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CREATIVITY, . 

And now thi t we've stood tall a'Tld fre,,d our hands, what shall we do 
with them? Now that today'! work is finished and 'thert is nothing more to 
be done, wh;ll shall we do? And so, one of the we puts his hand firmly ·!nto 

. the clay a.nd says, "I am nun. I am here." 

A jolt of electricity shoots through. the infant body, a breath and there • 
is birth...anothefjolt s.p.trksitswayfromheadto toe andthe body isslapped 
on a slab. And what print in the clay .has OOn !eft? 

Herein lies the place for aeative work. After the food is gathered and 
the roof plilUd o•er one 's head, ;i ligtlt ;tnd a fire in .the cold; the poem is 
writ, the paints are spread on .the catwas, the song is lifted to the Goddess, 
the musk, composed the philosophy wrought and the pl ily groans becoming 
as lfd.uous as the wprk. Andtheaestheticreflectionfinishesitself and ce nter<. 
itself in these pages. Our print in the clay. 

A dan~rous print. The ii.C t of cru tion is more perilous than du th. For 
itisthe directassaultof theartisMnanoverthatfelfedandodiousrompu!sion; 
the life agairnr the de;ith. And the work with which we toil, engaging our 
hands .md minds looks back at us "and tells us who we are; that we are here 
and to other<., th,t we were, This is us and this is you. 

0 

In times of fantasy art a n tes the rea_l; in times of re.,lism ;,rt creates 
• the fantasy; this oscillation amongst people amid a garden of ideas transcends 

the moru.l going on and on into the enternal where it simply ls (forall). And 
these prints in the clay join hands across the eonsstoppingbrieflyon ,the 
journey to rest in your hands that you may know. Here, then, is Orpheus. 



TM drising for«, that idyllic: clock that wakens creative s.piri t miy live 
in one man, .one man who gives of himself without. reservation, a m;m bom 
jn garden of ideas. We single him out now. Solomon IYasere, we sing your 
name on the mountains and grle thanks that the WOfld has siven u~ a man 
of your sensitieity and visiOII. You ilfC the fathe1 ofOrphws. Your children 
will now follow in your steps on the path to knowledge and creation. 

Editorial Staff 

Ja<:k Moon Gallon Wmiam 0. Shoan 
Thomas Carter Michael McConnell 
Nall(;y Harb Kevin Rardin 
Jim Mueller 



POETRY 





WRITER'S RHYME 

I_,.,. wonllh«nMup.-JSUNmsoffllh• rodttt 
A bllldl.,,dwhittstnol!from tlt!prnlnmy~r 
And,_ words thor ~-n ftlmton th, mouth 
Thllt ,_ north who ,n hfadlng '°"th 
And fiwt·'ltlhttl drl.,. words whffl . I,,. rood kl/ks out 
WordJ !hot hang onto h/1(:hh/lurs through rhtour and doubt 
WMn monotonous /inn roll sk,p,smooth ITld fJMOd 
Al'f t,,. llglrrs, words that lhrltlll WOl'tb tho/ mod up tM dHdf 
Glw ml: stark flashing words tho/ ltn thOIISand NII rkft 
Without v@-slgn,JI ddzy de""" tht hJghwoy Jnsklt 
And mlks twfon tht gas runs out, •t dw puf«t tlrM, 
Qulckg/w r,w • wonltntlf~lttop on •dhMI 

R&nn.ryQwles,J,1tluon 



FIRST TRY 

Not so much as a ,coffin. for yoo f!IY son my doughter 
Notscmuchosaplrofearthtokupyou Sowekncwltwasf 
Who wiled when the cry cord tautened The landless f hondhooked 
. my hope 

coiled tlie rest near one rwlsted foot spun one Md,lnto the sea d4rk, 
and gone. 

When' It came yoo ·clutched the cord, anchored Its tip In your belly, 
an<isetout u l by cell to oome. 
Somewhere thilt sees,r,,., trip uhl"Olltlled In the troveler"s "key -
Wfut '"'"" you wring? Was It the dark jointed antic wo,my strands 
kinked o flow? Did we clamber on yoor unl""='s roof, plle-drlw 
too togerly at the door? My questions 
are a ring I bu/Id myself, a mazy shield who will not 
let rm: use the plea, !ucept eis. It fof/ed somewhere, 
my niggling knots, the ends frayed In broken-ended books -
The skelrr of your Story WtXl!d~nct keep Its rigging. Half-here, you ore 
cut from the walls, red nut meal =d of a knife who# one smiling 

. edge 
k/lb the web of my wcnder Slit the strings! · the lfOft wr,l/s 

thatwqvel 
your skin yields to the steel , 
Wet walls plunge you, ffu:ihed out whete we name the l!Olds, having been 

onfyhere 
And the fob takeJ what you left but 
You ore gorw Irrevocable os sl{Jrs gone out·or wind 
This Is the tfmf. mountains use, pulling up stone to their be/lies 
' when ll5he, mingle one molecule more Into earth, wherl waters 

wash their/Ines out, lay lacefoom or wuks to dry 
When we Wm to e«h other touth breathe 

begfnagaln . 



A RUDE LESSON OF DISTURBANCE 

I/pin 11N moun/Olnsor,dt,y 11broolt • 

WMn /1°1 U,on or,d (/UNI, on,(/ you c:a-, loo{f /Ind loolt 

11wn•111 lwwlt Jn tlN ~. dre6tlf II tr«, Oh my gt;Jlih, 
Now l/''1 IHodln, ,,,., 

/lrltdtoua,p,,ltJ:sllrwltlnf/mlvsloll. 

'TMn -11mo,,wr11olJJk,aPQJNdthrough1Mtrtt 
A1tlNt>lrdfrom~..,.IOIITlngupon,,,.. 

WMii It ln'IIOdtd my thoughts In my nnd 
I could of, should of, but dldr1't g11 blind. 

ltdldr1°lpOSSJtSS,,_ l'mhllppyto$11J' 
But now, right now, I'm still not too g11y 

mtmory mt111/r11 11"'1 It ~J o IC/If 
It's Jt/11 In my mind, Ir hllsn°1 lrft, not by far 

But now ~n I JU th/11 bird up 11/xws 
J A-now ('If M 11blr to low find be lol!N! 

Cindv Helmforlh 

LET'S TALK 

Mys11cmtmdlln, ,,,.IIJpl,or 

-:,.~bl':,_or,d '°"'ftJ • 

But.,_, 

JohnP111" 



14 nt1/Jy flm compie,: modnru 
Of ""'1ngs ,md rub/xr./lpfNd dnt1ms 
Thtlr·s wflilf I'd 111/r to bulld, y,r 
My J)OOf tnH «imPi/SS polnh wirly _wh,n 

Johnhir 

OTHELLO 
FROM DESDEMONA'S POINT OF VIEW 

T1HI chorlsmt1 M pomJSffi on th# t,,mlrfkld 
11-w gonr whrn M ;nrrnd 1M ~room and too~ 

offhlslhkld. 

GrHts,nngthtlwtmodrhbbodyWbrott 
W,s o that - ~ncomp,m,ttl hb mind 

wlrhhorr. 

J•lousyorowlnhbfiitryryn -
n,1stkvllg,iw<Jrhdlout10trt4/nlhoughtJ 
And Ill/ my ~ro,,c~ of faith ~n knl. 

• '" 



I th/nit of You In rhtl morning 
I fhlnlt of You alwrlY1 

lwh~ln1M..,;nd .,,. 
Youcon'tMOF""' 
lnodlforYourhond .,,, 
I -,·r find II 
lcolfYou,,,,_rm~ly .,,, 
thullsno11~r 
/ (C,n Mt You Mr't 

'" I c11J1't touch You 
I speolt Yourna""' .,,, 
Youdon'tt:Dlnt 

wllfflfthinltoFfow 
t thfnlt 'of You 
.,.,,,,n f thfnlt of You 
f thfnlt of kwfn, You 

this Is not II mtrt fat1.111tlonofmyMllrt 
for I am as !IUrt as wn Jhlnlng on II wmmtr'J day 



"""lt'shotlnhert 
tMolrcoodltlonlngiJn'tworltlng' 

I r,,r,em«r )IOfl 

Jt.ondJngltlafkldofMiOftdtmNnt 
•mllJlkk-otjngsumnwrbtffz, 
''jffmlrw bkMlng sofdy Into m:,t fdnd" 
IMsounds of-&laSunssmy N'1-wulltlngrhravgh, IMfkld 
to._rr/11l/ght 
tMc/o$4r/CQlnlthlbrlghltrltsh/Ms 
/ti/Rt a step, lt(JOGOff 
/Jt{IIU/SIJ/f, It COnllJ on 
anothu sttp, It's off 
lstop,lt'Jo,i 
IM r.loJu I coml! tM br/fh"r It sh/Ms' 
butt«llsttpltMI tunr1 It off 

lmust1-~offt1motrWt1t 



VERSION II. 

~~rso lightly 
wt br,1!htd 
"~ 
f,omHChOllwrsfou 

oJIJ;lt1rOC1of 

• 
--,-
can b, ollowtd to "molrr 

my plctllfl.,,.,. ,,. 
on 1M tobk • 
ondtodtly,,..,,, 
NOlJr ,ongN 
on1,.rodlo 
lrwrrcdtlN 

,,,,.,"""~-ofwotchfr,gyw,. 
o/Jdltprompttd 
~o,plndthot 

"" m,•-"" 



. MJN/ons of JnrJII CINtunt of dlvuw c:omplu/om 
RWI/Jlf In ml(/lom of ,wnin,ly d,_.,,,n11d dinctlom 
E«h cno~ ,r~ with II sp«/flc. rrspomJblllty 
Which COf'ln«lf lM/r Cf.)fflJJkx JIOUIII otpmlzotlon 

The pl!IM on m«k for lmpon1111t Jlructum 
Alldc.r~outto~t« 

ltr.fiOfl~OMUllalT/ngurollt 
From -- 11101T ~rful th/Iii t/N# lnttrdqNndtnt UffhJTeJ 
To tlllltttr th,(r tMtkulous Cfftkl 
Alld dlmln/Jh tM c:omt11t11nity 

Y4 11Nfr ,rou,-_ bhf 
0Jt/nfl for" tlnw -

But humbk ft 1ddom "'!rd 

NORTH CALIFORNIA COAST 

L1t- odwrtn11n 
Hltdih1$-,o,,to11uor 
/'llprrss,r,y,,eff 
Into tM fl/Jty nd btwlt 
Of11 glllnt redwood 
Andflndlhfslow,o,rfng 
Ambit/or, 0;11 trN 
My f«t otf hopplly HrlhbocJlld 

JohnP1i1 



Luba Im htr mod-f«t 

Plum rid 1/pstlclt 

• 
On htr old scawly mouth 
And a blo,;lt s///1, 
TurlJon hilt 

°"""" 

Lut>rl's.;,,,lltlss/Qwtwr,ylng 
Spfo wshlon hips 
Stntchlng!!hlny-t/ght . 
Htr blat:lt umon Sl,nrNy dnss 

L//ud,ulttr,v...,brtoddwgh 
Rhlng out oFold block ,,.,,s 
TMto,nofLlll»'sf«t 
An swrlll"f out 
Of tM too-tfght paltnt lfftlwr huls 
Modiwlltlng 
SodWft/ltforLuba's 
Poor old fut 

Lubalmotrolntam«ttoday 
A train fuU of moll 
And noisy rr-ltnortd 
A wm,, 
Toth),Lubo~t;stofTO 
lkrSonfora,.,,,afyoldflog 

Rolllngdowri to tM uarlon 
Lubalsoblackcloud 
8olllng and bakful 
A d>argffldoud 
A mad doud 
Rbldy to stotm ortd llrllu 
But tht drops ]u,t roll, /kNn 
TM. mod foa 

JohnPiir 



FutMfl f11/I f(>(tly 

Resting on !()/tr ul,s 
Waiting on ..e!-.tt wind 
That carries them higher •
SOorlngh/gherJWStlcorus 
hst.falllng...ixtnwings 
A Jllvumkrocosm'°u,hf In flight 
By Mrrcu,y·s sltrrwd flngtt, 
~flu/ Into dl1rknns 
Plato's~ofallusJon 
·-ow, two shodow's" 
••n,1,d,fourthhousfl 00 

••you Ort gt:ttfng Jktpy" 
Flnbum,"11/ljuilgmtnl 
Al/rtS!sronct!. 
'
0/ust nlax'" 
"You art rtksxed now" 
"&Janet the WJ/ts roltd by Vtnus" 
/tnslst/bk wtt air 
Mr,r/ts gold sp«kltd fog 
Su,roundingsplrltuallnttll«t 
lllducing hypt>O(k suggt::Sl /on 
Of anlfkiol s/ffp.,.,,,,. . 
Ftl/llngh-ifirsttrMn,n/ 
In ,mot/onq/ M1tt,s off/ft. 
"Oti:SII'""' tMhtmgt:dmt1n. -OtMrw 12.•· 
·'Brtathto~typ,,ll~s" 
·-rap the resourc~ Top mind and spirit"' 
"Plant 7. su,Js gllltn by Don Ju11n" 
"Rt$/ now" It wos o,.,,,. 
Si1/ty sprr1y f115ttntd onto my f«t, 
°wllklngfrog,hyPf'O'k:IWl'tS, 
Ofblw purltyar>drbJng tlda 



11,ot fot'ud aubs Into MW Jlwltns 
~n tMy aoucJwd In ltld/nf 
Remlr>ding - of on okhr yc,udi. 

f wollml boc"-'ds Into IN fuwn 
Enduring ,m of truth 
On /,nowkdge of my strength ,md W!takntSJ 
On tx~rkncts paJl 
An ,,,bttnce paralftled with Cf!lbJ 
Hldlngunder~ureroc/fslnJmdOWI 
Ofother~of.othtrphlloSOph/fi.. 

ShirkyRugglcs 

I ftt a pcndulng dot,, 
wonlngt,adt,.,(Jfarth«KJW 

Samehow f kntw th/$ lofty bird befon 
hlslthlnkthebfrd 

tfl/nsctndence,.,(J-r 
Coming b«k to me 

as it did ont /Im, befon 
lt~nsandfbllowsln/Mbnere 

Look/ngforap~toland 
lnsafetyalldlnease • 

Asolldbront:horsmooth~furrow 
Wlth-moryofthebiombkftthebush 

wllerelanding 
Thlsfrogi/tdowbefanm,tJanVW • 

byt,elrlgt,,mmd 
TRAPPED IN HELPLESSNESS befon 

Looking fora phu to rest 

what"""stt-d tht safrst pl«, 
Not thinking lhot lfdang,rdldappro«h 

as nst/ng whlk t"~d 
A swift retum ta sllfety 

To~Jkyabo..,-wosllmplt 
For tM ~tty white afld swift stror,g d-

Kirk 0. P~kins 



WAR TIDE 

TMAcllottnJrotktlwpurpk-11t-l 
/ll~kdhol/uwsh~ 
Advonclng C1t1 Troy 
Dain shoM In tlwlr ~yn 
TM mlngkd ray$ of 1M ,wr I/di 

At>ow th, m,my shoukkn stood four 
Wraf)f)Mfrisoftdoubkthlclfmmf/11 
OftlN ro)'«hw 
8nsh Agc,mttmcrtl /Intl -on,«J MuwlllUS his broth1r 
ShlflingAch//fes oflmmorttll blood 
Artd ,olt/ffl-'=!OdJ,sslus 

Fkrri,Mflrttt/GtfflttltN 
Rau llpliml tJw pwpk splendor 
OftlNhtllbofH«trx/lntl 
lft~tHNal(ng l'l1rls 
Asurglngs,:,,tot»<fn:-om.t 
TM s«ml cltlltkl 

JohnP1ir 

CICATRIX 

nuu.Jridglaossedhbk>rdot«J 
SM/fl,,mffthlrbhtllrl~ 
And Mto /rlJ tnlnd 

TIN wou~-bttndl«Jntssstung bl!INJl{ght 
ft1tounf0t'glvir,g/Jl1IIS{)Ol'lr,cy 

Tht soul-Kar uthlfld 1M froz,n window gloWN 
D«p scOttd with 11/~~d flame 

A/kn lrlttnt cut rowgnJ tht ,.,,,,/ltd fH"Y 

ThorrwF. Cuier 



She ap(fro«hed with $0/amander starei for tht cumnt CJ'Qwd 

Thentum¢onasa,led~landslltheredthroughthedoor. 
The omate grotu, glowed c"oldly in the haze of merriment. 
AttOl)n<mtp()()Jofllghtstoodup0nthedal$. 
The L_ady Md arrived. 

An Ill played piano Kattered qpprox1:00ie notes among the -llers. 
A wbmerged-.:larlne1 sm,,;gfed up a Kale 
And numbing amb'er softened the dtflcknt attempt$. 
A low baring bow and the Lady wng her song. 

Deformed and flowing hearts cast about for her•pleasure 
And promises and favors. Murky eyes drifted throug), the 
Common faces. Drowning, she chose one. RUllning, paying out the 
Line, • 
The lady had departed. 

Thoma! F. Cuter 

Estrangtd, the flm's oblique bea=, 
Wan and unwarmlng, • 
Linger over Autumn's hold. 
And $0, pain's nector sweetens -
The Wn e dies. 
Frc-zen breath and leaves that won't slay raked 
HlntofW/nter'sMrsh approoch. 
The passerN,y number,; dwindle; 
Cold encro«hlng Yl<Jdows shorten tlM days 
And In the shivering sllenu 
A tmmory mellows Into a long and bfQf:/ng draught 



RENASCENCE 

Sc,rrw/1-slnmomlng 
lfffthfpllSt. 
Gfomctrk forms cowrlr,g o t,Jonlut 
lho-...r my mltfd with thoughts ofwftfd 
b/owing«rosstMrksfft, 
ch4Pplng rM ti,,o..., fou of m.,., past. 
In tMmounto/m 
K«hM donu; 
thtyl,..ogoln. 
GOM; tM old ,wy. 
t>no/ote;fM fornn, proln, 
onlmo/f,ondfNOP#. 
Chet portnm In o cyd,;--· rou,l"olluttd Is the 
bytho$,t/fM-. 
1M futun wl/1,,,.,,,,. ""1W tMlr natlonJ. 
Lflt, SMd paintings, 
tMlr color Is $pl"IOd by tM wltfd . .,, 
S-tf-s tr momlng, nbom, they lfw;·-· 
Anthony Frau 

STll,,l MOV(MENT 

BUil-DiNGS STANO. 
STANO HIGH. 
STANO NOT AT ALL 

TWO EYES, A MOUTH, ANO A NOSE. 
BUILDINGS STANO, CH/LOREN o~w. WINDOWS DOZE. 

, rdlynn nau 



TECHNIQUE 

BREAK NOT YET THE DAY 
WHEN HE SHOULD COME BRINGING 

THE NAME: LOVE 

FOR EVEN SO 
DESCENDS 
HIS PE.ACE 

AS HEAVENS WfNGE0 DOVE 

)HALL ALL ARISE TAKE UP THE FLJGHT, 
SWGWD, AND BLIGHTED STORM 

TO CONQUER OARK 
AND HA TEO MEN AND ALL SHALL BE 

NOT WARM 

THEN 
PEER 

DOWN 
OFE, TO KNOW US NOT, 

ANO CATCH US UNALARMED/ 

THEN CREEP A WAY 
TO RUSTED COVES 

TO REACHING ARMS: 
UNHARMED 

YET SEARCH THE DARK FOR THE LIGHT 
• AS ,A HOLE IN THE UNGRCAT SICY 

ANO COME AGAIN, BRING .NOT THE MEN 
ANO THE CHILDREN STILL ASK: WHYl 

SEND FOR THE MESSAGE TO BE QUESTIONED 
READ TO ALL 
THE LIE 

WHY ONE WINGED DOVE, GAVE BIRTH TO LOVE 
• AND MEN GAVE 

BJRTH TO DIE. 

edlynnn.. 



MOONS ILVER 

SMum.asmoonJJlvia 
And ,.,t lt;ll(/lft/, 
$#If to Sdf. 

.,Shc ,_ asg/otlng 1/ghl 
AndfwlouJl/191 
Andl./mr 
Wtrr«iledout 
To lift. 

SM , _ as pNClful rkath 
Touchtd my JOU/ wi/h fu~, .,... 
And rttumtd unto hltm11ff. 

Ma,.:ano1 Bielby 

WASTE 
Of! 
HERE T.S. 

AND ANO ANO 
ELIOT'S LIES HERE 
WASTES ARE HERE 
PILED HIGH HERE 
ROTTING LIKE HERE 

J1tk Moon Gillon 



As my Mad turMd 'round 
lsawnlghrlylngln!Mcrodl1ofdllwn; 
ltsbrtdthhollowandcold 
AJashlponfronns,os; 
IU ,ya uarchlng as $tar's 1/ght 
For ..armth and low; 
ForabmlstnotofUHland~. 

11,cdt,wn ofgoltkn llghtfln,tn 
Grippedhbbl«ltbodytlghdy 
Snrching for his hnn 
And with furious light smothlrwJ his drin,ss. 
Butwlthf/ipplnghout,_.n,,,,.11,g 
DorllMSS..S/ipplngpastdcrwnsold!Nnds, 
Into tlN 1/ght of day, night "flOln Pfoclalmtd His nttd. 

J;u;k Moon Gallon 

lna""""1lnt 
sh, Is,,. pn:y 

Andlntfwnut " 
afmMm,al 

Of ripe young tnosn, smoolh lln9t1fng nwlls, 
OfJlghskus,dslowly; 
0,1,,,. fingers, ,wrm pml soft, 
And Is consum,d, 

Jack Moon Gillon 



INTEGRATION OH 

At lnfUplwlu ~ts d.7tu -,,In,: «tlllll Jittf on, ,,.•oiti"9 
Round (111d NJ4Hld ond so lf0/11/e tMlr Jiructun, 
bvoforms ~t potitntfy ro 1/JHd Into rt«tlon 
Dtltin' /xloJI of tM tranJit/on stotl but tlNy too m shy 
8'/ngonly$Dnsandd<Jughttrsofrmtubolkfunetlon1 

On Jcrttn rm so/vrions ""'" shown In htrmt1lk purity 
TM but to 10 of /M 9th ouuxomrots gPtN th• charges 
And tM musk of tht band -trm ,~ymollc 
Sulntrarn opp,ortd ~whtre crowdln, -.id push/"9 
TIN night M'llt on mal:Mmlltklll •1 tntr,y ,on-rwd 

/11/lml,quffibrlum...isrt«Md 
Many could ndlote - str,ta d «tN01Jo,t 
Othm of dlfft,.nt a;,nf",rmot1-/ p0ttntlols 
5<,,n, hod blffl C#frltd to hlghtr Ru/Im pl111tv1n 
But unforlunotn with thtirrfgldontl~ntlc shhlth 
Tbtw wtrr pr01«t«I for hopptnln, )ow nJndomltN. 

Doug Mmine, 

AlongtlNdosl"f~OIIY-trr,cltdrlfo 
TINt#tlrw'(lltJl«!,wl-.HIJIIWtoldrtltlf7II 
&Moth 11 wble Jiltnt ~: M _,,. 
TocorryllghtJytheburduloldwtglftJ. 
Hhsft,--Jk1w,~"ff.)'l!Jhtllfo 
To blanltly mirror a wrntt's foding 
A phantom 11t1fl(MUIUd by tht night "'1wlt's wddtn IJ(f't4mJ 

Tops tht stones with his staffos twlllght sifo 
Ovtrhlsslit:HJ with the dust. Wt Jitond drlnll 
TIN blind man's wlnt In wmmtr'J bright cof,s 
And In slltntwn-strocll windows of old hollls. 
In moon-dim salons of tM loughln, tkod iw Jinlr 
Into ou,wlws and 9'flSP for all 1M IMlys 
To clwot this /Mng wine tM phqntom wllJ. 

John P~r 

https://dlfft,.nt


ISOLATION 

Atlmt 

ltlfflm:youflndlt 
Sitting 
-· 
Stllrlllg 
Wantkr/nftdnd 

,, ,.,,,,,... 
Jno--
Muffltdtl(,n$t'$ 
Muttd bltnts of wat~r 
V/brotJonso,ftouJ 
MUJkSDflffl«J 
FIIMtlysawcJ,lng tlrn 
Unlformeddo1#nrn 

• Lflllngo-lx»<,..,~ 
Skk by slik 
lthn/lflclZtlon In numbm 
0- ktttn 
O,tx,M 
Strayg/oncef 
Oo.df«a 
Chottn$mlks 

Al lt1$t , 
ln-'J=igMd¥O"U 
S<illlu(h • 
IJttOIMS O' t#tn11nd 



Pmlll hws flllhdy gll-rlng 
Worm blushing rtd 
Soft,oldulµl/ow 
Eorthy g,wn, full of /If~ 
V""'-1t bl!H! 

Follow ""' u,chontlngly 
lt/Jher, 
A I me ~11(/ of lhe rainbow 
y_...., 

0/NdtdQJ/orwbtlyllftlln, 
Dripp/ngl1" oftwl blood 
TM yd/ow of tulttd _,,, 
Mody,,... 
Glaring cokN,loo,kd blul 

Fotluw·-IHICOtltroJlably 
11/JMr, 
At tM md of tM ,vlnbow 
Yournlghtmor,. 

Po/,J/lflntSJ, llfllllltUrol 
Oust,layn-wj<kl#Q/rely 
Mtonlngfulholts 
Marring wol/J with f«hd JhodOW! 
Ofwh<Jto,iuMISIMff 
OHd shifting dlrr 
Rotting thrwxfJ worming through COl'Pfts 

Rebec:Q Perry 



I 

UNDERSTAND? 

Howc,my<04Jundtrsland 
ldon't~}'(!Uo~ 
You'n not SUPJX)Md to 
I don't /Ill~ It 
It bo(Mr, nw, you botlPtrl!V, lbot/lv,ne 
Go...,. 

I nttd tlml to oomprehu,,J 
Yow ufJdastandlng,.,._ 
Don't try to untkrJtand 
c-bodt • 

PEOPLE AND OTHER DAAK CORNERS 

Out tlN front door 
I look Q/mlts#y 
'ro nwn lights 
FIii' too bright 
For fr,«/m />«>Pk 
And nonwku Wffts. 
{Fottk# and nomtlm l!V.} 
MIIIIMqUimJtondposa/, 
Unlfr on s~t QllfflCtJ 
Httr/ng~JJ!m«, 
$«Ing only bllndMss. 
. . . g,,ryoyk f«a 
$11Jtlttg/n1Qr/Nwtnd, 
£1tprUS}onJ aoclmJ mosld. 
n..borsc/oscQttwo • 
Andhofr¥ byflfttvi 
I crttp post wtt!H,/d J/lup 
ToQ,,,,lnkkdw/tldqw 
And I looll: ot my world In full. 
Nothing. 
Only fHOPk tmd otMr dork comm. 

S\IWl IC. McKcmie • 



/om IIWMtrudl o:i 
I gau at tM mortltd dlsflgurat/onJ 
Ofyourbody. 
Yew- nn,e~ nadl down 
Enwloplng tM NirJh 
With,, lro$tg/lmmtr 
Slmlklrt0<15/}l<kr"s""'b 
Ardaybrtall. 

MOON II. 

Youhttwbttn~, 
Amput<lttd of flah, • 
TnNtfpl,Hlttdwlth 
TM Jymbo/J of Mankind 
(TMy twbttd yourorm 
Untll,YOUg,JvtC7Wlly 
Yourucrtts). 
But I w/11 always llmfmfNr 
~" YoU ""'n Just 
Anopuknt,,_/ 
SpiMingaroufldlM oys!W". 

dnlrtJ •hJttr //IN th, rndWSJi:Jrr:kJ o moth Jplm 
t1/'0Undt1/lghtlntlNdtNltnt:Uoflmogln<1tlot1 
dmRm Slrongk thoughtJ 1/h th, mQf/901' of o 
delldcon:m 

s"rulll~r me with Y""' Jm/lr 

Penny Martin 



MT 1'lind trldtkd fmoJy dowl 

"'"' .. 
bulltt hold 

out tM anymon ,_,, of htr mouth 

Penny Mutln 

m. driness of" 1/llltd'J 
h«lrrdeuwat/Nfillrffi 
rolnbuw or " mokhn'J ,yd,t,h 
btfttllttLlbWl*pog11li.. 
rmpty shtto 
tMdistllt'ICt:lliwtntb«a,,-
..., touch - llnd y,t /lfht 
ytOrJthlvoursp11«,-,,,.,,,.,, 
In nlghtnt:J.S 

Penny Martin 

THE TITLE Of ntE POEM TO FOLLOW IS: 
,tVE 

Illustrious, Jongn,lty obi/qua -.dodty's fflltlon, 
yontkt"" lllll«>m 

Ionic, IU$C/ou1nasoblu,wlyvoluptuocnlydt:vart:d, 
yellow osunt11eloufly unda 

lncOIIUMlblt:, llftlnsMl.'I obmvco l'Olt tmbryo, 
, yqw,is Ot1trt/y umbH/cus 
lnwitllblt:,lt:1ttrsortJ11gutonJl'Onl/ttnough, 

Ytlr</ogt: owr unlqu,ly 
lnsldt, /Ion's opllco//y "'/Vitt ,µlids, 

y,:sttnk1ys oblong unquote 

''Shh". 
floveyou 

Penny M.-tin 



GUEST 

H( ,_ to our houst btfon I "'21' born, I'm told 
Wllht11n,mpettll/pollshfflofsllwr(l(ld 'bross 
In tht folds of h/s dusty cloo/r. After supp« 
He ploytd In gkxlous I/quid tOMS thoi (oded 
As /ht sun -t down. He stay«J on to "''P In the 
South-...ru &kl, tongkd thoms tlnd thlstks. 
His trumptt got up whh 1M dtlwn 
Alld dw fldd - soon dftnd but the ,wM st#)IH on. 
Hll(lnnoutl«d/ht/lghtnlngtlnd/Mho/1, 
11M buds In spring, tht horvnt month, 1h11 
Long wfnttr's sl«p, tlnd onknd 1M Jiff', tlv ltOSOtl, 

the hour wMtl I WIIS to be bom. 
As my torth•wodd grew, I llsttntd to him ond 
H1ttltJghtmfhlsnurstryrhymu 

Moo,, chlzlll gluw and dim 
11Pe cow Jump«J IMf tht mom/ng stor 
Mbltthrttcodtaowstllldilwtl 
A holf-moon till momtnt 
W/11111 during t~ - don't pull tJ. ur·s t11II -
Swo/1- theckd, chNd, 
Hk~,dkltorydoMI 
And Just when I ...,,, komfng to rNd /Mm mywlf 
Tlmf/Ot,owwlilsffrs 



A lhoughtlns pst, M ,,_, kno-M 
K'Mn lo kow nor ..flm 1-,1 tol#olOM 
Tm o'dodt, my M•t tdb - so 
Pul-onds flnga'lllldsr,,y 
l'rn •U up /nskk, s.wn•SffNlhs .,o 
/1/itWdM.'fflsd>borhstoMwlthmy/Otl<tr 
Andsltt-romw;Jht-._,,.. 
L-J Lt-! Stop t<"iving IMGlrl for --
Drop for drop, t1- ,up, ol rn 

f/t(l(flng,"Wisdorn of Ago" and /9/t hour fl';'Coflngs 
Fllcktr 1/Jtt moths orcund my lomp 
I lll1I OM who ~s wisdom, M lnttrftrrs, 
on,;/ n,kts rny boolt OU/ fM door 
Stq! Stay/ ,,,.. bock my boolt.l 
Would YoU plqy /oshuo wtth tht _, 
Ari ,YOU that wivl Oo you w,n/ tM /:lklmtl 
And tht midnight cr,llu mffn knocking 1111d lhoofm9 
H, iMYbt tlw. gunt, lwtM k«ps tJw houw 
ArtdlomtMont"""°dq,orlJ 

Rumery O,;ortes-Jick!On 



STRANGER 

!wlghbors :u,1(1.th, rllskst IMIY 
ToW/trrfromfrost 
Is to cowr with pfqstk cartons 
But Grrotmo/Mr c/u,ttf os/Ns from th• $!OW 
And ""1/M p<tl/s of /Ive

"""'Past tMudllnofUbot>on 
To tM "-1 of tJw prkn 
To tM _,ming pit 
BllowtMSffdliflf/J 

And I follbwrd from srow to pit 
From firtsldl Ir> rfpmlng loom 
From~ WQod to $lffl<kr grnn 
Do,w,, tht winding pot/I by tM Ml/kn wl#rl 
And b«II to 1M /Mng room 
ll'Mrr GmJtmMr wolttd In his H!SY choir 

''S/N woswlld, wild,''S4kJGrrormothrr, 
~ l lfingtoh,r~fng. 
/ /oolt ,,,. hurt..sho~d 
Plnclllhfonfrom,,.,bosll,r. 

https://u,1(1.th


"Yn, iM ...., on oudllW, by /uplttr," 
SoldGm,rf«Mr 
{Wflo MWf USlld (M Lorrl°I - In 11t1/n). 
fgr/lS{)Nalonghatpln 
Wlthal>Nutlful~llp, 

"lklk S14rr SM ,ws ca/IN," uld Gttatmorbtr, 
LO<>lllngtoMsuttllllOSIISlfnlng. 
"8utshe10111Sas~rto11S - rodtln 
Latt OM thy on. ah- Walkd Dltlblo." 

''SM'd just rob/Nd a 
&tnoOMlrntwthat, by/uplttr, " 
$dd WFatfathtr 
(ltfJoMtJtrktllS 
I.ht tM LQfd's - tn IU'I, fftJwr). 

"/'low /ti mt ttll II, Ooddy," 
~ca/ltdGrtatfatbtrlhot, 
Although bt >110S my mo11,t,·s fathtr.) 
"You wtren't twn IMtt, 
M:,,JJtlfonlysi}(orJWtn." 

''Go~ motha-." ' 
(TMyhodMm falNrandn,t;,rhtt'to ttn 
Chlldttn ond 115 m11ny ,randdtlldrtn.) 

"Sttw1gtandi,w, 
ShtfllS,trOt;XupandasllN 
,r,...couldsp,:n-thln,10,01. 
Mothtr as/ted Ml to ,_ fn; 
Fa~, ._1,m:1 Mr~. 
SMshllffdourmtolond»/dl,owfOOd 
1h1·,,...,1 potatoes wttt, 

Aftudlnner she sotandtal//N 
Frost 901 tht tarfy p,«INI 
Pftnty of w/Jd 9"f!c In l'olltr't flfld 
Musu,d ~$ a fOod poulllu fOt" sprtng cough 



STRANGER (ConL) 

'7Mn JWmdflng,,. t,, Mr ffftlwr toot 
SIN/fflruJ,,.toMrltn«S 
Andtoldlrlfllmlsotllt'tiqy 
I co,,kJ l tfl my g,rv,dchlldnn 
Thot/h(xJwton&lkSro,r's/Qp. 
Thot was the first we ltM)II who SM WIIS -
&lk St°", tht ou~""'• -.wnted In htHf, tM ttrrftory." 

"And, by Jupiter," sdd GrtatfatMr 
{Wflop,n,Chron,ayJObbath"'churdt 
nottoU,,tMLon/"snomelnVd/n)
1h- almly toat ,_ ""'- and IOtk oH. .. 

~.-,,Sth<,ught!Mamwl#dllllld 
sJtpt In U. bom. F~ MT hont, roo -
Hqy 10GJ low In tM monger." 

f - pkatlng my slllrt $/ionK '«id shortK 
With 1M hotpln with llN bfautlful pHrf tip 
As Aunt Ruth cwrw In. 

"Doddy," wld Aunt Ruth, 
"YwandMt1tnt1 beSllN to loclt tMhou• 
Btfrn you go to,compm«tlng tomo,row,•· 

"Ofroiuni,,olcocn,,,. " 

-wow,,,.,,,,m 
11tlftarolJ«dyourMlg/lbOrll'1:ltloffl 
And dw pm Is so UM# YoU"""' - It 
Sow,,t-uaipes-ond'"1",youMOW. 
You'r, Just fucly so f,r 
Thlnlllng you Ci1t1 ._{ca,w ony St~r . 
In your ga~s 
Ltwlng your door unlockt!d." 



TMnA111itRuth-
tMhoq,lnondslN11np/f11Udni,,,tlt/rt. 
"Good protection In tkstrttd p,,Mng Jon, H 

Murmur/fig soft aso purr, slN Jl'flOOrhfd 
my Jlrlrt belo\f my lrntfl 
om! put the pUr/•tl/JPN hatpln In htr pursit. 
SM to/Md as SM ...,1/rtd to htr ur 
Storm <Hloy~ p/<,ntlng com 
Eost-.wst fruway will bl dor,f r,ut month 
Rtplou thb CIIIJMd rod, d,-,.,, with ~-nt 
TMn SM. spun Mt "u,-,s, tM motor Jntlfkd 
ondSM....sgQM.S/wllw,;l,-,,o,mila 
from tM pm fllld _,_d to ,-t hotN tlefon: 
Nigh< 

Flnsgroy/ngqt rwlllght 
W/ndo;o,J do,on $hut Ill 1M ltneD 
Lowt"'"",hlghtoi.a,ay-!/Nt,tr 
Slnp and wbk wo/l1 brUJlwd by 
Night tlgu slkfll lfl th, (Jrl,,. 
Prowllngonthe,-1 
Sm,,ptnlng Ivory dtr-N$ l:>'I fM ,,,_,...., 
Fltlshlflg fiery tya tM winding path 
BytMutJorsqLeb<nonond,-,rJtM 
Ur,c-,Jgo,dtn 
/wlnf, sttoinlng, 1/ghttnlnf. #oolttwlf 1M 
Slow «xd • 
T1ied bdow his~ }t,ws 

Morning rising, window lighting 
Stfong,e >'IS/onsr,wHowto tobby M 
Waiting on tmt sJJ/ for otttmtol sUamlng 
And cjlklrtn bolrlng for compmHf/"9 

"Alld4}1preochlngonddlnntrontht(JTound," 
${1/dGn/'1tnlOthtr. 
"Ought to fie olldqdlnr,uOfldptt«J,lng 
on thtground,Hloughtd Gn«r«Mr. 



G,Nrmoth« bowl$ of l>ot ehld!tn 
ond ·__,ltd tMm from tM stOK" to fllf co, 
(Meta, wormed and puffing) 
And I followtd from stow to co, 
Down tht sun:ihodow, on tlN drM 
(Roe/ls $Craping tht ntwntsS from my shMs) 
andll«ktotht lMngroom ' 
WINrt GrHtfathtr plcktd up t/Jt suit~ 
and Grtatmo~ got tht 10mt old nor, 
from tht $1'-wart lm}I and 
prOfllNd It on tht t11bJt with a cty1tal 

"""" 
Helpyoi.n,,elf1olhebcd;,n,dfood 
W11h~dilheswhenyou•rethroupi 

A/«k...nMVU<MdOtlthtirdoorand 
Grtatfat/Nr Mlltr IMd tht Lord's ruim, In win. 

u~ /IN Lo,d's mm, rn ~" tlthtr. 
But Aunt f(uth a/ff/es a hotpln In Mr pu,-, 

Rumeiy Chules-J11:ksoo 

/tis/ 
0.., 
Why bothtr 

Ret,e,taf'trry 



(N) 

Wt rotieMIIIOUJ}ydown. 
Round and Jtttply down. 
Tht bu$MS and 1nu sumed 
To cffmb and cling to W mountoimldt. 
Ewn slow ,ws l'o:,t 
And laughing ~0¥$· whlutd past us. 

llourf,fllonly_ml11utts,lottr.wre«hed 
'Tnt bottom of down. 

t~ rou,!<kd hnJd, tM t,ult,Oj,1 
mlddlt, "IM Still~, ll<M. thus 
s/onds tht froztn snowman. tli/5 
Icy work, encircki by Ju 
chlldishadmlnn, twgfmto~lt 
from 1Mlrwormth, 1md/Jsoon c/e,Jd. 
ondofas, for thestyoung OMJ, for In 
sorrow for thtlr'loit frltnd, tMy 
too~/rt. 

Oh pntty ,wrllhd flown with 
wMtyarmsandsilwrpnrfsof 
tarly dew, Mw truly k:Nclyyou 
art. Ahhh - whllt hos ~()mt 

• of you now, squmhW Into the fTIUd by 
• on unseeing shoe who~ ma$(e, mof'es 
onlnlmu. 



ON THE DEATH OF BURTON SENIOR 

"Ht,./, Now!, /J my 11ft, 
And, now my dtath. Htrel 
On lhlsstron,sltouldtr 
Owrlooltlng dN bk# Uf#IJ#." 

M,,.,,,,. thls-tlr:onsttuct, 

I dntrut:t; 

fw/1/dolNnwhft 
f, In my flf,, could "(JI cnt1tr 

''An tvrnt, " crltd tht btlowd, 
TMort /JL "fm«Jflt 
ForyoutoJU. lthmyf~. 
My /Jd lt. My 11ft. # 

"ltlsMrr.ln~fk.«/1,• 
C., you SHI" 
11N """"y ,-,,,,.,. It llws. 

, 1'tO# offfn bulldlnfj tlr1". 

1 

"Did yrw Mor about thh fll'Yl 

•·,u IIRkd hlmuff. Tum ""-1 
theT.v.·· -

'°Saflhcnlt-h/s(IMXftt 
pt«,.,.,. you llst, nlngr 

''Shot hlmstff. Twlu. Thtn 
Ju~d 1/ghty fHL C., you 
ot1/ftleN1r 

HM yrw fOIIIIO tum t/QWfl that T.V.r 

TIN!lcwoffTNtllrr;,mM/dtohond 
Is .,,._,.,. /J dnd. HYtp. He fought tM Emtrgrr,c.y 

Rtscu. Squad. Oozy Mtord. 
Th,y trlfd to sow hlmr 



··eur f, In my stn,mng fury, 
Am,lne,Yrj,lesslhen~sftr'lletooh. 
When Is my liter• 

0'Modit It f/1 /hi way ro tM hosplral." 
"If ls11/lw, o:s lgll'fl Ir 11ft, 
But "for, Ir 10 wharr· 

0'DledontMcurrJn1gb/e" 
"TMarwhlchholdsmy~l 
This -urbld In whkh I M>'e Wll'Ched 
For-_.,..s,m,rltyl" 

''l.o,(toomuchblood.~ 

"Or rM repld warmrh of II kJwr se,;rchfng. 
As I, for s,:,me sh«Je from rM seerlng M11r of 
Modnml" "Whor do you suppose would muk, 

o guy do KHMrhlng like thorr' 
"An went," cri.d lhe be~d, 
TM orthl, "H,y, on you 1/sUnlng! 

~Illy! 
"Guaslhtsr~oul. 
•~""IL" 

J1ck Moon Gallon 



LITTLE MOTH 

t1WQ'smtlllmoth....... 
botMrln9 mt, h~/y• 

.,,,q,;mg ti grsyw"'9w flight P11rh...,,.,_ 
Hying kft to right 

-lkhofo ltltchm woll 

rrtoppHTlng - th/J tiny miJtrtJJ 
flits out t.pedflown «rOSJ..... 
R11t11tn JttO/ghl t-,rh mt - .. .otm/11/onJofmlla.,hour 
rooms1hroughmylNOd(mlnd?} 

MlltrlnocondtnW, 
posslng without"">' ~me. 

, moth d11Jl f/1/lffl Jkk,wyJ 
• upon my fou 

which ""1)11...., 
myll#JlonblllfS 

G .. 

frllil h«hard .,u,,,_ 
bwzbdonmy ~J 

l:1u In hitro frognwnl 
ofmy JOU/ 

In hitr mouth. 

. Kevin Midlal Rardin 



TOUCH THRS 

Rodiont !HIity 
UncomclouJMss In fog 
And bffl/lld It 
Und#rtlfllfh It Ill/,,_, 
Clcud, 

M4nlfntotlonsoflrujilpltkl11/Jlypond 
Yo,u,fou 
Your fou 

)tchllnga with tM 
RlpPla,onlynm,Ny~s 

Fir, fltt bumlng /Jrifht; 
Fwflslldd«J, c°""'flow wlrltr; 
Cooltotouchbutmtftt/Nsltl"; 
Turn <7Mly ,nd bum within; 
Roe/ts surround tM rtd 
lsltmds fomwd of mo/Un /,od 
Wot,, flllh 11N n,. 10 drtndl 
But oltly blood tM fin .,,;,1 

So,rlct-downwwddrlzdf 
TMl/quldchorrtdbeflh1tolmle 
8/«lf fumn tM hi misty ,-, 
Oluylng douds tM ,_, lo d9u 
CfffP/ng shodOW1, dl,,.,,,,,,,•/lght 
E'tr SprUdlng dllrl! NbJN blight 
Fir, fltt burning bright 
All,,,,s,~lopellll, lnslflhl 

S1even 1~1o,i 



J..,,suttdJ/OndingontlNwr-,, 
o(Gl'lotn:SttdJC~I 
pnc{plu of JnOWCocrt fonJt 
c/{119/ng to /ht mountain muse/, 
t/rn for ftt~ pr/JmJ for lns«t ~IS 

/Qmcu//QO'flf 
my llftllne fl~s btlow m, 
pJtypllonlltikflng,r,,Js,, ' 
nollir<1rlhiJM/ght 

l bmlllfor<1c/g<1Rtrt 

KevinMidliel bdin 

8ornofl'iJ>tandll511JStnt 

•-=whtn ltnJtntSlts dlfftnnc,s 
For which it c11St /g<1/11J ilstff 
tM«11JstJof/tsbtin9 
Portl /matt on t,htn 
fr:,ralltoJtt 
Not thin/ting tl,at thli/,ht 
rntl)lsontttimt:Jwtsh 
CW, dorlmm lJ for mt 

From nothklg was li ft 
a diffatf1C% thtlt's profound 
In ,w,y day,- dlfkrmc:ts obound 
fo«Wrchonging,wrythlngthtrt h 
So why ddy ll>t ~artJt thing 
O(HUnl~ cangM -
0/fftnnces 

Kirk D. Perkins 



STADIUM CROWD 

A crowd, stodiunH!eld, 
Moving 11t uns«n slgnt,1{ to dork exits 
Amid /lff{moted murmurings, punctuated by :shouts and laughter. 
Now tunneltd: 
,Slowed 

conipOCted. 
fihoing c«ophony and myriad smells tm4ulr 11>e sen$e$. 
Now spi/1/ng, alluvlo/·1/ke, to .mt parking lot. 
Dlmlnl:shing sounds. 
A s,i/ve to jangled nerves. 

We point toward the O,annel COQ5t 

!:::!sn-::o:f~9:,/':,,l::t;;::::/!nee 
Until, long fest, from the crest ofa hi/I 
A gllmpse, In the far distance, ofa tiny dork 
Shapethat,<1sweclose,grOW$tOrec~ltlon. 
There, In falling lwlllght, looming In medieval wmberness 
Above the wlde_reaches of tidal flat, 
The ancient cl/ode/ of holy men ond pl/gr/ms. 
Linked to the moln/1111d by umbilical COU$e\WY, 
The town and surmounting cothedral Impart 
A unity of configuration that 'be/ies their 
Froalous historical proximity. 

,John Bousquet 



SM ,.... bcm of tM f!Mtt0, 
and ~Moming" - Mr --

tin haM M«M " ust#, 
ond ga~rttl mu,:h «cllllm 

Thtrat:JY/turwwirnKnlghn, 
andallhtrfrlmdJ, dltpt11S11t1tl. 

As forhv, SM IWltM Quttn, 
"11 bowffl_ whllt In Mr prtxnc,. 

SM - ''Morning,~ {)uur, c1' tM poor, 
hitr "SIJl,J#cn'" ...,,.. dlt -«n. 

With ,,o-r !Jfffl, on htr EJ111tt, 
to hdp OW poo, rkpn,vrn. 

A :u.-ut g,,,g ctlJJlt from fr, .,..Y, 
a lond n« Ytt dlxowrtd. 

Shtunrtobllttlr ol/lNrKA/gh(J, 
her Kingdom to mow,. 

Tht y gave thtlr 11~, for low of hlr, 
and for, tMlronc,{lrtotland. 

And -,y Umt thal Otll K11/ght dltd, 
p,oudtrdlddlty1tlllld. 

A vo&y hit hu Oatlt thoclgh, 
and motk It d/H-(,t,r. 

HuKAights...,,..,.IJ, ~t/M 1nM, 
and all tM p$10nts, ,-n.. 

Hu Kingdom fl"" .mldsl thf ltrfOkt, 
'andjuHJ..lhdMr f,or. . 

And from th, f«t of OM, anti ,n,t, . 
thtn trfcltlt d dow11 o ttor. 

Glenn-E. Poner 



World-I/fed 
ohnot~l,.., .,. 
Trlclry M4rt 

Ru lr/~yp,y, curious, · -· 
upOn th11t monsttr hi/I, -
W,U,n old /Mn tUJr th, Joni "90 
YoungtMn,wntfor)'ftlrS 

St11nd su«/y 
upon m,uoncknt hill ,,,,,,.,.. 

Our lo~ IW$ wash ·and wcrorandJhorl (111(fshter, 
you brushed my holr, halfprom/gd to be trut, 
We sold we might h<wc chl/drln >fflw we grew 
WMn you well! schooJtd ,.,(i louni;hed for 11 c;ar«r. 
Drt~d up rather~ In our thin ven«r 
Wt rto56i, we pl~ our fobnc much too """' 
AndboredonedllyweolmostOIIWdc/e,I, fhrough 
Our Jdsscr ,omes, our com(ortobW ge,,. 
I d>ang,,: too mony dothe:s OM somttlmes r;hHI, 
I sltothome ondsew, I fill up~, 
/MoryougergoodjoMOlldMWrstoy, 
Wedonotdrlnlr untlfwe'vir hod our fl// 
But how our s«Jtch Olld throw IIIKl'y tM: lime 
And mold figuns, lhffl cut them !>«II to clqy. 

Nancy Harb 



--. Un111t«lled, dtlOCh«J 
1,u,,,,.,.tc11 

pun spirit bum«/ 
lnflrt,JtHI 

, my Lord 
WldlyourlnJlrumtnt 
,r,-,,,,,_.,,,,.. 
1,ty,MJrrJllm, 
At tM1«rwlllmb 
I /lt,-d, 

wlloH, - 10UNd, 
-,,,11w,o11-
my _, God, ,,.i, JtoM, 

...., .... 



NOT ENOUGH 

nottnouglt, 
to ralrtprOfJlrfY 
ondstortgn,Jnln/trk"", 
dn,w. //nes_ quarttr the lond, 
bulldwolls, 
construct fences and lool!011t towus 
tolookoK'rOl/rOrhtrs 
Md <Wtnff /Mir mlndi.ss _ndt, 
/ntM wffdtmd&sondblownslght. 
to Stt tht ob)«1{11J Is 10 bt 1M wbj«t(b) 
ond(a)Js to{b)111ls{t,)10(1). 
t~ ar, mony lhn .-d wl/1 bt 

conurtina"""--
to ma~ onau exf»OM /n tk#I froth, 
run riwn backwords In t-1 frMn, 
rt"'1Jtthtrhttorlc.t!l1ana/fwm. 
let the turvtyo,s Md coflogrophtn /oou! 
unblndthtmondJ.ttht,:n 
divide ond conquer, 
mop the un~f'5t tHtwun u, 
andlttu,}olnthon 
ond bt ,-id; 
on::hltK-aondlnqublton. 
J~thtb<mdoliffdght 

--· 

fflp/ngthtM-16t«Hd 
11nd let us 1Nw In :lp(IUfltlps 
shootlngplumb'-rsllbout/nflnlty. 

notmough, 
to moK' llfJd control . 
11ndpos.spowerta/ts thr<wg/1 iffterrtllom, 
mnemonic phr11S41i kttpln, all,.,. our 
mochlawl/kln _, m«hlM.' 
who, look.Ing°"'' 11>1 fond of/ff/Ii andhoMy, 
promls«/t1K'ndtW1, 
thrashingt1roundlnh/Jcow, 
SOUfl,ttOf:UfSllthtmtlw,t~J«G,no, 
refusing ro tndtllriddrlnlt th,Somo, 

https://mlndi.ss


NOT ENOUGH (Cont.) 

plt;ldng JJmpk M,i,_ from tilt ,.,,0, 
prlcltlnguphisnrwolfsurtdofdHth 
butMraingnough/, 

IIOtmough, 
I0 #nd11/ong wlththtchoHnpt()plt 
thfJ1Jfftronctofhop,ln 

• •ehostn onr, • 
and ttn laws lnutodof Just/a: 
lhoulhaltnot 
ll>ol,,shdrnot 
11-sholtnot 
dtoulholtnot 
dtoulholt not 
111ocishtlltnot 
thwsholtnot 
thoushtlftnot 
lhoushtlftnot 
thousholtnot. 

nottnough, 
tododamogeuntodtOlh, 
to dt«lv<t d«omp<JJ/t/on 
•ndHndthanoffto$plitlnrotMs.lds. 
0/lrllhonl should mo~ ,_ Justly slo/11 MOC 
ondt1¥rwitM tribG,dght,ww,1-hotJuodus. 
tM redl!OI might not how_, c/Ht,ogt. 
1/Ncurtrils ln/ff'11111km nnd_. 
U.t tl,,r _,,,, of 1-,fng doth ,,,,,,,, «/to 
lntofldttl. 

IIOftnoug/1, 
tho/ tdto ""1'! ltfr by th, mofnstrtom, 
a, th/It thoH, th/It wo,rll:dllbout .s«h things, 
mlght "t,orttr, waltr by thf falls 
ondhurlthtlr budttS 11t on, IIIIOlhtr, 
ffgl,ting s-agely 111 tkllth ttS thl rm, rrms by 
lum/ngredtkrandmortsongul~t-rdnlght, 
but ,~ng for ti¥ Mxt d,tys 0 tMtrW, ti.fore dllw.n 



/lot tnoug/1, ' 
thot such anguhh $1,quld wntxh thou from 
t1Ngllfdt11, 
IHldthotwch011gU/Jh.Jhouldbl t,rough/ bod! 
.;,1/tfJ .bombs 1111d t,u/i.r, Ill the '1rNts 
Kl /hat rho~ who, hod lhfy bun IM,., 
would haw sold, "Nol," to fhil ~I 
ondperhap1plssffJ011thffloml11gJl.wd, 
Utfllplishlr,g It Olld NII/Ilg ,o'f to to """"Y• 

nottllOUgh, , 
to JHw N squolltr wlrh tM hog$, 
blJ/opp«/~wt,,thslow,oftym1111y 

IIOttnough, 
robl~sldond'-toloollb«lt 
tbJUwhuttogo, 
ondonce tht,., 
conc/U<k11oconclus>o,,, 
form o purpou out of th/I ,orth, 
plant the bro/11 without contusion, 
o/OllforoodrldofdtvlouJ!orltt; 
to 110 Y. 

IIOttnough, 
thot Met upo,, fMothtrJlth 
wlttntMtt=notnanla, 
tMtiwshouldSllly: 

-. 

Kevin Mic~ R1rdin 

https://ondperhap1plssffJ011thffloml11gJl.wd
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CHILDREN, DEA.TH, LEU KEMIA 

• Death ls ;, mystery, It is a part of the life pr0<:e$5 which most of us 
would like to ignore. We do not understand all. of wh;,t happens when we 
d~ or~athappensafterdeath.Thisis1,n1eofanadul1orachild.Theadult's 
uncertain feeling aboutdeathandhisreluctanutotalkaboutdeathQ!loften 
changea. child'snaturalcuriosityaboutdyingintof'lelingsoffeuandrejection. 

In the last few•ye;in a. new awareness of the subject,death, has come 
to the attention of the public. While C. Saund•rs was a forerunner on the 
subje<::t of death, the time wu right for Elizabeth Kubler-Ross to ma.kc it 
popular ;ind acceptable. The news media began to expound her ide.ti from 
public lecwres;indthebook,DeathandOylng. Colleges begantoofferc.ourses 
on "Death and Dying." New stud~s and statistics began to appear on. the 
subject. • • 

With thencwawarenessofdeathcameanincreasedinterestinthestudy 
of a child's perspective of death. My own personal interest is due to my 
upel'ience with the death of my youngest child. This papel' will deal with 
children '! thoughts about death in general and procud to my own personal 
experience with a 1ermin.1.1ly•ill child. 

C. W.. Wahl writes !hat it ls lhe chHd who holds the w.:rets of death. 1 
Averyyoungchildis1J,.nabletoperoeiveeau1eandeffect.Alovedchildthinks 
that he controls hiS outside environment by his powerful wishes. Death to him 
is like thegan,e "Cowboys and Indians." Th«efore, the child is able to i§Oli te 
the ponibility of death from hirmelf.2 

While . in early childhood,death ii not a pa.rtofthechild's aw.ireness, 
llround the age of three to five years, children become aware 'th.it there i5 
death . They deny death as a pemunent or fin.it pro«SS. Most children of this 
age thinkofdeltthlnterm5ofsleeporgoingonlllongtrip:Theyspeakof 
;,perwn living in acoffin.3 

Somewhere during the years when a chikl i5 five to nine, death is 
re<::ognized as a real and permanentpro«ssforothers. Thechllddoesnotaccept 
that someday he or she will d~ . tfowever, the child, if terminally ill himself, 
c.an realize that he is dying. A child c1.n understand that d';ith occurs when 



the heart, lungs, brain, and other organs become worn 0!)t or damag«t by 
illness. He often talks about doth as though it were a person who carries 
people away.4 ' 

I had the opportunity to view ;, movie entitled "My Turtle Died 
Yesicrday." It was shown to a kindergarten age group. Th e basic idea that 
all living thing5 mu9t d;e wasporu.iycd through the de;ithoftheyOUngboy's 
turtle, Slncechi!dren grieve for pets;,nd people in ffiuch the same way, this 
movie was u~d as a method to help children iCcept death. 

Most children of this age respond to death with feelings of anger, 
resentment, and loss. Some children fantasize that they can cau~ the death 

, ofoth«s by wlsh~or m.i.gic, W~nsomeone with,whom they havC:beenan~ 
d<ts, they feel gu,lty. As Nagy ,mp\ied, "It's in childhood that the adult's 
outlook ccmc:eming de;ith begins to t,ke on basic form."S , 

While dea!h is ;, ~tur;,I part ~f life, ii is !Off)Ctimes harder 10 accept 
this definition.if the p-ei,.on dyinJ is a ch;ld. You keep thin.king<lbout tto e 
unfulfilled life that !he child wi!I never exp-erience. Yet, who can say that a 
child cannot expelieou as much in a short life span as one who has lived 
many years. Children view death differtlltly than adults. Death is easier for 
childrenthanitisforadu!ts. 

It is only by fKing death thu children and a~ulis 1ruly realize the 
importance of life. I personally realize thatlifei,notsubj«ttohumanconuol, 
but it is a gift recerled. Thi1 id~a was vividly brought to me and my farnify's 
me~tion when our son, Wes, in 1968 was diagnosed as an acute leukemia 

The definition of leukemia is c:aour of the blood-fO(ming tissues that ~ 
affects the bone marrow, lymph nodes, and spleen. It was considered primarily 
a di~ase of children, but it Ktually strikes many more adults and at a rapidly 
increasing rate.6 At the prestnt time, nocert;,in prevention has been found, 
but the treatment and combi~tionofdrugshave progres~d_to the point that 

:: i~:~es~f:rr:1::if: o;:r ::c:!~;:~:~~:~;n~
of long duration, 

Ou1 son, Wes, w~s diagnosed as an acute leukemia patient at the age of 
eight arid lived foorteen months after the diagnosis. In his early years, ht 

https://p-ei,.on
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appeared to be the 5,1.me curious, energetic boy as any other boy. The only 
noticeable differ,:nce was that he seeffled to be more emotk.nal than the a•er~e 
child. As a preschool child, he aied a 101 and did not sleep as well as his 
older brothe~ had when they were his age. 

Even as early as kindergarten, he would aWaken in the morning complaining 
of stomachaches, but we •";"med lt was an V:Q.Jse to stay ;it home , $0 we ' 
ignored the. complaints and sent him to Khool. As I look back "up<>n the 
experience, t wondered'whether the sympt= of leul,;_emia h.ad appeared early 
in Wes' life. 

In the third grilde, Wes woke up GOmpl;,ini113 of sto1Nch.iches but also 
pain in his legs. Wes' tuch~, became concerned Wouthisrestlessness inclass 
.ind suggested that we take him to a doctor. After GOmptetion of a.routine 
checkup, the doctor suggested it wn probably only an emotiooal problem of 
a boy who did not enjoy school.. 

Two months later, over lhe ChriSIIN.S h~lidays, he began to run a low-grade 
fever and started walking with a limp. Within a few days he couldn't walk 
u all, and we took him back to the doctor "wt,o realized this timt that it 
was more than just an emotional problem. He ran a blood test, which he had 
not done before, thatverifiedtheseriousnessofhis illness. WetookWesb;tCk 
home 10 prepare him to go to the nearby h<Mpita.1. As $OOl1 as we arrived 
home, he rushtodJn lhe bathroom for, bath. I had become aware that he 
had been taking an unusual number of baths in the preceding fCYi mooths 
alld had t,ecome coocerne<l as to his reason for this. When I told him that 
the doctor 5,1.id that he must go to the hO!Jlital to get well, he ran into the 
bathroom and screamed that he would not go. "lf only you'll !et me t.Jke 
abath,l'llbeokay,"heple~. 

Under protest from Wes, we took him to !he hospltal where a k_ind, 
• gracious, worNn doctor, a leukemia spe,;iaiist, w.isw;iiting for us. After running 

a bone marrow test, she met us in an office at the hc,$piUI. With tears in 
her eyes, she confirmed the diagnosis. She exp!aine.:I !hit the best we could 
exJ)«t was a year's added life and hopefully some remissi0<1s in bet~M. She 
said, "Iii be available anytime you need me." The doctor suggested we tell 
Wes that it wu anemia and not tell him that he wu dying, She fell he ought 
10 return to whool when he hut reached a pjrlial or full remission. 

In some recent studies, l'vecorneacrosstheidea.thatnursesanddoctors 
havt<1'1 learned to deal with death themselves and so refuse to face the issue 
with their patients. Thespec:ialist'sideawasto l<eepuphopeaslongaspossiblc. 
She felt that a child so young should not havetodeaiwithdeathalongwith 
th~ painful illness. 



The first few days of Wes' stay ;it the hospital wue very traumatic for 
a.11 of thf: family. Wes screamed in ~nger ind feM it whit WllS happening to 
him. Blood transfu§ions; numerou, shots, an.f treatments were given to ha.It 
the dkciise. After three wceb, ·Wes was allowed lo return home. Since his 
blood pbtlets wert still not normal, we had to guard ~•inst his nose 
hemorrh;igingandinfection. 

After a combination of drugS .uld weekly visits to the la.bora1ory md the 
doctorfotblood-.:heck,Wesentered apartiil remission. He returned to school 
on a ·iwt-time N$is and did very well. His teacher tl\ought that he seemed 
much more interested In his studies. With the increased interest, his grades 
bepn 10 improve. Kubler-Ross spokein;ilectureabouttroninally ill children 
pos!-t!Sing a wisdom beyond !Mir ige. We noticed an increased awareness not 
only ~t school but also in Wes' ideas at home. The remission was short-lived 
and within a month his blood wunt was low again ;ind he hid to return to 
1M li<»pita! for 111other wCi'k. 

On his ll!turn home igain, he would speak of playing in his coffin as 
he played with lhiS G.l. Joe on the wuch. While I never told him that he 
wasdying.he~dtoknowit.lneverencouragedhim10speak 1.boutdeath, 
yetldidnotdlsGOUr;ige hisspeakingofdeath. 

Not only do P"WP1e afflicted with leukemia have to deal with the 
deteri0111tion of the body, theyhave tode;d with !he social and psychological 
aspects as well. Adults i nd children a.like sense the a.lienaiion ftom normal, 
hca.lthy people. Peop1e try 10 avoid facing a termin;,lly-ill person. While we 
were more fortuni te Iha.I Wes wu a child and all the world reaches. oul 10 
1child,there wu1tillsome~a.ration.Forexample,afterhereturncdtoschool 
the :;ecood time, his teacher began to be frightened by his condition. Sometimes 
hedevelopedanosebleed duringdassandSMfel titunfairtohnetospend 
timt observing him while she had a class to teach. Fin.ally sh e asked us to 
try a ~-boundteacher.Thlsarrangi"mentwasnotverys.itisfactoryasthe 
ho,ne.bound teadier wasn't very understanding either. Wes wn not yet able 
to idmit thal he could no longer a.tiend school. 

Thell! well! times that J, too, become frightened, lnd l was very 
a.ppreciative of a doctor who would listen it any time of the da.y. It would 
~~ri;:~~:u~:~~ to hne had a therapy group with other pa.rents Whose· 



After a confrontation betwun the teacher, the principa.l, and lhe doctor, 
1he prlncipa.l who wi, very understarn:ling, reinstated Wes in school with a.nother 
teacher who felt more secure with the situation. Wes was out of sdlool much 
more than he w;is in school, but the choice was his. There were still times 
when l urged him to go, when he ru lly didn't feel ib1e. I ;ilwa.ys kept up 
the hope that ma.ybe some mir;,c le would intervene, and he'd need to hive 
his education. • 

When Wes ,;;ouldn't go to school, he begged to go to the store. He somehow 
associated the idea ofbuyingll "toy "for the day" with the f;ict that people 
q.red. A lady from 911r church pve him money to buy l kit of matchbox 

. ca.rs. One day a s;ileslady rudely spoke out loud, "Don't you know thitboy . 
is ill and h• bclo~ lit home!" Wes timidly looked at me and s.aid, "Ma.ma, 
sh e doesn't know I, enjoy coming to "the store." 

On one of his rougher days he asked me, "Mother what is heaven like?" 

I must confess, I was at i loss for words! My only reply was, "If God 
is there, we don't have to worry what it is like." 

Wes replied, "I'm scared, l know what duth is like, bot I doo't know 
what heaven is like and I keep dreunlng l hive to go ;ill by myself." Yes, 
even children hll~ to die a!ooe. 

Since Wes was rioised in a Christian home where church ;111eno:lllnce w.1.s 
expected, heseemed!-IJ find comfortin i ltendingchurch on Sunday even if 
he could only stay a. shorttime.Hebecamewell eoough IOittendourchurch 
coofercnceon theEastCoast.Wedro~inourcamperandonthereturntri!I 
home, nearing home, pressure beg;J.n to build up in his body. N.1.usea a.nd p;1.inful 
h i daches began to set in upon our arrival home. The body wasn't i CGepting 
the orll1 medicine, so medicine was injecud into the bone marrow and fluid 
drained ?ffthebody.Aftermore blood u-ansfusions,wereturnedhome1®'in. 

lnthefall,Wesreturnedtoschootforonlyafewdays.Beforehebecame 
too ill, we experienced our first airplane ride together andv~itedDisneyland 
for the last time. 

By this time, Wes realized the hopelessness of his!.ituation.He ootonly 
expressed his wish to die but tried p,assi~ suicide. One day 1 discovered a 
week's supply of medicine behind the couch and reprimanded him. He angiily 
replied, "You know I'm not going to get well; the cure will never come in 
time for me." r Qlled his father to come home and lifter I very emotion;,) 
experience, Wes was able to cry tears of release. 

https://his!.ituation.He


We-; s"pent his last O,rimnas it home with us. By 1hit1ime his eyesight 
wasdim,hishi irhadf;illtnout,fro~idc-effeGtsfromthedrugsandh e lool:ed 
like ;in old m;in. Someone lus Sllid that le...kemia ch.1onge-; a child from a youl h 
10 old age in;, short period of time. 

The last month he no long,-r had tile suength to wall: so we made our 
daHyvisittothe store in a wheelchair. 

We asked the doctor about trYing a pliee like the City of Hope. She 
felt it best ,to keep him at home and felt it unn.!Ges»ry 10 put him through 
the side effects brought ibout by extreme testing when there was no cun, 
for his kind of leukemia • 

In the last sta~ of his illness he =med to h;,ve Lost his fear of death 
and auepted what was to be. Two weeks before his death, thedoctorc.illed 
us into hef office to discuss whether we wanted to let him die the natural 
death or put him in the hospital onmec.hanicaldevices.She gaveheropinion 
tha.t she felt it best ;ind more humane to ~llow him to go peacefully. 

My husb"!'d and I agreed that we did oot'"wa.nt the life.saving devices 
to make him ;i. vegetab~ human. So we took him home to die. The last few 
days he spoke of a man who stayed with him in his room. We later aswmed 
it was his description of du lh. Wes died at home surrounded by his family 
and with dignity. 

Thi nks lo OoctorElilabeth KUbler-Ross,werould look back .1,tourown 
expcrie~ with more understanding. We understood more clearly WM'S life 
with leukemia ;ind even more important his death with leukemia. Kubler-Ross 
verified our co<>eept of Christiin dea.th. 

Kubler-Ro» in a confercn,ce on "Dying and living""at Earlham College, 
stated that research hi sconvince<I her that it is only the physiQI body that 
dies a.ndlifecominues;ifterdeath.She spokc ofchildrcnrelatingcxperiences 
of being met by Jesus and Mary or someone they knew _;.ho w.is already dead 
wd telling the story when revived from clininl dulh. They also spoke of 
a feelingofpeaceandwholeness. TI>cyexper!enoedfloatingouloftheirbodie-;. 
~f:~ o~ ~:e.~atients who have had a death expcrien,ce and ,eturned are ever 

1 
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Edg;1t N. Jack!-Oll mentions thr« psyo:ho)ozical proce~ of t motion;il 
giieving which I exptrienced in my own valley of grief. I have found this tru_e 
in other 'people's exptriences with grief a!so. The 1hree · J)l"0<:esses are: 

' incorporation, substitution, and fee1ings · of guill. "In i~PQl"ation, the 
individual turns his feelings in uponhirnself andineffectbecomesinpa11the 
deceased person,"8 I keptlhinkingifWesw.issobrave,lntededtobebuve 
too. There were ~imes I im;,,gined thu I might have cancer. 

With "wbstitutioninordertoprotectyourselfagainstthestressofemotion, 
you au.ach it to somebody or something outside yourself. I found it'necesi.ary 
to put up the ho1idaydec:or;itionsWeshadmade inp,eviousyu rs a.s are mioder 
of_hispresern::a. 

· Guilt is always rt il and.I looked back ill my preo«:Upation with 
housework. I remembered vividly his last night with us. He kept calling my 
name and I became upset with him because I wanted to finish the dishes 
If pnly I had known that would be his last night with Os, I would have let 
the dishes gofor anotherdi)'. 

Through identifying with Wes' <Kath our family c.an never be the same. 
We've leirned to appreciate people more than mueria.l belonging$. w_e take 
more time" to enjoy what the day brings instead of worrying" about tomorrow. 
lthasn'tbeeneasy,forthescarsor"<!i:athareveryrealeventousChristians. 
While I wu more a passive Pff!-Oll, dea th w.is easie r for me to accept. It was 
much more difficult for his father who is a fighter-by necessity ln order to 
copewlthahandicapofPo!io.Forhisolderbrothers,deatht>«mieaway 
of life. We die and accept death verv much the way we live, both Christians 
and non-Christians alike. • 

No only didWes'death effect hlmselfand hisfamily,butitalsoaffected 
the community at large. Even though Wes w.is a young boy, he had 11avele.:I 
and live.:! in various places allovt rthe United State s. He Uve.:iwithhisfamily 
in MiS50Uri, Kansas, Illinois, Pennsylvan ia, ;ind Arizona. fri endsfromal!O\ler 
the .United Stues wrote us that be<:ause of a small boy theirouttookon life 
hadcllanged. 

A nurse after Wes' death commented, 'I would guess Wes' dying must 
beVtl'Ydifficu!tforyouwhen .t cureisjustarouodthe corner."Thatconumnt 
was made si~ yem ago, We ~ill await the day when ;i cure for leukemia c;in 
be found, so children canoot only have added life, but life more abundant, 



1c. W. Wahl, "The fear of Du lh," If The Meaning' of Death, ed. Hem,ao 
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CHESHMEH VA DARYA 
THE SPRING AND THE SEA 

by Bih Az!n 
Tramlated by Nan,;y Ahm:,uli 

A slender stream slowly and shamefully leaped out from the middle of 
th• mountain :md with fear.ful eyes, looked in each direction and 5:,tw ;,i very 
big and happy world . C.!mly, she weni on watdling. Sometimes frightened, 
she hid behind the rocks;andonetime,she hastify threwalooktotheblue 
sky. LiUte by little, she became b,aver; and a strengt~ of life welled inside 
her. • • 

Cheerfully, she poured down from the skirt'of the mountain; she pulled 
herwhiteandwrinkledrobeoverthegiound, and the new things,oftiie world 
shined in her utonislied eyes. 

, The sun, like a young girl, looked aH1er own face in the clear mirror 
ofhereyesandofferedherawarm,happysmile. 

Th• wind, like a nursemaid, tombed her soft, wavy h;,iir and said, "My 
dea r! tl9w prett'l you are!" 

The moon and the stars t.illed her to their nigh.tly feasl and sprinkled 
candied dew in her way. ' 

Flowers and planbc formed rows along her WlY, and colorfu! robes and 
eyesfullofhopedanud in front of her. 

Pleas.ant voiced birds came to see her and 11,e;, most beautiful son!P 
in hu presence. • 

, The deers of thepl iUn,ga.llopingand~nting,arrivedfrom the ir way and 
liss«I her cool, fre5h face and quietly whispered in her ear a story of love 
andofthe endeavorofyoulh. 

She went,wall,inggracefully&nddeliutely,acceptingthegooda.nd the 
bad with kindess and cheerfulness. 

She did not know where she wasgoiAg, and she alone saw the plusure 
of life in walking and seeing the sights. 
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From ev~yone, she heard that she was preny, and all ad;.,ired her 
freshness. She knew very well what a' beautiful thing she was, and she was 
happy that ev«yooe was infatuated with her. She gave her he;vt to no one, 
but neither would she drive anyooe away. She wanted to laugh and play 
continually, and everyone danced to ~ f tune. 

It was spring, and the wind had a warm t,';:eath full of lemptation. Hopes 
ar>ddes ires,!ih ;i ~hiddenin theearth,moved in her heart and ever 
so often made her brighl, beautifu l eyes dark. She would speai, she would 
listen, and she would laugh loudly; but from tinje to time, IDe would find 
a ple:ising bitterness in her mouth. And ye_t, she did not want to know what 
this ~in was. She 1rnagined th;it the deceptive words of the wind and the 
firey kisses of th~ sun could quench her thirsty soul. Without think;og, she 
would win eve,yone's heart with all her coquettery, and she had no fear of 

• meetings of any kUld. finally, she lonew that even amongeverybody,shewas 
alone; and nothing muhed from her t;,lking of this and thiit, oo ly 
contamination. 

But she wa1 still lowly and plea'sing, ;md life wiµi her seemed ple;ising 
toeveryonc. 

She still had sweet speech ~mi smiting lips, but her shining eyes were 
wistfully searching for a mate. 

One day, from behind the trees, she~eardthe seductivesoundoflaugh1cr. 
She saw near herself a s.nu.11 but powerful stream with a shining forehead who 
was d.incing ;is he went along. Shy\y, she looked at him and said; to herself, 
"If he does not want me, what a bitter life I will have!" Then she sighed, , 
bowed her head and went her ow'll way; but •from the corner of her eye, she 
watched him. 

All of a sudden, the eyes of the stream also fell on )ler. He was duzled 
by her goodness and elegance1 and his mouth remained open, in awe. Slowly, 
he c.ime forward,•b~shfully greeted her and said, "Dear one! So man~ before 
me have admired your beauty, and perlla'ps the words of others were more 
allurjng than mine. But without a doubt, no one with .i purer heart and a 
more knowing tongue h;is called you, my dear life." These words, like a magi(: 

, ~lody, went down into the ear of her soul, and a heavenly force,made them 
closer to each other. Their legs from 1he dru_nkene15 ofdeslre b,ecame weak, 
a;l\d their eyelids became h<:avy from modesty; and before they knew, whit • 
was happening, tllei~ lips met. 



From then Ofl, they blended together like milk and sup,; and hand in 
hind, they passed through the fields and the woods. \heyl.wghedatthesky 
and the stars. They wanted silver from the moon and gold from the s,.in. From 
the brear.t of the clouds, they drank milk,;and with the wind, they spoke-of 
the story of l<m, They taught the subtleties of heart-winning an(! gracefulness 
to the flowers and the trees,and theyim6ctheanimalsof'the land happy 
with morsels. 

They looked at life from the w~ndow of the same eye, and they found 
it very pleuing and praiseworthy, With the power of the young and !he joy 
of love, they went in search of har<lshlps; and they took the severities like 
agame;an6 anywhere that !he hand of provideoo: hW placed ;,i rock in lhe 
p.;lth of the dforts and deslresofthe people; they would notnopuntii they · 
haddesttoyedit • 

This much power, that they used to their fanc'x' like it game, reiumed 
to them ten fol<! and a hundred fold. From everywhere, everyone followed 
!heir standard; and from far ind near, all sought their judgment. . . 

Day to day, the extmt of their pow~r and eminence Spread. Tht land, 
the animils, and the grass bowed before them. And the agile farmers and the 
skil!fu! townsme!l with a hundre6 hopes hurrit;d to theirdoorway,untillheir 
th1eshold b«ame l refuge of societ~ and their ·orders were obeyed by all. 

Ever so slowly, theprideofs=ssand theintoxic.otionofSOVcreign1y 
changcdthefreshnessandlhepurityoftheir!.QU)stoaheavinessand;i 
stubbornness, and the lowness and fear of their intimuesincreased their own 
selfishness and obstinancy. And they, fOf the desire of their own hearts, it! 
times would soothe a group with kindoe\S and at other .times, demoy a group 
with humililltion. Neither was their kindness perm.,nent nor d;d their anger 
hue it nason. At times, the smallest offerise would mean the expense of ;, 
life; and sometimes, ;also, a most insignificant service would b< followed by 
countless gift~ 

Their dark faces, foamy mouths, and wrinkled foreheads would frighten 
the brave ones, and,the poison of d~spair would pour into their hearts. 

No one was safe next to the rebellious waves of -their desires, ind their 
anger spared neither frie!>d! nOf enemies. 



Time ,with a slow step ;md eyes without fear would pass them by, _look 
at them 'with a. poisonous smile and say nothing. 

They went ;,loi,g calmly and proudly, and they saw their own world as 
a safe place. Bu t, tittle by little, the powerful hand of destiny a.ISO weighed 
on them; ;ind slowly,·like a. candle that has reached the end,it diminished 
their zealofyouthand·theirenthusiasmoflife;andthefire oftheirwillful 
desires in their being became oo!d. The ir hearts from the repetition of joys 

•ind the ease of victo1iesbeGame tired, i nd it ieemed their moving feet had 
no desire to continue onward. Their dejected souls from the good and the 
bad of the world became disgusted; and to them, the joy of others seemed 
useless a.od contemptible. Up until that point,weaknessand exhaustion made 
existence and non-existence equil_ to them. 

The remembrance of the pleasures of youth no longer made their mouths 
sweet, and the endeavor of the past compared with their present depression 
seemed trivia.I. . 

The sun of love on the horizon of their life went down, and it seemed 
, the world beGame empiy of meaning. • 

Every day that they made it to the nightwithfatigueandwearinessand 
every night that they made it to the day with feat and anxiety was a new 
burden that weighed on their weary ihoulders and slowed their behavior. But 

' no matter how much their life wa.s lengthened, they ·still knew that the end 
w;is near. In a very ihort time, the movement and oommotion of their life 
would subside, !ike bubbles that come up from the bottom of the· water, 
hurryinga.nd gurgling and each one from behind the otherburstingthe,mold 
and disappearing. They also one day from a disturbed s! eepfilledwiih greed,· 
affected manners, distress, and success would awaken. The deceptioQ of 
unendurable happlne» and the charm ofuni.atisfied acquaintances were 11ill 
workingln them to such an extent thattheiroldheartandtheignorancedid 
not frighten them from the future, 

Thethinfire ofthelrlifebeforethe end,underneaththe Mhes offar 
away memories, was shining to its hlghest intensity. The roar of !he sea, llh 
the dread ofdealh, reached their ears; and their repentant oould shy from 
it, like the gazelle that shies from the voice Of the lion. 

Yes, neither had they the heart to remain, nor the ability to uke their, 
heart from that pla.ce. • 
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And the first ti~e that they saw the sea like a hungry, ang,y giant with 
a thousand handsandfeelcrawlingtowardslhemandwithathous.andmouths 
calling them, a horrible cold encircled thtm, and theirheans!Oppedbeating. 
Weak and numb, theY could ooly sit and stare into the sea. • 

One might say it was magic. That little by little, they found ii broadff ' 
than imagination, more pure than the laughter of the day, and kinder tllan 
thebed"ofnight. 

They were ashamed of their ignorance, pollution, and usele~ fe..r; and 
like the small, cold child that seeks melter in the w:irm ,kirt of its mothe,, 
they put !heir he;id ii' the bosom of the sea and closed their eyes. Slowly, 
their awareness went to sleep and everything, like the summer sky at the hour 
of noon, beume clean and bright and calm. 

No longer did they see or he~ or kr>0w, and they had ""'n forgotten 
the bitterness of indignation that had remained in their mouths from the first 
kisses of.the sea. Their existence vanished into,thatofthe sea, and r>0 trace . 
of them remained. 



INCIDENT 

It is a time for celebration. It's my birth month and Springtime, I a.lways 
like my birth month, not that I'm a year older, bu! l han endu™' ;inother 
winter. Old trees are Sprouting newleavesandtheodoroffreshgrass touches 
these~sofeverylivinsnose. 

Peopl~ a.re ;trriving with paperb;,gsofchecr ,1,nd winding theiry,ay through 
introductions ;md bows toward the kiW,eri. "Happy birthday," they say, and 
I re11>ondby1ippingmydrink. "By eighto'clocktheentlreapartmenthboiling 
with conversa'tioos, music, tclC'lision, clicking glasses, popping corks, 300 
laughter. 

4-4-68 
8:05 p.m, 

"Hey!" "Be quiet, someone's been shot. Wow, someone just bumped.off 
King!" The buzzing stopped in ;i win of weaving staring ~ople. Nothing is 
Silid, only the report is hurd: "Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., wu a.-inated 
today by a sniper on his hotel balcony in .. ·." .-

8:07 p.m. 

Thegroupbeglns to reposition lnsmallclus1ersofwhisperingga11>s. The 
g<"ntlcman monitoring the television turns lt off wd announc:es, "Suits the 
b;istird, l knew it would happen, 1 don't like it, but he asked for iL" The 
"'1i1pering'stops. "We ought to pin " medal on the guy that 'pinched' him," 
another man sa)'1. "Yes, but I ... I just think it's gawd-awfol terrible, il's 
<1sad ihing,hewa.sworking' sohard for those p~le,"a l;idysaid. 



8:09 p.m. 

"Well, it's re.1Uysad,butlisteo,Mich;icl•ine-boy,it'syourbirthday and 
we h'"t a tot of goodies, no use 10 waste them, hey, come oo ~rybody, 
let's sing happy birthday IO Mike." Mike looks at the ~OOf in a half..:ln.,nk 
sure, lhen laughs a little and shn.,gs his shoukkrs while pawing 1he Ql"Ptt. 

"Naw, I don't feel good, maybe it's 1he booze, I'm really II lit~e 5~k." "Come 
on old man, C.1n'1 hold the winet huh?" "I gvess not, e,,:cust i:ne, plost, I've 
got IO go lo the 'helld."' 

8:llp.m. 

Click, lhe dOOf loc:ks, I sit down oo lhe pot and hold my head in my 
hands . . I, vomil in the bath wb. The raw red juiu rum IOward the drain 
with bits of food in it. I vomit again. I drop tomy kneesandhangmyheid 
in the bathwb and begin !Ocry.My entirebody isdrain ingthroughmy fau! 
I st."lnd up and g,ab for a !Owel without looking, wipe my face and hold the 
towel there for a few minutes. I'm shaking"and uy IO think. I'm going to 
suy here until c-;uyone leaves. Tap. Tap: "Please, I'm notfulingwell, I'll 
be O.K., I wa.nt to be .1lone, thanks." I Hart running hot w.i.ter in the tub; 
it's a me1s, I'm a mess. I dean evcrything'up. I feel cold and sweaty, I take 
off my clothes and dimb in lhe rub, idiu1t the wa.ter, lean bai:k, an,i sure 
at the shower nozzle. I'm coofu~. r don't know why - lhat man doe1n't 
mun lhit 10 me! 

4'-76 
4:SS p.m. 

"God grant me thestrenity toaCGeptthethlngslunnotchange,courage 
to change the thing1 I un, i nd lhe wiwlom to know 1he difference." 



The traffic light tumei;I red and the rider wasted his mo1orcyclt to a 
s109. Out of the wmer of hh eye he saw the little old lady in the I- next 
to him push down the lock of her ur door, and stare at hlm rudely. "Don't 

. sweat it, granny," he thought. "You don't appe.1.l 10 me in the least way." 

The lighl said go, IO he proceeded down the main dr;ig of the strange 
town. It WilS a hot afternoon and he thirsted for a wld beer. Since the t,urg 
he was passing through was of the srn.itl, «>•mt,y•wenern nriety, he knew 
a l».r or cafe would be coming lhto sight shortly, 

He spotted one, half a block down the s!Jeet, just as two «>wb-oy-hatted 
men rOired past in a pickup. He saw one of them give him the finger. As 
he pulled up to the curb in fron( of Im u.fe, he wondered why. 

He backed the rear whffl 10 the curb, making sure it touched, like the 
law i.ays. A «ip walked up. He wrote a ticket for lou_d pipes, while the rider 
took off his jackel in theafu:moonheat. ,He hungthejacketonthegleaming 
sissy bar, che<:king to see that his sleeping bag was securely ,tied to it. 

The eop handed him the ticket, and .a nasty look when he saw that the 
sleeves had been removed from the biker's shirt. The COp indicated the 
motorcycle. "Yoo keep that thing quiet in this town," he said. "We know 
youriype." 

The sunburnedridtrwalked intothedarkcafe,wooderingwhathis"type" 
wu. tttorderedabeerandde<:idcdhistypemustbepica;surelynoonewould 
,;all him elite: he was too short. • 

0 

The girl u the rou nter set a beer and a t'rosty glass in front of him, 
with a curioo~ half~il inglook.Thc rider drained thebottle,igooringthe 
g1U1i, and asked for another. The glrl wanted to ask questions, he could tell, 
so to get a conve'r!oatior going, he _said, "How far till I get to L-?" From 
the ba,ck of the room a voice drawled out, "Well, you can gel the hell out 
ofhere!"Thebike.r .heardit,t>utdidn'tletitsinkinbecausehedidn'tthlnk 
it was mearit for him; there was no ruson for anyone to say anything like 
that to him. He saw the girl frowning darkly in the direction of the voice, 
and knew thitithodbeen meant fOThim. 

He bough! a ~il(-patk to go, and the girl pvt him an ill)Ologetic :;mije 
as she ~and&! him his change. He left a modest tip, wondering what she shoo Id 



feel sorry ,oou,, ;ind about the four men in the dark corner muttering angrily 
under their breaths. 

Outsid•, h• blinked in the bright sun .while tying the beer and his jacket 
to ·the sissy bar. Three.youngmen infivegallonha1$,westem boots,andhuge 
bdtbuckles came over and stood watching as he prepared to start the shining 
machine. Ont of them l}ked where he was goin g. "Just riding," he replied. 
"Then where ya' been?" floated sarcastically into his ear. He turned and faced 
the person it had come from. "Just riding," he ~ i;n1y repeated. He jumped 
up,ume downhard,and theengine roaredintolife.Heputthe bike ingear 
and <1shebegan1opullou1intothes1«et,heheardsomething!ike,"Smar=!" 
from . behind him. He didn't wonder about it this lime, because something hit 
him hard on the back of his head. The sun went out, relit, and IN, found 
himself careening madly down .the wrong side of the street He managed 10" 
regain control of the blke and checi<.ed his mirror, figuring to make.1 U-tum 
and take care of whoever had IN!aved the rock at him. The mirror showed 
lhe·reflceted image of a police car,aboutsixfeetbehindhim. The driver had 
to haw 1,een what had happened, but was f9llowing him i"stead of his attackers. 

He had the vague feeling that some thing he did not know about was 
unf01ding, w he kepi on down the road as fast as the speed limit would allow, 
andforgotaboutseekingrevengeforhisbloodiedhea(!. 

He passed a sign that said ' 'Ci1y Limit" and no1ed th;it the police ,;ar 
sto;:,ped when it reached th:,,t im;ig;nary line. He bre,uhed a little easier, 
increased his speed and .rode for fif~n mil~. Wl>en hes1opped,therewas 
no one ,1round him; no houses, no people, no traffic. He naggered away from 
the cycle, carrying his beer, aridsatllownaridlear>ed againstauee.Henoted. 
that his he.ld wu still bl eeding, but IN! _planned to stay the,e and drink the 
now hot beer. It was quiet; it was peaceful. 

Sitting in the shade of the tree, he began to go over in his mind the 
things that had just happened to him. 

He thovghtaboutthe facesofma1lyofthepeople hehadseen. The little 
oldt.ldyinthe ,;arh.\d s«medh1ppyenoughunti!she'dfoundherselfst01)ped 
In the lane next to him. He was behind her f~ several blocks before com;ng 
ll1<ingsidc, and had noticed the h:,,lf1'Tliling. friendly face in her mirror. What 
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he's =n at the ~plight had been fear. "She's probably =n a .. bikers" 
movie and stereotyped me," had gone through his mind then, but now the 
idea saddened him. He knew other little old ladies and they seemed to like 
him, but of course, they were used to him and knew he ·meant no harm 

The cop? Well, he could understand the ticket: his pipes were a trifle 
on the loud side. Wllatwasitthovgl!, ;ibout ;i shirtthathadthe sleevesremoved 
th~tGOUld provoke sucllanastylook? He'd ll)Clotherc.o~onridesandknew 
they were, in general, intelligent enough with bikers not to turnp them all 
together in one big category. Something about the steeves.... It must be 
just that the shirt wasn't made that wiiy; it wasn't normally worn that Wily. 
He had changed it, worn it 2 different way, and therefore he w;,s "abnormal." 
People did have a way of becoming aggressive - when things were abnormal. 
He decided th;it maybe he shouldn't b!ame the top~he had onty reacted in 
the expected, way; 

And the faimeMypes in that booth back ln the ciifi weren't reill!y too 
difficult to understand. He had rela1Nes that farmed and had had enough 

.sociillizingwlth them to get a glim~ of their stolidness. Things had been 
done one w2y 111 their lives, and would keep be ing done thatone. wiy for 
the rest of their lives; unless somcthlng just short of an earthquake opened 
their eyes to ;, prown, f~ te•, more productive way of doing things. The biker 
felt that these p«>ple didn't want IO move with the winds of change. He 
reasoned that it was quite understandable: when one's !ife depends on 
accomplishing certain tasks, and those tasks have always been taken care of 
fairly well with a tried 1nd prow=n me thod, why chance something a\tt>gether ' 
different? He .knewthatafailure couldmeanawinttT ofstarvationtoa farmer. 

His mind picked ewer those people in the western ·ou"tfits, or, as _he 
rubricized grimly: cowboys. The two in the pick-up that had given him the 
finger; he'd seen something in their eyes. He did~'t quite know what it w~s. 
l1hadashinyh.1.rdneSS10it,acertaindanger,yetacertainlaugl!ter.Perhaps 
they were stereotyping themselves, actingu they thought "cowboys" should 
Of would act, gNing him a hard time, but al the same time l;iugl!ing to 
themselves at.out the "image they muSt be presenting. 

The three younger men rolled bKk into his mind now. There was .no 
mistaking what he had seen,.the.re. Thefacesstillhadtheinnocence ofyooth, 
though .all had stronggrowthsoffacia! hair, recently shaved. Tile first voice 
eveil had a hint of softness when Hking whete hewasheaded. He knew then 
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that the reason for the wcasm in the ~ or.J voice h;id been a reaction 10 
his own sharp reply. They had no con«ption of riding, not merely to get 
from one pl;,ce to a.no1her, bu1 simply for lhe sheer joy of the warm wind, 
the hot sun, a.nd the '"-'su,y of freedom thllt ca.n settle into one'-s \'ery being. . 
Had he answered "10 the other end oflOwn" or "t<> the westfOfty" or"to 
Japan," it would have been lhe same answer. He knew that what was sh<.>wing • 
on !hose faetl was a sort of envy. When he'd repeated (e.i!p,ly) ·his una,;;ceplable 
answer, then made lh;,t sudden, violent movement 1equlred to start his engine, 
he'd surtled them. His back had been to them, so he couldn't see it, bu t 
he knew it, and they knew it even more, and lt sh;imed them. A mixture 
of Ymne ,and envy created jealousy and hate, a.nd impelled one of them to 
do something he'd perhaps previously neverthoughthimse1fcapibleof. Thal 
young cowboy -almost kill ed a man simply because he didn't know. Had death 
occurred, the rest of his tife wou1dprobabty'have beenspentwondCJingwhy; 
ho\V. • 

The sunset had been asbeautifulashe hadhoped itwouldbe.He drained 
the last !>«r, put the empty cans back in the paper sack and tied it 10 the 
sissy bar. He fired up the engine, put the bike in gear, and hauled back out 
on10theroad.Heklckedonhislightsintheprogressingdarkness,andheaded 
for the Coast Highway. 

He drove for about ten minutes before coming to the fr~way <'.MHamp. 
He downshifted, throttled on, and 100k the cyde to 65 mi les per hciur to 
enter the freewlOy. The right lane was empty and he pulled in with no problem, 
shiftedbatkintohigh3\"dMld.thespccdome1trste~at65. 

He thought of his buddies, who by now WQUldbeptheredd,:,,r,n.at the 
bexh; drinking bur and ' tel!ing lies and partying in general. He might 1el! them . 
his story ;,md they would lau"1 and all him a liu, then toss him a cold beer. 
The vision amused him and he l.iughed to himself ;is he rode. 
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The thougllt of a beer made him want to stop at a liquor store for ooe, 
inste;,d of riding suaight• through to the beach. He say,, lights ahead, to the 
rlgllt, and a Mon sign fli$hing: COLD BEER. 

He downshifted, let off, and lea11ed to the right,down theoff•rarnp that some far away e113ineer had been J<:ind enough 10 put,there. He pulled into 
the parkinglotinfrootofthe )toll', turned off the engine and dismounted. 

The man at the cash register gave him a nCfVous look as he walked in. 
He looked around,spottcdthe "oooler in the back, and wenttoitforacouple 
of tall cans. Heglif!Ced.upatthe"fish.-,ye"mirroraod the clerk looking back 
at him, half suspicious, and still nervous. He went to the cash register and 
paid for his beer, remembering cigarettes. 

He sat outside oo the concrete parking "bumper" in front of the bike, 
smoking,drinking. thinking. "It Is ni«: to know,tounderstand,"he thoughL 
He knew that thecierlc's nervousness was from the thought of being robbed, 
and that his suspicion was frOm thinking the bike'r would shoplift the beer. 
And the knowledge of this m.ide the rider feel gopd. He felt no anger toward 
the c~rk. He understood. 

He finished his beer, lit another dga~tte, started the engiM, and rode 
out of the parking lot with the.smoke clenched between his lips. The beer 
hadhisheadb<Jzzingalittle,bu\ht feltgood,andtwistedthethrottleas 
far as it would go, headingupihefreewayon•ramp.He shifted hard andfa5t, 
feeling the pOWtr surging from the tngiM to the rNd. The air was warm; 
it was a nice night to be out riding. He set the speedometer on 75, just b«ause 
it ~It good. Soon he would be with hls friends. 

Jay Mick 
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TOGETHER, SEPARATELY 

Pavel's st.in was too tight or his life was-too tight. Maddening and 
inescapable,anxietyllclledlikea nettlestlngonthei~ideofthebri,11e el«1tic 
shell that imprisoned him. Anx~ ty crackled in an Itchy arcingfrenzyundtr 
llis skin and on thewallsofhiswomlnoom. It ran hot ' and icy throughllis 
gut and dro~ his lleart to he..-.y frightened pow!ding. TIie or>~ sane spot in 
tile hot madne1,5, tiny germin;i! P..-.el Mu!dek crouclle.d naked and aware at 
the center. A compassionate little being watched tile approaching cc,ebal 
super-non widl calm detacllment. Hi1 release would coinci<.le witll the 
approaching blinding white f\lry ~ d light. 

(Om, om Oh God! Help me, help me, HELP ME!) 

Pavel, Pavel, it'sMother,dear. , 
(Smile, look at her eytt. Don't talk.) 
Papa'shere,see, s.ee?Papa'sllere. 
(Look at llis eyes. Draw the h~d away. Don't talk, don't listen .) 
Pavel,youfeelbetter,yes? 
Hush, shllllh, the Doctor says no questions! It's Moth«, dear. Do you 

want some Water, something IO eat, Pa~I? 
{Smile, look away from their eyes. Close !hi eyes. 
Stop Ille ears. Sleep.) 
Ht' sl""Ps again, Mama? 
Yes. ' 
It's good he should sleep oo much/ 
He is sick. 
Wh atsick?Look,such a finehealthyboy. WhatisthisP..-.el!Pavel!Wake 

Shhti,Papa,the Doctor. 
(Open the eyes, do not talk. ) 
Mr. Muldek, I'm sorry, you'll have to leave no'w. 
Come Papa. . 
(Thi,, is a h~ital?) 
(Ytt.) • 
{This is the beginning?) 
(lthas _begun.) 
(I thin k I im afraid. Yes, I am afraid. What (lo I do?) 

• (Steep, do not ta;lk, listen when it is right.) 
(I'm afraid.}: 
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{lthast,egun.Rejoiceandsleep:J 
{I'm afraid.) 
(Fearwu pil't of !he old way. Slup. Sleep.) 
... slup, bul t think it would be best to try waking him now. Pavel. 

Pavel. It's Doctor Stoner. Yes,1enc.c.'sMisslo...ell. Pavel,wme on, it's okay. 
Come on IIO't', sleepy head. We lu.ve tomething tout, tome dinnet, Pavel. 

{Open the e~, slowly. Find tfie lighL Wuch the tigh\ and center. Do 
not be afraid. Do nol hurry, Center. Do not try to see IOO much. Slowly.) 
(11 is aH too fasL I cannot center. Too many eyes, too many r.melh,, 100 
many voices. I Qnnotcenter, 1 nnnot ...) 
{Center, slowly. Wlldl ihe light. The llght is all there Is, now. Slowly. 
Do not listen. Bruthc deeply, wunt_ Ille bt:eaths, slowly, and center. P;mic 
was the old WllY, Center. Rejoice in the new.) • • 
(One ...) 
P.ivel, 
(two, ..) 
Pavel, it's Doc!Of Stonet. 
(three ...) 
Pavel. 
(four ...) 
It's time for some food. Let's sit up now. 
(five ..) , 

on now. Raise the' bed a little. Some soup, Pavel, chicken soup. 
So\lndsgood.. 

(si.-: ...) 
doesn'lit,Pavel? 

(seven. i am finding «:nter.) 
(It will come. Look al his eyes.) 
(eight ...) 
{And center.) 
(nine ...) 
Yes, Pav.el. That's a boy. Doctor Stoner. I'm here. l'n been waiting fo.-

you to wake up. 
(lu,., .) . 
Some dinner, Pavel? 
{His eyes are afnid-. I cannot center there.) 
(He does not know his feat~~ It is hiJ fear. Ce~ter. Count if you· 
need help. Slowly, ·center.) 
(What does he want?) 
{They ha-e food. An, you at center, is it stow enough?) 
(Tben, is peolCC. Should I ea.t?) 



{Accept the food. Center on die food. Eat it slowly. 0~ not listen.) 
That's it Pavel. Eat all y01,1 want. Miss L~I can bring some more. 
(I have finilhed. I center on the light. One two ..) 
{Close the eyes. We have nourishment. We have centered. Tht tisenough.) 
(thra: four ..) 
Wh.it happened to him Doctor/ . 
(five ...) . 

one,~;  him '!Creaming i t the lmhroom mirror": "We are not 

(silt .. . ) 
·They couldn't stop him even when his parents arrived. 
(seven ..) 
Complete breakdown, it's odd. There was 110 warning 
(eight ..) 
"We u e not one." What do you suppose he meant/ 
(nine ...), 
It Will just some nonsense, some aberration, I don't know. 
(ten .. eleven . ..) 
(Sleep. We are one.) 
(We are orie, l rejoice.) 

John Pair 
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TEDJ ANATA 
(Ruler of the Stars) 

Major _Charactm: Tedjariau Ruler of the Surs 
Make-Make-Tu King of Birdman Clan 
Pot.in King of Raurian Cllln 
Hangaroa Birdman Medicine Mi n 
Tub, Elder Birdm1m Council Member 
KiUatoa Prince~, daughter to Make-Mike-Tu 
Morihanga Make-Makc-Tu's wife 
Dahlia Maiden. Daughter to Teeba 
Too-See Fledgling birdman youngn.er 

Theislandatthecenter oftheworld_isvisitedbyaterrestialtraveler. 

O»tumes and personal ~pearance of characters are exaggerated. 

Scene: (On a pith, !,Omewhere on an islllnd. Enter Karatoa and Morlhanga. 
They both carry earthen bowls.) 

KARATOA: What can I do, Morihanga? My father will sell me to old 
Potan no mattcr what. 
The rm.tier is not to be questioned. You draw handsome 
price, littl e ooe. Two thousandgu!leggs ;iodfrve hundrcd 
rlll pelts will make your bthet, Make-Make, a very rich 
man. You should be proud. 

KARATOA: 1 know. But every time I imagine the touch of Poun 's 
fingers on my skin . l. (staggers) .. . a. 

MO RI HANGA: Nothing can be doM, pebble. A woman is on_!y a woman. 
No man on the island would deny this. 

KARATOA: must ·not be sold like common bone. 
MO RI HANGA: Do not fret, chnd. The will of your father, Make-Make-Tu, 

will not be ~nied. 
KA RATOA: Oh. (p.iin) Even you, mother, would sell me for common 

goods. 
MORIHANOA: Come. We have women's work to do. We ;ireJate. (Begins 

toleave.) 
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KA RATOA': No, t. 
MOR IHANGA: Please, we a.re lute, 
KARATOA: No .. , wait. I have something to tell you. I have. met 

another ... 
MORIHANGA; (stunned) What? You . , . you sha.r11eless patch! 
KA RATOA: (playfully) .Qh mother, do oot angry with me. 
MO RIHANGA ~ And who.is this stranger? 
KA RATOA: All men do not live at the CemeroftheWorld. There a.re 

others. 
MORIHANGA: You ta!k like crazy fflQn . There only Gods in Heaven, and 

only people living at Center of World. 
KARATOA: You are wrong Morihang;i. (pause) l mutastranger - not 

of this world. Whether god or·man, I know no1. But he 
can$ himselfTe<ljanata. 
Ted Janata (trouble pronou!Jcing). Peculiar sound to 
it. 

KARATO~: That's it. Tedjanata, the Ruler of the Stars! 
MOR IH ANGk Allah! Ruler of nothing! 
KARATo'A: l think he is e missary of Great Spirit 
MORIHANGA: ' 1 will hear no more. C:Ome! 
KARATOA: is more ~ amifol than any man. Oh mother, please' meet 

him . 
MORlHANGA: {ignores her) Come! 
KARATOA: He ~s such marvelous ears . .. so big! 
MORIHANGA: (Showing interest) So he says he from tribe of long ears, 

eh? 
KARATOA: How did you know? 

' MORI HANG,A: This no1 new irid:. Promise of the longer lobes. What 
worn.in can reslstl 

KARATOA: It is not a •1rick. I s« with own eyes.. He comes to us 
from hea~n itself. Oh, Morihanga, come with me tonight 
after !he fire goes down and you wills« for yourself. 

MOR IHANGA· .Your father wants me in his tent . 
KARATOA: (imp.1tien1) Then slay and make obeisance. I go to Yotulai 

where my Tedianata waits for me. You won't tell father 
will you? • 

MORIH ANGA: Ways of women will remain mvs1ery, always. 
KARATOA: Te.:ljanatawishes his presenu to remain ai«retuntil the 

time of his choosing. 
t..etusgo, then, youandl. We haveworktofinishifyou 
mtnt meet your lover tonight 

· (They exit.) 
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Sune: (A cie~ng. Lights are dim. Enter Hangaroa, the medicine man. He wears 
amaskidentifyinghim il5an elderinthecultoftheBirdrnan.Followingbehind 
him are three fledglings. Hangaroa move_s to the center of the ~learing and 
drawsanemblemOl'I the ground.) 

HANGAROA : Ayee! {Young .birdmen shudder at S00nd .) Do not be afraid. 
This sacred ground of Great Spirit, spirit of Birdman. 

(The three youngsters flap their arms as ifto fly) 
ALL: Ayee, iY«, ayee! 
HANGA ROA: Here, slt. (He positions lhe three fledglings in ridi~lous 

posturesabou1thesacredemblem.)Thii1'sit. There,there. 
Y~ perfect Young ones! Your eyes looking toward the 
stm! 

(Fledglings lookup.) 
ALL: A'fff, ayee, ;,ytt! 
HANGOROA: Tonight is the night of our first great test. 
ALL: Ayee! " 
HANGAROA: Soon, if you are *ong, you will fl.r with your wings and 

come round all those who s.ai l. 
ALL: A'(ff! 
HANGAROA: Matakiterani are .the Eyes looking towards the st;,rs. 
ALL Come round al l those who sail! 
HANGAROA: You are the Matakiterini, the eyes looking towards the 

stars! 
ALL: We have not yet flown. 
HANGAROA: Now tell rm one at a time as before you l a.m witness. 

Why do you want to fly! 
MALIANDI: (shy) There is no way to express heart, ancient one. 
HANGAROA: Pfah! And you; Kolapor? 
KOLAPOR: I want to fly into the night and pluck the moon for my 

loffl", Devil. 
HANGOROA: Pfah ! You will never fly if you see no more dearly tharl 

tliisl!! And you,.Too Su1 
TOO SEE: I warit to fly because it .better thin to cr;iw1 on your 

beUy like;, rat! 
HANGAROA: Mm. Good. You learning. A quick student. Come now, 

gather. Gathtt round the fl;iming souls of our ;incestors, 
the Ones Who: fly No MQl"e. 



(Fledglings resume tll<:ir ritual posturos, Dialogue grows in enthu$lasm to 
end.) 

HANGJI.ROA: Rich is W ~ a and fiUed with fish. 
ALL: Ri<:h i<; the iea md filled with fish. 

' HAN°GAROA: Ri<:h i<; the sky and filled with su~ 
ALL: Rich is tho sky md filled with stars. 
HANGAROA: But poor, poor i<; the lmd of our fathers. 
ALL: Yu , poor is W lllmd u W Center of the Wotld . 
KOLAl'OR: t,Jot even·the trees wNive. 
TOO SEE: Nol even the dogs wNive. 
MALIANDI: Nol even !he pip suNive at the Cenier of the WOfld. 
ALL: Ayee! (pain) · , 
HANGAROA: What II the reasqn for the pain we wffer? 
ALL: None !hat we de51:Ne. . 
HANGAROA: Somwne knows. Who is !his Enemy? Wilh <:Oki eyes md 

· tonguelikethecoilingofthe!,l\;lker 
TOO SEE: Pow,, King of Rats. 
HANGAROA: And his people? 
MALIANOI: Theratrnen! 
HANGAROA: (leiPingtohi<;feetinfury) PoUn,youHoaryOe~n! 
TOO SEE: We :ire old as then is no y011th. 
KOLAl'OR: We ;ue young n !here i, no age. 
MALIANDI: We arc the avenging blood of our mcestors yearning for 

the talons of the birdm;m, 
ALL: Ayee! 
HANGAR6A: And when in the nigh! Is thtre no sleep? 

(Gre at enthusiasm) 
ALL: On the nigh! of the ten pelts 
HANGAROA; And'what is to be done? 
ALL: Hunl the ral! Strength of Poun! Kill rats for !he power 

of Make-Make. 
ALL: (SUCQto) Make-Make. Make.M.ike. Make•Make. 
TOO SEE: Many pelts to the &IOl'Y of Birdman! 
HANGAROA: Go' now. Join W night i nd bring ~k your pouch filltd 

with rats. Lay them at the alter of Make,Mal:e, King of 
Birdmen. Run, MaUkltm.ni, nm and kill the_RI! 

AU: Ayee! Ayee! 
(bit) 
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s«ne: {Youtulai clearing. Lights are
0
dim. Tc,o.See n,entcrs, seardies for rats. 

Hecarriesapoucl)vidaclub. 

TOO-SEE: Here little prince. (Squeeking like a rat) Com; , l have a 
fine ,,,.,rprise ·for you {Squeeking) Come into my pouch. 
{Pausing - thinking to \elf) With this rat I have earned 
talons of Birdman. (Musing to self) Full Birdman. I lit next 
to our King, Make·Make-Tu; no longer nu! to women. 
Squeee«k, squteeel'k. Come little one. (Re11,1ming hunL) 

(Vokes approach. Too,~, frightened, hides behind rock. Enter Karilto.l 
and Dahlia.) 

KARATOA: I not marry fury rat man . 
DAHLIA: .(protestingslid)tly)Butl<ara. 
KARATOA: Council of elders meets 1onight. We not be missed. 
DAHLIA: Oh Kara ... what if. 
KARATOA: When they finish •telling fish uories, moon will be old vid 

we be in our huts go.-ged with our lover's passion. 
, (Dahlia is excited but frightened. She hugs and giggle's with Kara.) 

DAHLIA: Oh Karatoa! Is -his manner as pleasing as King 
Make-Make-Tu? 

KARATOA: He beautiful beyond words; born of heaven and stars 
DAHLIA: {beginning to swoon) Oh . . . . . 
KARATOA: He comes from loins of grn t father, Source of All. 
DAHLIA: Oh Kara. 
KARATOA: His body rides like rushing""" against your skin. Light 

lod warm like morning ,,,.,n. 
(D;ihlia swoons completely;) . 

DAHLIA: My heart ... it races. I think . . I . faint. His ears 
.. are they? As you say! Kara I must know. 

KARATOA: Oh yes Dahlia. And no m.o.n on island matches his 
magnificanceoftoolage.SuG.hastride. 

DAHLIA: Ohhh. He is sent from heaven. 
(Dahlia, apin, is frightened.) 

pAHLIA: It grows cold. . 
KARATqA: Litt!~ Dahlia n~ r,ot fear. Tedjana\a is coming. The Ruler 

of the SW$. 
DAHLIA: , But your father Kara. When he sees ... and soon it be 

tucrdtohide. 

0 



Hide whU1 
(gesturing to Karaloa's stomach) . ,, . Your stomach. Oh, 
there will be wu. Oh, Kari You ue to be Poun's brid•. 
Council of elders hu decreed' . . alid this not one moon ,.. 

KARATOA: Tedjanat.i•s love lives beyond darkness of Int day. 
DAHLIA: Potan not take kindly ,co " =iden wife fat with child. 

(p.1.u~) And not from his loim. ' 
KARATOA: Little Dahlia need not fur fat ole l'oun. Or my father. 

Ttdj;illllta's power is power of Kings. (Karatoa muses) 
Poun. (She giggles/they giggle.) Poun has too many wives 
already. He caf1not mount his )'Ollngest , with llny 
satisfaction. (Whispering)Heistoofat ... squatted round 
middle from too many gulls tggS. (They giggle) Heis too 
fa1. Tlf• sunfearsnofatcloud. (Pointing}Lookthemoon 

' reaches the sws. Tedjanata will be hero !OOn. 
DAHLIA: But what of )'Ollr father? 
~RATOA: Oh! 'Fathe(1 H• is .no fool. l will lay my~lfathismercy. 

He will squ.1.wk and shriek and great gull but he will do 
no hatm. Not when he sees power of Tedja.nua. 

DAHLIA: But to gather so many pelts and then find his daughtu 
in such;, way, . He will not be pleued. 

KARATOA: • Oh Dahlia (Karatoa annoytd) We ha~ ooly few hours. 
Let 115 follow the footsteps of our heart$. We cannot be 

. misled . 1 
{Tedjanataisheard approaching the clearing. Too-See watches from behind 
rock.) • 

KARATOA: There. Todja.nata. (Calling} Tedjanata. Tedjanata. Om he1e! 
Over here Tedjanua. 

(Tedjanata enters. He hn hard time picking ~y through brush. He =ches 
staie. K;iratoa nms to him,) 

KARATOA: (Tedjanata is still a. bit dued from his struggle tlvough the 
brush) Tedjanata. My King. How long I hunger for you. 

TEDJANATA: Yes, yes. Well. (Regaining CO!llp0StJre) Your lips invite but 
one respon~. {Tedjanata swoops romantic.ally and k~ses 
Karatoa.) Quite an island you got hete. 

(Dahlia stands back away from Tedjanata arid Karatoa. Jedjaru.ta, seeing 
Dahlia as such a be;iuty, forgets Karat<» and stares wantonly at Dahlia.) 

TE OJANATA: A;iaa.a. YO\I brought another. Well done. Well done . And 
who is th~ lc,,ely creawre? 

https://Jedjaru.ta
https://squ.1.wk


(Karatoa gently slipping her arm around Dahlia, introd,u«:s _her. Dahlia 
is overcome by Tedjanatl'sappeuance atonce,hereyes gluedtohisbody. 
Dahlia clings nervoosly to Karatoa. As she is introduced her eyes avert 
totheground.Shebowsslightly.) ' 

KARATOA: This Dahlia, daughter of Teeb;i ;md Ommec. 
TEDJANATA: Such beauty; such innocence. (Totally delighted) Dahli l (he 

muses) A thousand suns could not match your radiance. 
(Both girls giggle. Th~y run their hands over Tedjanata's chest and body. 
Tedj;mata kissesbQth girls'with great lusL The girls bury their heads in 
T edj;,nata'schesl) . 

KARATOA: You drive hOffie welt the seeds of life, my gentle sky 
11ave!er. Even now my stomach swetls with your greatness. 
(Karatoa places Tedjanata's hand on her nomach.) 

TEDJANATA: This is .a promising sign. The see~ of Gods planted in the 
fertile lap of such gorgeous women. (To .K~atoa) You must 
bring me more of the women of yoor ,stand. 

(Tedjanata, Kamoa, and Dahlia; exil Too-See, stunned by what he has 
just seen, sieps from behind !"OCk.) 

TOO-SEE: Have I not seen with my own eyes, princess Kar'atoa and 
young Dahlia? And this 1n11n. Of what tribe does he=• ? 
Such ear~ This is news for my K;ng. Ayeceeeeeee! 

End of Scene. 












