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.. ,+ .... ,.,.... ..... Eve 

At Autumn's end 
Halos of gold and copper 
Crimson blaze, 
Reflected their glory 
From the carpeted 
Forest floor. 

Clever minds chase 
Furious fountains 
Of restless color, 
Cascading in endless circles 
In a tuneless dance 
Around our feet. 

Overarching steady sentinels 
In spreading tint of 
Pink to purple, 
Bow and wave 
In blissful panorama 
Swathed in clarion light. 

Lawanda A. Lee Gorrell 
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Amidst th~ Children 

Amidst the children's squeals and screams, 
The grapetrees' breeze 
Seized my lonely hea~ 
And allowed me to dream 
Of our promised start 
Amidst the children. 

Sue Ann Jones 
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K<:llll"'/hUl. Void 

There has always been a void in my life. 
It stems from childhood and I caii it
the BARBIE VOID, all in capitals 
because it's traumatic. 
When I was little I never had 
a Barbie. Barbies don't 
enhance the self-images of young girls, 
that's what my mom said. 
My father said he didn't see the harm in them, 
but it was just as well, 
Barbie was expensive. 
(My mother called him 
a sexist pig.) 
My mom said Barbie was a sex-object, 
but I just wanted to comb her 
hair and take her to a tea party. 
I didn't even know what a sex-object was. 
And in between my computer literacy classes, 
clog dancing lessons, math enrichment courses, 
educational television viewing, 
flash card drills, and read-alouds at 
the library, there was an emptiness. Everyone 
else had Barbies. Everyone. 
At clog dancing Desi Rae Ethridge had 
a Barbie that wore a puffy square dancing dress, 
one her grandma had made. 
In the first grade Scarlet Marshall 
had 29 Barbies. She was the president of the Barbie Club. 
I wasn't in it, because I didn't have a Barbie. I was the only one. 
That hurt. 
When I turned eight my 
favorite aunt gave me a Barbie. My mom 
took it back to the store and 
bought me a calculator. 
Everyone had Barbie birthday parties, 
but mine were in solid colors. 
I whined for Barbies, but Mom said 
she was sure that Betty Friedan wouldn't 
buy her daughter a Barbie. ''Who the heck 
is Betty FriedanT' I asked. 
She showed me a picture, 
Betty Friedan is ugly. 
When I told my mother she said that 
was the Barbie influence, exclaiming, 
"Julia, Ms. Friedan is brilliant!" 
I did have baby dolls that wore 



overalls, and I was their liberated mother. 
A working mother. See? 
If I had Barbies they'd have gone to the moon. 
Only they wouldn't have worn overalls. 
Barbie doesn't wear overalls. Good. 
I hate overalls. 

When I was in the sixth grade 
playing with Barbies stopped, 
and my fellow females flung themselves 
shamelessly into chasing boys. 
An activity I didn't join in, almost 
positively because I wasn't able to practice 
on Barbie and Ken. 
Slowly childhood wounds 
began to recede, and disappeared. 
Only now I find that it is 
back, my lack of Barbie dolls 
clamping shut my literary future. 
And when I didn't know what the word orgy 
meant in the ninth grade, 
and made a fool out of myself by 
asking the 72-year-old librarian, 
I thought I'd simply led a sheltered life. 
Now I realize it was because I didn't have 
Barbies to play weird games with late 
at night. 
I feel deprived, 
my wounds will never heal. 
All the aggressions inside could have 
escaped if I'd had a few plastic 
dolls to mutilate in my non-violent 
home. All the jokes I didn't get, 
the normal emotional activity everyone else shared, 
my lack of feeling, my inabiiityto bat my eyelashes 
and flirt, my never "going out" 
because my enhanced self-image was seeking 
a deeper and more meaningful relationship
all the pain! It wouldn't have been if 
I'd had only one Barbie to tear apart 
and play hair-dresser with, 
and maybe a Ken so I could explore 
the sinful side of society, 
I could have been in the Barbie Club. 
Now I feel deeply the BARBIE VOID. 
It hurts. 

Julia Kimball 



Barbie Legacy 

You sit on my shelf, 
in a pink tutu 
and painted on stockings. 
You came as a gag gift 
when I was sixteen. 
You were my first. 
My First Barbie. 
When I unwrapped you 
I was beyond dolls, 
so I haven't moved you 
or undone your sleek, 
blond upsweep. 
I thought there was a void, 
I called it the Barbie void. 
But I was wrong. 
It isn't a void, 
it is a legacy, 
one that was not missing 
from my life; 
I wasn't free of holding 
what you represented inside my chest. 
Not having you to play with 
didn't improve my 
self-image 
or keep me safe from a violation 
that is men 
(and women, and human), 
that comes from the vulnerability 
of having shape 
encased in stockings, 
and it didn't break the silence 
imposed by your 
never-parted lips. 
I never attempted to be you. 
I couldn't, 
my thick, wavy hair can 
never make a silky 
upsweep, 
but then you became 
politically correct 
to suit the times, 
and you are Slavic, 
and Asian, 
and African-American, 
so if I had the opportunity to 
I could have tried to resemble 



one of your cousins. 
But I acquired unrealistic expectations, 
anyway, even without 
you and your dream house, 
I felt the lack of control 
and the impossible perfection 
that you embodied, 
joining a million other girls 
who are attempting to articulate 
what is behind your vacant expression 
although words are not available. 
Joining them in starving 
and gagging 
in a peaceful protest 
against somethiD:g intangible. 
Joining all of the 
young, female Gandhi's 
who are on hunger strikes 
labeled "Eating Disorders," 
on journeys for visions 
labeled "Substance Abuse," 
on a quest to please, 
and secure a station 
in a society where they're lost 
a search that is 
labeled "Promiscuity." 

this aberration 
due to the relationship 

·with the mother, 
self-loathing, 
and your influence, 
sad and painful, 

treatable; 
curable by modern medicine 
and psychology. 
I was never as backwards 
as you are either. 
Your relationship with Ken 
based on outward appearances 
and status 
never invaded my pursuit 
of an intellectual contemporary 
for a partner, 
I spoke a language 
different than my girlfriends, 
your followers, 
who played with you for hours 
and hoped to find a "hunk" 
like yours. 
Somehow my search 
didn't work better than theirs; 



positive connection 
based on mutual respect and 
understanding 
didn't happen 
on either end. 
When I was sixteen 
I resented your absence from 
my life, 
I said it left a void. 
There is a void 
but you didn't leave 
You are a part of it, 
and have been forever, 
even before I had you 
sitting on my bookshelf 
as dusty as Betty Friedan's biography. 
My enhanced self-image 
is not enhanced, 
I have no more illusions of moral superiority. 
I am one of you, 
one ofthe masses; 
female, 
and struggling, 
in limbo. 
We are embodied by you 
and our thoqghts are 
under your upsweep, 
our battle-cries span generations 
loudly behind your 
never-parting plastic smile. 
We all hold it 
even ifwe'v~ never held you. 
It's part of us 
it is timeless, 
it is the Barbie Legacy, 
and it hurts. 







They both had the most beautiful brown eyes. The oldest's were the color of a gold 

nugget that shimmers in the afternoon sunlight. Behind those eyes lay a profound wisdom that 

might only be seen in people who reflect on the great mysteries of life. The youngest, however, 

had the soft deep brown eyes of a fawn, perpetually innocent like that of a young child who 

becomes overjoyed each time he discovers something new and exciting. These two creatures 

were created as dogs but, perhaps due to the care they received from their human family, they 

were never able to realize this one important fact. 

Max, who was the older of the two dogs, was born on February 22, 1980. Within the first 

year ofhis life, he was transformed from a small puftball of blonde fur into a splendid golden 

retriever. Serious in nature and superior in many ways, Max had an uncanny ability; through his 

soulful golden eyes, he was capable of letting his thoughts be known to us. 

Born five years after Max, Sam was the second puppy that we brought into our home. 

These two dogs were as different as night and day, and we had to learn to appreciate each one for 

what they had to offer. fu many ways Sam was the complete opposite of Max, even his hair color 

was strikingly different. They were both born to the dame golden retriever mother, but Sam was 

as black as a moonless night; there was not one speck of white found on his entire body. As for 

their personalities, Max was serious and intelligent while Sam's antics made us laugh at every 

tum. Sam was like a circus clown, all he lacked was the grease paint and the big red nose; 

looking into his eyes, one could see a kind and gentle nature with a bit of silliness thrown in for 

good measure. 

Over the years the two dogs further developed their own personalities and dispositions, 

but also shared similar traits. When happy and excited, their long tails would swing and sweep, 

back and forth and around like propellers. While their whiskers would reach forward toward the 

ends of their noses, as those of an anxious sea lion waiting to be fed a delectable fish. They were 

our guardians and their goal in life was to protect us and make us happy, all they asked for in 

return was love. 

As the years passed, we were inseparable. Max and Sam had been more than just pets, 

they were companions and friends. The months and days we had spent together were joyful and 

happy ones, but as with all good things, they had to end. I was called upon at separate times to 

endure two of the most painful experiences of my life. For within two years and four months of 

each other, Max and Sam became fatally ill. 



It was up to me to decide the fate of my beloved pets. Their eyes pleaded with me to end 

their suffering. I would be their executioner and their deaths would be forever on my hands. No 

amount of cleansing or purification would ever wash away what I knew in my heart was the right 

thing to do. I had the ability to be merciful and compassionate or completely selfish. The welfare 

of Max and Sam hung in the balance and I, knowing full well that it was the right thing to do, ha 

to sound the death knell. 

On August 21, 1990 I held and comforted the dying body of Max. Then, again, on 

January 3, 1993, I repeated the same scenario with Sam, cradling and soothing him. The spirit 

that had once filled their entire beings flowed slowly from their near lifeless forms. Their eyes 

like dying embers flickered once, just for a moment, before they took their final breath, and then 

their beautiful brown eyes closed for the last time. 

Patricia Keating 
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Trees encased in plexiglass 
Stand like Aunt Oler's Christmas tree, 
Spread the horizon tipped in frothy 
Frosted shells. 
Bowing and bent by bejeweled finery, 
Our eyes dazzle. 

Smoky sky hiccuping a snatch of blue, 
Laughs a million tiny hatchets 
Cracking cry~l. 
Laceted by a creeping chill of 
Gnawing numbness, 
Our ears tingle. 

Lawanda A. Lee Gorrell 




