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,..._,_.....__ The Roaring Muse 

Flasl, 
by Chris Lavelle 

Flasl,! Love is an o ld wumau 
I lolJing a candle in a blackout 

roucl1ing behind stair ascs and 
Crawling up floors trying in vain ba~tlc 
To retain balance wl,ilc wafting through 

Familiar surroundings now dark, 
Tl,c lights turned oH by a terrible, divine flasl1 . 
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Flying Blue Angel (RH) 
by Nancy Frederiksen 

2 

You were leader of the pack 
aud it had been brave of me 
to lrust in you, 
meet you at the rink 
lace our skates 
in the warming l1ousc 
tune our d,ytl1m lo d1c 
"F/yi11g Blue 1\11gc/s• crackling 
from a make-shift loudspeaker 
hooked to tl1c lop of an old car. 

I don't think J to lJ you then 
so I'll le 11 you now: 
fre shman year, Mom said 
"tel/ that boy goodbye.• 

Tl1c only ice I dared not 
ska tc was tl,c tl1i n ice 
of Mother's warning. 

I was an angel that melted 
on winter snow at tl1c 

first sign of beat. 
The wings fade first --
an impressio n lo ligl1t to last. 
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Peter Churcl, 

#1 
Tluouglioul the twiligl,t, 
Ynu become the vivid stars ... 
I envy tl,c sky. 

#2 
Holding liands tigl,tly, 
the migl,ty, silent couple 
arc convcrsaling . 

.... 
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How lo Talk Oirly 
by Y.U . 

4 

ls easy 
once you J o 
the mad, 
anJ rea lize 
words 
don't cnsl 

anything-
just 
10 minutes 
a day anJ 
a tape rccorJo.:r 
to play 
back 
a ll tl10se 
devi l- thoughts, 
again a11 J again, 
rearranging 
the syntax, 
and in-to- na-lions; 
until any 
hint of rehearsal 
has disappeared 
anJ a ll 
d,al rc1nnins is 
t.bc subtle moaning 
between bread,s, 
made by 
curling your tongu-, 
inward, 
ar hing your back, 
ho lJing your brcal11, 

and releasing. 
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Living 
by Daryl Rathe 

J l,avc rou nd it at last 
Tl,al elusive, specia l place. 
Somcwl1erc witbin me 
\'(7l,cre peace and liappiness live. 

Freedom !,as given me a ebance 
To explore, and (ind meaning; 
Embracing li{e witb an exu berance 
I did nol know was in me. 

l l1avc feelings tl1at Lake me to 
Heigl,Ls never (ell before, 
Dcligl,ting in small pleasures; 
A pink and grey sunrise, 
Tl,c sccn l of a rose garden, 
Holding bands with a friend . 

I walk in Ll,e sunslune smi ling. 
My sou l is l,appy with 
Tl,c person I have become. 
My eyes gleam with delight 
And rcncct my innennosl rcclings. 

I skip down a patl, 
Holding ],ands wit!, a cl,i ld, 

Wl,ose smi le warms my hcarl. 
And I am whole ... 
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For Years 

by Kim Sisto Robinson 
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For years, 
I was too gorgeous to touch 
Men fantasized ... undressing me 
With Lbeir vulgar thougl,ts. 

Wl1at a sight, 
In tiger pants and ruby l1ecls 
Walking ... clicking against pavement 
Gold brac<.:lels singing. 

Leaving a bn:alh 
Of vanilla anJ musk 
Like tbc Lail of jcl slrcams 
Or a worm that releases it's glitter. 

Garbo brows 
Arcl,cd, lifted, plucked 
Brushed high to the f,,n, head 
Like two inky half moons. 

Hair piled, twisted, woven 
Like a dark spiral of snakes 
Towering inlo space 
Eliza Dolittle . .. entering tl1e ball. 

Who is that woman? 
People would ask 
A fa shion model - actress 
She musl be some body 

Wilh that face-that body 
Hollywood plastic 
But a living doll 
ln leopard and lace. 
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For years, 
I was worsl,ipcJ 
Like a launcJ GoJ 

Dali Lama wid, rcJ lips. 

Now, almonJ eyes 
Cur l like two scorpi ,m tails 
Melting, bleeding 
lnlo unfaslcncd skin . 

.t\nJ I, pol 

Am Jrowning insiJc a shell 
Crumbling upon d,is pocm .. . likc somcll1ing dying. 

7 
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One Beautiful Encow1ler 
by Hcalhcc Johnson 
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My Comp,wion 

by Larry HubbarJ 

+ The Roaring Muse + 

111:R l:Yl:S, RJ;Vl:AL A ST RY 
111: R SMILE IS GENUINE 
IIER WORDS AR I! SOFr AND Fl.0\X'ING 
A 111:R L \IINGTIIOUGIITS N\'1:IL 

MYlll:ARTRl:ATQUICKEN AS 111: NEARS 
MY llRl:ATI II: I IASTl:NS Wl le, WET UCI I 
Tl; LI. Ml; "WI IAT IS Tl 11S J'M 1'1:1: LING?" 
J'M ERTAIN IT MUST UI: LOVE 

WI: MElff WITI I ARMS OUTRl:A I JING 
WI: l:MBRACI: AND SI IARE T l II: MOMENT 
WI: l:NTER ONLY ON 1:ACI I OTI 11:R 
OUR BONDl:D I.OVI: WI: SI IARI: 

A TENDER GLANCI: 0 1: LOVE REFI.I: rs 
FR M 111:R EYl:S 
S WARM, S CLl:AR 
IT ENTERS DEEP WITI JIN MYS UL 
J'M l:RTAIN OF Till: MEANING 

SIii: IS Tl II: STRE:,.;GTII WlllCII DRAWS Ml: :,.;1:AR 
SI II: SUPPORTS ME OF MY FEARS 
SIii: ALLOWS MY TEARS TO OVERWI 11:LM 
wrn I COMPASSION AND INSIGI IT 

AS i:ACII DAY CONSUMES Till: LIFE OF Ml: 
I CALMLY l!MBRACl: ITS COME 
FOR I LIVI: WITI I ONI:, WI I MI TRI ILY L VI: 
T GETI 11:R, FORl:Vl:R. AS ON!:. 
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A Pleasan l Life 
by Fred Zachau 

f9e The Roaring Muse Bf 

I sil alone, as I do every nigbt, in tbc darkest comer of my living 
room with my back to the wall. From Lhis position I can sec tl,c 
front Joor, tl1c back door, and all of tbc windows in tbc living 
room and kitchen. I,, someone could enter througb one of tbc 
bcdrnom windows, but l can also sec tbe door tbat leads Erom t!.c 
bedroom into the living room. From where 1 si t no one can enter 
the living room of my one-bedroom home witl,uul my seeing them. 

The chair in which I sit is very comiortablc; it is my favorite chair, 

a large recliner, and I have it tilted back just slightly. The back 

door, which is a sliding glass door, leads out onto my little patio. 
On a small tab)., on the right side of my chair very near my right 
band lies a .357 magnum revolver. On anotl,cr table on my left I 
keep my sbooling glasses and bearing protcclors. 

Through the sliding glass door I can sec my patio dearly. A 
full moon in a cloudless sky Jluminatcs its every detail. Since my 
cataract surgery my eyesight is again excellent. When they did the 
surgery, tbcy put plastic implants in my eyes. ln the leEt eye 1 had 
them pul an implant that focuses al a long distance, and in tl,c 
rigl,t eye, oue Ll,al focuses al aboul lwo feel. After the surgery 1 
learned lo sl,oot a handgun wit!, hoth eyes open. (I always used lo 
shool will, one eye .:losed.) Now my right eye focuse s on the sights 
and my left eye, on the distant targeL I can sl,oot almosl as well as 
l could when I was young. Ronald Reagan l,ad tl,c same tl,ing done, 
except l,is rigl1l eye implant focuses at aboul sixteen incl,.,s for 
reading. l am more interested in shooting well. 

I do nol sleep as much as l did when J was young, only aboul 
four or {ive hours a day, and l always sleep during tl,e dayligl,t 
bours. Every night I si t in tl,is chair. If I look left in the evening, I 
can watcl, tbe afterglow of the set su n fade inlo darkness. If I look 
right in the mo rning, I can watch the cast gray, then <>range. 
Usually I Jo 11ot watch tl,c sun slide over tl1 · horizon . By Lbat 
Lime it is too light f.,r tl,cm, and I am in my kitchen making my 
brcab[asl of oatmeal. 
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Next J read the morning paper. After I finish tbc paper, l go lo 

bed and sleep for four or five hours. I then cat lunch, usually a roast 
beef or paslrami sanJwich and a glass of red wine. Red wine, I have 

been told, is very good for the heart and circulatory system. After 

luncl, I lake my walk (except on days when it rains l,arJ) . I walk 

arounJ tl,c block, not very far for a young man, only fuur short 
blocks, but a very good walk for me. I am ninety years o ld . 

T wu afternoons a week I drive to tl,c grocery store. A nice 

young man always bags my groceries for me anJ loads them into 

my car. He puts only a few items into each bag so tl,e bags arc not 

too l,cavy. I must carry them frorn tlw car into my house mysclL I 
always give him a dollar. Two af tcrnoons a week I go to an in Joor 

gun range and practice with my .357 magnum. Eacl1 lime I [ire 

fifly rounJs. The people at the range arc very nice to me, anJ we 

laugb much while I am there. Tl,ey think I am colorful. I drive to 
the grocery store-it is very close- but since tbe range is on d,c olhcr 

side of town, I always lake a taxi. I no lun ger like to J.-i vc ,rn lhc 
r recways. On days wl,cn I du nut go grocery shopping or go to tl,e 

range, J J o my lwuscwork, anJ somc limes I read a litde. Every 
evening just after sunset J relurn to my recliner, and witb my 

revolver 011 the table on my rigl1t and my shooting glasses anJ my 
hearing protectors on tl,c table 011 my leh, I watcl, tl,c Jay dim 

into night. 

Nigbt is my favorite time for tben I drcam-dayJrcam, night-

dream, wl1atcvcr you cl,oose to ca ll it. I am awake, and with my 

pl,ysical eyes I watch tl,c doors and look tbrough the windows and 
tluougl1 tl,c sliding glass door out onto my patio, but with my 
mind's eye I look i11lo the past. I sec my wife, dead [u r twenty-four 

years, and I watcl, us walk in the park, fisb in tbc river at the edge 
of the sand bar where lhc walleyes would bite, pick blueberries in 
tbc woods, dance tl,c polka on Saturday night, and in d,c morning 

sit in bed and drink our morning coffee while tl,c rising sun shines 

in through tbc bedroom window. 

11 
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During t.hesc daydreams at night J am now my happiest. 

Dreams arc always as much a part of life as a good job, or a bad 

one, as the tl1rill of young love, as the sorrow of losing a loved one, 

as the good feel of young muscles engaged in strenuous play, as tl1c 

pain and ache of old arthritic joints as they attempt to climb a simple 

stairway, as a glorious sunrise, as a drive-by shooting, as hearing a 

poem tbal says exactly what you feel, as cholesterol in the arteries, 

as dcatb. And I have my dreams. I also have my mission. 
Like most people, during my lifetime T accomplished 111,Ll1iug 

truly great. I made no significant scientific discovery; I did nol 
wrile a lassie novel; I did not find a cure for some terrible disease; 

I was not a war bero; I never saved someone from drowning. Also, I 
did some tbings of which I am asbamcd. But cvcrylliing considered, I 
believe I have been a good person. I have douc more to help than 
lo harm the hu,nan race. When I die, wl1ich will be soon, tl1c world 

will be, I believe, for the less. But tbat cannot be said of everyone. 
Jobn Donne was wrong. Each man's death docs nut diminisl1 every 

utbcr member of mankind. Some dcatl1s improve tl1c buman race. 

Tl,at is why for twenty years I bave wailed every nigl1l for some evil 

predator lo break into my home and altempl to rob and 6arn1 me. 

Should tbat ever happen, I would ki ll him and improve Lhc human 

race. Thal is my mission. 

Such bas been my tl1inking for all these years . Tbcn a sl1ort 

while ago something bappcned lo cl1ange it. Wbilc wilb my mind's 

eye I was watcl1ing my ..;,ife prepare a Thanksgiving dinn er, witb my 

physical eyes J saw a person steal onto my patio. It was a man, a 

yow,g man. By the ligbt of tl,c full moon I could sec him very well. 
He first examined my sliding glass door. Tbcn he wenl to my 

kitcbcn window and carefully tried to pusb it up. It slid up easily. I 

never lock it. I want to make it easy for tbe evil predator. I put on 

my sbooting glasses and my bearing protectors. He pul his bead to 
the window and look.:d arnuncl. Witb botb eyes open I aimed my 

.357 magnum at his nose. Tl1e moonligbt was full on bis face. 
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Then [ re ogn izeJ l,im. He was the ni ce youn g man who always 
loaJs my groceries into my car. Confused, l yelled as loudly as I 
cou!J . "Get oul o f l,cre! Get oul o f here!" I did not want lo sl1oot 
l1i111 . I le ra n across my palio, jumped over my low hedge, and vanished. 

Al fi rst I wa s angry will, myself for 11o l kill ing him . H e is 
obvio usly a cha rming evil predalM oul lo viclimi :r.c a l,elplcss- he 
thought-olJ ma n, I thought . But th en I reali :r.cd that he mi glil not 
know I live here. Wl1y should l1c? A s Ear as I know, he has never 
seen me anywhere except at tl1c grocery slore. Perhaps he picked 
my house lo burglarize by accident. 

Now l remember that the la st time Le carried my groceri es out 
to my car, he talked about some problems he was having. Was h is 
wife sick? I do nol remember. I musl find o ut more aboul l,im . 
Tomorrnw when I go to the grocery slorc, I will begin my <:a mpai gn 
lo learn as much abo ut !tis life as I can . lf I find l,e is a good man, 
i{ lie was Jriven to burglary by desp"rati o n, J sha ll try to help l1i111 . 
I reall y have more money than J need lo lead th is simple life that I 
have. I[ he turns oul l,> be an evil predator, I shall kill him and 
acco mplish my mi ssion . Oh, d1is is such an intercsling, exciting 

l ime o f life. 

13 
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No Light 
by Monica Nab;cl 

14 

No car tl1 sl1altcring news today 
No answers to deep questions 
Looking out over the bay 
Wondering about fifes deceptions 

Feeling neither happy nor sad 
Depending on tbe lrigger 
evculs going well or going bad 
Feeling made small or bigger 

As long as there is nothing 
I suppose it is guile sa le 
So is notl1ing bellcr d1 a11 ,omcd,ing? 
S l,e askeJ the incoming wave 

IL dcpends upon the something 
To know if nothing'• better 
Primrose patb inviting 
Ncolid1ie nciglibor 

I grnw lircJ and weary 
Nothing i• black and while 
Somctbing and notl1ing arc blurry 
No news, no answers, no li ght 
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Sl,adows 
by Andrea Wl,ite 

They arc always watcl,ing 
l,iding in lhe sl,adows. 
Following you were ever you go. 

Feeling tl1cir eyes on you, 
you lurn cJ.[ounJ 

but no one is tl1cre. 

Yet you stitl l,ave tl,e 

felling some one is there. 

Paranoia creeps 

inlll your lwarl 
as you try to shake 
tl,is feeling from your 1rund. 

Tl1cy move closer 
until ll,cy !,ave 

your trust. Being 
tl,crc until tl,cy 

know and l,ave taken 

everything from you 
and your soul. 

15 
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Tl1e Most Marvelous Thing 
by Jori Eckblad 

16 

"ll IE l'ING YOUNG I IANDSOME Rl;SPECli\BLG MAN 
WIT! 11 IIS t=A E Ar-lRJ; AND I 115 I IA, DS OUTSPREAD SAID, 

"I ON I: SAW Til l: KIN 0 1; Till: WORLD RIDL: 
UPON A GALLANT STALLION OF Tl IE llRIGI rn:sT BLUE. 

INTO TIIE CITY 0 1; REAi.LY GREAT TIi i NOS IIIJ RODL:, 
TI I E CITIZENS KISSING Till: DUST IN SINCE RE IIUMILITY 

AS IIE PASSED TIIROUGII Tl IE GOLDEST 1° GATES, 
I IIS CROWN OF DRA ,ON TEE'll I SI I OTING BEAMS 0 1' BLISTERIN UGI n : 

TIii: KING, A l'I.AN l:T 0 1' NOBILITY, A CEU:STIAI. SMILI: 
l'A II\Tl:D IN MASTl: Rl'UL 13 I:AUTY UPO, IIIS FACE, 

LIFl'ED I IIS RING- 13URDl:Nl:D I IAND JN 13ENINOLl;NCE 
AND BLl:SSED Tl IE MASSES IN UNSURPASSED MAJl:STY 

AS I IE GLIDED INTO Tl IE PALA E OF FAME LIKE A SOUL INTO 111:AVl:N. 
I Tl:LI. YOU, FRll:ND, ITWAS ·11 IE MOST MARVl: LOUS TIJING 

A Ml; RI: MORTAL COULD EVL:R 51:1:. .. " 

"MARVELOUS JNDl:ED," TIIE VAGABOND SA[NT REPLIED, 
"BUT I IIAVI: SHN SOM l:TI II NG OF A HI ,I11: R DEGREl:--

1 ON I.: Bl:I11.:LD A SQUIRR l:l NIBBLING ON A NU·I; 
JOYHIL AND CONTl:NT IN Tl II: SI IADI: 0 1' A TREE: 
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Heredity 
by Nancy Frederiksen 

I am my Father's daughter. 

It is out o f tl1e scorn 
I l,rcak loose 

out o f Ll1 c cl,air 

out o f Lhe house he paid f r 

out o f d1e corner I lurned 
out of the winter and ice 

sun1nu:~ and l1cal 

ou t o f the lovi ng arms that held me 

out o f the unspoken laws 

out o f tl1c screened in back door 

by the care fully rowed garden 

in the cenler of life 

and the way he 

plowed us under 

lo make us grow. 

.17 



Aeire Lake Eagle 
by Gacy Erickson 
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"To catch a bald eagle in ilic wild and to be ab le tu photograph it while taking 
(l;ght is truly a unique moment in lime." 

19 
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The Nest 

by Chris Lavelle 

20 

Let us go 
Yo u and me 

Two perched as if by sea 
And there lo take 
Your l,and in mine 
And together leave this all ld,ind. 
Into sweet abyss WC sl,all r all , 
A plummet from where 
The armies clash si lently by night, 
Alone, togctber, witl1out frigbt, 
Into darkness running free 
Hand in purple beaten band 
From tbi s world we'll n ee. 

Herc we sat then leapt, 
.And what sha ll they say? 
"Two miud, against tbe madness! 
O! Swecl Cupidon! 
Give us half the strength, 
Half d,e ire, 
To so cut from our necks 
Tl,i s rusted, b.loodstaincd wire!" 
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They Bug Me 
by James A . Vatb 

I never sme1_ling fl owers tbat d idn't 
like looking befo re L ,oking l, .,fo re 

at tl1em . I didn't d1a l 
i didn 't - T bat I did, I mea n 

l did like looking Loo k 
sometimes th en I'm ... - Liking 

No N,, No I'm liking tbcn d1 c11 
LOOKING 

Fl owers like me d1cy really do 

It's the buzzys, tbo ugb Buzzy Bu zz ing buzz 
buzz n,c 

Buzzy Bees - w/tbe bees 
bi zz ing & really bugging me. & bugging 

me, - rea lly 
buzzing me out of there! Tl1osc darn Bugs, 

buzz busy 
making m e crazy 

(Tbcy bug me. 
Tbcy make me) 

(crazy) 

21 
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My Spirit Soars 

hy Rho nda Peterson 

22 

My spirit ha s recovered 

My body only partially, 

From the serpent that bit deep into my mind. 

My spiril soa rs 
J--ligl1cr Ll,au it ever lrns before 

Witl1 new life. 

The e lectric pain stin gs my le ft side. 
But I am wl10le. 

I !,ave nurtured my spiril. 

It wilt not succumb to th e inner battle o f my body. 

I am sLro ug. 

For seven years I have fougl1t for se lf- freedo m . 
Tl,c freedo m J Look fo r granted as my birlhr;ght. 
Tl1c freedom o [ movemen t, speech, and vision. 

But now, in tbe quietness o f my being, 

My spirit soar s. 

I can no t ex pla in in your words, 
Tl1e inner most feelings I exper ience, 

B eca use Ll, cy arc 1ninL·, and mine alo ne. 

You arc 110L welcome l1 erc. 

Nor sl10uld you be. 
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l am complex. 
Made of neurons, atoms, and molecules 

Of blood that pulse through my veins. 
But slop wl,cn tl,cy sense danger, 

Like a {rightcncd animal. 

Tl,c blood can nut trespass past the l,urt, 
The injured area of my brain. 

But my spirit soars 
Because I have loucbed Ll,c face of God 

And returned. 

23 
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First Gwwtl, Haiku 
by Lance Molis 

24 

young calcrpillar, 

i remember how your hairy legs 

ti ckled my pink lips. 

curving your body 

i.n dorn1anl cocoon upon 

mustacl1c upper lip 

you crawled across my 

expression lo weave a web. 
hanging car lo car. 

sudden compulsion 

would l1avc scraped you away. bul, 

mclamorphosis. 

you emerged from your 

weave, and shook your red body 

loose [·rnm ils pale skin . 

beneatb watcl1ing eyes, 

you pcrcbcJ on my lip spreading 
wings across n1y face. 
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Lester River: lee Under Bridge 
by Lance Molis 

25 
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T he Crealure of Lake Superior 
by Josh Brown 

26 

A disheveled professor Ness entered bis office and immediately 
closed the door. He didn't want to hear the jokes made by people 
passing by in the !,all. For years now he l,as been made a mockery 
at the University of Minnesota Duluth. He wished he'd never seen 
that thing in the lake. He wished l,e'd never decided to take a walk 
through Leif Erickson Park that day. 

It was a warm spring afternoon so many years ago when 
Samuel Ness was walking along the rocky beach of Lake Superior. 
He hadn't been there long before he spotted sometl1 ing unusual. 
Something was making a giant moving "V" along the waler like a 
boal wouJJ, but tl1cre was no boat in siglit. Not even a ship coming 
inlo port. His eyes stayed fixed on tl,e movement in the water, but 
he had already passed it off in l,js mind as a big fish swimming 
underwater or something. That's when he saw it. A great big greenish-

gray coloreJ hump came rolling over the surface of the waler. 
Professor Ness was astounded, but tbe most amazing thing l1adn'l 
even bappencJ yet. Tl1e movement of tbe water stoppeJ and rigbt 
tbere before l,is eyes tl1e l1eaJ f a Jinosaur, or wl,at can be best 
described as a dinosaur, popped out of the water and looked 
rigl,t at bim. 

Professor ness was excited lo say tl,e leasl. As an associate 
professor of geology at tbc university, he thougl,t he would be 
hailed a hero. He d10ught he wou ld receive grants and awards (or 

his wonderful discovery. He was wrong. Everyone laughed in his 

face upon his ridiculous story and he has never been respected 
since. Ness didn't care. He knew what l,e saw and he knew il was real. 

Ness sat in l1is office chair anJ stared at the wall. True, /,e knew 
he was rigl,t, but the harassment form studen ts and even otbcr 
faculty members was getting lo be loo much for l,im. Earlier in the 
week he had found a picture slid under his office door. It was a pic-
ture of Bigfoot wit!, professor Ness's face superimposed on the head. 
That was one of the more clever ones, some were just pure cruelty. 
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Professor Ness ran his fingers through what was left of l1is 
hair and sighed . He looked in the corner al l1is camera equipment. 
He bad lried desperately lo get a picture of tbe creature, but lo no 
avail. He bad only seen it once since the firal encounter, at leasl l1e 
tl10ugl1t l1e bad seen it. He did snap a pl10to, but it turned out so 
blurry tl1at nobody believed it was wbal l1e said it was. Not even 
those computer science freaks wit!, all their high tech compulcrs 

and scanners and crap. This was going to be the year, he thought. 

This was going to be tl1e year when be finally got some evidence lo 

prove he was telling the trud1. In fact, he had planned to go out 011 
tl,e lake with a boat this very afternoon, rigl1t after l1c got done 
lcacbing bis niue o'clock inlroductory geology class. Ness grabbed 
his tan corduroy sport coat witl1 the brown elbow palches and 
headed to the lecture hall. 

Professor Ness let class go early. Students didn't seem to pay 
attention to him. He had a reputation as a quack and a weirdo. He 
had no resped, bell he didn't even respect himself. He was starting 
to wonder if be really had been at the park that day and been wit-
ness to an extraordinary plu:.:no1ncno11 or if the wbolc thing was in 

l1is bead. Of course it wasn't in bis head, he told himseH, and soon 

be would prove it to the world. Everyone would beg at l1is feet for 
forgiveness as soon as l1e had tl1e proof tl1al l,c -.•as in fact telling 
the trutl1. 

Ness went Imme, skipped lu11cl1 and got l1is things ready. He 
already had bis camera and l,c hooked up l1is boat trailer lo l1is old 
rusty Blazer. His boat wasn't rnuch, but it would gel Ll1e job done. It 
was an old pike boal tl1at he used Lo we to go fishing at Ii.is cabin. He 
stopped a moment and thought of tbc Limes he l,ad up at Lhc cabin. 
Tlterc wc., uld, however, be no nH1tc Lin1cs al Lhc cabin; il was jusl one o( 

tl,c many tlii11gs tbat his wife rc.:eivcd i11 tl,e divorce sctUemenl. 011 
bis way to dw b,,al landing and wb;(c be was getting the boat in tl1c 
water be couldn't bclp tli.inking aboul l1is family that haJ left l,im ... 
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•you care more abo ut s0 111c (ic~ilious creature tlian you care 

abnul us!" ~'!rs. Ness shouted at l,cr husband. 
"Milly, you know Ll1al 0s not L·ruc." Ness hied to dcfcnJ bimsclf. 
"Well tbcn wl1crc were you today?!" Mrs. Ness cu nlinucJ tl,e 

shouting. "Where were you Juring your own daughter's soccer 
game? Dou'L cve11 answer, l know exactly where you were. Cl1asing 
some damn sea serpent!" 

Ness siglicJ. He haJ notbing to say. His daugbter's game 1,ad 
completely slippeJ his mind. 

"How ... bow did she Jo?" 
"Like you care. Sbe's su upset, I cau't believe you would let her 

down like tl,al. " Mrs. Ness went fmm slmuting to talking between 
!,er teeth. "She's up in her roum, but don'l you dare hy lo go talk to 
her. S he doesn't even wanl lo look al you." 

............... 
Professor Ness motored out toward the middle of Lake 

Superior. He deliberately picked a lime when tbere would be no 
sl1ips coming into port. He sal back and tbougl,t of tbc fame he 
would acl,ievc a her he gut tbc pictures and proved to the world he 
was right . He cou ld almost sec his picture on the cover of Time and 
Newsweek . He thought of what he would say during l,i s interview 
with Barbara Walters. He thougl,t of tbc millions that l1c would 
make writing a book. He tl,ought tl,at maybe his family would 

come back to him ... 

"Sam, 1 want a divorce." Mrs. Ness stood over her husband 
as l,c sat in his chair reading the evening paper. 

"Wltat?" Ness was caught completely by surprise. 
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•you heard me: Mrs. Ness said coldly. "You're just not the 

sa me man I married. You've changed, Sam. It's your damn 
o bsession witl1 . .. wiU1 that creature that doesn't even exist. 
Chelsea needs a fatl1cr, not some wild fool. l just feel that we'll be 
better off without you." 

'You don't believe that, Chelsea doesn't believe thal . Docs 

•she doesn't even know you anymore. Hell, I do n't even know 
you anymore. We've made up our minds. Clwlsca anJ I arc leaving 
tunight." 

"But. .. you .. , she .. , why .. ." Ness gave up before be could 

even find the words. It didn 't mallcr anyway; his wife had already 

left the room. It wa s his own fault . He lcl Ll1is happen to l,imself. 

Professor Ne.ss turned tl1c molor lo his boa l oH and just let it 
coasl. He picked up his bin oculars and scanned the lake. He wasn't 
thinki11g about hi s family or 1-,is future f amc anymore, be was only 
d1inking of tbc crealurc. Wbcre diJ it come from? How big was il 
really? Why had nobody else ever seen it? Will lie ever sec it again? 

As he was thinking .,( these questions, tbc boat began to shake 
a bil. Ness luwcrcd l1is binoculars. A11d then it happened. Approx-
imately fifty feel in front u[ him a dark green head emerged from 
tl1e water. Professor Ness was frozen in awe. Tl,c head came up 
about four feet fnrn, lite water. IL was atlachcJ lo a lung, slimy neck 
tl,at wc: nt wl10 knows how far down inlo the chi lly waters. Ness 
could Jo notl,ing but star..: at tbe creature. The creature did nothing 
but stare back. Tbc crealurc l,ad beady bla..:k eyes tl,al seemed to be 
l<>n king rigl1t thrnugh Ness. The bead wasn't that big, about the 
size <>f f<>ur (oo tballs pul togctl1cr. It was oblong in shape, and tl1crc 
was a line bcl <1w the eyes wl1ere Ne ss (igurcd tl,c mouth 11111 st be. 
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Professor Ness saw his fulu re flash before bi s eyes. Hi s fame, 
bi s glory. Ness scra mbled for l,is ca mera . I le adjustt:d lbc l.:ns lo 
focus and put the crcalurc rigl,l in l1is sig bls. Tl,e dark colored 
creature was still staring back al 1,im. Ness had the camera focuse d 
and ready ln slmol. The crcalurc was motio nless. Ness l,csita tcd. 
He lowered the ca mera lo hi s hcst and blankly slarcd back al d,e 
creature. Tbc crea ture stared back. Tl,e two stared at eacl1 o tl,cr for 
what seemed like half an bour to Ness. Professor Ness finally set 
the camera down besi de l,im . H e l,,oked back at tbe creature and 
watcbcd as it moved slowly backward anJ finally submerged ilsc lf 
back into tbc cold waters o f Lake S uperior. Ness slarted the boa t 
and beaded for sbore. 

The next day Professor Ness turned in his resignation aDd 
stepped down as assoc iate professor of geology a_t the University of 
Minnesota Dulutb. 
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Discoleque 

by Hcatbcr Jobnson 
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The Lament 
by Chris Lavelle 

-For A.N. 
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Father Abraham, /,ave mercy upon m e, and send Lazarus lo dip his 
finger in waler and cool my tongue; /or 1 am in anguish i11 this /lame! 

Some days I recollect 
Moonriscs over glassy water 
Aud long pauses between tl,c clicks of grandfatber clocks. 
I know of wl,erc skies in tl1cir dawn 
Once burned the l,eavcns anJ tl1e clouds anJ Ll,e dirt will, t!,etr beams, 
Revealing sli gbter sl,ades tl,au I ever before knew in humanity. 
Begotten ol tbis was 
One yel untouched, 
Her skin a bronzeJ l,ew 
By contact with tl,e divine. 

But was sl1e hue? Was it hue? 
Wbat rigbt bears sl1e to now enter 
Tl,c less permissive present of my brains? 
She wbom in life was botb my night and day? 
Doti, she dwell? Doth she dwell? 
In tbe ranges of my breasl 
In her wool clotl,cs 
Tbat upbraid me li e a 1,airsl,irl wl,en we toueb? 
ls sl1 e wolf there yonder in '1er scat? 

She sli rs not, 
Yd wakens Goliatli 
In all around her. 
She yielJs l,er grin, 
(To all but me) 
And is become David, 
Stealing bcEorc tbc fallen warrior 
To declare before tl1e world 
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"I am tlrns! 
U nyi elding l o the will o f giants 
I am myse lf 
AnJ notl1ing more!" 

Yet her visage 
Mocks me witb some grea t lrutl1 
All know anJ I cannol discover, 

Taki ng my will to over lurn 
T l,c slone wl1cre wisdo m 
AnJ sweet cntcrtai11mcnl's lie 
Like insccls in the so ft , wet, cold ground . 

W id, childlike wo nder anJ yo un g en ' rgy, 
( 11! My Ii fe used to have tl1esc!) 
S l1e stee rs her song 
Far fro m my directio n. 

Not bere have I contributed my verse, 
I am los t like all the resl. 
Herd ing lo their 

ars 
C lasses 

Im ps 
Fadorics 
r fi ces 

Wl,crc I, like all, o nce counLcJ out my life, 
A11J all tl ,c while, from acrou tl,c d 1as111s, 
My eyes burned blind with tl,c fires o f l,cavcn. 
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Tl1e Lakewall, 
by Daryl Rathe 
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Walking by the lake 

Li steni ng to the waves 

Caressing the shore; 
A vacation for my mind. 

My soul at peace 
Renews itself, 
Getting ready for the world 
Of everyday living. 

My body iuvitcs the o:l1allengc, 
Thriving c,n the tests I put it tl1rougl1 . 
I nvigoratcd, I speed up my step; 
My wl1ulc being recl1argcJ with life. 
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Untitled 
by H catl1cr Johnso n 

35 



I NOIITTIERN LIGHTS l 
l BOOKS&GIFTS l 

General Linc of 
Books & Gifts 
Specializing in 

Regional Subjects 
& Authors 

307 'ANAi. l'AH I-: DH. 
Dlil.l'Tll, MN 55802 

Wl-n2-~267 • bx: 218-iZ2-5i91 
h1., !L: '.\'0!{1.1(,11 1 (!i ~\)l(!,l,; Jff~.(I )M 

H OME P.~ul': 11·ww.norlii;hts ,.·om 

Barn.es &NcJble 
Booksellers Since 1873 

61:'> \\'c,1 C\•11 1r,1 I Fnlran ·e 
l)ulurli. I\IK 55 X 11 

12 18) 727-0191 
Fax (2 11! 1 727 -0<l~O 



mnm<ET-DELI-ORG,\NIC PROOUCl 

1332 E. 4th St., Duluth (218) 728-0884 www.,fCO•Op.com 
7am-9pm (weekdays), 8-8 (weekends) 

BOOKS 
BOUND 

DON BJORALT 
2109 E . Superior SI 
Oululh. MN 55812 

(2181 72.? ·1419 

GOOD USED BOOKS BOUGI IT & SOLD 
BOOKS BOUND & REPAIRED 

dbjoralt@c:omputerpro .com 



Get Pu1tshed! 
The Roaring Muse is seeking submissions 
for the Spring 2000 issue: 

Poetry, Prose, Pl10tography, and illustrations are welcomed. 
We select work in a democratic, forum-based process. 
Authors remain anonymous until work is chosen. All 
submissions are property of The Roaring Muse. Materials 
can be returned upon request. If possible, submit literature 
or digital images on either a Macintosh or JBM compatible 
disk, and remember, artwork must be of a scannable 
size (ll"x 14"). 

Submissions can always be dropped off at tbe English 
Department office, or you can mail them to: 

UMD English Department 
Attn: The Roaring Muse 
410 Humanities Building 
10 University Drive 
Duluth, MN 55812 

The deadline for Spring 2000 submissions is 
March 15, 2000. 
See our website for Publishing FAQs or mail a query 
letter with a SASE to the above address. 

http://members.aol.com/sabitaj/r-magzne.htm 

All submitted artwork can be picked up at the UMD 
Literary Office (Engineering 238), by appointment or 
send a SASE for submitted work to be returned. 



Subscribe! 
Mail lo University nf Minnesota Dulutl1 Englisl1 Department 

Altn: Tbe Roaring Muse 
410 Humanities BuilJing 
10 University Drive 
Dulutb, MN 55812 

Name 

AJJress 
ily 

One Year $6.00 
Two Years $12.00 

S ta le 








	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	11
	12
	13
	14
	15
	16
	17
	18
	19
	20
	21
	22
	23
	24
	25
	26
	27
	28
	29
	30
	31
	32
	33
	34
	35
	36
	37
	38
	39
	40
	41
	42
	43
	44
	45
	46
	47
	48

