to your hands, wrenched
discerning numbers in the folded paper
you gave the black yellow driver saying,
"That should more than cover it,"
colluding with your new lover who was so
open and honest as to demand
that I pay for the subway ride home.
We lose hard in presence, in NY
the rain too busy to notice
the tears in our clothing.
But mostly, memory
condenses into —that boy
who found the other one
on a rope swinging stone cold
back and forth from
everything to nothing.

•9

STATTON

Early Spring
Walking into the old section
of the library and the sunlight,
too immense for windows
relaxes on the floor.
We have known this place.

Your memory so exact
each shadow traces
your movements on the page.
I am not so fine
ly tuned for sharpness. Only
the sounds of things.
of images, their rhythms
hide in the slight
bend of my earflap.

I wish for coffee,
white ice cream
dropped first into mug:
drinking to the bottom
for coolness iced sugar
brings so easily
and bagel toasted butter
stroked and eaten
in the same precise movement
or moment who is sure
we walked together.
You with no top for your
black coffee, so it spilled generously
raveling darkness
between your fingers. You held me

HIKA
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as if I had eggs in my pockets
afraid of the dark moistness
of my flesh even though
your fingers are already wet
and warm

Ben Keenan
Heroes and Girls
Too Beautiful to Talk To
Smoothed by slow motion, it would have been grace defined, the work of
a genius. In real time, it was a matter of seconds full of whirls, feints, leaps,
cuts, and smashes too quick for the eye to remember. Chunks of spring turf
scattered in smooth arcs, sometimes bouncing softly, as they were left be
hind by Nike Sharks. A five foot, five inch body leaned inwards, running
low at a gravity defying angle, whose everchanging rake was calibrated to
the most minute change in momentum. The little Tar Heel's helmet faced
inwards, his padded left arm extended and cocked at the elbow. His left
shoulder curled in opposition to the line of his head, protecting the cradled
blur of his stick as he drove around the crease towards the six foot square
goal. An orange juggernaut shuffled with bear quickness in front of him, im
peding his progress with a six foot stick, which he swung with all the gusto
of a Japanese chef chopping up a live eel. The attackman, number four,
drove, rebounded from the defenseman's stick and then spun with cornered
weasel speed only to meet with the shock again. He darted out, and, with a
flick of his wand, the ball was in the midfielder's stick, some twenty yards
out.
The midfielder drove past his defender, deceptively fast without the hum
mingbird flight patterns of number four. He drew the double team and was
squashed before he could get the pass off. Number four ran into the result
ing fray and emerged with the ball. He dodged a confused defenseman, and,
with another flick, the ball was past Virginia's two time Division One All
American goalie. This was Walker Jones's fifth goal of the day. It clinched
the game and the NCAA championship for UNC.
I was at that game. It was a late afternoon in late May at the University of
Delaware. The sun was not exactly setting yet, but its rays had softened
from white heat to golden warmth. I stood up, howling approving beer
breath with the rest of the crowd. It was the end of the game, the season,
and, in a sense, it marked the end of my freshman year in college. I had
played lacrosse at a much lower level that year and the best friends I had
made were all on the team. I knew that they would be following the results
of the game from their respective habitats. Two weeks after I had been loosed
for the summer, it was my last link with them until the fall.
It also brought home the fact that a pretty serious relationship that I had
had with a wild she coyote from a suburb of Cleveland was over with the
school year. She had broken up with me right before exams. Actually, to be
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more correct, she had said through tears (and I had thought she was one of
the more solid humans that I had ever met) that she was "bailing out" and
that she hoped she would "never meet an idiot like you again for as long as I
live." A full grown bad ass hombre at age 18, this did not affect me in the
slightest. "Women, they're all the same, weak," I had remarked to some
members of the fraternity I had grovelled, slobbered, and kowtowed for ear
lier that year. They had laughed, and one of them, a small fellow who bore
a remarkable resemblance to Templeton, from the animated version of
Charlotte's Web, smiled, shook my hand, and said, "Keenan welcome to the
brotherhood of DKE. I'm gonna' buy you a beer." I remember feeling proud
as I drank. She had been kind of a weird one any way.
Nine months' effort at life on my own, complete with successes and fail
ures, was over and I was alone. I did not feel proud or tough; being by my
self somehow nullified these feelings. I guess it was the perceived finality of
the situation that gave me a lingering sad feeling, a homeless homesickness,
as I watched the Tar Heels joyously carry Jones off the field to continued
cheering.
It was over and I began to move with the dispersing crowd. Those around
me were the highest echelons of lacrosse fans. Since there is no professional
league after college, the crowd was predominantly composed of college and
prep school kids. It was a hybrid of surf and steeplechase crowds where
youth and money revelled in the sun. They radiated an image of everlasting
beauty that only their kids would be able to duplicate in the future. The
girls, whose light cotton blouses and skirts ruffled in suggestive curves at the
slightest breeze, were accompanied by tanned athletic looking guys with
Vuarnets or Ray Bans. The guys sometimes wore hats or t-shirts proclaim
ing their lacrosse heritage. Denison, Hobart, Hopkins, Syracuse, "BMW La
crosse Camp."
My surroundings immersed me in a state of scrawny awkwardness as I
walked back to my mother's well beaten K-Car (we all called it the K-Mart
Car). I was not bothered. Nobody noticed me; it was like watching a movie
where you know that the hero is going to win. I was reassured. I could stare
dreamily at a beautiful girl (at the relatively low risk of a "get lost loser" from
a boyfriend) but never could I talk to her. She would be in a completely
different world where loneliness, stupidity, and awkwardness, the elements
in which I thrived, were nonexistent. It was nice to feel that somebody lived
this way. I did not even want to hear her talk. That would only risk bring
ing her world closer to mine. Instead, losing myself in a Harlequin parody
of real thought, I imagined myself talking to her in her world. I was Jones.
Actually, Jones was me.
My nickname was "the wind" for my blazing speed. The agility of a tiger
backed by the strength and ferocity of a charging grizzly. Keenan is as tough
as rhino hide," coach had said to the editor of Lacrosse magazine. "A mer
ciless bad ass" had cried a broken Johns Hopkins coach after I had single-
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handedly laid waste to his team. Tales of my partying feats were also known
throughout my domain. As the article in The Rolling Stone had stated simply,
"Keenan is quite possibly the koolest man alive .... And, of course, the
chicks . . .
I couldn't imagine exactly what it was that we talked about, but I had
some vague notions. We would talk about how "fucked up" we had been
and would be and she would laugh as I recounted party tales. We would
talk about Florida and California and Hawaii. She might tease me for being
"too crazy" or act mad when I pinched her butt to the laughter of admirers
around us. I could also imagine the banter with the other kool guys when
she was not around. "So, ya' gettin' laid Keenan?" I would just laugh. "Ha
Ha." Then they would say something to the effect of, "you sly old hound
dog." I did not think about what happened when I was by myself; Jones was
never alone. He was the very best there was; that was all that he needed.
Only half in space, a crowd that had gathered around a yellow tent on the
outskirts of the parking lot, brought me to full attention. Everybody seemed
to be peering through cracks in the well ventilated tent walls. I walked over
and followed suit. People were saying to each other, "Jones is in there," "He
is talking to the press," "What's he saying?"
Inside, Jones was standing behind a podium, making it look big. His long
dark hair was matted to his head. The skin beneath his eyes sagged blackly.
He surveyed the rows of journalists with a wounded angry look in his eyes,
like a little five-year-old roustabout who has just learned that his favorite
canine buddy has been fried by a bolt of lightning. Jones's arm was in a sling.
The press questioned Jones about the game. They asked about Virginia's
defense and how he ranked individual's performances and how he thought
UNC would do next year. He answered their questions as clearly and tersely as
possible.
The closing question was, "Looking forward to the festivities tonight
Walker? (You sly old hound dog)."
He winced and replied, "No I just want to go home and go to bed. I'm
sorry that is all," and he was gone.
I heard someone near me explain, "His grandfather died yesterday."
No parties, no chicks, no magazine exclusives, no perfect life. Jones was
sorely depressed. He was a hero but he was human too. It hit me that the
girls who were too beautiful to talk to were probably the same way
sometimes. This possibility had never crossed my mind.
I walked the remainder of the way to the K-Mart Car and drove home
with the warm air of a summer's sunset blowing through my window. I ate
a silent meal when I got home and retired to the seclusion of my room early
to read a trashy novel. It wasn't until then that I felt like crying.
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Laura Hillenbrand
Adiaphora
The wind finds no words for the desert floor, this vast, peach-colored expanse of ex
hausted earth. She does not scream, howl or roar; she simply glides, a skater on
smooth ice, silent, fluid and perfect. There is no one to hear, and nothing to speak
of. She slides on.
There was a stain on the sand. It lay like a toppled cross, crumpled belly
down, creating an odd interruption in the white continuity of the desert.
The wind snarled herself in the twisted shell, protesting her momentary cap
tivity with shrill outcry. A small fire gasped to life and licked the clean metal
black. The swollen torso of the object distended into the sand, its massive
weight forcing the structure to deflate into crisp folds and fractures along the
sides. The midday sun fingered this fallen thing like strange braille, pressing
it neatly into the desert floor and holding it there, brilliant and still.
From within the object stumbled a white-clad figure, lurching forward
and stooping to vomit in the sand. Three slender veins of red ventured from
a sloping forehead to slice along the cheek and collect at the chin, where
they dripped slowly onto the thigh. Red seeped black in the denim, taut
across the leg. The figure turned its face to the white object, then tilted its
eyes to the sky. The muscles of the forehead and mouth contracted, ribbing
the face in delicate creases. The head inclined backwards and the red veins
changed course in unison, trickling into the crevices and flowing over the
cheekbone and into the ear. They pooled and overflowed, spilling onto the
neck and expanding into the coarse fabric of the collar. The parched mouth
opened to emit a low cry, and blackened fingers uncurled and strained for
sky. The form then crumpled backwards onto the earth.
The wind worked quickly to bury the figure, skimming sand up to the left
side, forming a gentle slope from the ground to the heaving breast. The
wind prowled over the figure, fluttering the stained shirt and matting the
hair. The form lay, legs together, arms extended to the sides, a small cross
mimicking the large one, a blister on the sand. The desert slumbered on, in
different to this extraordinary object.
She purrs across the desert, mute above this stretch of neglect, lifeless eternity.
She will come across her ozymandias, and she will find her voice.
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Dave Algase
December Tryst
A New York street,
two strangers meet:
A hero singer
bigger than Christ
and
Trigger finger,
ambiguous vice.
Sage of peace
in granny glasses
and
Rage's release
among the masses.
Karma seeker
ever so tired
and
Havoc wreaker
with bullet fired.
Walrus on high,
number nine
and
Catcher in the rye,
the ninth's headline.
Wanton soul
on a 40-year ride
and
Ultimate toll:
insecticide.
27

Amanda Albrecht
The Correspondence
I'd like to know
He writes to her of his garden in the country. On the weekends he drives
there from the city. The earth is cold and hard now. Tilling is difficult. But
with the pinched nerve in his back, most labor has become difficult. Did she
get the seeds he sent for Lile? The boy can plant them in back of the house.
Provided she and Jonathan don't mind, of course.
where you are
He says Thanksgiving was enjoyable. He ate dinner with the Harkaways.
She remembers them, doesn't she? Bill and Kitty. She and their son, Bruce,
used to play together in the back of the house on Sundays. She was only
four then.
other than at this place
The cataract operation went well. He wears a bandage over his left eye,
but that will come off in a few days. It's all normal procedure. The doctor
does a few of these laser surgeries every week. The eye doesn't hurt him.
But the bandage is bulky. He finds it hard to fit his glasses over. The doctor
says maybe his vision will improve, though. Perhaps he will no longer be
legally blind in that eye.
displaced
He tried to call her a couple of times last month, but got no answers.
Maybe she should get an answering machine. Jonathan's clients would prob
ably like that. Doesnt he ever have legal emergencies? People who need to
be bailed out of jail? Well, maybe not with corporate law. Still, her publish
ers might want to call at the house. Has she written any of those little books
of poetry lately?
from me
He says the apartment is quiet today. The people across the hall have left
on vacation. They're a young couple. He works in some position with the
government. She's a nice girl. Maybe a little high strung. She comes home
28

and turns on loud rock 'n roll music after work. Now that they've left he can
take naps in the afternoon without being disrupted. His eye is getting tired
now. He will say goodbye. Perhaps she could write him back soon if she
gets the time. Tell the children to keep up their grades. He always likes to
see good grades.
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Albie Nash
In The Graveyard
and Nuclear Madonna
Wrought iron sun sings
into stone
Shadow-splashed trees spring
From mounding shovelfulls
of Ohio twilight
Night-skinned vines flow in and out
Of rock, of earth, of wind,
Braiding with my breath
Sap glistens like ghost beads
In moonwash, chiming, fading
I sink slow
Coming closer to this wild and tangled miracle
The stillness branches
For a black crow flying up from thin stones
Toward blue sky space
My thoughts grow lichen-covered
Wrapped in stone, skin stretching tight across Earth-drum
Whose sounds are buried
Weaving, rising with the deep-rooted dark
the beat of seasons
Fastened to the sky
Dirt for marrow and a skin of Gambier mist
I crumble
Into crow call
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Nuclear Madonna
I
Icarus
flew too close to the sun
and poured down on Hiroshima.
II
Nevada was courted by the feds
wearing blood-colored light pink carnations
under a sky like weeping lead.
Ill
A queer peace flower
blooms on the desert
that unmakes matter.
IV
Life's waters flow
through whirring turbines
and thoughts become suns.
V
Gleaming black phallus
somewhat longer than your bed
awakes to commit planetary rape.
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VI
Great raven shrieks,
spreads his wings
and brings night to the world.
Missiles rain like feathers
falling from his body
revealing the round warm bones of a woman.
VII
Babies rise from the bones
shining in the sterile sunrise.
Nuclear Madonna,
Skeleton Mother,
feed your children with light.
VIII
The earth sleeps
while Grandmother Spider spins
her webs back and forth across the sky;
weaving the stars with the sea,
the people with clouds,
cocooning all creation.
IX
The earth dreams of flight.
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Robie Macauley
Kenyon in the Age of Ransom
Honors Day Address, April 15, 1986
It may be something of an exaggeration to give this modest memoir such
a grandiose title but, I think of the years 1939 through 1959 as very big
years for Kenyon. It was a time when American culture—especially the lit
erary part—was considerably affected by what happened at a tiny college of
about three hundred students in rural Ohio.
Lest that sound like some sentimental hyperbole from an old graduate, let
me give you just a few clues as to how seriously the rest of the world began
to take Kenyon College in those years. The press paid us a lot of attention;
Time and Newsweek, for example, used to carry stories with fair frequency
about the Review or Kenyon writers. When John Crowe Ransom retired,
Time devoted a full page to him and to the magazine. On the Review's twen
ty-fifth anniversary, Newsweek carried a long feature article. In 1963,
because I was then editor, the State Department sent me on a lecture tour
to Australia. I spoke at a number of Australian universities and found that
the Review was known everywhere in the literary community. I found the
same thing in India, certainly in England, and —to a lesser extent —in other
countries. When Life magazine did a picture-essay on the great teachers of
this country, John Crowe Ransom and Philip Blair Rice, the Review's two
editors, were chosen along with Nobel prizewinners and the holders of
chairs at Harvard or Stanford. If you went by proportional representa
tion—that is, by ratio of great teachers to students, Kenyon was the leading
institution in the country. Whatever these signs of recognition are worth, I
think there is no doubt that there was an age of Ransom here that resulted
in Kenyon's strong voice in American intellectual life in mid-century, and
since.
I had very little idea of any of this when I got on the train in Grand
Rapids, Michigan one fall day in 1939. In those more civilized times, you
could get on a train in Grand Rapids and ride half a day through a pleasant
countryside to Gambier, Ohio. I was on my way to Kenyon because I had
figured out a somewhat crackpot theory of education for myself. It seemed
to me that great universities with famous reputations were all very well, but
the smart thing to do was what mediaeval students once did. They chose a
master-some great teacher like Abelard or Duns Scotus-and they went to
a university just to listen and to learn from him. If he departed to another
university, they followed.
I had tried this out for one year at a little Michigan College called Olivet.
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I had discovered that Ford Madox Ford, the English novelist and editor and
collaborator with Joseph Conrad, was going to teach there for a year. While
I was at Olivet, I heard about a man named John Crowe Ransom and a col
lege called Kenyon. When I found Ransom's poems in the library and read
them, I knew that studying under him had to be my next step.
When I made that impulsive decision, I was wiser than I knew or had any
right to be. At that time, there was probably no comparable teacher of
literature in America, with the possible exception of Lionel Trilling at Col
umbia. One of the few ways we have of judging a teacher's accomplishment
is by the students he or she has attracted and inspired, and Ransom's roll-call
through the years is astonishing.
There are Allen Tate, Robert Penn Warren, Randall Jarrell, Robert
Lowell, Peter Taylor, Cleanth Brooks, James Wright, Anthony Hecht, and
E.L. Doctorow, to name just a few.
I found that Ransom was a kind of teacher I had never seen or imagined
(and now I'm borrowing from something I wrote awhile ago). As a person,
he was a quiet, soft-spoken, smiling, elaborately courteous Southern
gentleman with a classical education and a high regard for all the good tradi
tions of life and literature. In class, he was quiet and informal and his
method of teaching was conversational. He always seemed to be a little sur
prised to find out what he was going to teach—a little along these lines,
"Well, well, it appears that Mr. Robert Browning has written something
called The Ring and the Book. I guess we'd better take a look at it." He usually
gave the impression that he had worried about his subject rather than
preparing any orderly lecture on it. He shared his worries with the class,
raising some speculation, following it for awhile and then discarding it. He
would do a bit of rewriting on the blackboard, gently reproving Mr. Brown
ing for not trying hard enough here or there. But he never said anything
that could be recorded in a notebook for regurgitation on a final exam.
In that same Victorian poetry class, I sat next to a boy who was here on a
tennis scholarship and, after four weeks of classes on Browning's long poem,
he leaned over to me and said, "Hey, what book are we reading, anyway?" I
thought that the really interesting thing was not that he didn't know the
name of the book but that Mr. Ransom would never realize that he didn't.
Sometimes I was irked or bored—especially when Mr. Ransom was
teaching fiction, for which he had little respect. He enjoyed the stories in
The Saturday Evening Post and sometimes he would read one aloud in his
gentle Southern accent from beginning to end while we squirmed or dozed.
One time, a few years later, he visited the Writers' Workshop at The Uni
versity of Iowa where Flannery O'Connor and I were graduate students.
Mr. Ransom was asked to read a student story aloud and comment on it.
The story he was given was Flannery's remarkable tale that was later pub
lished under the title "The Artificial Nigger." The story is mainly about a
vituperative old redneck name Mr. Head —but every time he used the word
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"nigger," Mr. Ransom read "Negro." It totally ruined the realistic language of
the story, but it did preserve the decent amenities-which was the main
thing Mr. Ransom ever demanded of fiction.
It was only after class was over—sometimes long after—that two or three
things Ransom had said would suddenly come back in memory as absolutely
original and illuminating insights. As often as not, they were about some
thing that had no ostensible connection with the subject he was supposed to
be talking about. He might be discussing Aristotle's Poetics, for instance,
and out of it would come some striking perception about present-day Amer
ican writing. Unlike a lot of the good specialist professors I have known,
John Ransom could hold two ideas, two philosophies, or-two eras of
literature in his mind at the same time and, so to speak, rub them together
to produce an original spark.
In his books of criticism, he was a systematic thinker and that, too, came
through in his classes. We all learned the theories of the New Criticism—the
study of the text in isolation, texture and structure, tenor and vehicle, the
seven types of ambiguity, and so on. But I can't recall that any of Ransom's
students wrote about these things later or, indeed, ever quite became true
believers. As I say, Ransom's real wisdom seemed serendipitous—a lot of
lucky finds that he made along the way.
If this were a more frivolous talk, I would tell you a few anecdotes that
reveal some things about Mr. Ransom's personality. He was runner-up to
Professor Norbert Wiener of M.I.T. for the Guinness record for profes
sional absent-mindedness. I would tell you about the time Mr. Ransom and
Virgil Aldrich of the Kenyon Philosophy Department while discussing some
deep philosophical question, stopped at a gas station on the Pennsylvania
Turnpike, had the tank filled, started up again, and about two hundred
miles afterward found that they had left Mrs. Ransom and Mrs. Aldrich
behind at the gas station. I would tell you about the time I returned to Ken
yon about four years after graduation to see Mr. Ransom. He remembered
me perfectly well —but as somebody else, and he spent a long time telling
me how Robie Macauley had moved to New York City, had got a job in
publishing there, and so on.
I would tell you about the many times he went to great trouble to help his
students get grants or fellowships, get into graduate schools, get published,
or get jobs. He was a generous and kind-hearted man.
But I mustn't tell anecdotes about him or I'd take the rest of the day. The
three things about him that were important to Kenyon and to all of us were
that he was an original teacher, a splendid editor, and-in his best work-a
first-rank poet and critic.
John Ransom and the Review were natural magnets for writers and, while
I was an undergraduate, I had a chance to meet and hear a good many not
able ones who came to the campus to speak or to stay and teach for awhile.
It is a commonplace practice nowadays, but it wasn't so in the 1940s and
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Kenyon was an innovator in this. I remember Robert Frost, Robert Penn
Warren, Allen Tate, Lionel Trilling, and Delmore Schwartz as some of
those writers. A little later on, after the war, Mr. Ransom brought a group
of distinguished literary critics from all over the English-speaking world to
teach at the Kenyon School of English in the summers. Thus, we had every
chance to encounter some of the best writing on the page and some of the
best writers in person here at Kenyon.
But the ones I was even more concerned with were my fellow-students.
There were eight of us who considered ourselves totally literary and writersto-be, and we all lived together on the main street of Gambier in Douglass
House. As you probably know, the best evocation of that time and place
appears in Peter Taylor's New Yorker short story titled "1939." Peter says,
"We were hardly aware of just how quaint the house was, with its steep
white gables laced with ginger-bread work, and its Gothic windows, and
their arched window-blinds."
The eight of us who lived there were Robert Lowell, Peter Taylor, Ran
dall Jarrell, John Thompson, David McDowell, John Nerber, William Clark
and I. If you know modern writing, you will recognize the names of the first
three. John Thompson became a good critic and a professor at New York
University; David McDowell was one of the leading editors in New York
publishing for many years; and John Nerber, after writing a fine volume of
verse, died early. But please don't get the idea that all of Kenyon was some
kind of high-minded literary colony. Here is the way Peter Taylor describes
us in "1939":
"Altogether, they were a sad, shabby, shaggy-looking lot. All of us who
lived at Douglass House were, I suppose." He goes on to say: "Generally
speaking, we at Douglass House were reviled by the rest of the student
body, all of whom lived in the vine-covered dormitories facing the campus,
and by a certain proportion of the faculty." One of the reasons for that,
Peter explains, was that: "There was no spirit of camaraderie among ... we
felt that there was more than enough of that spirit abroad at Kenyon. ... In
those days, the student body . . . was almost as picturesque as the old vineclad buildings and the rolling countryside itself. So it seemed to us, at least.
We used to sit on the front stoop or at the upstairs windows of Douglass
House and watch the fops and dandies of the campus go strolling by on
their way to the post office or the bank. ... In the late afternoon, boys on
horseback rode along [the middle path] as they returned from the polo field.
At noon, sometimes, boys who had just come up from Kenyon's private
airfield appeared on it, still wearing their helmets and goggles. And after din
ner every Tuesday night, the fraternity boys marched up and down the path
singing their fraternity songs."
When this story was published in 1955, Robert Lowell wrote to Peter
and asked, "Were we really quite such monsters?"
Nevertheless, that gives a good idea of the way things seemed to divide at
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Kenyon. We were trying to think of it as a small, displaced Left Bank, while
everybody else thought of it as a kind of affluent midwestern suburb where
you spent four years getting your admittance ticket to life. Looking back at
it, I wouldn't change a thing.
One of Kenyon's great virtues is that it has been good at healthy
mixtures —and all of us got mixed with one another much more than the
story suggests. For instance, Robert Lowell and Dave McDowell played on
the football team —Robert at tackle and Dave at quarterback. It may have
been the only team in the country with two first-string poets. We drank
beer at fraternity parties. I often went flying with a friend who had a Piper
Cub down at the airfield. Randall, who was a good tennis player, spent a lot
of his time on the court trying to beat some of the nationally-ranked players
we had on the Kenyon team. And, up in the fraternities, some of the stu
dents were getting in the habit of reading Hika — which McDowell and I
edited and which all of us wrote for—and The Kenyon Review.
We all came out of the Kenyon experience better because of this. What
the "Age of Ransom" offered was something cerebral, literary, special and
apart. The Kenyon of ordinary college life offered a chance to rub off some
of the intellectual arrogance.
As I've kept in touch with Kenyon through the years, I believe that the
problem of those two cultures has been resolved quite happily. Kenyon still
has its high reputation with the present day Kenyon Review and its excellent
faculty. And, with the admission of women, it really became a part of latetwentieth century society.
So, in sum, the Age of Ransom was a wonderful era, but it was one in
which the literary arts took precedence over everything else a good college
should be fostering. I'm proud, of course, that Kenyon should have produced
some very good American writers, but I'm equally proud that it produced a
diversity such as notable politicians, businessmen, artists, churchmen, a fine
film actor, some good journalists, and a Prime Minister of Sweden as well.

Joel Logan
Winds II
When I was a child I would stand at the corner.
(Momma said I had to stay within the four corners of

my yard)
I would open my heart and sing a melody
Only the winds would ever hear me
I would open my arms and pretend that I could fly
on melodies.
There on that corner,
it was only me,
my melody,
and the winds.
I told myself
the winds must be God.
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Qms Schmitz
Us
There I stood
Ready to take
Kierkagaard's leap to God
For who is so cold that he cannot find thaw
In the clarity of noon,
The rays of a sun
Which once in a sky and again in a stream
Reach arm-like out to all?
There I stood
Ready to conclude that life is worth living
And though few people think
Of roots as thieves
Or dogs as predators
Or nature as merciless
I felt anger toward a tree
Pretentious in its autumn gold
Finding if beauty in its branches
Then egoism in its bearing
And significance in its carved initial
Miraculous in the mind of some
A year's resurrecting fourth,
A season called spring
Which promises upheaval
But delivers a world unchanged
Where life but not lives is sacred
Where give and take are cyclical
Where symbiosis pretends to be love
There I stood
Intoxicated by the beauty
Of Hopkins' dappled things
41
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Arrayed on the flush of evening
As sun-split clouds and flocks of birds,
Adulterated —or so I thought —
By the vapor trail of a jet plane
Splitting the reeling glowing crimson
But now I know that I was wrong:
If there is a God at all
He can be found in the pain of trusting
And small unnoticed acts
Of human kindness
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H I KA
wishes to announce the following prize winners for 1986-1987

The Denham Sutcliffe Prize
for critical essays:
Not Awarded
The Edgar Collings Bogardus Prize
for poetry:
Laurie E. Station, '87
The Rahming Prize
for art:
Particia A. Abt, '87
The Charles Monroe Coffin Prize
for short fiction:
David W. Sudak, '87
The John C. Neff Prize
for expository prose:
Not Awarded
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