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The Sweet Life-Breath of a Poem 

Beginning with a thought o r a tiny no t ion 
A verse makes its way to it s m eanin g blind. 
Tr linge rs and fl oats o n the air o f emotion 

For a poem is a ki ss of the mind . 

-Tim Vedd ar 

Native }lute 

Trill me, ... calm me int o 
D eeper refl ectio ns o l our 
United H O M E LAN D. 
Loney, whispy air --
Calling all to join our 
Breaths wi th the Brea ther. 
EERI E yet transfixing 
Spirit sounds: Eagle ca ll s, 
Looney int-erludes --
H arken ing toward rh r 
O ld/New d ay. 

-Dan O ndri ch- Ratson 
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ca rch 

fa lling 
ever 

all 
sense 

los r 
rea liry 

th e 

you 

onward 

of 
direcrion 

inro 

mist 

-Daniel Dean 

gone 



The l{o;uing Muse 

Some J-l_aik.u 

Th e fi lling s t;itio n 
in neon li ght. You m;iking 

m r trul y ho ly. 

Duhlin is nowhrrr 
Z en St. M ;i rtin- l wr ;iring 

my g randfath er's ya rn. 

Ch ;i lk fu ll o f sea nce 
Eas t is \Vrs t is S ky is Grr rn 

will ows weep with m e. 

l Iran o n ;i tree 
- the sky swall ows my thinking 

t hr t rre res rs with m e. 

-Mike Lenz 
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The !~oaring Muse 

why rnmP mPn should jJroojrPad 

what wc;.iknrss nlfr rs 
ynm srrrngrh shnllld lr ,1rn to refuse 
li es ,i re ;1 co 111111 n11 r 11 n11 gh thing 
)'O t1 hr l1 r\'C'd rhr111 first 

my t;1t1lt 111 this undrrl111 rd 
hrc ,1tisr )'nu. with the rn;igic m:ukrr in your head 
forgot t n hi gh lighr !17) ' si ncere :i pology 

sn thcrr. 

-Mindy Zapp 

Auburn J)rnams 

My he:-1r t is fi ghtin g to he hea rd 
Overcome hy rhr passioned hrr;ith 
Nrvrr hrforr t·his timeless d:iy 
I Live I rl'cr frl r hrr r:1ys o f sun 
I d1pprd mr foo t into :i cloud 
/\s 117)' cold bitter h:inds melted on hrr hack 
/\nd wrrr mrt grntly by h::iir of silk 
I loms I st.i red ;.i t hrr closed ryes 
/\ nd h,1d ,1uhl1rn drr :-1ms 

-Jon Thorston 
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r= 
It '.s a New Cold 

ft 's a new cold. 
on cobble stone. , 
,1 fi lm of salr 
dri ed in a puddle 
patrerns like mil k 
a ross a rable. 

Da rk red 
from a sporl igh1 
t inrs a man, 
he steps a bra t 
of scuffs and dr,1gs 
wi thout rhythm. 

/\cross th e st ree t 

a chin brushes 
against a scarf, 
and sre;:uning bre,irh 
ro lls in curls 
around rh e bus sro p. 

Oh. sh e rocks 
boor 10 boo r 
so slow1 

l )h . holds a li.1lir 
wh o's brc,11h 
rises ,1 rn u nd h r r [1cc. 
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The l{o;i rin g Muse 

J'h n r's ,l shnc. 
( n nr mighr s,t)' 

it 0S on Ill )' rnn t) 
th.1r sc rms to hr 
, t I rri n~ rh r s.md 
n 11 t hr , id rw.1 lk. 

-];m1i c Ness 

/)yp (IJ17S 

\ ' 11' 1 :l ,llld in tri c 1tc: 
o ( L,1rth nr 1i1 ;,_ 
I h l' 1n11rnrr o ( t m1r. 
th r w,1t rrs o r h ;l]']'lll C'SS . 

N rl'r r !r t mr w,1kr. 
Drif"t ;iw,1 )' 
to 1hr Li nd whrrr d rrams ;ire king 

_ .md l.111ghrcr ]'o u rs from the qurrn likr m;iple syrup. 
1hr J' rin crss ]'];l )'S ,1mo ngs1 1hr br;:imbk bushes 

I )odg111 g t hr J' rickl)· tho rns. 
\ he h ,1s d1 , ,l l' ]'<',1rcd . 
\Vh cre t .in , h,· be? 
" l' h1s 1, ,1 111 ghtm .11T!" cries th r king. 
Plr .1,r 1,·t mr w.1kc. 

- /\ ll O ll )' ll1 0 ll S 
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r= 
Despair 

In thick lidded ea rly mourning blurs. 
sunk inro the borrom bo rrl e gruel. 

f lead in chains. nodding th e d,1dy graz ing routine 
of dec;iffe inared mo norony ,rnd mur rd ro,irs. 
Grave emoti ons of twisting m,rni a ,rnd 111rnst il e drscrnt. 

Ahhh the Fortun e. 
strapped inro t,1lk show memoirs ,111d meg;i- m,1 11 shell -shock. 
with whirl-wind shots of R ,1zo r, bl ,iring fire . 

Birter bo ttl es downed 
in Throbbing undu la1 ions or cranked CO lll'I m11s1c. 
jagged plunging notes. p;dr b,1rkground screa m. 

Swift jaunt s into swirling. sordid fuck rnu smil rs. 
cas t uneas)' in th e morbi 1 mess o f th e of rh r rvrn ing nrws. 
Though th e seams ;ire bre.i king, 
rhe bitt er cast of ph ant o m nightm ,11-cs 
rein in the dark- bringing in rh e gl.1rrd light ,rnd lr11crs. 

Ohhh, rhr gr,111d-old spo rt 
of paper jockeys and riders of rh r pm. 
out onto the horizo n in d .rn cing drsri1t1 11nn. 

M ,1yhr m jaunt s of" gr.1)' 
in ex ploding ri o ts o l" lil.1 ck srntirnrnt s. 
w,1strd ce rulean drep. in n1 nrni11g glor')' ,11"1rr111.1th. 
pouring swr,11 with rr ,1rs, th r trn1pcst Curr 

D es ires C1 ll 1ng <' Jllj ) I ) ' to rli c white w.ill slnrlll . 
The hl.lllk N,1usc.1. rh r \ V,1 1 n( st 1n·1,·,il. tn g,1 tll ~1.1 '. 
111 1h r m111 d1c ld n( rh r l"q j'ljW 111ghtl)' reels. 
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The Ro:nin g Mu se 

r= 
Ahhh t hr ground rd morning. 

1hr swnll cn burst ing c1 fr r rbir th in rhr IIJTS o ( rime ... 
T;1s1111g I he hor swer1 b;i rrclrd mer:i l into rh r mouth. 

-John Vih ara 

Th.P Killer 

A co ld dc1 ggr r. 
cr,111 id e 
Thr sli,1<'lows hid(' h11n , 
Clo;i kcd in hL1 ck. 
D,1rkn ess his only frirnd . 
hut rx l'rnd;i l-,1<, 
(You c m ge t more frirnd s). 
C ir st(' ps 
S9uirrr l cl imb 
Fourth story 
Th rough ;:i jimmied window 

, .-1 1 steps 
M ove th e cur l ;i in 
Pr c1 cr tul slre p 
Yn1111 g 
Re,1ut di d 
P, lnnd 
C ;H s1r ps 
~']u irrel d, mh 
Merge with his ,,;i i l),irknrss 
J\nothrr rn ght :ir rhr o tft cr. 

10 
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The Ro;iri11g Muse 

lulian ., 

hy Aaron Trompeter 

" j1ilia11. j11/ian," s;i id nurse lbfferry ;is she placed her pudgy fin -
~crs ;irnund his sleeve and shoo k gently on his thin arm. 

"What? Where ?" he asked . ;is he looked up at the tired , pale face 
;rnd sofr o p;i] eyes edged with crows feet. "Who arc you? Where's 
m y boy' Wh ere's M ar ie' Do yo u kn ow her? I'm taking my son 
fishing romorrow. " He raised hi s thin fingers and poi nted weakly 
out the fros ted wind ow. "Where's my boy? Where's my wife? 
Mari e!" he c;i lled. "S he must have gon e ro get so me groceries . I 
should h;ive to ld her ro pi ck us up som e wine, m aybe a little 
roman ce co uld follow, she has a ni ce smile you know. I need a 
hat h." sa id th e o ld m an from his wheel -chajr as he stared out of 
the winter w ind ow. A lo ngin g for yester -yea r spread across his 
face-. " I want to di e." he said. 

T he wid e-hipped , over-w orked. over-s tressed nurse sajd, "It 's time 
for medi cation, Juli ;:m ." In th e last twenty years she h ad seen 
many peo ple like.Juli an. ;i nd so m eh ow, even th o ugh she is a won -
derful perso n, and would remember Juli an for many m ore years, a 
tone of rcscn tmen r was in her voice. 

"Are yo u m y wife? Thar bearskin has been soaking too long. I 
have to make a blanket fo r the baby. Darn d og anyhow. Yo u'd 
think that po rcupin e wou ld have taught the darn fool to leave 
rhings he. Where's m y w ife? 1'11 be goin g fishing with my grand -
so n tomorrow you kn ow. M ari e! Where are you , M arie? M y 
wife. yo u kn ow mr wife d on't yo u '" His indistinct eyes stared up 
at th e lllll'Se wa itin g ror :111 ;m swe r to th e qu es tion he had fo rgot. 

" Herc's yo ur m edi cin e. Mr. Blai s." 

"Medi cine' l don't need medi cin e any m ore than I need a ho le in 
m y ho;i r. " M o urnrull y, in the long flu orescent ech o hallw;iy, an 
o ld she-wolf o f a woman whimpered for her lost loho. Julian 
swall owed the pink and rc ll ow pills th at were pushed pas r his thin 
white lips. "W here's M;ni e1' " he d em anded. 

12 



She died a lo ng time ago Mr. Blais," sa id the nurse with a sigh . 
All the m eaning of dea th and sepa ra ti o n was stripped fro m her 
tired wo rds, all the em o ti o n left o ut like the re never was a M a rie. 
Like he never was a person , o r a m an , but a lways o ld . Always 
senile. 

"What?" he questio ned so ftl y, as if he were speakin g to the H o ly 
Spirit. 

"She died a lo ng time ago!" she h alf sho uted in his ea r before she 
turn ed on h er heels to leave the stuffy roo m . 

"Oh," he sa id to himself H e turned hi s head to scare o ur the 
window at the empty snow encrusted bird feeder. "Oh, " he sai d, 
as his chest sunk. Somewhere, am ong the rand o m images ch ar 
danced in his head , a m em o ry began to form: H e saw the kitchen 
of rhe o ld family ho use; he was mi xing so m e frozen o range juice 
in a plas tic pitcher when he hea rd th e shuffle o f M ari e's bedroom 
slippers o n the oak floor behind him ; he rurn ed , and saw th e 
w o man he had been marri ed 10 fo r sixty-six years standin g in he r 
faded cotton night-gown . 

"What are yo u d o ing o ur o f bed ?" he as ked po litely. 

Feebly, in an old wo m an's whisper of a vo ice, she sa id , "J wanr ro 
have breakfast with you, Juli an ." H e saw the rou ge o n her cheeks, 
and the pale coa ting of m auve paint o n her w ith ered lips. H e 
n o ti ced that her thin , g ray hair had been brushed , pulled back , 
and held with an a lli ga to r clip . T hese rhings had hee n hi s joh for 
the last yea r, and he was happy to see th at she had rhe s trength 10 
do them fo r a change . Mayhe she is gerr in g berre r, he 1h o 11 ghr. 
H e walked over ro his wife and smiled the smile char knocked her 
off her fee t so m any years befo re . Tak in g her ha nd in his, he 
h elped her shuffle he r way ro he r pl ace :u rhe ki1 chcn rahlc . 

" I would love ro have hrea kfosr w i1h you , Sweery," he sa id, as sht· 
sa t dow n w irh a gr imace o f pain 1h at c::i 111e fro m her prt'v io usly 
broken hips. M a ri e looked lo ngin gly up a r hi s face in1 0 hi s hrow 11 
eyes. He r m o urh hun g hair o pen as she rricd ro say ju s1 how Lich he rn ea nr ro he r. " I kn ow, " .Juli an s:1icl, hdorc s l1 c 

13 



r 
u, uld ~11e,1k . "] lnve yo 11 ton." A gcn tlc kiss w,1s ph1ced on her 
d1 eck. and ti le')' held e;:ic h other for ;:i littl e hit in the soft li ght that 
l1ltned thrn11 gh the Llosed sh;id c.s. With hi s lips close eno11 gh to 
ri Lkk her e;:ir, he asked, "Would yo 11 like some toast and cream 
d1 eese. M;irie 1" 

"At the hntt orn of hi s vision he ~aw her checks, which had once 
hee 11 full ;:i nd firm. r;:i ise in ;:i smile , ;:is she coyly s;:i id wh;:it he kn ew 
she wo11ld s;1y- "C;:i n l h;:ive ;:i littl e touch, perh;:ips ;:i smidgen, of 
r;1.~pbcrry jl'II )' 0 11 it. ron." 

l11li ;:i n repli ed, "You c;:i n have anyt hing yo u want, Sweery. " 

On his way ro rhc ro;:ister. the old Hundred and First Airborne 
R;:ingcr. th e ex pert in Kung Foo, the World War ll Verernn ;:ind 
.s m ccssf11l h;:111kcr, hnhhlcd pas t hi s mementoes on the shelf, and 
the phc;:i rds rh;:it hung pro11dly on the wall. He stopped ;:il ong the 
way and roo k the wh e;:i t bread, the crea m cheese, and the r;:ispber-
ry jelly out of i he fridge. He dropped rhe bread in rhe toaster ;:i nd 
.ser rhe cl ;:irkness where she liked it . go lden; yet , not crisp. He 
poured her ;:i gb ss of orange juice ;:ind sli ced a disk out of an 
orange he grabbed from the fr11it h;:is kcr. He rook the round slice 
nf sunshine ;:ind cur it from the ccnrcr to an outside edge. When 
the roast popped out. he spread the cre;:im cheese and jelly on it , 
then cut it di agonally like she liked it . The disk of orange was 
rwisted. and stood on edge in the center of the plate for that ex tra 
much of love rhat .s he alw;:iy.s noti ced. He then bro11ght the food 
;:i ncl j11i (e ro her with a .sm ile that sp;:i rkled like some corny rooth -
p;:is re ;:i dd . 

"Thank ) 'm r," she .s;:iid. a~ he set the toas t and juice down in fronr 
nl" her. 

"Yo11 'rc welum1c. " li e sa id . " l.n inc grah yo 11 a n;:ipkin. " 

J1ili a11 w;;i s ;H the cn1111tcr ;rncl h;:i cl just turned aro11nd wh en Marie, 
;is she was taki11g her sernnd bit e of ro;:ist, went ri gid . Her h;:inds 
sw11ng n11t a11d kn oL ked the roast ro the n onr. The glass of orange 
j11i ce ti11pcd ove r and ro ll ed i11 ;:i wer mess ;;icross the rablc . She 

~.v her hush::1 nd star in g :it her. JS her h;:in ds. r J lms our, leveled~ 
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her sides. H er cloudy eyes ro lled back in her head, and she di ed 
right there, in the safe m ournin g glow of the kitchen w indow. 

When the sirens and param edics go t there, rhey found Juli an on 
his knees lyin g across hi s sweery, w hom he had laid out on rhe 
plas tic covered co uch. lt was an ho ur before rhey co uld ge r him 
to let go of her coolin g body. When Julian looked up, he saw 
that there were two ambulances, a fire tru ck, and rwo squ ad ca rs 
in front of his house; all of chem had li ghts swirling on to p. O ne 
of the older offi cers cri ed hard ro keep che tears in his eyes whil e 
Julian , for a long while, let himself he hugged and patted by them 
all... 

T he memory fa ded as quickly as ir cam e. "Oh ," he said , as he 
looked our at the emp ry bird feeder and gray sky beyond it . " I 
wonder w ho rhar woman was," he asked himself qui etl y. His chin 
fe ll and his eyes shut fo r a m om ents res t. i-:ive days later. Alone 
in his dark roo m . Julian did noc bother nurse Rafferry w irh any 
further qu estions. 

1 5 



T he !{oa ring M use 

--~-- - · 

by Laura T hi elges 
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In the Arms of God 

There is a place no t far from here. 
Jusr ove r the hill crest and beyo nd the wood 
Whr re rh ere is no use for wo rds. 
\Vhere th e sun drips down from its heavenly ho me, 
And coo l breezes b rea th e o n the t hi srl es 
In rime ro the rhyrhm of th e bees. 
Jn this va ll ey where the slender g rasses are so fr as sa tin , 
And the cl ra r strea m ga ll ops d own from a waterfa ll hushed b)' th e 

distan cr , 
Timr passes in leisurely, independent mo mrnrs conn rcrrd hut hy 

threads. 
It is in these p laces rhat rime loses irs res training g rasp. 
You ca n appreciate, and look ba ck o n m o mrnrs whil r your srill in 

them . 
And by God , that gift is to truly live, if o nly tor a minut e. 
The night fall s and the lunar res plendence sa il s in alo ng rhar stream. 
You feel warm arms surround you and a smil e som cwherr in yl)ur 

presence. 
One that's wo rth a hundred smil rs, and rell s you yo u belo ng in rh .i t 

m omrnr, 
And yo u are lull ed o ff ro ycr annrh er mom ent som crim c, som r whcrr. 

-Tim Veddar 
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The Roaring Muse 

r 
Th r r lr,msi11g w;it r r o ( hirth: 
· 1 he r,1rrh o ( r laustrophohi r drath; 
Thr singeing firr o ( h,1te; 
The wind o C shiftin g love: 
Swirling ,1rou11d me. 
I twirl ;rnd stll111blr ;ind fa ll. 
But ri sr to torus on th r st,-1rs ;ibove mr. 
Thr sun ;ind the moon guid r mr 
Through ;i ll rh r d ,1ys ,rnd night. 

-Anonymous 

The Calling 

Th r d ist ,1111 hum or win g rrrl rd 
,md grn il r whi srl rd through p;irrhrd ft rid 
01 ho ll ow rr eds dri ed in summer's he;i t. 
1·1rs1. 0 11 r lone note mournful ;rnd swer t. 
1·11e11 .-1 rhnrus n ( vo1rcd ;i rose. 
o;ix 111g slr epr h e.-1 ds from we;i rr rr posr. 

/\ 11 ,d1 r n ,ir i.-1 of str,mgr ,1llurr ... 

18 



... O r had T heard thi s cant o befo re? 
Perhaps a G eorgian chant 's m eter 
em it red Crom the ga tes 01 St . Pr tr r. 
Perhaps the whirring of d prayer whee l 
o r rumble 01 th e ocean's crested reel 
as i r hows ro I ick rhe s;rnded sho re. 
T n my stupo r T cou ld no r be sure. 

-S. B. Subah 

C:\ILOVE.YOU 

C:ILOVE.YOU 
FILE NOT FOUND 
ERROR IN INPUT 
ILLOGICAL STATEMENT 
PLEASE RE-ENTER 
C:\ILOVE.YOU 
ERROR IN VARIABLES 
ILLEGAL ACTUAL PARAMETERS 
A:\ILOVE.YOU 
CANNOT READ A: 
ABORT, RETRY, FAIL? F 
PLEASE REBOOT 
FORMAT C: 
WARNING! FORMATTING C: WIKK ERASE 

ALL DATA AND FILES. 
100100110010011001001 .. . 



The l~oari ng Muse 

The ]Moon Remains 

For ;i l111 os1 rvr r. Yra ls chased tlir m oon. 
1---fr c.1 ll cd her, imp1r;1I ion ,md 1-rvra lrd in her fru stration. 
Sh r. the moon, 11llrd Im d ays with intrrrs t and pursuit. ga ve 
h1111 th e hrar l o ( ;1 p nrt. th e soul tormented hy her di sta nce 
;md hn closc 11 rss. 
The m oo 11 docs no t p;iss. ''r°c;1ts' words do not pass. 
She pushes fo rrh into rve ry new horizon , th r time differrn t. 
1hr words d,ffr rr nt, 
I he soul ddTcrrnt. 
I hr poem di ffr rrn t . 

1hr li ps ;.irr d,ffrrrnt. 
1hr h r~rt 1s diffrrrnt. 
I hr ch;1sing is the sam e. 
the m oon rr m ;iins. ch ,1srd. 

I have clrr ;rn1 rd of the m oo n, naked. hanging in her untouchabl e sky. 
The st;irs cfa ncing all arou nd her. Petry distracion to her lun ar 

prrsrncr . 
T hr sun h as bern ecl1psrd by the m oon and her beauty, 
thr wo rld unimport;rn t ;md 1 hr moon rr mains, ch ;ised. 

You ;ire 117}' m oon. l ch;1sr new words rrli giously throught the fog of 
117)' twenties. 

I lind the o ld p;1ssio ns . 
l ;i m ,1 mnnn ch;1sr r, who ch ;isrs you with wo rds, search ing for m ;id 

lifr. 
1 hr ldr o( .-1 porr ,md I hr kmd o( 1hr moon . 
Thr m oon rr111 ,1111s. loved. 

-Scan fkav,rso n 
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Untitled 

T saw your sinewy young face 
walking in my dream 

And T gladly skrrd1cd your smile 
fo lding ir 11Cat·lr to krc p in Ill)' hrc,1sr pockr 1. 

Where arc you tonight ? 
Do you rver slrep when f do' 
H ere, I've got the eyes ro narrow fo r likrness. 
Lrr me rry ;iga in . 

You keep your eyrs behind rnol sh.ides. 
Lrr me fo ll ow you in 1hr r,1in. 
Kcrp sm il ing just 1h,11 w.1y 

with rhc warr r dnpping off your h,ll . 
O nce more ... l'll ge r it right. 
Pl ease don'r pur us in th r s.1me room 
Don'r rake off your hJlo 

T saw you in my drea m 
leav ing roorprint s on rh r Jsph,tl1. 

H rre Tam sitting with legs crossrd 
looking for ,1 guru O il cvr rr shr lr 

W,ll ttng for th e grr,11 C hri s t t o 1:i11 rrnm the skr-
1:yrs bcnr on rh r cosm os 

,r j blink now wi ll rn11 lc,l\'C Il l<') 

\Vhcn wil l )'O il let mr hr~ 
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The Ro:1r i11 g Muse 

~?) lr1 Ml ": hr))) 
,,,lei mr BU,) 

\Vii i wr never hr ,1hlr 10 s10 111p on 1hrsr sh::idows? 
dis ;1s1rous .111d 1aun1ing 

I )on't you rhink I d on't src you. 
I .rl g,1 or Ill)' hrr ls. 
"Wlmr will I go)" 
For memory's s.1kr. don'1 hr spi1rful. 
I' ll 51.I )' right hrrr. 
~uppnse l w;inl 1 n go t n thr photo booth 
1 IPw will it lnnk ) 

wi1h }'Oll pl.1 yi11 g Dirt')' Un le behind my shou lder 
M)' 11 nsc ,s cold ,1 11d 

I w,1n1 tn st,111d in th r sun light. 

Th P House of l ove 

To,1q smr ll s ,111d str;iwhrrry jam pours into the slreping room. 
BL111kr1s CO\'C r the slr r p,ng n oo r and pe;icc is written on th r sleeping 
door. rl1 r ,,1 111r sou11ds I h;n w,ikr m e in my red. I :mi ly home arr herr 

hrs ,dr me ,H"klcd w1th doorl 1cll Innes . Thr morning w::i krs up and ri ses in 
11 s lip1.111.:i · ~rr,1 1 go ld cr lnrr, ovrrrd i11 ,1 hnr of the same st )f)' told 

1T.1rs .1,:n lwl<' tT the c 11 y. lwf"n rr w,irs, brfnrr hatred. hrfore gods turned 
11110 l' rn11 lr. 1 ·ncnd , w,1kr il1 r 1r lrr t ancl ;1rms to s1rr1 ch for m slrrp 's 

,o l11 1r hi e". rcwr r th r ,r L1crs in swer1 morning\ kiss :incl whisper 
c r.1, krd. lnw wnrd,- good mornin g sun shine- ;rnd k11 nw 

,r·, £nod to hr ;dive. 
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The IZo,ning Muse 

r= 
You Send M e 

a play in one act. 

by Judd Spicer 

Cas t of C haracters 

Patri ck : A rwcnry-so merhin g who makes his home in Chicago. 
Patrick's apartm ent is where rhe play takes place. H e is 
somewhat of ;:i pb1ye r, bur you co uldn't tell with all his 
sm;ur-ass remarks. 

johnny:P::itri ck's bes t fri end. Also a sman-ass, Jo hnny attracts 
wom en with hi s clumsin ess , ::incl bad timing. 

!lose: P;nri ck's e_fate. Rose has a taste for liqu or, but wouldn't hu g 
::i redd y hear, in fea r o f hurtin g it. Ditsy, bur harml ess to 
th e last hire . 

Pa1·ker: Rose's fri end. A tru e warrior. Will go to any length to save 
::i friend from a dog. Attractive, hut don't get to close. 

Scene: Patrick's apartment. 

T ime: The present. 
About ten o'clock, on a Sunday evening. 

Setting: We are in the home o f P:itrick. P:itrick lives in ;i one bed-
room :i p:i rtm ent loc:itcd i11 C hi cago. Hi s :i p:irtment consists of a 
front door, a bedroo m doo r, a kitchen d oor, one co uch , and an 
easy-chair. 

At Rise: It is arou nd ](l:00 on ;i Sund ay evenin g. Patri ck is lyin g 
o n hi s co uch, re:iding a co py of Hunter Thompson's Hell 's Angels. 

!~~ II is pe:iceful, until Johnn y com es rhro ugh the fro nt doo r. 
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Patrick 
Johnny! 

Johnny 
Good evening, Patrick. 

Patrick 
Well ? 

Well what? 
Johnn y 

Pa cri ck 
Well how did she look? 

She wore this green hat. 
Johnny 

Patrick 
Oh yeah. 

Yea h. 
Johnn y 

Patrick 
Wasn't she wea ring char when you met? 

N o, that was the blue hat. 
Johnny 

(J ohnny sirs down on the easy-chair) 
I'm surpri sed ro see yo u here. 

Patrick 
W;idda yo u mea n? 

Johnn y 
Well, I rh ough1 you had a dare ro ni glir. 



Th e l{o;iring M11 sc 

Johnn y 
You did. 

Patrick 
Yes. 

Johnn y 

Patrick 
In the bedroom. 

Johnn y 
Stud . 

Patrick 
No. it "s not like rhat. She must've been drunk when l picked her 
up, because n-vo drinks in ro our evenin g, she fa lls off the barstool, 
I got to drag her out . Didn't even get to hear my songs on the 
jukebox. 

Johnny 
What runes' 

Patrick 
Sa m Cooke. 

Johnny 
"You Send Me." 

Pat rick 
Of co urse . I read in GQ thar "You Send Mc" has an 18-3 1 % suc-
cess ratio fo r 1 sr, 2nd , ;:md .) rd dates. Plus, it 's a grea t tune. 

Johnn y 
Well, don't yn u have it on vinyl around here somewhere? 

P~1t rick 
An d CD . 

_J 
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Johnny 
Well? 

Patrick 
Well what? 

Johnny 
Well , why did you even go to the bar, when you could 've just 
brought what's-her-name over here with just you rwo and Sam 
Cooke. 

Pa crick 
Thar's no good. 

Johnn y 
Why? 

Patrick 
Because I need the bar. 

Johnny 
You need the bar? 

Patrick 
Yes . 

Why? 
Johnny 

Patri ck 
Because the bar is my partn er. H e works with me. He prov ides me 
with distractions. He prov id es me with opporruniti es to look coo l. 
To run rhe tabl e. To throw a hullseyc. To drink my drink in acer-
tain way, or ro nor drink at all. Each of rhese gives me an angle . 
Here, I ca n talk. I could cook. Show her my work , show her my 
closer. Rut then my guard comC's down. I get co rn fo rrahl c. And 
then she rea lizes I'm jusr like every guy she' c'VC' r has or eve r will 
sleep wirh . 

L A 
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The: Ro;iring Muse 

_j ohnn y 

Rose. 

Johnny 
Like the nowcr? 

P,nri ck 
No. like the rows ot mrn wc1iting ro see her in their showers. 

Johnn y 
Spc,1king nt showers ... 

Pc1 trick 

Johnny 

Patrick 
No di ce. Ynu cc1 n't shower in my place anymore. Yours' may not 
have the cleansing capc1bi liries of mine. but it 's acceptable. Besides, 
what kind of person goes to somebody's place c1nd asks to use their 
shower' 

Johnny 
A dirry person. 

Patrick 
I'm gbd my mother never met you. 

Johnny 
Yec1h. mt' too. She prolx ,hly would 've go r-

(Rose spins into di e li vi ng room from the bedroom door, 
curring off lohnny's sentence with her drunken rendition of "You 
Send Mc) 
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Rose 
" Dawlin youooooo send m e. I know youoooooo send m -

(She fall s to the ground , halting her ballerina-like perfor-
mance) 

Johnn y 
She's nice. 

Patri ck 
Yo u think so? 

Johnny 
I tho ught yo u left the bar before she heard the song. 

Patrick 
W e did , but I put so me headpho nes o n her while she was sleep-
m g. 

Johnny 
Oh! You must be that new Superhero I've been reading about, 
C aptain Salvation. 

Patrick 
Give me a hand . 

Johnny 
Sho uld I put her with the o thers? 

Patrick 
(In Irish accent) Yo u're a sick bas tard . 

(The two go to where Rose has fall en , between the bed-
t room doo r and the co uch . Patrick grabs her fee t , and Johnn y has 

her hand s. T hey begin to ca rry he r to the bed roo m , when th e 
phone rings. Patri ck d ro ps her fee t, and pi cks up the rece iver) 

Pat ri ck 
Hi m a .... M a, how di d I kn ow it was yo u? M a, you always call o n 
Sunday ni ght ... N ot mu ch, Jo hnn y's nvcr. .. That's ri ght , th e guy 

~ th the blind girlfricnd .. . Yca h , I think th at\ sweet too ... Does s~ 
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The Roarin g Muse 

=, 
look like who' T he acrress? No ma, he's rl.raf.. T har's righr. .. No, I 
don'r think rh ar show is on anymore. l.ook ma, I'm kinda busy 
ri ghr now. l gorra go ... You too. 

(Patri ck han gs up the phone. In rh e mea ntime, Johnny has 
taken Rose back to rhe bedroo m. When Patrick ends hi s conversa-
ti on, he turns ro find Johnn y gone. Patri ck walks quickly co rh e 
bedroom door) 

Patri ck 
Hey! Whar-di d I cell you ahour the shower! 

Johnn y 
(Walks our of bedroo m door) T har it was forbidd en. 

Parrick 
(S urprised) Why aren'r yo u in rhar shower? Is she in that shower? 

Johnny 
Yea h. , he woke up afrer I set her on the bed, made a ca ll on her 
cellphone, then jumped in to you shower. Can I gee a beer? 

Patrick 
Sure. 

(Johnn y walks in to kjtchen door, while Patrick takes a 
seat) 

Johnny 
(VO.) You wan r one? 

Patrick 
No. 

(Johnny walks back in to living room. Patrick is starin g ar 
him . Johnn y takes a sea r) 

Johnny 
W har' 
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Pa crick 
My last G uiness? 

Johnny 
What, this1 

(H olds up beer) 

Patrick 
Yeah , that . Couldn't you have taken something else? 

Johnny 
You want it back o r something? 

Patrick 
Yea h . 

Johnny 
W ell fo rget it, kid . 

(J ohnny sta rts drinking the G uiness at full speed . Patrick 
jumps up and kn ocks the bottle across the roo m) 

Johnny 
Ah! 

(Johnny run s to where th e bottle has landed , in fro nt of 
the front door, and bends to pi ck it up) 

Johnny 
(From hi s knees) You kn ow Pa tri ck! Sometim es-

(Johnny's sentence is cut off by the enterence of Parke r, as 
she kicks open th e fro nt door, and kn ocks Johnny to the side) 

Pa trick 
M om , ... you look youn ger. 

P::irker 
Shut up Pa tri ck. Where is she1 

Pat rick 
Rose is a hi t in d isposed at the m o ment. W o ul d yo u care to sit 
down. P::irke r. W e were just abo ut t o watch Rais-
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The Roaring Muse 

=, 
Parker '~ 

(Cuning him off) C uc rhe shit , allri ghr. I gor a phoneca ll , ic 
sounded urgenr , I came. 

Patri ck 
Settle down, she's in rhe shower. 

(Johnny stanch up from hehind the doo r, holding his 
head) 

Johnny 
Am I bleeding? 

Pa crick 
Oh great, look at chis. You just broke a perfectly good Johnny. 

Parker 
Oh, hell o Johnn y. I haven't seen you since our dace at rh e dog-
rrack. 

Johnny 
I won char day. 

Parker 
Yeah, wirh my money you li tcle crap. Then you used the winnings 
ro entertain that cure little blonde teller, while I looked for your 
car. 

Johnny 
She brought me luck, I had ro repay her. 

Pa crick 
I thou ght yo u didn't beli eve in luck. 

Johnny 
I don't anymore. Now, it all depends on where I park in the lor, 
rhen everything unfolds from there . 

Parker 
Well , if you recall, Johnny, rhar day yo u parked in a spot reserved 

~or Chicago Camhling Offic ials. You ca r was rowed, while l 
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unkn owingly wan dered three different lo ts fo r 45 minutes! 

Johnny 
H ence, my change in beli efs. 

Parker 
Rose! 

Patri ck 
(To Pasker) : Wi ll yo u m an y m e? 

(Parker th rows a co uch pi ll ow at Patri ck) 

Pa rker 
Rose! 

Rose 
(V O.) Comin g! 

(Rose jogs o ut of the bed room door with a rowel w rapped 
around her head) 

(To Pacri ck):Grcat shower. 

Patrick 
I've heard . 

R ose 
I had a reaJly good time. C aJI me this week? 

Patrick 
Probably no t . Keep the rowe l tho ugh. 

Rose 
Sweetie. 

(Rose kisses Patrick 0 11 the cheek) 

(1 o Parker): Ready? 

(Pa rker opens the door. Rose ex its halfway. John ny grahs 
Parker's hand) 

Johnny 
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The Roaring Muse 

,r7'o Parker): Mee1 me fo r rhe 7 :00 posr rommorow nighr~ -, 

Parker 
(Rudel y) Ple-ase. 

(Parker slams rlie doo r on her w;:iy our while Rose is wav-
ing goodbye) 

Johnny 
We co ul d've made a lovely Exacra rogerher. 

Patrick 
Did yo u rea lly rhink she'd go to the rrack with you aga in ? 

Johnn y 
Women love g;:imblers. 

Parrick 
Rullshic. Women love honesty. 

Johnny 
What about hones t gamblers? 

Parrick 
No such rhin g. 

(Johnny walks into the kitchen to grab rwo beers . H e then 
goes to the living room record player. "You Send Me" begins to 
play. Jr plays for about ten or fifteen seconds .) 

(Si lence) 

Johnny 
(Handing Patri ck a beer) Wanna ca r h las t call ? 

Patrick 
(ln Irish accent) You're a sick bastard. 

(They clink ha rri es. Patrick gets up and grabs his jacket. 
T hey both rake- a drink of bee r, then ser ha rries down. They ex it , 
while "You Send Me" plays in to rhe darkn ess.) 

END O f PLAY 
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T he Roaring Muse 

Desert Der:ay 

\Valking d,mgrrously near rh r rdge 
o ( a long narrow hi ghw;1y 

Dusr ki cks up inro my facr 
leaves m e struggling fo r a hrra1h 

Streer lighrs ;ire a beacon 
I ;iim to Gnd 

sh111ing down on my dirty boots 
drawing shadows across an already dark 

countenance 
Count lrss mil es stand guard 

as I ki ck away a rh ousa nd snakes and serpent s 
Desert winds spir the fragil e ca ll 

of a wounded lndi an 
losr in a manm ade forest 

Eagles scream and dive ar me 
for they have no wea ker prey 

A purple landscape 1s spattered 
beyond decaying citrus rock 

1 rhink al l of rhe tumbleweeds 
are planning an arrack 

( rempratio n des troyed rheir lives) 

-Jon Thorston 
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r 
Love Afloat in Sinking Water 

M y blue suede dreams aloft 
in a single bent fury o f want. 
C rashing at the sorrows of li gh t. 
Wrangle, whipped m orning song, 
thi ck-lipped ch orus o f m ovie des ires 
and candl e- lit encounters. 
A m aze o f the multi -pl ex, 
Pictures in Sto ry-book gloss. 
C ri sis crazed in stunt-d ouble 
m ayhem , and I fa ncying it all. .. 

Yet, 
A glimpse of fl eeting song, 

color fl ash of singi ng m ovement, 
dusk exhuming th e dawn. 
And out of th e blind eye falling 
down, away ... 

Runn ing th rough and ou t, 
l saw her, in rid1 orchestr;i ted grace , 
a siren song, ;i paper do ll . a cryst;i l figu ri nr ... 
but courting th r gen es is o f my po rtent Lice. 
I fell , C rushed d own and silenced . 
brood ing o f sink ing p ;i in , 
;i nd lost sight o f th e r,1cing music. 
los t track o f the drr;1111s ... 

-John Vih ara 
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The Roaring Mu e 

r 
En mi Noviembre 

Star still hurns bright , 
behind a cloud. · 
Walking rhr firld, 
beyond what f plowrd. 

/\ lone you breat he, 
My world hidden away. 
Lost to the sil ence, 
en mi N oviembre. 

Edge of thorns, 
wr,1pped around me. 
Binded by pai n, 
th e one wh o mourns. 

Rai n keeps fa lling, 
can't see past today. 
Eye of the storm, 
en mi N oviembre. 

/\II my want s, 
wh ,-tt did T rea lly need? 
Exists in my sou l, 
all that f bleed. 
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T he silhourrt es, 
rurned my world gray. 
The sun never shined, 
en mi Noviembre. 

-Theodore J. Klui-ter 



r 
Bitterful Souls 

Bitterness seeps seductively 
and sweeps through the soul, 
leaving its track, 
icy paths o f co ld . 
lt spindles and weaves 
a web m ade of hate, 
that chokes and disca rds 
a life in its way. 
It 's sil ent and deadly, 
for ming a face of stone; 
often leaving behind 
sil ent, whimpering moa ns. 
Once the motions sta rt·s. 
the damage has begun, 
and whil e si lent watchers stare, 
the deadliness goes on. 
Only the brave souls, 
who aren't afraid to reach out, 
can save the bitterful hea rts, 
that arr left blindly searching the d ark. 

-Lind;l Prom 
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The Roa ring Muse 

r 
ThP ProjJosal 

mr ,1 pnncess 
scrubbin' 1hrse ole w;i ll s 

w.1i1in' fo r rh r missus ro p;iy me 
day in d,iy our rhrn onr d;iy 

miss sue r ll en she come over and 
say don'r forger ro warer th em 

purple perunias or rh r ole l;idy 
will Ian your hide or fi re you 

rhcn whar will you do T sez sue el len 
i1 don't m;i rr r r anymore cuz 

I'm jus1 plain rirrd T w;i nr 10 quir rhis 
life rl 1rn our pops rhis ole frog 

and he say wil l you ki ss m e i( you do 
rhen we' ll ge1 married and 

J'll r::l kr you aw;iy from all rhis and 
make you happy 1 swea r 

rh is re;i ll y happen' sue ell en 
hut 1 ca n'r see spendin g my life 

wirh rhis old road so I s;iy hell no 
ge r ourta my bathroom 

I'll br workin' hard here insread 
' moppin 
' swrr ptn 

cl eanin' me a princess 

-Fa ith Duvall 
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77ie Wazir :5 Widow 

O nce T w;is young, 
l turned m any a gentl em an's head. 
l caught the W azir's eye. and hi s d es ires fed 
o n my swan neck and almond whi te skin. 
So we wed under Cedars o f Eden. 

O nce T was young. 
M y lips were full , my waist was slim. 
O nce I was young. 
M y hair was sofr, my breasts were firm . 
But now l am o ld. and everything is finished . 

O nce T was you ng. 
T walked before kings with rega l grace. 
My fin e children were dressed in lace, 
and aJI heaped upo n my husba nd praise 
as J basked in the warmth of his embrace. 

O nce l was young. 
My children sa ng. my city grew. 
O nce T was young. 
My husbancl rose, my garden bl oomed. 
But now I ;i m o lcl. ;i ncl everything is fini shr cl . 

O nce T w,1s young. 
But wh;it arr st,Hr clinnrrs to m e now? 
My hush;111 ct and nnr chi ld d r;1ct long ,1go. 
l ;i m ;i n o ld wnm,111 wit Ii rnu ncl r cl sptn r, 
rnrved under 1hr wr ight o( timr . 

-S. B. Subah 
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T he Roa rin g M use 

r= 
Unti tled 

evr ry whar in wharsvi llr 
want s ro he J who. 
now who ca n say 
what rhe wh;i1s wou ld pay 
ro be a who sornrday. 
if I hr whars could choosr 
you know who'd lose-
wirh our a d ouh t . ir'd be rhe whos. 

anonymity is rh c b;ine 
o( eve ry whar in town . 
the whos are known 
whil e the wh,its ger rhrown 
to the lions down below. 
if rhc whos cou ld see 
what rhe whars might be, 
rhey'd be a littl e afraid. 
'cause if all rh e what s 
turned inro whos 
then who would be rhe whats? 
fo r what's a who 
withour a wh,H-

ir 's the whars that m,ike th e whos. 

-Danir l Kern lcr 
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The Roarin g Muse 

r= 
\l\lhy EvPry Dirfflor Mahes a War Film 

by Mike Lenz 

Staring ar rhe pos re r in th e sco re wind ow, Jude squinred , 
rryin g ro di scern who rh e the star was, who had directed it . T he 
posrer was fo r a new m ovie. T he pas t summ er's blockbuster ... now 
o ur on vid eo. T he image of che sta r, fa miliar lookin g, was larger 
rhan life, covered with swea t and grease, holdin g a very large 
wea po n and gricrin g his tee rh in rea l cinem a tim e. Behind him 
was fire, rhar m asc H ollywood ind ica ci on of apoca lypse, o r, he 
rh o ugh r, m osr apoca lypcic indicati o n of H ollywood . H e recog-
nized rhe direcco r as an accompli shed o ne and wond ered what he 
wo uld gai n in addin g ano ther war film ro H ollywood 's archive. 
G lanc ing ar rhe passenger sea r of his green , yes, conspicuously 
green au to mobile, he asked M ary if she'd seen it o r even if she 
knew an yo ne wh o'd seen it. She hadn't and at char mom ent rh e 
traffi c li ghr fl ashed green. 

For a long rime he said nothin g, th o ugh his curi osi ty was 
sa ti sfacto rily aroused. H e watched the people around him, payin g 
special attenti on to rhe way each walked, w o nd erin g how many o f 
them had seen the m ovie in the wind ow. W as it a m ovie for peo-
ple with a m acho stroll o r was th at just his own naive te, miscalcu -
lating the H ollywood ex pectati o ns o f those m ost rigid of walkers. 
Considerin g the cinem ati c needs of his fell ow drive rs on the free-
way, it occu rred to him that every director makes a war film . 
Every one worrh his bu dger anyway. Ir seem ed very matter-of-fact 
to him that ir had littl e ro do with H ollywood , but was m ore of a 
m atter of perso nal resoluti on fo r the film -m aker. M ost of th em 
probably we ren'r abour war anyway. 

Jude glanced aga in at M ary. Con te nr, he th ought , in the 
passenge r seat w ith her sa rchel o n her lap and he r red coa t over 
her sho ul de rs. H e smil ed as he exired the freeway and sta rted 
onro the b rid ge. · 

" Ri chard J. Rong, " he said, "our last an d fin es t hero." 
Mary smiled , rurnin g he r arrenri o n rowa rcl him , speak in g 

ar las r. .. 
"T he fi rsr rime m y b rorher ca me ro visir me here, he 

wo uld n't bel ieve m e w hen [ ro ld him rha r we had a Ro ng Rri dge. 
!, I ac rn ally had ro rake him our and show ir ro him ,md w hen he ] 
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tlnally saw it, he couldn't stop laughing. For months afterwards, 
he would call me in the middle of the night, blazed out of his 
mind, telling me how he'd just gotten back from the Bong Bridge 
himself, verifying what a really swell guy that Bong fellow was." 

"Personally," he said, "I think they made him up. I think 
it's a joke name invented for the amusement of older, but not too 
older, brother's everywhere. And they made up the wonderful 
hero story to take the edge off So they could get away with it." 

AJways . 

dow. 

"And the black and white documentaries?" 
::Forged, of course. Remember Hard Copy, my dear. 

Mary did not reply. 
"How is your brother?" Jude asked, glancing out the win-

"Good. I think he's applying for university positions ." 
"And he still calls you'" 
"Yeah. He does. Not quite the same late night rings I 

used to get, but it's nice. Usually on a Saturday afternoon, when 
I'm just sitting around, you know, sort 'of waiting for someone 
like that to interrupt me. He wants me to go to Florida to visit 
him for a week or two. I guess he bought an old boat to tlx up. 
Says he wants to go fohing. He's on what he calls a 'mental sab-
batical '. He just reads and works on his boat right now. H e sent 
John an old copy of Howl he found at a garage sale. It 's nice. " 

Jude flipped the visor down to block the afternoon sun . 
He sped past Wisconsin's happy welcome. Minnesota hadn't said 
goodbye. Hadn't wished him well. They never do. It detracts 
from the welcome ... and welcome to what he tho ught, looking out 
his window at the multitude of retired sea vessels. Lined up like 
so many beached whales, he thought, deem ed unworthy o r too 
old or too slow and left to be kn ocked on by children and pho-
tographed by crud e artists with tourist minds. 

"What else co uld you do with them'" he asked . "It 's 
almost by default th ey become spectacles. How do you begin to 
throw away something so eno rm o us. What else ca n you do, but 
rent them out to ravers o n Halloween o r till them up with felt 
ropes and manneq uins?" 

"They could have a governme nt auction just like they do 
for the old army roys. All the charter tisherman co uld snatch 
thelll up and cruise around the hay. .. m;iyhe have races." 

Marvelous, Jude thought, amazed by her reply. Maybe 
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~e really did relate ro him. T he rhoughr of ir made him anxiou:i 
"Thar would be hea11riful. Profo undl y heauriful, " he sa id , 

"bur unAmeri ca n srricrl y on principles." 
T he green Nova wirh plaid inrerior sped past rh e lasr fill -

ing srari on at rhe edge of row n and Jude rurned onto Highway 13. 
'town's just roo long, he rh oughr. lr sc reeches our forever and 
doesn't go anywhere- all gas stat ions and ligu or sto res. Coad to 
he done wirh ir and he back on the highway 

"Cod hless America, " he sa id , noting rhe sign on rhe side 
of rhe road . 

T he sign was simply a flimsy board nailed to each side of a 
2x2 sr,1ke and driven inro rhe ground at an angle . lt was whire-
washed with rhe words "GOD BLESS AM ERICA" painted in 
hlack lerters on borh sides. Jude knew the sign and had always 
found ironic sacisfaction in its rugged conscrucrion and the way it 
was siruared , with false pride on rh e side of a lonely counrry road. 
Ir maTked the driveway of a severely aged house. If ic weren't for 
rhe fres h rire rues in the driveway and che dirty C hevroler van , one 
wo uld have alm osr certainly guessed rhe place to be deserred , char 
the sign had heen lefr behind as a neglected id ol of a faith long 
fo rgorren. One whose temple had long since crumbled in rhe 
ex panse beyond ir. 

"Do you st ill have che picture you rook?" Mary asked. 
"Wirh the sign and rhe road and che clouds?" 

"Yeah, in face , you can have it if you like. It's just sining 
in a box in the closet right now." 

"I was jusc wondering is aJI. You don't have to give it to 
me." 

Jude drove on . He turned when the sign sa id to turn . He 
even watched for deer when he was cautioned to do so. He 
wound rhe car arn und curves and up and down hills of va ri ous 
sizes. Very comfortable, he thought. A famili al" feeling ro be dri -
ving on rhis road . The blackcop loo ped our in fronr of him as if 
drawn from a spoo l. lr ex hil asared him. Grinnin g widely, he 
accelerated rh e green Nova uncil he saw a ca r speed pas c in rhe 
oppos ire direcrion. He identifi ed rh e unmistakable and om inous 
li ghrs of the Law. He rh oughc fo r a momenr rhac rhey would 
co111inue ta fade in to his mir ro r, hue he saw very clea rly as rhey 
flashed inta acrion and rh e brake-li ghrs lie up . 

Jude wa ired anxiously for rh e office r's ap proach and , he 
!. thought to himself, rhey ,1lways sir in th ir ca r for a while firsr. Ar ] 
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last he could see the steady pace of a young figure in his mirror. -=i 
Better keep my hands on the wheel, he thought. They like to be 
able to see your hands. Suddenly the officer was leaning toward 
the window asking for Judes license and registration. Jude noted 
the officer's shiny boots and spotless uniform . His pistol seemed 
very large, bulging from his side. Cautiously raising his eyes, Jude 
looked at the steely young face. Jc hardly seemed real to him. 
The officer briefly glanced around Jude at the empty plaid interior 
of the car. 

"Do you know why you've been pu li ed over today Mr. 
Christian?" 

"Yes, sir. I believe I do. " 
"Mr. Christian, this car is registered to a Merideth Lynn 

Christian. Is that your wife, sir?" 
"Yes ... she's not he re . We're separated." He would be safe. 

He was sti ll listed on the policy as a potential driver. 
'TII need you to step out of che car and come with me 

while I verify that information, sir." 
Jude slowly unfastened his seat-belt and got out of th e car. 

The officer offered him the passenger seat while he called on the 
radio. Very efficient unit, Jude noted . Lots of gadgets. Looks 
like an automobi le on the o utside and a jet on the inside. Fi ll ed 
with all sorts of asmaments and accessories to the uniform. The 
youth of the officer struck him again. Fresh from the mold , an 
eager young cowboy out for his quota, he decided. Sti ll looking 
at the uniform, not like any cowboys he'd ever known. 

Jude returned to his vehicle, speeding ticket in hand . H e 
drove away slowly, watching in his rear-vi ew as th e patrolman 
resumed his original course. 

The road finally curved to where Jude cou ld sec the yellow 
ga te that closed the park . H e looked at it with sat isfact ion , dri -
ving the car right up to it and parking there. H e knew the park 
would be closed. H e was counting o n it. There were times when 
it was tine to sit hack and observe all the peo ple in their fami ly 
m oments, but he had always insisted that in order to really appre-
ciate a tourist trap like rhis one, you had to sec it in its dormant 
season. 

Jude got out of the ca r and took off his sunglasses . He 
looked somethin g li ke a trans ient or a drifter with tl1 e frayed 
swearer his gra nd father had worn, his faded jeans and hi s t-shirc. 

~s sk in was tempered hy the sun , making his eyes look dark, 
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~ n osr hi dden . His hair was windy and chao tic. H e walked ro 1 
w here he saw Mary sta ndin g by the old bridge. 

"The water's high ," she said , ascendin g rhe bridge. The 
water was hi gh. Ir rushed and gushed , rea rin g it 's way through 
and arn und . Jud e could alm os t see it devo urin g rhe sto nes that 
held its course. 

Walkin g along rhe hank, Jud e watched M ary rake pictures . 
H e sca red himself ar che base of a will ow tree char overl ooked the 
rapids. 

" ) had a drea m the orher day," he said , foc usin g on Mary. 
" Reall y hrilliant colors, I mean exaggerated. le was one of those 
dreams char onl y co me ro yo u napping on a Sunday aftern oo n. Jr 
was rea ll y obscure. Anyway, I was at a baseball game with J. D . 
Salin gc-r. Battin g prac tice, ac tually. T he stadium was empty 
except fo r us, th e players and the co ncess iona ires. W e were sea ted 
halfway up the first base side. Everything was go ing on as if it 
were an actual gam e in progress. The ann oun cer introdu ced each 
new hatter. The scoreboard was running, but it was just batting 
prac ti ce. Anyway, he, Salin ger, was watching it all with this very 
fi xed anti cipati on and I kept glancin g at him to see if he no ticed 
m e. I was wa iting for him to say som ethin g abo ut what a farce 
the ga me had become o r what a hunch o f greedy bastards the 
pl ayers were. H e just sac there, th ough . H e didn't say a single 
wo rd . N or a 'God damn' , a 'Chri st 's sake', o r even a 'phony'. I 
even tri ed egging him on . ] remember thinking that I was going 
robe really clever. I asked him about Franny and the Jesus prayer 
and why it wo rried Zooey so much. Whether or not he really 
believed in the beneftcs of praying incessantly or in m antras in 
general. W as Seym o ur real , o r fi cricous? W as his charac ter a ver-
sion of his own identi ty' I was becomin g only vaguely aware of 
how obnox ious ] was bein g and what an ass I was making of 
m yself, ignorantly blurring our whateve r came to mind. And ye t, 
he had not a wo rd to give in response to any o f my qu eries. H e 
was n't rud e or even ambiva lent. H e just looked at me with great 
sad , tired eyes and a sheepish grin . T he effec t o f all this was con-
fo unding and I didn't have the co urage to ask him why in God 's 
name he had stopped . What he had see n w ith those sad , tired 
eyes that turn ed such a m agnifi ce nt fi ery mind in ro a ca nranker-
o u old M ets fa n . I m ea nt ro apologize, to shake hi s hand , par 
him on the bac k, or, God fo rbid , emhrace him . I mea nt ro do 

~ n erhin g, hut at precisely that momen t a fo ul hall shot direc t!)~ 
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,:; toward us . He was up so swiftly I didn't even realize what w:,J 
h appening. H e stood there bravely and caught it in his cupped 
hands as if he'd been waiting for it all afternoon . After that, the 
scoreboard lit up the wh ole stadium with a yellow glow. I 
watched the replay in magnifi cent golden hue and couldn't help 
but stare at how gracefull y he had risen. I was so fixed by the 
image that I almost failed to notice myself sitting beside him, 
awes truck and impossibly old . Older than he was . Almost unrec-
ognizably old , with gray hair and sagging eyes . And that was it . 
It just end ed there." 

As the so und of his own voice trailed off, Jude's ears were 
fill ed with the roar of the runnin g water- it's resonan ce. Lifting 
his eyes from the precipice he sea rched out Mary once again . H e 
fo und her crou ched in pale late-afternoon sunlight. She appeared 
to him shades of washed out color, cinemati c gold and brown . 
She fli ckered as he tried to ttx her in his gaze. H e stretched out 
his arms , clamping them to the twisted branches of the willow tree 
behind him . H e turned his attenti on, now, to the dull gleam of 
the sunli ght on the metal handrails of the bridge and marveled at 
the way it sparkled throu gh the rushing water. H e could see the 
water cutting away the banks with ferocious intensity. C arving 
vigorously at the rock before him . H e co uld see and feel the hol-
low earth benea th him washing away. H e heard clearly the crack-
ing and shrieking of the trees as they twisted and crashed against 
the rocks and were ultimately swept away in a deluge of water. It 
carried him quickly. The force was devas tating and he co uld still 
see, in twists and turns, the sunny bright stare of time chasing 
after him . 

Jude stared into nothin g. 
"Arc you my angel? ... are U my ange l? ... are u M Y angel? .. . R 

u my ange l? ... rumyAN CE P " 
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609 
by Molly Zapp 

I made up my mind at the airport. 
I've always loved ajrports. 1 love the endless rows of 

empty seats. I love the busy people, especially the way they walk 
with an aura of greater purpose. I can walk like that . I learned 
how tonight at the St. Louis terminal. 

At three thirty-eight this morning, I walked alone down 
the long terminal : from gate 18 to gate 34. It was the kind of dig-
nity that comes from being on your own. I sat in one of the blue, 
molded, plasti c seats and set my carry-on between my feet. My 
ticket was cool and smooth in my hand . I used it as a bookmark, 
but I kept the book on my lap. I couldn't help but look at the 
other people in the small cubicle seats, interlocked by silver look-
ing bars . 

The people in my corner of the airport were quiet. One 
middle-aged couple, who looked bound for CanCun, sat on the 
edge of our small square neighborhood. The wife reminded me of 
a twittering little hummingbird. She busied herself picking lint 
off her husband 's twill shirt. She searched bag upon bag for the 
items that she accused her husband of forgetting. I could hear 
her. 

"Did you remember your toothbrush? Every time we go 
somewhere we end up with another new toothbrush . .. " 

H er husban d stared blankly in the oppos ite direc tion. 
And I hated him for nor looking at her when she was talkjng. 
wanted to walk over there and place my hands on both sides of 
his head and turn it , so he would sec her. 

There was a girl abn ur my age opposite of me. She looked 
a l·inlc nervo us . 1wo seats ::iway from me there w::is ::i n Asian -
America n woman. I admired her black Ann Taylor suir , her shiny 
black shoes, and the way her hair tucked profess ionall y hchind 

~e ear. She caught me star ing ar her once, and she sm iled . 1 
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rs: iled back. 

] was less rhan 2,000 m iles away fro m yo u , and you were 
already fo rgorren . I do n'r feel g11ilry abour ir. I knew rh is rhing 
w irh us was go ing ro las e u nr il one of us was dead . And now, 
sin ce I'm rired o f loo king a r your face, ] guess yo u already are. 

T he m ousy girl o ppos ite m e cam e and sa r in the empry 
sea r herwcen m e and rhe w om an in rhe suir. She asked if I was 
on fli ghr 609, ro Mexico C iry. I answered yes, and she seem ed 
reli eved . Soo n she bombard ed m e w irh q ues ti ons about customs, 
traveler checks, baggage, drinkin g water, fli ght schedules .. . I was 
patien r wirh her and reass ured her. I fe lt like the woman in rhe 
Ann Taylor suit , di gnified and self-suffi cienr. I was smart, co nfi -
dent, and in co nt ro l. T he g irl needed m y assuran ce and I gave ir 
w illingly ro her. 

Bur soon she lefr m e alo ne. l opened my Annie D illard 
novel and ga ined a glance of app rova l fro m the wom an in the 
black sui t. 

If you were that young girl, 1 wouldn't have minded. But you 
never stopped with questions and insecurities. I was held down too 
long, f'm getting rradyfor the flight now. 1 have no reason to feel 
guilty. I answered the mousy gilr s inquiries and eased her apprehen-
sion. And she left me alone. 

I sure wish yo u'd do the sam e. 
Sincerely. 
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r 
9th street 

dirt 
& shadows 
trapped in ice. 

the end of a pine 
bends 
its ti p pointing 
back . 

st ill faces 
111 passmg cars 
look 
th rough separate windows. 

cooked specks 
of insect 
dot 
the streetLunp 's glass, 

wh ere 
O ne P iece of W ing 
with shivers of electri c hum. 
1s . 

-Jami e N ess 
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r= 
Last Plane H orne 

Filth and fum es engulf I h e busy merro air por r. 
In the glaring glow o f neo n signs, 
a m an, waiting, w.mdrrs rhe concourse . 
Filrh and fum es, ugly and mali gn. 

Filrh ;i nd fum es obscure rhe ete rnal parad ox. 
The man's ryes bulge and burn with strain, 
w;irching and waiting, awaiting the final ti c tock. 
Filth and fumes, th e indelible sta in. 

Filrh and fum es ca rry a b lanng boarding ca ll. 
M r t alli c and amplified, its elec troni c breath 
Al erting! Alerting' Man to his awaited fin al fall. 
Filth and fumes, laden with d ea th . 

Filth and fumes cong rrga te ~s the jet taxis out, 
roaring and screaming its frightful high tech poem. 
M an stares out, worries, then leans back lost in doubt. 
Filth and fumes, the last plane ho me. 

-Brian Zluticky 
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The Echo of a Howl 

T see the best minds o f my gene ration subdued by m edi ocrity. 
glassy eyed believers in tv god s, wh o's blu e ligh t invades our privacy 
with jerry springe r selling souls like k-mart sp ecials. 
th e city streets are fill ed with cars 
fill ed with people ... that h ave lo n g since fe ll asl eep. 
the ca rs sold to us by d ealers I ike ree fer, 
the promises of a soli tude fix 
quiet time 
alon e tim e 
wh en in all ;:ictuali t)' we ;i re standing next to each other 

alone, 
too afr;:iid o f tv news ;i nd ho rro r sto ri es o f human nature gone bad. 
we s it affixed like hero in addrcts stuck in the basem ent of an o ld gutted 
out building 
never seei ng life outside board rd windows. 
madness is dominant, on h er b;:i ck 
like a fa llen angel 
no t h ero in madness 
no t a burnt out m ad ness. 
but the m adn ess that stirs sou ls 1 

lt s lee ps hypno ti zed by minow;ives and televis io n s igmls 
I v d ev il s se lling promises li ke edrn . 
I hi ev ing our love for ou rsel ves 
m ;:ik ing us believe we ;11-r no t enough . 
th r devil ;ind ;i promise. 
but inst e;:id o f ;i n ;:ippl c we ;1rr heing tempted by ;:i p :i thy! 
we ;ire- d;:inge rously close to !w in g ro hhcd of m ;:id life 1 

no lo nge r rxci t rd ;il,out wh ere we're goi ng like kcnnrdr ;i nd the moo n, 
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and no lo nger rrvrl in where we survived from ... 
likr king and ;i drr;i m. 
bla ck m en rum o n rhrmselvrs, 
fru srrarrd by rh ri r surround m gs 
rh r rrd srop s igns 111 fronr of prog ress 
rhry arc rri ckr d into gnawing ar rh ri r b r ing. 
ir 1s lifr rrapprd in rh r sree l pws o f ignorance , 
life forced ro rh r w o ff limbs in o rd er ro fit and h e free. 
we are ;i ge neral io n that h as been rrducrd ro consonants, 
va ri ables in an e9u,1 ri on, 
whrre x-hippirs 
turned ad -execs ,in:' se lling u s complacency like LSD 
wr ;Jre rh r offs pring o f rhese x's 
th r pos r p ;i rty qui ck fix gen erati o n 
wr are no t a gc nerJri on of simplr conso nants 
wr are rxrraordinary wo rds and phrases 
we are a grnerati o n fu ll o f vowels! 

we nerd to beg in casting out rhe d evil s. 
we are a generati on that is brimmmg with love 
we are on fire with fru strarion 
we are rhe ing redients of pass io n. 

-Sean Beaverson 
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Do you write short stories or poems? 
Ge t your work publish ed in th e new UMD 
literary magazine, "The Roaring Muse. " 

Any UMD student can submit 
All entri es will be revi ewed an onymously. 

Please pu t your name and e-mail address on a 
cover sheet but not on th e man usc ript. If an 
e-mail ad dress is not avail able, please attach a 
stamped, se lf addressed. enve lope with your 
subm iss ion 

For more information 
contac t Jake Wermerskirchen at 722-6787, 

or e-mail jwermers@bulldog.d .umn .edu 

Deadline for submissions is April 11 
Late submissions cannot be reviewed fo r 
publication 

UMD Engli sh Dept. 
Attn:Jake 
4 lO Humanities Bui ld1n 
[0 University Drive 
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:ll1argaret 'lt1eacf salcf, ":!{ever cfou6t tfiat a sma[( group of cfedi -
catecf riti::.em can change I fie '<Pmia; inaeecf it 1s tfie oniy tfiing tfiat eve1 
was. 

1 r.fon 't l<J1m1 1 tfi.at we, 0 11 tfie puMications committee fi.a11e 
cfiang ecf t{,e wor[cf w it{, tfie creation of tfie <R,pmfr1.g 'lt1 use, Gut we cer 
I ainfy /i.m1e cf one sometfii11g e{!,raordi·n.my. In our eyes, tfi.is sma[(7oumai 
rias takfn a mucfi. fargerirfentity. 1 wouuf fi~ to ta ~ tfi.is opportunity tc 
t Ii.an( tfiose wfio fi.a11e fie[pea us 6ring th.is first edition from its ear[y 
conception to tfi.e copy you liave in your fiancf. 

}1 gracious t.liank§ to a[[ tlie peopfe wlio contn.6utecf time, iaeas, 
ancf fiarcf work., to tlie magaz ine .. 

) 1 tliank_~ to tfie V'Jt1([) <Engbsfi ([)epmtment. 
}1 specla( tliank_~ to S te11e Jlcfams, acfmsor to tlie V:M([) U term) 

<;;ui[cf ana'1li.e <J?..ranng :Muse committee. 
'1n r1,1/i[[iam 'lt1itcfief( of 'Ifie 'TVo fflieacf Quarter[y for liis earf) 

input wfi.lcfi fiefJ1ecf us to get on ourfeet. 
'Ifian(you sponsors ana tlieirfaitli in our project ancf icfea. 
'Io a[[ tlie woncfeifu[[y tafentecf ana creati11e students wfio sun-

mittecf wort( 'Tlie 6eauty ancf quafity of tlie w orf(su6mittecf was truf) 
amazing. ?(f ep it coming! 

JI ncf to you, tfie reacfe1~ f or your interest in tlie a1ts ancf 
erpression of V:M([) wn·ters an.cf artists. 

(J3ecause of tlie entfiusiasm generated; we 1wt on[y put togetlie1 
tliis issue, we liaw stmtea worf(on tfie secontf. 

'!lie pu6fications committee w i[[ continue to cany tlie torcfi a.i 
fong as tfi.e fires of imag11wtion ~ep 6umlrrg. 

'Tfiank,y again, 
.7akr 'T 11Jermisf<J rcfie11 
<ru6frrat.1ons ( fiai, ; V:/11([) [iterart c;uitf. 
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