
watching the gun come 
out and realizing that 
it wasnt aimed at you, 
feeling relief and then
horror, knowing and not 
able to do anything but 
watch as the gun took the 
back of his head off ;
slumping back on the 
couch, aware that this 
was wrong, final. i
dont think that i could 
sleep in the same house, 
collapse tired from work 
on the same sofa again, 
knowing that fragments of 
his brain were there;
somewhere.

—  Tom Caufield 
Iowa City IA

RICKY WITH THE TUFT AND A PRINCESS WITH A SMALL BRAIN
When Ricky with the Tuft was born
to a queen who knew he'd one day take the throne
she cried out in horror because he was so ugly.
His face was scrunched up like an old man's 
and his skin was tough as a cheap walking shoe, 
not soft like most babes'. His head 
was bald except for a single bunch of weeds 
growing straight up from crown of his head.
Thus, his name. Thus, the constant teasing.
To compensate, Ricky with the Tuft
was a delightful child. He could add five or six
numbers without using a pen or his fingers.
He memorized the movements of musical pieces 
having heard them just once. He could render 
a person's likeness with paint and a brush.
He was insightful and kind when he discussed world affairs. 
When it was time to marry, he chose
the most beautiful in all the land. She was the princess 
who was as dumb as she was fair.
Some say her brain was so small at birth
that she didn't learn to speak until she was ten
and that she still couldn't hold a fork very well.
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At parties, people soon tired of her.
When others talked about weather,
she replied that she liked pretty horses. Sometimes 
she stared at the floor and said absolutely nothing at all. 
She stumbled about, clumsy on her feet, 
sometimes walking straight into trees.
The only thing she knew for sure
was that she was the stupidest in the land.
She cried on her walks in the forest, the birds 
often outsmarting her and stealing her lunch.
When she met Ricky with the Tuft, she said
she couldn't marry him. Like most naive
people, the princess didn't filter what might be rude.
You are too ugly, she finally said.
The prince convinced her that if she loved him 
enough, he would turn handsome right before her eyes.
He said, in return, he had the capacity to make her wise. 
Suddenly she was talking about Ricky's favorite 
geometry .theorem. An unexpected wind 
arranged the prince's tuft into a flattering style.
The rest of the town's people could see no difference.
But Ricky claimed the princess's vacant gaze
was deep with meaning. The princess saw
Ricky's red-eyed squint as evidence of his passion.
They lived fairly happily, fooling themselves, 
believing indeed that they both finally had what they

wanted.

—  Denise Duhamel 
Williamsport PA

TYING TIN CANS TO TAILS
the distinguished mid-century american poet 
anthony hecht once wrote a parody of 
matthew arnold's poem "dover beach" 
and entitled it "the dover bitch."
hecht's poem has been widely anthologized; 
"dover beach" is arguably the best known poem 
in the english language; and norman holland, 
in his dynamics of literary response, provides 
convincing psychoanalytical explanations 
for the popularity of each.
i have studied and taught several 
other poems of both arnold and hecht, 
but i can't claim to have internalized 
very deeply any of these others, 
whereas i used to be able to recite
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