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Hand Squeezed Mania 

Ac know I edge men ts 
I'm excited to say that this publication Ls pulled from a wide garnet of 
lhe JSC extended family. From thooe snuggled close,,'! to its heart lo 
those on its fringes. Thanks lo you coumgem1s souls who submilled 
your work for publication. Thanks to the Johnson Stale College 
Student Association President Michelle Robbins and the SA for 
funding. Thanks lo Krystal, Aaron and the JSC Print Shop for 
transforming a computer file into many"OmnificenL,. 

Most of the contributors are members of the Johnson State College 
extended family. However, there are a few exceptions: Thom.1.s 
Hubbard Ls the I 995 Seattle Slam Champion; Pesha Gertler Ls a poet 
residing in Seattle; Jason Ross Surendranath appears courtesy of 
Seallle's homeless newspaper, Real Change; P. Allyn Harvey is a 
Seattle abiding eco-warrior and labor organizer; Geoff Switz is a 
published poet and old friend living in Boulder, CO; Maria Calvi Ls a 
HighSchoolsenior. InterestedfolkmayronlactOmnificentc/oDavid 
True, JSC Box 965, Johnson, vr, 05656. 
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Buying Fruit 
A broken down jeep. 
Canvas makes a tarp 
Held by tires oo the roof. 

M~ DcPaul-~ 

The jeep is the produce stand at the madcet. 
So big! everyone of them. 
Potllocs the si7.c of melons, 
CanolS as big as a bat. 

The while-haired man laugh.5. 
His bare, tanned belly jiggles. 
His trusting grey eyes call me over. 

He makes me smile. 
I picture a wmlerful fulhcr, 
An affeaionare IUJsband. 

Leaving the marlcet with my fiuit 
I tum to C3ICh oo last glimplc. 
The same laug'1 soooos cuming. 
The same eyes loolc devious. 
He calls S001COOC else. 

Ocean Initiation Kate Riley 

a lies alone with the wuipe fiuits. While we an sleep 
naked on reed mats in bamboo huts, curled against our men, 
the children together, she rests beneath feather blankets on a 

bed of monkey furs, so her sweat collects and her heat is held in. 
Overnight, green avocados tum brown in caves beneath her anns: 
bunches of bananas thin their red-yellow skins against the curves of 
her hips: in the hollow between her breasts, behind her knees. kiwis 
growsoft. · · · 

Then each morning, she lays the readied fiuit out in careful 
patterns on fresh leaves: beneath the hot sun. flies collect. We, who 
dropped ours off the night before, come by and gather to talk. And 
when we go, we leave a piece, so she too has hers to eat And on 
special occasions a man stops by with a crab or the haunch of a pig. 
Then after the fiuit is gone, she slips into the hollowed log, filled each 
day by one ofus with water, fresh and clear from up the river. 

So time goes. The men she knew as boys waldl the way they 
act in her presence. 1llen when she grows old they drag her away 
on palm fronds, far from the ocean where most ofus are set to drift. 
Vulrures come, and flies, and a column of large red ants, Ulllil the 
bones gleam white against blade earth, grow porous and splinlcr, 
and join the liner of olher bones in that bamboo thidcet pridcling 
towards the sky. · __ _ 

As it happcn.5. there is always a girl, one who still swims in the 
open ocean. No olher girls as old as she are left, but are off 
collecting roots and fiuit. while the boys her age are learning to fish 
and hunt. A group of smaller children splash some distance away, 
but she entertain'i rerself, collecting pearly cam and perfecting 
her dolJi!in dive. 

But then one day she hears between leapl a long, shrill whistle. 
Looking towards soore. she sees the eldest man beckoo. She 
paddles in lllllil her kidcing toes and dangling breasts touch the 
gravelly floor and small waves twnble sandily up over her back. 
Her body is rot made, she feels, to stand in the heavy air. 

She hesitates, but he waits at the edge where the waves thin to 
a snaky line on the sand. She stops a foot away, her eyes on his 
grey-haired chest, and he points down towards the droplets dying 
the broken shells between her feet pale red. She sees and worxlers 
where is the cut and bends to look between her thiem, but sees oo 
scrape, ooly watery bkxxl trickling from a tendril of hair. She raises 
her eyes to his jaundiced ones, and turns to see why he suires. Out 
where she was swimming, a shaik fin glides, cutting through the 
rise and fall of the waves. 

The old man is walking away; where his neck meets his back a 



gaunt poirt Slicks out, and lhc SUII gliUCB 00 his taul grainy skin. 
She follows him IO lhc tmse wren: lhc old IWlllan who slCJX With 
the unripe fruits lived,_ wren: now she will live, without faarers, 
molhelS, brolheB or Sisters. 

This year she sits willl us. while the children play and the men 
beat the hollow logs and sing. Willl us she waits ID1lil the music 
moves ir10 Ille soles of our feet. u111i1 lhc lhythm pcrmaics our 
limbs. until it sprouts in our bellies, and we rise without knowing. 
Toe old mll\ in a shalk's mask now, circles and singles her out and 
p.is11es her 10 Ille beach wren: lhcy throw and roll tcr in the sand 
1m1 oovcr tcr wilh sea....ud where she lks. ' 

After Ille feast, we cane for Irr and carry tcr away ro the log 
of wau:r and rinse Irr gently; we hold her and ooc anolhcr roo; we 
!lll oocoout oil oo her cuts and feed her sweet poc. 

Aro that nigllt we cxxnc for Irr again. We wiwrap the fruit 
frool arouoo her body, cad! take a piece and i,1ea) away, unpceling 

unc1n:sm1g awcados. biting duough wrinkJerl green 
lxcalfiuit sltiffi. But ooe, lhc youngest, younger than she, paus:s 10 
talcc her hand, inslead of fruit and leads Irr out IO the Slallit beach; 
ten: we gather oooe a monlh wlffl lhc mooo is too 1hin and weak 
10 stay awake. . · 

Waldling the silver waves txeak, we finish our fruit throw lhe 
skins back inlQ the jungly nigll, then walk across Ille glowing white 
um! lhe 1ft of the waves lip; up over our toes, lllllil Ille aash of lhe 
9.llfhits the aook in oor knees. lllllil lhc tide cirtles arourxl 
our bellies. We let our palms rode and float and stroke the water's 
skin. No great Ii git reflects off our bodies; only SlllB maik our 

heads. One by ooc we draw oor arms up, and like dol!irim 
we cwve lhrough the air ir10 the ocean. 

The Weeded Garden 
In a paisley dream 
Where snow resists the moon's blue ink 
And shadows lidc my imagination 
I met you, singing 
Staring al me with your 
SICCI gwt gray eyes 

The bridge behind you frames 
Your female figure erect 
And you speak-
Like walCI' your wonls pool 
At the bottom of my heart 
Then you smile your daw1ling smile 

You lm!el ro pidc up a Lily 
Stained wilh lhc hope of a child 
You bleed rears of disillusion 
As you forget the pain · 

He did llOl love you 
Butyouloved . 

A rose sometimes pillages the Earth 

But I am blioo 
To your slumbers 
Here, only IO remirxl you 
That Ille hammerofhope 
And Ille scythe of forgiveress 
Lie 1here beneath the din 

Ellen Reµ;tad 
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