














I AUTUMN

Flaming grains of sand
sift quickly through arthritic fingers
of gnarled brown hands.

LUNA

A silver coin caught
in a misor’s cracked leather purse.

Kathleen VandenTak Weaving

WINTER

Correcting the day’s errors,
white crumbs fall
from a soiled eraser scrubbing the sky.

Kathleen VandenTak Silkscreen

Poems by Wendy L. McCormick
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ﬁt was hot--too hot. The tires on my rusty, gold stingray seemed to stick to the
pavement like wax on glass. It always took me a long time to get somewhere when
I was in a hurry. And that day, | was in a big hurry.

1t was only two miles to his house. Why was it taking so long, | thought to myself. I’'d
ridden out to my brother’s house lots of times. Why was taking so long?

| didn’t think about it long. As my tires slammed over another pothole in the asphalt,
my thoughts turned to my brother. What could he be talking about on the phone for the
last hour, | thought. He knew we had plans to go shoot some partridge. He was
going to show me how to use his 20 gauge. I’d been waiting for this day for weeks. Jim
had told me he’d take me hunting sometime and | had managed to persuade him to
make good his promise. He knew that | was going to call his house when |
wanted to get picked up. | figured he must have been down at the plant. Hopefully the
trouble wasn’t his fault. A couple of weeks earlier, some vandals ripped down a
containment fence at the plant and his boss had blamed Jim for not having enough
guards in the area. Though it was hardly his tault, Jim made it seem like he’d torn the
fence down himself. The way he sulked around for a week afterwards, | thought his life
depended on that job.

In a way, | guess his life did depend on it. He’d been lucky to get that job at the plant. A
twenty-four year old just out of school with a degree in police science being hired as
manager of security at the refinery was out of the ordinary. That job seemed like a big
responsibility to me. But then, everything is a big responsibility to a boy of twelve. Jim
had had some rough cuts of fate in his life but that job was his ticket.

Jim was a typical over-achiever in high school. If he didn’t think he hit the blocking
dummies hard enough in an afternoon, he’d spend five hours in the weight room that
night. It was a punishment he thought he deserved. If he got a B on his last economics
test, he'd cancel his Friday and Saturday night dates to study about somebody called
Adam Smith or oligopolies. The punishment paid off; he was all-state tackle and
salutatorian of his class his senior year.

Then three days after graduation, he’d lapsed into a coma. Nobody knew why. It just
happened. Nine doctors, tive brain surgeries ana sixteen montns later, they called it an
abscess. Not a tumor--an abscess.



| was only six then. Understanding almost nothing, | was simply told that Jim was
‘‘very sick.”” But now, | knew everything. At least | thought | did. JIm had beaten the
abscess just like he defeated his opponents on the football field. He’d changed a little
but he’d done the impossible.

His physical changes were few. He still had the build of a plow horse, thick through
the neck, chest and forearms with short, sinewy legs that made it seem a wonder that
the weight of his upper body didn’t cause him to topple over like a pyramid of building
blocks standing on its apex. All it would take was one little push from someone unaware
of the structure’s fragile nature to make the unorthodox tower come crashing to the
ground. Unlike the blocks though, Jim would never fall. True, he did have a paralyzed
left foot, a nasty reminder of the abscess. But otherwise, Jim looked like the old tough
field horse that everybody assumed would live through anything.

Mentally, however, the changes were more apparent. His temper was quicker and
hotter than the molten glass of a hand-blown vase just pulled from the furnace. If
anybody happened to walk into the glowing mass, they left with a scar that would never
disappear. Actually, few people were burnt by his anger, excluding Jim himself. Now
he was quicker to punish himself for a minor error than when he was in high school. His
recent frustrations over fixing his car proved that to me. He’d installed a new valve
seal in his Pinto with the hope of curing a chronic oil leak. But the new seal did nothing
but make the problem worse. Instead of tearing the engine down again and finding the
real source of the leak, Jim had cussed himself for being so incompetent. He kicked the
car; he kicked himself. He did everything but fix the car.

Suddenly, another break in the ruddy road shook me and the bike frame back to the
present. My thin legs were tiring. The ride had taken longer than | thought it would but
| was nearly there. Having to peddle out to Jim’s house wasn’t my idea of a good way
to start a Saturday morning. But, | wanted to learn how to use that shotgun.

| rounded the corner into the trailer park where Jim lived and something happened. |
didn’t want to go any further. But my feet kept peddling. My tires slipped over the road
like mercury heading toward the edge of a table. | wanted to slow down, but | couldn’t.

_In a few too short seconds, | was there. | dropped my stingray to the ground and
stared at the white trailer with black steel steps leading to the door. | pulled my light-
weight jacket tight around my body as protection against the cold wind. | went to the
steps, grasped the iron railing and a cold shiver crept through my arm to my chest.
Forcing my feet to the top of the small porch, | knocked twice on the hard, aluminum
storm door. No answer. Where was he? The Pinto was in the driveway. He had to be
home. Sleeping. That had to be why he didn’t come to the door.

| pulled the storm door open and opened the heavy inside door with a push.

Jim? No, he wasn’t in the living room. But there the phone was--off the hook,
dangling from its cord a few inches from the floor. No wonder | couldn’t get through to
him. | stepped across the room to the wall, picked up the receiver and hung it up with a
startling, plastic click. Slowly | turned and made my way down the narrow hallway
towards the bedroom.

| never got past the den on the right. Something in the room caught my eye. There |
stood, in the hall, frozen, staring into the small room. Jim was there, lying face down on
the floor. A mat of blood soaked the carpeting next to his head. The shotgun lay across
his shoulder.

--Eric P. Blackhurst

LATELY, WE FALL ASLEEP

Lately, we fall asleep.

Lately, we weep

at the graves of our brothers,

the graves of workers

who have lost their names.

Lately, we love our sandals

for they love the earth they walk upon
Lately, we love our feet

because they walk for us

like pigs in grass.

And, lately, the stars bloom in night sky
for the carpenters who have died.

The stars weep in shame and call
out the clerks by name.

And, lately, we sit idly by

even when their graves are covered.
Lately, the moon sobs over dark hills
and, lately, we fall asleep
to her low moans.

—Nick Thorndike \\
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“Mother & Child”
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MOTHER

The smell of supper
dancing through the house
greets me at the door
after a long day

of learning nothing

in kindergarten.

Mother stands

tall against the kitchen counter,
holds her breath,

as [ struggle to imitate

her radish slices.

Deep in the night

[ awake,

pad into the living room
where my mother sits - -
the red glow of her cigarette
her only companion.

[ couldn’t dry

the wetness of her cheeks,

the salty kiss

still on my lips

as she patted me off to bed,

where [ chattered with Mr. Nobody
my only companion

in the still dark night.

The night broke

too many years later

as my mother

splintered my world,

told me her cigarette glowed

on the nights of my father’s affairs
and I learned to cry for my mother.

Gordon vs. Gordon

brought forth the storm,
brought forth the anger,

the confusion,

as my mother tried to explain
her love for a boy I once kissed,
and I learned not to feel.

[ went to live

with a tall stoic father;
heart-to-hearts with my mother
bled over long distance lines,
and for the first time

I came to know her - -

her delicacy,

her strength,

her love,

my mother.

—Barb Gordon;
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