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THIS ISSUE OF 

ORPHEUS 

IS RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED 

TO 

OR. DAVID SPENCER 

THE RETIRING CHAIR OF THE DEPARTMENT OF ENGLISH 

A MAN WHO NEVER WALKED ON PAVED STREETS 
I.ACED WITH FLIMSY GLORY, 

BUT A KINDRED ANO COMPASSIONATE SOUL 
WHO KNOWS THE OONFLICTS OF 

THE HUMAN HEART. 



Preface 
I believe that man will not ~rely endure: he will prevail. He Is immortal, 
not beCause he alone at'l'IOflQ creaturC$ has .an inexhavstible voice. but because 
he NS a soul. a, wirh cepable of compffl.ion and :sacrifice and endurance. The 
poet's, tht writer's, duty is to write about th.,. things. It is his p,Mlege to 
help man endure by lifting his heart, by remindil"IO hi'm o f the courage and 
honor and hope and pride and c:ompassiOI'\ end pity and sacrifkt which have 
been the glory of his patt. The poot's vok::e need not merely be the record 
of m.1n, it can be one of the props, the pillars to help him endure atld prevail. 

Wi//i,m F~lkMr 

These word$ by Willfam F.aulkne, capture the spirit and p1,1rpose of this 
ocHtion of Of'f)MUS. Human beings are born, and they die. In between thMe 
tw0 polntJ we be<xlme enu,ogsed In a <:<>mptex state of emotional 1nd 
intel5ectual moments. It is these momenu whkh characterize our interactions 
within a world that does not always bend to meet our expeetation.s. In 0<de:r 
to emerge from this cnaos we create forms and irnaga to giYe meaning to 
an existen01t whidl lies: beyond Individual determin&tioo. Thus we have the 
oonf,ontation of Cttotiw SQirit with what writeri)hilosopher John Cafftfata 
call$ "the oentral paradox of llfe; man / woman lives insJde a wodd and a 
WOfld lives inside of man / woman." 

For most this <:Onfrontation becomes a source of anxiety for In th6 
evolutions of ovr experiences we have oome to eciuate the unknown with fear 
and longing. To the life searche,, the poet. the enist, this anxiety acts: as a 
cetOIYtt, a force that stimulates tht in'4)gination to move bey()od the momenL 
It this emotional and intellectual lnte,faoe that oons:ti tutei the oontent of 
Orf)Mt/t. The signitieaooe of this interlace is best described by Andre Malraux: 

The 9reetest mystery is not that we have been flung at ranoom among 
the profusion of the eatth and the galaxy of tM stars, but that in this 
prison we can f&h loo lmaiocs of oursel~ suffidentty powerful to deny 
our nothingness, 

In the fi nal analysis, tne value of Orp/,ftn can be ludgod ot'IIY thtough 
the lnnct thoughts of its readef's.. If the words comoined within o ffer you one 
second of self-<tisccwery, one fleeting moment of cutting &Cr0$:$ time and spaoa, 
then we, the staff and oontribU10ts of Orpt,,eu,, are satr$fted. 
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POETRY 



Written On The Sea 

Whisper gently the love you have for me, 
If love it ls you have. 

Let the oboes at)d violins siereoede vs 
The dreams explode-
The sw is in silent cacophony. 
Proclaim the IOWI. 

The waves, the mountain air with 
h.s fre,h soent tittilate us. 

VVhisper tove, "'° $8Y it's me you love 
for I love you. 

SIient moments, reality that is a dream 
the piano sttikiOQ gently 
And your vokie-

Comfort me. 

Don't thi.nk I don't love you 
I'm afraid to think you might be rigllt. 
I don't know what love is; hurt 
Oown deep there Is a feeling. 

Midnight dawns 
the mornif'lO rise sets 

I wi$h you weie with me. 

don't havt fancy words to tell 
you 

You know the hean cannot sc:>eal<. 

And words merefy ,eu a lie. 
Reed deeply into my evts 
And see the tcar$-they oome 

only from joy 3f'ld kwe and voo. 

It's m<>rt than I've ever heel. 

I guess I'm saying I noed YOO, 
Let e.n drink a .glas:s of coot pure 

water. 



Untitled 

C>anoing stars on rigid waves 
singing tunes that were me.ant to S&W, 
Oh, the light has brought surprise. 
you and I, we need no eves. 

Shining, shining, Oh $0 bright, 
the stars and we c:ommence to night. 

Waves they eome 
like men and thee 

only to face 
ocfds of history. 

C.ome, come. but they came no mor'e, 
Servitude. we all N...e bore. 

Flameles.s Flaw$ that 
time will tall, 
Mysery is so cloSl8 to Hell. 

Lift us up aod let's start again, 
some day, we shall win. 

Erin Beck 
Shells 

Shells tilled wi th Sclnd 
brought forth by th& wind 

Then WMhed away 
left empty 

Uke souls•bereft 
from thelr leek o f love 



Jenny White 
Help 

CA 

Lotd, I cry to you. 
Alleviate my svffering. 

Help 

I am lost . . . 
Seard'lln9 for an answer. 
My being ates with anguish. 
My soul wffers ex;etuci&ling: pain 
And !\Ope is lost. 

I am scared. 
The unknown fr ightens me_. 
So lost In the va:st po$Slbiliti0$ of tomorrow 
And I know nothing, 

Within me. I scream from the torwre 
Of uncertainty. 
Nothing is real or soltd. . 
Re.ching out to 9rM:P a single something 
And nothing ts there, 

I livo through one nightmare 
Simply to enter &nothet. 
Ute rotr.s on at its monotonous ~-

Coming ftom me 0et1tet of MY$Gff 
Energy daocing throughovt trrf body 
And extending beyond the bounds of rrff being 
To rt'<'f beloved. 
Blind bliss of ecs1asy. 



Sherrie Davis Calhoun 
Time's Child 

It w&fl'l that I didn't have t ime. 
Time to appease yOu. 

It was just ea.,iC( othet wav,. 
EMier to fill vovr smell enclosed room 

with modern diversions 
And to fill y<>ur days with other$ who knew better ways.. 

Sot let U$ go now. 
I am atone with mvsetf and mv Chore, ire done. 

The Dock 
Weter $?lashes 
Against blistered wells.. 
Fish nets oiled high 
On salty dedts. 
Small boits waltz endleMtv, 
Guided by the waves. 
Ye.now l)e()t)M. whh squinting eyes 
Arid finge,s like butterllies, 
Meke ready. 
Mending toggy fishing neu 
With tough white string. 

Gary Powell 
Wasted, as the ~Iden leaves of auttinv"I 
Gone. leaving nakedness to face 

wintel"s quietude 
Oreamtng, of spring's Jovoos rebinh 

which can never return, 



Bertie Martin Taylor 
Silent Enemy 

Moving in from nowhere, 
Unre.Jcntl0$$, unnerving mv itlner soul. 
like a fog that suddenly appears, 
With a sense of eerine:s.1 & uncalrn 
And may linger on for indefinite periods,
Or leave suddenly. 
I have no oonuol & can not <:Mnge it. 
'N'hy must It Invade & eotne betwttn? 
I contemplete & uv to undel'$w.d, 
Bot the answers are not appe,rent, 
And mv never be. 

Upon it's aeeplng in I feel k>$t In a min, 
Not $Ure if there is an edge, 
Or if it be ne,tr. 
I mow slowly so not to overstep mv viewing, 
caution that can wm inward, 
And tear at my insid0$. 
Oh, for only a voice, • nobe, ¥'1Ytl'lingl 

Silence. go away, 
I can not de&I with vou. 
N. I can not deal with fog.
It is only there & I am helples$. 

h is noisy .is a loud $0Vnc;t, 
8e<:ause it vibrates so. 
I w~t to sho-Jt at h, 
Stop, stop--before I am c::N5he<f by your ore$$Ure. 

Silence, go away & leave me. 
To «eate the dostness I seek, 
Sut it C8A'I not be withOut words. 
So le.ave me to be, 



Chau Kim Dinh 
Plaintes d'u, Refugie (suite et fin) 

L'eeu lui vient a la bouche 
OJend ii evoque l'image sai~te 
Ou bol de soope de Po~n f-evori 
Oe la saveur brulante dv "Vin de riz 
Et des ~ teaux. des fruiu. des delieat8$$8$ 
Oue seole c:haque oontree natale puisw offric: 
II pefd tout espoir 
Oe revoir iamais son pe,trlmolne 
M&:Js peut-etce ses enfants 
Rewrront un jour la t &rre des anccues 
Ouand las grends parents 
Les onc:lcs et les tanun 
Auront tepo$E! trois metres sous terre 
Sans Stele. sans encens ni p,apier votif. 

C8r le, enfanu n'euront plus garde 
Le souvenir sacre de l'image des defunts 

Mal$ $001 oeut-ette le refvgie 
Garde toute sa vie la nostalgie 
Ou parfu-m doux et prenal'lt 
Ou nenuph,er un solr calme d'ete 
Et la senteur rafraichis.sante 
Du paddy jaune murissant 
lJn soir d'hi't'tf fri$$0nnant 
Ac:cable d'insomnie 
Et de ttist0$$0 deel'limnte 
t..e visage ride, b&igne de lsrnl8s eooeurantcs. 



Vietnam 
To the everlasting and deep 
Humanist ,oul of Vietnam. 

Vietnam the pacified South, suzerain of i~rlsl Chil"'l3 
Of the land of proud ti~ters tor freedom 

L.egendaty offspring of Queen fe,iry $rid King- dragon; 
l/olhose forefathers caf"l"le from the mistv 
Oo~ Oil"lh l&\i:e in the hean of China's 0"!3inla(!.d. 

One hundred Viet tribes: in afl c:.ame out, 
But the Lac Viet afooe managed to sutvive 
The Han'$ land-grabbing and assimif~ting tribe! 

Starting from me Red River Oeha, 
Vie1namese set out to $lowly push 
And gnaw lrNW tufbulet'lt ~&. 
Then ct-mt the turn o f placid ,~, Combodia 
Cochinehi~this lu$h I~ 
wate<ed by the mighty Mekong; 
lu silt,alluviumdragge,d from sovthem China 
tu spring flowing from the Tibetan soil 
S3cred l and of the Buddhist Mahayana! 

Like a lotus spuning from 1,he mud 
And protruding its Cam.au gokfen petal 
And like a formidabl& nine---headed N.aga.• 

Sooth Vietn.am poses itself 
A sentinet atways on the l<>C>k out 
Watching and screening thOse whO Pl'tV 
Upon the rich, suategic lndochlntSe penitlsul&. 

Vi&tnam•-a smell kingdom r1,1led by Chtna 
For teo oentures and more 
Ye1 able to withstand 
And route the ill-f;)l"l"led 
World,eonque,ingGenghisKhan·s army! 

Viemam--small c:ovnuy whl(h hM prOdvctd 
Gri~at heroes and brave men 
We!l•W!rsed in Resistance wa1. 

•cuu long mea.ns nine <ftegons 

https://sutera.in
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Vietnam (2) 
Vietnam•<r0$$ fenillzation 
of the essence of two old civilizations: 
from lhe p0$hlvt wiSdom ot Chir\8 
to the mystic:, self-i nquisitive Ind ia 
ar\d tht enCOU"lters with Wes-torn powtts 
It hM melted and shaped up 
a Humanism so rate and lovable 
that h embraces all phil0$0phie$ 00d ideals, 

Vietnam-a catalyst of d iverse trends 
Where East rcver~ tly moots West 
In the profusion of pogodas, temple$, church& 
in concord between religious sects 
in toleration a~ ethnic mino.-ities 
in learning institutions, in arehitecture 
in fine ar1s, pootty and lit~rature 
In 1hlnking 
and in the way and &rt of living. 

Vietnam 
'l-lhere the trldition&I ond the modern 
and where East and West 
tNtppily blend and live in harmony, 
'hhe.re one CMtle of l"l'\8IOY rooms and styles 
stand up proudly 
and mjrrot'$ il.S image 
Qn the Pacific enigma. . . 



Forlorn Music 
I don't l ike red 
Gla.fing pucple and vidct. 
Nor s-teirk bl8<:k and blaring white. 
Nothing shocking to the eyes 
Noc sounds tickling to the ear. 

Glory to the delic.ate mysterious twin 
to the magic. the mys1i-c the eerie. 
I like tight 9teen. pale yello-.v, 
Subtle 8.mber, ffll,etilld, S&PPhlre. 

All IOh glows 
all hues end shade$; 
Hushed sounds, murmun 
since they mateh btttet 
and two in one 
easily blend together. 

I love datk uansp.arencies 
The twilight at crepuSQJlar time 
The pink aurora blV$hlng Shy 
Before the sun dam it$ nud8 rays
fot they t'l'lell<>w my wcaty heart 
and soften my biuer miner. 
Like some forlorn mv1k: 
still deeply tesoundlng in my SQijl 
like heavenly accord 
and conoord iOd fVmphOny 

between me hlgtity mc.lOdioos flute 
and the deepry sonorous 
and heart rendering 
movi09 ooe stting guitar 
of ancient melan<:holic ,>ast 

For they are voices 
deeply oonet381ed in rrrv $Ub0onscious. 
For they are tenuous and te~u:s link 
between mt traditional venerable soul 
of my nalive Southtast Asian country 
pcrmetated with Chinese, Indian wisdom 
and the huttle and bu$tle 
of the modern Wtsttln WOtld. 

F« they remind me 
of my &nguit.hed ~txile 
far, far away 
from things and men 
dear to mv ,rnan heart. 

https://tickli.ng


San Francisco, Ten Years Later 
San Franeisoo o maNelous to'M"I 
The rwain dk:I mcc1 in OOOOOfd harmony 
Thou elone gcweth a ll'l0$t bleuint 

OutCl'Y 
To Kipling's doomed Pf'OChcey, 

A soomingly endless bridg,e 
Spanning graceful, maitistlc 
floating on a calm blue sea 
This calm attemoon; ten years new by. 

A myriad of titillating shining gems 
The eyes of milllons of city dwtlltl'$ 
Peering st vou. beekoning yovr open mind 
A:\d mellowi!'¥iil your sour heart. . . 

A bay so lovely, so fentestic, so eerie 
That it etr't>rac:cs and hugs, o very tenderly 
A truly 00$ITIOPOllta.n city 
Sp,eading far and wide 
Up hill atld dOWt\ frOnt warf. 

How I love its rambling .s1reet cars 
Its tonuous. flowered Lombardo row 
What • S;a,bel tower 
o1 .laon!JvagQs, 1a08S, cultures •oct colors 

What a wonderful mingling 
of exotic Orient and modern West . 
This twbor and gate of continental U.S. 
'M'llc:h $Wings wide iu wonsi arms. 
to embrace the fres.h breeze 
and to lih and lay on its g,ene1ous $hole 
the wretehed, the oxiled 
from the mon$OOl"'ICd, forbidden Far E.im. 

Hu1ly burly Chin31own 
Sells Oriental luxuries 
F!avo, and taste 
And open mils. wh3rf rt$WJrants 
Lure tourists and gourmets 
with savory fruits from the ocean. 

I aJso find charm ind deltglht 
In QOrgieous an museums, 
In resplendent painting gaH-etie:s, 
a cress section of Eastern treasures 
W Westtrn, Aom-.an and Greek ooltures. 



San Francisco, Ten Years Later (2) 
But lowf the Japanese tea garden 
Seems lost in se.lf-(:()ntempl1nion; 
Amid roaring cars, flash ing lights, 
It emanatts frestiMSS, wenity of mind 
A IMting monument of the Orient 
Ari eternal miffor of transcendental Zen. 

And my Man soars and mrs 
With the lone, enigmatic seagull 
'Nho $U!"lltY$ his earthly empire 
of oo!oua! $kv wapers ind spires. 

Arid my soul Shartt the deS~ir 
of a black tiknted musician 
who mesmerizes late pedestrians 
with his hoarse voioe and l()Vt} songs 
his pathetic;, melodious flute 
til'\g(ld with nos-talgia from the SouUl, 



Camille Gavin 
lidepool 

Spiny-skinned creature skitters 
near a limpet k>cked In iuolt. 
P3tient, tM CNSlY fellow ma,ks 
the puckered doma, then shOYvS 
a tipsy t1ail to a surer po,t, 
to ch8n, to s:,101, 10 deviie. 

Hovering in that blue•~n womb, 
9tittY chamoognc crystals t(!3$ing 
soft. pink underbelly. 
he hinges tor the unhasping. 
A bllf'ld foot s:,rObe:s the weloome ttap. 
Slither, Cf\JOCh- il's done. 

The liQuid lens waIUt$ a etaiy ch<>t<J. 
flinging leshei on ils shattered shore, 

Bittersweet 
Mt before dawn, 

wMn night souncll cease, 
I touch the ~ing sp.a,oe-

Atd hear tht joy that 
onoe •t~ed 

my unforgiving f,ce, 

7AM on the Parking Lot 
SHm·necked bottles roll in naked grace. 
Mocldng the path of the ni9h1 before. 

https://att3�);.ed


Elaine Ferguson 
The Ecstacy 

Where. like ga,meted velwt. 
A pregnant b.ank swelled 
sat we two, 
One another's best. 

Ovr hands were tirmtv c:emented. 
By a cohesion of the Mind. 
Our eye.beams twisted and threaded 
Ovr eyes upon one dovble line. 

As 'tweeo tw0 like-armed nati0f'I$ 
Fate 
Suspends uncertain victory 
Our 5en$G$, advancing their ftate, 
Were gone out·hun,g 'tween him and me. 

When love with one another 
so intetenimatcs tw0 
That noble, one. inter-fused 
loneliness controls 

Joel Sherman 
Ode to a Calculator 

Slackbord Lady-
••bUfied in your uni\,arse of thalkdvst equations. 

Can you survive-
- when two plus twO- is five? 



Andrew <szeskowiak 
Las Polillas de Seda 

Life is another Chance come into the l'OOm: 
8town dou l)t)3'inst pink SQ\lares. 
I tell the c:fliklren, Wateh, and soon 
bleck writhing btlp, bloom from the Ck>U. moYement 
so miniature as Ch~ts our belief, Hitt.II over 
the lenses, bend light till it aches, '(t'!SI 
Ouidd Get tho Jtavcst Trets helpleulv give 
them. links paper-heavy 
filag.reed 1iny. netll l&c::ing, plnholing, 
Oots draoe to thin threads that whip up 
v.t,he worms-,got le3Ve$, bting more leaves! 
The worms grow green rings, meinge tail homs; 
we write their storias as their size spans my hand: 
they lx.llge. from thumbnail to kl\Uckte-nigh, 
a f.rle Eastet fatrle$$, t..o09 e:s rt'f'f last 
l imb, their munching fills up ell the quiet. 
Now they ate tender, fo,elegs to 
"Are they friends?" '"covrse-theY"re 
gonna haw babies." 

Touching tails, faced out for hope. or farewell, 
Leaving 1ffl8-II ycUow sprinkles 
th.at hofd the next waw. they ere clutr1$y. 
The class poi()ts. Thewurmsundo, 
hudd!e and wah the work dono. 

To Henry James --An Apology 
Eurooean novels ,re aftetnoon room$ 
Gau:ed by the dust lying thick on the floor; 
StodiM In gray, and d isciplined gloom 
VatiOU$ sottings of futnhure. bored, 



Desert Eagle 
For they heve grown old. and thought themsellleS wise 
To stay, while I f ty ave, the hill. 
But that kind of life is to die, for tl'1t-mint 
It the wicked. high end $hrlU 
Oy of the kite, 
The whlsUe of $Md on tM roeks, 
And the h&rsh. brittle sovnds 
W'hen , bea:$t makes his kill 

Century of the Victim 
We are the oppr~ masse,, 
A minority of millions 
',\'hose IMS -,e weighted out 
On SM'lt global metronome of fancy: 
For we have said, "On us, lord, &net 
On our children!" And on our 
Fifth. and sixth, and seventh gencr"tHiom. 
Of them we hate and leam to hate. 
Heritage Is iml)Ot't&nt to us now, 
Fw more than 10 our anoes1ors: 
We count by heaps of rotting dead·• 
Who counts the faces? 



Wilma Cassel 
After She Left 

After she left, 
Aft« the feeling of gullt•ri~ 
Re~ had lessened, 
The l~k of NT i:,tesiet')Ot 
Filled all my d8Y$. 
The weight was gone, 
The unwanted wtight. 
"What t\e'-.-e You ever given me?" 
I'd silently shouted. 
Tht st>ate in the midd~ wM scant ~h 
Without the pushing pressure. 
Without the cluching clasp 
Of d~ir$ dependence. 

Now, the ends al'e gone. 
And the middl-&'s mueh too large to think I~ 
Hollow, vacant 
Yet still busy with quick blurred imtge:S 
Of hatf,glimp$00 sctl"wt$ 
Of s.lU8$S giving and of love. 
There's too mueh toom now. 
I <.:annot think clearly 
In all this added s~. 

I o,nnot think. deerty. 

Summer Song 
A long fortotten arm h&$ laln under my head 
TIii mtwn. 

Tonight the rain nympht cry 
And toss tears on m; pane. 
My heafl $tlrs with quK\it pain. 
For that uru-emembered- love. 

Winter's tree stands 
Start. alone 
No bird nests $8fely sheltered 
In those barrtn boughs. 

I do not know where the bird hi!$ flown, 
8ut I retncmber the Summer Song 
It sings no more. 



Stages 
Roll the cumin down I AgeingActor1, 
Center front! 
Aueod: Please. no mo,e plaints of 
Hoarfron hair 
And achif'l9, juiceles.s joints. 
No more lamenu of $Unken skin 

And faJterino feet: 
Sud'I self service only speoc:1$ 
The final seore. 

Janus waits 1n the wings. 
8ut with prudent padcnce
l,,.e.i,.,es the telling wm,tile 
In your hands. 

Raise the rurtainl Dim the lighu-
Places. pft.aset 
Speak out to sJow time's flowl 
C.evortl 
And sot> whh tempered tears.. 

Substitute CAn Extended Hyperbole) 
She swept Into the ,oom. 
And she spotted me there, 
Slue.suited Md au unsu$J)f1Cting, 
I w.» fixed with her stare 
While in accents quite fair 
StMt examined my ,..e,se and tnfo,mod me: 
'Welt your i,mbs jam. af'l(J your dsc;tyis lack. 
And your trochees are merely auocioo:sl" 
Oh. ¥11 ktiew she was wise 
As she looked in our eyes 
And quoted us freely from Milton. 

I sat there alone midit the sherds of mv verse, 
All shanered atong with my ego, 
But I couldn' t help but mutter, 
Ot perhaps rno,e like stutter: 
"I don' t love you, Ms. X, and Mtther, I fetl, 
Would h...-e Milton." 



There is a Stage 
As-
Complete with players. 
A peaceful plaoe 
Far from the cur.Ing .ctg:es of 
Fury and Frustration, yet 
Oose enough to 
The pained. then peaatful faces. 

Li$ten: 
The searching soundS of 
Being. 
We are as 
We are, 
Reflected in endless lengths of 
MMJcif'l9 mir'r'Ors; 
Each present image
Supcrirriposed on the Past. 
Infinite: 
One bonded blend of 
Sane Sickness 
And 
Sick S&nlty. 

Thero is no pause in the 
PUl$ing Pano,ama. 
Nor evet will be till 

The End. 



Clowns 
Strip a down 

down, 
Incising $11:in, 

to 
Shining sinews and 

""""· 
Plvci<: a ot.rve 
Like a o,llo ttring 
And feel with him 
The pulsing pain. 

Dress him up In 
His puppet's disguise, 
Pl'es., OOttoo "on," 
And watch the fool perform. 

Laugh at downs, 
The sounds o f mirth 
Seti) down through skin 
Like <le$en rain 
To sury the twanging, restless-And mute the eYOr•present pain. 



Marijana 
Wny Do I Cling to You 

It's not en®gh to say I'm $0rl'y ood then mo~ on 
but some1lmes it's Ill thait'J P0$Sible. 

h's strange how str0ngly de:ad leaves cli~ to 
e s\urdy tree. even thOugh death has touched them. 

In this $ame way I cling to you 
remembefing your touch, ....t.ich is betttr for90uen 
then e¥er felt. 

'M,y then do I cling to vou? 
I've known vou a f~ $hon weeks 
yet I bend tOW'ard you when we walk. 

\'-lher""'er we walked, a pan of me w&s left. 

Clin,ging to ttee:s, 

scatterod in the wind, 

nixed in crowds. 

Eech cerider momet'lt we $haled inclvded a letting go of 
precious feelings gone . . ,given .. . taken, . Jost. . . to you. 

Now as I rewalk these path! I h(lpO fot a fcelit'lg or a 
~tion 
But they are gone, now do yoo see why I c ling to you? 
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Chy'a 
Waterbed Fugue , D minor, F Plus 

Can't chronicto the nvmbers of the tears 
Can'1 coun1 the let1ers of the heart. 
(The tales of love that never f)et the hand through pen to Pad 
to Taint and Taunt.) 
Skill lies in the wooing, and the sport is lost thereafter. 
\\'here goes tht said affC1:tions of this lover? 
(The piu of d8'kneu cfeepe, then the depths of hell 
To that on& who woukl fathom that deepness 
To carry back the <ffltlh-clairned love.) 
Ye,. your trlels are fO,ly and the pktt is dre.ldfuUy old. 
You may Jove while you're young and jolly. 
(And the age<tone's bed rs oold.) 

Dwane Johnson 
Seed ln dark~: 

destiny unknown 
So affected in'1de, by the earth that 

feeds t0 strictly slow 
Patiently $81, then a push through a craok. 

whete freedom fO( growth 
awaits 

Still a bud. cut from thy reoonditelv roots 

Now isolated I stand, ieen oot known-
wihlng Innocently 

Must he still sit, with faoe fixed, tkttdl8d 
Seeming not stroked, while tW1 erase 
The portrait that's only memory seen? 
His faoe framed with eves endeavoring 
8tackn~-when upon a tower and ~II they melt. 
Then. flOOding the pump with cenvas- btood. 



Terrence M. Matthews 
Onward 

The thunoot roared and shook 
the silence of the valley 
green and calm, 
And masks of smoke climbed steadily 
until the tun stained openly, 
now droped in the foul arms of war. 
Pondet'ously-
8 g,eyness shuddets in the day 
mewing lightward upon a shadeless field, 
where fear and courage run side to side, 
11tm in arm 
run the fleeting lines of 9tey, 

"Onw>rdl" 
Cries the generetlon 10$1 to time. 
So you:ng they ran that afternoon, 
$0 young th& fi.eeti ng lines oi grey 
that afternOOC"I. 
And from the rows e throaty S(:tean'I: 
an agony placed on the air 
so sh3ncred now with unseen. namele$$ 

tragedy. 

"Onward!" 
And still they ventured out that cha(9C 
till sokliers so spot the Sh&d<>wed field 
end death and fear so stein the softne5S of the eve 
with blood of blue and grey deceived 

a,m in &rm 
they lie 
and dream yet lhe sweet thoughts of youth. 

Autumn Song 
An 11utumn wind whistles a manging breath 
o.-er tM face of a passing ytar. 
and uf:)W&(ds thr~h sleepi~ br-&nchlt$ 

wavirq wildly 
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Question 
s;~, 
endless fal ling night, 
$W&Ct with the breath of youth concealed~•. 
can we 91859 upon t.ght 
of death to stalk revealed? 

April's Man 

I am April's men October held, 
• ,uanger pulled to Sunday's lanes 
I walk, vnfamiliar, past \hit waves 
captive still with metnofys stains. 



Susan Bain 
C-VS,tal dosets tun of dust 
$t'ld en.ats from day-old bread 
the sugarplums had turned to <:rumb$ 
beneath her well•colfed heed. 

Her fanwies had l'ancid seams 
benealt1 the wnished nor~bought dream$ 
She searched for some small simple thing 
Wt w could can htr awn. 

Then hanging up her e'Vening dot.hes 
through d0011 that trembled as they closed 
she tore e petal from the rose 
he'd le~ in sympathy. 

And turning on a polished heel 
she begged the room to stop its reeling
panic rUShing to th$ c&iHng 
WMhlng 'M'!ite the fl()()(. 

'W.'re all adorfd but who are we 
wt-.en freedom means not being free 
&net rose, left in wmPJthy 
lie wilting on the floor?" 

Through <Soots that dose each time they open 
words that ctiange each time they're spoken 
she searched for o~ small thread unbrok.,,. 
a token tor the lame. 

' 'I'll name this role I've played 'Iii now 
that's turned to sweat bt~s on my brow 
before I've lakf it in the 9round 
no unnamed epit&Phs." 

And laughing then for lavgh she must 
or slowly sink into the dust 
with nothing Jeh but Nive lMt 
end c:rvsts from d,v-old btead. 



Tears lklspent 
I see the ripples 
of time Md graoo 
unhur,ied 

Fury raged in dus-t 
' til trust wocumbed i t I~ 
numbed by nature's wrath 
dfoe>Ping: crumbS In the beggat', bOwl 

Furrows hold those years 
those tears unspent 
your shOule!ers bent 
by acre, leh to till 

arld still thorst 
reach O\Jt from weathered brows 
to touch the land you nuf"SOO 1hrough $\U'l\l'OOf's d rOUght 
&nd loving finger, re:5,t upon that plON 
I stop 

to ask You hOw 

SWee1 Melonie 
with your china face 
embracing love 
you laugh each time he ,peak$
You seek. your image in his ev~ 
his $ighs, his touch 
with such unfailing trust 
must you flutter so 
relax 
he's Mki"O for your hand 

branded thiO(JS, heal quickly 
in the w mmer 

slumber on lhe chai$e 
his days are nine to five 
vour life's a matinee 
held O'o'er for the diflnet c:rO'Nd 
louder Please 
I can't hear you 
COUid SOl'l"leOne J)ka$18 adjust the ,ound 



Fantasy in G 
he wM free to be alone 
no roller skates to block his path 
no lath 
Ot J)laste, etumbllng to repair 
and there he sat 
hat in hand 
walti"9 for the band to play 
Fantasy ln G 
she was free to be alone 
no lather i" the bowl 
no soul to talk to 
'NOks and ehina sets left on th& shelf 
a self to find 
Vfrld the ctock 
the talk show's running down 
3'0und her feet 
repeating 
Fantasies In G 
t!wv wetc fl'ff 
to be alone 

Watchmen Don't Roll Dice 
Yo-u pulkld the shade again 
jU$1 when I W&$ $Ulrting to believe 
your smarting wounds evoiding turpentine, 

Please, let~s try the wheel onoe more 
oo'lf drOI) like dice upon the gamblet's floor 
adored, abh.OrOd 
(he Lord of l.lght will pass us by 
to try new lovers. 

But there you sit 
unfit for ba-ttlt 
No moce rettling the cage! 
The I~ are asleep 
encl 1he watchman's going home alone. 



Father Nickolas G. Milatos 
The Instructor 

To uncSerstand is to know. 
To know fs: to have that spteial key. 
ihat special key 
iJ the tool whidl opens 1he 8'>'en1>e 
that inte,oonneett the fWO worlds. 
The exoteric with the mtetic one. 

When this is aehieYed 
there is the feeling of a0C01'1'¥1ltshment. 
lhe feie¾ ing that is within 
so unknown to explain 
but vet so precious ..-Alen vou J>Osstss: h. 

It is a feeling that gives vou f<wre. 
It is tho lov• that opens th& door of dartneu. 
ft opens the d()()(' of the dart: 
and lets in the light whieh revtals. 
Then the one increa9E!S, the other dedlnet. 
In the ptooe:5$, the underm,nctin,g. 
lhe knowlodgo, the special ksy 
are ever so mvch lncteased, 
Then the f~ing is in vour heart 
present for everrno<e, 

It is the fooling wtlich distinguishes 
one h1,,1man from the other. 
It is the feeling 
v.flich makes one human a master of its art 
encl the other a tla'lt. 

It is the feeling of s-tability 
It is the feeling of knowing thyself 
Then the one can be a builder 
The othe< a bearer of a ne,me. 
It is this feoeting within 
that makes you so different 
and so fC)ecfal from other'$. 
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C. W. Morrison 
San Joaquin Sunrise 

Moonless darkness btightens waiting suirs; 
Fafmyafd f&oodl'W!a gleam in disatray; 

Nibbling N~t-1olk, sensit'lg coming light, 
Warily seek 5,afe haven•.t,efore becoming prey. 

A paleness rises. $preeck behind tM East: 
The twinkling night-sky merkers di$8ppe,r. 

Ml AJI but Mighty Venu.s, shining still, 
'TII touted as the Sun (behind thO mountaiM) hovert near. 

SO STARTS THE DAY: 

The skyline of Sierra, showing nark, 
Pale light above while all below is <hirk; 

And bfrds Chirp tloepitv. and then aw31't 
Of morn approad'lina; Chatt et fills the alt. 

Abow, a Jazif1/ floating doud shows pink; 
Dark clouds in mountain passes turn to rose. 

8ut Quickly! Quickly lookl The rosoy fleitOe 
Turn$ scarlet! Brilliant SCiltf.etl As the tlny s.un disc: show$. 

Grey shadows shun the gtO'Ning, Svn, th«t sky 
Soon pales to pinks, washed yellows, then lhe blue. 

The Valley lights jU$t disappear. and man, 
Joo merely m3n, return$ to toil. never ktiew-

He rrcvcr sa,w. And vet each dfft/ it happons onoe .1151aln•· 
Again, ag~n. agein, and yet ~in. 
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San Joaqlin Slllset 
With noon-rime heat diminished, 

A lowering Sun C8$ts shackmS I~ 
An evening bree.i:e. dis-tvrblf'II) leaves, 

Softly mutes the sparrQWs $Ong. 

That great red orb upon the rim 
Of all the earth that man can see. 

EnhanCC$ handsome mod:in;birds-
Singir'\9 on OOlightfulty. 

So Sol suoc:umbs: swift silent fli!,lt! 
Pait row ravs of vaoqu-i$hed Sun 

Enliven high fa, clouds with fight 
For bteathlass moments • then • 'tis done! 

NOW, 

Twilight hOlds the stage until 
The twhterlng $Ol'l9$fers cease. but stlll 

Grey mockingbirds sing on, unseen. 
And date dread dart. to if"ltflfV8nO! 

Hushed, mystic shadows bring the n9lt; 
Exceptif19 seru thel'e is no light. 

Must I assess my (.lay? 
~f-ri9Jlttously rant for right to prey? 

Or must I, ShaMed, prayer denied, 
In sombre, sjnlstet $had0v1S hide? 



And Such Are We 
The source of light 

Is composed of, created by, 
The selfish desi,c of mankind: 

An intetlect, an oddity too foolish to 
Sun,ive withOut a beam. 8 path, 

Or $l0me elusive lif'N of nature: 
A god 10 worship Of n~tect 

Sy whim. 

A Ct'O$$ convenient to man 
With noils of $01id nm: 

Red nails 
That have not known blood; 

A weet that never turns: 
But Is not StraJslht. 

Thi$ s'P<)$(?(1 inteUec1 'pon vdlich 
Man's arrogance and pride is bMed: 

Is still a toot 
With wtlkn man'kind desuoys mankind, 

And other things ptrhaps mote prt'clous 
Than itsetf. 

A spade that digs a 9'8Y8 
And wonders wt.y 

It cannot flll 
Tho ,i,oce 

New oc:cupied. 



Clara Meek 
Love Be Quieted 

Memories run unrepelted 
In the cradle of my mind. 
Reflec1ing,ne• e r forget ting, 
Hal)PtOiOQ$ of bVgon,& t ime. 
8tight as spring you entel'ed 
Unbeknowt\$t and unprevtiled. 
Beguiling and adoring. 
Forcing b!OSSOf'I'\$ to unfurt 

Grapes ripen on the vine, 
Spring turned to summer folly, 
Frolicing. $kyht-rking, unabridged, 
Not carir,a whose htaru volloy. 

\folhen ticaves begin to fall, 
And wiidom dot!$ abide; 
Comp&Sion for the f;wn and dot 
Require a love be Quieted. 

Is winter now and all ts still 
Snow blanket from above. 
But memories reve, or meny year, 
Our q uieting tOYe, 

Love Lost 
Youth be gone, I need y01,,1 not 
Yoo fill me with despair. 
Like spring you are, ft30lle, gentle, blossoms whi1e, 
unaware. 
I need a strong, brisk summer storm 
To mature the fru it wailing to be bom. 
Abundant raln fWi ll make me ripen, 
Elucidate contours to mirrOf my diamonds. 

Alas the dey. rnueh to tr'f'f ~rin, SIJ:ldenfy d id pass. 
Leaving floods and mud, alloyed with brot..en glass, 
Its stte.ngth wM masked hiding recak:iUlMlt harm, 
Ano you left m& thete, suspended bv YOllf arm. 

For gentle youth I (lo $0 pine, 
Old age &IOne is ervcl, unkind. 
My loss. like blosfoms:, is gone forever. 
Alack., still I' ll yeam till 1he "twelfth of never." 



Delores Bratton 
Old Beauty 

Time ha$ passed so 
swiftly by 

There does not seem 
to be a sigh. 

StOOl)Od, 
Wom. 
Wisdom told ii$ lime 

WOWS cold. 

Life and death 
h&$ pa$Sed near 

J\'.akes it so much 
more d~r. 

Not 8 beauty of a 

'°"'·A Seau1y of the 
t imes. 

A Centll'y Gone 

He seemed unlikedc 
in the past. a lone 

shad()W in a sea of grass. 
Beauty 1, lost in a ero'NCI. 

t-te stands p,oud. 
The rOdents of the earth and sky. 

Abused ,>t their will. 
A Century of wind and itorm 

tore ~t t,is VC(y coro. 
He bakes. He burns 
He ..veeps, He chills 
"Such a m.eS'Sy. 
s~,wuv -thing." 
!/v'hen death 000$come 
As it mvs:t to au, 
SOtne will stand 
Some will fall. 
It dOCs not seem 
he did enough. 
No one seems to 
know, theCenturian. 



Bertha Crow 
Facets 

The roOO was untraveled then, 
Md the gods held out paths 
EnttCin;t feet to $lfay into worlds unknown. 
Eager eves. who~ depth$ had oot vet shaooY.'fd. 
Behe-ld the shining ball• 
M1.1hi¢0IOl'ed• 
Impatient hands held it tightly 
As the sunlight fllte<ed throvgh 

Intermission 
lntCtmisslon • Bertha Ctow 

The waYes of agitation oeesed. 
Leaving the messed throng 
Quiet and thoughtfol. 
The drums muffled the last s1aoca,to beat, 
And the ~u viola stood vacant 
Of the deeply me-lodioos qu&tity 
That tied the trills together. 
Even the woodwinds. 
An<S the br8$$y trumpets were forgouen, 
Leh carelessly to gleam without i hint 
Of motion they once hOO •stirred. 
The music hangs silent now 
And the score a massed jvmble 
Of black. dotted lineJ on 
\Alhite paper. 
8ut the deep rumbling 
Storm of the ocean lives on, 
And th8 triumpl).lnt matef'I 
Of the tonquetor, 
The gentle swelling of h9' tide, 
And me Sl)fighttv dal"liCO ot Pan. 
The Conductor sits in the midst of siWICO, 
And c,ontemphnes that which was, 
And time could not deS1foY, 



Deserted 
It stands forlorn. 
Its hOatded secret corners 
Empty M rain baHel.s in the dead of summer 
That drowned 01\Ct before. 
Sare. open for the world to see, 
Yet not so swept as 1, 
T~ting doots to <:lo$e ind the drapes to be drawn 
Upon the f3r horl~on that reoedcs whh the day. 
Full ~I I Xnow, 
Once the limP. res,ponding sovt 
Should oe&,t to vietd. 
The door will <:lose forever. 

Jerome Evans 
fv1ore Than 

TliC hean i$ more 
Than pumpif19 blood. 

The brain is more 
Than sendir19 

Electric-like impul,es 
AlOJl9 nerve root$ unending. 

Fire is more 
Than man'.s 000d friend, 

Water is: al\\,ay$ hea11ng. 
The mind 1$ more 

Than thinking only, 
And the heart i.$ more than feeling. 



T'Sin 
In Passing 

She a see 
foam- -i1"9 

"'"'"' -ing 
Ult-

'<lul-
•ated 

before me; 
fem ininity was in her treed 
mali9nancy in het flow 

She came. 
I s;,w, 

She •held-
the wind 
{trapped); within my ncmrits 
and strai---.. -ning at the pipe, 

without/effon 
without/thOught 

She came. 

She did, •not ·-· 
She--drcw•ntar 

•unaware• 
WOtkb c 

t 
u 
m 

b 
I 
e 

in a faih,.n to heac: 
see: 

or core 
Shecame. 
I trembled. 



Retrospect 
Liquid river$ of gold and silver coupled at the delta; 
Metallic eJemeots which -could not mate, 
Neither c:ould be d ivided, 
Were rT1$1'ried: 
By the natural courses of the valley aod the mountain. 

Within the banks whete tl'\ey did mesh, 
Turmoiled they, in colors of sun 8ncl light. 
Their gtoty gone unnotic:ed while in the flood 
8u1 from a distance fully d iscerned. 

8ut, when passion's flame w,s dimmed 
And alehOmy's grown brighter. 
E.est and West the metals dlvkled. 
So great the schism 
The t ivers took to separate beds. 
A cover of herbs and bushM 
Lost Qdl from the other't vk:w. 

Toe State of Uriah the Hittite 
Descended, 

A t,pldcr mllken white 

Upon, 
A bunerfly p.ainted bright 

Stoic, 
GnOd the rovnded maker 

Tr1tason, 
Thinv talent traitor 



The Phoenix 
Vaulted heavenward in catactvsmic blast 
AOtlgh-hews mooo1ith, birthed of Vufcan flame, 
Runs down Father's #louk:fet' befOto His fired wrath, 
And <:<>mes to rest tn I/quid bed, protected from Hi$. heatl!d rain. 

It rested pl3cidly, Md did not hear 
The l~ttr of the IYl3$ter scv1ptor 
Who. languidly slow, began his labor 
And cared not whether completion tame fast or nCYCr. 

Laboriously nature's watt,Y SCfibe 
Etched rmv the roughened edges 
As the sculptor seemed to fdlion from the stone 
An object, a tool, for some useful pu,posc.. 
But, when tho job seierned finished, he continued 
Till thete was nothing but grain.s of sal'd. 

A billlon particles of nothingnes.\ 
Till heated by Vulcan's furnaced b reath, 
Theo they beoome one egain: , monolith. 
Resting silently in the ground awalting 
Tht molten spetm which will Stan the p,occss once again. 



ESSAYS 



David R. Worley 
The People's Champion 

Introduction 

As I was exposed to that golden age kooY,-n as the Renai$&'W'ICe I 
encountered many remarkable accomplishments that filled my mind with awe 
and wonder. The beauty and passion to be found in thCse works of art and 
lhe~ture speak not o,nty to the trte, bvt to the he3n 8S well, They 
with .such eloquence of the dig.nity of man that eacfl encounter with such a 
work lisavts oot filled with a sense of his own limitless potential. 

The true value of these gifts from the Renoiwooe, hQwcver, goes rat" 
bayOnd a spirhual uplifting. The wious student $000 realites that rnanv of 
the prodvca of this period reflect not ooly the na1vre of hlftorioal figures, 
but speak to men of all ages as well. Trapped within the confines of our modem 
-,c and environment, we are often ....-iablt (and more ofttin unwillif'IOI to see 
the world from the broader pe(1PCCti~. However. one (af'l gain a«es:s to this 
higher level of unders-tanding through the timeie$.$ \\Qtks of the Reoai$.1.lnce. 

If the above leads the reader to expect the following pages to contain 
1,cooynis of numerous men and event$ of the Ae<1aiss&oce, he will be 
disappointed. This paper wrunQ from &,'\ Idea put forth by one man: Nicoolo' 
Machiawlli. The ideas that I profess here resu1ted from a combination of 
pel'$0nat ex;pereet'lce and formal learning that has laid srnoldeti~ in my mind 
for some time, But 11 we:s Machjavelli'$ "CJrde of Govemmena" Wt Ignited 
this ooar-tioulated feeling into a somewhat refined belief. 

In "The Circle of Governments·• Machiavelli dis1ing,i.,!$hed between thrto 
types of 9()vernme,u: 1he monar<niea.l, the aristoeratie. 11'1d the demoemie, 
Al1hovgh he labels thMe three M gOOd gove,nmerus. he ttatts that, due to 
the corruptible nature of man, 88ch of these good governments will lne\'itably 
de<::av Into a bad one. Thus, through a cyclical prooess, monarchy becomes 
tvrenny; arisl£C'acv beeOmes oli;,arehy; and democ,a,cy d~r-atcs into 
licentiousness. 

Aocording to this parad~m. pc>pular gcwernmcnts are typically fOfmed by 
a people after having overthrO'Nn an oliga1Cf'ly, Spatked by the rrernory of 
the prince, a demoaacy is fo,med to insure tho5e civil rights that were so 
often violated in tho past. Howevtr. this oot'tCern witn thG proteetton of 
individual righu ultimate-Iv leads to a state of anarchy. And beeiUSe this popular 
state haLS lapsed " .,.Into thatj<ind of licence which inflicts injury upon public 
as well as private interests." the people are forced to seek the safety and 
regularity of government by 8 prince, 

And so the pendulum twings.. In &n effon to insure individual freedom 
we .saerifiee a degree of order. As tlme9Qe$oo and the bovncts of these freodoms 
&re continvaHy txpandOO, thei'e comes a polt'lt at whieh 1he degfee of o,der 
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Jost become$ too $felt to bear. The S~te ,especu the Individual's freedom 
to such a deg,ee th&1 it becomes PQWerless to stop that individual when he 
threatens the freedom o f others. 'Mien the common man finds that he can 
no l<>nger det>encl upon his QOYCrnment to, simple law and order, he will seek 
en altemati"I?. Even though that alteroatNe may reduce his fre«:lom 
C0Midetablv. 11 will at ttatt ~ieYe hi$ present distress. ·•suet, is the e/rcle whi<n 
all repvb!la are destined to tun through.,"4 

Such dire predictions for the cou,se of popular gowmmeot lead one to 
consider the fate o1 our own (so-called} democraey. If Machi8'1elli's prediction 
is correct. we thou1d see signs: of an inaeasJng diSfegard for law and otdet 
v.tiich w!II uhimatcly precipitate the swing toward a police state. Surety, the 
multitude of laws p,otectifll th& eocused and the general Je.niency of the oourtS 
haY8 taken much o f the sting out of the legal dctetr(lf'lts to c,fme. Whether 
this NS actually led to o,eater anarchy In Ametici today than In the paist 
is the sob;ec-t of much debate. However. few ,emnable men can deny the 
assertion that because of tec:hnologiec1l advances such as television. America 
Ol!ftainly """" more violont. Oue to nationwide covcraQe bY three maJo, 
networks, we ,&1e (l0n$t&ntly bOmb&td-ed wit!\ lnttances o f violenoe and alarming 
statistics on the rising crime rate. Whether thi$ reflects a true inaease in crime 
and ur'ltMt Is not as imP<)f'tant as the perception of spreading anarchy that 
it f0$tet'$ in the mind$ of the public. For it is what people belle-..e to be true 
that causes them to act By c:ontinu1Uy confronting the individual with the 
~l realities of life, we may ina<;Svettently f0te2 his hand, thereby causing 
the drastic OYefreaetion th3t Mac:hiaw\U prtdietecl. 

When the time cotOOS that Americans feel so threatened and ins(lcuft that 
tuen an overrea,c,ion d08$ take place, who will be their charnc>ioo7 What min, 
or group of men, will finally decide that the time has oome to take control 
and rest0te ord8f' to a d istraught and frightcotd Ametica? This group mu:st 
not only haY8 uw tMt and respect of mt American people, h mutt also have 
the means f 0t sue:!\ e move as well. f t is my belief that we wlll ultimately 
r~ the threshold o f anatdw that Maehiawlli describes. Furthermore. I beHcw 
that we are, at this vetv moment, training that tUte 91'0UP of men whO will 
answer the eell when that moment arrive$. The training ground is th$ United 
States Militsv Academy at West Point. By relating some of the partioolars 
of the ueining Ula1 I reoe.ived 8$ a West Point c:.,det, I hOPe to eJ1Plain in 
the following i>aaes the basis for thd assertion. 

Emry into the corps of C8dets ClW'I be m0$-t * ily likened to entrv into 
a religious community. Hwing sufferad both afflicttOOS, I cen speak trom 
authoritv. Aft~ gening over the shOck of a school with bat$ on the windows,5 
the eager but somewhat IIQPrehensiw high school gt8duste walks through the 
gates ttlat cut him off from civilian life. What follows is sn incredible seri.es 
of efforts directed at erasing any semblance of civilian appearance and attitude. 
11 i$ <1uite effective. Ju.st four hOuts after the n&N cadets arc admitted, they 
appear fultv uniformed. bald. and in perfect fo,mation to mare!\ to Trophy 
Point for the $\W<lting-in oecemony. The entire occ::asion ls un<Sovbtabty f0t 
the partnt's benefit. They r•ave the base secure in the knowledge: that their 
$Ort$ (diugl\tcrs too. these days) will learn the many be-.ne1its of personal 
discipti ne, They rarefy realize that the extent of that disclpline9()0:S far.beyond 
the immaculate awearanat, shouted responses &net new chins. 



A common theme in mafly of the lectvrei that we attended during the 
first two months was the necessity o f shedding our civilian identi1y. I <:ould 
easily envi$1on rrrv S.,ptlst pas1or In piece o f the U.S. Arm; major that warned 
"You are no lonQef PWt of that world." Fim it WM .slMerS 1nd nt::,N civilian$! 
I, llke my c:lawnates, ate it right up. Part of the same presentation was a 
long txP09& on how we were " the c:11!am o f tM «oC> in America." They spent 
so much time reviewing 1he stiff oompe1hion for 8QCePtenoe among America's 
finen and generally patting us on the th#t they had us oati.-.g right out 
o f their hands. When Ont's ego 1$ (:Qtl$tantly fed on tht satne food, lhat fooct 
can bec:ome addictive. Such is the case here. ThG cacSct quickly develops a 
very strong ego and self pride upon his membership in the Co,ps. This 
he lP5 g.reatly in wea k.cnlllg one's t ies with the civilian world. As a c.adet, one 
i$ admired end lauded by civilians and military alike. Since cadets are very 
oompetitivefv oriented. this proves to be a very effective indoctrination 
tecMiQue. Of course, upon leaving the auditotium we a<e ooce llQSin reminded 
of the low station we he)d i.n our bl'8'le new world. 

A:s time and training progressed, the theme of the mititary/cMlian 
dichotomy was m ioulated In gruter detail. It t>ecame one of tht major mental 
OOO$tructs thit we u$ed in orderil'l;) our environment. 8'v this- time the modes 
of ttansfe,ring these attitudes t,ecame more subtle. but the idea was, 
ne-.«thefoss. consistently teinf0rotd that civilians wece a different breed of 
$0imal. Since the oYe1ricllng: characteristic of West Point Is Its incredible 
discipline. it was only natural that the comparison fell along tha;e noes. Civilians 
Mre conceived of as 9C(lel'altv undi$c:iplined, inefficient and blundering in 19ite 
of their good intentions. Their self• serving neture and lack of tlU8 cocnmitment 
to group goab caused them to be too caught up in the l)8ttV games and nioeties 
of politic:t to make sny real progress. TM cadet beOXneS so Impressed w;th 
the seeminglv impossible tasks he achieves simply because of his wiJI p(:/tl,'er 
tha t d iscipline becomes his answer to t l'\8 nation's ins as 'Well. There is a nattJl'81 
tendenev to g,ene(allte the lffl<>ns learned within our m~ to the world 
at large. We learn of the great etflciens;y and tlexibilitv that C$l"I be $Chiewd 
through a unified Chain of o:i-mmand. \1 ,'t study many i~i\08 example$ of 
the nec:$Sitv to act quickly. decisively end whh 9fWt flexibility. Such flexibilitv 
as a unit. noweve, , ne<:e$$ltates greet QJnttol within thot unit 

By contrast. the civilian gc)Y8mment is a rather slow and OJmbersome beMt 
indeed. The sv,tem of c:he,ck.s and balances Intended to preserve dvll rights 
are often looked upon by the military as obstrdes to the efficient discharge 
ot<dutie:s in today's fast paced world. Ttw military argument admits 'that a 
certain degree of flexibility &nd efficieney must be saeriftoed in order to 
es-tablish a democracy. Ho-.Yever. the degree of that saicriflce is the p0int of 
contention. The apinion was frequently voiced that the present ck,gfee of 
saaifice of these two factors far exceedS the bOunds of good judgment. The 
Armv m.akts i't$ Cil$8 through promotion of 'the perceplion that the world it 
an environment thst is ho$tile to democracy. The development of such a 
tiefotQtlon Is inevitable tor th& cadet. His entire life ex,:,eri,Mee for four years 
is directed toward l)erleeting him as en effic:ient fighting m&ehine. When one 
spends four vear, stuctylno the wor1d by sizing it up as a prObable enemy. 
tl'le environment looks very hostile indeed. 



This environmeot conoept is 8C)f)lled to the Atmy't arguments 
concerning civilian ~t In terms of the n&OBS,Sity to be on out gu&td, 
Thi,s l:s. we must fir,t be militarily strong in order to protoct what we've altea(jy 
got. Proirress in terms of hlmlW'I rights mun be secondary, lest we lose what 
we've aocomplis:hed thus lar. The general populace has no real concept (so 
they say) of the intricacies of the world balance of J)OWe( and the f1'89lle forces 
that have k.ept Ul sefe us, to nr:,w. Therefore, any policy goals ttlat are decided 
by compromi519 between these persons' ptrcepttOOs of the natiooat lnteteSt art 
at best Ineffective and at worst extreMely dangetous. In otder to effectively 
compete with other milltarily edvanoed nations having the advant• of a highly 
«ganittd and d isciplined hieratchy of command, we m.ist conoectt to the 
exl)Cl'tise of thosie whose b\.4i00$$ it ls to defend Vt from such hostile for08S. 
If we continue to shackle those who are best able· to preserve our svstem. 
this wm uttim&tely le8d to n:, downf&II. AQain I must note that what I refer 
to here as the Army's 8fgUment is not presented formally as s\lCtl !although 
it is often voiced in infOfmal conversation). Rather. this p,e<Sl)eetive is fostered 
through me seH.IC'live i)resentation of materl.1Js and anituctes. This is not to 
say that the Army fosters these perspee1ives COO$Cious.ly (although I belie've 
a gOOd casie C3n be m9de that they do). They may just be the by-prOducu 
of ttalning de$igned tor other goals. But 'td'lether the situation Is con$CIOU$ly 
constructed or simply an accident, it is no less real. 

The V.Wk00$$ of 1his argument is pointed ov1 in the wrhing o f ~i..,eUi. 
That is, while the Atmy generates consideroble al.arm QVet the~ inhertnt 
in the lack of control our govemment tan exert on the public, it ignotes the 
danger of the other extreme. The suength of our SV$'lem is that it h3s bullt•ln 
medlanisms (inetficiencie:s. If vou will) desion:ed to save us from this posslbilitY. 
When the military martyr announces his (ntent to save U3 in spite of ourselves. 
he pays only Up $ervk:e to democracy and no more. While vowk~ to defend 
such nebulous c.onoepu as freedom.. diemoctacv. the American way. and the 
national intemt. he views civilien government ss poeing the greatest threat to 
our nation. 

This, then, i$ the danger: that the defense of our nation and government 
lies with a fighting fon:6 that is t.onte(l'lptuous ofiu weaknesses. its propensity 
to makt d iHic:ult military decisioN eve,'I more difficult. and its unwillingness 
to rec:ogniie the "reel" dangt($ that we· facit. Now tn0$t Americans can l)(obably 
think of many more reasons to be fearlul of our government. But most 
Ametk:ans are not elite memoot'S of thO most tffective fiQh ting force in tht 
workS. The importanoe of this d istinction is most ac>ttv deSCribed by returning 
to the religious analogy. The Corps of Ca<tets is made up not only of e.xtremely 
disciplined and .able soldiers. but of highty motivated indMdu.ah as well. To 
social scientists, motlvadon is a COl'lttantly redefined ooocept. To a cadet, it 
is life. Even among the higt,ty c:or!l)etitlve end able cadets, only th0$t who 
ere willing to de'o'Ote thOir eYery fiber to the eppoil'lted Ul$k: will survive. In 
such a stressful life situation. motivation be«>tnes a cadet's closest ally and 
his tnost vaJuable adaptive le$PQn$(!:. The same is trve of the nittN religlous 
convert. The burdensome gestalt of attitudes and beliefs that he must ao:::ept 
on hi.s road toward 8 l"ttffl identity calls for a h.igh degree of desire. When 
redtfinlno one's self concept and the concept of othets in IUCh an abrupt 
manner, one must retv heavily on the goal 81$ justifica,tlon for one's w rrent 
anguish. A$ stress increases. that reliaooe is stronget. And eecfl re~tion of 
this process heightens the j)elroeption o f that as one's reason for being. 
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For the religious corwert, hi$ rea,on for beit19, ecting ind IMng is to tGek. 
the lclr,gdom of God. For the 1/ikst Point cadet., it is the maintenance of nationaJ 
!eCUrlty. After four yt\ars of intensive repetitive use of this concept M 
justification for his life stvle, his profession, his ittitudel end hls aC:tifioe, it 
becomes a domlnatlr,g factor in his mental proaisses. This is fine when his 
concept of the national Interest resembles that held by the rest of us. HOY.ttYtr, 
whetl it does not, we we faoed with a powerful incUviduel with an 
unshakable resolve to pursue the goals he belie~ in. 

Multiply the at>ove mention-ed Individual by the vast number of 
subordinates and munhlons 3t his disposal, ptus the forces mil;t,le from his 
ring-tapping oohoru. and the possibilities a,e truty frightening. In addition, tht 
respect commanded by West Pofnt graduates: in the clviliao col'l'W"t\Unity would 
lend subnantiil suppon - or at least lack of resistance - from the mes.1eS, 
Superficially, the idea that West Point may train the cad~ that overthr0W$ 
our politieal svstem mav seem absurd. But It would not S1Jprlse M«l'llivtltl 
in the least. The need for Jaw and ordrtr, for national security, tor 
''liebtnstraum,'' has provided adequate justification for manYooups througt,ov1 
history. 

CONCLUSION 

So what are we to concfude from all this? Can we vse oor a.vareness 
of the possibility of a military coup d ••tat to alter the courta of hi$tOtYi" 
I think.: not. F0t even If we were to elimlnate West Point SJ i bteedlng giround 
for futur6 tyrants. tltNI ones woukl emergir. And if W6 were to systematically 
these dOwn Md eliminate all $UCh PoSSlbl& threats to 00t dtmoerac:v, we would 
haw lost it In the pr00eS$. We Qlllnot succumb 10 the few of our system•, 
inevitable demise. This paranoia has fo$tered such disgusting epi$l0des eis 
McCarthy's search for communists and the intemment ot Asian Americ:aM 
during Wood War Two. 

"-'it most instead leap to th.at highef level of understanding offered by 
Meehiavelli which points out that GOVERNMENTS MUST CHANGE. The fear 
of wt.at may follow that Change letJds many to 8:doPt an ultra-conservative 
stance which resists ell change or to simply refuse to acf<.nowledge the 
PoS$ibility. Such reactions Oltffl()nstrate a lack of OO\Q98. If c::h..,ge is inevitable, 
then we must embrbOe h. This C$ one or n'\MY lessons handed down to us 
from the Renai$$$t10tt. It i1 regretteble thet such e $u«::e$Sf\ll soclel experime.nt 
in freedOm as Ametica will ultimately crumble. But Machiavelli gMS hope, 
too, in that just as sure-ly M freedom will disappear. it will surface again, 
eventually. 
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Father Nickolas G. Milatos 
Fiction 

Let us begin with this question. "What is t ictionr· 

w. are a ptaet.leal people, down to earth, fact-minded, ill et ease wittl 
&bStf&etlons &nd high-falutin' language. the al~Ametican grain of our our minds 
being one we eithet $Md down or polish up. Although we attempt to face 
up to and live by the facu, we C,3/ry on the business of living in fiction. 

The answer is unavoidable-: We do b«:ause we can't help h. Only ftction 
will aocommodate the f&ets of lift. For t.xatnele, bef0te tticy made tools, 
perh&ps before they trovbte. mm and women we,e bvsy at the kx>m 
of fiction looking for dues to becoming more human. 

Many of you will agree that the pro~n f&Ct:S of ou, IM$ take one line 
on a tombstone. but the fiction mev well fill many voll.XM$. 

The prindpat d'lo!ce th.11 v.e ough1 to be oonc:erned whh, in $0 f&r es 
we haw one, is not between fiction and fact, bu1 between good and bad fiction. 
For lnrunce Wa1er931e is b&cf fiction. Mis'4tadil'\Q facts 3nd bad fiction govern 
our li...es, if it is a matter of words, if it is , func,lon of language, If It i$ 
O)natrned with what it is like or not like to be human, it will prcwe to be 
sornt sort of fiction. 

'We make to ourselves pictvtes of fa,cu. Thlt picture is a model of reality." 
ThO$e are wo,ds of a philcsol)l'ler, Ludwig Wittgenstein, and here the fiction 
write, could not ·hew put it better. You see, writers are pictu:re makers. of 
facts. rMir pictures are modcJs of feality. 

For ttiose who appt'eciate f$Cts, assume thi!t non-fiction is re•t In a W8V 
that fiction is not. Thl'.breforc, wt see peop14 buying with confidfnce boOks 
of non-fiction; fiction they buy for children and oonveteteenu. 

Who can say what novels are really about? Non-fiction is plainly about 
hlttory. about war and peace. house ,epal,s, vlt&rnins, and how to do so many 
other thing.s. Non-fiction is then by neture, about something that might prove 
to be u:soful. Ftetion, oo the other hand, it it is good, will often prove to 
be usetffl. 'What good is reading that going to dor' This is an unal'\SW'erat>le 
question. The power of fiction, as distinct ftom ii$ IJ.'SieS, &re believed to &I~ 
themselved with the oocuft, and thus we shoutd put a label reading; "Let the 
Readtf' Entet at His Own Risk." 

History, for example, rs , good solid svbje(;t. but we q,n print m()$t of 
mt facu on one~ of the book. l-Wi•t happened and WhtlY is history. How 
and Why it hac)pened ls fiction. 11 the author l'laS oone a~ job we acc:ept 
the total as history. f! truth. 
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To be tht general. the soldier, the statesman, the spy, the hero or the 
victim, Is mete.ly to establlSh the point of vit.W from which fiction can be 
written. Whetew:r truth we mk.):ht perceive from the report will be through 
the shaping of the imagination. 

Tho tremttldous fiction of Edw>rd Gibbon (1737-17941 perwoded the 
English people to the ctegree thet they greisped the decline and tall of Romt. 
Gibbon read up on Rome, he lived and breathed ruins, he imag!Md himself 
¥Id others as humans, Md thus: ht wrote the first massi-ve hbtorleal nc,yel. 

With the above statement, one may ak the question; 'What about 
biography?'' In biography, the fi-etion is OC>n"lpOunded, bee8luM the author 
presumes to k.now the unknown, the unknoweble: what the subject feh. whit 
he actualtv thovght, what he really said, 

ff 111 this imp,esses the reeder as trut, he It reading the wo,li: of a good 
writer of fiction. Anvthing might be his subject. His problem is to gtv. it the 
semblance of life. 

that biography i$ put> to re,t, for your Information we can ask one 
more question. What about auto-biography. the honest-10-g00dness oonfe$$10l'l$ 
of the m3n himself? Rousseau, tOQether with so many other,, assures the reader 
that they are st i,ctlng to the fa,;:u:. Thoreau tells u,, " I should not talk to 
much ibout myS'eff if there were anybody else whom I knew M well." I am 
sure You will egree with me thet what Thoreeu said $0Unds very s,ensible. We 
are t1 fO\Klt of knowledge ebout oorselves. 

JohaM WOifgang, von Goethe tl749·1832>. the German poet end dramatist, 
desctlbes his rese¥ch Into hlmseff as Truth and Poetry. 11 is either Truth and 
Poetry or it will prow to be very little indeed. 

In mv mind the question • ises,. "There mus1 be ,ome f$CU -whet about 
those documents that feCOfd forevet the crucial 8'.'Mts in human history?" I 
can give you one on which the ink is still drying, and which ii talkinQ about 
the ceast-firo ,&greemet'lt In Vietnam: 

"Immediately after the cease-tire the two South Vietnamese Parties 
will ad"liE!'le national concord and teoonemauon; et'td hatted and 
enmity: prOhibit all acts of r,prisal and d isctiminrtion against 
individuals or 0t9&0izatlons thait have ool!abort1ted with one $ide or 
the other; enslK& the democratic liberties of the people-personal 
freedom, fre«k>r'n of speech, freedom of the press, freedom of 
meeting, freedom of 0<9anizt1tion, freedom o f politbl ~ivities. 
freedom of belief, freedom of movement, freedom of residence, 
freedom of worl:, right to property ownership, and right to free 
entetptbt," 

The per,on tNt l'tld$ fiction might well oome to the oonctusion tl\at this is 
blaok humor. a perody of the wry concept of a cease-fire. Htre then we see. 
~re tacts of neoess:itv shou5d haw prevailed. we fi nd thet fiction has taken 

""''· 
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Tht eotl'1)Vl$ion tow.rd fiction is so great among writer, of histOtY that 
only the ,elf~ate fiction Wfiter should be trusted with the drafts of these 
statements. 

To $tick to the facts is a respectaible goal, but no writer of interest haJ 
long achiev9d it. I know it and you know it. Vital S1atistk:s are ootoriOus.ly 
btief. It Is a f&Ct W t we a,re bom and die, but In between h is all • tangle 
of fiction. round4d with sleep. h is a fact thin Jimmy Carter is the elected 
PresidenL But it is fiction as to what he is going to do. 

It is a fact that the President o f the United Statf!$ each year giYeS a repon 
on the State of the Union. The President, tht rtpOrt and the Union are faeu, 
but the speech will invariably bfove to be fk11on, and most of it b8d at times. 
In thii world of CKlts, we ar'e long accustomed, havlng no dloioe, to believirg 
the plctute:s of facu, that provide us with fa&st models of reality. 

https://noto,ious.ly


Wilma Cassel 
Smoke That Cigaret 

I am a unokeohOltC, A ('(lfonned $0l0k:eotlolic, J mi;,it add smugly, if 
I were smug. which I am not. 

Although it hM ))Mn slx years since I "Kick:ed the habit," I can still 
identify with smokers and their pecvliar problems; one of these is the "t quit" 
smoker. Usually, the,e people hffl the rcf01m 2:tal of the religious COO*t. 
The-lr righteous forced ~s. outr:,oed eyes, and fanniMQ gestures make one 
feel lib crawling under a rug and pulling it prowctively qvec one - but with 
ci93ret nm in hand. "Quit" and l"IOO-$MOkers could, o f course, prMCnt nutnerous 
v&lid ecgumenu \'O COO$ider, but that rs another story. 

Whether or not to stOp smoking is a personal decision. Either one sincerely 
wt$he$ to quit for whatever reason, or one enjoys smoking, and no one's negging 
will make one qult. To the contrary. Me? I enjoyed smoking, I must have. 
I stnOk.ed the fim thing in the momlr\g, during the day. with coffee, without 
coffee. before meaJs, after meets. and sometll'r'IC$ In bed at night, wt\ile re0<:ling. 
I invented niasons for smoking: tension, overwork, or just for sitting down 
to read Ot write. I rewarded myself fO< dutte:l performed; smC>1c:ing was ncoeua.ry; 
I NEEDED to smoke. Enioyed smoking.? Yes, indeedl I never bought JJ full 
c:arton, because that might "Make me smoke more," but if I didn' t haw at 
least one p~ of cigarets hidden safety cJWay. I felt despcuatelv insecuto and 
mt heart PoUnded. I wanted rtf'I pa,cifiM, I wanted mt thumb, I wamed mv 
mommy! 

So. after co~tless unsuc;:ceS,$fvl attempts. I fin1lly qvil smoking, ,nd this 
is how it happened: 

I was working in lhe hOus one (lay. cerrying mv "dirty" ashtray with 
me from room to room. All other &1httavs in the house I 1:.e,n oompulst'll\'.lty 
clean after every use. Suddenly, ....tien I was walking throvgti the kitchen, a 
mMtal image of an oid, old woman avidly clutching a cigaret in her 
yellow-stained, wizened Angers appeared in front of me. I shook my head to 
cttar it. but the image i>ersisted. Halt-frighteood, I grab.bed my cig3rw: and 
tighter, ran to mt hUSband w c>ust\Od them into his handS. "I'm through," 
I gibbeted, " I'll never smoke ogaln, lhi$ is it - all - you can have U\em, I 
don't warn them, you ke¢1 them!" Of ooorse you've quit," he said blandly, 
"I KNOW." lnfu,i:atingl But undetsUJnd.at>~. This, to him, was mer.Cy the 
beginnirvii of enother one of m, '"I'm-quitting-smoking" epi$0des, to which 
ht was bofecHy accustomed. My husband doesn't smoke, and never has, blast 
himl "This time," I said, with f'l'W!asurOd e~NSis on e:,cn word, .. I am not 
TRYING to Quit smoking. I have QUIT smoking." And I s-talked haughtily 
from the room. The effect of this exit was someWhat diminished when I 
stumbled aver the leg of a small table, 
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For days after, I walked arout\1 in a dazo - apart from the wor1d -
isolated. And I ate. When my body and stn5e$ S¢feamed for their pec:ifiers, 
I ate. Any 80d all fOOd in sight, I ate. Pampering the chikl, bringjng the btanket. 
I ate all day and got out of bed at nittJt to au&ek the 1efrigerator vo~y. 
I wais at times ~ted to bite my hV$btnd, not from hunger, bl.It jv,t beeause 
he dkln't $tTIOke. 

After months of thb: focaglng, the haze bega,n to clear, end I f04.tnd that 
I had gained twenty polffld.s, two dress sizts, two new plump understanding 
friends in caftans, and the dislil<e of my hl.1$blnd. Ovrlng the time I dimly 
remember his pleading voice $&ying: "For God's sake - $0l0ktl" On the pos.itiV6 
side. I found that my hacking c:ough was ge>ne. my clothing, hair, and hOU$oe 
no longer reeked of smoke, encl I covtd breathe ~ ly. My ll.lt'9 felt pink 
and he.ailed, not like the bl$Ckened, sick-looking pair I had seen pictured on 
Wlevision during a stQP-smoking driw. 

G,Wually, I began to feet that I was e pe.rt of the wo,ld ag&in, aod to 
reatize that tomethii'\Q had to be done ab<>ut rrry tx.<:ess 3YC>irdus:,ols. Girding 
myself both liter&lly and fi9ur1dvety, I went forth to do battle! I successfully 
dropped the twenty pounds. the two dl't$$ stzes, and ITTi plump new friMds 
In caftan$. Oh, and my huSband no longet disliked me - I THINK. I st.Ill 
don't care too much for low•fat oonaoe d'lee$e. I no longer ,moke, and ne-..r 
shall. 

But I remttnber the indescrit>at>lt fetling of &etding b&ck comfortably aher 
dinner with a cup of coffee . .. 



Olga 8. Winston 
Robby Lee-- A Story of Separation 
with an introduction by 
Dr. Carlos Lozano 

Jo$eph v. Toaes-Meuga,r, av1hor of "8elO'W the Summit." is 
enother of the Mexicao-Ameticaru'Chicaoo wdters who ate contributing 
to tht incrffli1'1$1 tund of Chicano litttature. To,,cs-Metzgar, pfofes.,or 
of hts-lory .:it the Uni't'ttsity of Nevada. Reno. is • direct desoenctan1 
of the Sanchez. Bar~a. and To«es families thet came to New Mexico 
in the 1700's. A ~nt that highlights the fact that his family has 
been 01\ New W.exicao laOO fot gencratioos. It is Obvious. that he knows 
thoe 101 of the Chie&no in the Sovth-.'Yl!$t, whose l&nds 'M!te once his: 
1-te i$ now a pariah in his own land. 

Tor,es-Metz90' follows In the fooUteps of Ruolfo Anaya in "Bless 
Me, Ultima," by seeking to I.N'livef$8lize his chat$Cters, to lend them 
grtltlter d.i,nensioo, and thus free them from the strtCtures of the ·•noro, 
ISoro." that is t~ angry, .a«:uS&tor·y motif that Ms d\al'~terlzed a 
great many ot the Chiceno novels to date. 

The time h&s COO'le. IYIO$t serious critic:s and Ute,a,y hinorians 
agree, to look at Chicano literature with a aitical eye; to vitM' it, 
not as an exotic corK>$ity. but as a w ious attempt on the part of 
Mexi0ln•Ameri0>n/Chlocano intellectuals .t)f,cf artists of MexiC$0 ancestry 
to express their reality in universal terms; and to apply to it the Ctiteria 
vs«I to evaluate other literatures. Whether "Btlow the Summit," 
indeeCI. saitisfiC$ sveh o-itctia is a mle unden.ak.en by students in my 
O..icano literature cour:$Je recently. One of the rewards of teaching 
l itetaturc COUf$8$ is the d~erv of students with the &eositivhy and 
the petc:eption, as well as thO ethiail acumen of Olga Winston. the 
wtitor of the interpretation below. 

With refereni;.e to "Selow the Summit," it must be said that it 
i$ an indictment of the racist Anglo, but one carried out obliquely. 
Robby tee, the o,otagonist, becomes the instrument of the intolerance 
and lnhvmanity of the AnglO in Tex&S. It is he, AObby. the 
self-appointed moral e,rbiter of one and all, who visits the wrath and 
the dt$dain of his people upon the one ICNely, pure thing in his life: 
Maria Oolores. trt1ns-f0tmcd into Matie. the symbol of things, Mexican 
or Oiicano. One mey well question 'rYhether the author he,s fulfilled 
his charaetets; whether Maria Dolores, for example, aehiev9S thO 
indePendenoo ftom het creator, that suc:h a d'laracter must tea<:h; 
....tiether $ef'\'eto. the Mexkan-Americen/Chlea.no schofar, believed by 
the self-deluded) parochial Angloo to be hat~. rather than Chicano, 
is not too shadOWV and unsubstantial. Howcve, . .such matter'$ are oc>en 
to discussion. 
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It is a sad ttorv. yes. tM story of the fell of man. Since that 
fateful momem in which man lost paradise, man has continued to 
fall and his fall is a stOty of separation. Robby Lee1t llfe b: such a 
story - It is thi$ oonoept vdlich might w,e " Below the Summit" trom 
b4)ing merely another il"dictment of the intoltfanc:e and lnhum3nhy 
of tht angkt •in:n Chialnos In the seutog of a hlgh1y parochial and 
closed West Texas town. 

Tht tMme of SGC)aratton Is intrOdvoed et me beginning of the 
novel a,~ see Robby Lee heiding ho<ne singing a song whicti will 
set the tone of the novel. It will recur in the middle M a mo!Ody 
intensifying tho th&me of JeP31ation. and will etnerge <199in et the end 
when we witness the final fell not only of Robby but of the judgment 
ol man. 

"V0tJ"II lak.t tht high road 
And I'll take the low roed 
And I'll be in Scotlat'ld afOl"t yuh, 
But me end my ttue low 
We'll never meet again 
On the bOnntC, bOnnie bainkS of Loch L.omoncl." 

The novel begins by introducing Robby Lee to ut as a man 
t"n3tried to a Chicano girl. they h3'-'6 a son. he is a func!amentalis1 
preacher as well .s a salesm&n of o.nlery. They live in a nioo hOuso. 
quite secluded and protected and it .seems mete iS and happines:s. 
The ,eect that will 9t<mlnatt into the final tregedy seems to be a sin 
inherited - his family•s intoler¥K:e and an unfo,giving attitude toward 
his marriage to Malian Ook>re$. AObby facer the prObfem of tw0 forte$ 
pulling him apart - hb pe,SOt\31 ,elationship W'ith Mari, and the 
environmental weakness of a societv unabk!: to find ,econciliatioo, of 
a world of inhumanitv. How Robby faces this p,Oblem is the indicator 
of his cha<$Cter and the itll)ulsive f«ce of his fell. Robby is a poor 
txouse ot a man. His love fOf Marie cannot redeem his selfiShMSS; 
e&nnot elevete the beloved to a position of real loved one. Robby 
is unable 10 rise atx,.,.,e the environmentef forces. Instead he molds 
his world. hbstudies, his religion, and his eot1oeption of life to oonform 
to his original sin. 

Marl.J Oolo,es is a shadow of a woman. She is the vict;m of a 
man and a society vdlose phenomenological insi!,lt falls only in.side 
of e rotten ego. Matie is fo,c:«1 to t0$0 contact With her identity, 
with her religion, w;th hec family, e,,.,en with hef" language. She is no 
more Maria Ool0tes, but Marie. At the end of the nov-et in her sacrifice 
she <ecovets her name :,g;ain. She is forced to live in isolation both 
physical ¥Id spiritual end she seems to aooept hef lot, not because 
of weakness but because of love and petha?$ conditioning. 

At the begl.nnlng of the novel RObby seems to be happy to oome 
home from 'WOrk. Al the nowl l)foceeds and his oonflict bucomeS 
4eeper. Robby goes to WOfk tarlitr and $t.ayS IH4Y IOttgef with the 
prettxt of selling- mote knives, ot preperi.--g f'fl()l'e se,m,ons., o, enjoying 
the COl'l'IJ)any of his friend$ in ooUege at parties. He feels at eMt 



with his friends beeausie they reinforce e&ch other fn their imoletal"IQ8 
and inhumanhy (ewn tho 1he'v are college people). Education devOid 
o f <;:htrity il'ICI c:oml)8SSion does not help to solve social prOblems In 
whleh the dignity o f the human being is concerned. Th1s peopJe are 
mostty soclai study te&ehel's and siudenu or religion professors and 
students. Fioe representatives of e Humanities Department!!! AObby 
Lee tries to preach a g06pel he cannot r~ or relate to his life end 
surroundings $0 he turns to a humar"istk: and socia' gospel that he 
cannot understand. The ,ermon (p. 67-70) is a tirade. a twisted 
mora!lst;c approach that sees man as an animal. A tirade against science. 
psyct,otogy, government, and mostly against man himself as adefeated 
organistn in a frenzy and otgy of hedonism. There is r,o hOPe, no 
light to mark th& way - The 0kt Te,-iament without the prophesy 
of $8.lva:tion. Only through reading th8 Sible. Robby ta(I, us, c.an -.w 
be revived, traMfooned and J)U't right with GOd. What a limited view 
of 0,ristianity. Hemmingway retnlnds us "Man cen be desttOVed, but 
n«wer defeated." 

The process of sepa1atioo continues. Robby doesn't want to 
Indulge in sex for awhile with Marie and he tells hef of hit intent~. 
His own 9efm,on $ltengthens hls use of religion as self-rectimination, 
not as a teligion of aeation based on faith, hope, and low , and the 
word <htvity seetns to be \#'lknown in his reUgious approach. Modern 
immorality mand lhe: need of tPlritual , egeoeietion teems to be his 
preoco.,pation. Good and evil seen from a very narrow point of view 
and ti")ed by hurn,n selfl~ He looks fo, this regeneration ouuide 
of hirns&lf and not as a core process o f the lndlvkfuel through UW 
love of Christ. At d'tis pof.nt (p. 75} even nature changes to foreshadow 
tregedy - the tragedy of a l"l'lan without a soul. Robby witness(!$ two 
tragedies in one clay and they are instrurnemal in feeding his morbid 
devel~nt. From this moment on Robby begins not only to 
withdrSN completely from Merle, but elso to withdraw from himself 
and in hil'nSclf. At this point we hear the melocty of his song again: 

"You'll take the high road 
And l'U take the low road . . . ete. 

Robby is exoeriencioo a p,ofound tc)lritual Cti$i$. He saw In the 
two tragedies, thO Portent of great evil and from row on we will * 
him in feerfu,I contemplation. He is no IOl"lgtf ~le to notice the country 
and nature he f<wed so well. His intole,anc::e towards negcos and 
minoriw groups grow. To generate his inne, conflict end to re.leMe 
his gulk:t, Robby aocuses Marie of being fascinated by o,. Serve-to at 
a party. From now on the outward appearance of Robby's conflict 
is S8dism. A savage sex act withoU1 tende.rneu tP. 98-99) not only 
to hurt Marie 8t'ld belittle her, but to t.Jrt and lower himself is part 
of his P«I08S$ of brutalization. Thk act is preceded by a nightmare 
which Syni>olizes the cancer o f his own being and th&t Mak.ff him 
a "foroele$:$ pteache(' - even Uie idMtitv of the man is beginning 
to disappear. Oh! Wh,at a mess of oonua<UcdOl'lt and oonf~ior" is hit 
next wmonl (P. 103-106) " I am the seeker .. . etc." How rnanv 
biblical mfsoon(:(!ptions climaxing in hi$ assertion. " Man bec:Omes one 
whh 1he Lord God in his struggie to attain the 8bsolu1e." Is nOt GOd 
the aib$oM.e? 



Robby"$ jealousy la form of $1dl$tn) intensifies 1t:s he le3l'n$ that 
Re-x Austin has been in his house. Now he only thinks of swift 
retribudon al'Ki with hi$ low concel'.)t of mankind his retribution 
be<nmes S8V$l18 and completely out of touch with realiw. Robbv is 
IMng nt:YW his own distorted reality. This distortion btings him to severe 
drinking, hi$ oomlnQS and 90ingis are rrcw ln"egular and COflfused. his 
dtSOriented mlod maikes him * Marie as, the f'fmbol of evil - the 
Eve Ete,nal. He takes refuge in Mliskey, in meri~ and in a, 
whorehouse. His almost complete dOgtadation is txtmplifkd after his 
might of drinking. marihuana and bol.etk>n (p. 117· 118): "He struggled 
moaning out of bed and staggered to the door, sank to his knees outside 
in tht brotJCtwalk and vomitted painfully onto the steriie sand . . . 
He felt he had lost his soul." Now hi.s sickness Is irreversible. his '31th 
in the L0td or in humain beings is deed. Ths only $:llvatlon of e sick, 
irrt$p()ft$ible mind, Is to at ttn'IC)t ~ation ttvough the passir,g of 
his guilt to Matie. Made Is the only one ~o c:ootd tnake him whole 
C191in because of her de$ite to be one with him again. But Robby 
cannot control now his doubu, his piercing htad.aeht$, his ugry 
thoughts. his fears. his despair, his desire for deeth, 

Before the final act of desintegralion Robby goes to Mexico. It 
is necessary to go back. to go back to a ,11ip,tease act to relive the 
time 84 a youngster when he k>$t his Innocence In Mexico IP. 134-135). 
Now he fooses his manhood - among the v.tlores and bitches - he 
is beaten up by a Texan in a bar in Mexico. It haS to be itl Mexico 
as an unooncious desire to purify hirriseff in the fires of that .-ic:est.ry 
he hM ooooemned. Beaten by his own kind bec:au$J8 w& are respons,;b1e 
and ac:countable for our own aett. Now Robbv b ready tor the final 
fall, the final act of savag«y. The ceremony in the barn symbolizes 
t~ putification ot a soul who is90ing tobesaetift«S. Everything turns 
to nothing, And with the jvdgment of the Old Testwnent he 
slaughtered Matis with the savagery ot a tc,,,eJess sexual act (p. 177}. 
" He felt e weak hOllow sensation in his loins and a hot ttiekv wetnes:S 
down his pant •~ He felt freed of ell pes:don, oomp~tefY satiated.'' 
Another chingada in the womb of humanity!! There ws, nothing 
Robby <:Ould Ch&nge. Ht had been unable to ask fo, forgiw:ne.ss only 
the acxieotance of the shadow of the originol sin (p. 178). the 
word nothing seems to erase th& possibility of redemption because 
all he had dooe was search fo, judgment. 

The noYel ends with Robby's death atone on the his;flwav on 
a rainy night. It ends with toff'C)lete denial of justke or oommon 
decency, The tragedy had not te1'V8d to arouse and clean • social 
con.cience (p. 180}. In the background lurks the figure of the wolf, 
the tpeette of Brigitta Obl$po, Robby's song. and Eve Etetnal. No 
gli"l),e o f forgiveness or $81\lltlon, onlv fall W'ld separation. And that's 
v.flat happened to man B•low tM Summit. 
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Ruben Mendoza 
In the Aura of the White Mountain 

In a remote region of Mtdd!t America txitt the shautred tetM8nts of 
an ¥1cient dt$del known as the ''white moum•in," For oenturies. the 
inhabitants of this mountain-top retreat would sucoumb to an urge to crtatt. 
to bu!ld, and to eventually tntorrb themselves in the womb of eternity. 

the "white mountain" is $S timeless as the centuries which aeated it, 
M eternal as the millonia it has Ytt to tNwerse, With th& dawnl1'Q of e new 
sun, h 1$diates '" aura as mystifying. es eternal , and M ominou, as c:reatiOfl 
iWJI(. 

Al a spectetor to e1emitY, tw'ICf as a paniclp,an1 In hurn,anhy. one Is 
eaptiva,cd by an omnipresent sensation of limitless union with th& uolvertt. 
As a Sl.b,e(t in the mkfst of Objects, Ot\e traosoends time u the ves:tigal remnanu 
of bv!lQlle wade before weary eyes. 

Faint images out of time and place, with the power to grasp the infinite 
dePthS of the imagin:uion, aod ete3te havoc with the scn$CS. SNdow, from 
the tomb which leap f0t'W3rd In the gvif.e of tealitv. Sound$ 'lhlich emanate 
from tfle POSt. disten1 mv11etings of a bygone age whose Inhabitants are the 
c&pti\18S of antlquitv. 

Wlllderl~ a~ the tombs Which pockmark the hillside. one begins a 
mutual conYffl.ation wi\h the dead. a conver$8tlon of internal chattering which 
transcends the barriers- of time and spaoe. Peering into crumbled tOIOOS, 01'18 
is likely to peroriw one's own image ga.,ping for life through ,t,flccdons Jo 
the mlrtor of 1imc. Ono is beekoned by lllr90 weary eves t,ro1tudi09 from the 
aypt. Upon entering 1his darkened abO<fe. the maddening silence is j&rred by 
thO palpilations of ones own heart. 

Vaulted (NJmbel"$ with no exit in sight. monollthS ....tl!ch gaze from theit 
monumental abodes, massive construetiom lvning upward into oblivion, 
subterranean tunnel$ which funct ion as dmened corrlCSOrs into the un~tld, 
testimonies to the existence of the aura of the "white mountain." 

The '"white mountain'' is truly the pla.oe of the "d-01.ld people,"• Uterol 
miaooosm in the inner depths of the im~ination Y.tlich will see you from 
the womb to the tomb. 



SHORT STORIES 
PLAYS 



Joel Sherman 
Dust and Ashes 

Our town died three years befo<e mt fsthef, in the late 1980's IM'leo 
the squ~tting, leeching oil pumps drew air and ceased their rhvthmk heaving. 
Though lasting a year ronge, than 1Msupposedly bOttomlC$:S wells of the Mkkfle 
East, the end had come eventuaJtv. methodically destined by• powet too great 
to be undentoocl. Tho citizens formed torrtnts of steel and ctvome. which 
flowed down the h,ghway 8nd W8$hed ifttO San F n,ncitc0. There the promke 
of energy better but still no more than a vague dream at the £Q9e of 
sleep. 

I remember fathtr on a bras,y day, wne-n the last of the fleeing hordes 
h&d vanishe,<J, standing in a field down by the schoolY.'lrd. Around him the 
monolith relics of the on age were froNn in leaning po5tun,s. The wird whir;,ped 
the dothing alo~ his thin frame and fluttered lhC tous.led bfO'MI hair tNYay 
from his concrete features. I climbed to a perch on a pu~ and watched ti 
lone automobile clatter down the highway. Its echoe$ mng in the gutted town. 

"Ate we leavi119 too?" I askod. 

"No," he answered rigidly, $000C)it\Q a handful of dry SOil from thegrouocl 
end trickling 11 'cfWtlV into the breeze. "There'd be voublt in San Francisoo. 
Might M well ttmain Md e>taetiee farming instead of I.aw. Never needed 
elfetriciw. anyway." The earth bfew aw,y from his open e>alm in adirtydoud 
and he wallcecf me back to the hOU$0, stopping f0t some seed at the abandonod 
hardware. We planted within a month. burying the seed In the wet.. bladt soil 
of the school p lay yard. 

We buried deid in the par1t JCt0$$ the street. It wes a bleak gathering 
presided over by Father Padua - the cirOJit pciest, A netVOU$ little man with 
stoo,:>e(f shoukle,s and a h.abil ot wril'lg-ing his hands. Father Padua never 
adjusted to the ritual of interring e~tY c,skets.. He ootntted mt in the tabby 
of our apanment before the services.. The room was solemnfv lh whh fllck.ering 
C3ndtes turtoundif\O dad's coffin, like flowers oo waxen stalks. Wnh his c:8$$0dt 
coated by dir,, and sweat beading on his foreheed and n~. he tapped the 
Pinewood oontainer. 

"Is Mr, Mi1chefl Insider' 

"No. Famcir." 1 said. 

"They eame for him thenr• 

"Yes, lWO days ago." I said. ''There was nothing I OOUld do." 



"Of COVl'Se not, Joteph." Fa:thiet twitted his handl with. squeaking sound, 
and p,oad the length of the room. His shoes, with hole$ 'NOrn lhrough e&c:h 
$Ole, rasped ligh1ty on th& catptt. It was oriental in design, v.t\ere the des.ign 
oould be viewed 8'0l.lnd thie threads and brown patChelS of bae:ki~. A path 
of d irt statned a line through the lobby from doorway to s,alr-residue of red 
earth ....tiich dlXlg to our shoes. 

" Is nothing spared?" said Fathef' Padua. "Can't anyone see it's 198inst 
the Lord?" He press«S his hands to his wrinkled brow, covering frusuated tears. 

"I gues,s not," I $8ld. 

"Al>d did theY pay ycu7' 

"Yes.." 

"Blood monevt'' he walkld - a bleating vtbration in the back of his throat. 
a ffll)3i ring whine. 

I krft him pounding softly on dad's casJ:.et and walked out into the summer 
heat. Tht wtieatfield in the empw ,.$C:h001yard was tinting from green to gold, 
thie btedes rattling with the gentle breeze stirring among them. Wattr pe<colated 
through an irrigation ditch where red-winged bla¢kbfrds h.&d settled to dri.nlc.. 
At the approteh ot a hudclltd figure, they sasttered with a 5quawti: and e flash 
of crimson. Mrs. 9Nartz, a widow from e:tos.stown, had walked three miles 
through dust and $UR to pay her respecu; to my father. We'd done the same 
fOt Mr. Swarn • 

..Am I on time, Joeephr' Htt thin, reedy YOioe ls'Wed from a wide stm 
of mouth In a pucl<ered, leather faoe. 

"You're early." 

"For your poppa, I should bt a little e.arly. A $&int, your poppa, a saint. 
I' ll always think of what he did fo, me the n9lt my David died. Your poppa 
was a wonderlul man." 

''Thank you, Mrs. SWartt." 

Father didn't resemble salnthood the night Oa,,;kt Swartz d~. He came 
in lat&, mard"ling a measured pace across th& pordl. His square d'MMtk.$ were 
pal-a whtn he stopped at the d inner table, meaty hands. twisting the gingham 
table coth. 

''You and the klds go ahead Md eat without me," M said to mother. 

"Yes, dear." Ht.! tone was reserved for tense occesions.. $tl8 ,erved our 
mea,I quie-tly - busily laboring around th& WOOdstove, Heavy foout&ps went 
up the broad staircase and returned king momenu later. Mother dr()f)ped a 
,qua<e o f oornbreed into each of our plates . 

.. Eat all your wpper .'' she commanded and wM gone into the lobby. Their 
voioes d rifted in from the front dOOf. 
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"What's happening?" mothet pleaded, 

'They're O)l'Tling for 9Naru' oo,pse." 

"There was a can on the Vlortwave, after m reP<)fUld his death. His body 
is n<YN gOVtl'M'letlt property, We're supposed to h3'Ye it packaged ln a bag for 
,orne men from San FranclsQo. It's the lc,N." His WOids 'Mire choked with 
rage. 

"But what are you going to dor' 

"Well, if they went him, they'll hl\'9 l0 cut through us." Dad's reply 
was cold end dry. 

Then the screen <Joor sl.anwned and 1 ran to the window to * him leeYe. 
Janny pcorod beliclt me. squinting fn the dark.ness to watch fathef mount his 
horse. The cheslnut mare s.norted i~tielltly. His: rifle was dut¢hed tightly 
in one hand, moonlight playing on the oiled barrel. He spurred the hQr,e and 
w§ gone into the darkness. Hoofbeats rang on the pawment. 

Mother d id not oome in for & while. but a,t on the porch hiding her 
tears. When #le came inside it was to lead us to bed. up the dark stairs: with 
the mahogany banister In a wavering clrde of cat'ldle light. we v,"tre dOeP in 
sleep when the gunshot:$ petttted faintty in the night. and mother stOOd in 
the window biting her lips till the blood ran &ehily in het mouth. 

Father was not kllfed t:hat night. But Kelty Mo,,i$ Mld l'WO Othett joined 
the body of Swartz in bags of their own - laying prone i.n lhe back of a 
green vat\ filled with a,mecf men retuming to San Francisoo. These were the 
first empw coffins which Father Ped14 eve, had t0 bury. He did not like the 
feeling, or the sound of the earth as it thul"f'Jled hollONly on the vatni$hed 
pine $Urle,ces, 

Thlnkif'\$ of her husband, Mrs. Swart: said, "Is you poppa's body here?" 

"No," I scraped my feet on the concrete steps d irecting mv ... to 6n 
&ncit-nt hunk ot Chewi09 90n whieh d ung thctt. 

"'Would no one help vou?" Hee wrinkles parted in the brown face, revealing 
glittering fregments of g1ass - such were her eves. 

''Thie fighf's gone. Ouuege has betn aoooptecf ... except by those it 
directly effoc:u." 

"Hows this to yoo, mother, poor dear." 

"She's alright." I took her withered hand, feeling the hard callouses whict. 
farming had placed on the agH?Otted sli:in. Mrs. SWartt strugg'8d from her 
seat on the concrete. ''Jenny is the problem. She doesn't unclemand. Molhet 
told tier about an old custom . . . something about kissing the dead goodbye. 
Now Jenoy wants to Ji:iss Dad." 



"Poor child, $he doesn't know," said Mr$. ~m. nodding her heed. "SUeh 
a sin, Su<::h a sin." Her tongue ducked in the sUenoo. 

We went inside the building, pasl the Rosewood Gardens sign creaking 
in th8 wind on rusted hinges. Strands of English ivy aee,ped over tM surfaoe 
01 the front and hung limply atxwe the doorway. Swallows Oew ftom a mvd 
nest, pf,astered around • floodlight. Chrome sptrkled amid the d in and twigs. 
We stClpped for a final look from the door and spotted a stray dog drinking 
water from an ltt igatjon d itch, beneath the shadow of Netson's watetwheel, 
wt\ete the electricity was genertted for the ihonwa.... radk>. /Jib<1tle the sodden 
wheel, bfoken power fines, dangled from useless potes. Then I led her into the 
lobby. 

Father Pedua beg$O hi$ sietVlce when we were seated, Mother wais • rigid 
form doak.td in a black dress. Ker white a,ms lay stiffly in hef lap, She 
seemed otder and graytr, and the flesh of her faoe emitted wearines., - a shOCktd 
de$pair resuldng from the ueachery of the world. At her r~t Jenny was frozen, 
a small pale statua,y with large, hun, brown eyes. Her gaze was riveted on 
thO coffin, searching the impar,:iat wooden surface f01 an opening, straining 
for a fi nal gll~ at the man who l\3d giv«i us life. I felt th-e rage wt11ing 
within me. A hu,t, bewOclered ange, consumed me, flushing me with helpless 
warmth and stinging memoties. 

It was hot on the roof tne d~ they c:ame for dad's corp,e. I try flat 
against the pa,raptrt, The grawl dug into my knees and elbows end the anger 
wat seeting within me. In my hand$, the hardness of the rifle felt good. It'$ 
weight was co,mfoning. Sunl9ht gti.sttned on the bafre! as I sighted along it. 
dt"awing aim &ta window across the ,treet. Mother's voice W'8!S sharp, rebounding 
from the dead buildings and tho frag.mtnts of glass and steel wt'licti surrounded 
me. 

'What are vou dOing with mat rifler• She paused and the faint «:ho 
wt,lsperocl from dOW't'I the Nrren meet. I sighted oo an oil pump , pla,cing the 
bead on a le,rge bolt. The gun barked and rust flew away from the pump. 
The spent bulktt whined into the air . 

.. Joseph I Come down here, now!" $he was angry and frightened, stamping 
her feet In a childish tantrum. ''You can't stop them from toking your fathOrt" 

"Nobody's touching him." The words were harsh fiery d8'1$ flung at her. 
" I'll kill anycn,e who uicsl" 

"Nol You mustn' t interfere. 1 don't want any more deaths. Please!" 

"If those men from San Fra~ want 1rash, lhey cen have what's In 
the kitchen. But I'm not di:SCtrding my father like simple refv,el" 

White-faoecl, mother clutehed at 1he sides of her d res.s, outlining her thin 
body in the tight cloth. "And what if you' re kiUeclr' 



The highway was empty es I followed its grey length 'Mth mv oaie, ignoring 
her Question. Oiemond bright, the sun burned in a doudtess sky. Hea1 waves 
melted from thEt roof and flowed into the a.-. 

''What If you' re killed like Mr. W.orris? Who'll tend the farm?" Mother 
was craning he,- ncci<, trying to iee 'M'lere I lay behind the wa\llng l"ifle. 

"I YIOO't be-." 

"But think of your dad. He k.new fighting wes usele~ after the fir,t night, 
He wouldn't want you to do thi&. Stoc:, it, Jo&ephl Pie.ase!" 

In the distance w84 & plume of dust, a Sff'lall green $9eCk qui-.«i09 in 
the heat. Gradually it took the shape of a speeding van, roaring into the deserted 
town. The auto crOMed beM-ath • derelic.t sig~ light fou r blocks up. Its 
reflection was fragmented &net splintered over the few remaining wie'ld0w$ in 
the bank building.. 1 slipped the scope onto the Winche$f.et and brought the 
eros:sNirs up to the wlndShield. Two mel'l were in the front, laughing at a 
f)'ivate joke. The driver swallowed. I watc:hed the sweat trickle on his throat, 
gliding Ovtf his actam•s api:,te where tht C(os.shairs stopped. My target was: found. 
The throat oonvubed fl the man taugh«f, throbbing in Md out. He would 
nevet" s.ee my father's bOdy. 

"Nol" mother shouted. "Nol" 

My finger $Queezed on the trlg111f. treni>li"9,, The van rolled closer with 
the laughing men. Along my arm the veins throbbed with !he Quickened pvbe 
of my he8,t. 

' 'Don't leave us alone!" she walled, falling on Mr knees.. Her voice trailed 
fNJ1tY In the $1lonce. leaving only $Obs and panicked choking sounds. And Jenny 
was at mother's side, staring at me with tbose hollow eyes. f>awvety, tl)e brown 
orbs begoed mt. Tho riftc lowered, d~poating behind the parapet. 

In the street, the ·van stQPped. The men wem Inside whh mother and 
returned with a large bundle. Dad was slung between them like a hVge ilug. 
'M'&Ps>ed in a whrto cloth b99. He di:sappea,ed into the bad:. The doors slammed 
&l'ld then the car was 900e - lirCl spinning the n»d. ~hcf let the money 
they had giwn her flut1er l'fflay in me breeze. U tt?f we picked It up for an 
emergency, but at the moment I wiped ;may the ttars wflicti were streaming 
from my oves.. 

I did not cry the day of dad's fune,al. When thooe of I.G who were 
pallbearers lifted the coffin. Jenny was at my side, tugging on rrrv shirt. 

"Jooeph. I want to kiss oadcty." 

"Go back to mother." I said. The casket was very 19\1. We had laid his 
suit lmide and the weight was negligfbfe. 

"But Is deddy therer' JOOQY aied. He, hand$ were folded as io prayer. 
A fly buzzed .wound he-r neck. 
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Susan Bain 
Pink Taffeta Tears 

I watched her shuffle across the yard, raising dust with each 
agetess. step. She pulled her heavy tattol'td overcoat do$er' around her 
che,1, theo slowly bem over to pid( up a rake and began forming 
small piles o f leaves and dry weeds. Her head. circled by matted white 
Nir. seemed 10 be balanced o,ecartOUslv upon hes' stooped shoulders 
as she $ttuggte with tht U-fle'Ven ground, 

Two ear, scret<:hed to a stoe:> a1 the unmarked intt)rsec.tion. She 
looked etounc::1, frightened for e moment, then rl!$Umed her work. A 
group of small chiklten in bathing wiu were screaming in dlttight as 
they ren through 1he s,prlnlc$e:t' in the yard next door. obso,Jred from 
her view by the ;ungle--tike growth by het fence. Her he.ad pivoted 
$lowly M She heard n·,em. A f-aint glimmer of $0mt remote recolle¢ttM 
seemed to pass O\'et hei" ~ing cheeks for a blief moment. then she 
pulled her ooat together once again and resumed raking. 

The sign sa-id "Notice to Oe,r Weeds and Oebfis bV July 31, 
1974, By Order of Bakersfield City Fire Oopartment." They were 
regular vislt0ts at her h04,1se, She usually had her weeds d<:,red Oy 
this time of year, but 1hey frowned on her burning 1hem in the barrel 
by the street. She had always burned htr le~ and weeds in tliat 
barrel in $0he of the ciw ordinance which prohibited It some twenty 
years J)(ior. They would knock on her door and she would peer oot 
from a crack, make some incoherent reply to their warning. then 
qukkty close it. They would simf)ly dous.t the fire and rtturn c:huckllng 
and $hakfng their head$ to the station. She no longer burned her house 
trash outside, At least twice a week, no matter what the weathtt. 
one could see smoke curli(9 from her d'limnev. $lowly lifting bits of 
burned p;,per Into the air, then drifting and tenting among the weeds 
and tangled vines. 

I said hello to her once as I tmsied oo my w.rv to the IOC81 
neighborhood market, It was a hot day but the old knarled efms 
hanging over her house offered a brief re-spite from the glaring sun. 
She wJls standing by her front dOOJ haphazardly st,taying watet on 
the uno<90t1lted growth. She lifted her head. an unruty wisp of white 
hair obscuring ooe eye, and with the flightened look of a startled 
eat Quickly drOl)ped th<! hose and moved inside whtre shO waited, 
peering through a dirty grey pe.ne, until I had Pl$$0d, 

None of the neighbofS seemed to know much about hef. The 
little 9itl next doo, told me that she bu<ned c:ats in hct fll"tple,oe and 
I was amused to note that she and he, friend$ always; aossed the 
street when thtV passed the o!d lady's hol.J$8. Across the $V'tet wM 
an okt immaculate mansion that had rocel"'ltlY been converted into e 



"I think we'll 90 for & walk," 

"Good," she S&id, In the town the sound of a cat fight came pitching 
(l.;f;.t the stillness. I wondered who v.<>uld get POSSeS,WO o f the body. I left 
het rockin9 on the po,ch, the chair moaning under her we~t and the shadows 
flic;ktring 1Ct0$S her t0ft$10 featurts, When Jenny and I weU:ed pan, She was 
t-..irM'llng faintly. 

The tw0 of us went ovt into the darkn.8$$ the tweet summer e\lC!, 
barefoot and quiet for a time - listening to the chatter of bets and the rattle 
of so.mying animals in the ruin&d structures. The moon became a crescent 
ctiunk. of sllve< in a eobalt s.Jtv. Soenu of growing plants and moist earth ros,e 
In the night breete. 

Presendy Jemy whisp0<ed, 'Where are v.c going?" 

"Down to the oil field," I said. 

"You going to talk about cf.addy?'' 

"Yes.." 

We wi:lked over the street and into the dry lot, The rnoonligM danced 
on the rusttng faces of the oil purrc:,s. steel backs bent, f0tever troten in ingvl.at 
posturts. Weeds and sticker:s arew beoe.ath the p,otection of their concrete 
foundations.. Sometimes bits of tar wtt'G visibkt a,ound the pump shrfts, dining 
forlomly to their fallen master$. A smell of dec,yed power drifted into trtf 
head - a wind from a mausoleum of human inventiveness. 

~t will happen to them?" Jenny asked, P()inting at the derelict puli"IPS. 

"They'll go f0r SCf8'>, I tuPPo,$4 •.•• What else haJ)pttlS to the dead? 
Old you know. the shortage may be: over soonr• My voice w.s soft in the 
night, like the moanino bt'Mz• Oddying among the oil cktrrids. 

"No," she said. ''How?" 

"Oil can be manufactured now. by subif,cting material to inteme p,essure." 

''What kind of material?" 

'WOOd and 01hef thi111JS." I felt dead imide. and my eyes wore butning 
f;wc:etv. "You know . , , oarbaQe," 

''\\/here's daddy?" she said, facing ms with her hand! resting on her hips, 
lips trembling in fear of an an,.,,,.., ,he elrtaetv knew. 

"Dead bod;es are~." I said. Theo her faoewas moisten myshoutder 
and the crickets ftll Quiet to listen to Jenny's muffled $Obs 3nd I w1$hocl I 
had my rifle to kill the men from San Francisco. 
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"Mother needs yoo," I dismissed her with a waw of mv heind. PMng 
fOf a moment, her e~ bofe into tht ground. 

"But I want to see him." 

"He's gone!" I snapped. 

'Vlhere1" 

"Go 10 mother, nowt'' 

Jenny fell silem and we walked ~Y with the box. Those eyes followed 
me. pain draining from them in aysta11ine droplots ot moG"ture. 

Down the front neps the i><oeesslon meirched reverenttv. Scant, brown 
junipers oointed to the s.ky from the oomer ot the walk, whe~ tht steps mtl'god 
with the street, I covfd see Jenny hOkfing: mother's hand. but Still staring. We 
crossed a blood spot on the sidewalk, still red where dad had fallen from a 
swift kiCk of our mule's hindlegs.. There wete skid marks where lhe van had 
pulled aw;ry. Onto the grass the group moved as a single unit. Birds darted 
from the fresh mound of earth by the gra,.,e - dirt flying from final scratches 
after food. 

No one was sweatlrQ wtien the box was set onto the grass. TM other 
pallbearers moYed il'N"8'i mec:h,ania,Uy. Wrfngi~ hls heinds.. Fat.hef Padua began 
me lltanv. 

"And let p&rpetval lf,ght shine upon him." A practiced. memorized speech 
of ont whO had been given ample rime to leam. Jenny was standing alone. 
several steps from mothtf. The sun was slightly pan 2:tnith and the hOt, wrtry 
air wrrouncted us. TNn Jenny was running, bOney legs ear,ying, her !Ike a 
g&zelle. We m~ es figure, struggling vncser heavy ltQuld and she squirmed 
from our grasps. Father Padua re-ad'led for her, d utching, but Jenny was too 
swifl. a lltUt white fi:sh flashing among us. At tht casket. $ht tossed back 
the lid. The inside w• hollow. 03d's suit was lakl ovt, a empw mockery of 
a man. 

"08ddy1" Jennv screamoo, glancing al'04.lnd with wild oves. ''Where's. 
Daddy?" Lifting het bOdV, I SW'Vng the girl to my $h0u-ldtr, Her pitiful cry 
fo llowed me into the house and it took two hours to qui,et the tiny throat 
into sleep, 

The evening was sweet and meleincholy, Night birds whist~ f0tlornly and 
,aked thl"Ough tM black skv. Mother rocker;S in 8 steel cedlner, sipping at a 
glas:s of lemonade. 

" I svi»ose I shouk:I tell her now. $ht has • right to know," she $1Qhed. 
creaking in the Ohair. 

"I'll do it." My Yoioe Wi-S e&lm, resigned. "Yov've been strained enough 
todey." 

"She'll listen to you more than me, envway." 
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The hl!tlway was empt)' ., I follO'Mld its gray length with my gaie, ignoti1"19 
her question. Diamond bright, the sun burflOd in a doodles., sk;y, Heat waves 
melted from the roof and flowed into the e,ir. 

"'What if you're killed like Mr. Motrls? Who'll tend the fafm?" Mother 
was craning he( neck., trylng to see where I lay behind the waving rifle. 

"I won't be." 

"8vt think of vour dad. He knew fighting was useless after the first night, 
He wouldn't W3nt y0u to do this.. Stot) It, Josec>hl Pleastl" 

In lhe dl$tanoe WM a plume of dU$t, • smell green speck quivering in 
the heat. Gradually It took the shape of a speeding van, roaring into the de:sertoct 
town. The auto Cf()$,,St(f beneath a derelict Stgnat ltQ:ht four bkxks us:>, Its 
feflection was fragmented end splintered owr the few remeining windows in 
the bank build ing. I slipped the scope onto the Winchester and brought the 
c:ros:.haiirs up to the windshield. Two men were in the front. laughing at a 
p,iva,ui joke. The driver swanowed. I watched the $"We8t trickle on hit throat, 
glidit"G over his aclem's apple where the crosshairs $topped. My target wais found. 
The thr·oat ootrvulsod as tll& man laughed. thtObbing in and out. He would 
newr see my father'' s body. 

"Nol" mother Shooted. "Nol" 

My f'inger squeezed on the trW,, treni>ling. The van rolled dosOr with 
the laughing men. Along rrrv arm the veins 1hrobbed wilh the quickened pvlse 
of rrrt heart. 

"Don't lea...e us atonel" she wailed, falli ng on he:r tnee,, Her voice trailed 
w,ay in the silence. leaving onty sobs and panidc:ed choking SO\lnds. And Jenny 
was at mother's side, staring a t me with tl'ose hollow tvt$. Passi'Mly, the brown 
orbs begged MO:. Tho riflie lowered, d baC)pearing behind the parapet. 

In the street, the van stopped. The men w-ent inside with mother and 
returned with a large bundk). Dad was slung bctvMn them like a hvg,c sh.~, 
Wr'awed in a whito cloth bag. He disappeared Imo the back. The door$ slammed 
and then the car gone - tires spinning the road. Mother let the money 
they had given her flutter wwav in the brff?e. Later' we picked it up fol' en 
emergency. but at the moment I wlped the te31'S ¥mich IM!te streaming 
ftom rrrv eyes. 

I did not C(Y the day of end's fvner1t. When those of u., who were 
pallbearefs lifted the eottio, Jenny wJs at my side. t\.19!illng on my shirt. 

"Joseph, I want to kiss dadcfy.'' 

"Go 10 mother," I said. The Ql$ket was YGfV light. we Nd lakt his 
$Uit inside and the we9\t was negligible. 

"8ut b dacSdY there?" Jengy e:tied. Her tl$00S wete foSded as In prayer. 
A fly buzzad around her neck. 
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hOrne f01 boy.s. Oma day as she was rearranging the dtori$ in he, yard, 
one of them yelled "why <lon't you go back inside you ot<f witch?" 
His friends a11 liMJghed, some uproarrQUsly, some net'w'°'-4ly, but I'm 
sure she didn't MM them. She went on about her work then slowly 
shuffled back Inside with two of her cats foUowing rervously at her 
feet. 

I only noticed two visit0<s in the two yea.rs that wo shared the, 
sa.mo block. 01\t was lM lame owner of the ntighbOthOOd market 
who would StoP by rwioe & week on his way home after ctosi~ up 
the s10te at 6 o'doolt. He would limc> up to tie, door wi1h a grooery 
bag. She would open the dOOf. eo:::ept hi$ bundle without a word, 
then clo&e the door. I never knew if he did it out of the kindnen 
of his heart Of if $Offi(I arrat19emcnt Md been made by her relative$, 
He was a quiet. somber, older man and there wM new,- mote than 
3 petfuncto(Y exehange ol pleasantries ai he tallied my daily purchases. 
I never asked him •bout the old lady. 

The other ,..isitor was a tall, '4!-an w iovs loo>dng woman in her 
fifties who staved thcrt for a oouc>lc of week$. I later learned that 
it was her d&ughler ,..bhing from the ea$t. She was. the only one I 
ever sew enter the hoU$8. She came and 'M.!'t'lt frequently during her 
st,v. 

Some of me local reahors ~re eager to get the old lady to sell 
her hovst because ok:ler homes wer• scaroe and In su<:h detl\and, Md 
they >M?re certain, Ju<lging from the appearance of the place that she 
would be eager to sell it and ffl0Ye into something that she could 
handle. But they kno<:ked at hCI' (k)o( ln '131n, and v.tlen there wM 
no 8n$Wtt one wcn-<1,fmed. S®histi<:a1ec:t-loolcing broker decided to 
catc:h a peek 31 the inside from one.,2.f the windows. She was greeted 
by tw0 sm&II g.rey eves peering adamantly back at her through tho 
dirty dishetwld OJIUir\'S. She turl'ICd nervOuSly and hvNi&d b3Gk to tw 
ear, fumb ling with her tctvs, drooped hef P()(ketbook. reuieved it and 
with frequent fur..tive glances baCt at the taco in tM window, quickly 
d imbed into tht ca, a~ ietl<.ed it Ol\to the quiet wcly street. 

laite one afternoon I heard the Offlinous sereech of bakes and 
this tirne the inevitable crunch of metal, I rV$hed ftom me h0u$8 
toward the muffled cries coming from an overturned uuck. Someone 
hefped the dark-compl,e;eted oouplc out of the pickuc> cab while others 
were atttndi:ng to the <hildrtn who were n'IO$llv jun cvt ¥d bruised, 
sca1tered about the oorner by the old lady's house. They appeared 
to be a migrant famitv ooming into town aftCf a day-•, wetk in the 
flek:ls tiast of town, their well-worn jeans and shirts stained by 1heir 
labors. When I c-.ame ovt of the house I was startled bv the form 
of lhe old lady huddled the motionless figure of a Srn311 Child 
that h3d landed on thu skltwalk by her front door, but was diverted 
by the badly cut leg of a,n older boy. his dark ayes looking out from 
his ,weat•streiked but tearless face. Afttt I had ttQPPOO th& bleeding 
hit shaken and still disori•nted mothet' came over. Spani$h endearments 
cescad1ng from her Iii,$ as she wept and catessed him. Thl'l'l an oldtr 
girl cried 'Where's Teresa?" and as they frantically glanced around 
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I noticed the old lady was gone. I entet«I the OJ)Cn dOor of the Old 
houSJ8 and st<>P()ed behind the cracked glas1 dOOt$ of the perlor, An 
open trvn1e stood In the oorner and I saw the old lady kneeling on 
the ftsyed rug bv the worn and faded dam~k dawnpott gently hOlding 
and stroking the small datk hand. AA old pictute of a yo,ung girl with 
long bronze cvrls, dressed ln a lovetv pink taffeta dres:s. set In solltarv 
vigil on the m)ntle above the firec;ilace, pifed high with Hash. The 
old lady had carefully washed the blood from the girl's forehead and 
brushed htr long dark hair, all the wtiif.t singing softly in her whispery, 
cr1cking \'Qice to the 1iny figvre with bare feet protrvding from the 
faded pink ~ffeta dr8$$. Mectianically I motioned to the ambulanoo 
attendants who came lo and carried the Ihde girl out on a stretd'ler, 
The o§d IJdy "4S swing into the pk:lure, t,vmmlng softly,• I turned 
quietJy and left. closing the front dOOf t ightly f.fter me. 

A few ~eks tater while out for an ea,rly evening: wal k. I stopped 
to talk with s vety charming old tady who lived s couple of bloeks 
away. She was out in the yard watering a bed of pansies.. We had 
talked before but I never tired of heating her tell the tales of the 
old neighborhood. I a.$ked her if she knew th8 old lady who lived 
on rt"! COtner. "Ah, Ve$," she told me. "I used to tive in n-.e old 
hoU$8 i0'0$S the st.reet from her - oh. but tha t's gone now." She 
nodded htr head slowly. "Yf!S. she was a n6fVOOS vourc;i thing - atwa:vs 
watc:hing ovt t thOSe tw0 daughters lik,e a mother hen. N~ even let 
them come t1Cr0$S the street to pl'Y with the other Qhjldren in my 
yard. Thev we,e nice girls - always d ressed as pretty as a pictvrt. 
I e,pecially remetnber the YOI.N"¢'" one," she laughed. "with that 
devilish gleam in her~ - and the older one - atwavs scolding he! 
and watching that she d id v.fiat their mother said." She bent and turned 
off the fauc.et then continued hC:Sitantly with the u!'IPleasant 
reooUeetlon, "One day the father ga...e lhcm permi;s.,ion to go on a 
hayride with a group from the church. The mother came home sheftlv 
a fter thtv'd left and sparks began to fly. Latet the pestor came. The 
wagon was sideswiped by a truck. while mev were riding, on a narrow 
lane in the fatmland out eaisr·of tOW'T'I.'' She shook her heOO. "It was 
a sad tlling - the funer&l, He t ried to put his arm around her but 
she pushed him r,wey - just -stood there - dry-eyed, as they ffl>Wtv 
l~red the casket into the 9r0uind:' She gently laid down the hose 
and wiped tier hJncb on her gardening smock. 'Well, he staved for 
a number o f years, kept hoping $he'd ~ t better. Finally he and the 
<>kier daughter moYed aw-av." 

I walked home in the waning sunlight. painfully aware of mv 
rntrusion from anothef t ime and pfaoe. I was oblivious of my 
surroundil"(JS until I cal'l"le to the old lady's hovse.. There were no lights 
on ins.ide and I tl\Ought I perceived he-r hunched f igure in the dOON1aY 
motioning to one of her Cf.ts who q u~ tv ran intide. The door latehed 
shut. 



A few months later I saw a real estate management truok parked 
beside \he curb end a coupl.e of meo ciearit"I!> out soma ol the choked 
vines and planting a lawn. Then the painters came and a For Salt 
sign took the plaice o f the Notiot to Cttar. No one seems to know 
'M'lat happened to her. Someone S&ld they saw an ambulance come 
one e-.-ening. 



Father Nickolas G. Milatos 
Kalymnos and Her Unconquerable Gold 

Morning came- after the night, aod the blindness whieh exi$t&d was thete 
no moro. 

The light came and dlitOS behaved as never befo<e. His darkness took hs 
ttPl)<opriate time and shared in the total complex (MA2.AJ whleh now began 
to fotm in some orOOl'ly manner. 

Day aftet dav some things began to rtoede and others to l~reg,nate. 
liquidity found her place and the bulk did likewise. 

The untvling element$ by OJStom still exp,~ d~tisfaction with the 
new oommands destined to rule Ow"er them, bvt they must obev ot be eurt.ed 
fore,.,er more, 

Heroes and villians were born and the new 0tderly oompl4x beeaffl(l the 
AGHONE (noose) of the wc:ik. Tho tub of tht un.rvling aod the tomb of the 
righteous, whOse echo of crying CM be heard trying to protect something .so 
dear to Nm. 

Days. have passed by since the beginninv wtien au things took mei, place. 
AU tf'li~ 30d beings learned to edjvst to their ('tf1W habitet exc:ept a aeation 
called MAN. 

EYCf\'thing took iu Otderly place and, destiood to S-t3'/ unmoved foreve1. 
was tMre as a witne$$ to testify whenever q~tioned, for the things 'Aflieh 
M:re there before. 

Thi:$ is but a peak of the total mountain. \\hen the almighty .Ol'lt spoke, 
the roat ot thunder w.1$ hea.-d, and caused this gt.ant to #'liver and slowly to 
bend Oft his knees. The blinding lightning btought waters thet so ,ap)dly dimbed 
up the mountain, whose burial seemed much quicker, for it was by now 
CO!ll)~tely on its kf'ICC$, 

Feat conquered the giant and by force an unwilling ay came out f0t 
help. The aim,ghtJy one tMWd this giant supplieatjng M a man in need and 
thU$ allowed the w.ate:rs to come only up to his neck. 

There this mountain he~ stands, but few people can tell that this Is a 
crying head beeau:se it wM froten wt'len it kx>ked upwatd to be htafd by the 
almightY one, 

His nose stands high. Thefe a righteous one has his stables to feed Md 
to rest his firing hOn.es that took him to heaven. 
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HjJ Check bones are made W'I such a manner that man used them as a 
plooe of safety and survival. The highest one 10 the nol'th is callied the old 
eastle. The lowest one 10 the south i$ alled the new castle, 

The he8d full of hair gently waves to the ~t and is the attraction of 
common and royal stock a!U:e, Every petSOn shares hit b«tutiful wave that 
so tcndo-rly moJi:es the neck of the one-time~eat giant. 

The chin lie$ tOW8tdS the ff$l, and with its beautifu l and ar,r$Ctlve d~le 
has be(:Qme the host of so many sailing hOIT'le$. SO thankful they are because 
here they can find fOOd a~ waw· .so precious t()I' the continuance of their 
voyage. 

The wind softly blows as th04.$h v.tii:spe,ing sweet words that no one 
can oornp<ehend, No ear (:8;f'I distingul1h their meaning. Though \heir sound 
brings comfort anc, an expression of thanks in the ears of the listener. 

Thi$ undiningvi$h8ble sound. so $00thlng to the human ea,. can be heard 
rruch more intensely when Boreas in fury rushes through the island. Ottw 
ne9lb0ring islands - for lhe .Aege3n is mveh populated with them - can Ma, 
th1$ sound, and 10 thetr dismav for the fnabilitv to hear dearly and to distinguish 
what this meiocliuous sound ca(r ies, have unanimou$1y, in a meieting, reached 
the only .solutiol'I to the rkkUe, 

Leros from the west, Kos from the east, and other islands, once giants 
tllt.e the one whiCh thev are in council 10 teach a decision tor his met«fious 
sound, have called th&S giant "Kalymnos." 

No name could have been more apptopriate. for the oound of the 
whi$pering wind melodioU$fv ,e.acties the human ear, jtiS1if.,.-ing ttwt name. 
" Kalymnos, The Good Hymn.." 

Life continued upon thfs frozen gi,n1 heacS and the sound of his ne,n,e 
made many men curious. They came Jrom afar to see alld to hear and justify 
the$c tales. 

As this influx continued, wealth Sl)fe«I over the island. castles were built. 
One to the n0rth bea,me the safe:tv indwelling of many great m,en and theft 
flock. 

Her ri~ and fame bc"ought many curious $\l'11"1Qef$ ashore. Thus the 
unavoldaibt• need to hide the people's tteasore became the reason to build 1he 
new c:astle. Easily i1 w8$ $ieen; for envone entering the pon oouSd not mis.s 
the old creation high above klOlo:ing down and upon the new one. Looking 
down not to make fun of 1ts yovth 0t its $i.te, but ra1her to reessure at'l't' 
curious visitor that the old peo~e·s heart (the old csst'8's leadership) was willing 
and ready to meet the advetsity and to protect theif rWNt erution. For they 
Strongly believed and p(actic:ed: whe<e man's 1,easure is, the-re his heatt I$ also. 

Y~rs passed 1nd many men hl\'e ruled over this land. Some were 
s.tem. son-.t were soft. But one rule remained unvffl"lding to anv force; the rut,e 
to protect the °""' castle, tteMuring the trca:sure of the oeot)4t. 



The people were ht,ppy living under the protection ot their rule(. Prospe.-i1y 
w.JS & bles.1ing given by the alf'IVghtJy aod inhefited by their children·s children. 

As the season changes thus -'he good and serene lite became d inurbed 
by the- envy and greed of those who h.ave no tove lfl thelt hean for their 
fellow man and ntighbof. 

Thi$ omlnovs d8Y came when a nation from afar W'8St, built US)On one 
hundred aoc:t eighteen islands washed by the Adl'i-atk: sea. proclaimed thel'n$el\le$ 
oonqverors of the t31St. 

The Aegean sea and shores became their habitat. Thtv 100 were anrac1ed 
to " Katymnos." but thete the foe met his match-, 

Many days and ni!tits the !standers fought. Btood was shed like a 10,reot 
that raises its fury in Sitason. In vain the foe tried to capture the pon, f0t 
the pott W8$ p,01ected by Zevs the t1lmighty, the Protector bf th& island. 

Fate was to bri~ 501row and desuuet.ion upon "Kalymnos." The almighty 
one was making love to Here in his ,ovel cave in the village of EmPofio$, 
When their own son Hephaestus. to revenge the way his parents had treated 
him, being kicked by Zeus into the ocean, ga"6 the fire to the foe. 

lnstant&OeOusly all fou, corners of the island b89<IO to flame and lhe people 
found themseftteS in a pn"dicament from which the only exOdut W8$ destruction. 

The king talled the guards. "Btino all the gold hither," he commanded. 
"Oown, lay it down beneath the aghone. Down to the lower IIYe:t of the new 
castle. There where th& bones of many villiaos be. Seat the gold , C.11 the prie$t 
and all tho$6 who ate wUlin,g to p,artake in the ceremony.'' 

lhe king $90ke and the people shated one thing in common. Whh tears 
in their eyes, the king fim and then the people Mk.ed the priest to c:vt1e the 
gold. 

The f ire has lusciously beeo feeding thus burning down WhatsoeYer she 
met in he/ way. The priesu with ooen t\Mds and with one vok:e rec:itod the 
cune; 

..Almighty god Zeus, Protector of every element of this island: We who 
sre deninod to be burned Md to die, bc(ause of the envy of the enemy 
$1'ld tht wfokedl'le$$ of your $00, we pray to vou. Almighty tather, to 
curse this trea.svre. L.et no m&n'$ hand lie upon ii? for he svrety must 
die? and let no man's eyts witness its sight. for he surely would lose 
Ms mind. Fo, those whl) tami:,et with tht thOught of tnte<ing thit locale, 
let their thoughts rfooctiet in an ominous way wherefore no man can 
comprehend the purpose of their goal. let any man who tampers with 
our blOOd-earned gold, ~t that man be destroyed by the burning of the 
tire i nd the $1ledd1ng of his own bloOd, Amen." 

The firo has OOl'\sUmed everything. Th0$C of whom arc leh have 
the booty of the enemy. 



The toe has OOOQuered the giant head al'ld together an that i$ upon it , 
Goatd$: here, guards the.re. tryi.--g to secure their p(ey. Foobl They tnow not 
that the Kitymnian body can bt conquered, but not the soul! 

The tokllers have the people match to 1heir new leader, Instructed to give 
all they h.ave. One by one passes through. The leader t,om the -we:st greet$ 
them with a smile. While the if\h!bit-ants SOberly OJrUy as though to salute, 
but they slms,ly give their pr~ious belongings. 

Time N:J passed and many <X>nQueroo have beoorne the ruler$ of tht 
inhabit¥\U. One thing, however, stay,, free m untouched. The trea$1,.1re of 
the island, buried in the castle. enjoys the serenity and ~ace which death 
brings to a tO<miented bOdy. 

But al.8$ and mry God forgive the intruder. Through e dream the Mc>tOtJZOS 
mother disooven the C8flturias' oid secret. 

She dream$ of wea\-th ones riches. She reveals he!' dream to her two younger 
sons. All three art oonquered with a hOpe full of g.reied. Dreams, that di-tamed 
by ewakened people are filling their mincts and tht decision is rtaehed to disturb 
the serenity of the cursed gold. 

The-fr dream has fai led to re,.,ea! that this. ptedOUl tteawte was guarded 
by the remains of the twelve peicSIS. <ffitined to be watdlful in ordet" to tulfill 
their promfse given to the king years c:go. 

In ,ecret., the three of them. the l'l'IOthef and two sons, Pa,r81,Sk-eve, Peter 
and John. are surveying the eas-tfe, They have found somethi"!I which enoouragas 
their drive-. fof days they dig, John the younger son began to dfeam of 
tOt"(\()tfOw In a maMer which only young men do. Theit 9()31 has been re-veiled. 
The piece: of gold which thev h~ found now is )o$t. 

The mother, the wi5eSt of e.11. retreats. But the rutM of the pfiest is with 
them. The mothe:r taJls ill. The doctors are pui::zl«f and unaware of what the 
illness is. The two sons though, they are (ephlvol} ~tto the $1lT18Zement 
of many people, they hai,e changed and the neighbors. friends and ralati...es 
are perplexed as to what is happening. 

Those thet so mveh love them are asking Ont question whose &MNer was 
given thousands of years ago; what has brought this ~ ldlsh et1itude upon 
Peter a~ John. Oh my God1 Where k their responsibJe mannets and thlt wisdom 
whieh so muoh (fistinguished them from others? Oh Godl GN"e us an answer. 
But there is no a,nswor. 

The ol(fest $On In the family searched in tNf:tV whieh way to find the 
cause, but for t/Yf/Ky effort tht answer was neg,th,e. Old Nick end his sister 
Irene and $1(evos and Nicki were- k»t to the riddle 'M'lic:h hes bef-aJfM their 
family. 

The mothe:! is ill, The tw0 brothers Peter and John bGc::ame IO\'Cf'S of fire 
and were delighted to watch the flames ctini>ing high only to disaPJ)e<lr in 
tne unreachable heights of the air. 



Th& day came. The curse had to be imoosed. Peter and John were trapped 
in a ca...e of pon::elain fifteen yards from their front door. The fire t1ew, The 
smoke climbs. The exodus to tho cave was buried with smoke. The onty thing 
one c:3!\ heltr Y4t the ¢fY o f the two intruder, of the o.irsecf gold. The mother 
is sick. For days she is in bed. She hears the screaming of her sons. She stands 
up. Then SM rum to wlw'e \ho voioes buried in smoke <:ould bt heard. She 
screams. She goes through \ha smoke. Then her voice too can be heard from 
tht same depth .s- het two $Om, All three are burned and dead. 

FriendS, relatives, and ttrangeo alike pray tor tl'le soulsof Pareskevi. Peter. 
l(ld Joh'l. While you see the terror destined to le:st f0< many years to o:>me 
in every one's eyes, 

Every man Is his own het"e, but alas every t'l'l3n is hb own desttvction. 
Years have passed e.nct the story has been retokt. Many have been ama1ed. 
but OOfl8 has undertaken the chore to chaJ~ the validity of the tale, exocot 
the hard wortdng man Georg& Ko~m. 

He was a briddaytt and an honest man. H8 stood tall and with oonvlction 
ht said. "I will challenge the CUIW, I will f ind the gold." 

The old folks called him a foot The young, a dare-devil. Only one oerson 
eovnclled Georoe with the exwience a council mun have. The okl Nick 
~ouzos, but his council Weis uoheard. 

Aeedy and prepared, he stam his expedition. No ,geeonc:t thou(tlt can bring 
reluctance to hi$ mind. "Forward I must go? I must be free from labot onoe 
and fot all." 

"This OMY gold will mali.t me rich. No longer will I have 10 work.'' 

Oh, human greed, one can hea.r the voice of 1he ptlests. Eoiy Gok:1 1Where 
is our sweat? 'h'he<e is the blOOd we .shed? Where is the youth that has been 
Ion t,ying to protect their fathet$' f&ther't' 90kt? All this has been forgotten, 
Only one thought luscioosly feeds into yovr mind, Somethi~ bvrfed is 
50msthing t8':Silv caotul'$d. Fools! 

Geo<ge eonttf'lu&s hi,s WOfk. ~n one May (lay when all the souls of the 
deod ere free to go anywhere they wish, George wuck something whk:h he 
said was gold. 

•·1 h&ve found what I wM IOOking for: I hrve found the treasure." He 
rushes down to the citY and there he expl&lns wtl8t hes hl:-.>PMed, h was three 
o'clock in ths afternooo. Yes, 1hree o'clock. George Co,r\?alis shows the clock 
trying to cctwinc:e his audience of his success. 

''What a pity" sakt an old man. "What a pltyl Where is the gold, George? 
Whett is the gokt?" "COme my dear friend, oom~ and I will show you the 
bigges-t urn you ever saw," TM crowd ,follows tilm ar'ld,anxtOUsly k>oktd Ul)On 
the piece where George found his- gold. There was nothiOQ. Only one thing 
was deat, the agony of George's family and the pity towatd them from those 
vdlo loved them so ff'IJd'I. 



'Tiell;, tock, George's dock <:0unu the t'l".Oments. the hOun. the days, telling 
George how rich he is while h.is family struggles for their daily bl'ead. Oh. 
Fatel Oh fortune that bring$ misfol'tUne. When will you stop ~os.ing your 
wiU1 Those who h,ave suffered are not the tne(f'IVI Those are peopkt of voor 
<,,Nn Ii~. 

Nk:k, the old man, tool: interest. He spoke out lood as though he had 
enough: "L8die, $llcl gentlemen, listen to what I have to say. If thOrc is anyone 
htre who has m°'e to grieve. I am that person." 

" I remember 'When once we were a h~ family. flbw, as I am sure 
you can remembel. I h.M lost my good mother 8f\Cf my fWO brothers. tw0 
young men full of future. They. beCause of tilt oorsed gold, were burned with 
fire a:tmos:1 to ashes. Now the<e staods George feeftng and 8C1ir-g as thOUgh 
hit ;s the happiest man in the whoklworld. 'Mlile, as Y04J Qln we, his fem.ily 
is dmstd in b1ack. Your hearts, I am sure. ara broken with grief end sorrow, 
as mine 1$, There iJ no other attetnati-..e left but Ol'lilY. t<> searc:h and to find 
another opening that perhaps ths priests have not walked through. My mother 
and two brothers stoned from the mt. George here started from the south. 
I will start from the west and then let fate take her QOUrse." 

Many we,e silent, many wept, but many showed lheir love by trying to 
scop dear okl NI~• 

..I shoukt u-att a t four hours past midnight, for I believe the al, is free 
from i ll the evil spltits that ate fr88 to torment the imooent people. People 
that simply are looId~ to improve thel'l'l$tlveS." SIience hM fallen. No one 
breathe$, One can onty hBOt the sigh of his sistec Irene; "Nick," she $8YS and 
marches fO(Watd. With arms open and tea.rs in htt eyes that sht con no longer 
hold back, she keels down at his feet. 

''I p,,ay to the Hvi09 God, m; brother, to en~te vw to see the futile 
task vov are undertaking. We lost a mother and two btothers, vou are the 
o1dest left. Let it be. Let this gold be as it is. My btothef, its value has been 
lost, 10< there i.s no g01d to buy the life of any human beil"lg. Not alone vou." 

Nick prepares hitn.$elf. fOf'oes himself to go to sleec>. His s!eeples.s night 
i$ $hared by many. He b up. The time 2 &.m. He hopes not to be seet'I 
by anyone-. He m&rches as ttloulti he oomes from victory. Ht rBilChes the -west 
side of the castle. He stops. The time is 3 :55 a.m. He takes the baggage otf 
his baelc;. Then he hears a voiot greeilng him: "Goo<J morning, fritnd." He 
tVfll$ atoUt"ld. He sees nothing, he heat$ nothing more. 

Clop,~. you can hear the pick. Ag,fflively he $1:rikcs t"8 ground praying 
that no man or priest has passed 1hi$ Wfto/. The time''-" so fast. The sun 
beg.an to shed $0Me light when old Nkt stopped. 

He looks around:. There is nothi~ he can tee or hear. He puts his ear 
on the ground thus 10 hear more eOiciently. Nothing. Nothi~ to seal Nothing 
to heatl Again he sta/lef$, 



He p,oceeded to l,e;,yo th& castle.. Down the hill he goes. HkS foot stei)I 
betrav his aggressiveness. He is about to a'O$$ the street when out of nowhere 
an automobile hits okl Nick. 

When all spectators, friedns and refatiYe$ cerne. Nick was de.ad. cove,ed 
v.;,h his own blOOd, 

Silence OOOQuered the hearts of young and old. Then it was broken by 
the fragile voioe of an old lactv who said: "Now I ean see our forefathers 
spoke t~ ttulh. EW:ryt.Mng 100k its eoutse. we so,row. Othet1 are sleeping 
in pea01t still, knowing their gold will never be touched." 



Nancy Sabovich 
A Doll for Sharon 

(A ShOt"'I Story for Children • 4th to 5th grade reading kN'ell 

A cold brec~e wt'lipoed h.'ltd against Sharon•, APPie, red Checks 
as she tvrned into the tiny unnoticed $hop on her r~1. Cr,cUing 
something in her warm arn'\$, she gently c>pened the handsomely carved 
'MJoden dOOI". A $itve, bell ~ng out a " -eloome as the wa<mth of tht 
aaclt:ling fire from the old black belly s tc:we reached a.,1 10 w.arm 
her cold body. 

A s.mlle fo,med on her delicate tiink lip$ as Sharon eagerly looked 
atound the crOWded room. The line afternoon sunlight played on her 
redish brown hair and her o;rls $eemed to bOunce in delight. On tte 
heavily laden walls were dolls. Nothing el$e. Just doll:$.. The:e were 
big dolls, linlt dOH$. dOU$ that 181k6d; dolls that walked. bea1,11ifu1 
dolls and plain d<>lts, All of their carefuUy dV$ted brightly coJO<td 
outfits blended together into a brttlant rainbow. 

''Hello. Sharon," said a bi; 9roy,t1a:lrcd man as he stepped out 
of a back room. His broad shovlders seemed 10 fill the tOOM but t,is 
thin body did not S(!i(lm to match his big frame. His face wes growing 
old fMt clnd his body knew It, The wtink!(ld face was kind bu1 s&rious. 
His erms seemed 100 tong fo: the faded p4&1d long.sleeved ShifL 

"Htllo, Ot. Pel)9ertnint," 31'$wtred, Sharon putting her precKk.1$ 
bundle on the high C01.Jnter. 

"Wha1 have we htt'e? Not again!" exc:taimtd Ot. hppermint. 

"Mollssa did it! Not me! I told he, not to play with it, Or. 
Peppermin1. Honest I did," Sharon replied. 

Ttnderly graspoing th8 limp doll, Or. Peppermint bent OYef for & 
closer look, 

"lJm,::11 .•. umm . . ah ah!" exclaimed Or. Peppermint. "Here's 
the oroblem! Her right 1rm needs to be put back Into het ShOuldet 
~•t. This rnls-sing right finger will have to be replaoed. Hmm . 

"Ct. PepPermint? Sh6'11 be alright. won't she?" Sharon asked 
worriedly. 

''Of course she wtll, dtar••• Or. Peppermint said gently he patted 
her cbubbv hand, "Come tixk. the day aher 1om.Ol"row-, Tt.Jr.sday, 
O.K.I" 



"Thank you," Sharon replied as she turned to leave. Turning back 
to look once more at her ChefiShod dOII d-.e noticed how thin Or. 
Peppe.rmin, WM ge:111.ng, 

"He should eat mort," ShatOf'I thought to herself as $he stepped 
out in tht Chllly aJr, Dusk Wk falling Ian. 

"I'd better get home or Mom will worry," Sharon thou,ght as 
she quickened her tin~ stepS. 

The afternoon tra1fic rushed by and people bvmped Into her as 
they hurried home to their warm house and dinner. f\bbody seemed 
to notice the old men tither ais he hung a Closed sign in his window 
dunered with dolls. 

Or. Peppermint watched the r!J$hed people f0t a little while then 
quietly went OY8r to the counter and picked up the broken pieces 
of the dotl. 

"Now dOn't vou fret," o,. Peppe,mint said smiling, looking dOwn 
8'l the doO. ,. I'll ha\00 you fixed ln • jiffy.'' 

A$ M turned the llgt,t on in the baek room, d utt.w see-m to juf11) 
out at him from everyWhere. Give. pieces of dothino and paper were 
scattered all over his small bed and dresser. His work counter wa.s 
groaning under the weight of his small reftigcrat0r and work tools. 
A lifelike irn;,g,e of him in his vovn,oer days decorated the peeling bei9e 
wall a~ with some other assorted dusty pictures.. Sitting down in 
an 0kt rawocf diair, he started to ox.amine the sk:lt doll. 

"Jusi a few more block$," Sharon thought 8S she hurded along. 
"Doesn't sotnEt nice warm hot choeolato sound good now." 

The do'M'ltOY-T'I rush hour noise was dimming as Sharon tumed 
down the leist block. The houses were of • SQUare $h-epe trimmed with 
brown lawns frozen by the cold. 

"What would we ever do withou1 o,. Peppermint." mused Sheron. 
"He's the only one who can fix ou:r dolls just right. I can't ever 
remel'1'0et him not being here." 

He:r house w,es yellow with e white trim. The l~fless trees In 
fron t of her house seemed to shake with cold as the chilling breeze 
btew through thom. A l~t was on and beek.oned Shiwon on M She 
juffl)e(I up the front porch steps two .et e time. 

"Mom, I'm back.," ytlled Shalon, as She peeled off a coat and 
two sweaters. 

"Hi, honey! Oinnet"s mmost ttMy. Sttak tonight!" her mom 
answe<ed M she ttvct hef" he,ct ovt ol the ldtchen dOOt, her face 
flushed with the heat from the stove. 
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"Oh, bovl" thought Sharon as she saambled for the bathrOOfT\ 
to W't'sh up. 

Or. Peppermint washed his long fingers cartifuUy and dried them 
on his th\n dish t~ I. ux,n opening the ,efrige<&tor. he did not have 
to Jook Ye<Y long fo, something to eait for dinner. Onfy a carrot and 
some s·ta~ bread. 

Or. Peppe,mim sighed a$ he settled back down in Ms chair. An 
unopened envelope la.id on th8 tQPe of his doGk by his olbow. It was 
addressed to a Mr. Arthur l>ei»ermim, 299 So. 3«t St., Totlo, Maine. 
It was from me State. 

"I know what they want. Can't they undctstand I'll PIY them 
when I can?" Or. Peppermint '81d oullood to himself as he chewed 
on the rubbery carrot. 

Frowni~. he put \he leHet in a Cong grey t)ox on top of ~al 
other unopened white tong envelopes. Finishing the bread off with 
his usual glass of water, he gathered up all h-is thiogs from hi:S bed 
and piled it on the al,eady sagging counter. SQueezing his tall frame 
into the cramped bed, he managed to fa.II asleep quickty. 

"Did Mr. Peppermint look at your •. ," 

"Or, Peppermint, Morn. I've told you before it's Or. and not JJ. r. 
Don't let him hear you say that, please," Shatoo intem.,pted Jru<iousty. 

"Oh, I seem to forget. Never mind ... did he look at the doll?" 
htr mom answered as they cleared the tat:>'8 o ff. Her f\tther had 
,e'tlrecs to the study to look o..-er some more papers. Melissa want 
over to tum on the T,V. 

"Yes! Md he S8id tie ooutd fix. it 393inl Isn't that great, Moml" 
uclaimed Sharon. 

" I don' t know how else he would mo.ke it un&ess vou •dds didn't 
keep bringing him dOIIS to fix.. 'i\tlenevet I pass by his Shop, I never 
see anybocfy in there. I wondet where he lives? Ha...e You ever met 
his wife, Sha, on?" asked her mom. 

"No," aMHefed Sharon $10--Nly. "No. I've never seen anyone else 
in there besides Betty. Martha and the othe, kid$. But ht sure can 
fi)( a,nything." 

Finishing the disnes did f\01 ta~ b"I) so Shaton had time to 
1ini$h $Oma ni.ath problem.s before beef time. Solvlno math l)(Obl~ms 
did not come easy for Sharon as she sat o-.er the long division problems 
biti11Q her thumb nail ne,rvovsl'y. With he< eves,gtowing more and mc,ro 
~arv owr each problem Sha,on decided she'd better oo to bed, 



··Maybe I c.an think better ln the morning and will be able to 
work the test of the math problems out then," she reasoned as she 
crawled under he-r warm blank.ea. 

She soon fell asleep thin.king about the wonderful room full of 
n0thirl9 but dolls. A smile formed on her still face as She slept. 

The week passed QUidtly as Sharon went to school and played 
with her fri&nd$ aftetwards:. Ewrydav they atways ran by Or. 
Pepperminfs shop weving as they wem. Or. Peopermint atwavs had 
a big smile and a waw for the children as he stood by the large gl8$.$ 
'Nindow. 

Then one day after school Shafon stooped et the tiny doU shop 
and went in. 

"It's Thursday, Dr. Peppermint!" exclaimed Sharon. 

"Y8$. it is. Sharon, I hM yoor doll In 1he back. Ooe moment," 
sa-kl Of. Peppermint a1 he went into the back. Bringing the precious 
doll out.. he I.aid it carefully in Sharon's arms. It looked good as.new. 

"She looks hapPy now, Or. Pepp(trmint," Shalon said smiling. 
"How mueh did it cost to fix her?" 

"A doller," Or. Peppermint answered, 

Cwntlng out her change carefully, Sharon la.id ont dOllar the 
high counter clutching the doll tightly in her left arm. 

"Thank you, Or. Peppermint. Thank you so much!" 

Afw $he l'lad left, Or. Peppermint opened the old cash register 
and put the change in the empty st.ells. 

Sharon was so happy, she skipped all the way home hugging her 
doU elr the way. 

"Mclissa iffl't going to play with vou again," she said a1 she 
comforted the doll. 

As Sharon ran by the doll shop the next day, like she d id ev«y 
day. her hand stopped In tht middle of a wtwe as she saw the Closed 
sign in the window. 

"'What?I" MCl&lmed Sharon as she $topped NMi"9. The Other 
childrtn stopped elso. 

" Is he sick?" totneOOe e lse asked. 

"He didn't look siek yesterday, Or. Peppermint's new, sick," 
answered Sharon. 

https://blank.ea


Poering into the window, they ,trained tosiecsornething. All-they 
could see were empty shelves. Instead of cheerful doll, only en opened 
leog v.tlite envelope st.ared baek at them. 



Camille Gavin 
Confirmation Day 

That particular Easter ()Jy began like any other In my memoty. 
Pede, swee1 with sleep, tiptoed into my room and urged me out of 
the covering &0ftl'IC$1 to go with him outdoo,s to search for the dyed 
eggs he knell' would be hid,:;ien among the dewy faces of my mother's 
pansies and under the bud·he.wv bridal wreath. I ti.ed my brothOf's 
shoei&eeS, IIS1et1ing to his endl8$$ Chotter at>out the Easter Sunny, 
Finailly, he asked if Rtlnnie would wme to visit when we returned 
from morning prayer at St. John's and the pinging ache passed. 
Holidays Mre mor6 of a pageant than a ritual when Ran.nie was around, 

Rennie's re~ name was Maudie L. O'Hanrahan and, although even 
now I do not bel~e in such notions, she WM ou, fairy godmother. 
Maudie L. O'Haoranao - rich and W3irm and round soundS - took 
8 tumble on my t~yetl(-()ld tongue. I QOUld Mall8Qe only "R&Mie." 
Nobody, she least of all, seemed to mind the corruption and Rannie 
t$ what I would can her for a long time. Petit too. To mv pa,enu, 
the was then, is now, and fotever will be. Mis. O'Haruah.&n. 

She came to us on hOIJdays and at OtNr times, to di'SoOJSS bUSiMU 
whh fflr/ fatt'\et but I did not S:now much &bout tNt Ufltll I W8S ol,der. 
Whenever she came, she brought gifts. Most of all. though, she brought 
hersielf. 

On Easter. fooklng as dellclous ais one of the eandy•fillod bMkets 
W<aP?ecS in crackling, pas1el cellophane which Herbert her e3mpanion. 
lifted carefully from the truck of th! big black P~ard, RaMie made 
her entrance. laking my f&thtf's welcoming hand, She oxtendtd first 
one high-an::hed, siz.~flve suede pymp, then the other, $?fl~ing from 

car with a lively grace. TM $hots wtre impc,,tant because th• oolor 
of tho,e cued the remainder of her attire. On thin p&rtioular Sunday. 
Aannie had chosen shoos 1hat looked like the succulent plums that 
ripened on our backyard tree each summer. My mother said Aannie's 
shoes v.ero mauve but I could .not fil"ld the word in tht d ictionary 
and anyway, I liked plumbettei-. (Once. t cou01ed theshoeupringkled 
like boo-bons on the carpeted floor of the huge, dark cl05et in her 
twreted house In Pasadeo.a. There M,e thirty-three pair, each a 
different color. Mrs. O'Hantahan, I had heard my mother say mote 
th~ once, is quite a dresser.) 

R«1nie prtss«f a kiM on rnv father's ditel:., lhen my mother's, 
and. after smothering Petie and me in a cloud of perfume. stOOd bac<. 
holding me at arms•leog1h. "Look: at you, Leslie, all in blue, ttty how 
yoo've grO'ffl'I, you're getting to be a young 1ady." For the first time. 
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I wondered what she would have said if I had shrun\: since her last 
visit. I almos1 asked but $et'lsed my father's $tOny smite, and decided 
to save the thought. 

My father tucked Rannle's hand inside his atm end led the 
P,oce5$iOn up the walk 10 our house where Rennie and Herbert would 
join us fo, dinner. I followed behind, warmtd by the sll"llight 1'3diatlnQ 
from Rannie't ever'9')klen curl$, thinkit'lg of Billie Burte whom I had 
seen the week before in " The Wi.zard ot Ct" at the Rialto. Pctie sat 
eto.ss--ltggod in the- lawn. smeari(IQ hit Chubby Chet.ks with the rern&ins 
of a marthmall<>w bunny, Herbert. csmeres $1u1"9 round his neck, 
brought VP the rear. 

Aannie never seemed 10 feel she needed to el(plaln Herbef1 to 
anyone. He simply was a necessity of he-I life. Maudie had oome to 
Riverview as a young girl - her name was LangfOfd then - end lived 
in our town vntil the met Terence O'HoinraNn who wh1$\:«f her ,way 
to Pasadena, a hundred miles to the sovt.h. Mv mother, whO was iutt 
a little girt at the time, said Mrs. O'Henrahtwl left bEhiod a d utdl 
of desolated suitors. I never knew Mr. O'Hanrahan. He died about 
ten yeart atier U,eir marriag(t, ~ vitlg his widOw child~ and wealthy, 
Herben, I am told , appeared sometime later. He lived in Rennie's 
house, drove the Packard aod took piet\Jra. He was not her husband; 
he was flOt hef wvant. He was Hefbeft. 

Just before we sat down for diMer - my mother atways cook(l(I 
bak.ed Mm and <:anditd yams and hot biscuits with hOMV Md pictded 
peaches and th.rte kinds ot veQe-toblM '°' eastet - 1 oot itehy, 11 was 
mf dress. h scratcned. My dress W$S Alice-blue dotted Swiss ¥Id it 
had seemed all right when mv mother and I had bOughl ii at Mis.s 
Alma's Smart ShOPPG but now I was not so su~. I said I was goi~ 
u1»tairs to <:Nnge mv ctotheS.. My mot.her S&td, "What do you W$1lt 
to do tl\.01 for, here, take Ole pl<:Jttedpee,ehes." and Ramie said, "such 
a IOW!:ly bk.le, Leslie." My father shOok his nead and Hetbert .said. 
"Oh no you CM"t I haYC to take yo,ur picture first." I said be<:au$t 
it itche$ bu1 bY that ,time mv father wM saying g,ace. 

Herbert started to tell us abOVt hls new movie camet1 and that 
made Rannie think abovt the crui$e $he end Herbert had taken to 
Albska the wmmef before. She could not swim and since sht knew 
that Herbert would be occupied with pk 1vre-1aking when the ship 
sailed thro'4' the narrow. icv straits, she' had asked a handsome yovng 
Cf'uw membet - paid him five dollar$, actually - to savt h&r if the 
$hip we.nt down. He $8kl ht would, Hetben took miles of pi~ures 
- we'd see them later - the ship got through an right and the 
seilor told Rannie - ha! ha! - you'd have been out ot luCk I c:on't 
swim ehher. Can vou Imagine. Rann~ S&ld. and he wookfn't give the 
monev back either, Somehow. when Rannie told a tale, You bel~ 
it. 

I helped my mother clear lhe table and AaMic and my fa1het 
went in his study and dosed the <Soot. Get the Eester baskets ~tie, 
you too, Leslie, we·re going outside to take some pictures. I want 



to change my d<ess.. It itches. No it doesn't you took fina hooey smile 
honey you're grinf'ling can't YoU tmile? Petie'$ $1'1'\iling give me ba$ket 
to Petie that's the way p(etend you're just found an egg. What's the 
matter don' l vou like to ha\/119 your pictwe tak~n anymore? Smile Leslte 
,mlle. 

My father's hesitant chuckle mingled with Rannfe's clear t inkling 
laughter. Gaining strength. it foHned a single. hafsh cn'l2'y•sh.a~ Otb, 
rk«:heted out the $tudy wlnctow, skittered &eross the lawn 80d 
$0Me'Mlere near 1he bridal wre.ath. dled. Where o,re yov going Laslie 
CQmb back here we',e not finfahed. 

I slammed shut the kitchen doo< behind me and seeing the 
hallt>one on the munter picked at the pink slivery bits. My mother 
said what's wrong with you today Leslie and I said nothing. She said 
QO W8:St'I VQVf h3'ld$ It'$ time for you to pl.av. 1 picked a little bh 

"""· 
Leslie'$ g0ing: to play hOw nice what will it be today Shuben? 

ShVben would be nice f0t 30 Easter Day piey whstevet yov like <Je$'. 
I lifted the piano bench lid and took out the music book, flipped 
the pa,;e:s, played and nobody listeood. They newr did. I finished the 
pleoe and e,.,erybO(ty stopped t&lking Wld Rannie clapped he< hands 
and somebody said play something else dear. I have to Chaog,O my 
dress h itc:heS. later, us1-e. Ptay something from C.me:n vov know 
it by he$11.. Does she really? Yes incleed. E,xtt&Ofdlnary child. I placed 
my fingetS oo the keys aod the black ones seemed to swim into the 
v.ttite ones. I ptayect, crashing one chOrd against tM other. Ever"(bOdy 
talked klvdef th&n before. Toreaoo<,a don't $C>it on the Ooof•.a lJ$e 
lhe cuspidor-a That is what it's . • .. t.M:llel 

I went IJl)$tai.rs 10 change my d ress. When I awoke. my room 
was dusky, I heard the .sound of a motor humming and wento the 
windOw in time to see the Peckard gHc:le uncle, the Syeamote uees 
that $haded the driwway. I wa tched the black sedan until it 
di.appeat9d atound the corner. 

The foUowing winter, I took intttuetion from Father Braithwai~e 
at St. John's. At Eastertime the Bishop, oove<e<I In a t<al"IS1)3rcnt white 
surplice, mtde the sign of the cross above my Yelled he.ad &net I was 
OOl'\firmed . . . In the Namt of the fathtt, the Son, and the Holy 
Ghost, World without End, Amen. R3nnie e&tne. She b<ou,ght me a 
'M'lite praverboo~. My name w~ printed in 90ld letter$ on the c:over. 
Herbert took pl-ctu,es of me and the BishoP. Everybody SMiled. 
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Andrew Grzeskowiak 
Seldom Close Enough To See 

Even ln the citv, buried by a W¥m thick layer of yellow,grq.y 
m,uk Ind roifed by clots ot Gal'S and damot. It was OOUible to 58ielc 
out and share one ,nothe,. So in the tth.ernoons they went to paln1 
together. The dark air end cold had burned r,way by then; the sun 
WM mixing filth flung at tht Sk.Y whh the delicacy of Cl yOYng wif(I 
folding in , beeten egg white. They wovkl meet, always where the 
shadO\\oS of the huge avditorivm and the fl,w l~rge pine trees mixed, 
Wlte.ri~ from the harsh glare. They wouk:f walk through the outer 
double doorf and down the wide step to the art leb in the lxlsement. 
It was cool thefe with the damp smells of aaylia and tempra. the 
quktt acoentu&ted by the gentle whts.per of the air O)t'l(fitioners. The 
lab's hugo green walls bulwarked, thick blocks ot stone shutting out 
the sl'l'IOOth race of cars on the ~arbv freeway, that went like the 
pulling of warm taffy. 

He had boto carrying het tirt kit, a 'litlite cardboard box that 
ranled with 100$e blushes. ond now he put it on one of the farge 
aeam-colored work tab!es,. 

"Is t'1is okiv?" There was no an,wer. ' 'Janet? Hcv. Jan0t1" 

"I'm r~ht here-there's no neocl to shout," she said behind him. 
He whirled around. "Oh. •.wtiere were vou?" 

"In there." $he pointed to the $mi!II office in the bl)ck of u·.o 
room. "I ehtir,gecf, see?" 

She wore ct large man's shirt ins:tead of her blouse. It was ~ued 
with t\aph.azard slashes ot color which whers she spllted or 
wiped when $he was ~intlog. "You wouldn't want me toget mv blouse 
messy. 'NOuki vou?" 

"No, I guess not. Just don't Dre me like th8t. alriglt?" He was 
puzzled. She couldn' t NW gone anv'Mlere; he was next to the only 
door. He smiled $udd(Jnl'y, an apOlogy to her and a rebub to himself. 

She was looking at her painting. "Come over here and help m,c, 
will you?" 

Ht walktd to her. "Mlat's the problem?" 

"Oh, I don't know. It'$ $Ort of, . ,too fto,id." 

"'Florkl?'" Ho smiled. 'What does that meanr· 
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She turned tmay. "Now you're making fun of me! You don't 
need to act so w~ior. Ju$.1 because you're 5Ueh, • llfX)d friends with 
our proft$$0r, •. 

"Janet" Tl'iere was a sharp rising edge to Uw name U\IU stopped 
her. He W31lled to be done with that. "I tespeet him as an artist. 
He helps me with tough ass.i9nn'M!J'l1.$, especially ln design and 
l)C(Sl)«:tt\'e, That's all.'' 

"Oh, yes. I can see you respect other. That'$. why he does 
half,YCNr WO":,in class. where everyone con witne$S y~r mutual, uh. 
actmm,tloo... 

"Shut up, please. You want to finis.h lhis painting, dOn't you? 
Well, this middle area isn't bad. but gray in the corner tends to tead 
1he eve off the picture, away from your subject..." She watched 
him. smiling and clicking the eod ot her pa.int brush ageinst her teeth. 
••. . . so that's why I asked vou v.tiat you ~nt by 'fl0tid.' he t'iniShed, 
He lookecJ at her and smiled, "See?" 

"Yes," she said. ctickin;;i the brush, "I see." She Jaughed. "You're 
$0 funny," 

His smile slowly left. " Funnyl \'Vhy?" 

She le~ 8Qain, "That'1 why. You're always asking Mity. I 
thought vou Humanities maiors sort of, um, inW&rdrv knew au the 
answefS without !\eedit'lg to ask." 

He frowned. "That's not it at all. It's like researoh, in scienoe-vov 
fi nd the answers by looking for tM right questions to ask." She looked 
confu$IOCI. "It's .. . hatd to explai.n." 

E'tidently. Looi:, let''s foroat all the que;stions and 81\1Wet$ for 
a ~ ile, okay? Forget the painting, too: I'll flnlSh it tater, How ibOut 
going to the beach-•we've got t'il'M before I go to work and my suit's 
stlll in your ca,:• He didn't like the swift CMngie. If $'ht could lot 
it lie, though. so oouk.l he. "Okay." 

They were both silent on l~ drive to the t>Neh. Each one felt 
the other's truoe. He $lopped the car at the entranc.e to the park!og 
lot white Janet tool: her orango and green bag from the bbek seat 
and ran tO change, Then he parked 1~ cat end walkfd to e CIW 
spaoe, tHlay from the sparse late clumps o1 greased or $~a1v bodies, 
a tew doten feet from where tht waves ended lo small, silver curls. 
He spread the blanket he'd brought, sat down on It, and looked et 
the people around him, s:ltghtly blurrad with sand and salt gt.are. 

There was $0mething $lightly ob$C8:ne 3boU1 the way the people 
on the beach took off their clothes, even though they had their 
swimming s.uitS underneath, It was too casual, as though they were 
io the-ir O'Nt'I bathrooms. The men exposed hairy legs unfamili.at to 
the SU!l. The women. though, seemed at each while the sea licked 
their Vloukfen: al'd $.tomaehs and half•naked breasts. The sea is their 
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lo,,er. he though:. and laughed. ft was a fUMy picture: the men rushed 
at the sea with the!, angty legsand$1ull•wtlitechesu, abedroomdlarge 
when their women sut)mitted to the kwe of another. Yt1 the men 
didn't mind! They took their mate's hand and laughed, and the 
SP.&-lowr and they ,~. wet and shouting. He felt '°'fY for the 
sea. the only one he made no eff0tt to oonceal ttie d iK.OVt.ry. 

"Hty, wake upl" cried Janet, her voice cascading through his 
thCM.lgt\ts with the handful of saod she had floog over hirn. ''Why don't 
you join mer• she said, flopplng dOwO beSide him. scrubbing at her 
short hair with • t~I. Her halr WiL$ a dark riot wi'th gold glints the 
,alt 8fld svn ceught and teased. "The water is beaotirroos." 

"You know I haven't got my S1Jit." Yfl, #'le kll()NS. ~romi.se 
time. He turned on his stomach, wtlich brought his face inchM from 
hers. " I have Mfe, m'dear. in this very ,eceptaclt," as he fiShed In 
his pants picket, "a scatoe, not to mentioo '81"e commoditv, yaas." 
She giggled; even It poor W.C. Fields caught htr off guard, He held 
ur:> a ,cu of heavy nvton thread. " Not since the unglei of the MOgogo 
have I been without thi.s handy lifeline. It is .slender but s trong, thin 
bvt durable, long but, ah, ah, • .'' 

"long but boring." finished for him. In between breathy 
laugh$. 

''Go ·way, ya bother me. Hm, yeas . ..as I W\\S about to continue . 
. merety $lip this oord about you, shapely ankle, my dove, and I 

shall station my.self on shore, thusly," he l)OM(I, hand above brows, 
eyei alertly focused on the horizon, ™Xe quiYeJing," and at the me,est 
sign or sigftal of di$-tte:u, I shall Nol you In." 

She PoUted her face into a smile, put one wrist on OOf hip, and 
replied in her best Mae 'A'.st. "Okay, bi,g boy, but it I flag ya, make 
it snappy, ooooh." 

He kt1elt and tooped the cord around her ankle. Ht breathed 
deeply as he tied the knot, "Oo my 00$ttil!S deCeivc me, Of can thit 
be Eau d8 Ja Moumein Goat?" he m.merec:I, tnc::t (lodged the S&ncl 
her other foot flipped at him. He stood. "'There you are, my littte 
sea urchin. You may proooed when tc:,dy." She turned and fkk.:noed 
down to the waves. a $wett say e,yen ex8'991'8te<f. M he pakl out the: 
line. 

She was a strong S'Mmimr. and as his line spun to the sm&l1 
bteaken he thought of the rncredibly pompous lener Heml!'qHav hltd 
wtitten for a Batkmtine's Ate ad. back in t he early Forties. Hemingway 
probably gros:sly ovtt•<::h&rg&d Sallentine's fo, tl'lat M.,..al dozen words 
of transc:,aremly OO<Mlerclal pr0$$, bvt even then it was great. The 
line tugged as Janet dow beneath a large crest, and he remembered 
how Hemmingway had talked about trying to bring ln the bjg marlin 
fast because the $h8tk.t were aftet the fi$h, Then ceme the blurb f01 
th~ beer. ~ftty sweaty and ma:sc:vline aOd muscular. Ah, Papa, did 
you ever ptay this klnd of fish? 
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She was tuming now, back to the beach, a little south off course 
beeaU58 of the strong OJrrent, He wound in the line, s.l iek and salty, 
reflecting that he v.oukl probably have to dean ii later. Ne8' the ,hote. 
she was caught near the knees by • swift wew that neatly flipped 
her c,,1er so that she landed on her feet , the bottom of her suit askew, 
only a dOzen feet from him. He scuttled &Nav ftom the high wash 
of W3tet. She struck an &erobat's pose: "Ta-daaahl" He applauded 
furloustv. "AuthOr, authorl" 

Her hair dashed drops to the sand & she shook the wa~r off. 
"Bee,yw-·timoos!" He smil6d at Mr I.argon, and matched it: "Bthold, 
0 water nyfll)h, the sien.ing sun! Now is a saJubrious time to lea'w1l:.'' 

' ' If 'slaubrious' means what I think It means, I don't qee:, But 
it is time fo, me to get to work, tven if I onty have a quick shoMr 
and don't wash my hair." She sighed. "Let's go." 

They picked up thlt blanket and h8f towel and walked slowly 
bac:k to the <:llt. On the W3Y home she broke the silence. "Will I see 
vou tonight, or are you9()irv tobarricade yourself in that gloomy old 
Roman crtadel until dawn?'' 

He spoke patiently. ' ' I really should go. Tonight is H9l Mass 
and I promised rrr, parents I'd be there. But I'll pick you up M'l'fW$Y, 
e-.-en If I have to Sl"IC3k out early." 

"Okay. Otl the way horn& we'll have to stop at the sto<e. I 
promised my roommate-: we're ~ t of everythlnQ but cream ~ ." 

"Alr;,a." Thev pulled up to Janet's ap3nrnent bu1kti1"9- "5eo 
vou tonight." 

"See you." 

The church was only a short drive away, and though the mMS 
wM not for $1CY(l(al hOUrs he went d!r~ly to the small parish parking 
lot. He turned off the mota< ,rid sat, ISSten.ing to the discrete tick 
of ooofing rretaJ. The light had already pulled from the $trflelt and 
was teavi1"19 the walls of 1he beisllica dim end darkening the lowef" 
staired glau. the roof $till pale. He imagined himself pafieot enough 
to watch the rising tide o f shadaw, to dine his pulsie whh d$1'keni~ 
inches, end so he ...--expectedly fell asleep. 

It wM fully n~ n whe.n ht woke, but the city lighu glowed off 
a ca,opy of haze that only rarely left. It was neyer entirety datk. 
He got out of the car and went around to the facade ot the baSillca. 
One doo, wa$ partly open, $Cid the $teps spilled from the dark ovt 
and down from the high archway. 

He pulk!d the heavy door open and went in. It was cool and 
quitt and very datk. At first only his hearing guided him; then the 
air condltk>net $p()k.e softly to the altar candles, and they noclded in 
agreement as his eves picked 1hem ovt. There w.i nothing to keep 



him from leaving,. for he was nill earty .. but if ht Jeh thefl wNt was 
the good of coming. The candles seemed to werm him. to beckon 
as they shone off the chipped plaster faces and the robes of saints 
in their niches. The life-like statues confused him, but aoatn the candle$ 
beckoned 8'ld the peace smothered him, and drew him inside. 

Me(Mnic&Uy he gtnufle<:ted and crOSSCld himsolf. tMn r0$1& and 
se1 in the shadow of one of tht root's thick supportino eo!UIM$. He 
noticed people s.c&ttered around him in the darkness. but he could 
not ten who they were. Their !wads ~r• bowed, and abcwe the geotlt 
rush of air he heard them murmur like beeS, or the sound of far-off 
sawmills. He wondered If even the:Y 00(,jl(t heat the words theY 
mumbled, for their minds were t _.., far away, with God . . . . He thought 
$0f'l"ttthitig had moved just pa,t his vision. but when he turned all he 
saw were the painted, patient Stniles of the sainu. Pray to us. thO 
smil-es silently commanded, and obedM!.Otly he pidced Uf) e pr'1'(8r boo~ 
and be(»an to page through it. Prayers tor sidcness. for pea<e, tor good 
..wathcr. for strength in temptation; thtV wtro h.lrd block missles fifed 
at hltaven. God must have heard thtm all before. There were no prayef$ 
in that llttl,e book a PreQoant fourteen year-old o, a rn.1rderer 01 a 
petty thief could pray. There wa.s no patron $$int fo, prostilutes or 
dope addicts. How horrible for God to say he could gM YOU peach, 
when all these prayetS begged wa.s for Him to stid( vou behind a wall 
so thick you would no longer be aware Qf the world. 

He stOOd up, and ran out ot the coofness and the soft, remote 
bu~z imo the 1-tt'fft. No one had soon him come; no one .sew him 
go. 

H4 dro¥e aimlessly until it wa,s time to meet Janet. She was 
wslti"i as she had said, on the C()(net. The late evening mist had 
become a rare rain, and when she turned a1 the 50Vnd of his ear he 
almost gaspect, She looked so be.avtiful. He got out of the qr and 
walked to her. wanting to believe thet she y.ould always be Jikc this. 
Her movth, whid'I U$U8lly looked too wide w'heo she wo,a lipstick, 
had been sponged clean by the dampness and was now $Oft and 
smoother at me corners. SM wasn' t wearing her glassesor any makeup, 
and her eyes looked out at him from inside the unall hollow created 
by the brim of her yellow hat at tho toP iW\d M, hair pusliecl fOl'Watd 
Ill the sides. So ve,ry lovely, he thought, aod softly kissed her lips. 

"You' re wearing you, yellow coat. the ooo I like." he said , and 
took her hand as tMV began to walk. towards the supermatket. 

"Yes." She was very nappy he h8d ki$.$ed her. 

The rain was very soft. and it tielc'8d hr$ throat like someone 
pushing the texture of vel~t with a finget. He wouk:I $el her faoe 
glow with its ooot. moist touch. 

He said, " The earth is washing het tec::e." 

"Mine, 100," and she smiled. 



The i\lper~ke-t loomed abo...e them, neon-lit in the misty air. 
They walked in. its eleciricdoor swinging <>pen as it felt their p~. 
He took a met&! cart. and pushed It up eod down the pact,:ed rows 
of $helves as she debated aver this price and that, bouncing her choi08S 
•nto the wire basket, careful onty of thi1"9 not wr8')ped in metal Ot 
plastic. She stooped him et the end of one row. having forgotten an 
item they had passed earlier. "You wait here," said Janet. "I won't 
be • minute." and $he was 

He !\ad not he&td her. He stood looking, oomp'8toty abSOrbed 
in me Ulbto actveftising a n(f'N soap. One l&r~ s~ '8.ld, ••. . ,wa:she, 
YQUr dothes he.wenty pu.re..." and another. ", . . follow me for a 
circus of v&!uts," That sign held a laf90 &NOW wtiieh pointed u1> to 
• figure dominating the entire diSPlay. It w&S et fim shrunken in upon 
it:Mlf, standing t>ethaps three feet high. Then a pump started somswhtre 
in hs canvas body, and it t>ega,n to rise. Tho moveme-nu were exi,c1ly 
those of a person getting vp from a $Quanlng ~tion. SloYIIY. with 
an odd dignity, Its legs filled till they were rigkl--there were no 
knees-while the diest tmoo and expanded. The iru.tant the chest was 
full, its arms threw themsel-..e:s, out in en expansive embrace. At its 
full height the figure stood more than six feet tall. The cardboord 
down's head split Itself ln an idiot grin, aod the top of the head wM 
bald and shiny white, with tufts of fe8thty 0tenge p13ftlc sprouting 
on either side. It wore a green tuxedo with tails, and a yellow dlin 
with tw0 hvge wrplc buttons. The h3nos we.re immense. and wore 
deep purpfe gk>ves. The trouser$ were purple with dark green c;hec:b, 
and the feet were two small black felt ~ -

The noise of the PVml) stopped then, and tht 9lant stOOd sllen1 
and grinning. Very slow1v. it began 10 cotlep$E! vertically, emptyi09 
down 10 its ol'iginal position. Even with tts air all out, the head still 
stood straight up, grinning madly, 

"I said. l'w ctieoked out and \Y8 can go now!" yelling Janel in 
his eat. 

'What?" Oh, yo;1h, Ok.av... 

He curled the bag of groceries in one arm ai.s they iurned and 
walked out, holding h&nds.. JIAl ouuldt the door. to the left &t'ld 
tunning the wall's outer length, was a brick plaoter holding a thid: 
c::onglomeratlon of semltroptOlt trffl end ptana. Oo a comer of the 
planttl nearest the door 5at a small man in d irty clothes 800 et&<:ked 
shoes.. Nlllng papers, He looked as ttk>ugh he l\ad madcl a mold from 
the inky newsp,int he sold and ceist it uPOn himself. His face was 
turned away from thaM, and when he spok• it was as if to himself. 

"Papet," he said. "Paper." 



Jack Moon Gallon 
A Novel in Progress 

Aol)USI : 
I Y..Oko up this morning Md it seemed like it had happeoed a k>og time 

ago, Ii~ a dream dreamt by a child. Maybe i1 was because I wo Ice to the 
$0"9' of blrdJ outside. It feels good to be putting time between then and now. 
Some1imes I wMt to think of those days as not haW'IO hcii_ppeoed. Like I was, 
walking into T. S. Eliot's wasted land with a mirror held in front of my face 
to* where the tteps wete taldng, me. Everything was tMt$Cd, The hero never 
got the glrl, The sun rose in grey ove, $kvW8Ping tombs1ories. No sl~t of 
hand, just naturally backwards. 

It was no illusion! It did happen! Remember! -
Auguot 

Laura is vibrant today. She makes me live. We macfe Scwe in the graGS 
by the P(W\d. She NS gi~n me a ptace to 91ow. 

It's funny how you meet people tM'lo instinct.ively know how to touch 
Md hOw to feel, who know that sharing moments in time tS thG only true 
veasure life has to otter. 
September 

I see it nowl There i1 1$. L<We $OCI lu,t and delusi00$ and unrelenting 
human weaknesses; lies that fe-11 like dead leit'IA?S ber.wen the idea and the 
real. 

My father's world died long ~- Was it so easy? He knew nothing but 
work, Worked for evetythi"9 he had and he had nothing. AA errc>tv shell f.or 
a wife. Sons that were not sons but filled hi$ hwt with milsery e,nd emptied 
his wallet as fast as he o:>uld fill it. 

September 
A lettet from home today. No good news, just old pelns th&-t refuse to 

die. T&I~ about coming out for a vi$it. I hope they will but Pop nev« did 
tike staying in his children's hot'ne$. Somehow it :,!ways made him nervOV$. 

Septemb1H : 
Bre.ak downs 3ft a ll 1'9ltl I lived through it. Why dots it k4Jep coming 

back to haunt me? I \hought t had it down, taken C3te of, ovt of the way1 
That world is defdl I thi.nk mv brain is diseased, 

Siept&mber 
I see. Two year, ,go today. It's like bei~ bOm agi,in, 



CHAPTER ONE: 

"Come on boy and quit (lraggin your ass," the father bOomCd from the 
foot of the SUlil'S. "You are always la te," 

" Now father don't press the boy. He's trying." 

''I'll damn well pttM him. A$ long as he li\OCS in mv house he will do 
8S I $8Y." 

Petet dOSed his diary and bOfted up from his chair, ~al>bed his ballcap 
from the bed P0$t end started for the door. As he passed the wan mirror 
on the door he checked his hair. Closing the door behind him, he ruShed to 
the staircase and bolted ®'M"I. In the ail· he raised hts arms for belanoe. He 
came to a stop neoding before h1$ mother end father. The pe.rents stood aod 
stared, the mother with a mild smile. the father with stern resolution. Peter 
Sfniled at them. The big man drew his arm high above his Mad. a long shadow 
catt againlt lhe wall rose 8(:t0$$ tM oeiling. 

"l'U break vour damned ntcit," the father gr~. 

The shadow desoended. fl,e:shing from the ceiling, a.nd Peter fell back against 
tht stairs. The light scemed to fade into darkness. Peter's dieeli:: throbbed, He 
heard a women's uy es teat$ invaded his eyeJ, 

"OM'l:nod you boy," the fa ther said. His fi.-s dosed again •inst hls 
palm, hi$ knu,ckJes whitening unoe, 1ht prffSure. Moving swihly, he stewed 
in towards Peter. Peter froze, Mid we1ched the angry man. heard his large feet 
againS"t the floor. 

"Don't vou rai$e your hand agalM1 that chikl .n." 1he mother cried. 

The fathet sto,ppa:I at her words, and, tuming, looked hatd into her eyes. 

"No man shouk:I have 10," he said under his breath. "C>amnit." 

He turned quict.ly and d iMppeared in tho hall, his footsteps ech.Oi~ as 
his shadow filled it. The mo11"1e-r sensed 1he end. She Cfept 10..-.·atcts the stait1 
vvhere Peter sat froten. A'!. &he knelt she looked back over her shoulder down 
the haU. $he began 10 Ct"/ softly. Through thl:t h&ll, in the kitehen. they oould 
Mat the sound of the father a'!. he growled to himself. 

"He shouldn't hM done that Peter." 

The mother's hands. trembled as she ,~ed out. 

"Beast !" $he we0med in het hu:5band's path. ''Oid he hurt vou?" 

"No." 

The mother slipped her arms 8'0Und Ptter. burying htr face CNet his 
thouktcr. "Peter he's told you over and over;" she pleaded. "He's to much 
b•i»er. Oh Pettf, ht d tdn't mean it.'' 
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Petet's faoe stu09- " It's okay. He didfl't hurt ~." 

Petet'& knees wobbled under his weight as he stood. He spun from the 
mothet's gr,sp ¥ld ran for the door, thinking the qU<lstions for which she had 
no 81'1$WQr " he didn't have to do that. Why'd he haw to do that?" 

St3nding on the front sieps Peter looked up into the sky. The cool autumn 
day feh good. A plane flew silenttv OYOrhead. Peter watched it as he rubbed 
the sting on his ci\tek.. 

"He got you again, uh Pete,7" 

It was Gary, Petcr"s btother. Peter's feoe brok..e in a smile. Gary cl<»ed 
the book aadled in his lap and set it asic:te. He P$US8d. 

"Why7" Peter 81Sked. "Why7" 

"I don't know Peter. I don't ~." Garv replied • his eyes searched 
the pr,oement. "Yolld better watch it though." 

They both smiled. They vndelltood. 

"Come on let's wait for them on the corner." 

Gary rose, and tucking hi$ book under his arm, led the wry sUeotly out 
the walkway to the sidtwalk. Peter fe.11. rn stride. ~ide Gary. 

"Whfn vou rffdln?" Peter e$ked 8$ he suired 81 the book c:redted under 
Garv's arm. 

"Mf. Graver told us to read it." 

'What's rt about?" 

Gary laughed, "It's about this hunchback Wied c:odmoto." 

Peter's face grew thoughtful as he pondered the boolt'soove:r. The t-..inched 
b,ck man on the cove, h8d 8 face that ieemect to call to him, to speak in 
some uncommon 110ic-e, " Lonnis's dad told us he once saw a hunchback. In 
Getmany dw·ing the war ... 

Garv smil-ed and walked silently a step &head of Petet, They walked &1ong 
tht quiet subutban street under 8 canopy of high treetops.. Peter watehed the 
splK:8$, the light and dart betwHn the tree branches. The .sun felt 
hot and 90()d. Peter felt better. His Che$t w.s warm from the $Un s rays. 

"Garyr' 

"Ye Petie." 

"I am goinsJ to run .,,,;rv." 



Ge,y k>oked at Petet and smlled, The shadQWS. '9'inn the sunlight popped 
and paislied the street. Cars woosed by drcJNing autumn leaves in their 
Peter grabbed a light pole in his stride and bOgan to spin around It, t-e closed 
his eyes Md watched frOO\ behind, Rovnd an rovnd he spun. The blood swirled 
in his wins. Round ¥XI round he spun. fas,1er. unt11 his fingers slipped from 
tho pole and he twirled on one foot. thtWI the other, catffnlng across the 
sldewo.lk into a lawn. He let hts IOSJS up and fell ecross the grass. His head 
was spinning. Hs smiled behind htS eyes and spread his legs and arms out •inst 
d'le cool grass. 

"Hate they come Peter." 

Pet-er OPene:t one eye. Then the othor. The sunlight hurt. He rolled up 
onto his 41ibow aod prc»ped his head on his hand. 

"You'd better ge1 up," 

Garv soundOd different. Pet« sat up and Jooked down his: pant l~s. 
bf'vshing off Of8SS dips:,inos,. tn the dlstanoe Peter could see the two t191,,1,., 
wa\l&fing in the he3t. A funny feellng crept through h1s gut$, He wondered 
if his father might hear his thOU!fits. Through the heat the sounds of their 
footstec:,s sounded. Peter watched tM two fig,utes in the di.sta,ce as they came 
dose,. He saw a robbin searching In the Qf8$$. Poter atnl~ to himsieif. He 
watdled the robbin as it freed & wo,m from the moin gr8$S. Peter fell good. 
The bird flew with its meal into the air. The .sound of footsteps grew stronger. 

"'Get moving boYs," the father ordered, "we're late already. Go on." h-t 
prodded. "Go on." 

''Corne boY$" mo mother echoed. ''Let's go." 

Tht tbther and mothtr walked on past. Peter and Gary fell in behind 
the parent$. Peter watehed the figu re m iking befo,. him and thOught of the 
sadness in his mother's eves,. It bothered him, They sieemcd st~ W 
forbidding to him. The rhythm Of their fOOt$teps seemed to carry them forwc11d 
without meaning. But there was no other wotld. 

As they roul"ded the oorner, the COOroh steeple raised hish against the 
sky. 1he father stopped, turned and looked down on nls d'likl,en. He r~td 
deep into his pant pockets for a coin to place !n his children's outreached 
hands. The chuteh ~Is began to toll. Birds flushed into the air in fright. The 
mother aossecf he<self es the fov r ~n to ctlmb the steps to the d'tl.ll'ch, 
Peter watched the mother as Mr lips began to move in a silent p,ayer. 

CHAPTER 

The night was silent, AutUO'f'I noi• sprang through the bedroom wind0¥4 
en the breathy btooze that blew. Cogs echoed In the night. The btight moonlight 
strpped through, $pilling dark shapes against the bedroom wells. The evrtalns 
flapped genttv as the breeze l)MSed throogh. Ptter rested on his bed but oould 
not $Jeep. The clock on th& night$t¥ld ticked ag,einst tick as its seooncl hand 
flowed swih,V past luminous numbers. It was three o'clock, Peter studied the 
d&rk silhouenes cast by the liQuld light. He knew the shapes, knew what they 
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v.ere without seeing the.m. He c losed his e.ye$ ind watched the sHhoueues to,m 
against his eyelkJs. The mirror on the bedroom d00< reflected brill~t moonlight 
that &hone through the window. The stars rolled on tht paths of prediction 
In the d11tk night sky. 

Peter rote from the bed. thr&Mng the covers hand over agains:t the wan. 
and set his feet on the cold bedroom fJoor. Next to hil feet set his traYelling 
beg filled and ready to go. Ht tool:. his pants from the foot of tht bed &l'ld 
from the bed P0$t grabbed his bill cap. Putting on his shoes and c»at, he 
looked once more around the room. From below the stairs Peter ooukf hear 
the faint voice of a T.V. personality laugh. He opened 1he dOOf. StOC)r)ed and 
standing in the dootway, Petet looked badt through the room one more time. 
He Closed the dOOt behind him. 

The stairs gt03ned with t'ii$ foomeps, he <Se$0end$d. StOi:>i>it'IQ' at the 
bonom. Peter looked around the oomer of the Will and into the livingroom. 
HU$hed and quiet, the mother slept in her favorite bC'own weathered dlair. 

"This Is a nighttime- show for those o f you nighttime people who don't 
c,re who you spend the night with." The laughter from the T.V. set was low 
W melodic. "Ed. . . yov know Edi" 

Pete< closed the front door behind him, Standing on the front steps, the 
moon seemed allve and dancing against the puffs of night douds moving actos.t 
its face. The breeze felt fresh and blew new ecr05S ~tcr's boo. He lelt a flush 
of excitet'08tlt as he tooJc h~ lim steps aw-av ftom his hOme-. iht weet was 
dean ¥lei vacant in the night. A fine mist covered the weet, reflecting diamond. 
beading ligh1 in the darkness. The houses on the row stood silent and seemed 
$\ecping uncklt the $ht0Ud of dark and trte$. Peter st0P(led at the end of the 
walk ¥id turoed to tool:. at the old house. Somehow in the unfor9iving light 
o f darkness it k>oked olcf,e,r. Through the llvingroom window Peter could .see 
the fluneting light of the T.V. alive against the frail cloth OJrtains. He turned 
&Nay and walked silently down the strtt-t. The night was clean and eti.sp, and 
the souncn of his fooutops le-&d him Into the clarkneu. 

Passing the sd\Qol y 3rd Peter could hear the v&eant voices that tilled 
the yatd. those feet that WO<e the paths, the circlet:. 8$ if hOld by a tether 
and swung 8tOUnd, It stood there a Quiet 9iant behind the chain link. 

Houses began to disappear and tell buildings grew on the sky as Peter 
walked deeper Into tOWI'\. The night light traffic lights beat a steady rhythm 
of yellow that was captured and ,eflected by standing pools o f gutter water. 
The green of plants turned to a faded grey and black, as life beg.an to change 
form. Cctneot. Hard and enduring. 

The bus station was filled with late night eomotion. The bright lights 
flashed p,omises in silent communication. High atxwt the bus station doon 
a neon dog raced with his neon legs to the rl'\ythm of tleettic pop$. Ptter 
$tood befo,e the automatic doots and waited. The street seemed con;«,,ted with 
traff ic. Peter watched 3S i>n cldefly lady walked past him and into the station. 
Under hcf arms sh8 carried two papetbag$. Pete.r f•tt in.sJde hi:. ~nt pocket. 
The money was there. He stepped on the plfStlc met and die d00t$ SW\lng 



cpen. lnsidt, the stattOn was bright with attlticia1 light. In the rear of the 
building Peter saw doors numbered and before them. people standing and 
waiting, Peter wallced to the ticket counter. 

''Where you go[ng sonny?" 

"l.Os At>goleS, please," 

"One way? fwo wayS? 

"One." 

Tht man at the counter 91'~ a carbon set ticket and p laoect It tn the 
ticket slide. The machine barged back ¥M:I forth. 

"That'll be fourteen flfW•three, Sonny." 

Peter roached into his pants and pulled out his small savings. Out of the 
eotner of his fNt he noticed an old man standing nex't to the wan watd\ing 
him, 

''Have 3 9()0d trio. Your bUI$ ltkieS in fifteen minutes." 

Stanled. Peter nodded and a,coeipted his d\ange. 

"Ooot A, SOt'lny. Sus twelve nil\tty•tw0." Pe1:et stepped NCk aWff'{ from 
the (l)Unter. picked up hi$ bag end looked for Ooor A. 

Peter k>oked again for the old man he had $ttn standirv. next to tM 
wa.tl watching him. He was not there. Pete< stepped through the door marked 
A.. The smell of• desil exhw$t fined the air. In front of him stood ei r(IV>I of 
idling buses. People filed into some and out of others. A man dressed in dark 
blue and carrying a brtlfcase flew past Petet &nd through the 600r behind 
him. Peter checked the ticket for his bus number. 1292. 

The bus was just left of tho dOOfWay. He stet>Ptd up the three ueps and 
inside the bus.. The sovncl of the idling bvses grew $Ofter, Petet walked to 
the deep rear of the bus 4nd took a seat next to the ...ery bid: window. He 
set his bag down ne31 his feet end $8ttled In hJs Sl83t., The old man that had 
been watching him in the bus st.ation was sitting across the aisle. He was sle,eoing, 
Peter closed his eyes at'ld settled bact into his seat. He oould hear the bus 
et it backed out of the 11»08 af"ld left tho station. Peter felt good behind his 
eyes and fell softly into sleep et the bus left the city and rolled smoothly 
down the highway. Thr<kql the dront of the S'teady rolling bus came a dream. 
His family tree. The little town of Ireland WMre his mother's tether's father 
had been born. And his ancient family working the Irish $Oil, turning her <:Her 
end Mt til the day ct.Yth Y4t'lt dry and burned his fiek:ts . And his f8tl'lily 
tett with nothing. The hor,e a,nd beside him Great Grandfathef, in his hands 
the mtier, before him darkly stuouded men holding crosses. The sentence was 
lovd end ormiscent. Oiqac:c, Cr'iminanv libel to church law. Transportation 
to Am11iea;. Lying on the dark stteet his throat out, his PQCkets turned out 
and empty. Flowers and frdl dirt for the grave, Young John, frightened young 
John. Ptaylng tn tlw streets and against tenament walls. Rent, Mother's 
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tfcatments, food from the store. Mounting up and back into the streets. He 
felt good in the streets.. He knew them better. They didn't c,y or c:omp1ain. 
They were just paths tha1 )ed $0m8v.here; ivst meets with I.amp posts that 
ttood sid6'by'1ickl In regimented rQ'M thrO'Mng tow light on teoaments. Fear. 
Ve,rgal and the baby. The apartment shallow Md closed. F'ixed, tiny UJ)$tairs 
flat. Look et John run, disa$)pttaring in the dark. al'd Ve,gal c,'ylf'ig, a baby 
at her feet. ver931 f-ad ing growing dosed inside walls ;ll'ld whiskey flowlttg full 
k>ud and b\lrning inside that wooden box with l'fY'/ mother "no use for words. 
~rd them all already, don't need thetn. I can see .t!readv the teiars, and 
wouldn't answer the door f0t tear, lh0$8 teon of 9VlpecS deiPef&tion. verga,I 
sining ctumpl«j on her kON$, her (hin butYed on his che$t ¥-ct lower to the 
spot and mother behind the oouch watching their bodies. A Soog row of 
tenements; a oorne, block of two room flats. Vergal wa1k.ing wavering happy. 
Strolling out under the ga!letv of street lamps W awnit'!~and striPl)ed blacktop 
the men wete the satne, "One bottle ,e.nd e, kiss, the femlly jewels for one 
bOttle, sir. Will yov do me?" He could not resist he:r standing holding her 
hands at the loose knot that held her S-kirt ;i.g~iMt her Slow hips.. Stnlling &nd 
grasps him by hi:s shoulder. Ups treating. The liulo girl inside knows the 
knocking and bu.rr-.:,ing at the dOOf; t'NO tangled ftgur8$ $tumble into the middle 
o( the room and fall fluid to the floor, the little glrl behind the o:>vch, the 
catch snao thJt Jet the feeling out and her eye:s closed. the tangled legs and 
the stranger twisting &nd heaving and thrO'Mng against her, frt ~t and liquid 
rolling and olung.ing where ftU$h and r~diened fJe:sh ls bare tnd Verg&I Sptawling 
on the floor. her lone: figure t1aked ag,ai.nst the shadows: cest by night's light, 
laying there near hef emptv bottle. her breasts soft red, he!' thighs turned OQ«'I 
and warm, the smell of trees In spting fillect the air as the sun tOGC slowly 
on the hor;zon. Through her she reached out with a .soft moan. 

The 5t8dy drone of the tires ,onrng on the concrete e.a,ne louder into 
Peter's eel"t. He listened end turned his head to the window. Ouuide 1he 
l!Wld.sca,)e to mount fowfand to highland. Tumbleweeds rolled ettonlessJy 
in the fields beside the highway. T'he sun was raising on the eastern horizon. 
The dimbing light str!Jd( gok:I fingers act06$ the slopes of the eaitem mountains, 
casting shado\lYS down a(>aii0$t the valley floor. The bus engine be!;an to labor 
as the climb became steep«. Ptter looked across the aisle at the old man twisting 
In his seat. rcstles.t a~inst the sound of 1he laboring engines. Peter ci0$6d his 
eves ¥>d slept. 

The bl.4 began to whine, It sounded a different sovnct. When Peter woke 
he looked out the window to see the bus descending into a t'l'lOI.W'ltain valley 
that stietched straig:lt and down into a bowl. Peter looked across the aisle. 
The old man w a$ awake and listenil"lg to a transistet radio which he held against 
his ear. Peter smiled at the old man. Tht sky outside the window began to 
d\ange to a dark blue that streaked the mountaintops with a red thet resembled 
lhe opening of a frtvi rut, The sky as if gut1)Ul'\C:hed, turning black 
IW'ld blue agl;lintt tne mout1taintops. Pettr watched. Cloud pVShed • inst dood 
like moths in furiou,s ritual a round a Slreet light. Peter pulled hi$ coat dose 
around hi$ neck. Against the mountalnsides Pe1er could soothe evergreen trees 
bOw and g.ive ww.y to the irwis!blt wil'd that was walking slowly across the 
v,alley. In the sky the clouds beg.an to swirl as if smoke from , Chimney, Peter 
lay his head against the Mad rest and watched as the sky btewed oo4or on 
oolor. A glant cloud entered the valley walls. Peter felt excited. His hands began 
to sweat as his eyes seemed gtued to thfs giant t)Vff o f eloud that i,wung into 



1he sky. 11 opened end $()(ead. As he watched, 1he face, of two f,g4.lres t,ega.n 
to appear. Peter (Cosed hit ayes thinking he wes seeing something that wasn' t 
there. He op(l;ned them again. They were there. Two faces in the cloud$. Peter 
Q8Sped. As quickly as he had seen them, they diiapeeared. 

"V00t narn& Peter," Peter htard O\lef his shoulder. It was th& old man. 
"Don't be afraid Peter. I saw your nan'le in.side yoo, cap,'' Th& old man t,0inted 
at the cap l.aylrtg be$ide Petet in the seat. 

"Dol\'t me0n to be or nothing." the old man said. "Jufl making 
ooovertation,'' 

Pffter smiled and toolo:ed out the window. The cloud had disappeared. 

"Loolo:ing kind of l'lcl$ty out the.re .ain't it." 

Pete/ nodded. 



Bertha Crow 
A Mirror For Nickaway 

CHARACTERS: 

NICKWAY, a good man but hard and harsh, l.ackinQ in $1Cl"l$ttivity, 

OOROl.AS, his wife. Nickeway Is her second husband. Since her first husband's 
death, she has rather lost N r hold on life. 

RAV NICKAWAY, Oorotas's son, step son to Nickaway. Rav would like to 
admire Nickaway. He fYIN' ceu, him Dad M'CI U$e$ t'- Nl(f(Jway name. He 
is • thoughtful. rather private person. 

DAN BEALE, neighbor to Nickaway. 

WILLA SEALE, wife of Dan Beale. They are older people, about fifty. 

LILUAN BEALE, daughter o f Willa an<J Dan Beale. 

PAULINE BEALE, deic,igl'ner of Willa and Dan Seate. P8Uline and l.illfan a"' 
dassmates of Ray Nickaway. 

CAPTAIN RHODES, n,elghbor actoss the ttreet from Nlc:bway, 

DIANE RHODES, daughter of Cat:,tain Rhodes (small). Oiane is rrentioned but 
not seen. 

A mis<:elfaneoos CROWD, neighbors of tlw Nk:kaways. 

ACT I 

Scene I • SatutdtrY morning 

A ,tcrtto, cabinet style, standing against the east wall, is pJaying wtt rock 
~sic ratber loudly. A bronzo eagle, with wing, widesprtid,bangson the wall 
above the stereo. A dtesset, with o l&r~ mirtor i:s against 1he south wall. Two 
pi¢tl.1tes of p irates, one propped forwa,d on a gun, om standing ovor a treasure 
~est. hang on tht wall on ffCh skle of the mittOf. A guitar CMe le.ans ogainst 
the wall be$ide the dress,e,. A dull, green11.rav back~ck, stuffed, leans against 
the open closet c:Joor. A dark blue, down steeping bag hangs susccnded f,om 
the ceiling in one comer. The bed is age:lnst the mt ..-.--an. in me ce,u e, of 
the wall. beneath almost•p.Ctu,e v.ril\OO'M,, Howeve,, b(9'1t green o.inains, 
trimmecf with white, dlvt out most of the light, ,e~iving onty a {1een cast over 
evtcything. A large oil painting o f an Indian Chief. in fvU hNddress. hangs 
on the notth wall. He seems to be looking far In the di.stance. 

https://OOROt.AS


Ray NickawtY is lying on N-bed, teetprottvctlng: from theend,hishands 
looked behind ht$ head, listening 10 lhe steteo. A pensi,... expression is on his 
face as he stares at the bronze eagte. 
NICKAWAY {whh a heavy, purposeful uead, strides into the younger 
Nick.awav's room): H's ten o'dOck. Ray, and you havan't even 11ancd on that 
lawn Vt\, 

RAY (without movi()Q Of looking -'t Nidaway): 
I know. I' ll do ft. 

NICKAWAY (Anger beginning to #'low in his face and voice): 
I know you'll do itl Right now\ And tvrn lhat infernal thing off. 

{WrthOut waitinQ for Ray to do it, Nicbway tums the switch. Rav does not 
move. Nick8W3Y Nllses his wioc oven louder} You htacd mel 

RAY ($till reclining, a little irritated): 
I seid I'd do it. 

NICKAWAY: 
But when? If yov do it like vou do everv1hing else a.round here, you 

won't hM it done by O\ristmas. And when you 91tt throvgh with that. you 
can clean the ~ -

RAY {suddenly exttemely angry): 
I won't do ill I'll mow the lawn but I won't clean the o.,,agel You can't 

m&ke me, and if Mom was here, you wouldn't darn mention it! 

NICKAWAY (mimicking): 
If Mom was here you wouldn't dare mention it. (vehememly) What do 

you think I'm dOing? You want to t>& a sissy an your life? Hiddln' behind 
your mother's Shirt teill I see I Well, the won't be back for anoth« hour at 
least, maybe monr. You do as I say. this insuint, end don't ten mewhe, you 
won', <fol (Nlck&way m&k.ts as if to yank Ray off the bed !wt thinks better 
of it. Ray g3res at the eagle, an ititeinse 8XPreuion on his f$08.) 

RAY (calm and pleading): 
0..d, I try so hard to get along with you, but you won't let me. I'm 

sorry I said I wouldn't d&an thegatage. (Weority, M if all thi$ hM been ex.plained 
many time:$ before.) It's just that I get so stuffed up with allergy e,,ery time 
I do. You know I do. I won't bf, ible to do anything for two 0< three d.avs, 
and l was going backpacking tomorrow. 

NICKAWAY; 
That'$ just some more of your mother's bunk. C3n't vou S4'C that? Sh&'t 

really got you believing all that stuff. Take, good look at yourself. Just take 
a good took! And see 'lftlat do you see. (Nickaway yanks Ray up and pUShes 
him befont the mir,or.) No $On of mine would spend half his time in the 
rnounuil.nt with the animals and the other half thumping th.at guitar an day 
tong tike an idiot. (Nickaway flings hi.$ ert'l'IS about $0 wildly he accidently 
knocks (M)( the guitar Oim but m&kes no move to cotch it. It ftlls with a 
clatter, the strings soonding inharmoniously. Rav $S)fings for the csse. He c:hteks 
the iMtrument. strums ti. It it out of tune.) 
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RAY (eogrilyl: 
Get out of my ,ooml Just get ovtl (Visablv. he stl'V!)9les for oonttol. 

With a strained expression, he adds too quiettv) I know you hoped you broke 
it, but you didn't. 

NIC~AWAY: 
You just mind what I tell you. If vw don't voo v.<>n't go 8'1Vwhert 

tOt'Mrrowl And I l'nOlln get al i1 right n(1W, tool 

(Nickaway le&WI$ and s~ the door behind him. Ray puts his guitar away. 
He slowty walks a<ound tht room, touching each Object cootemplatively. He 
pcllOe$ rt$tlft:Sly, He looks long at U\t Indian picture. He takes the pirates off 
the wall, one at a time. and looks at them carefulfy.) 

RAY: 
I thould give theSe to Jlmtny'S lhtie boy. (With 3 he.av'( sigh he h3f'l9$ 

them b!Kt in place, then changes his mind. He opens the dresser dr~t and 
carefully puu them ifW'llV . Catefully, ho dust; the oag.~. me81Wr'i"SJ agoln, with 
hi:J eye, the length of the wing span. Hi$ backp,ck stands reacty before the 
yawning door. He looks aroond in its dark inte,-ior for his bOw IW'ld altCNI, 
Ht touches his face to the down sleeping bag.. He opens the heavv green cvrt8in$, 
but ontv the night comes in. He stands, before the dresser, looking into the 
mirr0<. He starts suddenly and his tact turns white. A strained look as>l)t.a(s 
in his eyes, He leans forward for e clCSer kx>k quickly tums eway.) 

SCENE 11 

A typJcaJ yard ~. NICk&way'$ yard. C,aptian RhOdeS I$ k()Oeling on 
ooe knee replacing a section of stone botder around Nickaway's south flower 
bed. It is near a low block fence separating the Nick.away yard from the Be-ale's 
yard. C&eti, in hug,& <edwOOd tubS stand et the north OO(J\ef of the h0-v$&. 
Bedding plants bloom around a w&QOn-wtlet-led tneilbox. EYetYthlng is 
meticulously neat and in place. Dan and Willa Beale approach the fenoe. Dan 
(,rops one foot oo tilt fence and picks at his teeth wHh a maw. 

OANl grinntng): 
NON, just tell me, what do you think you're doing? 

CAPTAIN (looking U1) and squinting in the sun, laughing): I'm fixing this mJn's 
flower borde-r. What does it IOOk like I'm doing? 

DAN: 
I'll swear. What're you dOing that fot? 

CAPTAIN: 
Well, he oome over to mv houS& this morning and ra\.sed o,in with my 

wife about Diena breaking his border. 

DAN (taken aback>: 
You don't mean It? (He laughs .n.) 

CAPTAIN bttaightening VI') to WMY his work}: 
Ht sure done It. 



WILLA: 
Well, how did she do it? 

CAPTAIN: 
He said she W'a$ walking on it. 

WILLA: 
Why, I bet she doesn't weigh fifty pOunds. 

CAPTAIN: 
She didn't br4Nlk It. It she did, it was already cracked. 

DAN: 
Why, I w<>uldn't h3ve fixed it. 

CAPTAIN: 
I didn't want any trouble out of him. I told him I had bought that piaoe 

over there and I was going 10 live there if I had to fight him ewry day. {They 
laugh.I 

DAN: 
Ooes he Mow you're thung It? 

CAPTAIN: 
I tokt him I wM going to town end get a section a,nd put it in. 

DAN: 
They're l'IOt hOme, are t.heY1 

CAPTAIN: 
I came over here as $OOI\ 8:S they left. Gone to church probably. 

DAN: 
You'd better hurty us> aM get out of that man'$ y&rd. He'$ liable 10 

«>IN beck and throw vou out. 

SCENE Ill 

NICKAWAY'S LIVING ROOM. h i$ a completely feminine room. A coud'l 
In floraJ upholftttY, rS egainst the east wall. Thete are pillows that never seem 
to have been plumped, Two chairs are arranged attractivefy. A chandelier 
sparkles coklly. A T.V. set chaMets In the Mw$ but no one is watdling. A 
phone, with table, is near the front east window. Whet-<1ots are everywhere: 
Fine china ladies in IJO(geous painted,on dresses of anothe, era. Tiny tea wps 
and saucers. po,c.eta.fn ponies and all mannet of fi ne cetam.ic Images, Aay is 
seated in one ct1ai1, f,c:ing the television, bvt 1eeding. Oocaisk>nally he is telzed 
with a 1it ot snee2ing 8IOd nose blowing. Nickaway is half reclining on the 
covch perus~ an Al,..,..y M,ga.rlne. Oorol.M b: seated in the othet Chair by 
the phone, engaged in a telephone conversation. She is not a preny lady but 
V0\11'1$1 IOOICing for forty. She has on an expensively tailored gray suit and red 
shoes. 
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OOROLAS: 
Yes. he's h«e. He's been he<e all day. He Is haYlng ptObSem, with hll 

allergy again and couldn' t oome to scllool. Yes. I know his gr809$ are down. 

tNiekaway raises to ont elbow and glances a1 Rav. Ray, instantly on the 
defensive, wei the glance but does not acknowledge i!.) 

OOROLAS: 
Thank you for your intert$t. Oh. ytS, I'll tell him. GOOdnight. (To Ray) 

That was vour Matti tueher, Rey, He's disar,pointed that your grade has 
dropped so low. He gave me your assignments. 

NICKAWAV ho Ray): 
How low hes the rest of ywr grades dropped? 

RAY: 
They're all about the same. 

OOAOLAS: 
I wish you'd tell us what the. problem k . You used to be such 8 good 

student. 

RAY: 
I know, Mom. I jus-1 can't seem to buckle down. Spring fever, I QU8$$, 

NICKAWAY: 
I think you're just goofin' off. 

RAY: 
Everyone goofs off onoe in a while. 

OOROLAS: 
Ray, de>n't be disrespectfuf, 

NICKAWAY: 
It's no scaet how he feels about me. Let him talk, Then we'll knOW 

how he really feels. 

(Ray refused to be d rawn into an argument, He 9()es baCk to his readir-,;i.) 

NICK.AWAY {without anger): 
Well, I can't * that you' re wo,king so much, looks to me 11kt you 

$it down as much as anvthing tlst. You're livi"IJ in mv daddy'$ hoose and 
sr>tl"lding mv dadd·v's mooev. That'$ how I feet. 

OOROLAS (vls,t,ly upset): 
Ravi Pl88$el Whlt would you daddv say i f he knew how vou·,e behaving 

,-1 

RAY: 
How am I behaving, Mom? He asked for ii. He always asks for it. 
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NICKAWAY: 
Now, that's ju$\ about enough out of you, young man., R,v lclosing his 

bOok and standing). Mom. I think I'll can up Hany and have him come over. 
O.K.7 

OOROLAS: 
I don't soo whY not. Coll him up. we could do with some company. 

NICKAWAY (stretching and yawning) : 
No~. I think not. It's late now, and I'm tired, I don't want to be bothefed 

with H3n'y. 

RAY: 
8ut no one comes owr anvmore. We used to have Iott of OCHTlt)al'ly. 

ANJ we used to take a cat full everywhere \W wtnt, even to church every 
SundaV, Wt don't teke anyone anywhere anymore. 

NICKAWAY: 
I go to ChUC'Ch MtY Sunday. That's why. Ray. we-II I know you're big, 

bot vou don't take up the whole car. 

NICKAWAY: 
Well, let's just say thev'r& a bOther. 

RAY: 
Wt .wen't kids anymore. 

NICKAYIAY: 
You're tt.111 a bother. 

RAY: 
I know. You're afrtid you'll get what you're asking for. They're too old 

to take a OJs:sing out like they used to. And I heard you the othef day, too. 

OOROLAS (,hocked}: 
You didn't? Who was it, Nick? 

RAY: 
That kid &e10$$ the meet that picks us:> all me S11'ay dOgS. If I was her 

P&<ents, I'd come over hert and pu1 you tn vour ptaoe. You don't have any 
bosines.s talking to a ctlild like that. 

NICKAWAV (gening off the oouch and ooino to the kitehen): 
Baloney. 

OOROlAS: 
Ray. I do wish yoo would tty to get along with Nidc. 

RAY: 
He doesn' t want to get along with me, Mom. I try. He mekes me mad, 

and I make him mad. 



(Oorolas sii;hs.) 

What did you marry him for anyway? 

DOROLAS: 
Well, you know I uMd to g0 with him a long time ago. Bet0re me and 

you, dad was mar'tled. 

RAY: 
I k.ncw, 

DOROLAS: 
After your fat.her <Heel. I jvrt c:ovkln' t seem to snap~. I tried to wort. 

but you know how thet worked out. I simplv couldn't take it. Got sick. He 
just there, and I just married him. 

ACr II 

Scene I • Dan and Willa's house 

The 1>3Ckverd e.an be seen. It ls a very black n'9,n. ¥Id raining, OotheS 
on the clothes line shake and tJap in the wind and rain. A mop hanging on 
the baek tool shed oocasionelly, maki~ muffled noises.. ll"ISide the l~hts 
ere on. It 1$ <:01y end werm. The television Is on, and the girls, LIii.aft and 
Pauline, are on the floor with pillows, watching the Miss America Contes-t. 
Dan and Willa are playing mof'l®Oly in the dining area, which is a continuation 
of the living room. Otherwise. rypical living room furniturt, dlni09 tabte. etc. 

WILLA {suddenly): 
Yov can't do that? That railroad befoogs to me. Give me mv money. 

DAN (shifting through his cards:): 
This card Sci','$ I can do that. You owe me money. Hanel i1 o'Jer. 

WILLA: 
I declare. I thought I owned that. (She takes Dan's C¥d and looks at 

it carefully). I gue,,., you do own that. 

LILLIAN: 
I wish you two would be quiet. You made me miu what they saJd obout 

Dtnma,k's candidate. She's really pretty. 

PAULINE: 
Be quiet. 

WILLA: 
I c.,n talk. 

PAULINE (hok1ing up her hand, listet1ing): 
No. Litten, 



WILLA (whispering): 
• . .in m; ONn house whenewr I wa.nt 10. 

{everyone lrsten&) 

DAN (re.arming his ;ame): 
I tokS you you shouldn' t watch Ro. Mary'• Biby. 

PAULINE (insistent}: 
No. I did hear $0Methit'lg. 

LILLIAN: 
How C8il' you ten with the wind blowing so. It's probably the drip of 

the rain. 

PAULINE {going to "'8 doo,): 
I'm going to fook Myway, {She opens the front door and looks out. The 

rain in the yellow light looks like milUoos of tiny silv« needles fatling.> 

LILLIAN: 
Shut the door. You're free2ing me to dtath. 

PAULINE lsh8 shots the doOr, goe:s to the badt door and looks oot. She returns 
t0 the living roomJ 

I'm c:ok:I, too. Lel's light the fire. 
DAN: 

1 think we au ought to 90 to beet. (He looks at WIiia and 1augm). Whtie 
r m ahead. 

WI LLA:. 
No. let's r1t1ith thb game. Vov alwt'h, Quit 'ht'len you're &head. 

DAN (stretching his hands ovt, his head as he rlse:s.. He grins.) 
Tomo,row. 

SCENE II 

(Captain, Dan. Willa, Lillian, Pauline and many ne~bon 8fe cro-M:ted In Dan's 
front yard. They are talking among themsel\185. 

DAN ($peaking above the murmur>: 
They didn't MO know he was gone. 

LILLIAN; 
He hasn't been to school in a day or two. 

DAN: 
I neve, did take him feffiing. I wanted to. Offt<ed to SiaYeral times, but 

Nick never would let him go, 

CAPTAIN: 
He Wi$ a , alher shy. quiet boV. Y4S,n't he1 



DAN: 
Yeah. All time going biKt~ing by himself. Nothing wrong with Ulat 

though. He had 10 do something. 

WILLA 
Ooroias was worried about him. Grades dtopping and au. I told her he'd 

get <1V9f it. My gitls dtd. 

PAULINE: 
He slept in his sl&e$)i"9 bag. 

LILLIAN: 
He took his pirate picturH. Did he take his bronze eagle? 

PAULINE: 
No, 

LILLIAN: 
Ho d rtw o face in the dutt on the window, 

PAULINE: 
I WOnder why he liked that o&d hOU$C, 

DAN: 
1 never would'...e thOug!ht he woukS\"i taken my gun. 

PAULINE: 
He kn(JW right where it was, 

LILLIAN: 
I can' t say that I bl&me him. 

WILLA: 
Lllllanl 'M\at & thing to $8Y1 

LILLIAN: 
Sh-sh·sh-h-h. Hece they oome. 

(Nle1:.away came out the dOOr and went to the ca,". He looked at his 
neighbof's. Ill at ease. He s~ightened his tie In the car mirror.) 

NICl<AWAY: 
I atways knew he'd pull just some fool stunt as this. 

(Ool'Olas came out and got in the car. She didn't look up. Her youthful 
fac:e WM sagging and drawn. Har ~ir was white.) 



Jerome Evans 
Not with a Bang 

(A shon one-act based on 
T. S. Eliot's Thi Hollow Mt,,) 

Colt: 

Mr. Julian Zoff 
Mr, John Klopp 
Man 
wom,n 
Chon.n Leader 

Sttting • bare .stage, cast in a soft orange glow. simulati~ sunsiet. The ttago 
is atw8VS d im vnless othetwlse stated. 

Chorus (Facing audience): can we see the evening wn 
As it's sening alJ dllV long 
Thro!J9h the hills WO tee h going 
Fi:u Ung in the sea wind's blowing, 
Whtie our night does oome $0 t lOW1y-
Oire we see 1he sun so lowly? 

Mr. Zoff IWld Mr. Kk>Qs) (Facing each other, they speak dryly, medwlicaUy 
iO unison): 

We arc the hoUow men 
We are the stuffed n-en 
Leaning together 
H~piec:e filled wrth st.raw, AJast 
Our driod wioes, when 
We whispet together 
Aro quist and meaningless 
A$ wind in dry gtffl 
Ot ms• feet over broken gl8$$ 
In our dry 

{At this point Mr. Zoff falw, and says "basement" rather lhan "cellar") 

MR. ZOFF: 
a,,..,.,.,,, 

MR. KLOPP: 
c.e.11ar. Mr. Zott, you must learn your lines. 



MR. ZOFF (apologetically): 
I'm wortt;ng on it John. It's 

been a tong time. 

MR. KLOPP: 
Ve,, a long tlm.. 

MR. ZOFF: 
Do you remember? 

MR. KLOPP: 
If God Is god. 

MR. ZOFF: 
Heb notgoOd... 

MR. KLOPP: 
If God is good. 

MR. ZOFF: 
He is not god . . . 

MR. KLOPP AND MR. ZOFF (In u""°"): 
Take the even, take the odd 

(with nostalgic joy) I would not sleep her if I c:ovld. .. 

MR. KLOPP (acting his port): 
But for the little green tn the wood. . . 

MR. ZOFF (in $Oh reply) : 
And the wind on the water. 

MR. KLOPP (smilif"9}: 
Those wete the days! 

MR. ZOFF: 
Those were the playsl 

MA. KLOPP: 
Zinfandall 

MR. ZOFF: 
8urlesqucl {a peuse) 

MR. KLOPP: 
What nw,1 

MR. ZOFF: 
Le.vn lines. 

MR. KLOPP 
It goes on still. 



Mr. ZOFF: 
It never ends. 

MR. KLOPI' {jcl(ingly. cwerac:ting) : 
Like peanut shells 
It swelts and swells 
Like water from tht deep. 
Thotlt Sl&l't from height 
M&ke bright me nq\t 
Yet I close my eye1 in $leep. 

MR. ZOFF (in reptv): 
Truty bad Poet'Y, sir. 

MR. KLOPI': 
But ac<X)(l'l)lished acting. 

MR. ZOFF: 
With fonitvde. 

MR. KLOPP (triumphantly): 
Wilh guul 
(p,using, reflecting) L.ea,m lines, 

MR. ZOFF: 
Leam lines. (Striking a pose} Violent $0UIS, but only (Mr. Klopp joins 

in, f1t;ing Zott. who $1owfy turm fltN'eY from him) 
As the hollow men 
The t tuffed men, 

MR. ZOFF: 
Ory bas&rnetll 

MR. KLOPP {""""'ntj: 
Dfy cellarl 

Sit,enc:e • blackout 

Llghis d im up In the S&me o,ange glow &S before. It revears, a dinnot sc:ene 
at a relatively fancy 1'8$'l&urant. Zoff and Klopp look on from the left wing 
of tht stage. Man and woman are tn...olved in their INal and the evening's 
inter<:Out$t. 

MAN (voraciousty): 
The steak b great I 

WOMAN (sweetly. ,ofUy): 
The wine is tine. 

MAN (cautioning): 
Don't OWf dO iL 



WOMAN (calm tel)ly): 
Don't tat so fast , (sarcastic now) dear. 

MAN (slowing his p,oe): 
Of tout,e low. 

WOMAN: 
Thank you. 

MAN: 
For what? 

WOMAN: 
For caUi~ me "kwe." I fetl so young whtn y0u talk to me that way. 

MAN: 
Sut you're barely thb"ty. 

WOMAN: 
8..n when vou $i>Nk. so nioeiy, vou make me feel like I'm eighteen. 

MAN: 
I IOYe you. 

WOMAN: 
I •- yo.,. (They 9Mtly k;,s) 

MA. KLOPP (whispe1iog, aside) 
Truly touehing scene, eh Mr. Zoff? 

MR. ZOFF (involved): 
Sshl Truty romantic. 

MR. KLOPP: 
Youth Is the language of romance. 

MR. ZOFF: 
But it's (IOOd to hQPl,. To remember. 

MR. KLOPP {resolutely): 
I dOn't think so. 

MR. ZOFF: 
Ssh. Just watch. Just hope, 

MAN: 
I 10'4 you. 

WOMAN htklng his hand, She $pills the wine in l\is lap, ht takts litde notioe): 
I IOYe you, 

MAN tin a lighter, bvt still k:>ving mood}: 
Kist me Katel (They kb.s ai:>ain, and beoome passionate.> 



The candle on theif table bums down, lights d im with it to bJaekout. Picking 
up the pace, Mr. Klopp and Mr. Zotf move out to center stage and speak 
even d uring the blackout {while man and woman 3fld props $re ,emo...ed). 

MR. KLOPP (matter of ftcttv. quk:k.fy spoken): 
Shape without form, 
shade withOut (X)k)ur. . 

MR. ZOFF {sadly, in disbe:fief, $lower): 
Pa1111yzed fot00. 
gesture without motion. 

{Ugtns (X)mt up now. Chofus sorroonds Zoff 8nd Klopp) 

MA. ZOFF h ad and IOflecting): 
Between the idea 
And me realitY 
Between the motion 
And the act 

lhe shadow 

CHORUS (loudly, resolutely): 
For Thfne is th8 Kk'lgdoml 

MR. KLOPP (Aetil"lg his part, unmowd yet convincing): 
Between the (X)l'\CePtlon 
And the aeation 
Between the emotion 
At,cf the respon.se 
Falls the shadow 

CHORUS (s,me a, bef0<e): 
l.lfc is verv longt 

MR. ZOFF (falling to his k.nees, expressing great agony): 
Between the desire 
And the ipwn 
Between the potency 
Atld tM oxistcnoe 
No! I cannot go onl 

CHORUS (Sif"l9SO"IOY, resolute) : 
You mvstl You t'l'IIJ$tl You mutt QC on. 
You must do your part. 

MR. ZOFF frn0'e diSll~d: 
Between the essence 
And me descent 
Faus the shadow (he ooll&P'$e$ now} 

CHORUS (lrivmphand: 
for Thine is the Kingdom 
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MR. KLOPP Oooldng at Mr. Zoff, 5P88king with detached sorrow): 
For thine is 
Life is 
F« thine is the .. . 

MR. ZOFF {$Ct'e.atnil"l9 ln intense aQOnv): 
Kingdom! 

(Mr. Zoff collapses totally now. H't tobs On the floOr , then becomes quiet. 
Mr. Kloc:>P and Chotus look on detatehedlyJ 

(Chorus leacSer mo-..es out to Mr. KloPp.} 

CHORUS LEADER: 
Is he? 

MR, KLOPP: 
No. Not vet, He'll linger. 

CHORUS LEADER: 
How long? 

MR. KLOPP: 
Until he's finished with it. 

CHORUS LEADER: 
Is thett no other way? 

MR. KLOPP: 
Yts. Sut I can't do it, 

Cl<OAUS LEADER: 
Peth.aps I tan. 

MR, KLOPP: 
Yes. Yw're young still, Sut you'U need this. (He hlndS him a pistol) 

CHORUS LEADER: 
Will he? 

MA. KLOPP: 
Yes, of course,. Oo it Quickly. 

CHORUS LEADER: 
I 1<;now what to do. It must be ,o. 

MA. KLOPP: o, else he will linger. 

CHORUS LEADER (resolute, cold}: 
I know what to dO. GOOd·bve Mr. (he fires thO pistol point bl.ank Into 

Mr. Zotfs head. Zoff flips <wer .at the shock of it, exposlng his IQOt'lil'ed f.aoe 
to the audience) Zotti 



(ChoM leader moves back into the chotus as lightsdim out, 16'Yi"9 Mr. Klopp, 
standing, and Mr. Zeff, p,ont and dead, alone in the spotlight, center ttave 
left> 

MR. KLOPP ho audlenoe>: 
Thi$ is the the world ends 

(ookily) This is th8 way the workf ends 
(To Mr. Zotf) This is the wry the work! ends 

Un ,1arm, Mr. Klopp falls down to the floor. grabs Mr. Zott and cradles his 
blNdlng heed In his laip. He is' now l'(l()\lfd to tears.) Oh Julian! My Godl 
Julltn. rrrv Friend! Oh Jul~nl 

(Blaci<out) 

CHORUS (detached. $0U.nding like a disembodied voioe in the darkness. 
$pe8king in a (h,nting way): 

Can we sec the tvening sun 
A$ it's ,ettlng all dW loog 
Through the hills M watch it going 
Fiuling in the sea wind's blowing, 
White the night dOil come so slowly-
Oere we M the tun $0 lowty1 






