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oreword

This, the second issue of what we sincerely hope will be an annual publication, like the first issue, conﬁms
our belief that there is a great deal of creative writing talent in our highly varied student body. The striking
imagery of many contributions, the rounded characterization in the fiction, the thoughtfulness reflected by the
essays, all made this a delightful duty for the editors.

As with our first issue, publication would not have been possible without the support of many people. There
is a risk in attempting to thank some, that others may feel slighted. Still, we should mention the enthusiasm of
Bill Rowell, Chairman of the College’s Trustees, who read a poem from last year’s issue at Commencement.
Then there is Jean Mahaffey, Dean of Arts and Sciences, who carried the financial ball for us. Rhett Jackson,
owner of The Happy Bookseller in Columbia, again served as an outside judge for us in the writing
competition which has become a part of this process. Finally, Alan Clayton and all the crew in our
Commercial Graphics Program worked very hard to give us the high quality printed product which you are
about to enjoy.

Most of all, the editor wants to thank all the students, both in his Creative Writing class and throughout the
College, for their willingness to take chances and their acceptance of our criticism. It _is our hope that we may
enjoy their bylines in other publications in years to come. But even if they never publish again, we hope they
gained as much satisfaction as we did from Starshine ’89.

Maurice R. Duperre
Editor

Tom Bonner
Assistant Editor

Copyright Midlands Technical College 1989
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BARROOM BEETHOVEN

by
Terry Bailey

I have danced

in the netherlands of my soul,
Held court in silent waiting.
And when morning passed

and the late afternoon

was burnt into the earth,

I laughed and watched
shadows empty

the hidden corners of my heart.

EVENING OUT

by
R. B. Herbert, III

Last night I had a beer
And so did she.

Because her chest was hot,
I placed a freezing hand
Upon her breast,

And sipped my beer;
Watching

Her and me,

And everybody.

We chatted quietly

About nothing in particular,
Just feeling good

There alone

With everyone,

"Til finally we went home.
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WILMA

Michael William Hines

“A
ndrew! Andrew! Answer me, boy.”
But nothing answered except static and finally a

click.

Wilma cried in her trailer. Her only son would not
even talk to her and her heart burned. The frustration
of the distance made her scream into her bottle. The all-
comforting bottle rocked with her in the torn La-Z-Boy
and her husband snored in time with her rocking. She
now, stared at him. “I would do away with himright no
but the checks would stop,” she thought to herself.
Then what? She had not worked in seven years and the
alcohol had turned her into a crippled old woman. It
took all her effort to move down the dirt road each week
to retrieve the check and more pints of cheap blended
whisky.

She turned the bottle up and drank the last bit. “All
gone,” she said aloud. Andy, her husband, shifted on
the couch and coughed up part of his diseased lungs.
That disgusted her. Not much disgusted her but that
did. She screamed and threw the empty bottle. It spun
through the air and made contact with his head. The
bottle ricocheted off and disappeared through a now
broken window. Andy sat up and looked at his wife.

“What?” he asked as he rubbed the enlarging welt
on his forehead. “Why’d ya do that?” She laughed
suddenly and stopped just as quick only to peer deep
into Andy’s eyes. He knew she was a little crazy from
all the booze, but she still amazed and scared him.

“You go to the store. I'm tired of doing that walk.
There is no shade and I ain’t got no umbrella. You
never go. Hell, you never move off that couch.”

He was amazed. “Damn woman,” he screamed, “I
ain’teven walked in years. Youknow that.” He slapped
his useless leg and stared at Wilma. “Wilma, Wilma
baby, Let’s lay off that stuff a little. You know you...”
She turned her head and shut him out. Seven years ago
a cable had snapped at Moore Steel and the result was
a crippled Andy. Now she was his maid and wife-by-
law but that did not include listening to pious lectures.

Wilma grabbed the arms of the chair and screamed,
“You can go to hell. Islave for you and that bad leg. I
only get lectures in return. Ilive for you and now you
are trying to take my only pleasure away. No, you ran

little Andrew off but you will not take my spirits. Just
go back to sleep. Go on. Damn you.”

“Oh Wilma, you know what he was doing. You..”
She pushed her body up out of the sunken chair and
moved over to the coat rack where her purse hung. She
walked to the door and turned to Andy, “Just go back to
your dreaming and leave reality to me.” She laughed
hysterically and stepped into a hot Carolina sun.

When she returned, she staggered into the house a
whole bottle drunk. Andy was asleep again and she
slammed the door as hard as possible. He opened his
eyes and smiled at his wife. “Everything okay? Check
get here today?” He asked but, he knew it had because
she had several bags in her arms. She set them down
and started to throw the groceries into the rotted cabinets.
He spoke calmly again, “I did not mean to talk down to
you, but when you’re drinking, you are down. Idon’t
like to see you dying in those damn things.”

She jerked around from the refrigerator and yelled,
“Shut-up, shut-up. Now! Leave me be! I ain’t your
slave, you crippled waste. Look at me. I’'m sick from
the sun, not drunk. But I’d be better without you, you
drag.”

Andy’seyes watered over and he mumbled, “Drunk,
drunk again.” She heard his silent words and she
charged from the kitchen only to fall forward. A hard
thud echoed through the hollow trailer. Andy bit his lip
and cried for his suffering wife. She managed to getto
her elbows only to fall back to the cracked floor. “Don’t
talk about me,” she slurred through her bleeding lips.
Rolling on to her back, she moved against the wall and
sat up. A half-empty bottle materialized in her hand
and she took several stinging swigs. After she screwed
on the cap, the bottle rolled off her finger and cracked.
She giggled and squealed, “More where that came
from, honey.” Andy continued to weep as Wilma
crawled to the door and fell out. He buried his face in
the pillow and once again tried to escape to his happy
dream world.

At the bottom of the steps, Wilma was sprawled on
her back with one leg pointing back up. She rolled over
and pushed herself onto her knees. Then she made it to
a swaying stance, continuing to a pigeon-toed walk.

nobody. “I’m so tired of his stuff.” She kicked over a
plastic daisy windmill and trampled it into the dust.

She continued across the overgrown yard and went
into aroof-sagging shed. “Iain’t a waste,” she yelled.
She started kicking paint buckets and old rotted bags of
feed. Herrage grew. She grabbed a garden spade and
smashed out the only remaining window.

The rusted shovel slammed into flower pots and
returnable bottles. “He ain’t going to talk that way to
me any more,” and she kicked the door. The fragments
of the broken window sprayed out as she stepped back
into the yard.

She moved along her own zig-zag path and swung
the spade at everything. A duck, its ducklings, and
other cement barn yard animals crumbled under the
blows. Daisies, roses, young saplings, and others did
not escape Wilma’s wrath either. Her path ended at the
door to the trailer.

Andy was fast asleep when she stumbled in. “Little
Andrew would be lovin’ me now if you..” she

by

I dance

Come,

to embrace
or murder.
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“He can’t talk to me that way,” she mumbled to whispered. She moved over to the couch and smashed

her husband. It took a few swings on the graying head
and Andy stopped living. “There,” she said. “Preach
to me now.”

Wilma,” Andy yelled. “Wilma, wake up.You’re
burning my dinner.” Wilma opened her eyes and
looked down at herlap. She had the empty bottle in one
hand and the phone in the other. Andy moved over to
the ice chest next to the T.V. and opened the last beer.
“Why ain’t you gone to the store yet? There’s no beer.
And what about my check?” Wilma just bowed her
head. “Damn, you ain’t nothing but a waste. Why do
I'even keep you under my roof?”” He stood in front of
Wilma and lifted his hand as if to strike her. “Getup and
fix me what you ain’t burnt.”

Wilma looked at Andy and then at the shovel
leaning against the wood stove. She got out of the chair
and moved towards the shovel. She spoke, “I got a
dream. Oh lord, I got a dream.”

Perfect skin and chilled martinis

Terry Bailey

What special skills
will you bring?

Eater of life,

your belly is taut.
If only I had a pin.
for your pleasure.

take me now.

My arms are open

Starshine 9
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LOOKING AT MY BABY

by
Lelia L. Land

Looking at my baby
high up on his throne
Chewing on his cracker;
My, how his eyes shone!
The concentration on his face
as he brought it to his mouth,
Two white pearls up North
and two more teeth down South.
Cracker in his nose
and cracker in his eye
Not much in the mouth
that smiles so sweet and sly
He bubbles a song
so happy and gay
At seven months old,
I pray the song will stay:
Lord, keep my son strong
and happy at heart
And never let us be apart.

THE HEART OF A CHILD

by
Carol Rogers

Energy, synergy, sun and sea

somersaults, seesaws, bouncing knees,
Vim, vigor, vitamin things

puppies’ toes, a red rose, a heart that sings.
Ability, agility, running a race,

beachballs, butterflies, a smiling face.
Abounding, resounding, love in the air

a sunrise, clear skies, a Father that cares.
Exit, enter, farewell winter:

Dayspring!

From Lilith to Lestat:

A Brief History of Vampires and Vampirism in Literature

Mary B. Carson

C asual readers may consider the vampire to be a
creation of the eighteenth-century Romantic school of

literature. However, the legend of the night-stalking,
blood-drinking undead has origins in the beginnings of
written literature and is still evolving in today’s best-
sellers.

Perhaps the earliest recorded vampire tale is that of
Lilith, the rebellious first wife of Adam. According to
the Talmud, the book of Jewish civil and religious law,
Lilith refused to acknowledge Adam’s superiority.
Despite the warnings of three angels, Lilith left Adam
and was punished for her disobedience by the deaths of
her three children. When Eve replaced her, Lilith
vowed to kill any children that Eve would bear to
Adam. Since all humans were considered to be the
children of Eve, each succeeding generation feared the
wrath of Lilith. Amulets have been discovered which
bear the names of the three angelic messengers;
presumably they protected children from this mother of
vampires.

The story of Lilith spread throughout the ancient
world, and reappears in Greek mythology. In this
version, her name is Lamia, and she is one of the many
human consorts of Zeus. As in so many other Greek
stories, Hera, Zeus’s wife, is overcome by jealousy.
She drives Lamia mad, and destroys her children by
Zeus as well. Lamia takes her revenge by killing as
many children as she can, eating their flesh and drinking
their blood. Where she was once a beautiful young
woman, she is now a hideous monster.

Medieval England yields two noteworthy tales.
The first, according to Map, from the twelfth-century
De nugis curialium, distinctiones quinque, is of a
knight and his lady who have had three children, each
of which was found dead on the morning after its birth.
When their fourth child is born, they decide to watch
over it through the night. That evening, a pilgrim
arrives at the castle. He is made welcome, and apprised
of the couple’s plight. He offers to join their vigil,
whereupon they return to the baby’s room and discover
their trusted old nurse bending over the cradle with a

knife in her hand. After interrogating the nurse, the
pilgrim announces that she is actually a vampire who
has taken the form of their faithful servant. This is an
early example of shape-shifting, a favorite practice of
more contemporary vampires.

Another British story, this one supposedly true, is
told by the thirteenth-century historian, William of
Newburgh. In 1196, a resident of Buckinghamshire
arose from his grave to visit his wife on three consecutive
evenings. On the first two nights, “He not only filled
her with the greatest alarm but almost killed her by
leaping upon her with the whole of his weight and
overlying her.” On the third night, she gathered her
friends about her for protection. The vampire was not
to be denied, however. He left his wife alone and began
to harass his brothers. When he started appearing to the
townsfolk in broad daylight, the village archdeacon
begged the Archbishop of Lincoln’s advice. The
Archbishop wrote out a full absolution of the dead
man’s sins, which was placed upon the corpse’s breast.
Thus, the Buckinghamshire Vampire finally achieved
eternal rest—and by a much gentler method than that of
the wooden stake.

It will come as no surprise to modern-day vampire
aficionados that the richest source of vampire lore is
middle Europe. Austria yields the story of Grando of
Kranj, who was released from his torment by a priest
and then beheaded . The village of Kisalova, in what is
now Hungary, was plagued in 1725 by the vampire
Peter Plogosovitz, who was dispatched by a stake
through the heart: In 1730, a genuine “vampire hunter,”
the Count of Carreras, related a story in which another
Hungarian village was terrorized for thirty years. Two
years later, a young soldier named Arnold Paole was
reportedly tormented by a Turkish vampire; Paole
himself, after his death, allegedly became a vampire
and caused the transformation of at least seventeen
other people.

The last three incidents were recounted by the
Benedictine scholar, Augustin Calmet. Father Calmet
concluded that these “vampires” were actually victims
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of premature burial and condemned those who had
beheaded, staked, or burned them as murderers. His
work was praised by the enlightened men of the age;
however, his writing did not loosen the grip of the
vampire upon on the imagination of fiction writers.

The “modern” vampire made his firstappearance in
April of 1819, with the publication of John Polidori’s,
“The Vampyre.” Polidori, a doctor by profession,
reportedly based his vampire, Lord Ruthven, on his
most famous patient, Lord Byron. Ruthven, like Byron,
is educated, refined, considered slightly eccentric, and
is deemed extremely attractive by the women of his
circle. He is different from the peasant vampires of
earlier tales in that he is self-aware. Where the early
vampires drink blood without guilt, Ruthven is
tormented by the fact that he must take other lives to
sustain his own.

Another famous vampire was created by Joseph
Sheridan Le Fanu in 1871. “Carmilla” is the story of a
lonely young woman who falls under the spell of a
mysterious countess. Veeder notes that several readers
have made much of the fact that Laura obviously feels
a strong sexual attraction toward Carmilla, one that the
vampire returns. To concentrate on this, however,
would be a disservice to the author. Le Fanu felt that
the people of his era, women in particular, were pressured
to disregard their true needs and desires in order to
pursue those that were more acceptable. It is not
important that Laura accepts her own lesbianism; it is
important that she comes to know herself.

“The Vampyre” and “Carmiila” are illustrations of
how the vampire theme progressed from myth to peasant
superstition to an acceptable vehicle for serious writers.
Edgar Allen Poe used the theme in his story, “The Oval
Portrait,” in which the artist creates a painting that
drains his beloved’s life away. Even William Faulkner
has incorporated the idea into his work; his novel,
Absalom,Absalom! isheld by Torsney to be a“vampire
novel,” albeit without neckbiting and garlic hung around
the windows.

The best-known vampire tale, however, has no
lofty pretensions. It is pure, sensationalistic, glorious
Gothic horror. Itis, of course, Bram Stoker’s Dracula.
Stoker based his Transylvanian count on the fifteenth-
century prince Vlad Tepes, also known as the Voivode
Dracula. Inthe Wallachianlanguage, “Dracula” means
“devil,” and is a title given to one who distinguished
himself by courage, cruel actions, or cunning. By
historical accounts, Prince Vlad (called “The Impaler”
inrecognition of his favorite method of dealing with his
enemies) deserved his title. Stoker used the story of this
nobleman as the foundation on which he built the

penultimate vampire. Dracula is cultured, wealthy,
and incredibly attractive. He can change his shape at
will. Women not only submit to his fatal advances,
they become willing accomplices to his dark designs.
In the end, however, he is destroyed by his nemesis,
Professor Von Helsing. Once again, reason triumphs
over the baser instincts.

For the last fifty years, Stoker’s Dracula has
continued to arise in literature, film, and television.
Most vampire stories refer to him; some are little more
than slightly altered versions of his adventures. In the
guise of actor Christopher Lee, he has been vanquished
numerous times by Peter Cushing’s VonHelsing. Every
so often, a fading actor will don clown white makeup
and a cheap satin cape for a role in a made-for-
television film.

There have, however, been recent departures from
the Transylvanian tradition. In his story, “Something
Wicked This Way Comes,” science-fiction/fantasy
author Ray Bradbury writes of psychic vampires that
feed on human souls, while Richard Matheson’s I Am
Legend follows the lasthuman left on an Earth populated
by vampires. The 1970’s saw a Broadway opening and
a sumptuous movie version of the Stoker tale, starring
Frank Langella and Sir Laurence Olivier; there was
also therelease of acomedy version, Love At First Bite.
Whitley Strieber’s 1981 novel, The Hunger (the film
version of which was released in 1983) features some
of the more interesting variations on the theme. The
vampire is a beautiful woman who preys on victims in
contemporary New York City. Her primary lover-
victim is a woman who is doing geriatric research.
According to Rudin, this “victim” is no peasant, nor is
she one of the sheltered young girls whom Dracula
seduced. However, like Laura in “Carmilla,” she lives
in isolation—not in a remote wilderness, but in an
emotional wasteland. Strieber’s New Yorkis amiasma
of aimless consumption, joyless sex, and meaningless
existence. Vampirism supplies the young doctor with
the nourishment she has always—perhaps
unknowingly—craved.

Probably the most radical departure from the
stereotypical vampire appears in the work of Anne
Rice. The hero of her 1976 novel, Interview With the
Vampire, scoffs at the idea of shape-changing, and has
equal scorn for the stake-through-the-heart remedy for
vampirism. Rice’s sequel, however, completely rewrites
the vampire myth. Vampires are no longer creatures of
Satan; they are descendants of pre-Dynastic Egyptian
royalty. Lestat, the protagonist, revels in his condition;
however, he has vowed never to take innocent blood.
To this end, he roams the rougher sections of New
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Orleans, searching out pimps, murderers, and other
criminals on whom to feed. Most importantly, Lestat
is the rebel of his race. Vampire law, Rice writes,
formulated during the Dark Ages, holds that vampires
must never reveal their true nature to mortals, must
never commiit their history to writing (lest a mortal read
it), and must never reveal to mortals the location of their
or any vampire’s lair. When the novel opens, though,
Lestatinforms the reader that he is about to break all the
laws at once. He has formed a rock band named after
himself; their concert tour is about to begin, their album
has sold four million copies, and their video clips are
being played all over the world. He adds, “I amalso the
author of an autobiography which was published last
week”. It is not clear whether or not Lestat’s human
admirers believe his story. The old vampires, however,

are outraged, and determined to destroy Lestat. The
novel ends with strong hints of coming battle between
Lestat and the “old guard,” and between vampires and
humans.

In conclusion, the vampire has gone through
substantial changes sinceits first appearance in literature.
Where once it was a self-loathing, repulsive creature, it
isnow beautiful and shameless. It used to huntinsmall,
isolated villages; now it stalks the streets of greatcities.
Once it was a luckless peasant, knowing only that it
mustdrink blood to survive. The vampire has progressed
through the ranks of nobility to what passes for nobility
in a supposedly democratic society, a rock star! It
understands how to survive in the human world. May
it do so for another three thousand years!
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FIRST TASTE OF SUNLIGHT

by
Karen D. Masters

It is held within us all
As cold as the gray decaying stone

that adorns a long forgotten mound
A small yet mighty hill
Echoing cries of triumph and agony

calling softly

faintly
flying on the wind

Remember its first taste of sunlight

Your mouth went dry with the desire for blood
Reaching upward

Soaring towards the light

day became night

Screams of war raged on

The lurching of your stomach reminded you
How mortal you really are

Merely human

As years have passed

The quiet gentle rocking of
sweet scented breasts
soothes you

You face your foe as we all do

Driving it deeper within the crystal cave

(for Diana’s)

I
A Shattered Moonlight

The night is swatched with indigo;
A shattered moonlight leaves her shards
Unswept upon the ground.

The screech owl gives her music voice;
The barnyard cat pads silently
Across the cobblestones.

The fox is passionate and cold;
And, merciless, the wolf slips through
The corridors of pine.

I
Thin Ice

My thoughts are brittle ones.

A little pressure and they’ll crack and run
Like thin ice on a pond.

I need you here to steady me.

My mind is full of clarity and light,

A hospital lobby at 4 A.M.

I need you here to steady me.

Vv

Early November in the Forest

The sky is full of stars and I begin

SONATA

by
Richard Glover

I
Play the Hunter

But I could play the hunter too:

Could stalk this cold, moon-haunted hall

And revel in her window light,

Could let her hunger well inside my head

And let her movements dance me to your door.
Yes, I could play the hunter too:

Could stand above your bed,

Important, undeniable,

Too beautiful to be true,

And claim you as my own.

IV
Le Petit Mort

I long to taste your blood.

I long to feel your fingers turn to claws
And rip the life from me.

I long to feel your breath upon my neck.

Oh rip the life from me!

I long to feel your teeth.

Oh let them sink into my throat
And rip the life from me!

Oh, let me taste your blood.

14 Starshine

To think of you. The moon shines through the leaves
Of tall, slim silhouettes, and gently starts

To weave the pattern of your face. For all

My love for you, I don’t know when the last

Time was I saw you smile. When I am with

These trees I almost let myself believe

The voice that always calls to me is yours,

And not the simple whisperings of the wind.

And that the twinkling eyes I see are really here.

Starshine 15




A SONNET OF LONELINESS

by
Mark Skeen

I am lonely and long for your soft touch.
At your absence, time teases my yearning.
Alone, bearing emptiness, is too much;
The sorrow, here inside me, is burning.

I would gladly give the world to hold you,
And defy evil to be by your side.

But for now, I will live on, being blue,

My feelings for you swelling in a tide.

I wonder where you are, and what you feel;
Could you also be thinking about me?
Now I realize the love we share is real.
Learning to trust you, I have found the key.
I will eagerly await your return,

Until then, my heart is a broken urn.

THE ANSWER

by

Bennie Sue Miller

It came in such a soft way,

not from in front of, or behind,
just up by my side,

took my hand —

all the tangents tumbled

into a straight line and

I could proceed again.
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REALIZATION

by

Elaine Jackson

Open your eyes
I beg
Mother
to the virgin

white
desire to please
complacent
Daughter

Rebuke

the judgmental
angry

arrogance
Unbending Matron

Iran to you

once

for solace

warmth Deny

in the night. . . the anger
hidden inside
longing heart,

unfeeling

Daughter

Starshine 17
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I n spite of her age, my mother is still a very busy
person. My mother is eighty years old and she had nine
children, six girls and three boys. Through them, she
had thirty-three grandchildren and, so far, twenty-five
great-grandchildren. Some of the grandchildren still
rely on her every day; two of my mother’s grandsons
stay with her every afternoon after school until their
mother comes home. Some of the great-grandchildren
come to visit her every weekend.

My mother still plants her spring garden, and she’s
always in the yard with her flowers. During the winter

IKE

by
Roberta Okoli

M y best friend, Ike, is the most loving

person I know. Ican be myself whenever I'm
around him. He needs me, and that makes me
feel good. Ike’s face lights up when he sees me.
He calls my name all the time, he’s so happy to
be here with me. Just thinking about him gives
me the inspiration to get up each morning to
come to school. Whenever I look at my child,
I see love, my husband’s love added to mine
and equalling more than that love’s sum total.

T B S 0 T T S o S 1
MY AMAZING MOTHER

Mildred A. Mann

months, she sews quilted pieces together to make full-
size quilts. And when she’s not gardening or quilting,
she’s at the senior citizens’ lodge with the old people.
The staff of the senior citizens’ lodge takes the entire
group on outings for shopping or amusement. Just
yesterday, they all went to one of the bowling alleys
here in Columbia. At other times they have travelled as
far as Charleston, Poinsettia Park, oreven to Carowinds,
the amusement park. With all of this, there’s not a dull
moment in my mother’s busy schedule.

FIRST DEATH

Suzie Reamy

“Death ends a life, but not a relationship which struggles on in the survivor's mind: searching for some
resolution, some final resting place, which it perhaps never finds . . ..”

Robert W. Anderson,

I Never Sang For My Father

Tle spring after my sixth birthday, my father had a
visitor from his boyhood, an open and friendly young
man named Ed Landon. Ed was about thirty, slim, with
receding black hair, adisarming grin, and one glass eye.
To my child’s heart, he was perfect.

As the weeks of his visit passed, Ed and I grew
close. Ibegan to call him “Uncle Ed,” and we got into
the habit of sitting on our front steps each morning after
breakfast. He entertained me with stories about his and
Daddy’s childhood, growing up on the Chesapeake
Bay. During warm spring afternoons, he pulled me
through the dusty streets of our secluded town in my
dented red wagon to Epps’ drug store, where we
ordered Floppy Dopes, wonderful concoctions of vanilla
ice cream, Coke, and chipped ice. In the evenings he
watched me swing, higher and higher, in an old tire
hanging from an oak tree in our backyard; finally, he
would hold out his arms, and I’d jump to him. I was
never afraid to go. Ed would never let me fall.

Daddy told me that Ed had been his best friend
through grade school and college, and since Ed had felt
bad lately, he would be visiting for awhile. Ed had no
family and spent most of the next six months with us.
He left once in mid-May to go to Washington for a
week. When he came back, I heard my mother say that
he was different—sadder somehow. But he was back,
and I didn’t waste time wondering what Mother said.

The hot weeks of a Low Country summer sweltered
by. More and more, Ed spent his time sitting in the
porch swing. Each day after lunch, he went into his
small bedroom to take a nap. I heard my father remark
that he seemed to be losing weight, that he didn’t smile
any more. One Sunday after breakfast, I found him
standing in the kitchen, eating cold grease from the
frying pan with a spoon. When I wrinkled my nose and
asked him why he was doing that, he just walked away.

My parents told me more and more to leave Ed
alone and let him rest. They began to scold me for
bothering him. Once after such a scolding, Ed found
me crying, huddled on the ground beside our backyard
coal bin. He knelt beside me and drew a tic-tac-toe
game in the soft black dirt with the sharp edge of a rock.
We played for only a few minutes when he stopped and
clutched his stomach. He took a white pill from his
pocket and swallowed it. Uncle Ed stared at me for
what I thought was a very long time; I sat motionless
and noticed dampness under his good eye. Ed stood up
after that and went back inside the house.

The next day, Ed borrowed my father’s old
Plymouth, and we drove to Silver’s, the only dime store
intown. We marched straight to the toy counter, and Ed
told me to pick out anything that I wanted in the entire
store. Before deciding, we played with almost every
toy there, much to the irritation of old Mr. Stout, who
ran the store. I finally decided on a doll that cried when
turned on her stomach. I named her after Uncle Ed and
slept with her that very night.

When I got up for breakfast the next morning, Ed
was gone. I cried, but Daddy said thathe would be back
ina few days; that didn’t seem so bad, so I spent the rest
of the summer learning to roller skate and waiting for
Ed.

-Early one Saturday morning, I crossed the street
alone to go play with Frances, my friend in the next
block. We had just started to spread out mud on wide
magnolia leaves to cook our “pies,” when her
grandmother arrived. Frances scurried over for a hug
and some gum, and I followed close behind.

Her grandmother was just reaching into her large
patent leather purse for the treasured pieces of gum
when she noticed me standing here. Her smile
disappeared, and her forehead wrinkled. She opened
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her mouth to speak, and her words took my breath:

“Tell your daddy we were sorry to hear about Mr.
Landon’s passing away.”

I can still feel the panic of that minute. I began to
scream, “No! It’s not true; it’s not fair!” as loud as I
could. I ran blindly down the middle of the street,
dodging the few cars out so early, heading straight to
my house to tell Ed the lie this horrible woman had told.
In the distance, I saw my mother and father on the
porch. I shoved past them and ran, hysterical, into Ed’s
room. He had to be there! My father came in and held
me tight in his arms, trying to calm me. I bit my lip until
it bled and tore several buttons from my mother’s dress
as I fought to be free. I wanted Ed! Where was Ed?

The next few weeks were a nightmare in our home.
Uncle Ed had gone away and could never return. I had
trusted him, but he left me. I became terrified that my
parents would do the same thing. I sneaked into their
bedroom at night and slept on the floor to be near them.
I sat outside the bathroom door and cried while my
mother was inside. I refused to stay in school. The
teacher tried to hold me while my parents slipped out,
butIfought free and ran screaming across the schoolyard
back home.

Child psychologists were almost unheard of in
those days, but my parents took me fifty miles away to
Augusta to find one. He listened to their story and then
advised my parents to steal away and let me, as he put
it, “cry myself out.” That’s what they finally had to do.

That afternoon, my mother sent me with Louise,
our cleaning lady, to the far side of the porch to water
plants. WhenIheard the car startup, [ knew immediately
what was happening. I threw down the watering can,

raced around the side of our house and started chasing
the car down the dirt street. All I could see was my
mother’s face staring sadly back at me, getting smaller
through the rear window.

The neighbors must have seen a strange sight —an
old ’39 Plymouth hurrying down the road, chased by a
skinny, crying six-year-old, with a heavy black woman
close on her heels. Louise finally caught me at the
corner and stood with me, crying, in the center of the
unpaved street, watching my parents disappear in the
dust—my parents thatI’d trusted, justas I’d trusted Ed.

At dusk, my parents came back, but my crying had
ended long before then. Perhaps I started to accept
life’s realities on that day; maybe I simply lost my
child’s faith in the fairness of the world; perhaps I
learned that there are some things that no one, not even
an adult, can ever make right.

Over the years, I learned Ed’s story in piecemeal
fashion. Ed had developed stomach cancer, untreatable
inthe early Fifties. During his ordeal, he had discovered
that eating grease coated his stomach and eased his
pain. He had become addicted to barbiturates; when he
told the doctors, their ominous reply had been, “So
what?”

When the pain became unbearable, Ed took the
train north to Baltimore, checked into a cheap hotel,
swallowed an entire bottle of sleeping pills and died —
alone.

That summer forced me across the gap between the
faith of childhood and the uncertainty of the adult
world. I made the jump alone. No one was there to
catch me, and I was only six years old.

FARMER

by
Richard Glover
(for the Goddess)

The day will come when you will feed this farm,
As it has given food to you. The beets

will drink your blood, the tassles of the corn
Will imitate your silken hair. And soon

The growing wheat will profit from the bread
You ate, the rye from liquor that you drank.
Your skin will bind the onion soon, and you
Will lie beneath the flower bed. Your sons
Will carry on, old man, they need you here

No more. So take your leave, and let them pick
Your cabbage head, and eat your ears of corn:

UNTITLED

by
Bryan Reese

afraid of morning
old men prepare for sleep
cold fragile bodies

dead men, cold and gray
bodies torn by black gore crows
stare with mild surprise

lonely old men wait
mark time, waiting for the Friend
journey starts again
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 UNTITLED

by
Michael Coward

I wish to find my way on a journey
down the trout-road

to places I’ve never been before
and will never be again

Let me go

so that I might roll over the surface of dark waters
and tumble down the murky riverbeds

that lie within the forest

Let me go

so that I might be a part of the whole liquid
surrounding all in front of me

flowing over rocks, edges smoothed with time

For when I go

I am many

in parts that can be seen through objects in my steady motion
and yet I am one

Let me go

on a one-way trip to sea

and though you think never to see me again
you may come to the bank, peer into the river,
and know that’s where I'll be.
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TEN SPEED BIKE

Michel J. Gaudet

S UMMERTIME. NIGHTTIME. Talk about steam

heat. This whole city get like the bathroom when
somebody in there taking a shower with the door shut.
Nights like that, can’t nobody sleep. Everybody be
outside, sitting on they steps or else dragging half they
furniture out on the sidewalk — kitchen chairs, card
tables — even bringing TV’s outside.

Womenfolks, mostly. All the grown women around
my way look just the same. They all big-stout. They
got big bosoms and big hips and fat legs, and they
always wearing runover house shoes, and them
shapeless, flowered numbers with the buttons down
the front. ’Cept on Sunday. Sunday morning they all
turninto glamor girls, in them big hats and long gloves,
with they skinny high heels and they skinny selves in
them tight girdles — wouldn’t nobody ever know what
they look like the rest of the time.

When I was a little kid I didn’t wanna grow up,
cause I never wanted to look like those ladies. I heard
Miz Jenkins down the street one time say she don’t
mind being fat, cause that way her husband don’t get
so jealous. She say it’s more than one way to keep a
man. I never understood why they was in so much
demand anyway, when seems like the only thing a
woman can depend on ‘em for is making sure she keep
on having babies.

We got enough children in our neighborhood. In
the summertime, even the little kids allowed to stay up
tilleleven or twelve at night — playing in the street and
hollerin’ and carryin’ on — don’t never seem to get
tired. Don’t nobody care, long as they don’t fight.

Me — I don’t hang around no front steps no more.
Hotnights like that, I geton my ten speed and I be gone.

That’s what I like to do more than anything else in
the whole world. Feel that wind in my face keeping me
cool asaair conditioner, shootin’ along like a snowball.
My bike light as a kite. I can really get up some speed.

All the guys around my way got ten speed bikes.
Some of the other girls got ’em too, but they don’t ride
’em at night. They pedal around during the day, but at
nighttime they justhang around out front, watching the

babies and running they mouth. 7 didn’t get my Peugeot
to be no conversation piece.

My mama don’t like me to ride at night. I tried to
point out to her that she ain’t never said nothing to my
brothers, and Vincent a year younger than me. (And
Langston two years older, in case “old” is the problem).
She say, “That’s different. You’re a girl.” Now I want
to know how is anybody gonna know that. I’m skinny
as a knife blade turned sideways, and all I ever wear is
blue jeans and a old Wrangler jacket. But if I bring that
up, she liable to start in on how I should start be taking
more pride in myself and be acting more like a young
lady. She say fourteen is old enough to start acting right,
and if I don’t stop it she be ashamed to call me her
daughter.

I just tell her that my bike be moving so fast that
hardly nobody can see me, and couldn’t catch me if
they did. Mama complain to her friends how I'm wild
and she can’t do nothing with me. She know I’m gonna
do what I want, no matter what she say. But she know
I ain’t getting in no trouble, neither.

Like some of the boys I know stole they bikes, but
Ididn’t do nothing like that. I’d been saving my money
ever since I can remember, every time I could get a
nickel or a dime outa anybody.

The reason I got me my <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>