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Mute fog wraps her in a terrible Avalon, 
Crushing prison walls of stone and prison walls of skin, 
While the indifferent candle burns. 
Idle hands sleep on a sunless sill, 
Two empty purses, two deflated lungs, 
Brittle parchment folded over branches of blood 
Once as blue as the Marmara, 
Now as pale as Saladin's eyes. 
No wonder she was weak. 
A mother's vital fluids seep into her children 
And she can never get them back. 

He knew her too well, knew well how to wound, 
His weapons this tower, this feeble foreign light, 
And worse, her own memories of 
Brilliant, fertile fields. 
Never pour out in love what can be 
Caught, collected, stored, 
Then used to drown you later 
When the passion dies. 

But his heel on her throat was not 
The cruelest he could be. 

Swollen with the Lion, 
She had drunk from the Hippocrene 
Then proudly unveiled this 
Glorious chip of her soul. 
But he was despised by the one 
He should have dazzled the most. 
Hypocrite! 

_ I  . 
. . 

b w  creeping years stretch ahead 
Oke a torchless corridor, 
but she will keep moving forward 

when his soul leaked out through his rigid pores 
'd somehow snatch it from the air, 
it aloft though it scorched her fingers black, 
use it to light her way out. 

i t a h  (1 1227-1204) was Queen of England for 
Henry I/ imprisoned her for 12 years when 

d the overthrow plots of their son, Richard the 
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You said 
that is no human voice 

And so walked past the closed door. 

I dreamed this image again last night: 
my back to him - naked above me 
His weapons were his silence, 
giant hands, rough breath 

It was because I did not yet know 
what words were 
that when I opened my mouth 
I became an animal; 
my inarticulate gestures -- babbling really 
How shall I speak of this world before words 
where fear is revealed in syllables 
full of meaning but untranslatable 

What you heard you could not affirm 
Perhaps it was a dog's whimper-- 
or the shriek of a trapped bird-- 
Behind the door you walked past. 

It was only me. 

, . 
. . 

"in groping through muted muscles 

uld not say (she could not say) no or please or 
could not say (I could not say) help or please 

you, did you not declare as you walked past 
P door (it was closed) 

or #as it prayer, did you not pray 
b no human voice 

you need forgiveness 

II bet last night you dreamed of angels 

ing of speaking in tongues. 

God 



T ~ E  BEQUEST 

I park near the dead oak tree, by the leaning garage. 
"Come in," she says with a smile, 
As she pulls open the creaky door. 
Her back is bent; her fingers gnarled. 
Her demeanor serene. 
The great house has many rooms. 
The kitchen is empty. 
Cupboard doors hang askance. 
Broken hands tell the time: 6:30 P.M. 
The tap drains a steady trickle. 
In the parlor, sanguine drapes vanish the sky. 
I sit to play a tune on the piano. 
The keys stick and stay, one by one at my touch. 
The rug is frayed. 
"When it stormed, the children had the races here. 
They ravaged the place." 
We pass the study. I glance in. 
A framed man watches us. 

I 

's Rooseve/t. The ~on~of-a&tch.~ 
visit each sleeping berth. 
lean. The white sheets are fresh. 

s spaces, it's dusty. 
reen T.V. keeps watch. 

red. 



My fish swims from side to side, 
fortunate now to be alive. 
Inside its prison home of glass, 
its final days and nights to pass. 

She is tattooed with many scars. 
Cancer encloses her with bars. 
Once her bones that bore her tall 
barely hold her, now, at all. 

A spectacle fish she has become. 
Left are days, but most are done. 
We watch her pain, her life to pass, 
until she pierces those bars of glass. 

tsr into my hood 
d chant in a tongue as best you could 

' 

mnics- 
phat words exploding as they should. 

#plain who I be 
th my colorful speech, you see, 
&t has that vibe of me. 

sr to my boom box I dap 
trip on some R&B and maybe a little Rap 
imeboy, even with my Ebonics' lyrics I be 
m* 

r what I say I mean with funkified feeling. 

oel my tongue not slang. 

Ebonics - Keep it real! 
flavorful African-American appeal. 

1. 

a fly little 



Give me one summer day, 
Brilliant, blue, and hot. 
And what I will make of it, 
One simple hour of hot green grass. 

And I will hold at bay 
All the grays and tans of grief. 
The compacted lines of agony 
Will swell, burst, and fade away 
In a brilliant blue hot day. 

. . 

ng side the highway. 

tired 09 the talking. 

, love, and belonging. 

ieved that I could be 
ur righteous prodigy. 

not asking you to foIbw, 
I don't know where I'm going, 
not leading or following no ma 

LLL VAHG 



brainwash, carwash 
can anybody hear me? 
i would like to think, 
but nobody can see me. 
there is no one to blame 
because we all look the same. 
and i'm beginning to wonder 
how it all became. 

brainwash, carwash 
i was hoping for more. 
i only needed something cleaned, 
and i don't want it cleaned anymore. 
i want to wonder but reality never does cease. 
to amaze me would be amazing, 
but i cannot see. 
the world around me is fine. 

carwash, brainwash 
hard bristles rub my back, 
then the water is poured on. 
my burn from the candle was not wax. 
my skeleton cries, "I HAVE ONLY 3 RIBS!' 

my organs cuy for the literary herart, 

are not allowed to feel. 

i guess They are right. 
mom always said not to go out late at night. 

ink i'm crazy and it may be true, 
uldn't i if i had to be you? 

my shower k like rain 
ww never the dame. 

we dirty, I'm too clean 
is a funnq word# not as il seems. 

eed to think like him. 
ause of who i am. 

way it was, the way it is, 
just don't d e m e  to be who we are. 

an me carwash, and brainwash me. 

tzosaLa y. D ' A ~ J ~ L  



past your walls 
through your garden 
into the castle itself 

up the central winding staircase 
to a room on the second floor 

a door with no title 
you bid me to enter 

i open the door 
did i hear it groan 

unsure of what awaits me 
i step across the threshold 
darkness envelopes me 

musty smells surround me 
. . *. 

I S  I but a thick awareness 
permeates the air in the room 

i am here to simply turn the light on 
your light 

i reach over and flip the switch 
the old bulb bursts forth brightly 

with light filling every inch of the room 
caressing me with its warmth 

it hasn't forgotten 
the furniture is covered with once white sheets 

darkened now with dust of years gone by 

i snap them off 
revealing beautiful furniture 

astonished 
i have to touch the ornately carved wood 

embedded with jewels 
that still sparkle despite the dust 

i run my hands over the upholstery 
it reaches up and kisses my fingers 

eager to be touched again 
it hasn't forgotten either 

hasn't forgotten the innocent years 
the years that you left behind 
when you turned off the light 

and closed the door 
the room doesn't know the life you've led 

all those years the door was closed 
the room awaits your presence again 

accepting 
expecting you to pick up where you left off 

before you closed the door 
when i visit you this is the room i see 

in this castle behind these walls 
and i have ever intention to wear its carpet thin 



In the morning she is someone 
The evening wouldn't know 
In the morning she's the audience 
For someone else's show 

And a child cries in the night 

She's always loved the fast lane 
A lane she lives to ride 
And the other life just drifts alone 
Down a lonely lane inside 

And a child cries in the night 

She once lived to ride the wind 
It's been a long time since 
They crept into her morning night 
And killed her innocence 

And a child cries in the night 

they stole 
locked her 

the child awa 
in a woman's 

. a .  

I the person that sne 1s 
the woman she can't find 

b d  a child cries in the night 

the morning she's the audience . . .. 
evening st 
lout the dei 

~ e - s  the snow 
ath of innocen . . Ice 

loss they cannot Know 

nd a child cries in the night 

a child cries in the night , 



4CABWD- a two dimensional word sculpture 

did i lose you in pepperland? 

was it In the sea of holes 

along the way? 

was i ever your man? 
or just a steely dan? 

who can say? 

open eyed kisses 
couldn't reveal 
temptations' M Y S ~  cry 
the others would never know 
( how could they know ) 
what you would mean to me 
as we waltzed among the clouds 
over hergest ridge 

to shangri la, 
utopia! 

but ... 

7 prayers to 

the 4 winds 

could not sanctify, fortify, or rectify 
my state of heart . . . 

the chapel of our memories 

u didn't think twice 
as you walked away 



Taunting me, Teasing me 
Coyly 

Enticing me to venture 
a bit further 

Complete ecstasy 
promised 

Powerful urging 
engulfs me 

Reality ebbing 
away 

Swooning I surrender 
To remember 

l cannot swim 

i ran through the open field 
in the middle of the pouring rain 

the lightning chased me 
to where you stood 

at the edge of a patch of trees 
with every thunderous boom 
i was a step closer to safety 

when i reached you 
i threw my arms around you and 

held on 
you stood rigid 

like the trees around you 
vines grew up around us 

choking us into one 
i became a prisoner 

to the embrace 
i gave 

your words oozed 
poison 

like sticky sap 
covering me 

anchoring me 
always 

within your reach 



Let go of my arms, 
allow me to be free 
like pigeons on city streets. 

It's said to be the 90's 
no more shackles on our feet, 
but brothers wear golden chains- 
on the block they brave the heat 

by choice? 

I am subject to laws I never made, 
The only blackness is the shade 
where old folk sit, unknown stare, 

they sit, they saw, they speak ... 

In these here 90's 
things ain't changed. 
Them yunguns think it's the same. 
Don't know there are lines. 
Never coulda took my pain. 

Sharecrop my fingers to gristle, all in vain, 
blood and sweat wasted fo' nothing, that's a shame. 
Who will sing the songs taught to me, 
those out there that don't have to be? 

They say things changed. 
In these here 90's things is still the same. 

. . 
. - 

demons will came 
those who doubt 

your mind will be thrown 

lightning will strike 
thunder will roll 
rain will fall down 
rown your poor soul 
screams that you voice 



~~LLTINC; MIRROR $MILL 

i am your reflection 
melting mirror smile 
sickening like perfection 
dying little child 

hold me in your silver 
mirror melting smile 
drowning in my fever 
nodding all the while 

feeding my infection 
melting mirror smile 
you are my reflection 
mirror melting smile 



I've been trying to figure out why we women adore 
actor Brad Pitt. Oh sure, for many of us he is the "sexiest 
man alive," as People magazine declared in its January 
1995 issue. We definitely love to gaze upon his blonde 
hair, full mouth and intense blue eyes. But many other 
handsome actors don't intrigue us as much. To 
understand why, you have to see Brad Pitt's movies. 
Films such as Legends of the Falland Interview with the 
Vampire made us swoon at the mere mention of his 
name. We don't know him personally, of course. For all 
we know, he could be an obnoxious jerk in real life. But 
that doesn't matter, for what we're really attracted to are 
the characters he plays. " , #  ,, 

Yh $?., , I' 
If you think 

about it, the 
characters Brad 
Pitt portrays in his 
films have distinct 
similarities. 
Whether he's a 
vampire, a fly- 
fisherman, or a 
ranch hand, he's 
wild, passionate, 
brooding, and 
tormented. He 
lives outside the 
rules. He is 
haunted by 
demons he 
cannot name. 
Tristan, Louis, 
Paul: they're all 

I - 
. - 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  .......................................... <.:..:. ................. :.:.: ..:.:.:......... .........). ....... 

............................. / ..................... exam~les of that handsome 
but tokured Byronic hero 
women have adored for \ centuries. Even when he is 
distant or cruel, we forgive 
and continue to love him. 
This tendency in females 
has led many a "nice guy" to 
conclude that women want 

I 

only men who treat them 
badly and that we want to 
be "just friends" with the 
men who really care for us. 

I : : ; . :  . . .  .., It's true that most 
' women--myself included--have pursued "bad boys,'' those 

3 drove 
dirt. T 

! us in 
'hese 

sane 
men 

with 
oftel 

I longing even as they treated 
i broke our hearts, and we 

responded by asking for more. Psychologists would 
probably say that this behavior is a result of low self- 
esteem, of not believing we're worthy of a man who'll 
respect us and treat us well. But that explanation doesn't 
tell the whole truth. 

I I think we want to love that passionate but selfish 
man because we want to be him. 

We women want to break horses, break rules, and 
break hearts.Deep down, we'd like the opportunity to 
come arid go as we please. We want permission to ride 
off into the sunset to wrestle our demons, and then be 
welcomed back with open arms when we return. 



But we can't. It's not allowed. We're expected to 
please, to take care of others. We're taught to wither 
beneath a harsh word or disapproving look. We learn to 
tiptoe around feelings and worry that others won't like us. If 
we do something for ourselves, we're afraid others will 
criticize and judge. "I'm sorry's"fa1l easily from our lips. We 
soon find ourselves defined by those who need us. 

In our defense, we women have few unconventional 
role models. Novelist George Sand, English monarch 
Queen Elizabeth I, soldier Joan of Arc, actress Katharine 
Hepburn are some names on the very short list of women 
who dared to defy society's dictates and live their lives as 
they chose. There just aren't many cowgirls, and many of 
those who do appear in our films, literature, and history 

books are either . . . .  ... . . . .  i:....... . portrayed as criminals (a' 
,. . . . . .  . la Thelma and Louise) or . . 

.: -;' as women who simply 
' 7 '  haven't yet met the men 

who willtame them. 

So we watch movies 
starring handsome 
actors like Brad Pitt, 

. . . ... secretly yearning to be 
more like those bold and 
unapologetic heroes who 
quicken our heartbeats. 

We long for the freedom they represent, and we permit 
ourselves occasional daydreams of becoming entangled in 
his arms. 

But even our fantasies betray us, for they star the 
, rather than ourselves. We can permit ourselves 
to imagine loving him, as though we can experience 
eedom vicariously by stepping into the circle of his 
race, expecting the excitement of his life to rub off on 

when we imagine touching his skin. The most 
enturous act we can imagine is conquering this wild 

her :  the most challenaina thina we can conceive is 
I daydr 
-hand. 

.earns are 
In our own 

injnds, we deny ourselves permission to take center 
$age: to be the one who travels the world, the one who 
2ursues destiny, the one who fights fiercely for her 
mnvictions, the one who does what she pleases, without 

!,regard to convention. 
p !! . . , . , . . , . . , . , . . , . . , . . , . . , . , . . , . , , , . , . . , . , , , . , . . , . , . , . , . . , . . , . . , .... . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  
it :: j. .'I !' When wecan 

imagine these 
things in our own 
minds--when in 
our dreams we 
become the 
explorers, the 
poets, the pirates, 
the inventors-- 
then Brad Pitt will 
be just another 
handsome face. 

~bh'd MARIE RADAS~IL\\/ICZ 
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I expect I don't exactly know when I decided to do it. 
'm just glad I did. There's no use puttin' off 'ti1 tomorrow 
omething that can be done today. ., 

When I was little, I used to ask my daddy when my 
irthday was. He'd say, "Mavis, it's just around the 

' corner." I've heard myself say them same identical words 
to Norma, my own girl. Back then, it seemed to me that 
time did have corners, turns and bends, stops and starts, 
and pauses. Now, I'm sure it does. 

Dixon has been sick since last year with lung cancer. 
' I thought we would lose him in April. But, he weren't 
ready to die is what he told me. Three weeks ago he 

' found a knot in his groin. We heard the day before 
yesterday the cancer's back. The Medical Center doctor 

8 said to come in Monday to start the chemo-therapy again. 
That day Dixon said, "Mavis, I ain't going back to the 
hospital again." I think I had cancer once. January of 
1963, my left breast started discharging some green milky 
stuff. Dr. MacBee said it had to come off. Just like that 

I he said, "Mavis, that needs to come off. It's probably 
cancer," like it was no more useful than a mole. Dixon 

' said we should listen to him, so Dr. MacBee took off my 
breast. There was no medical center in Birmingham then. 

Dixon said he didn't mind my breast being gone. I 
think he did a little bit, but he would never a hurt my 
feelin's by sayin' so. After they took it off, though, I didn't 
ever feel as womanly as I did when I had both my 
breasts. I'd get wore out and feel downright whopper- 
jawed. But then, you got to go on. 

Dixon was a surveyor until he got too old to do it 



anymore. One day he came in and said. "Mavis, I'm 
getting too old for this work. I'm gonna' retire.." Lord, I 
didn't know what we would do. I knew we weren't rich. But 
Dixon said not to worry that we'd be allright. I guess we 
have been, considering. He still gives me grocery money 
every week. Once in a while we go to town for me a new 
dress or shoes, whatever I want. 

It's almost canning time. Dixon makes a big garden 
every year. Sometimes I think it's too much. By the grace 
of God, though, I manage to get it all put up. We have an 
orchard too. I used to can everything, beans, squash, 
pickles, corn, tomatoes, anything you want. Dixon bought 
me a deep freeze in 1973. 1 freeze some stuff now, like 
corn and peaches. Beans don't do no good in a freezer, if 
you ask me. Some people swear by it. But me, I can my 
beans. 

Used to, when my girl was little, ever summer we'd 
take a trip to Andrews geyser: I'd pack us a picnic lunch. 
Dixon liked fried chicken, mashed taters, and green beans, 
so that's what I generally took. On the way there we 
stopped for a carton of Cokes. They was real fizzy back 
then, and burned your throat when you drunk 'em fast. 
We'd have such a good time. That geyser'd go off ever 
little bit, and Norma would just holler. It had a big cement 
pond around it that was full of knee-deep water, which was 
full of dirt, gom, and mosquitos. Dixon and me took turns 
keeping her out of it. The last time we went, Norma was 
thirteen. She wasn't as tickled with that spout as she once 
was, and she complained about the fried chicken bein' too 
greasy. ( I  

One year we took a trip to Sliding Rock. I can still 
feel that cold water when you hit the pool at the bottom of 
the rock. My only sister Loretta and her boy Raymond 
went with us. Well, Miss Priss wouldn't slide. She said, 
"Mavis, I'm not sliding on that rock I'm just going to 

E watch Raymond" But I talked her into it when we got 
there. The first time down she fell and busted her head 

I, wide open. It liked to have scared me to death. If she 
would have died, Lord, I don't know what I would'a done. 

Loretta is still living. We put her at the Jefferson Rest 
Home last year when Dixon got sick. Her mind's gone, 
poor thing. When I go to see her she calls me Trixie, 
which was a dog of hers way back yonder, when she 
lived with her good-for-nothing husband, Bob. Now, I 
know you're not supposed to talk ill of the dead, but Bob 
was mean, and a drunkard. They found him dead on the 
railroad tracks at Clio. They said at the time that he 
passed out drunk while walking back from the J.B.'s pool 
hall. I wasn't sad when he got killed like I should have 
been. Loretta and Raymond were better off without him. 
I never said that to Loretta though. 

Norma was the only child we had. Dixon and I 
always wanted a house full of young-uns, but I never got 
pregnant again after she came. Dixon wanted a boy in 
the way a man does of course, so he took up with 
Raymond and helped raise him. Raymond never 
appreciated it though. He's in prison now and I'm glad his 
mama don't know it. Bless her. 

Lord, I remember that time when I went plum crazy. 
Me and Loretta had gone with Dixon to Atlanta to a 
surveyor's convention. We went along to see the sights 
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and shop for me a new winter coat. At the big Sears and 
Roebuck that was downtown then, I come across the 
prettiest dress I'd ever seen. Not just a fancy church 
dress, but a slutty red one fit for nobody but a tramp. It 
was princess style, with gores that squeezed me like skin 
on a frog. The bodice had this plunging neckline, with 
little rhinestones that was sewed in around the neck, 
waist, and sleeves. I hope 'ti1 I die, the way I lusted over 
that dress was shameful. I know 1 shouldn't have bought 
it, but I just couldn't stand it. What was Dixon going to 
say? The money I had was for a coat, you know. 

That night he asked to take a gander at my new coat. 
Instead of the coat, I modeled that blame dress for him. I 
felt like a hussy, but bold and proud at the same time. 
His eyes opened real big and he said, "Mavis, what have 
you gone and done girl7 Then he winked at me, and I 
knew he liked it as much as I did. To this day, I ain't wore 
my red dress outside the house. Sometimes when we 
get in a shape, I put on my dress for Dixon. Course it 
sinks in at my missing breast, but I can turn to the side 
and hide that dent real good. It don't stay on me long. 

Lord, I remember our trip to Charleston on our 
honeymoon. What a time we had! I was a scant 16. 
Dixon was twenty-three. When I was just 14, he 
commenced coming by the house every Sunday evenin'. 
Weather fittin', we would go walking down by the railroad 
tracks. He asked me to marry him the second time he 
come to see me. I would have married him that very day, 
but my daddy wouldn't have it. He said, "Mavis, you ain't 
grown yet. A girl ought to be over 16 to marr#" So we 
waited, and it like to have killed us. We figured out every 
good thing to do to keep ourselves, me, pure 'ti1 the 

wedding day. It wasn't easy, but we made it through. 
We've been like two dogs in heat ever since. Up until last 
year, that is, when Dixon got sick. 

I just don't know about people these days. Some of 
the things they do I wouldn't be caught dead doin'. You 
take that little Medford girl for instance. Her mama must 
be trash to let her carry on like she does. The young-un 
ain't hardly old enough to milk yet, and there she is riding 
up and down the road on the back of a motorcycle. I 
can't hardly stand it going by at all hours of the day and 
night. The chickens have pert-near quit laying from the 
racket. 

Not only that but Shevah, that's her name, Shevah; 
whoever heard of such a name?! The child don't wear 
nothing but them little short skirts and tank tops that look 
like a hand towel draped around her middle. Goodness, if 
she fell off that motorcycle, the highway would tear her all 
to pieces. 

That man she goes off with is got to be twice 'er 
three times her age. Now you may not believe this, but I 
can see different colors in that long ponytail of his. Dixon 
seen him buying beer down at the Winn Dixie. From far 
away you can't see that earring he wears in his ear. I 
swear, men ain't supposed to wear earrings. That's for 
women and everybody knows it. So is ponytails for that 
matter. 

Another thing I don't understand about people, is the 
way they talk about the coloreds. My mama taught me 
that coloreds is just as good as me. Course, you can't 
marry one. Mama said, "Mavis, coloreds is good people, 
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but you can't marry one. If the good Lord had wanted 
us to marw, he'd have made us the same color." I 
know that Mama was right. 

A while back Norma heard me talkin' about Mrs. 
Wills' colored woman who stays with her at night. She 
told me flat out I couldn't call her colored any more; I 
was supposed to call her black. Well, Lord knows she 
ain't black, she's colored, colored brown. It don't make 
no sense to me. !4 

Norma is probably going by what they do in San 
Francisco. She's been out there for twenty-three years. 
It's a real shame she's never found a man she can love. 
She says, "Mama, the men out here aren 't like daddy.." 

She is a high school teacher and has her own 
place. To cut corners she always keeps a boarder. 
The one she has now is a girl called Babe that's been 
with her for a long time. Once I asked her if she was 
lonesome not having a man. She said, "Mama, don't 
worry about me. I get along just fine, and Babe keeps 
me company" I could tell she meant it, and ain't a'tall 
bothered by not havin' a husband or a boyfriend neither 
one. I never figured Norma would grow up to be an old 
maid. She sends me pictures of the beaches and 
mountains out there in California. It looks hot to me. 
Last year she come home when her daddy was so sick. 
Before she left, she told me that I could come and live 
with her if I ever wanted to. 

Yesterday evening Fleming Hany come over 
around dark. He and Dixon talked a spell on the porch 

and then went out to the barn, where Dixon keeps his 
prized goat, Marrabell. First thing I know, Fleming is 
loadin' Marrabell onto the back of his pick-up truck. I 
couldn't believe my eyes. Dixon is as crazy over that 
goat as he is anything. I didn't get a chance to say 
nothin' to him when Fleming left out and he come back in, 
because before I could, he said, "Mavis, that durn old 
goat has turned out to be right bothersome. Flemings 
wanted her for so long, I just give her to him. Let him 
tend to that stubborn old goat a whilel" I guess I should 
have spoke up right then and give Dixon what for, but I 
just couldn't; he seemed so happy with hisself. 

This morning I got up at my normal time and Dixon 
was already up and settin' in the kitchen. He had all his 
guns laid out across the table in a line, like he was taking 
inventory. I didn't know what to say. In a little bit, he 
begun to take them one by one and place them back in 
the gun cabinet. At dinner time, Dixon come in from the 
yard where he had been settin' all morning. He was a 
pitiful sight out there in the old yard swing, which needs 
shoring up in the seat and a new coat of paint. I hadn't 
really noticed that until today. Why it seems that this 
whole place has gone to the dogs. Anyhow, I fixed Dixon 
a tomato sandwich, which he ate with a cup of milk and a 
bowl of cream peaches. lathought it might perk him up 
some; fresh peaches and cream is one of his favorites, 
but it didn't. The doldrums had set in for the duration. 

8 - .  . 
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I might've been a scared by this time, but my mind 
was clear and steady. There wasn't a doubt one as to 
which way to go. Close to three o'clock, I called Dixon 
from his place on the swing to take a toddy I'd fixed up. 
He didn't seem to notice anything funny about the drink. 



The peach brandy and honey must've been hardy enough 
to cover up the taste of the sleeping pills. 

In a little bit, he said, "Mavis, this day sure seems like 
a long 'un. Believe /'I/ take me a littie nap." He kissed me 
on the cheek and turned toward the bedroom. From where 
I was standing in the kitchen, I could see him real plain. It 
was hard not to run in there and stop him from going to 
sleep. But when I seen him do what he did, I knew it was 
all right. 

' ,  8 .  I I 

He went to the closet and got out his good navy suit, a 
clean white shirt and his favorite tie. It was the red one that 
has little mallards flying across it. His Sunday school class 
give it to him last Christmas. Then he went to the chest-of- 
drawers and got out a set of clean shorts. He took a 
shower then. And after a shave, he dressed up in his 
clean, good clothes. 

I went in there then. As I passed, Dixon smiled at me 
just like the time I seen him at my Uncle Jimmy's house on 
the day of the hog killin', the first day we met. If you can 
believe this, it felt to me like I was young again, and like we 
was just beginning our time together. 

Dixon sat in the rocker by the window, while I rounded 
up my best brazier, slip and step-ins. Since he was clean 
and ready, I took me a shower too. I powdered up real 
good with my box of Chantilly and put on my red dress 
which was hanging on a hook in the center of the closet 
door. My hair has grown out real long since I've been 
puttin' it up in a ball, and it took me a spell to comb it out. 
Dixon watched me from his rocker, smiling all the while. 
He always loved watchin' me mess with my hair and primp. 

I Then I rosied my cheeks and colored my lips with the new 
Avon lipstick I got from Mildred Sipes, who comes around 
every week. 

By this time Dixon looked real sleepy. I helped him I get over to the bed. He laid out flat. and I straightened 
' out the counterpane around him. His sweet face looked 
) just as peaceful and happy as could be. 

I drank my own glass full real slow while I sat on the 
bed by him, with my free hand laid across his. The mess 
tasted bitter and the brandy burned my throat when it 
went down. I left the glass on the table beside the bed. I 
didn't care if it was dirty or not. 

When I laid down beside Dixon, he turned over to me 
and said, "Mavis, you sure look purty in that dress." Then 
he kissed me one time before he fell asleep. 

I laid there a while listening to Dixon breathing slow 
and deep, and I begun to study the corners of my life. 
Like I've always known, the best ones came down to me 
and Dixon. Times just like now. We lay down together to 
fall asleep, knowing that tomorrow we will wake up in the 
same place. Far as I know, I can't expect any more. 
Being happy should be enough for anybody. 

I 
i 
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angels and grails 
are what Angelo dreamed of whenever 

he felt blue. he often hoped for an angelic visitor to bring 
him that special gift of God's grace, the overflowing cup 
of his deepest heart's desire. but this wasn't the age of 
Arthur, this was the '80s and the Republicans were in 

, power and miracles were few and far between, he 
thought back to the time when he and Kay first met, when 
the memories were golden. then his thoughts went 
further, to when he was very young. 

his father taught him 
about Arthur, the quest for the grail, the valor of Lancelot 
and how human weakness shattered a dream. he never 
lost that golden vision or the respect for the man who 1 gave it to him, even when his dad was arrested and had 

I to do a stretch for circulating some "funny moneyMaround 
town. 

1 
1 
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it was the nuns who taught him about the angels. as a 
child he was comforted by the images of guardian angels 
guiding children over a rickety bridge. when he looked up 
at the church ceiling, angels smiled down upon him. when 
his father was taken from him, he felt an angel's presence 
guiding him and keeping him from getting lonely. as he 
grew up and grew older he forgot the sound of rustling 
wings and the warm glow from an angel's guiding hand. 

it 
had been over ten years since he had "faced death in a 
tropical place" as a gypsy had foretold. there, he believed 
it was an angel's hand that saved him. he never told 
anyone. who would believe him? he had gone through 
many changes in those years and they all seemed to lead 
to when he met Kay, 

," - . !,. 
2 W his Kay. 

these were the years leading 
to America's Bi-Centennial. Ang' seemed to ride the crest 
of short-lived fame and fortune as the only multi-media 
performance artist 1 fashion photographer to come out of 
his neighborhood. All the guys - Tony G, "Birdleggs" 
Zampisi, Baby Ray, Wally "the wallbreaker" De Cenzo 
and even Bobby Blue, the neighborhood's own Orpheus 
in blue sharkskin - came and spent time with him at his 
studios. wine, music and beautiful models helped ease 
the pain of his divorce and the loss of his first wife and 
daughter. he had married his high school sweetheart 
who took a powder shortly after the birth of their first child. 
he had prayed for a miracle then, but nothing was granted 
but 3 * $ ,  

time. 
you never realize how time can heal you, maybe 

because it takes so long. 
& , , 

I 
he spent the greater part of his time creating images of 
beauty and l ight. no matter how co ld  l i fe 's  
disappointments were, they never touched that part of his 
soul where the spark of life was constantly regenerating 

; itself, and beauty was its fuel, not a superficial beauty but 
one that shone from the depths of the soul through the 
figure's eyes. no matter how sensual a pose, they always 
looked like 

angels. 
in their eyes was the promise of happiness 

and bliss. all this he gave up for Kay. I!.. for better, and 
for worse, forsaking all others. " she was worth it. 

he met 
her at a friend's dinner party. dark hair, porcelain skin 
and finely chiseled features. she had just spent a day at 
the hospital with her two-year-old son who had come 
down with spinal meningitis. he had just safely passed 
the dangerous phase, and this was her first chance to 
catch a breath and relax. 

to Angelo she possessed beauty, 
grace and dignity. compared to the various groupies, 
bimbos and airheads that populated the local clubs he 
often worked in, she was a true vision. that night he 
prayed to heaven that someday he might have the 
chance to win the love of this fair lady or someone just 
like her. he even fasted and prayed. for her he would 
deny "self". for her he would even face the devil . for her 
he would go on the quest. 

Angelo took his inspiration and 
focused it within. the fire of his soul burned bright and 
drove him to create his magnum opus, an audio-visual 
tour de force , a symphony of sight and sound in seven 
movements, presented in wide screen and surround- 
sound. in it he celebrated the eternal themes of light, 



love, loss and salvation with images and music and the 
teachings of a gentle carpenter from Nazareth. 

whenever 
he showed even a section of his work, people were 
awed. word spread and soon he was the hottest thing in 
town. with all his newfound success Angelo was still 
empty. each night he lit a candle for the lady in his heart 
and waited for the day they would meet again. 

two clients 
decided a creative conference needed some happy hour 
refreshment and took Angelo out on the town. Ang' was 
between checks and, as they used to say in the great 
depression, was "financially embarrassed at  the 
moment". the clients told him," don't worry, we've got it 
covered." They hopped from bar to bar discussing 
concepts and visuals and the benefits of getting drunk in 
the company of friends. they finally ended up at an Irish 
pub. when the waitress arrived it was none other than 
Kay. it was obvious she knew these two quite well and 
brought them all round after round, and even paid for their 
tab out of her own pocket when they drunkenly left 
without paying the check. 

Angelo invited her to be in a live 
production that would accompany his visual show. it was 
a short skit, stolen from vaudeville, with the heart of 
Chaplin. the props were a park bench, lamp post and a 
flower. a beautiful girl sits on the bench and is courted by 
a white-faced mime to the strains of Alfalfa singing "The 
object of my affection, can change my complexion from 
white to rosy red ... . " the fool goes through a series of 
rituals to gain her attention, all the oldest cliches, 
including the old World War I I "chocolate bar and nylons" 
trick, to no avail. sad and rejected, he picks the flower, 
dusts it off and offers it to her with honesty and humility. 

anticipating another rejection, he doesn't see her 
favorable response to his true affection and is swept 
away by her kiss, 

what a kiss, 
such a beautiful kiss. 

they 
next acknowledge the audience as participants in their 
moment of love and walk out among them giving each a 
bloom from the flower, a magician's prop, that would 
eternally replace one flower with another. then the music 
changes to Nat King Cole's "Smilenand all seems right in 
the world. 

as they practiced they yearned for each other 
without knowing the other's true feelings and affections. 
Angelo forgot all the dumb lines that had sustained him 
since his teens. the usual moves just wouldn't do. if this 
was to happen, it had to be real. if this was the miracle 
he dreamed of, there could be no melodrama. they 
practiced the routine often and started to spend time 
together, running errands or visiting museums with Kay's 
son, Sean, a precocious little shit with an attitude bigger 
than his two-and-a-half years would let you believe. 

she 
eventually asked him out to a Halloween party at an 
infamous after-hours club known as a hang-out for high- 
dollar dealers and players. she wore the dress he bought 
for her, a silver number with a mesh cut-out of a rose 
across the top. there he was, in character, in his white- 
face make-up among the street's 'movers and shakers', 
ebony princes of the night in the court of the white lady, 
cocaine. the decadence of their surroundings had no 
effect on them. they only had eyes for each other. that 
Halloween night, wearing their characters' masks, they 
realized all their true feelings. by Christmas they agreed 
they would marry on Valentine's Day. 



they moved near a college in small town America. when 
people were in need or wanted advice, they came to their 
house for safe haven from an unforgiving world. Angelo 
was always willing to go that extra mile to help someone 
and there was always a pot of Kay's coffee or a good hot 
meal for strangers or friends. little Sean finally accepted 
Angelo as the other man in the household. he even 
started calling him "dad". like his father before him, 
Angelo spent time with the boy sharing the stories that 
inspired him and teaching the little guy about those noble 
values and traits all heroes must possess. but a sadness 
came over Kay every time they went to the toy store. she 
would wander to the doll section and cry. she wanted 
Angelo's baby. she wanted his daughter. 

they moved again 
to a great city of the South so Angelo could find an 
opportunity to premiere his work. from there they moved 
to the west coast, the promised land of the City of Angels. 
they had i t  rough and went through a period of 
separation, again, Angelo fasted and prayed. he wasn't 
going to knock at heaven's door. he would beat it down 
until his prayers were answered. forty days and forty 
nights passed until Kay returned. they settled in the heart 
of the valley. it is there that Kay's wish came true. she 
finally gave birth to the daughter she had so often 
dreamed of. 

with a new child Angelo gave up most of his 
artistic work for something steady to support his growing 
family. he didn't mind. no matter what life had to throw at 
him, it didn't matter. for him, Kay and the kids were 
everything. as long as they were together he had found 
his heaven on earth, his Shangri La. for a while all 
seemed well, until the night Kay went out for some 
formula for little Marie. Angelo offered to drive her to the 

I store or go get it himself. she declined. Kay always had a 
I strongly independent nature and wanted some time to 

herself. as she walked to the store she never could have 
imagined the dark shadow that followed her through a 
park, a rapist with a cheap stiletto. when he was done 
with her all that was left was shattered pieces of the 
woman she once was. Ang' did his best to help her get 
past this. she went to a counselor by day, but by night 
she spent her time in the court of the white lady. the 
seductive drug eased the pain and made her feel like her 
old self for a little while. soon she would disappear for 
days at a time. Angelo knew what was going on and tried 
to appease her by bringing some home so she wouldn't 
have to go out for it. that was a mistake. the white lady 
was so seductive she always made you want more. 

Kay 
went from bad to worse. they fought. with the fabric of his 
world crashing all around him, Angelo thought back to 
when he believed in anything at all. he remembered the 
angels and prayed for one to help. he opened the Bible 
and read the account of the three angels and the plight of 
Lot in Sodom and Gomorrah. it amused him that even 
here, in this day and age, one angel might not be enough. 

in the midst of all their troubles Kay came home from the 
doctor with the news that she was pregnant again. for 
nine months she would polnt at her belly and look at Ang' 
with contempt and claim, "you did this to me!" when the 
baby was born it was a beautiful little boy, curly hair and a 
natural disposition towards jest. he would often pop you 
in the head with his empty bottle to let you know he 
wanted more milk, or while driving down the freeway he 
would often throw his bottle out the window just to see if 
you would stop and pick it up. he was beautiful. 



shortly after he was born Kay went on a binge and had to 
be hospitalized. Ang' thought if he moved the family 
away from their environment he could save his Kay. she 
rarely showed him any affection anymore. he could 
handle it. he had enough love for the both of them. he 
would be strong. a chance encounter led him to a resort 
home on top of a mountain. there, among the clean air 
and the pines, they could start over again. he moved the 
kids and their possessions there, and when she was 
released from the hospital, he took her to their new 
home. 

Kay grew more distant, they drifted apart. even 
under one roof, they felt lonely. Ang' often left the 
mountain to work for a week at a time, usually with one of 
the kids. his car broke down and he needed a ride. a 
neighbor told him about Henri, a "Dutchman" who 
vacationed there each weekend and drove down each 
Monday. Angelo introduced himself and asked for a lift 
the next time he came up the mountain. Henri was a bit 
skeptical about the stranger, apologized, and said 'hot: 
that Sunday Angelo was without a ride, so he headed 
down the road to hitchhike to the valley. he walked for 
hours. he pondered the falling leaves, the blue skies, and 
the possible break-up of his marriage. a car drove by and 
stopped. it was the "Dutchman" and his family. seeing 
Angelo hitchhiking so far from home struck a chord in 
their heart, so they stopped and made room for the 
stranger. as Angelo entered the car, a school bus 
carrying a church group careened by, almost hitting the 
car. Ang' thought it comical the way Henri shouted, "they 
yoost drive like maniacs in America!" the road inclined 
steeply and about a mile and a half down the mountain 
they saw the bus. the driver had burned up the brakes 
and transmission on the steep incline and lost control. he 

was one of the dead, hanging through the windshield. the 
bus left the road, rolled twice and landed upside down. 
smoke was coming from the exhaust system. gas was 
leaking from the tank. inside were the broken and twisted 
bodies of a church youth group that went to the mountain 
for a weekend retreat. Angelo and Henri were the first to 
stop. there was no doubt something had to be done and 
there was no one else to do it. they entered through a 
window and broke open the door that had jammed shut, 
allowing those who were not critically hurt to escape 
before the bus caught fire. they next tried to discern who 
was capable of being moved and worked out a way those 
children who were not seriously wounded would help 
those less fortunate. it was hardest to deal with the four 
who were dead. soon other hands appeared at the 
windows, and strangers were bonded in a moment of 
intense tragedy as well as extreme valor and heroism. it 
took the authorities twenty or thirty minutes to arrive, but 
when they did it was with helicopters, firemen, reporters 
and tv cameras as well as the much-needed ambulances. 
the seriously hurt were flown out. the situation was in 
control, so they left. that night the "Dutchman" and the 
"American" shared a meal together and became good 
friends. years later Angelo tried to write or call him. there 
was no trace of him in the area. letters and Christmas 
cards came back "return to sender1! 

Angelo still made 
images but just for money. they were no longer from his 
heart. Ang' and Kay fought more often and made up 
even less. Angelo finally got together enough cash to buy 
them a car. he came home a day early to show it off to 
Kay and the kids. he came home to find the kids home 
alone. she was "out1! enraged, yet hoping to avoid a 
fight, he packed the kids in the car to take a ride. along 



the road, near the sight where the bus wrecked, were two 
Oriental gentleman. their car had blown a hose and 
broken down. one, who spoke a little English, introduced 
himself as a preacher. the other man was probably a 
deacon of the church and seemed quite paranoid. since 
coming here from Korea they had not mingled with any 
but their own people. Angelo gave them a ride to a gas 
station. the guys who worked there would not accept the 
reverend's credit card. Ang' took them to the motel. the 
proprietors would not give them lodging. so, Angelo took 
them home. 

when they arrived, Kay was waiting. she had 
been preparing a speech declaring her independence and 
demanding Angelo leave the home. Angelo had similar 
thoughts on his mind, but in his scenario she'd have to 
get some help, straighten out or leave. in the presence of 
the two visitors this confrontation was not possible. in the 
presence of this gentle man who, in broken English, sat at 
length with the children, telling them how special they 
were in the eyes of God. he then turned to Kay and 
Angelo and expressed how good children come from 
great parents and how proud they should be for a job well 
done. for a moment, all the anger and the tension 
between them melted away. for a moment they 
remembered what was lost. when Ang' reached over to 
kiss her cheek he noticed the tears in her eyes. years 
later, Angelo tried to reach the reverend. he could find no 
trace of him either. 

around 1984 they left the coast and 
moved back home. a break-up was inevitable. on a cold 
December night his car broke down three miles from 
home. the walk seemed an eternity. he felt like Joseph 
Conway, the character in Hilton's Lost Horizons trying to 
find his way back to Shangri La. on the frozen steps 

leading to his home, he somehow knew he wouldn't find 
her there. all she left was a note. 

Ang' and the kids moved 
to the country. he took a job as caretaker of a church. he 
treasured the time he spent in the quiet of the sanctuary 
and in the presence of the statue of the Madonna and 
child with the one sandal dangling from His little foot. his 
faith held on by a slender thread that was slowly 
unwinding. he seemed to be walking in circles, doubting 
the very ground he walked on while trying to show 
unquestioning faith in all that he believed. as the years 
flew by he stopped creating. inside his heart, he began to 
die. 

Angelo felt compelled to move back to the city on the 
north coast to be near his father. 01' Pops was holding his 
own since a having a stroke and Angelo and the children 
thought they should spend as much time as possible with 
him. they all loved to work in Pop's back yard. he would 
bark orders like an old marine sergeant and smell like old 
cigars. yet, it seemed like a lost bit of Eden when the late 
afternoon sun illuminated the deepest part of Ang's heart 
and let the golden memories shine with their original 
sparkle. Pop's yard was a holy spot where that childlike 
magic still existed. their situation turned bad after Kay 
tried to take custody of little Angelo and Marie. he had not 
been able to secure steady work and the lack of funds 
forced them to live in a less fashionable part of town. 
surrounding him were all the ills of urban blight decay: 
crime, drugs and prostitution were everywhere. all of this 
was the work of the White Lady. fear lead to paranoia as 
Ang' started touring the neighborhood at night like Travis 
Bickle in 'The T;uci Driver. " 

one rainy evening, while on 
"patrol", he stopped for a drink at a bar once owned by 



"the boys" during the seventies. it was a smoky hall 
catering to the avant garde and the jazz crowd. now, 
there was a new sign, The Garden of Earthly Delights, 
below it a bad copy of the painting by Heronymous 
Bosch. in this version, however, all the grotesque 
creatures had been changed to dancing women. inside, 
the atmosphere was dark as midnight. once his eyes 
adjusted to the light, Ang' thought to himself, " oh no! 
they've changed it into a strip club. is nothing sacred?" 
this was once one of Angelo's favorite night spots; now it 
was the last place Angelo wanted to be. 

back in the day, 
he had installed lighting and sound systems in clubs just 
like this. he knew all the scams. one dancer finished her 
dance on the main stage and walked over to him. "would 
you like a table dance?" she asked. he rudely replied, 
"no, not right now, "and averted his eyes from hers. he 
next expected the old b-girl scam where the patron runs 
up a large tab buying the l'hostess"expensive cocktails 
that usually wind up being nothing but orange juice and a 
cherry. 

the next dancer came to the stage. she was young 
and very beautiful and, given different circumstances, 
could have been a fashion model. as she danced to a 
Motown classic, an old dude drunkenly approached the 
stage. he was one of those hard-drinking, shot-and-beer 
guys you find in every bar in every steel town in America. 
he started dancing and doing some moves which were, 
unfortunately, never in fashion. instead of ignoring him 
she imitated his moves, smiled at him, removed his ball 
cap, and even wore it at the same cocky angle he did. as 
the song ended she bent down and kissed him on top of 
his bald head before giving him back his hat. 

he glowed. 

to his right Ang' noticed a group of girls working a table. 
he expected to see some high-rollers in Armani suits, 
spending some serious cash. instead he noticed that 
these guys were in wheelchairs. they came there from a 
vet's hospital, old soldiers who had fallen on hard times 
and bad health, and who now hoped to capture a few 
moments of fantasy and magic. the girls didn't let them 
down. the hardness in his heart shattered as Angelo 
realized he entered this place with anger and judgment 
and instead found kindness and compassion. the girl 
sitting next to him introduced herself as Simone. "are you 
ready for that table dance now?" she asked. Ang did 
something he hadn't done in a long time, 

he smiled. 
she 

took that smile for a yes and started dancing. as she spun 
her hair he noticed a crescent-shaped tattoo of a blue 
moon on the back of her neck. she was an earthy blond 
who reminded him of the Lady Egraine, who seduced 
Arthur's father with a dance and gave birth to a king. 
when the song was over, they talked about the tattoo. she 
had been inspired by a book about the mystic ladies of 
Avalon. he told her how he had been inspired by the 
same symbol in the stories of Shangri La and the valley of 
the blue moon. they spoke of how it was the women of 

' 
Avalon who took and still guard Arthur's body. 

Angelo's 
thoughts became a whirlwind as old dreams and 
emotions resurfaced after all these years. he tried to 
make some sense of where he was and what was 
happening. he thought of Mary Magdalene and her life 

, transformed by acts of faith, love and devotion. he 
, thought of the Buddha in the garden of the courtesan who ' taught him something new everyday. 

I \ 

I 
i 



the next dancer was a petite woman in rhinestone 
cowboy attire. she was a raven-haired beauty with deep 
piercing eyes. usually Ang' didn't listen to country and 
western, but she made a believer out of him that night. 
she came over to his table and introduced herself as 
Rapture. she removed the Stetson hat to reveal a thick 
mane of ebony tresses. her perfume was intoxicating. she 
looked like Guinevere. as they waded through the small 
talk, she looked deep into his eyes and told him, "you 
have been married twice before. you wonder if it was 
your fault. it wasn't." Ang' could not fathom how she 
could possibly know or why she would say something like 
that. on a later visit he asked her about that. she declined 
an answer, smiled, and just danced. 

he left with new hopes 
for what was an uncertain future. when he went home 
Little Angelo and Marie were all excited. Sean, to whom 
he had been a father, and loved, was in town with a 
proposition for them all to live in the foothills of the 
mountains. he had rented a house for them all . it would 
be another new start with clean air, decent schools and 
little, if any, crime. they could all be together like a family 
again. they gave much of what they owned away to the 
poor who lived among them. many that they once feared 
they became friends with. Angelo remembered what he 
had forgotten: the best thing to do when you need a 
miracle is to create a miracle for someone else. he didn't 
worry about finding a grail to complete his happiness 
anymore. 

his cup was full. 
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Creative Writing as well as a prolific writer of fine poetry 

and fiction. 

Becky Foxgraduated from UNC Chapel Hi1 and 
attended a variety of classes at WPCC . She spends her 

idle time reading and loves a good murder mystery. 

Debra A. Holbrook, a WPCC graduate, has a 
passion for writing, painting, calligraphy, water skiing, 

and, of course, poetry! 



Bobby Hamby is a psyct~o~ogy major, a musician, 
writer and aMst, as well as an avid video gamer. 

Annette Moore is a teacher of Engkh at W. P. C. C. 
who wrltes poetry that ekplores her femininity and the 

Black Expenem@. 

Robin c.  MOO^ wries poems and stoties about the 
Black E~r ienc8 ,  

Ann Marie Radaskie wicz is a teacher of English at 
W. P. C. C. as we// as a published author of poetry and non- 

fiction. mjs is her third year as editor of this review. 

i r  Debra Rose is a bearrtl'fuI I Iow~r  and a breath of lifa for 
all her students at W. P. C. C., where she teaches Engljsh 

and Speech. 

Kyle Stiring js a writer of songs that revea~ the tender 
heart of life. 

Janet Scronce is taking a year to wrfts and explore 
o ~ r t u n i i e s  in the f i lm industry. She enjoys reading and 

wwng and, of course, movies. 

Lee Vang enjop the music of Nirvana and the Doors 
and loves to mwt  now and intriguing people like Rosalie 

D'Angelo. His wish is to make a positive difference In 
people's lives. 

cyi7fhi8 water3 has graced these pages, as well as 
fhis centuty, with her beam and art. 
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