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To Ped a

t |Youtel lSnyder|sandCarson'speopleldon|twantto

appear on the tomlrro" ' -or-Topight shows"r Adr ianne said

siraking ner f f iger-at  Joel ,  her agent '
| |ButAddie,baby,thoseshowscouldrneanbigbucksln

the promot ion of  Your book'
i l I  teI I  you.. . t t lO! I  d ic int t  wr i te the book for fame or

fortune. Anyway, I  detest  ta lk shows'r '
. 'Everybodyhatestalkshows,buttheyIrenecessary

evi ls.  Cimonr Addie. . . r l
| |Absorutelynot. . . Imightconsider lv leet thePressor

Face the Iat iqn.  .  .  t '

"Addie,  f i " ; " .  impossible!  You real ly make a tough iob

impossible.  i - ro Vot knbw the intr icacies i -nvolved in market-

ing a book bY an unknown author?rl
t r l , /e l l ,  r "yO. the whole ldea was a mlstake. Perhaps I

should hal t  Publ icat ior l .  .  . I '
uyou know i t rs too late for  that .  But l i -sten, Addie

b.aby.Yourbookisdamngood.Iknewit thef i rst t imel
set eyesl  on the manuscr ipt" '

i tokay, then. Let the book set l  i - tsel f . ' l
| |h low!Idon|tbel ieveyou.That|snotthewaythis

buslness worl<s. Exposure is the nane of the safi l€'r l
i lLook, Joel. The whole thlng is maklng me nervous'

vrlhy a reporter fol lowed me to my hotel room the other day"f
| 'Areporter?ohbaby.ThatIsfantast icnews.That

means someone got a whiff l  of the galleys somehow' what did
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ya say to him? . ,-  i ' I  to ld her to mind her ovn busi 'ness" ' r r  '
lolr shlt. That was a bad move. lrlever snub the press I

tcause they have the power to cruclfy someone they dOnrt !

l lke.  r l
| t I  was dlplonatic about l t ,  si l ly '  I  told her to

speak wlth you. After al l ,  y9u g--my agent'r l
||A prlma donna, eh? ueII, FIl nake ancnds. I can

get togetner a quLckle press conferenc€'r l

"Oh, I  donrt  know.. . f l
rcrnon, Addle. You Just gotta fol low some of the

rules. Look. Donrt woFlv. Ir l l  glve you my sure-f lret
fal l-safe press conference polnt€l l t .  r l

Adri-anne began gatherlng some of her thlngs. Iokayr

Joel, arralge it ;  bua not for today.m She started to leave'

"Hey! Where are You golng?rl
rr l  rve got a luncheon dete uith some of my colleaguest

so I must flln. rl
r lBut wa1t.  . .  r '
nCanft  af ford to

Psychology. See You
become stale 1n the world of

$O.. . ' l

-t...Adrianne had to 8o to thc bathroomt but she dldnrt
c lass.  Shewant to ralse her handr ard admlt it to the

squlrmed a l i t t le, and glanced at the clock.
Letrs see, she thought,  the l i t t le hand is at  the two'

and the big hand is between the three and the four.
she could not qulte f igure how many mlnutes were left

in the school day (She hated arithmetic) '  but she knew
there wene too many minutes 1eft, and that she would have
to face the inevi.table.

Slowly,  re1uctant lY,  she ralsed her hand.
The nun who had been dnonlng on and on ln a deep som-

ber voice glared at her with two black mechanical eyes.
rrWhat is i t ,  Adrianne?" the nun f inal ly asked after

what had seemed an eternity. -
Adrianne could feel her spir l t  sink }ow to her toes.

rr l  hafte go to the gir lst roomr[ she said tentattvely. She
thought she eoul.d hear Thomas snlckerlng behind her.

'rReally, Adrianne. You could have gone durlng recess.
Shefs not gonna let me 8or Adrlanne thought vlth

homor. She squirmed some more. It I  f  m sorr:f  r Slster Mary-
clairerf t  she said PleadLng.

i
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' rWel l ,  s lnce you thought i t  f i t t ing to put of f  your
lavatory v is i t  through recess, I  suppose you can wait  a
1i t t Ie longer,  unt i l  c lass is dlsmissed-"

Adr lanne held back her tears.  [Yes, s isterrrr  she
repl ied,  choking. She shi f ted her weieht again.

The nun drew her attention awav from Adrlanner aIId
f ixe<1 her unchanging eyes to the c lasg, ' in 'general .  .  Adr ianne
fel t  a s l ight  re l ief  as the heat shi f ted and dissipated
throughout the room.

she st111 had to Eor but she diseovered that i f  she
shi f ted around a lot ,  she had smal l  moments of  re l ief  f rom
the na,gqing pressure on her bladder.  st i l l ,  there were
moment! 'when the urge became So unbearable that  she was
ready to feel  a t r ick le running down her leqs.  i3ut '  some-
horv,  she managecl  to squirm just  in t ime to avoid the
ul t imate humil iat lon.

rr l \ow classrr t  the nun said,  changintz her tone fron a
low drone to a voice which was frayed with s l ight  edges of
pani-c,  , 'Since we have been StUdying about other countr ies '
I  th ink i t  is  t ime to ta lk about Russi-a.  "

Adr ianne fel- t  a l l  color drain.  f rom her bod5' .  she haci
heard somethihq bad about Russid ' f rom sorne man on TV, but

she couldnrt  remember what.  She didnrt  want to hear anymore'
rr l  need to rvarn you about Russia.  r l

Expectant eyes focused on the nun.
rRussiars people are cal led 'communists,  

r ' r  she said '
shlver ing aS i f  the very word coulc i  put  a curse on a person.
rConmunists are bad people.  They cionrt  bel i .eve in Godr anci
they vrant to take over the Uni ted States.r l

The only t ru ly bad person Adr ianne knew was the naughty
Thomas who pul led her pigtai ls,  and stole her penci ls '  but

even he wasnrt  keen on the ic iea of  taking over the Uni ted
States.

The nunr s mouth twi tched as she cont inued: nCommunists

intend to invade the United States,  and they wi l l  br ing guns.

They wiI l  creep in everywhere.. . r l
A terr ib le v is i_on f  rasheo before Adr ianne I  s eyes as

drone- l lke men began snakinS underneath a barbed wire fence'
their  whi te spiked helmets gleaming |n the sun'  and laser
r i f les strapped to their  backs. Communists were invadlng
every nook and cranny Of the c lassroom in an endless Stream..

t r . . .and Of ie day, yOUTII  COme tO SChOOIT 4I Id the nUnS

and pr iests wi l l  be gone. . .  r l

Gone? Adrianne thought, but whY?
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rr.. .and j.n our pLaces, youf l l  f ind men and riromen wear_inq the dreaded annbands with--the--the ham--hammer andslckle.tr ?he nun spat out the words, thoroughly convinclngAdrianne that the hammer and sickle was something to fearand hate.
r donrt r 'Janna hear no more! Adrianne screamed inslcreher head. She put her hands over her-ea*s.rr . - .?.d i f  they canrt  get  us,  then they wir l  brow upthe world wi th nuclear bombs. .  .  r l

Adrianne sat grued to her chair as the urine tr i .ckreddown. her legs anci  into her shoes. she cour.dnrt  move, buther heart  beean _thumping loudly against  the waLl of  herchest;  she coul .d hardly hear anything else.  when she real_izeci whab eho had don€1 shrc started. 6i.npering, half out of.fear, half,  out of hrJfir l . la&lon..- Her,whlrapering soon becameopen sobsi  and she courd bee the brurred faces of  her crass_rnates starine at her blankry, for she was the only one ery_ing.

31ow us up?
rr .  .  .mushroom clouds wi l l

terr ib le heat and sickness.. . r l
grow up everywhere, bringing

nun scolded, , ] rny didnrt  you raise your
to the gir lst  room?ft
answered, choking on her sobs.
deep scar let .  i l I )spr6 ta lk back to me,

rr l - I - I  lm sor-rr-sorry.  f l
r r i fe l l '  r  th ink a th i rd grader wourd know betterr .  thenun said '  rubbing sart  i .nto Adr lanners arready raw emot ion_al  wound.

rrAdr lanne, t t  the
hand if  you had to po

'r I - I - I  d ic i ,  "  s i ie
The nun turned a

missy! t t

Adr i_anners legs and feet were
go a$/ay and hide. She raLsed herrr \ ' /hat is i t  now?,|

!r i ' {ay I  go home, Sister
side.

soaked, and she wanted to
hand.

iv laryclaire?'r  She was dylng i_n_

Joel .  Thatrs i t .  you know I
Adrianne snapped as she chewed on

7

r r rhere are f l f teen minutes lef t  of  c lass.  surely youcan wait  unt i l  c lass is dismissed..r l
Fi f teen minutes is forever,  Adr ianne thought. . .

. . . f l f teen minutes,
detest  long intervielssr, ,
the end of  her penci l .



rBut Addler you know this oners lmportantr ' r  the man
whined. Adrianne thought he looked l ike a ferret. She
never dld l lke his rat- I ike black eyes anyway.

t tAccording to you, al l  lnterviews are important.  I

te l l  VOur I  hate them. ' l
i 'Hey baby. Yourve got a blg book, a best sel ler  in

the non-f ict ion market.  Not only is the publ ic s lnging
the vir tues of  your book, but the medlcal  and educat ional

.  professions are goinr nuts too.  But lemme tel l  yot l t  "bab€r ' l
a l l  th is acclaim wi l l  fade fast  i f  you donrt  keep i t  I
going.

' lwel l ,  thatrs f ine wi th me. Then I  can get back to I

my youngsters.  Af ter  a l l ,  l f  i t  werentt  for  them' nei ther

of  us would be standing here argulng'r l
| |Don|tyoureal izeyourbookis intherunninqfor

the Pul l tzer Pt lze? In two or three days, the ?ul l t4er

OoZrO-is gofng to announce the winner.  Yourve got to be

exposed.-oth6rwisetheboardjustmightpassyouup.| |
. |Joe}, l f theboardawardsthepr lzetome, i twi l l

bebecausetheythoughtmybookdeservedl t ,notbecause
I have been klssing bottoms ferociously for  two or three

days. r l

t fAddier yoo are nalve in th is business. Even the

Pul i tzer board expects to be stroked'r l

' rFi f teen mi.nutes,  Joel ;  and not one minute l0ngerr"  ,

she said,  her eYes f lashing
Joe1s1ghed.| |okay,babe.Butdon|tcomecryin| to

me lf  they grve the prize to some broad who wrote a book

on 1O1 Ways to FtLzz Your Halr and Con.iure 9g Your Dead

@-"
Adrlanne laughed. she got frustrated with him at

t imes, but she l iked him most of  the t ime. He seemed
genuinely lnterested in her work.  r rDonrt  worryr i l  she

reassuredhlmrrr l twonrtbetheendoftheworldl f ldonrt
get the pr ize.  I  st l l l  have my work.r l

mHamumphrrr  JoeI ecoffed. I tThe Pul i tzer Pr ize only
means about iOO,OOO - 2OO;OOO addl t ional  copies sold.  Just

a matter of small lmport 'anc€. r l
r r l t  real ly ls smal l  in the larger scheme" of  th lngs.  r r  

i
Joel slapped tne side of hts head ln moek lndlgnatlo.. \

lNot thls 
"gaint 

Baber Vou mlght have your work to fal l  I
back on, Uut f  rm Just a poor starving agent.  Have a heart l r r l

i l I  worry very l l t t le about your abll l ty to survive.

Long af ter  l - rm forgotten, and my book 1s forgotten, your I I



be out there hustl ing, and
INot wl th your help,

making money ha.nd over f ist . r l
babe, not wi th your help. . .  r l

r r - . . 'Lei lar i  r  need your helpr,  the nun sal .d standing
over Lei la Jules wi th a fo lded note in her hand.rrYes, maram?[ Lei la asked, hunched over her desk.frCould you please take this note to the pr incipalrs
of f lce?"

Leila reluctantly arose from her seat, and shuff led
slowly to the front of the room without uttering a word.
Her head hung low, she poll tely took the note from the

.nunrs hand, anci quietly left the room. she caused a mlnor
' rc l ick ' r  as she gineer ly c losed the door behind her.  Her

footfal ls echoed soft ly and gradually faded away.
At the sound of her last footfal l ,  the nun studled

the crass intentryr and said: trhere is something r must
say about Leila: she is a paganlr l

The dumbfounded expresslons of the class made the nun
nervous, for she continued nerv6usly: tshe is a pagan be-
cause she is not baptized. r wd.nt alr of you to know this
because we must pray for her. r l

Several curious hands strot up. irrYes, Ronnie?,r the nun asked.
"Why isn' t  she bapt ized?' l
r rHer fami ly is not Cathol i -e.r t
rBut why is she here i f  she|s not a Cathol ic?r l
u l t  is  not  for  us to ask rvhy she is here.r  The nun

said l t  as 1f she were trying to convinee herself that i t
was r ight  for  Lei la to be here.  r rFather sebast ian enror led
her.  Perhaps he has hopes for her conversion, r t  she added
hast i ly .

r rAre we going to buy her l ike we buy pagan babies?' l
Shir ley asked without permission.

nHush, Shir ley.  We donrt  buy pagan babiesr ' r  she ex-
plained i -n an exasperated voice.  f rwe onry donate money to
help feed them.r l

r rBut you always say when we get f ive dor lars,  i t  wl l l
be enough for a pagan f*ad. rl

t tWe only sponsor them. We donrt  buy human beings.r l
Adr ienne fel t  s ick at  the thought of  Lel la being

purposely s ingled out for  conversion. she leaped from her,
desk, and bol ted for the door.  i
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[Adr ianne!"  the nun cal led.  ' rdhere do you think you

are going?" ,  L
| | Idon|t fee}sogood,| |sheanswered,cover ingher

mouth wi th her hand. she ran out lnto the dark hal lway.

she real ly didntt  l ike bei .ng out in_the hal l  by hersel f '

for  the stnoot was old,  and the bul ld lng creaked _and
groanedl ikeanoldwoodenship,&sthet imberoftheold
oak f loors to lerated the strain of  smal l  feet  in perpetual

.mot ion.  The hal} ,  I ined with metal  o l ive green sentr les '

smel led of  ammonia,  p ine-scented f loor compound, and-

franklncense creepi-ng over from the connecting church'

The ovgphead f lor lscent l ights were rarely:  l f  evel l  l i t '

Adr iannefel tacoldsi lentechocoi l ingarounoher
assheheardfootstepsbehindher.Shedidn' t }ookback.
she rushed rnto the lavatory, anci slumped to the f loor.

She cr led,  her eyes and throat aching'
The door squeaked open'
[Yhatsa matter?r '  a t inY voice
Adrianne looked uP to f ind a

Lei la Peer ing at  her.

'bhr nuilr in, rr Adrianne answered' rr I  . just  donrt  feel

asked above Adrianne.
cur ious,  but sympathet lc

so good. f l
[You better go home. Te] l  s ister t ' laryclaire ' r l
r r l  donrt  wanna tel l  her nuthinr 

" lJust then,another l i t i legir lstrut tedintothe
bathroom l ike a minature prima donna'

rrs lster iv laryclaire says you better get back to the

room !S, or else.rr  the new amival  warned'
, , I  wanna go home!r '  Adr i .anne yel ted hyster lcal ly '
, r I rm eorr , i  te l ' ! ,  iq .yqu donrt ,ge!  back to thq fgom'r l
nI  donrt  care! i l  aor i in i -e 'e6t-up, ia;6ut-o-f  tne bath-

room lnto the hal l r  and through the double doors leaoing

into the street '
gveryuoOyis gonna pick on Lei la now' she thought '  r€-

membering her own recent .hY*i l iat ion" '
._-- .

. r  - - -=......,''..#rr.o 
to suffer enormousr r .  .  .  Label ing can caus

humil iat ion.  Nalural ly,  chi ldren want to conform with

their  peers,  
"r"a 

cni tbren wno arenrt  qui te as gi f ted as

the so-cal led-normal chl ld '  Thatrs why I  wrote Every

c'niro-1" 
"" 

i*";" i i """r @r,r Adrlanne sald to a sroup

of rePorters.
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r rMs. Adams, the I 'Jat ional  Educat ion Associat lon is I
somewhat spl i t  in 1ts oplnion of  your book. on one hand,proponents say that your non- label lng theory ls just  what
the publ lc and pr ivate schoor systems need.-  on ine other
hand'  opponents say that not pinpolnt lng a chi lc i rs problem
courd resul t  in that  chird being lef t  behlna. How ho you
respond to that?"

rrrhe probrem with raber ing is that  a chi ld is tagged
in kindergarten, and no matter what, that chi ld wears thatlabel al l  throughout his or her school career. As for my
opponents, they can be rest assured that r do not advocate
ignor lng a chi ldrs probrems. r fm merery saying that a
chi ldrs performance ought to be checked of ten. Arso when
a chi ld does improve, that  shourd be noted on his or herrecord, and negati.ve comments shourd be kept to a minirnum.rn my group of  so-calred ,hopeIess, ,  chi ldren, r  worked r inthe premise that each chi ld was going to improve. Amazing-ly enough, that  at t i tude turned out io be a sel f - fu l f i r l -
ing prophecy, for  every chi ld in the group did improve., lrrwhat are your plans for the future?,,rrr rm qutte anxi .ous to resunfe my work wi th my chi ldren.. lI t Is there another book ln the works?,r i| | InmyI1neofwork 'oneaIwayskeepsjournalsand
notes.  r f  r  d lscover anything new, rrm sure rrr l  wr i te
about l t .  r l

'There was a recent upr story about an e*ceptionally
br ight  ehi ld in car i fornia who was discovered ln a statehospi- ta l  for  the mentar ly retarded. Did you read the story,
and i f  so,  how do you account for  such a case?, l

-  ' rYes, rrve read the story,  and r  have spoken with someof the of f ic ia ls at  that  state hospi ta l .  Frankly,  r  arnappal led that such a th lng could hlppen. r t  s.e*s thatJ immy was brought to the hospi tar  about three years ago--at  the age of  s lx--when his pediatr ic ian diagnosed him asmental ly retarded because he wasnrt  ta lk ing,  warki .ng,  orusing the toi let .  The hospi ta l  ran the usuar batter i  oftests,  and came to the same conclusion as J immy,s pei la_
tr ic ian.  unfortunately,  the hospl tar  never retested thechi ld unt i l  about two months ago. r t  turns out that  J1m_r 'yrs probrem w?s lg l  mentar retardat lon,  but rather aut ismna mentar dlsorder-TEat causes a chird to recedei  into a it rance- l ike wor ld.  This disease has nothing to oo wifn Iintel lect  or  abl l i ty .  J immyrs very ror iunate because-he iqnow being treated for the rear p"obrern,  but many preci .ous

11



years were wasted as J immy sat in a corner dOing nothing" l
-  nHopeful lyr  such cases are rare" . ' t

| ' I t  ls hoped that there are very few Ji.mmi.es sltt lng

in state hospitals, but I suspect that such cases abound

on a smal ler  scale in the School  system. And i -n my own

smal l  w€lvr  I  wi I I  Cont inue lobbying against  lumping kids

into prescr ibed slots.
i ,we11r" Joel  whispered into Adr ianners ear,  ' r l f  you

are awarded the Pul l tzer Pr ize'  your lobbying wiI I  camy

more weight than you could ever imagine. Fi f teen mtnutes

are uF. t l- 
Adrlanne held ,P her hand as if to hold back the

crowd. rr0ne more qulst lon before I take my leave'rt
r fDP.Adamsrwhythededicat ionforyourwork?Imean

whatrs ln i t  for  You?rr
' | I  nave my 

"L"=orr" 
for pursuing a career oriented

around special-  chl ldren, but I  do not real ly wish to dis-

cussthemin_apressconference.Perhapsl ' I Iwr i tea
book about my rLasons, but not in the near future'r l

Adrlanne maOL a move to leave. ttBye' everyoo€," she said

aSthereportersattemptedtoget inonemorequest ion. .
Adr iannewavedtothereportersaSshelef t . | |Thank

your everybody. r l

Severa} volces answered:. | |Thank Is,  Dr.  Adams.. . ' '
\ r l ' t

t r . . . thank you for comi-ng, I r i r '  Adams'

grades have been below normal, ?s you can

iofd Adrianne I s father as she showed him

Adrianne I s
see, rr the nun

the chi ldrs re-

port  card.
Adr iannepeekedfrombehindthecrackofthes} ight ly

opened cloak room door.  several  other k ids were in i l l ing

about,  capt i .ve inside the smal l  room unt i l  the Parent/

Teacher conferences wou}d be over.  Ear l j -er ,  Adr ianne had

exci tedly shown her dad a, .booklet  of  poems, short  stor les '

and drawings that she had createci '

' | I r l ldoanythingtohelpmydaughter, ' 'herfather
said as he studied the report  card careful ly.

, ,Boy, are you ever 1n for i t r "  Jerry whispered to

Adrlanni ]n_n,,  
she said,  easin!1 c loser to the door,  , r

wanna hear! r l
, ,AsyoucanSee'Adr ianne|shighestmarkisaC. in
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reading. And I  was bding kind when I  gave her that . ' r  Ir rWhat can I  do to help?, '  i
f i I r .m afraid i t rs not qui te that  s lmple,  for  she reatr ly]

cannot be helped. rr  
tl ' l fhat?l?t '  her father inter jected loudly.  i lJust  vrhat I

are you saying?r l
r rAdr i -anne has some ser ious problems. Twice this year

she has wet hersel f ,  and three t imes she has just  dashed
out of  c lass for  no reason at  a l l .  Shers incorr lg ib le.
The other chi ldren donrt  act  l ike that . r l

' r I  know she I s had some adjustment problems sj-nce her
mother died, but that  certainly does not make her case
hopeless.  .  .  r ,

r r l ' { r .  Adams, your daughter is mental ly retarded.r l
r r l  donr t  bel ieve i t  !  r l

,  t t l tm sorry,  but  i t rs t rue.  I  know that a parent
never l ikes to hear such things, but the sooner you accept
this s i tuat ion,  the better of f  she wj. l l  be.r l

[How did you arr ive at  th is conclusion, anyway?' l
r rThe chi ldren were glven I .Q. tests.  Adr ianne I  s

score was 75. 90 to 11O is considered to be normal. ' l
| | I refusetobe1ievei t , , .hesaid 'p ickingupthe

chi l< i rs booklet .  i lJust  look at  th i .s. i l  He f l ipped through
the booklet ,  point ing out var ious samples of  Adr ianners
work.  r r l , is ten to th is poem--does this have the marks of  a
chi ld who is mental ly retarded? ListeD.. .

I f lwerearainbow
I would never gl ide s low
I would wrap around the world
In a magic wi ld swir l r l

' 'FactEarefacts. IcanshowyouAdrianne|stest
prof i le i f  you wish."  i

r r l  donrt  want to see any test  scoresrr t  he said be- i
tween gr i t ted teeth.  nI  know Adrianne, and shers a br ight j
l i t t le gir l . r l

The nun shrugged. rrSui t  yoursel f  ,  Mr.  Adams. r l
In the c loak room, Adr ianne turned to Jerry.  r r ls

mental ly--uh--whatchamacall i t  the same as belng a pagan?rl
I t I  th ink l t f  s the sarne as being a dumbbel l r"  Jemy

answerred, snickering. ttHey Tommy, Stster Maryclaire says
Addiers a dumbbel l . r  The two boys laughed.

Adr lanne could hear some of the other k ids snlcker lng
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and laughing at her. She sat down on the f loor, and
started cry ing.

Leila knelt beside Adrianne, and put her arms around
her.  [ I r l l  be your f r lend, Adoie.  Those boys are just
dumb ! They donr t know nuthinr ! r l

Adr ianne pouted determinedly.  t t I - I - I r11 show every-
body! I  wi1l . . . r l

\  \ l  t  /
a\A,
- z=-\ -

-: 
. .a"ttD PSYCHOLOGTST AI{ARDED PULTTZER PRrZE

WASHTNGTON (Upr)-Dr.
Adrianne Adams, Child Psy-
chologlst and author of the
cr i t ical ly acclaimed rrEvery

Chi ld ts an Except ional
Child, I  was awarded the
Pul i . tzer Pr ize for  non-
f ict ion today.

The Puli tzer board Yot-.,
ed unanimously to award the
pr ize to Dr.  Adams for her
book on hopeless chi ldren
who found hope with a l l t t1e
encouragement.

When reached at her
Chicago resi-dence, Dr.  Adams
said,  r r I  rm qui te pleased
that publLshers and readers
see the importance of my
work wi th chi ldren. I t

rr l  wlsh to thank the
board for i ts decj-s lon'  mY
dad who always bel leved in
me when,everyone else
jumped'ship,  a very special
mentor here ln Chicago'  and
last--but not least--mY
special  l l t t le onesr for
they were the ones who act-
ua} ly wrote th is book. r l

Dr.  Adams received her

Ph.D from Johns Hopkins
Universi ty last  year.  Sec-
t lons of  her Ph.D. dis-
sertation appear in her
Pul i tzer Pr ize-winnlng book.

'rI  began my experlment
with my so-caI led hoPeless
children two years ago as
Ph.D. candidate at  HoPkins.r l

rrThe basls of my ex-
periment was quite slmPle:
GLve so-cal led hoPeless
chi ldren. unl imited hope.
I'Iy own hope was that theY
would resPond to constant
encouragement. r l

r r I  got  the idea three
years ago from a wire ser-
vice storY about an elder-
ly school teacher here in
Chicago who taught sPecial-
ed and so-ca11ed incorr i r
g ib le chi ldren-r l

rrAccorcl ing to the storY'
her approach was so unique
that educators and the
courts sent end-of-the-I ine
kids to her;  I  mean these
kids were one steP away from
state hosPitals or ja l l . r l

I tWhen these kids came
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to th is teacher,  she
immediately tore up their
past school  and pol lce re_
cordS because she wanted
everyone to start with a
clean s1ate.  r t

rrI  was so intr igued
by her method that I track-
ed her down, and inter-
vlewed her. Over a period
of a year, f  observed her
methods closely, and f be-

came a bel iever.  r '
r f l  nent j_on her in my

book under aq al ias becatse
she wishes td rema.in anon_
ynous so that she may con_
tinue her work without in_
terrupt iorr .  r l

Dr. Adams cumently re_
sides in Chicago vrhere ine
contlnues to teach and work
with her special  chi ldren.

( jenni fer  brown)
Hoffman prize
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The FrE6b

There was a glr l
who

preferred
to play bal l

wi th
ivy- league

men.
She

ended by
sett ing dorvn

roots
in

a very sandy
1ot.

( . jenni fer  brovrn)

Natrre's Jest

Snrins--
l ikb a f rasi le
paper k i te--

plays
high and free;

but Summer
tenses

i ts taut  l ine;
Autumn

sneaks past,
manlpulat ing

young f lowers
into shr lveled

stems.

(Jenni fer  brown)
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R*r rr Cicad

The sl ippery streets
Shine from the l ights.
Yel low taxis gl lstdn
And sparkle'
l r /h i le cheerY umbrel las
Bump one another.
I t ts raining in the c i tY todaY'
And the-.colors I
Have come out to PlaY. I
Cabs become I
Ll t t le ducks that I
Padd1e among thelr I
part< parents ( dlp lomats I l imousi 'nes ) '
The water and oi l  in Puddles
ir iake splashy colors.
Grape and fushcla.
Gold and skY blue.
The umbrel las 'make
A moving, swlr l lng rainbow..
Not al l  ls  greY and dark. .
Look for the colors.
Sde the br lghtness.
This ls rain--  I
In Chicago. 

\
(e l lzabeth beazley)
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Dlorning

Black clouds racing by
water-soaked steaming concrete

scnds up summer.s smel l .

(andrea davis)

*.'

sun, no shade.
A chi ld reaches for,ocean

Gathers sand.

(ann nol l )

Waking to the sun
the cat stretches

paws and tall

( ann

and yarns
unrlnd.

no11 )

Green beans
' are parked ln clusters

l ike f l re engines.

( J onatherf marmo*ste in )



Sornet lmes there I  s a f ine l ine between l i fe in a carefree
plast ic vacat ion paradise and the search for shel ter  and
*.nonymity among a crowd'

And sometimes you can learn more in a weekend than in al l  I

". ."" 
school days Put together

Selrb WoeL

Therets inmething about the ocean at  n ight.  I t rs not the grey I
stretch of  footpr inted sand that fades into an endless-_hor izon i
r f  churni-ng UfatX water.  I t 's  not  the moonrs s i lver r9l f9gl iont

)n the seais dark waves. f t rs not even the gaudy chaos of  l ight i

and noise emanat ing f rom the crovrded boardwalk.  f  guess youf c j  i
cal l  i t  atmosphere. Thatrs what the Wi ldwood Chamber of  Commer-r

Je and al l  the hotel  owners cal l  i t  in the t ravel  brochures.  i

l .hey show us pictures of  sand, sunshine, and chesty young

models playing vol leybal l  around the hotel  poo1. And they in-

c lude a two-pagq fold-out of  a nondescr ipt  brownish tan room

with inof fensive reproduct ions of  somebooyrs high school  ar t

l inal  f ramed on the wal ls.

They only hire homecoming queens wlth c lear skin and blue eles

to answer the'phones and smi le sweet ly when the5'  hand you the

room key. They paint  a l l  the t r im in soothinqr eYe-Pleasing

shades of  aqua and l ime. And they cal l  th is conglomerat ion of

plast ic sea creatures and decorat ive f ishnett j 'ng--atmosphere'

Now i t  Seems to me that the wor ld must be in pret ty sad

;hape when people start  paying- for  atmosphere. I  hao always

bhought that  atmosphere was something that enveloped certaj-n

exper j -ences of  your l i fe and made them specialr  that  i t  was

something you fel t . I  never real i -zed that i t  was a marketable

commodity wLth a pr ice tag a. t tached. I t  seems sad that people i
. lave to WQrkr and sweat, and toi l  for f i f ty weeks a year just

So they can relax 1n a deck chair  for  a couple hundred hours ' .  I
I t  seems even sadder that they have to pay for a nlacg-t9--1:=ti '
But, I  suppose those hotel owners and boardwalk hawkers 11Y:_ I
)o make a l iving somehow. And as long as folks keep alemandlng' lr

ydu real ly can,t  b lame anyone for sklmmlng a l i t t le p"911t orr l

in" top oi tne supplv. So thev al l  sot together and-bu11l-^-^- l i
themseives an atmbsphere. And everX year hundreds of thousanclgl i
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cf wor ld weary tour ists,  t ravelerrs
to the lanci  of  neon, horseshoe crabs
beer.

cheques i .n han<i,  rnigrate
and two dol lar-a-oott le

' r" i igh school  seniors are no cr l t ferent.  They h,EErd us ourpiece of  paperr  i {€ check the spelr ing,  someDoo} '  cr i .esr ancl
then v;e sturnble over ourserves gett ing lnto camaros and
\rolkswa; lons (crarnneci  rv i th seven to twerve co-ed passengers
anrr  lugi :age) anci  we - 'head for the shore. ,  r t rs gotten to be
such a t radi t ion that al l  of  wi ldwooo sets asioe a month
and cal ls i t  "seni .or  weekr,  then they douc]e t r re i r  orrc lers ofStroh's ancl  b lack T-shir ts.

r i€ i r ,  there , r  \ , jas,  supported soleiy by a boa,rd.walk ra. i . I ,
reasonabry numo fror i r  tequi la sunr ises drunk in a bar noter i_
ous for accePt ing your older brothers expj-red dr i .venrs
r icense as proof of  aqe. Tire ocean breeze was reeking havoc
on rrry shourcier length brown hair ,  t ied into place by a reo
oanoana. Like the " i l -Lustrated man'  t i - re arcade l ig i r , ts pai ,nt_
ecl  movinq mul- t icoLoreci  ref lect ions across my bronzed skir i .
r  ao. iusted the ceramic beaci on the reather strap aForlrrc i  r i ly
neck as r  e lanced into one of  the.  thousands of  boanr.dwa.]_k
rnirrors.  l 'hrough my bloodshot haze r  stuct ied nry ref . l iect , ion,
anc s1orvl1 '  srni led.  r  was happy with what r  saw. r  we,s crad
in the accepted ( i f  not  rnandatory) garb of  the .An].-Amrer ican
oeachfront nare,  r id iculously t ight  Levi fs and a bhack concertT-shi  r t .

r  d i rected my admit teci ly r imited focus back to thetroardwalk crowd. At f i rst ,  a wave of  d isbel ief  shook rny nind
clear.  somewhere, in those f i rst  few seconds of  focusin*g n]athou-qhts,  r  saw i t -  r t  was a blur of  movement,  a etrunni .ng
mass of  noise and color.  people were s l id ing by" veaving into
the seemingry uni form mesh of  the crowd. people uere novi .ng
in waves- of  course, I  knew these were hundreds of  indiv idulalsbut just  for  a moment,  they appeared to be one single ent i tyon a pirgr image to a desired endr only to arr ive and turnoack again.  r t  was truely an ocean of  people,  arrd before Ey
head could.crear completely,  r  thought r  caught a stra 'ge
scenario belng played out. rt  bore a resemblence to a cur.t
worship cereitoriy. It waS a group of peciple, who stood Ln are
9f the.ocean, and they came to bay homaie to l t ,  tc enuLate
tt ln a pathetlc neon caricature. And t i ie .ocean, rol lr.ng to
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itIs.degrfgd endi sto.pperl+,to obser:rel:"1ais- t1.-i.ltut€r-*tfen :'.r I :' ';: i:

slowly , fggeded: into 'i*tself : anr}l ttrrrra&::bd*k: a€tsani 'agt:;E-: '' :; -J "'

couldn'  t  handle the= degrading ramif lcat ions of  th is t ragic . '1" i - )3 i i

social  comment,  so . I  f  i red-up another c igaret t€ ' ,  - ,  . ,  . ,  - .  -
, . f_, ,= * , ;  bg*; l  . i3,{ , . i  
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t' 1
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sl leht ly draplng over her shoulders,  drew taunt on her
g.{a
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r ' /e1I-rounded breasts, then fel l  earthward, barely coverj.ng
her f lattened stomach. she seemed to be at ease wlth her
sensuall ty, and moved with.the graceful street rhythm of a
counter-culture heartbreaker. There was an air about her. r
guess youtd cal l  i t  atmosphere. r ty mind was racing wlth a,
thousand thoughts, some of them respectable, when she abruptly
turned torrards me.

r had init ial ly become aware of her sensuous aura simply
because she stood out in the crowd. But now, as she headed
ln my dLrectlon, the more subtle aspects of her seductlve
charm began- to envelope me. r saw the mlsty blue eyes, the
petlte gol*i f ieck lhain, and, as she drew closer I clught a
trace of pe'rfume that caused me to dra.w up and shift my
stance in a.n uncomfortable expression of weakness. I wondered
l f  she not lced my obvious discomfort  in her presence. r  was
rore than a l l t t le scared, I  real ly didnrt  know how to go
about this. up unti l  now sex had always involved good ord
Lisa, who sat behind me in American Government crass, and the
pathetic l i t t le white trash that shot pinball  in the shopping
nall  arcade. As she hesltated a f 'ew. steps in front of me r
started rehearsdng my responses ohe by one. I was sti l l
attempti.ng to malntain my composure (and f ighting back the
urge to scre€rm .tr rm Yours' or somethlng equally tacky) as r
lnhaled again on my cLgaret te,  which,  I  d iscovered, had gone
out minutes ago. r  hast i ly  f l icked the butt  over the rai l ,
panic belng the better part of discretion, and turned back
lnto her.  r  sav{ my in i t la l  est imate had been wrong. r f  th is
r i t t re nymphette craimed to be older than f i f teen r  was going
to ask for  p i -cture fD. Whi le v is ions of  the lnevi table k iddie
porn jokes and lnnuendos about cradre robbing danced through
ny head, r  then remembered some of the older,  but  far  ugl ier
conquests my roommates had brought back to the hotel room and
r didnrt  feel  so bad. r  arso remembered the twenty-dol lar  bet
re had on the nj-cest looking plck-up, and my confidence surged
Surged, that . ls ,  unt i l  she spoke.

"You got 6rny r ludes for sale?' l

- rrHuh?il I managed to choke out.

'  I tDo you have any qualudes you could sel l  me? Irve been
down thls damn boardwark forty t imes tonlght and r canrt f ind
any. r l

i

I
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Desplte the vrash of  d lsappointment that  echoed through
my mlndr l . . .d ld a qulck mental  inventory of  my stash back |n
the hotel  room. rrYeahrtr  I  answered, lbut  not on me. I f  you

can stand walklng a couple blocks I  th ink I  st l l l  have four
or f ive.  r l

she paused a minute,  consider ing my request.  suddenly
her eyes danced to l i fe and she srni led as she responcied.
t lWhy not? Therers nothi-nf  happening here tonight.  LetrS F,o
get wasted. r l

I  c-guldntt  help smi l lng too. Fine with me, I  thouqhtr  
i

and af te i  congratulat ing myseLf a couple hundred t imes, I  ,
starteci  moving through the hust le of  the boardwalk crowd'
she fol lowed. I  vranted to of fer  my hand and lead, but. . . I

decided against  i t .  We got to the street wl th relat ive ease'

I  looked at  her again.  There are thousands of  g i r ls  that  look

I ike lv i lss America f rom a distance. i jut  she haci  sornething

special .  she may have been youn,q,  but she was one of  the sex-

lest  th lngs I  had seen ln a lonq t i ' rne'

rrWhatts Your name?tr  She askeo'

' rRick. I  I  ventured discreet lY.

i l i { i  Rlck,  I ,m I{el issa. Where yat f rom?rl

' ,Up near Reading, Pennslr lvania. . . l i t t le town cal led i
col leqevi l le. i l  I  s toppe<l speaking for a second, and somewhat i
apofoget ical ly cont inued. lYou probably never heard of  i t . t '

i l I  heard of  Reading,.  I r rn f rorn camcien, Jersey.. .  just  a I
couplar minu' tes f rom Phi l IY.  "

f  rYeah, I  I  ve been there .  "

"wbqtrave you l reen doin ' r  tonight?

rrA 11tt le soclal  dr inking, nothlng intense'

rrYeah, me too, up at  a bar on Grant Street '

€f . l l

i
I
I

I

, l l

I
I

I

The Sundown-l

Tcrrlftci, I thought, that was the bar I got refused
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entrance to because r I  d idnf t  look old enouqh. I

she spoke agai-n.  ryou crown here for  senlor week?rt

I ' jow, r  was aware of  the st igma of  naivete associatedwith the hieh school  senior,  ancl  th is seemed l ike a chal len-qe to me. r  was beginnlng to wish she would shut 
"J " . ,o 

justret  rne look at  her.  r  nei i tateo somewhat,  but  f inar ly manag_ed a quiet  response. 'um hrn.  r  just  graduated last  Fl iday. , '

' rHow long yat down here for? ' l

' rcouple more days. This is the place.,  The hotel ,  iDal l  l ts  prast ic splendor,  towered in f ront  of  us.  Her hairand face seemed somehow older,  a lmost streetwise in theqreen and gold bath of  l ight  f rom the hotel  s lgn.  r t  wasclear she had been in th is s l tuat ion before.  h/e c l imbed thewrought- i ron i rotel  stairs and r  f ished for my key. once in_sider r  gave a s i rent thanks that none of  my rooirmates werethere- r  quickry picked up some of the scattered clothingand threw the bedspread over the'dispraced pi le of  crumpredsheets and folded pi l lows vre cal led a beci .  I  took a ] ,e l lowenvelope of f  my bureau and opened i t .

rrHow many do you want?i l  I  asked.

rrv ihatever you can spare.r l

r  gave her al l  f ive,  knowing that my roommates hadbroueht more in case of  emersencies.  she rookecl  crown. Funny,I knew rvhat vras coming next.

' , I  donrt  have any bucks.n She said quiet ly.

I tYeah, I  f igureci .  r l

l , lo one said anything for a second. Then, she sl ippeoher arms 'around my neckr an. srowly <irew my body cl0ser tohers.  Wheri  she kissed me, f  d j .dnrt  resist ,

.  
r rWaitr t t  I  sald,  breaking away. r l rve gotta,  put  some_thing on the cloor so werre not barged in on.r l

r rSure. . r !  she smi led.  r  pract icalry spr inted to the doo

i

I
I
I

".1
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I  t ied my bandana arounci  the outsic ie door knob. I  lockecl
the cioorr aDd turned back towarcis the beo. She was alreaciy
cl isrobins.  I  k issed her again.

Six a.m. came with l ' rafkr  of l€ of  r : t ' ' '  roornntates,  stu: : rb l inq
throuqh the door.  He, seeinq usr bid a hast3 '  anc apoioruet ic
retreat.  Vie were alone aqain,  a lone anci  a ' r ' , 'ake.

'  rHi ,  r  She -said.  Her hair  noi ' r  sprar, . l leC : lCrcJSs the pi  I lOr. ;
j -n a huncireci  c l i f l 'erent direct ionsr her rnakeun waS sneared
arouno her eyes.

i l i l i .  r l

l r l  iyant to thank yOu for. . . , ,  She be"an, but I  stoppe<i
her.

' i iovr }ong 
^ri  

c]1d you runar';a1,r?rl

t ' . r /hat?

rrC r i ; lon, yout re a runah'a;v.  r '

I tGod, I  hate that  t torc i ' r l

r r i iow Ion!{?t t

She i resi tated. t rAbout three v;eeks 3(o.r l

I t l ihen dic i  the money run outr ' l

"About a week-and-a-hal f  a 'do."

I  reacheci  for  mY wal let .

l l , lo,  donrt .  Pleaser ' r .she said sof t l *v.  ' r l t  would make ne

feel  l ike a whore.r l

I t r l rhatrs not i t  at  a l l r i l  I  protested. [ I  just  want to

make sure you have somethinf ; . . .so you can €3t.r l

She shook her head. rr l  just  wouldnrt  feel  r iqht . r l

f  looked at  her ' lonq and hard.  r rThat dldnrt  seern to

ztt



.  . , ;_ , i . r : : - . .  . r " . ,1)'  ' i .-

matter lapt  n ight. r l
9"i i;o$'q :-g.:;] '-i ltJin T c :t*i -':.i f. '::: r*:ii 'r i:.1:oi .uiorl to-.i Ju.i "l

.  From !!9 immedlacy of her response r 
"d"i ;  

t" ia 'r ; f f i rr  Jr:c

li;"t.ff*'',3l3},yasdifferent.'..,,.1'ooo#',J,j?.d;"fi:ril.t-*,,
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rrGood, then tomo*ow, when ,vr_e leaver_- we I  I l  drop you offthere. rr  "  ?^rgi i jst  i i ! ;  i  uoy sr6 dr iw o-ar

:resd
r .  Tr i  q,r

rrvJhy not?r :

"Becau"e r&,.jFdsgafiBtFftls fOrf #g fiy
nothinr ' -  lef t .  r l

t rSure there is.  r l

; ;c, r  . ; i ( j r . ) r  c .eeei ls l i
i i ' rJ : t  : ,nrJO\.  rarel i r i r icJ. t r j
"  "  i Igs, tuoy iogJotq Srns:
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."rer{  Js bspslg I
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,, r,66Rrh3f;EyT r i d&*IrEr vi$0F r fr€sp sfl$fu gH, 3f ng: ;{fi 
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your head swim. r l
nsc uo1 rrwoJnsl lA n. i  ab;rei . l i  ef loa Jop, i  .>{ool  ygl l , ,
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r r I  can manal l€."

rrBut for  ho\rr  lonq? There are a lot  of  stranqe people

out there.  r l

IYeah, I  think f  met or l€"t

"oh, very funny. Chr i -st ,  I rm not a boy scoutr .  lh is
l 'sn ' t  my good deed ior  the day'  I  have this bad habi t  of

car ins about the qlr ls I  steep iv i th '  I rm-?y"e I r l l - ,grow out

of  i t  eventual ly,  
'but  

for  norv" 'Look'  I  l - ike you'  You

real ize'how dangerous i t  is  out  there?r l

t rSo who are Your rny father?"

i , Ier lssa, crr i lon.  you hear about i t  everyda5' .  Runawayst

hi tchhikers '  - fo. , . t ' l  g i r ts being rapec'  or  murdered" You

canrt  Protect  Yoursel f ' r l

"Obviously you grew up on the I 'backstreetsrr  of  
i

Col leeevi l le. ' l

I  Pi lared at  her '

' |okay,. I takel tback.I |mreal lyf lat teredthatyou
care.r  but . . . r l

'  
| |nothlng coulo be that bad. Why r isk th is much? Tel l

rn€ r vihat I s wrong at home? n

ASsoonaslsaidi t lwishedrhadn|t .Sheobviously
dic in| t rvanttotarxabout i t . Idon|t th inksheevenwant-
€d to retnember l t .  She turned away'  I  put  my arm arounci  her '

u l rm sorryrrr  I  said.  i3ut ,  I  knew Ird lost '  I  decic ied

to s ive i t  one last  t rY'

.1
t ,Heylookr lgotsomefr iendslnAl lentownyoucan

crash rv j . th.  in i rv ' r6 party people,  
"19 

they go! Plgntv of

room.Theycanputyouupfor-amonthorso.I t | l lg ive
}a. t imeto"o* iyoLrrreaa-out. . .Ki , .d" | f indyourSeIf . [

, 'Al lentoWo,t ,shesaldsarcast ical ly, | l thatsoundsl lke'

a



a bamel o{ laughs., '

I t l t rs not too badr ' r  I  smi led,  " I t  oeats the hel l  out  of
Go1leg6vi l le.  "

She thourht for a moment.

rr i l -or ' r  she saic i ,  I I rm gonnar head for F ' lor ida,  I rve never
been there.  r l

I  s iehed at  the fut i l i ty  of  my arquments.  r rAnd therers
nothine I  can salr  to change your minci? ' l

I t l ' lo .  .  .but  thanks. ' l

i lThen do me a favor,  at  least  let  me buy you breakfast . r l

r rSurer ' f  she sni led,  anci  hea<ied for the shower.

; ;e11 I  oou: l - r t  her Dreakfast ,  r . rO af ter  a l i t t le coaxing,
lunch anci  c i inner,  too.  Anci  that  r i i .eht ,  I  gave her a place to
slecp and someone to hold onto.  The next day, as v/e packec
the car,  I  not iceci  her blue eyes t ' rere a I i t t le c louoeci  anci
I  vratcheci  a tear fa l l  on the poivder blue' , i i ldwood sv. 'eatshir t
I  bought her.  She hancied me a fo lded sheet of  hotel  stat ion-
er:r  anci  to ld ne not to reacl  i t  unt i l  I  qot  horne. She huggeci
f f i€r  i< issecl  ;ne roodbye, and pretended not to not ice the money
I s l ipped into her back pocket.  Then, she walked away.

Once she rvas out of  s ight ,  I  opened the let ter .  I t  c i j .d-
nt  real}-rr  sa-v too rnuch, iust  r rgoodbyertr  r r tnanksrrr  and " I
Love you. ' l

v ie l l ,  r {e ;nade i t  hone al l  r ight .  Everybody paid l iark
twenty c io l lars because he picked up a homecoming queen f ' rom
Lancaster,  I '1y parents couldnr i  understanci  holv I  spent three
huncired <iol lars in one vreek. I  started working at  a grocery
store.  I  eot  a let ter  te l l inq me who rny col lege roommate
woulci  be.

Funny, he was from Camden.

I  never saw I ' Ie l issa again.  I3ut ,  in August I  got  a
postcard with a Ft. Lauderdale ea+ccllat ion. The address
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read
And
down
and

simply,  t 'Rick Stevens, Col leqevi l le,  Penns;r1v2i1&-nl
i t  said,  t t l  f inal ly made i t .  I r rn l iv ing wi th a t - jT

here,  yourd l ike hi in,  he's alot  ] ike you. Iake
party on! A11 i iy  Love, i ' le l lssa.

(  tocto c ie l l  )
I{offr 'ran v;inner

Yucen Sabon

Ancient gold ornaments
exhu.ned from Yucatan soil
myster lously I i t ter  the bar
before us
as a drunk and drugged platoon
of hip semi-conclous patrons,
festooned in 21st Century paraphernal ia,
promenade and stumble around.

I  whisper strongly
about eett ing you
into a pleasingly awkward posi t ion
and you say "awkward hel l "
pul l inq me by the hanci
to a secluded corner of  the parking lot
and recl ine agai .nst  an elegant l imosine
whi le l i f t lng your chal l is  party dress
hieh above your th ighs, invi t ing me in.

We bl ister the bumper paint !

(Rno whi-le immersed
ln the conf luence of  our
not 50 yards away,
a Mayan woman yanks life
then dlsappears
lnto the junglers f ierce

love,

fron a weII

ernbrace. )

( f rank fa lcone)
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Columbia Riverbank

l4uddied
shorel ine and r iver f Ioor.
Rocky bottom--hazy and dim
where razor-sharp stones and glass
wait=- i
hidde?t menaces.
Submersed to gnar led bei ly buttons
by winter: lce,  i
now, summer wil lows
sag and srday wtth green.
Pungent air
weighty wet sncl ls
mingled bracken and wi lo th ines.
And the Susquehanna f lows--on and on.

Clgar stubsr glowlng rounds
l ively Ln mouths of  o ld men
who rest  on benches,
Iooking out,  remembering.
Hot days and'old ones--
braced between foldlng
ar ld f lshlne l i .nes.
tgg? teasing freedom in

chairs

cool  wa^ter.
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Whlle the Susquehanna f lows--on and
Summer glves the rrsetr l
younger ones enter on cue
and hand-holding-hand
span the span'
end to end.

on.

Seeinq eyes in the r iver--
seeing r ivers j .n the eyes.
Parked cars and promises,
shared secrets af ter  sunset.
Hardly seen-- the choppy current--
And the Susquehanna f lows-:on and on.

I

Lit t le ones scramble along shore.
Darin.q days--
swinglng vines and Jungle growth
between rai l road tracks and r iverrs edge.
Wading ln shaded shallous__
spawn of  overf low.
Scavenging for lengths
along the l ine
yle1ds"wearied". , , legs,  l i f tecl  hearts
muck'y feet slosh home.
Away from the raclng cument--
While the Susquehanna f lows--on and on.

3:|

i
I

( andrea davis )1



So lt{anlt Thftgs
,  . .  . : r -1. : -1. , '  .  I  .  ' iL r  

"

' " i  " i  
:  : :  : ' '  - " l r ' l l ' :

So many th- ines tg keep l .n qind
Ti{E DETAIL TO tiEivlEiviBER :

Is i t  t ruly that impo.rtant?
TO GO Oi\i AM ON Ahlij OI'j

. l ' iever having a
FREE I.TIiTIUTE

To rel-ax and l lsten
CAPTURING .THE SOUNI/S OF SUIVII"IER

(yvonne hoff)

Sei1gYar

Seeing your I  reqch out. . .
Stopping mYself

Stopping mysel f ,  I  hesl tate. . .
Longlng for You

Longlng . for  Your I  Iove.. .
Grasping hold

Grasptng hold,  I  lose.. .
Control  of

Control  of ,  I  re leas€.. .
.  \ ' i i l l ingness

:; i  l ' l i l l lngne.ssr - I  .negaiD..  o
Seeing you

34
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BisArb--

Kaleidoscope of  man, mingl ing
Cn steaming bl-ocks of  rock,
r ionking yel low streaks
i . ruck the l ights,
lh i le the Student Pr ince
r inks at  i j isco uol ly;
Dante beside Updike,
Racked on the stacks,
And facinq each other.
On the spiral  stair
The nudes anci  cubes,
oel l ies bulqing
Ji th geographical  gouJ-ash,
Streets harbor
l lookers and bookers
As they taunt and hawk --
gands, Bums, tsroadway:

Take a bi te-- i t ts succulent.

(e1len sladfel ter)

- l r -



Dangl ing helplesslv
The shaciows dtsappearing

I{ow, the t ree ls bare.

(yvonne hoff)

Charcoal  c iarkness. . .
.  moonbeams burst out from a clouclj  r l lurnlna;ine rhe night.

( jonathan marmorsteln)

As an antlered deer
brushed. up agalnst a wood stove,caterpl l lar  t lckt lng.- ; ; ; ;a arong i ts sptne. i

( Jonathan marmorsteln )

I ts gr lp
the

is  lax-
f lnal  leaf

autumn has

( Jonathan

has fal len,
explred. .:

Imarmorateln) I
I
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A FffiWtner Sqt of Ttthg

t 'Hey Acjr ienne, coulc i  I  have some more coffee? Anq

1c you hlve anything sweet-- just  a l1t t le sonrething,? You

.ror your cookie . jarr  s ernpty.  I  get  a taste for  sonelhing

sweet once in awhi Ie.  i l  b"umbl lnSl  wi th his shir t  pocket t
: . r :dy snatches at  a crumpled cigaret ter  and Adr lenne, tak-

: .ng her cue, jumps up and retr ieves an ashtray'  f rom the

:op of  the refr igerator.  
o r i  paf .h a \ /ee IEver s ince her motherrs oeath a year ag,or s l le anc

-.ndt 
have been spenci ing more t ime togettrer in th ls k i tcheu'

--c i r lenne, l ike i t  or  not ,  iS f requent ly on the receiv ing
end of  Anclyrs rnonologues. she shakes her head as she pours

:he coffee, highly creamed, into two huge crockery mup-s

anc braces hersel f  f 'or  a torrent of  rnemories.  A comfort-
tng t ra i l  of  steam r ises f rom the cup and momentar i ly
: : ides And5rts face as he clucks o.n ancr on'

Her tongue oarts rapic l ly  back and forth across her
i ront  teeth,  then sucicrenly st i l ls  as her mouth Slants into

a wickecr smirk.  Squint ing at  Andyr P€€rtng stralqht throu,qh

t im, Acir ienne visual izes a younger version of  her father--

constant ly zLgzag.g, lng,  the perpetual  mover,  spreading him-

sel f  between tr iook,  Sam ano Drew, those reclplents of  Andyrs

oasebal l  knoiv-how and endless interest  dur inq the growinq

_ip years.  v, /here are these cousins now?--nowr when he is

: .u i le happy to perch at  her table,  qui te cpntent to preen

:.n the warmth of  th is old weathered room.

' rYour 11 take care of  me r ,vhen Irm oldr "  she remembers

r i tov te l t ing her when she was ten. she raises her eyes
: ' rom the cuprs r i rn and takes in the present picture of

.1ndl l - -o lder and thinner,  smoking too much and rely ing on
,,niehtcaps" for  gett ing to s ieep. Adr ienne recal fs the
-- i rnes,  when aS a chl lc i ,  sherO envieci  her mOtherrs role aS

-rnd}rrs wi fe.  The June thunderstorn crackles fur iously as

.r .dr ienne, tapplng her cup, th lnks about how t ime has a
: iay of  balanclng ineclui t ies.  That for tune cookie proverb

' tBe careful l  what you wlsh for;  you may obtaln l t r r  sums
i ip her s l tuat ion.  Andy is hers at  last .  He breaks the pace

cf his rambl lng lo 'ng enough to s&Yr rrYou know' th is cof feel
e l i t t le too strong.t t  She shrugs her shoulders and responds
;r ' i th the required lUh-huh,tr  p ierc ine the alr  wl th her voice
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so hers certaln that  she I  s rnissing none of  h is wisdom.Andy, weathered and t lme-hardeneo as an ord barn,heaves out wl th hlq crgaret te hack, o" i t t re and r ieep 1n hischest-  Hts long, nlcdt ine-ye11owed r ing.rs scratch his headr;and the frne hair  lef t  to him rs .ccenir lcal ly home_cr ippedr;glv ing i t  the appearance of  being .""" t" . r t ly  on edge andready for the at tack.  He rat t res hls iatse teeth at  thedog an! wal ts for  h ls c lnnamon toast.'  r rGod! I  yas th inklng about ,V-"ni"Xens! Do you remern_ber them, Adr lenne? r iow luout that  l l t t re cock you hand_ralsed! i {umpbacked and lame.r f  Andy,s-wrint<Ied brow showsmeasurg$ del lberat lon.  t f  rhat  b l rd r"r  g"*u--a f ighter.r lAdr lenne gr lns.  r t  was a long t lmb ago. she must havebeen about seven the surnmer he brouqht home a crate off lght lng chickens and proceeded to o,r i ro t ro fenced runs__one on el ther s ide of  the.hunt ing do;; ;  house. 
-coJ,  

no"her mother complarnedt And the ,r r t r"E 
""rgnborhood 

soonwoke reqularly at sunup. Adrienne 
".rn"rb."s 

l t  al l--therusset hen wlth her peeps--and the loner, who for unknownreasons both mother and kin turned agalnst .l rAdr lennQr 
-somet lmes they just  l " - r t  anci  thatrs thatr , ,Andy had respdnded to her angulshed quest lons as herdarched hls lanky body r ight  over top'oi  hers.  wi th hislong-armed reach oversnadowinq ner-iwn, nrs quick f lngershad penetrated the penrs depths and rescued the corneredpeep. Sherd kept on f idget ing wi th the waist  of  her pants;those bought-to-grow-into jeins ,."u--"."11y for a nr.neyear ord; and, Andy had sai there on ner old swing massag_ing that t iny,  st l l r  form with the 

"o""" .  
te*y washcrothsherd brought 

-hlm. 
The peeprs eyes ;- ; ; ;  b loodied and swot lenshut i  he could barely nbro his head up; those adolescentfeathers hefci  Just  begun to sprout were st l f f  wi th b100d,and hls leg was mangled. Anciy kept on ruUOlng gent ly.rrSometi .mes theyr l l  just  turn on one of  their  ov/n,  and oncethe blood gets going i ts smel l  dr ives them crazy.  They,dhave pul led th is guy apar. t  i f  you haEnlt  yerred.,r  As thewashcl0th ferr  away, they'r6 eximined their  pat lent .  Andy

T"t  her 'qaze as sheid stood there,  
"vuJ"opper 

ln hand. , , r
donrt  know; maybe i t r<i  be k inder io i . i -h lm die.  He sure lsslck.  But howrci  you l lke to see i f  hers a f ighter?, ,  she and iAndy had dr lzzled water down the peeprs beak, rubbed hlm isomewhat creaner and bedded hlm obwn' ln an orange 

""" t" . '  
iThe June weather did the rest .  That crate was coff ln-qulet  lfor  a few days; then, shr l r l  chlrps,  growing dalry in sheer
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;ers i .Stence, s ignaleci  the smal l  outcastrs resurrect ion f rom

:l is vroocld-n ionib.  v l ioe:eyed with wonoer,  Adr ienne w'atched
;: im heal  and 'grow ancl  change front wretched to magnif icent ,
arrcoppejranago1d. i 'ntne'sumrnersun. '

wi th a hoot;  enoy or ings ,her b,ack to lhg pfe-s.€r i t .  " t i rat

- i t t le c ievi l  'hacl  the .vrnote yarct  to 
.h imsel f - -coulc i  

sciar-ch t
=:- id pick for  h is oryrt-grubs--=oann Li t t le st , rut  had h1s::  o 'wn ." .  , . . .
:  r ivate run. t '  Anai '  s.uzzles hid cof  fee and ai lov,s the ,  . - : . . .  . ,
: ;stor- : rar l r  . lqopE and crumbs to fa l - l  on the ef i t ty k i tchen
l ioor.  Adr- ie i jne - . f ,eels the .Er i !  

"s 
sne Inoves her rr ic lccasi 'n

:acv.  ancl . . for th ' i in, ier  t l ie tao1e. f  onrni .y,  t - tu{  ten 1 'e3r}  o io,

^nvades t i re ' f 'oc; : t  .aD'J qreets his 1)ai ,  b1, ' .  bestov; inq a knuckl-e-.

: ' ; ' r :  on t l le Dack cf  Anci j '1s i - rea.r  h 'here stra: /_ stuob. le gives

: . re appe: l l lance- Of ' .p infeathers.  i ' l ie basset hound has posi t ior t -

=r nersei i ' ia. t -b1, ; '  
^ ; ,6,  

t "  sc1-o.v ip ' r r  ie i {s,  ant ic ipat ing" -a 
pat

: :  the head. anci . the inevi table scatter ing of  t iuoi ts. .
Andj :  gyes his granOsorr.  t t - io l r  i<no\. /  ivhat? i iow I isten! Cne

-2-{  yor.- ,a ' ,noln ant i 'ne too}< this peeir , ,  except nol  he vras a bi i : .

: :ck bi1.d,  anci  v iq put hi in back in rv i th nis t r rother anc broth-

: : .s.  ano's iFter:s. . . t , ie 'was, the'bcjst  of  the bui-1c4..  Uarnneci  Lf  , - -  , ,
: : .er"  rver9" ' t  q. l i : : igal led ,of  i i r l '1 !ve,n, ,h is 

'marnrny. '  i i .ah! ' . ;  , .OGr
.  r r r  r ion, !yAF,, ibare,r  to q9 i t  a!  {+rq!r ,  afpaig.- , !hqi i '4, .  hgt t  - : , .
- . i : .  a, :ai ,q. ,1- $pdy Eulps hi  q gqf fee ;q. ,nci  4e,pqs.: i tg,  a ,  S\+a' I : ' - ' r l r  "of  i  1, ,1, ,

- :ckv St ' i ike t  reirnnai i ts on the f  1ooF . ,&s ,hlg : : f , } :qi  l1ng, 'hAl lds -  " ' "  ' -
. ;;;h , in.et'+",hiibx t +qrieFpg 

'lg,eti ..nqCri, +,t1 't!"e qap'tqil I s--, - :. :
t : .a i r"and pibps' f ,6r  feet  h iqh up on the tron.q bea;ps.pf ' 'wgod -  ' " .

. , : r ich supports the t r .est le table I  s weig,ht .  '  she mot ions to

-: - rd: t ' ,  wi th a:  lvaYe: oi . ,heq hatrcr ,  and bunts a c igaret f  e '
' ' . , : r ienne, n he '  qr ins,  -burrenCerinq"- the pack 

'  
never or ice

:reaki-rrg the rhythrn of  h is words," . , i i /6t i "st{ i re were sorne trai l - i -

: r .  Toml]ryr  VouI rnoi i  hand-|ed that bi rd;  herd co:ne rqnning'

-  ust  l ike .Four FuPr 'whonev€r ' '  she : iaLie<r l '  i  wor i  "a:1,ot  oC
-atcheS witn tn l t : '6oCk,.rr , -His :dyes:rare c i ieamy; .Andf " is -cauqhC
13 in the long ago; ' ,baeR,r,L, i i th, ' 'h is 'Otdi f f ienOs at  !h€ CO-ck

: i rhts.  Adr ienne"i  ;  g1's. '1 i  ta6iv l ; fegi lng 's '  c ju iverr '  :hate-s t i  th ink^

'oout the qloves, tn*"5te61 'sBurs; : . ' ' ;  ' '  '  .  ' :  ' '  ' '  : ' ; : ' :  : - r  :

Andy stretches far ba.ck: ' in 'h id cf ia i r , - , iq.  q {" t -1. :at tempt
:o ward of f  h is qrancisonrs purfrnel l*r i 'e i  thdn su<fctenly i* leaps

:c hls feet f irst dodging thdn' ' idtusfrfha ff i{r$p!3ir i t . f f i1'b1ows.

-s 
he l i thery bends over to pur l ' ruB;"p11s;:Bf i66 dodk- ' f ' r  A"df lenne

:ot icesAndyIsrawbonedankles,bornandbredfortheSpurs.
:e bcu-Flhe.sr ' ;off; : the:;clnnainon crumbsr; to the dogI s delightr &i ld

nacks out,  r rHel l ,  i t ts  gett ing.  late!  I  got ta get going'  Have
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a few jobs I  want to do down home.i l
Adr ienne stands and fol10vrs him. , ' i - iey daci ,  switchsweaters w111 you. The one yourre wear ing smerls l ike t 'ebarn- iJr in.q i t  up tomorrowr dFlG r  r  r_r  v;ash i t .  Do 

-r 'ou hearme?rr He already 1s far  into the l iv ing roon ano heacing forthe f ront c ioor.  ; racing her baci t  aqainst  t i :e k i tchen arci-r ,she watches him as he confronts l - ier  r i rcthierrs cval  p icture.wi th a c i i iaret te st i r r  dana.r- i ' r ,  f ro i i ,  h is 1ips,  he brei : . t r ies. 'ut  one'  sof t r  " l ,ar 'n.r  The. i ,  rv i th a l l redictabre r . ]u i rk,  i . 'equickly turns and bur ies his c i ;aret te stub 1n her pr izep1ant.
rr I , lL see ) 'ou tomorrow! Gcocnlp. l i t  Adr ienne, r ,  he oel lowsand proc-<iecis to sr-am the oocr]" ; ; ; ; ' 'o , - ,  nr .s heers,  Acr iennecatches f ,he door in mici- f l i r :ht ;  anclr  os Anciy turns s l rarpl l r ,checki . .q out reasons for the fa i lure of  h is thunoerous exl t ,she meets him ut 'g_ for  eye. 'u i r - i  you hear ne, oad? r  saic i  thet) 'our sweater sni le l ls  l ike the barn. . : r inq i t  up tomorrow, andf I  l1 'vash i  t  f6r  I 'ou.  "
' roka; ' rokay. r  hear you.r .  i le l io is his l iead vi torousJ"y , , ipanc ciown; then, he rvhir ls alval  f ron her and struts \ lovrn thewalk.
Acir ie.ne aiosentn: incieci1. , '  retr ieves the stub r . ro i : i  herbe:onia and not i -ces the "pinn,,  ivhen i t  l r i ts  the bottom of-  theemi: ty wastebasket.  Almost instant l l r ,  she senses horv the r l ry-thn:  of  t i - re rain has changeo; i t  is  suddenl i ,  scf t ,  bareJ_yrr teasinq'  the windowpane. Lookin-s oack outside, Adr iennecatches one last  r r l impse of  Ancir , , ' is  ; i i ; i "q shir t ta i l  as heolurs f rom sight.  Sire laue'"s aroud, 

" i r "" .  
of  the June ralnsurroundinq her__warm ano .qood

Sdpd Totrr

So I  not i .ced through the museum caseThe Revorut ionary pistol  barred and roadedReady Just l ike t t - . ,*as-rn"ry years ago.. I  could hear the bang oi-1t , . .  Aolng sf . f .
Thg 

pleadlngs of  y i l ioed 
-solc i iers,And cannons boomlng their narne.

I was there on the batt lef ield
Ducklng behlnd trees f iXe-tne hest__
AII  f rom a t l red,  o ld gun.

(  andrea ciavi  s )

( Jonathan nermorsteln)i
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Wild One
Yearns

But
to soai  Hieh;
a plnched wlng

Impedes her f l lght .

Of c louds
Becauso

Slre cannot forget
The gnarlng pain,

Squeezihg her t lghtly
Llke steel  jaws

With r ig id teeth.

Feroeiously--
She pumps her wings.

Then--
Stops to drlnk,

- t  Seeli ir ig narcosj-s from
But--the grasp remai.ns.. ' .

.  Shc eonsorts wi.th a f lock
Of other Ul ld Ones.

Yet--thclr faces fade
Into a wash of f lames;

And heated claws taunt her
she strays.

a hopeful Letne;\



Perhaps aground--
If a predator

Does not. uoo her
Into hls almrs Path--

She wi l l  heal ;
And then'

A UlId One--
With head thrust forward--

Wi l l  touch clouds,
Only to be bl inded

By the puzzle
That wi l l  surround her.

Yet--
A twlnge ul l l  sometimes

Remlnd her.

her--
c l imb

ennifer brown
Hoffman prlze

And through the haze
She wl1I  meander.

But then--
Without looklne below

She w111 blaze he
Soont

The l l i ld One
Wil l  break away--hlgh.

Hlgh above trer past.



The Trids of fre Trade

'  Crying
on every shoulder
you can f ind:

. md.icara runs
down swol len cheeks
in th in black l ines

;  designed to add
'  d imension

to Despair .

(ann nol l )

Sqneilrherc h l\teu yqk City

[ I  rm lonely
(when shets out of  town)rt
you whlspered
(order lng more dr lnks for  me)i
whi le plped- in music
f i l tered- through the bar
I ike poibon ty ing knots
around my breath.

(ann nol l )  I

tu

!

,/;
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fthBetoe ttoan

The red carpeti-ng is faded and worn. . There is a
trai l  of  d i r t  a long the ais le which leads from the door-
ivay to the bar. I  fol low this path to a wobbly stool and
si t  aown. There ls a whir l ing c loud of  c igaret te smoke
hanging just  below the water-stalned white cei l ing.  On
the wal1 in f ront  of  me, pink lnsulat ion peeks through
cracks in the warped panel lng.  Behind me a dusty iuke-
oox f lashes i ts l lghts invi td-ngly,  but  no one responds.

It is not yet noon and already more than a dozen
ieople are gathered in the dreary l l t t le barroom. Al though
-.any have not worked for over a year '  they st i l l  get  up
r; i th the sun each morning, don their  work c lothes, and come
:ere fa i thful ly as they once went to their  iobs.  But now
:he factor ies s i t  id le.  And here ln th is dark,  d lngy bar,
:he people are id le too.  There is no loud laughter here.
l .c one teases the young barmai4 as she ref i l ls  the pi tchers.

As she wi.pes the bar wi th a towel that  smel ls of
a::.nxonia, I  watch the shiny wet .spot quickly evaporate leav-
:_:g dul l  streaks on the red for:mica. And I  th ink about
. 'a. t ishing hopes--disappear ing dreams. Later,  when I  go

:uts ide, I  look up at  the blazlng yel lovr sun and feel  angry
3t i t  for havlng the nerve to shine so Joyously.

(  c ind] '  sweltzer)

Beneaffr lte Rosebu*r
Petals cur led t ight lY --
The chi ld wonders what a rosebud holds

so preclous.
Peel j -ng the tender,  downy cover lets i

of  p ink,  I
The secret ive f lower s lowly dissolves.
Tiny f i -ngers tear the t iny kernel  apart-
Whatrs in the center?
I'iothing --
And the chi ld s ighs

for the s lowlY wl l t lng Petals '
and the palnful memorY

. of  a once beaut l fu l  creat ion.

(el izabeth beazleY)
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Sonrnnes fp Ghmes

Sometlmes the ghettoes
of our mlnds

are rnore restr ict ing
than the
fal l ing down

structures
that we call

our nelghborhoods.

( t inoa amos)

Tlp Cqrtro[er

Wires gr ippi .ng tubes,
Off, on, volume, underneath

'Patch f i l led wi th snow or
Poli.cemen, Baseball,  and News.
All  eyes look at that patch,
Hand-to-mouth r i tual
Llke Robble Robot
Whi le the brain s leeps.

(e1len gladfel ter)



I

ic ic les c l lnk
Their  s i lver-whi te symphony'

Shrinking from the sun.;

(Jenni fer  brown)

Swift eagle turnlng
Soaring up' gl ldlng --

The mountalns rai t lng .st l I I .

Iced-white-- the Pine tree
AtoP the htI l  roughlY blows

ToY of rtnter wlnd.

(yvonne hoff)

Br l l1 lanc€. .  . f lashlng red
wreath-f louers rule whlters hush world

just above the grave.

(andrea davls)

(andrea davl



A Mcettotg

I  had been putt ing off doing my laundry for too long
and i t  f lnal ly got to me. The snow was st l l l  fa l l ing as
I reached the corner laundromat. I  opened the door and
looked around. The pLace was empty.  My spir i ts l l f ted as I
real ized I  had the pick 'of  the washers.  I  walked over to
one and began to sort out my wash when I heard the door

open.

I turned around and saw a woman bundled in a coat and
scarf. she was dragging a laundry bag through the door.
Gruntlng. and slghingr she pulled the bag over to one of the
washi"ng machines.

[God.. . I  d idnt t  th lnk I td make i t  here.  Al l  that  snow!

Wil l  i t  ever stop? God!r l

I lookedoverather, thenwentbqcktosort ingmy
wash. The woman contlnued to mutter out loud. She kept

Saylng, rrBi} I . . . I  tOId fOt l . . . r r  aS she ShoOk her f lnger at

th;  soi teO clothes. Then sherd shake her head back and
forth so that her grayish hair swept around wlth her. Her

hai.r was shoulder length and l imply hung so that some stray

bangs fel l  into her eyes. Her face was blank except for  the

intense red in her cheeks and on the t lp of  her broad nose'

l ier nose was large and was the most promlnent featurd'bn"
her face. Her mouth was thj .n and whlte 'because she kept

bi t ing her l ips as she spoke. she had taken her heavy black
rrrrap 6ff anC revealed a sl ight f igure. How big she actually

was !{as hard to tel} because she had on several bulky

sweaters. She turned ano stared at me.

| |Do you have any detergent? You see, Bl} I - -he.s my

husband-- forgot to give i t  to me. wel l ,  do you have any?r l

ohpoy,Isaldtomysel . f .Thisone|Sareal loonl I
handed hbr my detergent and she smi led at  me'

'  , tThank Vour honey. So. . .  tel l  f l l€. .  .  what -4Ie you doing

here on a nasty afternoon }lke thls? You snonlerfe hornel

watching T.V. or somethlng.r l

I  explalned to her that  I  hadnrt  done my laundry 1n'

awh!. le.  Sne laughed as l_f  she understood perfect ly.
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rrYeah, sane here. You know, the snow lta,s sutrre something
last  n ight,  wasnrt  i t? I  d ldnrt  know i f  I rd be able to get
out today and I had to! Would you l ike a mint?rl

She held her hand out and showed me three whlte cubes
covered ulth l int and t issue fuzz. Obviously, she had plucked
them out of  one of  Bl1Irs pants pockets.

t lNo. .  .  l l

She threw her head back ln a f i t  of laughter and closed
her hand on the fuzzy mints.

' r I  was just  fool lng wi th ya,  honey, thatrs al l . r l

I stepped away from her
next machinep She was qulet
She uas taking Bi l l rs black
together in the middle. She
top loader and threw i.n some
uere white but were stalned
towels matched and every one
btel .

and moved my laundry down to thet
now and I turned to watch her.
cotton socks and tying bbtnr
then. dropped the soEtcs into the

tovels and sheets. The sheets
with 'dark blotches. None of  the

camied the name of a different

rrEver been here honey?rr she asked me as she held up a
ragged towel that read rrViewtop Motel - Pocono. Pa. t '

r rNo. But I rve been to other places up there.r l

She ignored my answer and held up a belge towel with
blue let ter ing.

t rNow,

t t  for me
811l I  s

th is herefs a favor i te of  Bi l l rs.  He sald he got
one night when he stopped into some motel on Route

a truck dri.ver. Do you know about this one?rr

This towel read rrThe Bal t lmore.r l

l lUm.. .gol f f } r  . , .oo. l l

She shrugged and
nished sortLng her

threw the towel into the machlne. She
laundry into four maehlnes and dropped

slots.  Suddehly,  thb-. foon euas al ive I
hlssing df ' t tre washers. I

r  quarters ' lnto the
th the;banglngrand
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Normal1y, r would have left the laundromat for awhile
to go shopping but the weathg prevented me today. I was
trapped inside thls room with th is woman! I  found a eozy
niche ln a dark corner of the room anci sat down. The woman
had moved to the glass door and was star ing outside. For
the f l rst  t ime, I  not iced she didnrt  have any boots on. Her
shoes were old brack prast lc pumps that needed heers.  Her
thin legs were covered with a torn pair  of  green t lghts.

rrSure is a lot  of  snow. Yep.. . Iook. . . r l

I  swallowed. What does she want me to say? What am I
supposed' to do?

rruh..  .yeah. .  .  s l r f€ is.  r l

f rUhen I  was about f l f teen, I  l lved in Vermont,  in a
place cal led Tyler.  Do you know where Tyler is? Anyway, I
l ived there al l  my l l fe before r  came here.  our winters are
terr ibre there!  Hon.. . let  me tel I  you.. .e ighteen inches
every t ime i t  snowed! Yep.. .anywaf. . . I  met 8i11, my husbarrd,
when I  rdas f i f t 'een. We went to Tyler High School  together
and he used to l ive r ight  next door to me. lvas he something!
He was so tal l  and handsome.. .a} l  the gir ls loved him.
Especlal ly me! Wel l ,  once we had a snowbal l  f ieht  coming
home from school and he threw thls snowball r lght at me. He
hi t  me r ight  here ln the head. r ,  She pointed to the spot wi th
her f inger.  r r r t  h i t  me so hard i t  knocked the senses r ight
out of  me. Bi l l  came over and apologized to me and then he
kissed me. Imagine, hon, he kissed me r ight  there in f ront
of  everyone in the snowlrr  she smi led and turned away from
the door.  Her grey eyes peered at  me. "Right in the s i lowo o o
werl ,  Bi l l  then started to l ike me and r  was marr ied lvhen r
was seventeen. we marr led r ight  on his bir thday and then we
lef t  Tyler.  I  wanted to stay but no.. .Bi l I  moved to th is
place. He said i t  of fered more down here.  yep.. . thatrs what
he sald.  f !

r  fe l t  gui l ty about s i t t ing in the corner so r  started ,
to squlrrn around in my chair .  r  a lso began to feel  that  r  I
grreq somethlng to th ls woman, but r  wasnrt  sure what.  surelyr i
lending her my detergent wasnrt  enough. 

I
I

' rAnyway.. .Bi l l rs f l rst  job was at  the garage on the i
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corner of Eaton and Long. He herped Mr. carlson f ix that I
old prace up t111 it  was shlnlng. And what did al l  that wort l

-get  h im? Nothlng much.. .But he did get to work on lots of  1
ear engines. Yep.. .Bi .11 learned to understand a1l  those
englnes and thlngs. soon, he was helplng out at that pack-
ing house on '46,  making del lver ies and soon he uas dr lv ing
everxrwhere. ts i11f  s been to F10r ida,  Georgia,  I r lary land.. .
a l l  those praces. Everywherel  Hets a great dr iver too.  He
always tel ls me that. ' l

I  swallosed.

r 'Have you ever gone uith him? Anywhere?rl
i

she glared at me and the brlghtness and pri.de reft heri
face.

rr i {or  never. . . r rve got al l  these souvenirs to show you
though from Bi l l rs t r ips i f  you donrt  bel ieve me. Do you
knovr how long werve been together hon? Twenty-one years! ' l

'  A sof t  ser ies of  bel ls rang-because the washers had
just shut off.  For awhile, neither of us spoke and we re-
moved the wet crothes from the washers and put them into
the dryers. r fumbled ln my pocket for some change and r
real ized r  d idnrt  have any. Damn! Now, rrd have to ta lk to
her.

r l t j t l l .  .  .excuse l l l€. .  .  t l

i lThe namers Lor i .  you can cal l  me that.r l

r rO.K. Lor i ,  do you have any change for a dol lar?rt

She shook her head and walked over to my dryers.
Before r  real ized i t ,  she had put some quarters into the
slots o

rrThank your But. . .  r l

r rNever mlnd, honey. Never mind.

The dryers roared ln unison and this t lme, r  declded
to sl t  up closer to the door.  Lor i  was pacing up and down
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the sol id row of  dryersr tapping each one as she went.

f fTuenty. 
"  ;

I  gazed at her and cocked my head.

I I  said r twentyr.  ts i l l  said there must be f l f ty dryers
in th ls place but therers only twenty and I  to ld hlm how ;
would he know anyway because he never comes in here. l , iever.
^vfen.. .BI I I rs a good rnan otherwise. He always br ings me gl f ts;
back f rom every hotel  hers Gver gone to.  You should see some;
of the nlce ash trays these places sel l .  And the soaps -  I
these cuf6 l i t t le square ones and they sel l  towels and sheetd
and other th ings too. l ly  Bi l I  only stays at  the best places,
you know. r l

I  nodded. I wanted to ask her how on earth a truck i
dr iver would get a towel f rom the Poconos, but I  remained ,
s j . lent .  

:

,  "Wfren I was in Tyler, I  wanted to travel al l  over the- i
pLace but now I 'donrt  have to.  When Bi l l  comes homc, he always
tel ls me about his t r ips.  And he tel ls me everythingl  Yfknowr'
thatrs a strange thlng for a man to do these days. Anyway; i
Bi l l  once had an accldent near Raleigh and he was late gett i r tg
his load through. So, he was late coming home too. But he :
to ld me al l  about the accident.  Isnrt  that  somethi-ng?" i  .

I  nodded.

a "Bi I l  and me have been marr ied for  twenty-one
I;already told you that.  Anyway, we donrt  have any
though. We almost did.  But I  lost  i t .  I  to ld b ' i1 l  I
but he kind of walked array without looking back at
happened. He didnrt  ta lk to me for at  least  a week.
the only t ime Bi l l rs ever been mad at  rn€.. . the only

Lor i lmoved from the row of
She walked up the row, opening
up. When she got to the end of
around. Her eyes were wlde.

i lBl I l  hasnrt  been home for three weeks. Three

:
I

years.  Ohr i
k ids :

was sorr]4
me when id

IThatr  s i
t i .me. r l

dryers to the rorv of  washers.
each cover so they aI I  stood
the towr she quickly turned

weeks "r*,1 iAnd I  canrt  imaglne where hers gonet l rm so lonely-  and afraj-r t ! ,
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I  hope he isnrt  hurt  somewhere. Oh, Goci ,  I tc i  just  d ie i f  he
vas hurt somewhere! He just took off for work one day and r
havenrt  heard f rom hlm slnce. And now my moneyrs low and I
oonrt  work and I  donrt  know what to do and thatts why I
donrt  have any cietergent.  And I  just  wanted you to know
;. .8111..he hasnr t  come back yet.  f l

She hung her head down. I  thought she was going to
but she quickly l i f ted i t  back up and cont inued to look
t ie.

rr l ,or i . ,  I 'm sure hers on an extra long haul .  You know,
hers just  maklng a long tr ip.  Thatf  s what i t  must be. i ' iaybe
hers gone cross country and with the weather. . .wel l ,  you
know. i ' iaybe hers been slowed dovrn by the weather.r l

The ser ious look melted from her ashen face.

rrYes! He said that  he might.  get  the urge one day. And
I never knew what he was talk ing about.  But that  must have
been i t !  Yes! A cross country hauL.. . , '

The dryer s ignals went of f  and we besan to unload them.
fe fo lded our laundry in s i lence and as soon as I  was done,
I  turned to Lor i .  She cont inued to work.

rr I  hope ts i l l  comes back soon.t l

The woman looked down at  her fo lded wash anci  s iqhed.

trHe wi l I .  Yes.. . r l

I  pul led my duffel  bag, l i f ted i . t  over my shoulder and
walked out the door.

( . john de mart in i )
Hoffman pr ize
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Dear .Iohn

he rose to the pulpi t
in loose-f i t t ine lace
his just  f i t t ing face
sni l inq wi th a promise
then
he haci  goci  in his pocket

oh no

he was the jester f rom the backl ight
of  a broken wooden staqe
once ef fect inq,  now infect ine
al l  the love he sv/ore to save
such a ravi .nq entertai .nen
such a musical  charade
a pimp, a l impr ano a cr i 'ppled man
with a rock star di-sease
screaming for l i fe
screamina beyond his range

oh no

he needeci  a miracle wr i t ten in blood
but al l  that  he found was broken r l lass
scattered at  the feet of  a c iaunted music ian
who stared remotely at  h is hancis
at  last
causht in the act

oh no

at Last
there was nothing to regret
he had slmply run out of  oreath and folded up
I lke a br ight  yel low beach umbrel la
in a dead heap

( urlan hurnble )
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Alwaye,

I Judge

by his

but

. I

. : . . .

St$4raCrrddesbt{eeded

tho Bun

m1le,

he says

am too much for him -

that he canrt cope

- ut th changlng mers,

so hls str ldent footfal ls

echo stlnglng words,

.. whlle I an left

to lron my tears,

Sol i tary,
I stand in a f1eld
of shri.vel-sul len asphodel
by the moanlng Styx.

The moon sears the meadow
with ice beams,
riming the rock-clogged
f loe wl th s i lver fog,
as the venomous font i
b i l lows narcosis
across scorch-black earth.

The wind bays -
c losing ln-



panther-pawed. .  .
b lowing death at  my feet

Turning,
I am Hera
of the whi te arms,
consecrat ing weddlng vow
and holdlng back
the dark journey
of dissolut lon.

Drying my eyes,
I water the rue by our k
and si t  on the stone
to wai t  for  h is return.

AbruptIy,

he breaks from behind his c loud,

back into my l i fe,

c lasping me with

transient arms,

stroking my doubts wl th words.

rr l  real ly love your baber ' l

he l ies.

And, once again,

I  y ie ld my soul

to th is reckless bed-mate

and hope.. .

( sherrie holt )
Hoffman prlze
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h Q,re"t Of. . .

F-int : in l '  a ' * ;a i  l ,

I  prooe concrete openin- is,

St. iC)<i1 r  : ; reC,: ' ! /  i ' in i rers

into su; ; r : i .e i - ' ,cr tar . .

I ]

1 - . .  ' " ' r  L l .

f ro i i :  an

T fao. '

hol low,

c ], 'Li i i i  L) i :  o i '  C l : l

OF e []  r ir i l  r t

unI  L I  Ied.

(  sherr ie hol t  )
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The Ban€n l.ot

f  am in the barren lot  next  c ioor
Yel l lng into an empty barrel
. l rd l is tenine to ' . . the echoes
Bouncing of f  into the .u" i*  s i lence.
I  am fr ightened
Even the dir ty ol-d man
.Next door isnrt  wat.chlng;
f ! "  ieasg 1 cantt . . r . i ,  n i i l . . .
Shoot: l ' le--  ,  ,  : .
I . iy  soul  can escape -  , l
Thloueh rhe butr l t  nbfe:

1 t:r t'
t  

' . .  I  l "

i : :  i . : ' ; , . ; ,1; ' ,  
- )  , t ,

Donrt  a l t  me horv I  feel ,  '
Because l .know th;  th in;s .  ,  

,  
: .That 

"1"y1 
out of  my mouth

Wil l  be disgust ing,  sCa-ly c. i^eatures,  i

.  . :  , ! id.eous,* s ickenine in;eeis :"  t . .
rn search of sordld l i ibdows

.- Where thay..can tjrebU AnJ-""n"r".'  si rent wniie-dh;- i ;h1 Jr, inJ!l '="'-.
1,"t,, creeping duf*ortbe 

-;;;; "
lv .nen the blaek t imes.come, -  i

, . .1 '  
'  

* t  
d scatter.-4galn at  dawn.

Do please,
. .  

?o. , t  ask me how I  f .ef  . " - '
Some . th lngs are better of f
Lef,t o.lrguching in-*ll-o"iiO""X 

"o"rr"r"li. ' '

' ' : , !  .  
:

, }
, .1

. I  t ' , . } : r .

- r tlr'i
{ . i  , . . .  : :  '1\ .
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The ltlatu

A ciemon
Snakes hls way

Through my heacl;
f woncier
whether

i t rs
aI l

worth
i t .

I  Then--
'  Spr lnq,

Summer,
Autumn,

Anci  Wlnter
pass r

And the denon
Hl.des,

tempt ing me
To shed my guard;

He lashes-9ut r.t  my vulnenabi. l i ty,
v{raps hlmself,' eroundl n3f, psyche,r,

An<l sllthers (bG rny arrl_"
?auslng

At my flnqertl.ps.
I pluck a shlny pcn from lts green rcstlng plrcc.And it  wrl, thes wl.S 1tg oxn l l fc,Scratchtn*i rdl, f l , tg.of paln acros, the pa,ge.I he,t91lsr,l,y Srl, rs ueii-.=yr6.f"

Re*as. crfic.dorrn' ror itrer-yoFld to see.
| (t|nilt,f3G brlqryl
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