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IDR 'IHE W\NT OF A NAIL 

The sun procla:imed its 
presence on the horizon with 
a pink-gold glory that 
belied the oppressing cold 
of the IIDrnill?;. The valley 
nestled, wrapped in its 
frosty blanket of Wl.ite, the 
bare branches of the trees 
swaying in nurrb silence as 
the wind picked up and blew 
the dead leaves into little 
eddies, swirling in a 
strange, erotic dance. 

Suddenly a pile of dead 
leaves near a fallen tree 
erupted-not in accord w:lth 
the wirrl' s fancy. A 
solitary figure burst above 
the leaves, under mich he 
had sought Wl.at wannth could 
be had. He shivered in the 
cold air, until it seemed 
the ragged clothes he -wore 
would shake off. They hung 
in tatters , dirty strips of 
cloth bearing little 
resenhlance to the smart 
gray unifonn he -wore proudly 
into his first battle, a 
long t :i:riE ago. He flapped 
his naked anns about to get 
wann, the long pieces of 
sleeve that had once served 
to cover them mipping 
about, still?;ing his cold 
skin as they lashed at his 
flesh. 

He thrust his hands down 
into the burlap sackcloth 
that served as shoes for his 
feet, in a vain attempt to 
wann them. But his feet 
offered no heat--they ~re 
so nurrb he could hardly feel 
the icy touch of his fingers 
wrapped around his ankles. 
He straightened at that-the 
realization slowly sinking 
into his brain that, sooner 

or later, he was go ill?; to 
freeze to death, arrl there 
was not llllCh he, or a.ey of 
his dead comrades stretched 
out on the battlefield behind 
him, his carm:mding officer, 
or the Wl.ole rag-tag anny of 
the glorious South, could do 
about it. 

Wearily, he clinbed over 
the log that had buffered 
him and his bed of leaves 
against the wind durill?; the 
night, and started in the 
direction he thought the 
rerrnants of his reginent had 
tcken. He didn't realize 
that they ~re all behind 
him, in that shell-tom 
field, in the blood-soaked 
trenches hastily dug for 
defense men they ~re 
attacked.. He dimly 
rerrenbered craw ling over dead 
saldiers to clinb out of one 
of those Open graves, but he 
couldn't re:nerrber lllJCh about 
the Yankee force that had 
quite literally·obliterated 
'them. He knew he needed
help, but he also knew that, 
even if he found anyone, he 
couldn't expect aid fran 
them:-sone ~re -worse off 
than he. He pulled up short, 
daub ling over to ease the 
pain in his chest that had 
lately grown to imibit his 
breathing ani serrl him into 
spasm:; of coughing. He 
fought the stra.q;ling 
tightness, and meezed a few 
t :imes, only semi-conscious of 
the sick. taste of wann iron 
in his IIDuth. He got that 
taste menever he coughed 
now, knew Wl.at it was, and 
tried to ignore it. 

He suddenly felt he was 
missing something, and then 
ra-renDered he had left his 
rifle in the leaves. He 
stunbled back to get it, 
retrieving it fran the still 
wann pile and slinging it 
over his shoulder. He 
ignored the stinging slap of 
cold TIEtal biting through 
the -worn fabric of his 
mifonn, and -wondered Yhy he 
bothered getting it at all. 
The gun was useless-he had 
rm out of ball arrl powder 
long ago. But, he sighed, 
old habits are hard to 
break. 'Sides, it served as 
a good club, and a might 
handy cane ta lean on, and 
ye never could tell if'n 
chance would bring ye on 
sane dead soldier mo still 
got his gun an' powder an' 
sech. 

He anused himself with 
thoughts of days past as he 
trudged rechanicall y along, 
and his half-dead feet 
unconsciously picked up the 
cadence he heard in his mind 
as he ra-renDered the way his 
regiment had marched off to 
war. There hai been joy in 
that march, fierce pride and 
confidence. After all, them 
damn Yanks didn't have any 
idea mat a hornet's nest 
they jest set on; all they 
had up north was city folks 
an' rmaway slaves, and a 
-woodcutter fer a leader. 
The South, ~ had the 
officers , an' the will to 
win, an a caiSe to fight 
fer. We'd serrl them Yanks 
clean into Canada. 

They'd been so sure-so 
sure! The war could only 
last a few weEks at the 
latest-a few weeks! Good 



God! How could they have 

forseen the long struggle 

ahead-how could they have 

allowed themselves to be so 

certain they on1 y supplied 

the anny for a few weeks? 

How could they have been so 

goddanned dumb! 

He had joine<;:l the 

infantry, then. Didn't set 

m.1ch store by horses. 

Ross-soldiers, he 

thought--glory-riders. Had 

to rely on godblamed bosses 

to he any use. Darrm 'em. 

Vhat he -wouldn't give fer 

one o' them right now! 

They larned too late 'bout 

the sin o 1 false pride. 

Pride ain't much, 

really--don't keep ya wann, 

don't keep yer belly full. 

Ar.rrrj cain' t do much on a 

empty belly. Well, the 

Yanks sure filled 'an purty 

soon-yep, full o' lead. 

Yaties surprise"l' ~2-:n, 

alright. They had the guns, 

the powder and balls, the 

food, the clothes, the 

hos ses . An they even turned 

up a good gen 'ral, too. 

God, they 'Went an' had 

ev' rythin. An' they never 

stopped canin'; jest kept a' 

comin' . An' mat do we got 

now to show fer it? A bunch. 

o' starvin' hell-raisers 

fleein' like coons afore the 

hounds. 
He felt the sernation of 

falling, and the sickening 

thud of impact as he 

stumbled and fell to his 

knees . The jarring pain 

intern ified by the cold 

throbbed fran his knees ani 

shins. But his feet were 

serneless. He stared at 

them stupidly, noting how 

m.1ch apart fran his body 

they felt, or didn't feel. 

In a dead panic at the 

growing suspicion in his 

mind, he tore at the old 

twine binding the burlap to 

his feet, heedless to the 

small bloody cuts mich 

fonned on his knuckles, as 

his chapped skin gave way 

nnder flexion. The sight of 

the crystalline, slightly 

bluish skin of his foot 

confinned his suspicions. 

He need not even touch them 

to know that they were hard 

and lifeless. 
He struggled to his 

ice-block feet, taking the 

bur lap and wrapping it 

around his hands. His feet 

were beyond any help the old 

sacs could give. God! he 

thought. Cain 't unnerstand 

haN it kin be so cold--too 

cold fer it to even snow. 

He m::>Ved mechanical! y, not 

really knowing how he placed 

bne foot in front of the 

other. For hours he trudged 

on, vaguely aware of the 

nuni:>nes s creeping up his 

legs or into his hands. He 

was only aware of the aliiDs t 

constant tight pain in his 

chest, and the ragged 

coughs, and the steady taste 

of iron in his muth. He 

didn't even feel the sticky 

trickle of blood traveling 

down his chin fran his lips. 

He was past caring. Finally 

he fell down a steep bank 

that yawned before h:im, 

tumbling down to the very 

edge of the strea:n at its 

base. His gun flew into the 

icy water, ani instinctively 

he reached out to save it. 

Only he sighed men he 

realized that his hands 

-wouldn 1 t react , and his anns 

only raised a leaden weight 

towards the submerged gun. 

It was a quiet, resigned 

sigh, a sigh that said he 

knew mat was caning' and 

was ready to accept it. 

They found h:im there hours 

later, his gun frozen tmder 

the ·ice m ich ha:l been 

steadily enveloping the 

stream's quieter edges. 

They quickly disroounted, 

their horses' breath making 

streams of srooke in the air. 

Two stayed with the horses, 

two ran toward the half-dead 

Confederate. Instinctively, 

they drew their wann blue 

cloaks about them a little 

closer, as they knelt to 

turn h:im over. 

The young Confederate felt 

gentle hands lift his upper 

body and brace it on 

sOIIEone's knee, saw a Yankee 

1 ieutenant bending over h:im, 

a flask of miskey in his 

hand. The lieutenant tried 

to pour sane of the wann 

liquid past the poor man's 

half-frozen lips, but all it 

did was bring on a coughing 

spasm so violent it spewed a 

bloody froth into the 

officer's White handkerchief 

just as it appeared in his 

hand. 
Pity welled in the eyes of 

the lieutenant. Another man 

dying in such a manner. The 

third today. God! They're 

dropping fran exposure 

faster than fran miniballs. 

He could do nothing to ease 

the man's death, for death 

was caning. He knew it as 

well as did the unfortunate 

wretch at his feet. And if 

the cold didn't kill him, 

the consumption in his lnngs 

would. 
The Confederate felt 

death 's steely grip on his 

heart, and he thought, if'n 

only I'd had sOJre boots. He 



remenbered the old saying, 

''For want of the nail , the 
shoe was lost; 
For want of the shoe, the 
horse was lost; 
For want of the horse, the 
rider was lost; 
For want of the rider, the 
army was lost; 
For want of the anny, the 
battle was lost; 
For want of the battle, the 
war was lost; 
All for the want of a nail." 

And the dying mm smiled 
ironically. With his last 
strength he motioned the 
lieutenant closer. 

"Suh," he mispered, and 
the death rattle began to 
sound in his throat, 
"re ... rerrEIIher-lay in a 
store o' nails, afore you 
start a 
war ... re:rerrber ... the ... nails . " 

Then the harsh agoey of 
breathing stopped. The 
lieutenant bowed his head. 
The soldier beside hlin asked 
mat the dea:i man tiEant. 
The lieutenant shrugged 
sadly. "Wish I knew," he 
said. 

Jeanne Wolff 

W:len I first nEt you 
I knew someth~ was there 
But I couldn't touch you. 
If I ha:i the chance 
I'd find out 
W:lat makes TIE love you 
Like I do. 
But you're too distant 
And I can 1 t reach that far. 

Jean Walsh 

THE SEDUCITON 

A window, garnet hued carved it was, 
Where roses mixed with thorns so 
subtlely, 
Came open like a wish most often does, 
To let in moon -words full of phantasy. 

She lingered on a sheltered, silken 
bier, 
In fitful rest required of 
brides-to-be. 
And charmed by -wo:rds she should not want. 
to hear, 
And drawn by thoughts that she had sent 
to flee. 

He offers languid love and golden 
rings, 
With pranises of care fran all that's 
rough. 
But I can conjure up more -wondrous 
things, 
Can What he offers ever be emugh? 

Barbrara Wright 



I've written poems for all I love 
But for you my pen ran dry 
The words just didn't sean to cane 
However hard I'd try 

And now I need to give sane lines 
It seems the t~ is true 
So Frost my frierrl, finally, 
These words are just for you--

We two grew up together 
We've cane a long, long way 
It seems you've learned the ropes fran ne 
But it's I Who's really gained 

You taugpt ne how to win 
You truW1t ne how to lose 
You taugpt ne how to play the garres 
Of people and their noods 

And in our time 
We've learned a lot 
Our degree, of course, fran the school 

of hard knocks! 

We've learned to lock through 
Those masl':-.s in the crowd 
Words speak softly througp smiles 
~ile eyes shout out loud 

So many neanings 
Hide beh irrl a glance 
To Which nost of these 
No one possibly stands .a chance 

And irrleed, in our years 
We've learned to ptm 
The cuts, the cruel, the sneers 
For having won? 

We've seen sane folks cane and gp 
We've seen than hang arotmd 
And througp it all we're grateful 
For dear friends that we have found 

Those short nights in happiness 
Those long nigpts in pain 
Won:iering if we'd be together again 

Forever behind us 
To respect my drea:ns 
Is the family about whcm 
I' 11 always bean 

Your triumphs they shared 
And the tragedies too 
Th.eir determination and 
your heart 
Is mat did carry us 
througp 

My words can never speak 
Of things that bind us 
two 
Th.e IIDl'IEnts are ours only 
The IlEill)ries 
Yours of ne and mine of 
you 

I'm grateful for the 
lessons 
I may have never learned 
I'm grateful for the gold 
For Which my shelves had 
yearned 

The wings of t~'s 
chariots 
Now greet us anns 
asprawled 
But if we choose to rest 
there 
Is our new challenge 
Our· new challenge 
We' 11 gla:lly ford 

Tan Terry 



MORNING LIGHT 

Lying here beside you, 
feeling you so close, 
softly your voice 
speaks, 
words I do not know ... 

When I ask you to. explain 
"guilt" is all that 

you can claim. 
As night fades in, my mind 

confused, and sleep 
is what you have .. to 
do. 

Time goes by and here I am 
watching you in 
dream land. 

As I turn, you awaken with 
no futher explanation. 

Just a hug and then a kiss. 
I never knew it could 
be like this. 

Love caresses through the 
night, all the way 
till morning's light. 

Then the sun began to rise, 
but I did not want to 
open my eyes. 

You 

You 

did not want to leave 
but we both knew it 
just couldn't be. 

kissed me once, then 
you kissed me twice 
and off you drove 
through the ... 
... morning light 

Lugina R. Leto 

The days grow short & nig}:lts grow long 
Now that you've gone avay 
I thoug}:lt that sweet-sung sumrrer song 
Would make you want to stay. 

But songs don't IIEail that much to you 
And nor do I, it seems 
To think your love migpt have been true 
To one--what silly dreams. 

So off you go in sumrrer set 
And, as -we had to part, 
I ask one simple favor, Would 
you leave behirrl my heart? 

Maria Crafa 

The wirrl blows soft and wann down Drearer Street 
Ani children like to play on nigpts like this 
The sweat of friv'lous games and breathless bliss 
Make all their fantasies sean so complete. 
They think, in their illusion, it's a treat 
And never realize the love they miss-
They v.JOUldn 't knOW' the neani~ of a kiss 
For love's the only thing they never neet. 

But life goes on and things just stay the sa:IE 
And dreariE are all they have to keep aret.md 
There's nothing in their face or in their nare 
And to this masquerade their lives are bet.md 
With no one in their -world that they can bl.alre, 
There is no hope to feel love never found. 

Maria Crafa 

YOU 

Yesterday my mind was 
thirki~ of you. 
Today my heart is 
sear<h ~ for you. 
And tonorrow my soul will 
reach for you. 

Daisy Merced 



BEHIND mE SCENES 
(TO DAVE R.) 

As I said, "My Confidant ••. " 
simple and true, 
You rushed in, the knave 
that's all you. 
You sought to make TIE, 

catch TIE undone 
You panpous, enterpris~ 
son-of-a-gun. 

Speaking at length in your 
soliloquy 
You made love to yourself 
so fervently 
W:ly did I try to endure 
your barrage? 
I, the straightman, "tJ:lo 
sa.r through your facade. 

TREASURES 
If you look deep enough 
into crevasses of darkness 
you may find the 
splendor of ruined 
civilizations. 
Just as if you delve 
deep down into my soul, 
You may come away with 
more ancient treasures 
than time has produced. 

Sandy Gees 

But the finale, that was the 
best part. 
It goes witrout saying, you 
were all heart. 
You caught yourself shine in 
my foil, agree? 
Arrl yet, my love, yOu. were 
true love to TIE. 

Gracy Allen 

REF'LEGriONS 

I an staring out my window, 
locking at the darkness 
arriving, 
I knO'W you are staring outside, 
looking at the darkness 
arriving also, 
I can see your reflections .•. 
I an holding you, 
touching you, 
feeling you, 
loving you ••. 
You can see the sane •.• 
We live as two separate people, 
but in our hearts, We live as 
one. 

Cindi Lee Hainley 





1HE WIND 

Sanetimes within the W:lisperi~ wilderness 
VJhere I, by day or nig}:lt may roan, 
I hear the voice of nature calling; 
Luring ne toward a place called home. 
A place that is my very own. 

It W:listles throug}:l the tops of trees 
And warrlers deep within the walls, 
VJhere I can stop and feel the breeze 
VJhile stmlight only creeps arrl crawls; 
Following each of my footfalls. 

Sanet :imes it leaves this place of mine 
And travels over rocks and hills, 
Toward a place untouched by t:ime 
VJhere life, like death, remains so still; 
And it renders just the smallest chill. 

Sandy Gees 

As the wind blows a gust of gloan 
scattered leaves blow wild and stray 
through a door that opens only to doan. 

In the darkness shadows loan 
as linbs of a tree berrl arrl sway 
as the wind blows a gust of gloan. 

A rrurkines s lurks in a desolate roan 
where visions of child v.;ere once in display 
through a door that opens only to doan. 

Laug}:lter is swept awey by broan 
harrlled by t:ime arrl each passing day 
as the wind blows a gust of gloan. 

Death fades TIEIIDries ani colors of bloan 
Life not eternal, time sv.;eeps it away 
throug}:l a door that opens only to doan. 

A flam= burns quickly in a roan 
but as life, it too will be slackened one day 
as the wind blows a gust of gloan 
through a door that opens only to doan. 

Jennifer Kerrigone 



The wild wolves howl with 
evil delight 
As the moon peers through 
the cloud 
On this sinfully silvery 
star-full night 
The beasts begin to crowd. 

They stalk the night on 
silent feet 
Their fangs glisten with 
fearless pride 
In the deepest dark of the 
forest they meet 
Their foe with unbroken 
stride. 

The powerful circle 
surrounds its prey--
One shrill cry, and a howl 
proving might 
Then the demons of darkness 
turn away, 
And slink into the black 
velvet night. 

Maria Crafa 

The musical wind 
howling through barren 
forests; 
Winter's symphony. 

Sandy Gees 

Upon a hidden 
leaf, refects a brilliant 
star of crystal raindrops. 

Sandy Gees 

REPUTATION 

L:ike a waterfall that flows 
into an endless stream, 
It flows forever until forgotten. 
Like an open wound that heals, 
no longer to be seen, 
It scars forever until forgotten. 
The last IlEIIDry of oor souls, 
remembered by those Who cared, 
It lingers forever until forgot ten. 

Denise Kay 



'IHE BIRD KNOW3 

Nav go out to field or pa:rk 
Wonder why birds don 1 t sing in the da:rk, 

Could they be listeni~ to W"lat they don't hear? 
Not to the useless noises of those 
Vbo go to hear their song 

Let, that they may listen to the calm nigpt 
ani sing in the day ,_til we're silent again. 

Kelly Anne O'Lear 

NIG:IT SEA 

Upon the beaCh bei~s stirra:l no nore, 
a vast onyx sky glittered with ligpt 
of the stars it withheld ever so bright. 
As the sea crashed loudly against the 
sh:>re 
the boldest sound was that of the ocean's 
roar. 
Out far at sea there shined a dim light, 
'twas a ship in the distance sailing that 
night, 
Its destiny _a place for a mind to explore. 

As h:>urs passed by the glowing light of 
day broke. 
The sun appeared as a ball of fire in the 
sky. 
Reflect ions on the water, some clouds 
passed by. 
'Ihe water flickera:l with light fran the 
sun that awoke, 
the stars disappearai as the str~er sun 
spoke, 
the day began as the night hours slipped 
by. 

Jennifer Kerrigone 

JEYOND 'lliE DOOR 

No man will ever know 
-mat lies beyorrl the door-
Where will ITo/ spirit go? 

Fran his birth each man shall grow 
only to reach the end of mat 
no man will ever know. 

Satan watches fran below 
ani beckons us to his lair. 
V\here will ITo/ spirit go? 

Each man will choose to follow 
the road that leads him Where ... 
No man will ever know. 

A surer path He has shown 
to those W"lo choose to see. 
Where will my spirit go? 

Eternity is so unsure, th:>u~ ... 
no man will ever know-
Where will my spirit go? 

Denise Chouinard 

ffiNFLICI' 

A play's reason for survival 
binds rre in unmistaken confusion. 
A nOITel 's plot Which lives on 
stops ITo/ flowing blood. 
'Ihe jigsaw puzzle of life 
scatters in ITo/ mind, 
losi~ pieces, 
torrrenting and tantalizing n:e 
all at once. 

Denise Kay 



THE DJIEMM..\ 

~rlin, of Arthurian legem, was enchanted c:May 
fran his service to the king by a lake nymph. 
It is said that although Merlin often wanted to 
leave her, he was compelled to stay. 

I have tossed arrl the lagoon has 'WOn, 
Stay here, for I know such lots of stories, 
But a choice was made not to be undone. 

Yet one can see it nust be all or none, 
Only fools make do with lesser glories, 
I have tossed and the lagoon has 'WOn. 

With blue green nevenoores that haze the sun 
She '11 keep TIE fran my vow to serve on juries. 
But a choice was made not to be undone. 

I often wish that my soul fran her could run, 
Yet fairy rings tie fate to water lorries. 
I have tossed and the lagoon has 'WOn. 

Confusion, good and evil blerrl to one, 
Ani life is lulled to sleep by chanted stories, 
But a choice was made not to be undone. 

All merrnry fades to a nruddy dun, 
But her TIUse song no longer tells my sorries, 
I have tossed and the lagoon has 'WOn, 
And a choice was made not to be undone. 

Barbara Wright 

THE GREEN HOLLY MAN 

While Hollyman upon the 
night did gaze, 
With hopeless heart and 
puzzled look, 
Eyes caught by a moon kissed 
fairie brook, 
Will they recall the eons of 
enchanted days, 
When elves were ~ersed in 
druid ways, 
And my moss arms embraced an 
oaken nook, 
While flocks of fairie lords 
there took, 
To play liege lords to 
wondrous fays, 

The Light Lord battles me 
for thee a dawn, 
Will he replace us with a 
better plan, 
And throw earth's dust upon 
us, but not morn, 
As down we fall accepting 
Heaven's ban, 
To meet our destiny and not 
to feel forlorn, 
Were we not meant to be 
inferior to man? 

Barbara Wright 



TWISTED WOMB 
Where madness finds a breeding place 
The lonely heart becanes the nest. 
It etches lines upon the face 
The scrldened soul it does infest. 
Escape fran truth becanes the road 
That's traveled by her fright' n:ing mind 
:No longer can ·the truth be told 
'Ibis seems to be the tell-tale sign. 
1he ev-ening's spent in schizoid plans 
Where others back CMa.y with fear. 
'Ihey gaze upon the trem'bl:ing harrls 
Recalling visions of last year. 
1he seeds of mcrlness have been sown, 
Throughout the years its roots have grawn. 

Eve Froede 
CIIESHIRE 

Peppennint stick ice crean Cheshire grins 
wide 
as he sits perched upon a cloud in a 
sapphire sky. 
He gazes at a blaze of sunrise and a 
paper IIOOn that wn 1 t hide. 
He purrs sedately as he passes the time 
by. 

Cheshire rises and prowls through the 
skies. 
He pounces on clouds and peers through 
IIOOn beams. 
He follows shooting stars with his sharp 
emerald eyes. 
He 1 s a ruler of the sky in a vast world 
of dreams. 

J ermifer Kerrigone 

At times I think I'd like to go walking in 
the night 
And although sanetimes I th:irk I "WOUld, 
I never think I really should 
And ev-en ~en I actually might 
I feel the slightest twinge of fright
And then to do the thing I could 
To walk alone through lonely wood 
Seans nore delusion than delight. 

But this is how it is with dreams 
And fantasies as such 
And 'though I note in noonray gleams 
Midnight's softest touch 
Still nothing's how it really seems 
And it doesn 1 t matter lDJCh. 

Maria Crafa 



CAT QUEEN 

Still she slept a contemplative sleep, 
On a hearthrug wanned by firelight 
While flocks of feathered jeNels did 
heap 
Themselves into a pie crust ligpt. 
Fran Ceylon came citron colored 
nig}:ltingales 
With silken notes to serve as ember 
spices 
While Su:natra sent the phoenix with a 
sapphire tail 
To be reborn in never ending slices. 
The Cat Queen slowly stirred herself 
to give a sleepy frown, 
Should she eat this glowing delicacy 
or -wear it as a crown? 

Barbara Wright 

Stephanie Siegel 
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A <DWBOY' S PRAYER 

Caint say I'm much good at prayin' Lord, 
cause I'm not. 
Gosspil singing and church swinging 
ain't my kinda spot. 
I just like it up here Lord, on these 
prairies vast, 
Where the nights are short and the days 
forever last. 
The spring smells of sagebrush and the 
winters are harsh with cold, 
But this old cowboy heart o' mine will 

·beat till it's too old. 
I'm just an ol' cowpoke and this old 
bronc ain't never done TIE wrong. 
So Lord, like I say, I ain't much good 
at prayin' but I'll sit here and s~ ya 
a song. 
Let the prairie grass keep on flowing 
and the cool winds blowing. 
Take good care of these cattle here-
I reckon I love nothin' nnre than these 
ol' steer. 
I sing to you and the big red sky to 
bring .the chilling rain. 
It's the on1 y thing that keeps the 
grass flowing, these cattle goin' 
and TIE still sane. 

Dam. Evans 



'ffiE OLD FAMILIAR EDIO 

I hear the old familiar echo 
singing low its sad refrain, 
Of wars that IlllSt divide the people 
and parted lovers vbo wait in vain. 

I hear amid the walls and ruins 

echoes of a similar day; 
Now erected frozen memories 
Of people vbo have died in pain. 

I hear the echo loud and long, 
Its rressage that I cannot bear 

Will never turn to sweeter·song, 

As long as echoes linger there. 

Sandy Gees 

\ 



THE lOTH .ANN.JAL ABBERI'ON 
SPRil'G BAIL 

Abberton was small, only 
316 people lived within her 
city limits. Everyone knew 
their neighbors and their 
neighbors 1 business. .And 
everyone knew Mrs. Heppler 
was crazy. 

She was born Maggie Dean. 
During 'the First World War, 
she had been the Abberton 
town clerk. In 1926, Wl.en 
she was thirty years old, 
Maggie married Walter 
Heppler, an e.x:-marine and 
pranising yatmg lawyer. 
Within ten years, Walter was 
dead. He was stricken with 
a heart attack Wl.ile 
carrying home some logs for 
fireliiUod. Maggie never 
quite recOV'ered fran tre 
blow. 

Ellen Courter pulled her 
station wagon up under the 
mailbox and pulled out the 
mail. There was a Xeroxed 
letter fran the democratic 
candidate for Mayor, a 
grocery store circular, a 
few bills, and a pink, 
scented letter. Ellen 
stared at the letter' mich 
hai no return aidres s and 
opened it carefully with her 
thumbnail. 

"An invitation?" she 
munb led. The delicate 
piece of onion skin paper 
read: 

You are cordially invited 
to the lOthAnnual 
Abberton Spring Ball 

May 19, 1979 
place: Heppler House 

3:30 
RSVP Mrs. Maggie Heppler 

She rubbed the invitation on 
her chin. 

"Maggie Heppler," she 
thought, 1 'Oh yeah, I know. 
She's tre crazy old lady with 
the teal blue gown." 

Ellen had just IIDV'ed to 
Abberton. She was the 
seamstress for the Marks and 
Daily Dry Cleaners, and Mrs. 
Heppler had recently brought 
in a long, ornate gown for dry 
cleaning and repair. Ellen 
hardly knew the woman. 

"She' s crazy, that old lady 
Heppler/' Janice Chackett told 
Ellen as they walked through 
the town park. "That mole 
Spring Ball thing is just 
another one of her senile 
hallucinations. You know, sre 
even told the police that the 
football players play ball on 
her 1~ at midnight!" 

"If it 1 s her :imagination," 
she said, 1 'why does she send 
out printed invitations?" 

Janice laughed, 1 'Part of her 
fantasy I guess. She serrls 
one out to anybody who ever 
said boo to her. 11 

They walked to a man selling 
ices and bought two, a lemon 
ice for Janice and a 
chocolate for Ellen. They sat 
on a long peeling wooden bench 
to eat. 

"You're not actually going 
to go, are you?" 

"Well, I don't know. She 
must invite a lot of people. 
I can just :imagine her 
standing in her foyer and 
"Wearing that ancient gown of 
hers. She waits for hours and 
no one ever canes . That' s sad 
really--! should go. Anyway, I 
already wrote back saying that 
I would. 11 

Janice screwed up her face 
in distaste. 11Have flm," She 
said; "I'm certainly not going 
to sperrl my day with any 

senile old lady. It's bad 
enough I have to visit my 
llDther-in-law this "Week. 1' 

Ellen giggled. 
Ellen walked slowly up the 

steps of Heppler House. She 
smoothed tre folds of her 
rose patterned chiffon dress 
and pushed the little 
doorbell. There was no 
answer so she pushed again, 
to make sure that Mrs. 
Heppler had beard. 

The door opened. Maggie 
Heppler stood in the hall 
and smiled gently at Ellen. 

"Come in Miss Courter," 
she said. Ellen stepped into 
the rouse and looked at Mrs 0 

Hepppler. 
1 'Thank you for inviting me 

Mrs. Heppler. 11 

Maggie was "Wearing her 
blue gown. Her hair was 
piled on top of her bead in 
a fluffy, silver bouffant. 
For a wanan of eighty-three 
she had retained a great 
deal of the charm and fine 
features she once had as a 
gir 1. Maggie held out a 
small, fine boned hand to 
direct Ellen into the 
parlor. 

The roan was bad 1 y in need 
of repair. The wall paper was 
torn, the furniture was 
broken and the carpet was 
threadbare in places . Ellen 
noticed the condition of the 
mole house' mich was 
exactly like the parlor, 
but she also noticed the 
trouble Mrs. Heppler had 
gone through for the ball. 
Every room was br:inming with 
flowers: nasturt iu:ns , 
marigolds, and daisies that 
Maggie had grown herself. 
They were in bowls, 
vases, jars, dishes, 
anything Maggie could fit 
them in and their new 
blossans spread color and 



scent of spring througlnut 
the entire building. And, 
altlnugh the muse needed 
fixing, it was absolutely 
clean. There was no dust or 
gr:ime and the windows 
gleamed. 

''What a beautiful hane. 1' 

Ellen said to Maggie, "All 
these flowers smell so good. '' 

Maggie smiled' I 
1Ch' it I S 

nothing really, when you have 
a Spring Ball, you must have 
flowers--I've done this every 
year you know, for ten years 
now; this is the lOth annual 
Ball." 

"I know and I'm glad you 
invited me." 

Maggie rose to her feet. 
"Cane with me and we can get 
scmething to eat-I've made 
scme very good things." 

Ellen followed Maggie to 
the table. 0:1 a fine, lace 
cloth Maggie laid out 
homema:le sugar cookies , two 
chocolate cupcakes, little 
clover shaped san:lwiches , 
and radish roses on lettuce. 

"Sit down and have 
scmething," Maggie said, 
pulling out Ellen's chair. 

Ellen took a radish rose. 
'"Th.ank you, Mrs. Heppler." 
She searched for conversation 
because Mrs. Heppler was just 
sitting there, quietly 
watching Elen eat. 

"Will there be other guests 
Mrs . Heppler?'' she asked. 

Maggie looked down, "No 
Miss Courter. To tell the 
truth you're the only person 
"~Aha has ever cane to my ball. 
I was afraid to tell you so. 
I tlnught you might leave, 
but you won't will you?" 

"Ch of course I won't 
leave, I'm enjoying myself." 
Ellen saw an old record 
player on a shelf over 
Maggie's shoulder and pointed 
to it. 

"Would you like to dance?" 
she asked. The rrusic was 
Dixieland, but tre two of 
them danced slowly. 

"My husband, Walter loved 
to dance," Maggie said. 

''Do you mind if I ask lnw 
your husband died?'' 

Maggie put the needle back 
to the beginning of the 
record so that tre rrusic 
would not end. 

"No.," she said. "He died 
of a heart attack around 
Christmas in 1936 . That' s 
why I hate winter; it's so 
cold an:l lonely. But I love 
spring; it's the end of the 
winter, so I celebrate it . " 

Ellen smiled and nodded 
her head. 

Maggie cant inued, "You 
know I have such few 
friends. I try to talk to 
children, but they only call 
me names. The older boys 
throw rocks at my window 
and one night, one threw a 
football into my garden and 
ruined my gladiolas ." 

Maggie's voice was angry. 
Ellen took ter hands. · 

''Mrs. Heppler,'' she said, 
"it's spring, time to 
celebrate, not to VJOrry 
about things that are aver 
and done with." 

Ellen handed Maggie a 
chocolate cupcake and took 
one for herself. She chewe:l 
off all the frosting. Maggie 
almost dropped rer cupcake 
on the floor, but Ellen 
caught it before it fell. 

"Here," she said, handing 
it back. "You have a little 
helping hand now.'' 

11I do have a good frien:l 
then?" 

"You do and so do I." 
Maggie chewed the 

chocolate off, just as Ellen 

had. 
"Happy spring, Mrs . 

Heppler," said Ellen, _and 
she put another recm:d 
on. 

"Thank you, Miss Courter 
and happy spring to you 
too. Shall we dance, and 
this time a bit faster?" 

''Of course. Yes,'' Ellen 
said, and she spun arourrl 
the rocm, her dress flying 
outwards into a red dotted 
bell-shape, blending with 
the flowers in the roan. 

Rachel McNally 



PSYaiOPA1HETIC 

On the loose 
and keeping low, 
they track rtE down 
to lock Ire up, 
as I am bound 
to do them hann. 
Beyond their deep, 
accusing stares, 
I probe their eyes 
and see their fear, 
of this poor, 
hannles s soul. 
How reassuring to know 
that though 
I an cornered by their forces, 
I have only 
to cry out 
to feel their 
retreat. 

Sandy Gees 



We wandered through the rain 'WOrn graves 
mile the birds still chirped aloud, 

And we 'WOndered about all mo gave 
and mat they ever fOtiD.d, 

In the eyes of those mo tock so IIl.lCh 

and never stopped to smile, 
In the ones we wish could only touch 

things sweet instead of vile. 

Brenda Eosold 

Man has becane a pitiful sight 
Cringed in fear of a laughless lie 
He errllessly waits for the close of the night. 

With minimal power and diminishing mi~t 

He heaves his heavy chest with a sigh 
Man has become a pitiful sight. 

Waitiqs for a sign he will know is right 
And attempting things he should never try 
He endlessly waits for the close of the night. 

He thinks of a past, a flickering li~t 
And hopes the thou~t will pass h:im by-

Man has become a pitiful sig)J.t. 

He greets each nnming 's breck with a tranb ling 
fright 
And watching the swollen sun clinh high 
He endlessly waits for the close of the night. 

With hidden tears fran lids shut tight 

He releases all hope except to die. 
Man has becane a pitiful sight. 
He endlessly waits for the close of the night. 

Maria Crafa 





EBB OF LIFE 

The shadow swells, engulfing like the tide 
Destruct ion flows within your lonely soul. 
Here teardrops rise like hurricanes insides 
Arrl darkness lives in eyes now black as coal. 
Oppressive solitude may now prevail-
You taste the death of one who gave you life. 
It makes you pray it was your heart that failed 
Perhaps then you would feel sane peace, not 
strife. 
One day your time will cane to pass away 
And you will firrl that others feel like you. 
Do keep in mind what tmthers always say 
11Forever Son, I'll always love you too. 11 

No longer can he take this emptiness, 
The razor plunges deeply in his wrist . 

THE ACTOR 

Eve Froede 
You have read the lines and played your part 
A better man they could never find, 
To pour from out of his lonely heart 
Emotions of the saddest kind. 

Now old and wrinkled beyond repair 
You can give them youth no more, 
So they sit with wise and pitying stares 
To watch you make your final fall. 

But among the old familiar sights 
You stand upon the barren stage, 
And fading with the ghostly lights 
You read your script in bitter rage. 

ANYTHING nUT THAT 

Her head is big, her neck is short, but that doesn't 
matter to me, she jumps real to win the class, and 
does it quietly. 

She hacks slow with her 1ead held proud, ears pricked 
forward to hear the crowd. 
They all line up in the center of the ring, for the 
judges decision, will it be "anything?" 

My number is called I feel real proud~ my short, 
fat mare walks ahead of the crowd. 
Big Pretty thoroughbreds were in the class, but she 
came in first in spite of no chance. 

A model pony she could never be, but her performance 
stands out for she wins for me. 

I said she•s not pretty, she's short and fat, but 
everyone knows her as .. Anything But Thattt. 

Cindy L. Spiropoulos 

Sandy Gees 







ENDLESS ETERNITY 

The past is gone 
as the dreams fade rapidly. 
The future is our dream 
too far in the distance for us to see. 
There is only now 
which seems like an endless 
eternity. 

Denise Kay 

IF W2 CAN HOLD ON THROUGH THE NIGHT 

If we can hold on through the night 
And watch it shine above this place, 
Then we will see the morning light. 

Too many men have lost the fight 
Who wished for life that they might face 
If we can hold on through the night. 

If hope can overcome the fright 
Or stop its never ending chase, 
Then we will see the morning light. 

We '11 view the star; so clear and bright 
While it goes round the earth in haste, 
If we can hold on through the night. 

We pray upon a star in sight 
To wake us from this nightmare case, 
Then we will see the morning light. 

An army in its hurried flight 
Has cleared the world of half its race. 
If we can hold on through the night 
Then we will see the morning light. 

Sandy Gees 



LOVE SONNET 

Among the green and quiet hills of dawn, 
Where echoes of the past can make me shiver, 
And through the trees the leaves of light do quiver, 
I listen to the earth's sweet solitary song. 
A song as crisp as raindrops • and as long, 
Which gently fall into the peaceful river, 
Showering the earth to slowly make her flower, 
Then leaving all of life alone and strong. 
But Who was I among this second blooming? 
That I felt within my heart a greater need, 
To witness all of nature through its turning 
Of the landscape into beauty from the seed. 
A lover of the world with wistful yearnings, 
To view the transformation of the deed. 

Sandy Gees 
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