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The Writers

Becky Breeding is a sophomore biology major whose poem was inspired by natureand a
high school writing assignment

Loomus Cosby. a major in business administration, has been writing poetry since the
early 70's, when he attended an “artsy” college in New England. Loomus lives and works
on campus.

Doug Ensley is a native Huntsvillian in his junior year as a math major at UAH. Most of
his writing is spontaneously scribbled fragments, but the poem in this issue came out
as a complete piece

James B. Gibson is an Associate Professor of Education at UAH. He says that "On
Waiting” is the first poem he's written in a long time

Jean Greenwood is an ex-anthropology teacher who works in Computer Services at
UAH. Her poem combines both those influences with a dash of T.S. Eliot

Tamela Gregg is a UAH student and music lover

Richard Hay, Sr. is a fire chief and father of nine, living in Newton, Massachusetts. How
he found axis, we’ll never know

Edward W. Jackson is a senior majoring in English. While studying a collection of
daguerreotype prints, he was inspired to write his tale

Dennis Nichols is Scottsboro born and bred, but it doesn’t seem to have affected him
adversely. An ex-engineering student turned English major, Nichols originally wrote his
story for a UAH Fiction Writing class. As for the poem, it was just for kicks

Neil Ryder is a “sane, normal” business major from Bloomington, Indiana, who's been
writing poetry for many years

Joanne Walker describes herself as a “drifting artist,” but she’s been working at the
UAH Library since 1978. Her poem, she says, is about an imaginary place

Betty Urbanz is a recent graduate of the English department and a mother of three
She's working as a technical writer, but dreams of writing fiction, and probably will
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Untitled

A canopy of pink hovers overhead

A slight breeze pulls at the blossom’s
delicate hold

Fragile petals rain upon me, their
softness touching my skin and heart
with joy
banishing my worries and casting my
problems away. as | am slowly
enveloped by this
ethereal.
fragrant.
fantasy world.
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The Cost of Grief
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Poor Lodie had bee \ead

Dennis Nichols
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a run for it. He'd been tracked down and summarily dealt with

Joe intended on sleeping late the morning after the funeral, but a noise from downstairs woke
him up only shortly after dawn. His head ached. and the house smelt of bacon. Joe slung on a robe
and descended the stairway in a hufl. Burt was frying up a pan of bacon and eggs. Lodie’s old
magnolia apron strained to fit around Burt’s thick waist. and the popping grease made an uneasy
racket. Joe's stomach balked

“Good moming,. Joseph!” chimed Burt

Good moming. Burt. What are you doing here?”

| thought you might be hungry. so I let myself in. How do you like your eggs?

Joe fell into a dining room chair and rubbed his temples

If it's all the same to you.” he mumbled coarsely. “I'd just as soon have a provolone sandwich
later. like around noon

Burt thrust a plate of bacon and eggs in front of Joe's reeling face. God. how Joe hated crunchy
bacon. The toast was burned

I'hanks. Burt. It's just like Lodie used to make.’

T'hat was the truth. too. Lodie, God rest her soul, was a terrible cook. Joe numbly ate a few bites
while he tried to think of some way to shake off his keeper. A diabolical little smile peeped to the
surface opposite the oozing mass of eggs. Then Joe's face turned somber

I am truly grateful that you have come over to look after me. Burt. But [am numb with grief. you
understand. and sleep would be the best thing for me right now

Burt blinked. "I understand. friend. | read about this in a Pearl Buck story one time. You should
sleep now. Tears will come in time. I'll clean up the kitchen before [ go

Joe crawled back into his big. warm bed. The last thing he heard was Burt leaving out the
kitchen door. That poor. dumb sap. Joe was glad to be rid of him

It wasn't that Joe didn't love Lodie. He did. He loved her the way he would a prime piece of
lakefront property. though in her case, somewhat depreciated with age. But even as she got older
Joe was still right fond of her. Oh. Joe had eves. He knew that she was not the cute young thing he
had courted. though he told her otherwise. Lodie so much loved to hear him call her his round
eyed girl. She would light up with that idiotic little-girl smile of hersand turn around and cheerily
lick her green stamps. Marriage had its little conveniences. even though it really didn't suit Joe's
bsessions. Perhaps. he mused. he should never have married. And now he wasn't. It was time to
get out of bed. No point in brooding. Joe did hate sentimentality. Besides there was all that money
from the insurance companies

Joe was tugging on his trousers when Burt pushed open his door. He had a steak and provolone
sandwich on a tray. He also brought in a box of Kleenex. Jesus H. Christ! Didn’t this guy ever give
up?

"Why aren’t you at the office. Burt?” asked Joe dryly
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Yeah. vou know.” Joe continued, “have a few belts, pick up some floosi bring them back here
and have a big. ole time! We can pretend we're bachelors for a night Wha do v say

‘Would you like to play white or black?

Joe took white and lost. Needless av. Svivia never showed Joe seemed to have at lea
Ili,llh'”hlle‘.,'-q;(w'v'1,'~.).xv his visits were no longer quite s frequent w thought that perhag
at last he n-r,’.t‘.}-:; L',;.:f_- plece s of his once immensely gratifvin cial life. It was a Wednesday
night and Joe was parked behind the high school waiting for cheerleader practice (o be ow
he « 1.[-‘,'\'&'!:-:‘ Svivia. He was a bit worried until a gorgeou iubile 11 re approached ]
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On Lisa’s Conversion

Light at the end of the tunnel

Light through the carelessly cracked doorway
All are welcome

Upward unto the Light

Uplifted they climb that bleary height
And make play upon those cool, smiling beams
Gossamered souls that seek to merge

Upward unto the Light

Unscrew the shade

and pour them out

Dennis Nichols
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The Counted Men
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Here we go round the memory bank
Memory bank memory bank
Here we go round the memory bank
At O-five-hundred this morming
Between the tax
And the payer
Between the idea
And the man
Falls the machine
For thine is the computer
Between the elected
And the voter
Between the emotion
And the response
Falls the machine
Life is wholly taped
Between the accused
And the crime
Between the professor
And board of trustees
Between the parent
And the children
Falls the machine
For thine is the computer
For thine is
Life is
For this is the
This is the way identity ends
This is the way identity ends
T'his Is the way identity ends

Not with a bang but a spindie

Jean Greenwood
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The Daguerreotypist’s Tale Edward W. Jackson
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wrinkled black suit appears to have been slept in numerous times. He has the f
SCTrous mission
[ rise and introduce myself
You do excellent work.,” he says in a pleased voice, making an awkward gesture towards tl
images of life captured in rows of rectangles. “My name Is Clarence Weldon, and | desire t Ve a
portrait made of my wife
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Mr. Weldon carefully sets his burden down on the fa and re X !
I'his,” he says, smiling. “is Mrs. Weldon. | desire a smalle i { ‘ ke w t
when | go west in three weeks
I'he painting is indeed remarkable, [ see at a glance that [ will be able to take the ! e late
lady’s large and luminous dark brown eves Mr. We \ ! \
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Untitled

My Jenny six. mavbe seven

And her best Iriend on the phone

I'hen sharp words. a phone-slam. blue-eyed tears
Scoop her up a mother's way

Hopelessly protecting

Arms legs wound round

And two one again beginning-like

Her heart against my heart becomes my heart
Her tears my tears

One moment all lonely moments of a lifetime helpless
Helpless. no soothing words for my child

For nu

For me mvy child

Little use words

Rock her. hold her. a place to weep

Carried once

Nine months shelter never again

Ever again

On vour own

On myv own lorever

On our own

Hold us. rock us. a place to weep

Betty Urbanz
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Epitaph For An Old Building

Jjohn's Drugstore came down today
townspeopie n ed a nd

y v, It seemed like only yesterday
Eighty years according to some

wthers prefermed not i« hear a sum

Music drifted from the bar, the jukebox was playing “Love Me Tender.
e smel stale smoke and sweat mingled and lingered

and eventually wafted down the roadway accompanied
by the murmers of tired blue-collar workers

wd conversations

ories. and lorgotten sensations

t. John's, where condoms were red-faced bought
And on sultry summer days one could buy an ice cream sundae
urriedly eaten on the way

to a Bette Davis matinee

plaster bot

ht by tight-pursed mothers

stopping In the aisle to sniff the colognes once worn by
some past lover
Fine linen hankies to guise the sniffles
| ! 4 4 M | |

SO nely dressed child at some forever Sunday sermon

books and cards and shoeshine kits
ippropriate items for some young draftee losing his wits
{ | fow t wiernize the town
and the once hallowed space
w st is a video arcade
where e can hear epithets huried at the loss of every quarter
and watl - wiess facts race across an electronic border
osirtl and purpie dye halrcuts
: " ! r and ts of budget cuts
e goes or ving like a lonely vehiclke
speeding through the night._never stopping
A he & thsonia nstitute the andr led around
augt the laug! f ! 1S
What's a memory without sensation
ares

said the androids
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Grimm

Express myself
In so many words.
Nothing to say:
| dream instead

Once upon a
Why not ever
See me home
To Neverland?

Talking Bears,

Flying Children:

lce Cream Mountains,
Careless Eggs

Blissful innocence

Peaceful ignorance
Why must we know
So damn much?

Obliteration,
Starving children:
Poison medicine,
Careless eggs

So much, so little

Nothing can ever
Comprehend nothing, and
I know nothing at all.

he dream comes home,
But can't come true.
I'he home lives on—
Happily Ever Alter

Doug Ensley
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On Waiting

Separation is not like death

with its terminal sting.

For death, after all, is a definite thing
that has time limits imposed:

not like separation. where no one knows
the limits or degree.

‘\"...')

James E. Gibson




The Mist
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The Night
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Strange Behavior

Since he was shy
at least where it concerned her

he did a rather bizarre thing

which was to climb up on a

Darm 1 I

with a view her bact ird
i ' £t 1

1t ' £ A
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Richard Hay, Sr
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Jeffrey Joshua Bayer, 1943-1984







Cover art by Greg Taylor




	Axis, 1984
	Recommended Citation

	axis_198408

