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Dear Reader,

This journal is probably just what you've 
always wanted: A digest of wise sayings, ponderous 
concepts, and tireless prose. We hope you enjoy lazing 
through the pages, nibbling on the poetry, meditating 
on the stories, gaining enlightenment from the artwork.

Colours thanks all of the writers, Dr. Ferst, Mr. 
Ralph Esposito, and the ASCC for contributing their 
time and creativity to the 1989 Spring edition. Special 
thanks to Mr. Philip Rose for his technical expertise.
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Reeperbahn

Under a raging moon, I stare 
Down the barrel of an electric Babylon 
Where the puppets of Eden toil and 
Sweat for serpents in neon trees.

Painted smiles and scarlet lingerie 
Peddle plastic kisses and barter 
Love with hungry cavaliers on 
Listless street comers.

Serpents Whisper Secrets 
Cast Shadows on Dead Stone

Against the wall, a desperate soul 
Smokes poppies with a waterpipe- 
Shakes the ashes on the street and 
Fades from the dream for awhile.

Sex Shop, Sex shop
Six Marks a Show

A blindman sips a bottle on a bed of 
Broken glass, and city trash, but he 
Will soon sleep; break the coiled 
Chains of the dream that binds him.
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In a dingy alley sanctuary, a 
Puppet sheds a groping tear 
And something flickers for a moment- 

Then it's gone.

Just a Daisy in the Barrel
Of a loaded .44

—B. Cameron
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A middle-aged 
Bowl-and-doily 
Spider masked with

Silver-rimmed 
Spectacles 
To correct

Her eight-eyed 
Farsightedness 
Fine tunes her

Spinnerets to 
Skillfully knit 
Four-thousand

Ninety-six 
Silken tube 
Socks for her

Five-hundred-twelve 
Spiderlings due 
To hatch in May.

Expecting

—Jo Johnson
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If You Tell Me You Love Me, I Will Laugh in 
Your Face

The wind sliced through
And left only space between us
Where emotion had been.

The distance has let the steam
Become only the sticky afternoon.
I can see again your fat, wet lips
And the sausages that threaded
Through my fresh washed hair.

You have made my hair greasy again,
And if you tell me you love me,
I will laugh in the raisin eyes
Poked deep in your face.

-Lynn A. Chase
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Trust

Trust is the water of our life, 
The seas are all around us,

But, so is the drought.
If our trust is broken,
Ice is formed,

Sharp, hard, and painful.
But ice melts slowly,
When it's warmed,

It melts away like tears,
Making rains for spring rebirth.

—Justin Smith
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The Moment

In all of life's haste 
It is sad that we don't 
Stop to enjoy the moment.

We set our sights on the future 
And never see the present 
Turn to past.

For it is in the moment 
That life is lived.

-Patrick L. Harris
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My Lover

My lover has indigo eyes,
Stormy and sometimes obscene.
He whispers poetic white lies, 
Some he has heard in a dream.
He brings me roses of glass,
All without venomous thorns.
And never a moment does pass 
That our love is not wholly reborn.

My lover has white eyes,
Poetic and sometimes a dream.
He whispers stormy, indigo lies, 
Some he has heard are obscene.
He brings me a moment of glass 
All without love wholly reborn. 
And never a venomous pass 
That our rose is not thorns.

My rose has poetic lies,
A moment sometimes obscene.
He whispers in venomous eyes, 
Some he has wholly a dream.
He brings indigo, my lover of glass, 
All without love (stormy) rebom. 
Never white without a pass,
That is not me and thorns.

—Lea Cramer
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Untitled

Melted ice rocks in waves of indigo currents sliding 
Against the bouldered shore as the lift of wind 
Brings in the chill of winter
Water then sends it to an open grey
Rise of sky and a faded gold glow of a cloud-fringed
Moon that spills light across
The lake into liquid breezes
Sliding again against the solid shore.

—Bridget Moylan
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The Color of the Horizon Shifted

The Color of the Horizon Shifted
When dying men left to right fell forward.
Single file, domino Jews reiterated death.

Before their death they stood stiff,
Their hands held high, they tore at the skyline belly 
That is God lying on the horizon.

Then dead upon their friends they fell as hands let go,
And the skyline inhaled through His blue wounded womb 
Their holy spirits from that greedy tomb.

—C. Charles Irvine
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Cleveland Elementary

The school bell rang twice at three
O'Clock to dismiss children
Already-gone.

Now sterile plains of black asphalt glare back at 
The hot, afternoon sun with 
Bloodstained eyes.

And the hot air presses its
Weight in upon the playground
Not indifferent.

And the hot air rallies swings and
Flagpoles into an orchestration of discordant 
Clanks and clings.

And the hot air slams grade-D papers then red-candy 
Wrappers—kit kat-skittle-snicker—like scraps of 
Wallpaper against a foreboding, chain-link,

keep-one-out-and-in-fence.
And white-chalk outlines of hopscotch 
Skeletons lie systematically scattered upon 
The dark-skinned asphalt.

And white-chalk outlines of tetherball
Bullseyes echo screams of
Children at play.

And white-chalk outlines of the AK-47
Assault rifle riddle screams of
Children into silence.

While we pray for rain.
—Jo Johnson
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Rocking

Rocking, back, forth 
In the brown chair 
Head on her chest 
Heart drums in ear 
Inhale, exhale 
Back, forth, back, forth

Stroking my hair 
Hands, warm, soft, frail 
I close my eyes 
Heart in ear
Drum, drum, drum, drum 
Hush, hush, now, hush

The rocking stops 
The chair is still.
I am alone.
Yet, I can feel 
Hands, warm, soft, frail 
Heart in my ear

Inhale, exhale 
Back, forth, back, forth 
Drum, drum, drum, drum 
Hush, hush, now, hush.

—Susanne M. Isakson
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The Crucifixion

Tears and blood mixed as one 
Frail hands nailed towards the sun

The wounded life wanting more 
For those frightened by death's still door

The lonely hands seem forlorn 
Long been clenched lifeless and worn

Crown of thorns and taunting men 
Gave testimony to our own sin

The daring few stayed to mourn 
In that silence freedom was bom.

—Merrick O'Connell
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Dear Shawn, Thanks For Sharing Your Room

I play in shawns room
And twoday well play futball.
His room is smaler then the hall
But it is fun wen yur small.
Look at the leters sounding the same.
I did that.

But beter are the leters
That say his sport and game.
Someday they mite say my name.
But he says Im wronghanded and kinda lame.

My bruther won with this gluv
But it dusnt fit cuz Im wronghanded.
I go to his room when hes gon
And put on jerseys name Shawn.

Today is tomorrow and I am
As big as he was when I was small.
Now our walls are postered in glory
And hidden on a hanger is nother "IRVINE" jersey.

He constantly tells me he's beter,
And I hate him sometimes.
He makes fun of me everday,
But he'll change his way
When he sees me play.

We dont play football in our room.
He's too big and its too small.
Besides, he's never home or alone.
His friends take him away to play.
Oh well, I like having the room to myself anyway.
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He comes home now and then
With big arms, big legs, and a cocky grin.
I guess he's allright, kinda cool.
Sometimes he takes "little irv" to his big school.

Now my locker is in that big school,
And I share with Shawn my little room.
I adopted his letterman's coat and some of its glory,
And each night he gives me a memory story.

I found out today I'm right handed,
And his glove will never fit.
But I hold a pen more than a ball,
So my name doesn’t poster any walls.

Coaches remind me of a brother who did more,
And I tell my friends of him that came before.
My mother insists that I'm a great kid,
But I know I'll never do all that he did.
He did more in my eyes than anyone ever saw.

Today I saw him leave my room,
And believe me there was no sadness or gloom.
He punched me in the shoulder for a hug 
And continued his habit of calling me "slug."

He moved out his bed and I took down the glory stories 
And replaced his headlines with my poems and stories. 
Once again my room was huge,
But my closet was still full of his old shirts and shoes.

That night I layed quiet
And stared at silent walls.
Soon I forgot of the changes and asked,
"Shawn, will you tell me about when you caught the 
ball?"
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"Shawn?" I asked without looking at his bed,
"Are you asleep yet?"
"No," he didn't say,
So I fell asleep towards another day.

I got up half way between today and tomorrow.
My body headed for the bathroom,
And my soul slept in sorrow.

A marker was now gone,
A bedpost that guided me like the sun,
Was in another house under my brother Shawn.

I walked past the door and into the closet,
And awoke to dreams full of old cleats and jerseys.
I tripped on a cleat and continued to fall,
And down on me fell a glove and a ball.

The ball my left had bobbled,
But the glove my good hand grabbed with grace. 
"Shawn, did you see that?"
"No!" he didn't say.

—C. Charles Irvine
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One Will Love You

A kick in the face
A knife in the back,
What they won't do
For that ounce of crack.

They fix it up
And shoot it in,
It numbs their brain,
Lets death begin.

Here comes the heat,
You run and hide.
Could not quit the stuff 
Even if you tried.

Can't get enough,
Try something new,
From then each choice 
Is made for you.

Don't look behind
Or you will see
Two faces, outstretched arms. 
One will promise you everything; 
One will love you.

—Terry Lowman
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Untitled

I reached to my shelf today
Upset a glass
Tumbling j
To a metal edge
Shattered splinters, scattered crystal 1
Across my desk, books, bed 
Around bare feet

Again.

Visual trigger to
A thought's haunt
One black night's static light fear.

I reached in my shelf today—
Suspended trance
Staring through
Thinking past
Tumbled, upset, shattered
Glass.

-Bridget Moylan

17



Telegraph

The rocker creaks 
Back and forth,
Giving a flash of your hand 
Palm up in your lap.

I debate in the doorway;
The rocker slows and 
Stops.
You bend, reach for the 
Crumpled paper lying forlorn 
On the braided rug.

You smooth away the creases 
Painfully gently.
The rocker moans as you 
Set it swaying again.

I close my lips over 
The comfort 
Poised on tongue tip 
And I go.

—Lynn A. Chase 
i 
1
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Canine Children

As canine children, we feast at night.
We thrive on blood and not the meat,
Driven on by our murderous appetite.

Oh, the pleasure in a single bite,
Two puncture wounds small and neat.
As canine children, we feast at night.

We live as nocturnal parasites,
Cloaked in darkness designed by deceit. 
Driven by our murderous appetite.

Our sanity is decided by phases of moonlight. 
But our madness is so discreet,
As canine children. We feast at night.

Darkness provides us with tender delights. 
We long for young veins so dark and sweet, 
Driven on by our murderous appetite.

We are creatures of blinding sight 
Attracted by our victim's sensual heat.
As canine children, we feast at night,
Driven by our murderous appetite.

—Lea Cramer
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Wallpaper

Wallpaper is a bad lie: it allows us to pretend that the wall 
is something that it is not. We decorate our walls with a variety 
of prints: some are metalic with geometric designs; others large 
murals of distant places; but the most popular are flowers: roses, 
daisies, sunflowers, or lilies. With these elaborate, flowery prints 
we can imagine ourselves on a distant green meadow filled with 
brightly colored blossoms rather than in the hallway or the 
kitchen.

Staring at wall in the hallway but not sure of where he 
was, father said, "We better damn well fix that peeling wallpaper 
with all the people who were sure to come." Mother, 
understanding the importance of his statement, quickly hunted for 
the paste and tools that would help her securely fasten the corner 
section that had come loose from the heat of the refrigerator on 
the other side of the wall. Together they re-applied the paper as 
if it had never come undone at all. The wallpaper was again a 
bad lie.

The people who were sure to come did, and they passed 
the flowery prints in the hallway and stared aimlessly at the paper 
in the kitchen. The wallpaper did its job. It provided the distant 
meadows of green for us to escape into. There were abundant 
flowers to be picked so we could smell their sweet, opiant 
fragrance. But soon the flowers were all gathered and placed in 
bouquets; the meadow was left with no color but green, and in it 
stood the people.

I stood among the crowd with the green meadow beneath 
my feet and imagined a distant place with no flowers, no green 
meadow, only the wall covered with memories like a faded 
tapastry telling me why I was here. The blast of color guard's 
rifles sent tears streaming down my face. I began to sob when the 
echo of Taps filled the meadow and my head. Father was 
presented with the colors, and the sergeant reminded him of duty 
served. Mother placed a single red rose on the coffin that 
encased my brother as they lowered him into the ground. The 
wallpaper peeled back again to reveal the wall.
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The Day I Became a Black Cat

Spring is here! It is a fine day in March, and I am going on 
my last spring break of my high school years. The cherry 
blossoms are in full bloom as far as the eye can see. The white 
and light pink blossoms are swaying in the breeze, and in each 
tree every sprig has a little bird on its shoulder. Now, I'm in 
Kumamoto Castle Park with all of my relatives doing 
flower-viewing: one of the most tasteful Japanese customs. 
Japanese people wait impatiently for the flower season, and then 
they go flower-viewing. They have a wonderful time under the 
cherry blossoms, talking and drinking green tea or saki, 
sometimes eating rice balls or sweetmeats. "Uhm, yummy," I 
say, eating a rice ball which has a pickled Japanese sour apricot 
inside. I pick up a cup of green tea; I drink it off without a 
break. In that moment, I lose consciousness.

I don't know how much time has passed, but I wake up in 
the same park at midnight. I am alone; not a soul is to be seen. 
It is spring, but still the night is cold. I wander around thepark for 
two hours, looking for my relatives. My body is getting cold 
from the night's wind, and the sense of loneliness makes me feel 
much colder. Finally, I see a silhouette! She is a skinny girl who 
has softly-permed, long, black hair and dark brown eyes with a 
small mole just under her right eye. Rieko! She is my older 
sister.

I shout,"Rieko, I'm here!" as loud as I can. But I hear a 
big, ugly cat's "Meow." I doubt my ears, and I shout one more 
time. I hear the ugly voice again. Then I find a small pond to see 
my figure, and I look into the water timidly.

"Oh, no," I abandon myself to despair. On the surface of 
the water, there is the reflection of a most spiteful black cat.

I mutter,"I would rather die." The next moment, I am in 
Rieko's warm arms.

She talks to me, "Hi, cutie. I'm looking for my little sister, 
Kuniko. Didn't you see her anywhere?"

I reply to her, "I'm here; this is Kuniko," but sadly, my 
voice just echoes around me, "Meow." For a while, I'm calmed 
by Rieko's hug. 21



Suddenly, my mother comes from the other side of the 
park, screaming, "Rieko, don't hold such a dirty cat. Oh, no. You 
are holding a black. How ominous! Rieko, put her down."

"No, Mom. She's cute, and she must be hungry. Look, 
she's shaking."

"I said 'no,' and you know we are missing Kuniko, so why 
do you have to hold such an unlucky animal?"

"I know that we think black cats are ill omens. But it's not 
the cat's fault. I can't leave her to her fate."

"Let her go!" my mother comes close to me, and she hits 
Rieko's hands very hard. Naturally, I fall down to the ground 
from Rieko's hands.

I walk toward my mother, saying,"Mom, it's me. This is 
your daughter, Kuniko." But of course she can't hear me. She 
drives me away from her. Although Rieko is trying to hold me 
with her kind heart, my mother is still shouting,"Go away; we 
don't need you." I feel extremely sad, and I want to escape form 
this unhappy scene. I run out to pacify my crying heart; I run out 
into the street.

Abruptly, Rieko cries,"No!" In surprise I look about me. 
A big truck is getting closer.

"This is it; this is the end." I close my eyes. Screeech!!
The next thing I know, I am lying on the grass in the park. 

All of my relatives are looking at me with concern.
"Are you OK?" my mother asks me. She is kind as usual.
"What's wrong with me?" I ask my mother.
"Well, you drank a lot of saki in a gulp by mistake with 

green tea, and you fell asleep for a long time. I'm sorry I didn't 
tell you that I poured saki in the tea cup, but you would have 
noticed it if you had paid attention." I feel bad, and I have a 
terrible headache; however, I'm alive!

After I come back from the park, I take a bath, and I notice 
that I have tire marks across my chest and legs. Nobody believes 
my strange experience, but I still have the tire marks on me.
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Everybody, be careful of strong appetites and saki that appears to 
be green tea! Also, if you see a black cat, please don't kick him 
away just because he is black. He may be one of your family. 
Meow.

—Kuniko Kitazato
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Justice

The timber country was tranquil and quiet as the scorching 
rays of the afternoon sun boiled through the humid air. The only 
sign of life was a young coyote slipping silently through the 
brush at the edge of a small clearing. The coyote seemed 
ill-humored and touchy; he twitched his ears nervously, glancing 
from side to side with cold blue eyes.

As the coyote passed a small clump of brush, he paused to 
stare intently through the maze of green leaves. In a moment, a 
grey-brown bird appeared, clucking to itself as it bobbed along. 
The bird craned its long neck to one side, staring dumbly with 
round yellow eyes at the coyote. The coyote licked the slobber 
from his jaws, then crouched, tensing his muscles, and pounced 
at the bird. But his jaws snapped shut on nothing but air. The 
fool-hen had lopped away through the brush, cackling and 
screeching like a barn yard hen as it struggled to take flight. 
Coming to an open spot, the excited bird rose into the air with a 
flurry of wings, but collided with a bush and fell awkwardly to 
the ground. As the coyote's sabre-like teeth sunk deep into the 
vital organs, the bird uttered a tortured squawk that was quickly 
choked to a rasping wheeze. Its wings futilcly thrashed against 
the clenched jaws, spraying bright red blood against the coyote's 
face. The wings flapped convulsively for a few more moments, 
then all became quiet once more.

After a final, fierce shake of his head, the coyote let the 
quivering, blood-oozing body drop from between his jaw onto the 
ground in front of him. He lapped warm blood from his grinning 
face as he sat back on his haunches and happily surveyed the 
results of his playful little game. But the bird’s thin, scrawny 
body filled the coyote with contempt. He hadn't been hungry 
anyway. After a moment or two he rose and padded away, 
leaving the bird to rot in the summer sun.

As the coyote entered the clearing, he seemed even more 
spooky than before. The sky, clear a moment ago, was now 
scattered with dark-bottomed clouds, but the coyote care little
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about the weather; something else was making him restless. 
Before he had taken a dozen steps away from the dead bird, he 
paused, scanning the opposite side of the clearing. He had seen 
something — possibly the sun gleaming against a rock — or 
perhaps a rifle barrel? the coyote was turning, heading back for 
the bush, when he felt the smashing impact against his chest. 
The lead cut through his body like an electric shock, sending red 
flashes of spearing pain dancing in front of his eyes. He was 
already rolling on the ground and clawing the air in agony when 
the clapping thunder of the shot reached his throbbing ears. A 
few seconds later the red pain in his head slowly faded, leaving 
only a black emptiness; the spasmodic motion of his legs slowed 
then shuddered to a complete stop.

The strode across the clearing, still grasping the gun with 
both hands. Upon reaching the coyote, he extended his foot and 
kicked the body in the ribs. There was no movement. Stepping 
back, he watched the dark red blood cover the ground under the 
corpse. He smiled, murmuring, "Got 'em right in the lungs," 
He lovingly caressed his new gun as he inspected the body with 
satisfaction. The animal's hide has shaggy and uneven; its 
mouth hung slack, dripping saliva and blood. The pale blue 
eyes, surrounded by blood splattered fur, were bulged and glassy 
as they stared with amazement up at the darkening sky. The man 
turned away, he sighted the bloody feathers of the bird. He 
mumbled weakly, "Damn rights - he got what he deserved — 
teach 'em to kill a good animal 'an then just leave it lay there." 
He then turned, averting his eyes from the blood-smeared pile of 
mangy fur. A few flies began to buss around the carcass as the 
man walked away.

Dark clouds moved swiftly across the sky as the man paced 
across the clearing. A few minutes before, the thunder had been 
crashing against the higher hills, but now it was overhead, 
rippling through the boiling clouds like a deep, angry voice.

—Joe DeFlyer
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Plane Talk

He wanted to fly. "Like a bird, Mama, free and high, I'm 
going to fly." He'd sing-song this little made-up rhyme at least 
once a day, as the robins flew in and around the grassy backyard 
area where Jamie O'Brian and I, both nine years old that spring, 
played airplanes.

"You will fly...like a bird...someday...." his mother would 
encourage him as she dug around her strawberry plants in her 
huge vegetable garden. I’d smile at Jamie and picture myself 
flying with him forever and ever.

Being the girl next door had special privileges. We were 
always visiting in each other's houses, and we walked to school 
every day, talking as usual about Jamie’s dreams of flying 
airplanes. It was never a problem trying to decide what to get 
Jamie for a birthday or Christmas present. Model airplanes from 
King's Hobby Shop topped his list of things he wanted. I never 
could distinguish one plane from the other, except to comment on 
the pretty blue model he'd assembled over the last weekend, or 
comment on the newest drawing-board plans of a plane with 
funny-shaped wings.

As the years passed, we both continued in our high pursuits 
of education: Jamie at the university, studying medicine, and I 
enrolled at Carroll to become the "best" grade school teacher 
education would produce. Jamie placed his dreams of flying on 
hold as high stress classes in medical school kept him 
earthbound.

When he'd come home to Helena to visit, Jamie always 
found his toy airplanes that his mother had banished to a special 
box in the attic. He'd dust each plane and carefully place it on 
the tops of dressers or on the shelves around the walls of his 
room. He'd examine them for loose parts, sighing over each 
broken piece he found, or recalling a special fondness for the 
design of a plane of his own creation. She'd protest, but secretly 
we all knew this was a wonderful ritual of homecoming that we 
enjoyed and looked forward to with enthusiasm. Not once in the
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four years he was away at school, did Mrs. O'Brian break this 
ritual by surprising him with the toy planes set out and waiting 
for him. Why, I cannot to this day, say.

As he'd spend precious, fleeting vacation hours with his 
family, the old dream of flying would surface. "Like a bird, 
Mama, free and high, I'm going to fly." And she'd encourage 
him in the usual way.

The last vacation that Jamie came home from school was 
immediately noticeably different. I was cutting the grass when I 
saw his car about a block away from the house. I ran through the 
hedge opening and into the O'Brian kitchen. Jamie waved an 
envelope high in the air from the rolled-down window of his '63 
Ford as he braked to a stop in front of the garage doors.

"Mama!" he shouted,"I did it! 1 finally did it! I soloed!" I 
held the screen door open for his hurried entrance into his 
mother’s waiting arms. How she needed that familiar hug from 
her almost-a-doctor son. I impulsively reached for my neck as an 
unknown fear gripped my heart.

We sat around the oak kitchen table; she fussed with her 
napkin while I watched Jamie devour a piece of his favorite 
dessert, chocolate cake with white icing.

"Some mail came for you, Jamie. I didn't forward it to you 
since you were coming home this week," she said. I handed the 
letters to him, careful that one of them was hidden tree envelopes 
down in the stack. I needed the extra time to watch his face.

Jamie carefully flipped through the typical junk mail, then 
his hand paused in mid-air as he read the return address. "Dept. 
of Defense" was printed in the upper left-hand corner. With 
shaking fingers Jamie ripped open the oversized envelope.

"Greetings...."
"Mama, I didn't mean to tell it to you like this," he started. "I've 
been flying for quite a while now, and I'm enrolled in the 
Officer's Flight School at the university. I'm leaving for a tour of 
duty in Viet Nam right after graduation." He said more, but she 
was stunned into a strange blankness, and I turned stone deaf. I 
saw his lips moving, telling us more of the details, but what, I
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can’t remember.
She jumped up and started for the attic steps. "We’ve got 

some dusting and sorting to do," she said, pretending this 
vacation would be no different from any of the past.

"Mama, I'll be flying like a bird, Mama...Mama?"
The pot of tea Mrs. O'Brian and I were sharing seemed 

rather mellow this unusually warm October day as our 
conversation centered on Jamie. I was reading aloud his latest 
letter to me. Neither of us heard anyone approach the house, and 
the knock on the kitchen screen door startled us.

"Mrs. O'Brian?"
"Yes."
"May we come in?"
It was then I noticed the two handsome, young men, 

dressed in regulation blues. Their whole demeanor spoke of 
solemnity.

"Of course," she said, swinging the screen door open 
wide,"Do come in."

On October 2, 1983, I journeyed to the "Wall" in 
Washington, D.C. On that day I found the name, Jamie 
O'Brian, third panel, fifteen lines down on the Viet Nam 
Memorial. I stood with all the other anonymous tourists, tears 
burning hot from my red-rimmed eyes, feeling completely alone. 
My thoughts neither plummeted backward in time nor focused on 
the present. I could only wonder. Why, Jamie?

—Lenore Puhek
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The Day Started Like Always

My closed eyes feel sunshine sneaking into my bedroom. 
Oh, morning-why does the earth have to keep going around? 
Turning my head toward the alarm clock, I hope to see it say 
5:00 a.m. But the short hand is between eight and nine, and the 
long hand is getting closer to six as the orange second hand plays 
a ticktock rhythm. I quickly reach over to shut off the alarm, 
like a TV detective stops a time bomb five seconds before the 
bomb blows up. 1 don't wanna hear that sound. I start to nap 
without falling asleep. Every morning I refuse to begin my day 
till the last second. To be at Mitsuko's house by 9:20, I need 
fifteen minutes to take a shower, ten minutes to put make up on 
and brush my teeth, and probably five minutes to look for my 
keys.... Like every morning, 1 should have known that I don't 
have time to enjoy the non-sleeping, morning nap.

My bed must be the point which has the strongest gravity 
on the earth. Barely pulling my back out of the bed I stumble 
into the kitchen. I have to make a cup of tea just to feel a 
morning mood. Through the uncurtained window the outside 
world looks fuzzy and white. It is because I haven't put my 
contact lenses in yet and because it's cloudy out now. 
Eliminating the little, white flakes dancing in my slightly 
shadowed mind, I force myself to think so. I turn around 
quickly to avoid seeing what’s going on outside.

While washing my hair, I am happy to think about the 
weather and to decide what to wear today. Think about the 

‘ melted snow-water flowing in front of the apartment yesterday. 
There is no doubt that the outside would be warm. I want to 
believe all I needed to wear is a sweat shirt and jeans. However, 

‘ my day starts disintegrating when I am having difficulties 
combing my hair and have to worry that my scalp might peel
from pulling my hair so hard with my comb.

I didn't expect to take ten minutes to untangle my hair 
earlier when I was thinking in bed. Hurry up. I put my contact 
lenses in so that I can easily find the things I need. I fly back to 
my bedroom and grab textbooks and notebooks which I will
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probably use in school. My keys are on the coffee table. I pull 
on the first sweat shirt I touch in the closet and struggle into the 
jeans that I grab from the floor. I'm ready. Then on the way to 
the door, something white outside the kitchen window strikes me 
like lightning from the comer of my eye. SNOWING? No way! 
Everybody knows how warm yesterday was. I even went
outside to check my mail in my shorts! Or are my contact lenses 
dirty?

Irritated, Mitsuko calls. "Are you coming or not?"
"Yes, I am," I answer like a Marine private. Then I step

into my pink Converses and run out of my apartment. How can 
this happen? My narrow Japanese eyes are wide open in 
surprise. I don't see any water flowing on the street; instead 
snow covers the ground, probably several inches. My cheeks 
and bare hands skip getting cold and start hurting. I even 
imagine that I can see white, frozen air floating around me 
Yesterday Helena appeared as one of the islands in the South 
raeific but today Helena becomes one of the glaciers in the 
North Pole. I hurry into Mitsuko's little Honda. Staring at the 
cars frosted window on my side, I mumble,"OK. This is 
Montana. Fine. I am gonna move out of here Yes I'm 
gonna...."

-Rika Tamai
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Account Closed

For the third time, Leonard Philby explored the 
chrome chair with his plump little body, searching 
unsuccessfully for a comfortable position. Still blinded by the 
August sun of a Phoenix afternoon, his watery-brown eyes 
darted at random around the spacious office, trying to sort 
out its cool gray shadows. He ran his fingers through thin, 
sandy hair and then set them to work again, drumming on the 
chilly metal of the chair arm.

"You sure there isn't some mistake?"
"No mistake, Mr. Philby. Just a simple matter of 

policy." The Adjustor was polite, but firm. He was still 
smiling pleasantly, but the smile didn't reach behind the thin, 
gold frames of his glasses.

"You must understand our position, sir," he went 
on. "My company has a great deal of money invested in this 
series: color photographs, research, not to mention the cost of 
printing. We simple cannot allow this sort of practice to 
continue.

Across the broad, glass-topped desk, the Adjustor 
noted Philby's restless fingers: it was part of his training to 
observe such gestures. His dry, precise tenor became even 
more clipped, more insistent. The smile disappeared. "You do 
recall, Mr. Philby, that a member of our sales force contacted 
you last February. And you agreed to the customary ten-day 
examination period. Surely we gave you sufficient time to 
look over Volume I and decide if you wished to keep it. I 
must point out that the nominal fee you then owed us was 
clearly stated in our invoice. You were under no obligation to 
purchase any of the other books in the series. And, naturally, 
had you simply returned Volume I, there would have been no 
charge at all."

The Adjustor had begun to punctuate his sentences 
with tight, vertical chops of his long, slim hands. Philby 
noticed their carefully manicured nails and abruptly hid his 
own well-nibbled stubs in his lap. He had felt the change of
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pace all right. The air-conditioned office was cool to the point 
of being frigid, yet he was perspiring freely. Under the 
mustard-colored sport coat, the sweat had soaked through his 
shirt and was slowly closing on the wide, green and white 
stripes of his tie. The chili he had gulped down for lunch 
churned sullenly through his digestive system, and he began to 
wonder if there might be a bathroom nearby. Somehow it 
seemed unlikely that such mundane facilities were ever required 
here.

"But one book-what's one book? Look, you can't 
tell me you people really lose any money on these deals. 
You're making a mint. So what if you're out a little here and 
there. You write it off your taxes, that's all."

Philby’s voice had risen half and octave during this 
last speech. As he paused for breath, the Adjustor 
challenged him immediately. "I'm afraid you're a bit out of 
touch, sir. Ten years ago we could afford to take these 
losses in stride, but doing business these days is more 
complex. Still, we would have been a bit more patient if this 
had been the only...offence. But it's not your first time-not by 
a good deal. We have quite a file on you, Mr. Philby, a heftv 
file."

There was, in fact, a thick manila folder in the 
exact center of the otherwise uncluttered glass of the desk. 
The Adjustor flicked it open with the tip of one forefinger 
and methodically coaxed the contents into a tidy rectangle.

"Apparently," he went on, "you've made a habit of 
acquiring books in this fashion. Our records go back fourteen 
years and involve other publishing houses in Canada and 
Europe as well as here. Oh yes, we do co-operate in these 
matters. No doubt about it: we have the full story on you."

The Adjuster paused briefly while the same finger 
snapped the cover down on the file and tapped it several times 
to make certain it couldn't pop open again. "So I'm sure you 
can see the logic of our decision to terminate your account."

Prodded by the annoying calm of his adversary, as 
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well as by mounting physical discomfort, Philby decided to 
temporize: "OK, look...I see your point. It's no big deal, 
right? Here, I'll just pay you for the book right now. See, I'll 
just get out my checkbook and...."

The Adjustor cut him off with another wave of his 
hand. He was smiling again, a gentle, almost compassionate 
smile. Unobtrusively, his right foot nudged a black button 
nestled in the thick carpet. Two figures in white coveralls 
padded silently through the doorway behind Leonard Philby.

"I'm afraid you still haven't quite understood the 
nature of my company's decision, sir. When we find ourselves 
forced to close an account with one of our customers, we 
prefer to close it completely. Much less trouble in the long 
run—no chance of the problem turning up again later on."

The Adjustor leaned back, and his fingertips formed 
a protective steeple directly over the discrete little diamond in 
his tietack. He allowed himself an indulgent chuckle.

"Really, the myths you people cling to! You can't 
go on forever sustaining losses, never recouping. So-my 
company has come up with a special task force for this kind of 
consumer-relations problem."

A brisk gesture brought the two overalled figures 
closer, one to each side of Philby's chair. They had him up 
and under control before he was even fully aware of their 
presence in the room. Eyes staring wildly, he strained to hear 
the Adjustor's final sentences.

"We feel there's a certain...appropriateness in our 
solution to the problem. A senses of what's fitting, you 
understand. We'll be sending you out to one of our 
newer...ah...installations in Yuma. On the face of it, of 
course, there appears to be very little in the human body that 
one would find useful in the world of publishing. But you'd 
truly be amazed at some of the ideas our R &D people have 
come up with recently."

A nod of the Adjustor's head drew Philby's attention 
to a small display table off the the left. On it were several
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books and a large poster, part of the company's most recent ad 
campaign. The poster showed the spine of a large volume-an 
encyclopedia or perhaps a dictionary. Underneath was a slogan 
that he now vaguely recalled reading in a Newsweek 
centerfold: "Our Bindings Are As Strong As Human Beings 
Can Make Them."

"Really, Mr. Philby, you won't feel a thing. Our 
technicians will see to that before they crate you up."

A final, languid wave of the Adjustor's had sent 
Philby and his escorts out the door and down a long, narrow 
hallway. At the very end, two double doors were starting to 
swing open. He didn't start to scream until several seconds 
after they had closed behind him.

—Joan Stottlemyer
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Mr. Raspberry

My sister and I called him "Mr. Raspberry" because of 
the many raspberry bushes he tended behind his house. We 
woke up to a new sun each day, threw on our clothes, and 
raced over to his house with colored pictures or dandelion 
bouquets under our arms. He was always there, and welcomed 
us with a wrinkled smile and a tired eye, then asked if, 
perhaps, we wouldn't like to come inside and have a glass of 
lemonade. On such days, we would spend afternoons listening 
to stories of times that, to us, never were. But in the 
springtime, when the bushes in the backyard gave birth to 
their burgundy fruit, he would always be with them. 
Throughout the season, we would help him water and trim and 
watch the raspberries grow and ripen. When summer came, 
the ripe fruit was picked and, what wasn't eaten, put into jars 
for later use. Autumn turned the bushes brown and brought 
the leaves to the earth to be buried by the winter snow. The 
seasons never changed us, however, and as the days passed, 
my sister and I never looked back, for spring would always 
come again.

One morning, my sister woke me up. and, being two years 
my elder, announced that we were going to Mr. Raspberry's 
house to see the bushes and bring him some cupcakes. I 
suggested we bring chocolate instead, but she reminded me 
that he couldn't eat it because he was too old and had plastic 
teeth. When we arrived, he was there. And though his eye 
seemed a bit more tired, his smile sufficed to greet us. Mr. 
Raspberry said that his back was giving him trouble, and asked 
if we wouldn't do the trimming today while he told us stories. 
Throughout the spring, Mr. Raspberry's back would sometimes 
give him trouble, and we would tend to the bushes.

Summer came, and the fruit began to ripen. My sister and I 
longed to pick the berries and pop them in our mouths and 
laugh and lie out in the sun with Mr. Raspberry again. But he 
said that the joints in his fingers were too sore, and asked us to 
do the berry-picking for him. And every day we picked the ripe

35



fruit and put it into bowls, though we never forgot to bring Mr. 
Raspberry handfuls to enjoy with us. My sister and I agreed 
that, despite Mr. Raspberry's aching joints, nothing had changed 
from the summers before.

Autumn followed, and the last of the raspberries had to be 
picked before they fell to the earth. I told my sister this, and 
she said that she was supposed to go to the park and that I 
should go without her this time. This event troubled me all 
day, but the next morning she came along and 1 knew that 
nothing had changed. When we finished picking the berries, 
Mr. Raspberry said that it would soon be time to put the berries 
in jars for the winter. When we went to do this, he tried to 
smile, said he wasn't feeling well, and asked if we wouldn't 
come back tomorrow. I asked my sister if he might have the 
flu. She suggested we pick some flowers to make him feel 
better. The next day, we carefully made a bouquet and raced to 
his house. But he was not there. A stranger answered and said 
that Mr. Raspberry was very sick and had to be taken to the 
hospital. My sister asked the stranger to please give Mr. 
Raspberry the flowers, and said we would come again 
tomorrow. I told her I hoped we would get the raspberries 
prepared before winter came. She hoped so, too.

I woke up early the next morning and announced that we 
should go to Mr. Raspberry’s house, but she said that she had to 
go to a birthday party and added that boys shouldn't always 
need big sisters to take them everywhere; she would come later. 
I walked to Mr. Raspberry's house alone that day. The stranger 
answered again. He said that Mr. Raspberry would not be 
coming back. I said that it was all right and asked if I might go 
see the bushes, anyway. He said it would be fine.

As I stood staring at the barren branches, I looked back for 
the first time. Everything had changed. The seasons wrought 
an endless cycle of birth and death which neither men nor 
raspberries could escape. And I knew that if I was not picked 
before winter, I would fall to the earth. I began to cry. The 
seasons passed, taking Mr. Raspberry with them and leaving the



bushes cold and bare. I wondered if spring would come again 
and who would take care of the raspberries.

Winter came early, and I awoke the next morning to find 
the earth buried in snow. I reached under my pillow, carefully 
selected two pieces of chocolate, and crept up to my sister's 
room. I told her about Mr. Raspberry, and she was sad. She 
told me that things would never be the same without him and 
how much she would miss his stories and smiles. I said that I 
knew and asked her if, when spring came again, she would 
help me with the raspberries. She finished her chocolate, 
smiled, and said she wasn’t sure; I should ask her next spring.

—Brian G. Cameron
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