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editor's note

As editor, I've been working with my staff on a re-vision

of The Watermark. Our first fall issue came out last sememster,

and we've expanded this issue to include an alimmi section. As
with anything, my hope is make The Watermark better than it

was.

None of this would have been possible without the sup-

port of a number of people, too many to mention here by name.

My tireless staff, the invaluable facutly here, and my wonderful

friends have all been involved with the making of this issue. But

I would be remiss if I didn't thank some people by name: Joseph

Carroll of the Bernard Toale Gallery forjudging the Art Award,

and the Art Department and Nancy Stieber for funding it; Chet

Frederick forjudging and lending his name to the Chet Frederick

Fiction Award; Mark Pawlak for judging the Poetry Award; the

Creative Writing Department for funding the Fiction and Poetry

Awards; Askold Melnyczuk for his support and advice, vision

and therapy sessions; Adnan Usman, Tristan Lowe and the Un-

dergraduate Student Senate; Caroline Coscia and the Graduate

Student Assembly; Chancellor Keith Motley and Vice Chancel-

lor Chaj?lie Titus for their encouragement; Michael Sullivan of

The Joiner Center; David Johnson for graciously allowing us to

run his poem; the alumni who have supported our new Alumni
Section; Franz Wright for his generosity in speaking with us;

Jessica Santiccioli and Harry Gardner for their feedback and
company; Donna Neal and the Student Life staff for all their

help; and everyone who submitted this year and in the past.

Special thanks to Emily Taranto-Kent for again provid-

ing us with a beautiful cover — her other pieces can be found on
pages 79 and 80.

We apologize to Ludmilla Gomes, whose piece Sunlight

was printed under a different artist's name last semester. It can
be found on page 90.

To my staff: thank you, thank you, thank you. You have
made putting together this issue more fun than this much work
should be. Those of you who are graduating, congratulations
- and you'll be missed deeply here. We've started something
truely wonderful together, and I look forward to continuing it

next year.

Erica Mena
March 2005
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poetry







Natalia Cooper

calico

those colors are

unmistakable

where do they make you

trees, swamps, trunk, leaves, water

where do they change you

from one organic thing to another

where does the blood begin

desert, cave, redrock, dry grass

what is the taste of the dust

from forgotten bones

those colors are

a collage of the broken

continents of green and darker

green

the most forgettable color

of them all is the

stickiest red dark shape

that color is the color of

the return to the forgotten



Kristina England

Covenant

Wearing our rolled plaid skirts up to milk thighs,

we commune in theJava Hut on

Webster Square, press our bony knees against

the tawny rug as we kneel before

crowded tables, cup our hands around clay-

baked mugs, hold our silence so we can taste

the sweet bread each poet has to offer

(dry manna on our tongues). Slam after

slam, a young man frosts a window with his

breath and writes with yellow fingernails:

Poetry has come with outstretched palms

but we adorn her with our stigmata.

Boxed Memories

God's in the attic,

beneath cat toys and love notes.

And hell is there too.

Memoir

Kitchen - these blue tile floors

dissolve into seas, drowning

me into a mermaid's grave.

The mother ship does not drop

anchor but keeps hauling

through the waves.

2 wm



Nathan Horowitz

Melody To Call Helping Spirits
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Michael Niland

My Conspicuous Absencefrom Dave^s Burial

Chilled bones

crammed St. Andrew's pews,

snapping and cracking

like arthritic joints,

from the white lilied altar

to cold, holy water basins

between arched doorways.

Local 1 06 brothers,

harder than their nails,

wept tributes.

Uncles mythologized

your enforcer past into

yarns of young mischief

Laughter rattled stained glass

depictions of Christ's benedictions

and my conscience.

"Rectification came later,

not too late,"

old Father Gilmore belched

to the black flock.

(Remember his gin breath

stinking our First Communion,

tearing our eyes?)

I didn't stay today,

contrary to etiquette,

but Amazing Grace dragged,

stopped repeatedly so

family could re-prop

your broken wife.

University training debunks

extensions. Bone cancer

overpowers prayer.

Dead is dead.

4 wm



Thump, thump, thump, thump...

Catholic rearing counterjabs;

it had rooted first, deep,

stretching, winding,

binding atoms.

Maybe you were watching,

recording cemetery attendees

with quill and parchment,

noting the unclosed ring around

your mahogany coffin and

the mound of freshly thawed

dirt.

If you were, please Dave,

remove your brass knuckles.

Guilt will amply punish.



Lorinc Szabo translated by BenjaminJanos

One^s Dreams

Because you are one way and they another,

And he has other interests,

And the truth is an attitude.

Or a formulation.

And because nothing outside interests me,

And because you can't win over the masses,

And because the rules were all written

Without me:

The time will finally come

To get away hrom among all of you.

Why do I still wait, peaking

At the future humbly?

Time is running out, and what is living

Always knows the truth.

You or I—one of us is sick.

Still, should I look at the weapons

To find out if it is love or hate

That approaches me?

If I only try to understand you.

Where does that leave me?

No! No! I can no longer stand

to be a mere straw in this crazed haystack;

To understand and respect the guard,

To feel pain with him if it hurts!

He who could stand it has long ago removed

Himself and walks between daggers

and across knives.

There are two of us, the world and I;

Like the prisoner in a cage,

to me I am the most important.

We also escape; my soul, the lock is opening,

Reason escapes

But carefully paints itself

with appearance's bars.

Inside, one, which outside is one thousand pieces!

Where did he go, who saw the fish,

If the net remains

6 wm
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Az egy Almai

Mert te ilyen vagy s ok olyanok

Es neki az erdeke mas

S az igazsag edegallapot

Vagy megfogalmazas

S mert kint nem tetszik semmi sem

S mer gyozni nem lehet a tomegen

S ami szabaly, mind nelkiilem

Sziiletett:

Ideje volna vegre mar

Megszoknom koziiletek.

Mire varjak meg tovabb, a jovot

Lesve alazatosan?

Fut as ido, es ami el,

Annak mind igaza van.

En vagy d, egyikiink beteg;

Es megse nezzem a fegyvereket,

Hogy szeretet vagy gyulolet

Kozelit-e felem?

Ha mindig csal megertek,

Hoi maradok en?

Nem! Nem! nem birok mar bolond

Szovevenyben lenni szal;

Megerteni es tisztelni az ort

S vele fajni, ha faj!

Aki birta, reg kibogozta magat

S megz torok kozt es torokon at.

Ketten vagyunk, en es a vilag,

Ketrecben a rab,

Mint neki 6, magamnak en

Vagyok a fontosabb.

Szokiink is, lelkem, nyilik a zar,

Az ertelem szokik,

De magara festi gondosan

A latszat racsait.

Bent egy, ami kint ezer darab!

Hoi jart, ki latta a halat,

Hogyha a halo megmaradt



Untouched?

Prohibition? Another prohibits it! A crime?

For them, if it is proved.

Inside of us, inside, there is no detail and border;

Nothing is forbidden;

We are only ourselves, each of us isolated,

Neither good nor bad.

Hide deep within yourself! There

Lies still some kind of forgotten

Dream, large and free, like

Our mothers, the endless

Sea, as a memory appears

In the acid of our blood and tears.

Back to the sea, to inside ourselves!

Only there can we be free!

The Many no longer grants us

Anything that is outside.

We compromise with the masses if we must

—

True—as ash falls apart;

Our home is the One, which

Doesn't share;

Let's dream back, if we still can.

The One's dreams!

8 wm



Sertetleniil;

Tilalom? Mas tiltja' Bun? Nekik,

S ha kideriil!

Benniink, bent, nines reszlet s hatar,

Nines semmi tilos;

Mi esak mi vagyunk, egy-egy magany,

Se jo, se rossz.

Rejtozz melyre, magadba! Ott

Meg remlik valami elhagyott

Nagy es szabad alom, ahogy

Anyank, a vegtelen

Tenger, emlekkent, konnyeink

S veriink savaban megjelen.

Tengerbe, magunkba, vissza! Csak

Ott lehetiink szabadok!

Nekiink tobbe semmit sem ad

Ami kint van, a Sok.

A tomeggel alkudni ha kell,

Az igaz, mint hamu podik el;

A mi hazank az Egy amely

Nem osztozik:

Almodjuk hat, ha meg lehet,

Az Egynek almait!



Tanya Boroff

Along the South Service Highway

In a rented Chrysler

Sebring convertible, wearing red

heels and an empire

waist, my hair in curls twisted

high and sprayed to polished

perfection, photograph-

ready, on the way to your wedding

where I will drink two

too many glasses of wine before I walk

down the aisle before

you dressed in white even

while the crowd whispers inside

the function hall on Sunset

Boulevard in Davie, Florida, where you moved

to get away from the whispers~yet

here I am, wearing wine

colored shoes and a matching dress,

holding the silk flowers you chose

because they won't die on the drive back up 95,

after I leave the sun and the sight

of you and the bottle

of wine I drank too fast before I went straight

from the hall to Miami

Beach to the Elbow

Room to sing karaoke with men
I don't know, wearing way too much
blush and not enough

clothes in the summer heat

of November when I should have stayed

sober but instead I drove

back down 595 to University Drive and turned

right on the South Service Highway

with red blisters on my toes from dancing

all night in bare feet pretending

it wasn't winter where I live.

10 wm



Night Moves

One night, I drove down Cedar Street, past

your house, and the lights were out

in the room abo\'e the garage, the room

with the red wine

stain on the wall above

the bed, at least where the bed was

when the red wine left

the stain on the wall beside the window I couldn't see

inside as I drove down

Cedar Street just a litde after

midnight on a Friday in October when it was still

warm enough to drive after midnight

with the window down. I was listening

to Bob Segar, hoping

no one would know I was

driving alone with a learner's permit in the middle

of the night with a broken

tail light and an inspection sticker that expired

long before the red wine

left the stain on the white wall beside the navy blue

curtains on the window that was dark when I drove by

that night after I drank what was left

of the botde that I'd stolen from the wine rack

in my father's basement. As I drove, I wondered

if there was someone in the room behind

the window who could hear me playing

Segar songs too loud to be

playing in October on a Friday after

midnight as I drove past

your house on Cedar Street and turned

the volume up, e\'en though I knew

no one would ever know

I was there.



DavidJohnson

Dark and Darkness

*

The dark above me
lifts me.

The dark below me
keeps the light

inside me
when I rise.

*

The dark part

of myself

is outside me
asleep

in the

black grass.

*

The dark doesn't

have a voice.

You have a voice.

When you sing,

silence becomes

the dark.

*

The darkness

in my sex

is the shadow

I kiss

while I sleep.

*

The two shadows

of darkness

are a river

and a field.

If the field

is dry,

the river's dry.

12 wm



When I touch

the ground,

it's as dark

as the sky

abo\'e my hands.

*

She told me
darkness comes

from my body.

When I touch

her body,

I close

my eyes.

*

The desert's brightness

lights the city

and the trees.

The brightness stays,

the darkness stays.

*

I believe

in the saving grace

of darkness

and light.

What I believe alone

won't save me.

*

Whenever

she's beside me,

I want her naked.

When I'm naked

beside her,

she wears

the darkness

between us.



*

The stars

are the slow

mirrors of stars

that went dark

before I was born.

Their light

is more mine

than theirs.

*

I want

to know the earth

so I can know

the darkness

that touches me,

and then forget it.

Whenever a woman
I don't know

smiles at me,

for a moment
our mouths meet

in the dark.

*

The darkness

in my brother's joy

is my father's pain.

*

I want to see

the brightness

inside the dark

roots of trees,

but I can't.

It doesn't

belong to me.

14 wm











Walden

Sunlight and silence stood at a bend in the path suddenly;

wind moved, once, over the dark water

and I was back.

Far from the world of appearances,

the world of "gain and mirth."

So soon

there will be nobody

here going on

about death

and pain and change. No one here!

Spoking hallways of pines where the owl, eyes wide open, dreams

—

there is a power that wants me to live, I don't know why.

Then I saw again

the turtle

like a massive haunted head

lumbering after the egg laying toward

the water and vanishing

into the water, slowly

soaring

in that element half underworld, half sky.

There is a power that wants me to love.

wm 109
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