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Editors' Notes -
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creath'cly rendered many diverse perceptions of and feelings about human 
experience. To commemorate this crtali~ tpirit we have dectdcd to include 
selections from past issues along with those for the eurrtnt year. 

We hue not separated the works according to the yea.rs in which they 
appe.ared in Orpheus. Rather, the stories and poems are interspersed to 
emphasize- the timelC$S quality J>O$SCUtd b)' lite~twe. 
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We lhank him for h1s guidance and interest in our effort to edit this issue 
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Joanne White 
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8ackst.;1g,c 
In a greenr<iom 
Dressed in imitation 
Ote.s.sing rooms 
White 1,,-urtain walls 
Flap 
Because lhe door is open 
Because il's l 10 outside 
Onstagc. 
Masked and plastered faces 
Shin< 
Smile 
And stick to one another 
Like mcmori.zcd lines 
Old 
Befote the lights 
Ntw beyond the lights 
Applaud this make-believe 
Reality 

S:ir.a iuckcr 1979 
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FLIGHT 

my mind, released, takes flight 
etching the blue piercing the air 
a winged tractry defiant unafraid 

flitting dipping soaring 
that peers down at the me it left below; 
teemingly a helpless sunlit heap 

but I too asoend 
ab$tracted from my earthly self 

to buzz fledgling spirits 
touch the gossamer or angets• wings 
gather asteroids and stars 
even defy father sun 

then comes the yearning 
to reach up all the way 
and touch the he.avcttJy vault 
escape the prison of my earthly self 

caressed by an errant cherubim's plume 
be set aglow by a Stcraph's flame 

ea~.. Louno 1975 
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MATTHEW 24:4-0 

Ua,ten. Brother ..... 

"Come," you said, 
"and I will show you the way of life." 

Thank you. 

I was yearning to be free, 
And you crept off to the chaptl 

to pray for 
my release. 

I was homeless, 
and you preached to me the splendors 

of an aristocratic mansion. 

I wa:s poor, 
and you dawed before my eyes the riches 

of another world. 

You seem so charming, 
so thoughtful, 

so kind. 

I see the way plainly 
that I fflU$l go, 

But I am still hunllfY.. . 
and lonely .. . 

and cold.. . 

And 100 tired to follow. 

"lnasmuch as ye did It unto the least of these my bretluen, ye 
have done it unto me." 

Bertha Crow I979 
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A MOTHER'S V.."lENT 

Two vacant rooms i:tand clothed 
bl WOUd.s or silenoe down the hall. 

"Let's clost the doors, 
and save the cost of cooling," he suggested. 

No, leave them open. 
Please. 

Don't close the doors. 

Wrinkles deepen into aea.-ses in the dusty cap and gown. 
Awuds. 

Diplom,. 
Old history assignments marked in red 

Stored neatly for a later day. 

Daydteams. 
Plans. 

The flurried rush of progress. 

Next door, a lemon yellow robe that's almost new. 
A hand embc'oidcrtd caftan stained wUh jelly. 

UnfmW'led homework on the ck>set shelf, 
A loc.k of burnished hair tied in a yellow ribbon. 

Courage. 
Falth. 

And now eternal life, 

Let go. 
Release. 

The gr~t.:st love is that with arms held open. 

New life. 
New hope. 

A search for greater purpose. 

111 let them go, 
But 

Please, don't dose the doors. 

Gwen Smith Bera,nan 1978 
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THE MURDER OF ADESUA 

Please, open your cars and listen, 
Stay awake wide~ycd to the end. 
I havt a tale to tell, 
A tale I know full well; 
Not a plain tale as those 
That have reached your ean, 
But a tangy We of double sorrow: 
Full of fits and fever 
Of fate that fell; 
Of hdw a noble creature W'8$ plucked unripe 
By for<» and r11ud. 

lf, at the end, you find without warmth 
The story th.is tale unfolds 
As it drifts here and there 
With evtnu twisting and stepping out 
To move into one another: 
I am not to blame - It i.s not my own <:reation: 

Mine is not the heart that cau.sed this woe; 
Mine is not the hand that shaped these deeds •• 
I am a mere teller of tales, 
Spinning and weaving from old yams, 
Playing old songs on a broken 0ute. 
It is a burden I place upon myself 
To tell th.is old tale or double woe 
'That has for ages bled many hearu: 
So that greedy hearts may take heed 
Nt\'et again to ravish Beauty 
And break lhe bond be.tween mother and child, 
And I never again 
Have such a sad tale to tell. 
1£ ln your heart my tale strikes a tearful chord 
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And I neve-r again 
Have such a sad ta1e to tell. 
If ln your bean my tale strikes a tearful cho1d 
Forgh·e me, for 
There is a rift in the flute. 

Owcga. 0 You Father of Tales, 
\\brclJm I stand before you, naked, 
Give rne the words to rcc,reate these woeful lines 
Which themselves lament as they chart thC$t dark events. 
Ewawa, You Mother of Design, 
Stay with me till the end. 
&lion A$on, You CuMdian of Sleep, 
Give us some room, 
Stay away for awhile, tW the end. 

(A wft melody p/4yed on a harp provides the bockgrou,rd music for the mt. 
The Storyrtller pausn before conrinui11g.) 

Alone she Lighted the village and beyond, 
A living flame, brlgltt and cle.u, 
And set fire in every heart that saw her. 
Tall, slender, untouched by man • 
Her enchanting beauty pierced every heart, 
Gnawed the hearts of Ch,icfs, Kings and all: 
Aduua they called this noble creauue. 
The only jewtl of ldia, 
The pride of Ezomo of lzebu, 
A gentle maiden in whom '"' and Beauty came to full har,est. 

From far and nc.1r many suitors crawled to her feet, 
With dark, sec.ret deslres, 
Night and day to feed their hunting eyes on her virgin flesh 
That stirred their dreams 
Even at midday. 
None could escape her radiant beauty 
None would pass without a longish stare, 
With mouth fallen optn and widt. 

She captured the eyes of all, 
The hearts of old and young, women and men. 
To hJde her beauty is to covtr the sun 
With a broken Sleve, 
For Nature's hands shaped nothing so fair: 
She was soft and new like fresh palm wine, 
Gentle and suoculent like a young yam tenderting • 
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But within, her own heart, like a palm kernel, 
Remained u.ncracked, 
Unyleldlng and r..olute. 

Near her door treasures were piled 
By named and na.me1ess $l.11tors to win her heart and hand. 
Her calm, deflant heart eluded all • 
Silver and gold could not ravish her. 
Egrets always swarm around a eow, 
But they never drink her milk. 

Adesua's fame spread far and wide like the harmauan fire, 
Scorching every heart that came too close. 
Still, $he was the secret desire of all: 
Where there is honeysuckle, 
An1s fall free on their faces. 
Without faults to fmd, she was admired by all. 
Her devoton to duty c.'.lught every eye: 
She daily celebrated her hou.sehold rites 
Without a sJgh, wlthout a fallen face; 
On evtry market day, 
She was flnt to appear, 
Sweeping and clc.aning her mother's stall, 
Coal selling was hu trade. 
Her presence made the market full: 
From far and wick nobles came to buy her goats, 
To steal her heart 
Drawn to her like moths to a burning flame. 

Yet Mr beauty she never ustd: 
It was triumph she never sought. 
Her priceless heart wM never bought 
On1y goats she offered for sale. 
As her fifteenth year came round 
Sht beume the highest trc.asure of all, 
Sought by the King of all Kmgs, 
Oba Oz.olua, fountainhead or all, 
'The giver of the bronze anklet. 
His name strlkes fear in every heart, 
Bends every t.hought to his will, 
>J the forest leaves and twigs 
Sway to the drumming of the wind. 
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M news of Oba O'Lolua's anklet 
Reached cvciy car. 
The other struaJing su.itors 
Bowed out in haste, 
For no on.e rises above the Klng: 
A stream nC\'Cr rises above its source. 
•"This was an honor she dare not refuse, 
The dream of every nuiden of the land -
To b< lhe queen of lhe KJng of ALL, 
Emb<dded in eoral and gold, 
Dolled in woddy fame" -
Was the thought hanging on the mouths of aU. 

But Adcsua remained firm and fair 
While tears welled in every eye that heard her reply: 
"No woman ever refu5ed to dance with the King," 
Though the rhythm of the King was tvtn and dear, 
Adesua danced to a different drum. 
She gave evtry man he.r ear • none her heart. 
Her choioe ached every soul, 
Raked t:Very heart that wed. 
Tears fell after tears in her mother's eyes 
Yet her love she ntver den.ied, 
And only ti.me came to sooth the sore of her father's grief. 
Still, she roamed amid the twip and thorns, 
Tangled with cropping sheep and ropest 
Buried in sh.rubs and dung withoul regret: 
To be the Queen was not her wish, 
She had no palace candles in her eyes -
Unbridlod narure was htr only lovt and care. 

Adesua's namt sounded loud and clear 
On every talking drum in the land; 
Hc.r fame sprtad wide and far -
£ven Oba Ozolua with his wounded pride 
Could not but prtitt her defying will, 
Bore well his anger proudly and unbent. 
Thus Ad«ua's noble deeds fanned her living flame. 
It was a fame she never pawned. 
A glory $he never sought: 
Still she labored night and day. without a s.i_gh 
Bore weU her lowly life. 
Goat sci.ling was still her trade. 
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Strange it see-ms to tell 
The pa.in Adetu1 caused to all 
The teart she brought throughout the land ; 
None could understand her heart's desire 
Unfenertd to remain 
Urltrammelcd and free. 
But ti.me will make us cabn 
If not wise, 
And show the way to live 
With what must be. 

En'zomo learned to live with grief 
And aocept the Ion of the royal Hand; 
Never to be father o! a noble. line, 
Content again to rule his private realm. 
Long days he spent in painful thought 
Anguished tlut his daughter's will 
Was not his OWll. 
But none oould sway the heart 
of one so fair. 
So pure, 
So dear. 
Thus, alone the father learned to live with pain, 
And alone Adesua renewed her daily j0)'$: 
to the young lambs and kids 
She offered the care 
Her royal witor longed to dtlm, 
With Nature only to share her hcut ind bed. 

With passing days, ldh, too, 
Left htr mournful tears behind 
To shan: Adesua's joyful delights; 
With lmagucro, she 
Took so1... In the clilld she had 
And withdrew her lament 
For the child that never would be. 

Thus, with every fading day, 
The fame of Adel:ua cried with clarion voioe; 
Her name fllled every heart, every- 1hought, 
Proclal.med anew on every drum from thorc to shore. 
Alone she Oowed along 
Amid the twigs and shrubs, 
found shelter and safety with the goats: 
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Unerring Nature her only love and care. 
Whatever she held so close to her heart 
Eluded the Oracles and all. 

Well, every flow has its edge 
Every 0owing stream has it low, 
And with every ebb 
Come the crawling crabs 
AwMh on silent shores: 
Grabbing all that falls on their erooked paths, 
Stirring up the silent shores with borrowed homes. 

And so a huge crab scuttled across Adcsua 's silent shore 
With its forked and crooked claws 
Clutching lire from what it did not own. 
Eu Is hJs name, Chief of Oboro 
A man who lives by palace greed. 
Wearing his pride on his sleeves: 
Famed for turning commonwc3lth into private «tatc, 
Coiwcning pYbllc roadt to priv;nc pathways. 
Uke the connorant, he feeds upon the young, 
Ukc the shadow, he doggedly haunt& the 1>3th of the rising su.n, 
With the nightf:ill, he with Death reigns supreme. 
rt b a proverb old and plain: 
A crab never walks stra.lght. 

And to Adl?$ua trusted Eu's crooked words, 
Words that arc soon IO$t in the thin air 
For It was only 1hrough w0tds older than herself 
That her guarded flesh was ravished 
And with it t.he living flame 
That Ii.gilts the whole village and beyond 

Here is whete our story ends -
Well, forgive me fOf what defects there may be 
In thls tale of woe: 
Not for the old knols here and there 
Brought by old tangles in the broken yam, 
But for those rifts brought by my own runs. 

0, Adcs-ua, fair child of our lroublcd land -
tlow can I s.ing of th« 
Without a tear 
For you 
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For ut 
For all that might have been -

The fl.re darkens. the wood turns to ashes, 
The !Mng. fhme extinguished -
Misfortune falls upon the land. 

Solomon Og.bede lyasctt 
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A DOLL FOR SHARON 
(A Short StOT)' for Ch;ldrcn 4th to 5th grade r<ading level) 

• A cold breeu whipped hard against Sharon's apple-red checks as $he turned 
into the tiny un.notioed shop on her right. Cradling something in her wann 
arms, $he gently opened the handsomely carved wooden door. A silver bell 
sang out a welcome 3$ the warmth of the aackling fire from the old bla,c.k 
b<-Uy stove reached out to warm her cold body. 

A smile formed on her delicate pink lips as Sharon eagerly looked around 
the crowded room. The late afternoon $UnUght played on her redish brown 
h.air and her curls seemed to bounce i.n delight. On the ~vily laden walls 
were dolls. Nothing else. Just dolls. There were big dolls, little dolls, dolls that 
talked; dolls that walked, beautiful dolls and plain dolls. All of their carefully 
dusted brightly colored outfits blended together into a brilliant rainbow. 

"Hello, Sharon,•• said a big grey-haired man as he $lcppcd out of a back 
room. His broad shoulders seemed to fill the room but M thin body did not 
seem to match his big frame. His face was growing old fast and his body knew 
It. The wrlnlded face was kind but serious. Hi$ arms seemed too long for th,e. 
faded plaid long-sleeved shirt. 

"Hello. Dr. Peppermint," answered Sharon puufog her precious bundle 
on the high counter. 

"What have we here? Not again!" exclaimed Dr. Peppermint. 

''MeliSS3 did it! Not me! I told her not to play with it, Or. Peppermint. 
Honest I did/' Sharon repUed. 

Tenderly grasping the limp doll, Or. Peppermint bent over for a closer 
look. 

"Umph ... umm ... ah ah!" excJaimed Dr. Peppermint. "Here's the problem! 
Her right arm needs to be put back into her shoulder socket. This missing 
right rmger will have. to be· repl-:u:ed. Hnunm ..." 
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"Dr. Peppermint? She'll be alright, won't she'?" Sharon asked worriedly . 

..Of courst she will. dear," Dr. Peppermint said gently as he patted her 
<:hubby hand. '"Come back the day after lomorrow, Thursday, O.K.?" 

"Thank you/' Sharon replied as she turned to leave. Turning back to look 
on« more at her cherished doU she- noti«d how thin Dr. Peppennint was 
gcuing. 

"He should cat more," Sharon thought to herself as she stepped out in 
the ch.illy air. Dusk was falling fast. 

''r"d better get home or Mom will worry," Sharon thought as she quickened 
her tiny step$. 

The afternoon traffic rushed by and people bumped into her as they 
hurried home to their warm house and dinner. Nobody seemed to notice the 
old man either as he hung a CI05td sign in h.is window cluttered with dolls. 

Or. 'Peppermint watched the rushed people for a little while then quietly 
went over to the counter and picked up the broken pieces of the doll. 

"Now don't you fret," Dr. Peppermint said smiling. looking down at the 
doll. "l'U have you fLXed in a jiffy." 

As he turned the light on in the back room, clutter seemed to jump out 
at him from everywhere. Clue, pieces of clothing and paper were scattered 
all o·•cr !us small bed and dresser. His work counter was groanJng under the 
weight of his small refrigerator and work toob. A lifelike image of him in 
his younger days decorated tlte peellJ\g beige wall along with some other anorted 
dusty pic11.1res. Sittltlg down in an old ragged cha.i.r, he started to examine the 
slck doll. 

"Just a few more blocks," Sharon thought as she hurried along. "Doesn't 
some nice warm hot chocolate sou.nd good now?" 

The downtown rush hour noise was di.mming as Sharon turned down the 
last block The house$ were of a squa.re shape trimmed with brown lawns frozen 
by the cold. 

"What would we ever do without Dr. Peppermint?" mused Sharon. "He's 
the only one who can fix our dollt just right. 1 can't e..·cr remember him not 
being here." 

Her house wu yellow with a white trim. The leafle$S trees in front of 
her house s«med to shake with cold as the chilling breeze blew through them. 
A light was on and beckoned Sharon on as she jumped up the front p0rch 
steps two at a tune . 

..Mom, I'm back," yelled Sharon, as she peeled off a coat and two sweaters. 
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"]ti, honey! Dinner's almost ready. Steak tonight!.. her mom answered 
as she stuck her head out of the kitchen door, her face flushed with the heat 
from the ,tove. 

"Oh, boy!" thought Sharon u she scrambled for the bathroom to wash 
up. 

Or. Peppermint wished his long flngers carefuUy and dried them on his 
thin dish towel, Upon opening the refrigerator, he did not have to look very 
long for something to cat for dinner. Only a carrot and some .stale bread. 

Dr. Peppermint sighed a.the settled back down in his chair. An unopened 
em-elope laid on the top of his clock by his elbow. It was addressed to a 
Mr. Arthur Peppermint, 299 So. 3rd St., Totlo, Maine. [twas from the State. 

''l know what they want. Can't they understand I'll pay them when l 
can?" Dr. Peppermint said outloud to himself n he chewed on the rubbery 
carrot. 

frowning, he put the letter in a long grey box on top of several other 
unopened white long envelopes. Finishing the bread off whh his usual glass 
of water, he gathered up au his l1Ungs from h.is bed and piled it on the already 
sagging counter. Squeez.ing hit tall frame into the cramped bed, he managed 
to fall asleep quickly. 

"Did Mr. PcppermhH look at your 

..Dr. Peppermint, Mom. I've told you before it's Dr. and not Mr. Don't 
let him he.tr you say that, plcas.t." Sharon interrupted anxiOU$ly. 

..Oh, I seem to forget. Never mind . . . did he look at the doll?" her 
mom answered as they cleared the table off. Her fathtr had retired to the 
study to look o\·er some more papers. Melissa went over to turn on the T.V . 

..Yes! And he Slid he wuld fix it again! Isn't that great, Mom!" exclaimed 
Sharon. 

••1 don't know how else he would make it unless you kids didn't keep 
bringing him dolls to fix. Whene,.·tr I pass by his shop, I nevtr see anybody 
in there. I wonder where he lives? Have you ever met his wife, Sharon 1" asked 
her mom. 

.. No," answered Sharon slowly . .. No, I've ne,·er seen anyone else in there 
besides Betty, Martha and the other kids. But he sure can fix anything." 

finishing the di$hes did not ta.kc Jong so Sharon had 1Jme to finish some 
math problems before bed time. Solving math problems did not c.ome easy 
for Sharon as $he sat over the long division problems bitlng her thumb nail 
nervous!)•. Wi1h her eyes giowlng more and more weary over each problrm 
Sharon decided she'd better go to bed. 
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"Maybe I can think better in the morning and will be able to work the 
rnt of the math problems out then," she reasoned as she crawled under her 
wum blankets. 

She soon fell asleep thinking about the wonderful room full of nothing
but dolls. A smile formed on her still face as she slept. 

The week passed quickJy as Sharon went to school and played with her 
friends afterwards. Everyday they always ran by Or. Peppermint's shop waving 
as they went. Or. Peppermint always had a big smile and a wave for the children 
as he stood· by lhe latge glass window. 

Then one day after sc:hool Sharon stopped at the tiny doll shop and went 
in. 

•·ws Thursday, Or. Pepperm.int!0 exclaimed Sharon. 

..Yes it is Sharon, I have your doll in the back. One moment," Wd Dr. 
Peppermint as he went into the back. Bringing the pr«ioU$ doll out, he- laid 
it earefully in Sharon 's arms. It looked good as new. 

..$he looks hawy now, Dr. Peppermint,'' Sharon said smiling. "How much 
did it <-OSI to fix h<r'?" 

'"A dollar," Or. Peppermint answered. 

Counting out her change carefully, Sharon laid one dollar on the high 
counter clutchlng the doll tightly in her left arm. 

'"Th.ank you, Dr. Pcppennint. 'Thank you so much!" 

After W had lefl. Dr. Peppennint opened the old cat.h register and put 
lhc change In lhe empty stalls. 

Sharon wM so happy, she sldpped all the way home hugging her doU 
all the way. 

..Melissa isn't going to play with you again," she said as she comforted 
lhc doU. 

AJ Sharon ran by the- doll shop the- next day, like she did every day, 
her hand , topped in the middle of a wave as she saw the Closed sign in the 
window. 

...What!" exclaimed Sharon M she stopped running. The other children 
stopped also. 

... b he sick?" someone cl.se asked. 

"He clidn't look skk yesterday, Or. Peppermint's MYer sick, .. answered 
Sharon. 
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Peering into the window, they strained to see something. All they could 
see were empty shelves. Instead of cheerful dolls only an opened long white 
cnvclope stared back at them. 

Nancy SaboYieh 1977 
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A DRINK OF WINE 

The wine toaJttd the beginning of joy 
de\·eloping from a rare and wonderful \'int.age. 
The et$tnoe was full but discoloration came as 
a tinge of impurity darkened the gla.-SS.. 
The taste brought her bitterness 
and she took it from her lips. 

Time renewed the wine to crys.taJ cle3J'nes.s 
she could not drink for memories wae strong. 
Looking into the fine clear fruit 
I longed for the thirst to return. 
The need \.\'A$ to wet her parched, tender Upt 
and to restore the plc.uurc. 

Clll Knu1,en 1979 
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THE VOYAGERS 

My dreams wtre all of sailing 
On those surging mounts of blue; 

I longed to go a-sailing 
like my Grandp.a used to do; 

Each Epic he. would paint for me 
Was Serupulou.sly True. 

I was a child. I knew. 

At last. I went a-sailing, 
J was nearly twenty-smart; 

The Awesome Ooea.n pro\·ed. Grandpa, 
You'd paint only part; 

I swore that you I'd hurt, rebuke, 
I'd bare your bogus art -

But, J didn't have the heart . 

Though anchored safe, I realize 
My hours in Port a.re few; 

My ship 'The Rocker' hu my 
Chl1dren's ch.ildren. for a crew; 

l'..-t fdled their canvas, light 
and bnsJtt, 

With airy, dcrring-do, 
So they can sail a while with you. 

Charles Morriso1l 1978 
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IT IS NO JOURNEY 

"East • out of the mouth of the 
river ... then WC$t, then south, 
and then east again ... God knows 
how far." 

The L(ghr Th4r Fall<d 

Kipling 

Brown bird, blue bird, 
Steel tied near~ 
I know a cable 
Strong as fear. 

HlU tops hide us 
Tiiough tires touch • 
Our ways so close I 
Don't care much. 

Old friends age 
Qulck as thunder. 
(let's keep g,owUng 
tUJ one goes under). 

Andttw CntSkowiak 1974 
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APPOINTMENT 

There•, a place of swift returning, 
Down a dusty road slightly h.iUed 
And flanked with gullies. 
Where wild roses drin and pale like stars in the morning, 
Loving only whtn breeus woo theit pollen, 
And trembling like vapor at the fall of mon3.rchs 
Keeping their tryst with the Rea.pet. 
Just before the creek, 
Over the ridge, is a cabin, 
Bright and wa.rm in the sunlight, 
Shaded by a huge oak tree 
From wruch a rope, still swinging, 
Dangles over a silent wagon wheel 
Axled in !he earth. 
faery heart ha.i 11s time of turning, 
When trial Rights lead to nothing, 
And honor palls with acquiring, 
Before the monarch falls, 
And April sit$ in the rocking chair. 

Be,tha Crow I 979 
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A day gone. by 
A love felt forever 
Different place, and skies 
Olffercnt person, same eyes 

F.xpi.ration seven years 
Renewal guaranteed 
If all is renewed 
What of n1em01Jes? 

Maurce,n E. Beck 1979 
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RAINOROPS 

Rain Upon a windowpane 
Obscuring visk>n 
Hidden by a veU of water 
Here and there the g1a$$ i.s clear 
lle quick 
Set reality, now is the cha.oce 
For soon the chosen tear of rain 
WW fall 
And the world will be concealed once more. 

Raindrops falling long and hard 
Out of the black 
lnto the lamplight 
Onto the glass 
Hear the strength of ma.ny 
Pounding with all their force 
You sec, you htar 
Ari intmity of drops 
Tapping, rapping 
Hear them 
Heed them and the ban ier is no more. 

Rebecco Ptrry I974 
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DRlFTCLASS 

Patina of distance 
Pounded into $leek smoolhneu 
By the crash of u.nc:ounted waves 
Fllnging you deep 
Thrusting you slyward . . . 

caught up by a bronze: IOYer 
You paused in your journey, 
To wander on tomorrow or l'l-e\'Cr; 
Close held in a wa."" dasp, 
You sec only a swry night. 

You sparkled in hls hand 
Scattered sun-shards to the breeze, 
Spa.rkJcd as he pressed you 
Vlann and glowing into my palm, 
Handclasp around you. 

There are no warm hands 
To cherish your fut now. 
Alone in my cool flngt rs, 
You who knew the sun can fLnd 
Little fire in a dim lamp. 

'Back, then, to sea and sky. 
The surf calls you; tu.ming, 
Aung h.igh against I.he sun, 
I w-atc:h your bright star-point 
Set free to dri.ft once more. 

Cyn1hia Comb• 1974 



MY GRANDMOTHER 

I saw death today 
In the labyrinthine walls 
Of an old folks home. 

My g,andmo1her r«ts there, 
Drooling. stained with urine, 
Broken from Ufc -
Yesterday's love locked 
Within the sinews of her body. 

Once she lived 
On the seoond noor 
Of th.is complex for the aged. 
1n a dean, wcl.1-Ughted place, 
Richly lined 
With pictures of us all. 

Later, she descended 
to the nm. 
Ktepcr of invalids, 
The chronically old. 

\\''hen that lcveJ 
Could not hold her, 
She was taken to the basement 
Where the inmates wait to die, 
Their eyes tel, their minds numb, 
A tremor in the pulse. 

Beneath the ground now, 
Weighted with memories, 
She dreams J~r way 
To the grave. 
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Afterwards, 
Clad to e$Cape, 
I su.rfaoe to the earth 
And my green youth. 
But ( am marked forever 
By that journey underground, 

Her touch· will not wa,h awry, 
Stays with me, 
Bonds me. 

( saw death today 
rcnectcd in her eyes, 
And her long anns hold me still. 

Michael Flac:hmann 1978 





COVERED BY HIS WINGS 

The driver jumped in beside me and slammed the door shut. He shifted 
lnto f11st gear and the ambulance moved forward, dowly at first, and then 
r1pidly picked up speed, He ffipped a switch and the low drone of the siren 
echoed inside the cab, gradually increasing it's volume to a deafening scream. 
I could see the Oashing red light reflecting on th.e hood in front of us, its 
pulsating rhythm almost keeping ti.me with the u~gent voice of the "1ti\ite- clad 
attendant in the rear of the ambulance a, he counted, ..One, two, three, four, 
five, one, two, three, four, five, one, two..:• Endlessly he counted the itroke--1 
of his hand, a, he pr=d the chest W1ll of his patient In sharp rhythmic 
thrusts, sintulating her heartbeats. On the count of fi,-e l could hear the sudden 
bunt of oxygen thtough the mas.le held to her face by the other attendant. 

I glanced back to sec lf there was any sign of life, but could see only 
the aucnda.nu kneeling over her. 

The static of the CB raclio crackled above the roar of the engine. The 
driver picked up the .speaker. "We're bringing in a fifteen year old female. 
The name is Nannclte Bergman.•• 

..Do you have her vitals'?" the vojce on tho radio asked. 

''Negative. Code blue," he replied. Then he turned to me. What did you 
say is wrong with your daughter?" 

"She has lupus.." 

"She has what?" 

..LupU$. Systemic lupus erythcmalOSU$." 

He repeated the infonnatton into the speaker, and then added. "&timated 
arrival time, ten minute$.'' 

..h 's a twenty minute drive to town," I reminded him. 

"Yes, I know, but we'll go fast," he explained. 

https://aucnda.nu
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I $lt nervously as I watched the needle· of the speedometer ereep toward 
the 100 mark and then hover there as we streaked past scaucred stores and 
hOU$e$ along the d*rt highway. Cars pulled hurriedly to the sld~ of the road 
and stopped to let us pa.ss, a blur of red and white light glowing in the early 
evening darkness. 

My chest felt tight, like there W8$ a big chunk of ltad inside where my 
heart had been, and every muscle trembled with apprehension. I could not 
q,eak, and now and then • violent sob ~ped my throat. 

••shell be all right," the driver :mured me, touching me lightly on the 
arm. But deep down inside I knew he wu wrong. For I had seen her stop 
breathing; had seen her eyes grow llreless and her body limp. StUJ, there must 
be hope; he could be right. And so I prayed, half aloud, uoh Cod, please 
help her! Don't let her die! P1ease Cod." 

Minutes Stfflled to stretch into hours; time was s~pendcd ln slow motion, 
as we hurtled down the highway at top speed, screaming our way through 
the traffic. 

Finally we slowed and turned lnto the emergency entrance at the h~pital. 
The ambul:anoc came to a halt beside the building and I jumped from the 
ctb thead of the rest. I ran through the doorway and down the hall to the 
nearest telephone where E found a woman $landing thue chattering casually 
into the mouthpiece. 

"May I pleue uie the phone? This is an emergency!" 1 asked as politely 
as I could. 

Sh.e tu.med and glared at me...Of course you may, after I'm finished ," 
she snapped. and then oontinued talking. 

"Pt.we! Let me use the phone! My daughter's dying. l have to call my 
hu'1>and," I pleaded. 

She turned toward ow again, and her arroganoe faded into astonishment. 
"Well...why, all right...yes...of course. "Goodbye, l'U call you later." and she 
hung up and stepped aside•, 

My hands were trembling too badly to find the number in the telephone 
book and dial it, but by now the hospital rcceptlonJst had come to where 
I stood, and I asked her to Mlp me find the number. She dlalcd it for me, 
and then stood close beside me as I waited for an answer. My husband, Ted, 
was away on a buslness trip to Washington, D.C.1 and t dJd not know exactly 
how to reach him. But miraculously, only minutes before Nan had suddenly 
stopped breathing, Don, Ted's friend and co-workef, had calJed me to say that 
he had just spoken to Ted on the phone. He had told me the number of 
Ted', motel in W.uhington "'in case you need to reach h.im,., he had said. How 
could he have known that in less than an hour we would be caught on the 
very doorstep of death, irradonally desperate to tell Ted what wM happening 
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and to come home - NOW. And so tt was Don's numbenhat wehJd dialed, 
rc.aliZinf that in my haste J had left the scrap of paper bearing the number 
of Ted s motel on the desk at home. 

''Hello?" 

..Hello, Don? This is Gwen. Listen, will you please call Ted and tell him 
to get home right now! We just brought Nannette in to the hospi1al. 1 don't 
know if she"s alive or not." 

"Well...ah, sure...okay!" he stammered with surprise. 

..11u.nk.s, Don. I have to go! Bye!" I quickly hung up the rooel\·er and 
liurrled back to the emergency room where ( found the doctor and ambulance 
aucndants standing idly beside the still form on the examining table. I heard 
the quiet voice of one of the, attendants as he spoke. 

..WeU, her pupils were already dilated when we got there," he said, and 
I knew immediately th.at' we had lost the raoe. Our daughter, Nannette, was 
dead. 

Almost a year has passed since that terrible night, and yet every deta.ll 
stands out in my mind as though it were ycsterda)'. Will I ever forget the 
paralyzed feeling or unbelief that gripped me as l iaw her take her last breath? 
Or the desperate moment$ when her older sister, Roxanne, and I tried giving 
her mouth to mouth resuscitation and cardiac massage until I could see we 
needed profes:sional help, and left Roxi to continue while I phoned the nc-arest 
fire department and ambulance? Or how the firemen had lost thcis way trying 
to locate our house in the unmapped desert'? But, more than all that, will 
I ever forget how God seemed to soften each $battering blow with His tender 
assurance "... low, I am w:ith _you alway,.. (Matthew 28:20). Through.out 
the months or Nannette's illness, ou the night of her death, and during the 
months since then I have sensed a gentle peace that comes from knowing beyond 
a doubt that God is still in control. "He will cover you with his feathers, 
and under His wings you will fmd refuge . . .'' (Pulm 91:4). 

Probably the most devastating experience a mother could ever endure is 
the loss of a child. Nannette was a part or my \'Cry flesh, and for fifteen 
years I had nurtured her, held her, counseled her in becoming the gracious, 
loving young woman that she was growing into. Could this really be happening 
to me1 Surely not! We are merely an average family, living in an average house 
with a ,·cry ordinary life style. An.d death and diseue are so fo,eign - su1ely 
they',.-e go, the wrong house! Su1ely thu could not happen to ME. Oh, death 
came awfully close last year, when the teenage son ofa friend died or leukemia, 
but c:ould the same thiog be happening to me? Yq, I'm afraid it c:ould ... 
and it did. 

When did this all begin anyway? h's hard to put my finger on the exact 
beginning. for this di$ease. i$ a Vy enemy that sneaks up on its prey from 
behind, UM0ticed. Only five months before her duth Nan had real.iud that 
her 3nkles were swoUen every evening; a rather mioor problem, or so v.-e 
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thought. We decided that It was probably the result or ,o much strenuous 
marching in the band at school; surely it would go away in due time, as she 
grew more accustomed to marching. And so we ignored It. Nan was a healthy, 
happy girl; a sophomore in high .sehool, with long copper colored hair that 
hung to her Ynitt, a few rusty freckles marching across her nose, warm blue 
eyes, and a thin $:ilver-colored retainer wire acrOJ;S her front teeth, punctuating 
her gentle. easy smile. Nan was a good student and she enjoyed the clO$Cnes.s 
of several special friends at church and at school alike, Unlike many teenager$ 
of fifteen, boys had not yet fully come into the picture, and Nanette's idea 
of a perfect day was one spent at home sewing or puttering in the kitchen, 
b3king homemade bread or trying out a new recipe she h.ad clipped from a 
magaZinc. So why worry about swollen ankles? 

Nevertheless, when ,,,.-e ~oticcd that the swelling was not going away, and 
in fact she WI$ al$O waJdng up in the mornings with puffy eyelids, we finally 
grew concerned enough to take her to see a doctor. After a thorough 
examination and ex1ensivc blood and urine tests., the doctor put her in the 
hos-pital fQr a week's. ol»,crvation. He told us that she was suffering from severe 
kidney d:unage caused by ,ystc-mic lupus erytheinatosus • a rather mysterious 
name for an evtn more mysteriOU$ disease. 

We were baffled by alJ the foreign words we were hearing; what did it 
all mean? One of the first dting:s we did was to borrow all the medical books 
and ioumals we could get our hands on, to try to gain a better understanding 
of what it was we were up agai.ElSl. (Our local d«tor was somewhat reluctant 
to loan U.s the books we reqUC$ted, but when we took her to a s:pocialist a 
w«k later at a large university medical center, he and his staff were extremely 
hdpful in spending time discussing the disease with us, in loaning their medical 
textbooks to us, and in seeing th.at per1inent pages were copied for us to taJce 
home.) 

We were surprised to turn that lupus (SLE or LE) Ls not really a new 
dl.acuc, C\·en though few people have ever heard of it. It has betn known slnce 
1828 when it was first dC$Cribed as a skin disorder {di.scold lupus); in Its mildest 
fonn it affects primarily the skin of the face, causing a crusty rash. In more 
recent years, however, _physicians have diSCO\-Crcd that it can also affect other 
systems of the body {systemic lupus), with its most seri0\1$ ronn dJJna.ging 
vital internal orpns. For some reason it seems to affect young remales more 
often than any other group. 

It i.s beiievtd that lupus is a condition in which the body develops 
immunities or an allergic reaction to its own cells. In Nannette's cue, her natural 
anlibodiC$ that would normally fight foreign cells, bacteria, and virusc,, were 
destroying her own kidney liss1,1,t, or, as I explained to her, they had forgotten 
who the enemy was, and were fighling her own good body eells. 

The cause of lupU$ is unknown, although it seems to be somehow re1atcd 
to exocssivc sun exposure or to certain drugs. It also seems to be more common 
in some families with a predisposition to collegtn (connective tissue) disease, 
such as artlulW. Since mat1y of the symptoms of lupus resemble other diseases 
il is often misdiagnosed; mild cases may go entirely unnoticed. 
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In looking over the long list of possible symptoms of lupus, we could 
readily identify many that Nannette had had for yean, but they seemed so 
common, who could have guC$SCd that they were warning signals? She had 
never really regained her $trength and oormal body weight after a bout 'Mth 
monom.1c.Jeosis in sixth grade. She tended to have canker sores in her mouth 
much of the time, and hangnails, as wc-ll as a low grade, unexplained fever on oceuion. All of this seemed rather unimportant at the time • certainly 
nothing to be alarmed about. I had read that many t~n3gcrs go through periods 
of rapid growth when their energy level is low; I had decided that would explain 
Nannette's lack of energy. Even though she dearly kwed to cook, it seemed 
strange to me that she ate so little herself, hardly enough to keep a bird alive. 
How long had she had lupus? That's impo&ible to say. ln retrospect, I'm 
convinced that it was lurking in the shadows for many years before it finally 
reared its ugly head to launch an all-0ut battle. 

From the be-ginning the doctors were ~arded in their prognosis, although 
they did stem optomistie that with intenswe therapy her condWon should be 
brought i.nto rcmis$ion within about six months. With the aggressh-e use of 
s1eroid dnig:s, lupus is no longer the life threatening d.i$el$e that it once w.u. 
One author esllmated that 95$ of lupus patients were still alive after three 
years, so we felt optimistic too. We explained to Nannette that some padenu 
die from lupus, but that we didn't expect her to We from it. 

Yet, deep down inside, from the beginning. I had gnawing doubts about 
the outcome. For some reason I could not mus-ter much enthusiasm, and when 
people asked me how &he was doing, my WW-er wat often pe$Simis:Uc. How 
oor hearts ached at the thought of our daughter caught in the clutches of 
this unseen enemy that was eating away at the very fibers of hes life. 

Then ea.me the age old question: Why VS? Why Nannette? AJ Roxi pointed 
out one-day, we were not a family that took Cod lightly; we- took time out 
every day to thank Him, to praise Him for hJs b!CSSU\f;S. Jud we not 
acknowledged His presence in our lives adequately? What had we done to 
deserve this? From the beginning I could sense that this was not a punishment 
that Cod was mctcing out on us, but rather an opportunity to shower His 
blessins;s on us., and on others tluough us. There were lessons to be lea.med 
th.rough this experience, and we determined to learn them one day at a time. 
Through those blt.ak months that lay ahead, two phrases seemed to form ln 
my mind and then stay there: '"'Think about WHAT IS, not WHAT IF," and 
"Don't spoil TODAY by worrying about TOMORROW.'' A$ a result, we were 
able to concentrate on e3ch day as an end ,in itself; to enjoy Nannette for 
as long as we had left, and to revel i.n the blessings of each single day. One 
day as we were m.iting in the outer office of the kidney specialiSl, we noticed 
a young couple sitting across the room, holding on the-it lap a young boy 
suffering from a grotesquely enlaried head. No doubt he had been born that 
way, ot at lea.it It had probably been present most or his life, We 'Nfflt away 
with hearts full of compassion for that young couple, and praise to Cod for 
allowing us at least fifteen normal yea.n with Na.n.nette. 

Nan's treatment included Ja.rge doses of predn.Lsone and a low sodium diet 
to m.i.ni.mb;e fluid retention. She was al$O instructed to limit her calorics., Moe 
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prednisone would tend to increase both her appetite and the build-up of body 
fa t. From the beginning Nannette took an active interest i.n her treatment, 
and assumed full rcsr.ns.ibility for remembering to take the, medication 
regularly. This in ilsel was a relief to the rest of us, sin« we knew we could 
trust her to follow through with the treatment without $Upervision at school 
and at other timt$ when we were not there to remind her. Her fascination 
with cooking proved to be an IS$Ct a4o, and ihc began devoting her spue 
time to the creation of interesting low sodium foods, We also made it a practice 
to eliminate salt from all foods served to the entire family $0 that nothing 
was secved that she could not eat along with the rest of us. We were surprised 
to flnd how ta.sty many foods can be without salt, cspeci.alJy frozen vege1ablcs 
served with a squeeze of lemon. 

From the beginning of her illness we were tempted to overprotect 
Nannette; the doctors and medical books alike warned us thtt in her condition 
e-.-tn a m,ild oold or infection could be very serious. We thought about keeping 
htr home from school and church, away from the germs th2t lurked around 
every comer among her friends and classmates. After oonsidcrable thought, 
howevtr, we decided that it would be unrcaHstfc and demoralizing to her to 
do that. If she were to remain the well-adjusted, happy indMdual ch.at she 
was, then she would have to be allowed to live 3$ normally as possible within 
the real world. So it was a COrl$1CiOU$ choice that we made, to allow her to 
continue to attend sc-hool, church, ball games, slumber parties, youth retreats, 
and the fuJJ gamut of lctft3ge 3CtMties. And as a rtsult, Nannette's life was 
really not unlike that of her friends, except that she took a handful of little 
white pillt e,.-ery few hours, and there were certain foods sho had to steer 
clear of. &$ically Ml life was full and vibrant and she remained a  
normal teenager pJagued by the U$\lal concems of getting her homework done 
on time, deciding what to wear, and trying to convince her mother that it 
wouldn't make her too Ii.red to stay up and watch the ending of "Gone With 
The Wind" on television. Her cheerful determination was an inspiration to all 
of us, and we grew to appreciate each othtr more and more as time wore 
on. 

Now and then, however, a problem would arise that would $10p us short. 
One that seemed to repeat itself often wa, the growing cinbarras:sment Nanette 
began to feel about her physical appe3rance. The medication was unavoidably 
cau,iog fluid retention and her face took on a full, rounded look; her weight 
incre,scd considerably, and she became more and more limited in the number 
of clothes she could fit into. Fellow $ludents and even some of her closest 
friends would make joke,: and cutting remarks about her weight gain. Often 
she would arrive home in tears. On one such occasion, she reported that a 
boy ca.lled out to her as she passed, .. Hey, whateha doin', storin' up for winter?" 

How my heart ached for her, and there was nothing to do but hold her 
cl* and CJ)' with her. Deep down lns-lde I hated that boy, whoever he was, 
but then my hatred melted, and I said, "Oh, Nan, try to forgive him; he doesn't 
1cnow how sick. you are." 

Nothing oould be done to lessen the swelling of her face, but I decided 
the time had come to do something about the r«t of this problem. One 
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afternoon I took her UlopplJlg to buy a few new clothes that would fit her 
properly for the time until her condition would be under control and she would 
resume her normaJ slender shape. The shopping trip in itself proved to be a 
great boos-t to her morale, and the clothes helped her to onoe more feel 
acceptable and attractive. She wrote a letter to her cousins that afternoon that 
warms my hea.tt every time I read it: 

Dear Karen, Harold, Beclcy, Jon, and Sharon, 

Wow! What a way to start a letter! 

You must .excuse my writing as my hand is shaking tonight. I want to 
thank you for your prayers. I am often depressed and it's a comfort to kno\\'. 
so many are praying for me ... 

I had a really neat day today ... At noon, mom picked me up. She took 
off work and we went shopping. I bought two pairs of pants and two new 
tops. Then we went homc .. .l baked a pumpkin and an apple pie. That's my 
Jcind of day! 

Nan 

A, her letter describes, she also began having difficulty with muscle 
coordination; writing was of'len very tedious and the rcsulu were almost 
illegible. One day the telephone rang; it w~ Nannette telling me she had mis$ed 
the school bus home. 

''I WI$ having so much trouble writing, but the teacher made me stay 
any~~Y ,u I had rutlshed writing my ...ay, and by then the bus had gone." 
I could tell she was crying. and my muscles tensed at the unfairness of it 
all. 

A$ weeks wort on, Nan also began comp)aining that she was finding it 
more and more difficult to concentrate in cfw. "It's like they're talking a 
whole new langauge; the words are onu I know I've h.ea1d before, b_ut I don't 
underttand them. They don't mean 8Jlything to me."' she exl)1ained. We recalled 
reading in the textbooks that it is often difficult to differentiate in lupus 
patients between drug-induced mental disordcrt (that is, resulting from the 
medication} and a.etual oentral nen·ous system involvement of the dise8$e itself. 
ln either case, we were beginning to see personality changes In our daughter 
that wt had never seen before: moodiness., depressiori and discouragement (not 
all that uncommon in any illness), but also a dlminls.hing capacity for 
undentandi.ng abs1rac.t ideas, such as those preserued in geometry class, and 
inability to remember deta.Us, such as thost sM had no trouble memorizing 
previously in biology class. 

Somelhing had to be done to lnfonn the teaehtrs of her oondilioti. Until 
now, all they knew was that she had missed two Me-ks of IChool during the 

https://undentandi.ng
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time she was In the hospital. The rest, I'm sure, had been passed around as 
hea.rsay in the faculty room. The fact that she rarely missed a day of school 
and seemingly was malntaining a normal routine was actually working against 
her in situations where she wm physically and mentally unable to keep up. 
With this, in mind, we composed the following letter and mailed a copy to 
each of her teachers: 

Oc3r teacher: 

A few months ago we learned that NaMeUc-has a dJsease callc-d Systemic 
Lupus Erythematosus, more commonly caUed Sl..2 or just luP\,IS- At thi$ point 
it has damaged her kidneys and is causing swelling of' her face and ankles, 
u well as a number of oth(r problems.. This Wness is non-eommunkable and 
ls one she will probably always have. Its cause is unknown. Hopefully, it will 
be under control in several months. 

Since some of its symptoms may interfere with her school work, we felt 
it mJght be helpful to mention them to you so that you will be aware of 
the problems she is having. 

Occasionally the medication she must take ea.uses her hands to shake and 
$he is unable to concentrate. Her handwriting then becomes quJte tcdiOU$ and 
sometimes Weglblc. Al a result she feels somewhat frustrated in trying to keep 
up In clw. 

Nanneue also has occasional ,evere joint pains (knees, ankles and 
shoulders) and abdoml.nal pca.lns, so she ls somewhat Umlted l.n phys:Jcal activities. 
Also, since Lupus seem, to be aggravated by exeeuive CXJ>O$.Ure to the sun, 
the doctor has tecommended that &ho avoid Jt whenever possible. 

We hope this will not change your expectations of her ln the class,oom, 
sin.:e we feel she will be able to manage quite well most of lhe time. Howewr, 
when these symptoms do interfere, we hope you will understand, and give 
her an extra word of encouragement. 

ThanJc you for your help. 

Sinccrtly, 

Mr. & Mn. Ted Bergman 

At the semester break wo decided that Nannette wu under too much 
ptessure at school, and we finally talked her into dropping biology. She was 
reluctant to do this, afrald that It would set her back so far that she would 
be unable to graduate with her friends when that time came. But it was a 
great rtUcf to her to be free of the complex and time<ons.uming homework 
that had plagued hc.r evenings. Next on the flring line was geometry; it, too, 
po$:td a great problem to aU or us - to her because she- found it increasingly
difficult to comptehcnd, and to us, because we were fo rced more and more 
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to help her rug.ht after night to solve cssentJally the wne problem$. There 
seemed to be no carry-over of leamlng from one day to the next, and our 
patience began to wear thin. It was difficult to know for sure just what the 
problem was; whelher she was growing more and more dependent and lazy, 
Wdng advantage of her illness, or if truly there wu a learnir\g ha.ndi,cap as 
a result of either the medication or the disease Hself. We talked serioU$1y of 
h.arul3 her drop out altogether and of getting a home tutor instead. (Had we 
known then of the ultimate outcome we would have simply ignored school 
altogether, but we felt her condition was temporary; surely a remission was 
jutt around the comer.) 

An unexpected complication arose when we suddenly realized that, as a 
result of Nan's illness, we were devoting most of our time and attention to 
her at the expense of our older daughter, Roxa.nne. Roxi was a senior in high 
school, and was qu1te capable. of managing lier own affairs. Often she was left 
alone when we had to take Nan to see tilt specialist in tM town 130 miles 
away. Roxi always managed on her own very well, and did an ouistandhlg 
job of seeing that the household chores wtrc taken ea.re of and the hones 
fed 1n addition to her own very busy schedule. So It came as a total surprise 
to us when we realiud that she was developing a deep resentment toward 
her sister. Our growing aW11eness of thi:s was enough to begin "to effect a cu.re, 
and we tried af1er that to giV<i her special, 1nd.Mdual attention whenever we 
could. 

Nannette <lid not respond sufficiently to the Initial steroid treatment in 
combination with the low sod1um di.et, so later on another drug (azathloprlne) 
was adminJstered along with It. She wu also reta.lnil'lg a gleat amount of fluld, 
so a diuretic was prescribed. Much to our dismay, she lost so much fluJd in 
the next few weeks that she changed from a plump, rounded young lady to 
virtually skin and bones. If she had soemed thin before, she was even thinner 
now; 1 had never seen anyone with hip bones that showed all the way arOW1d. 
She seemed to be shrinking up to nothing before our very eyes, and we had 
serious doubts about her t.reatment. The diuretic caused other complications 
that seemed almost insurmountable: her mouth wu so dry that $he began 
carrylng a tiny bottle of water or iced tea i.n her purse to sip on every few 
mlnutt$; she had to )eave classes ear1y in order to have time for a stop i.n 
the bath.room; many precious minute$ of her sleepless nights wtre spent in 
the bathroom. The long ride home on the school bus b«:ame an impossibility 
and I began picking her up after school and letting her spend .the last hour 
or my work day with me i.n my offite, doing homework or rcaditlg where 
she could be elose to a bath.room. 

four months after the diagnos.is Nannette devdoped a slight cough. X-rays 
did not reveal anything serious, but the cough persisted for seven! weeks. Nan 
seemed to feel inenaslngly wetk.er, and at her bext visit the doctor admitted 
her to the hospital for a oomplete re-evaluation. He was conocmed about the 
cough and discovered she was suffering from a mild eue of pneumonia. She 
was given antibiOliC$ and, after only a five day Stay, was released from the 
hOSpital. The doctor seemed relieved that her condition was not as serious as 
he had suspected at fi.rst. 

https://diagnos.is
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At. we wtre driving her the 130 miles home from the hospital Nan rested 
in the back seat of the ear. We were startled when we passed th.rough a well 
known lnterseetlon of r.vo highways known as uFoor Comers"; Nan sat up,
lea.nil'lg on one el.bow and said, "'Last time we were at Three Comers. Daddy 
tried to hide us between four posts."' (Ted was not with us, since he had Jeft 
in the middle of the week for a business trip 10 Washington, D.C.) 

"Oo you mean Four Comers?" I asked, pu:al.ing over what she had said. 

"'Yeah, I guess. But Daddy tried to hide us betwe.tn four posts." 

"'What do you mean, Nan?" I could mah no ,ense out of what she had 
said. 

SM repeated 11 again. 

..Nan, you're not making sense," Roxi complained. "What are you uylng 
to say?" 

"Oh, never mind. I don't know what I'm trying to say. Just forge-t It," 
she replied, and lay back down on the seat, remaining silent for the remainder 
of the trip home. 

I pondered her words at great length, wondering what she was t.blnJdng, 
auum.ing that $he was still h.alf asJeep and a bit incoherent. 

But after we got home, she poured herself a small glass of pop and wu 
eating a prune. Suddenly she seemed to choke and gag, and spit the prune
into che sink. 

"What's wrong, Nan, did you choke on the prone?" I asked. 

"Well, you told me to eat more protein, so I made it into th.at/' she-
said defcn,ively, poin1lng •to the glass of pop. 

"But did you choke on the pruru:?" I asked again. 

"'Well, you told me to eat more protein," she persisted angrily. 

Many of her statements that e,'tning made little sense, and at one pOint 
Roxi quietly called me aside, out of e.a.rshot of her SUter. "Mom, what's going
On1 Something is wrong with Nan; she's not making any sense." 

.. I'm not sure. I think it's just that she's a bit disoriented from being 
in bed for a week.1

' 

..'I don't think so! I think there's $0meth.ing seriously wrong with her." 

"Maybe you're right, 1 don't know. Let's keep track of how often h 
happens; maybe 111 call the doctor in the morning 1f she's ttW 1rratlonal by
then." 

https://betwe.tn
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We then wrote down aU that we could recall that $he Nld pid • most 
of h made no stnse • and continued to keep notes for the rest or the evening. 
I felt bafRed by the sudden change we wtrc ieeing. but felt th1t it surefy 
would pass as time wore on. I stnsed that she was dcnnitely not herself, thouR.h, 
and decided she should not be left unattended during the night. Since 'fed 
wu gone anyway. I invited her to share my queen size bed with me for th~ 
night; her respon$C was childlike and enthusi3$tic. 

As we were lying there ln the darkne$$, she suddcnJy said, "Manu, I love 
you!.. My heart churned inside my breast, and 1 put my arm around her. 

••1 love you too, Nan. 111 pray for you," I added, ehoking back the tears. 

"I'll pray for you too," she promised. 

Why pray for me'? J wondered but said nothing. 

Moments of sl.lence passed, and then suddenly again she said, "Mama, I 
love you. No mauer how ma.ny crazy things I say, l really do love you. I 
th.l.nk l'm going crat.y!" and she began to sob quietly into her pillow. After 
a time she fell asleep. I felt relieved to rest too; th.is h.ad ~en a very long 
day, checking her out of the hospital and then the long drive home. 

Our rest was short lived, however. Nannette awoke a thort time later and 
got up to use the bathroom. When $he was lmW'led, though, she failed to 
come back to bed. I called to her, and told her to come on back, She complied, 
acting as if the thought had not occurred to her. As she-pmed by the dtesser · 
"1e spoued a colorfully wrapped gift that Roxi had brought home for her 
earlier from a friend u church. Nan's eyes Ut up like a HttJe chlld's. 

''Oh, ls thls for me?" 

"Yes, Mary sent it home with. Roxi for you. Would you like to open 
It?" I knew it was past midnight by now, but we were both awake anyway, 
so why not? 

..Oh, neat!" she exclalmed excitedly, and picked up the gift. 

I closed my eyes momentarily, and mutt have doz.t.d off. Suddenly Nan's 
stem voice startled me awake. 

"Well, I'm waiting!" she scolded in a harsh, hateful tone that 1 had never 
heard her use before. Was dtis really Nannette speaking to me Jike that'? She 
stood ln the doorway holding the pacOge . 

.. What are you waiting for, Nan?" I asked, shocked by the threatening 
tone of her voice. 

"Oh, all right," she said cheerfully, uslng the light-hearted, Uttle-glrl volte 
that had also emerged during the evenln_g. 
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All night she was up and down, using the bathroom, gcu.ing a drink. and 
searching for somelh.ing. "'What a.re you looking for, Nan?" I asked as I saw 
her fervcntJy looking under the blankeu, under the bed, on the dresser, 
everywhere, searching. 

..rm loo)cjng for those while balls I made. 1 made one for you and one 
for me; I t.riod to make one for Roxi but I just couldn't," she explained . 

..Do you know what kind of white balls they arc?" I asked . 

..,ija. f can't remember." 

..Are they balls of yarn'?.. 

"No, I don't th1.nk so." 

"Arc they to eat? How do you use them?" 

"l don't know." 

"Well, I'll help you look for them in the morning. Let's go to sleep now." 

Moments later Nan was up again, th.is time walkinf out the-door when 
woke up and saw her. "Where a.re you going, Na.n?' J asked. 

"I'm going to get dreued, It's time to get up," she explai.ned. (It was 
probably 3 a.m. by now.) 

''No, Na.n., it's stW nl.ght. It's still dark outside. Let's come on back to 
bed, a.nd sleep a Uttle Jongcr. We11 g-et up after a while," I suggested, 

Nan was reluctant to come back to bed, but finally did 10, grumbling 
as she came. "They told us wt could do anything we wanted to here," she• 
complaiMd. I realized she was referring to the rules at the hospilal; she was 
obviously confused even as to her whereabouts. 

By morning she was totally exhausted and slept soundly for several hours; 
I was wide awake, though, and deeply disturbed by the puuling night we had 
spent. I decided to call the doc.tor: maybe he would be able to -explain what 
WU happening to her, or if something should be done, could make a 
recommendation. 

When r finally reached him, he was as surprised as t was, and could only 
suggest that she was suffering from central nervous system damage. .. Just try 
to be as patient as you can, and talk it tluough with her. Try to understand 
her as best you can." 

Later, when Nan was awake, I tried to talk to her to see if $he was any 
more rational after a few hours' rest. Her responses during that day varied. 
Sometimes she seemed quite rationaJ, while at others the was not. She seemed 
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fragmented into basically three $Cparate personalities: a little girl of about fh't 
or six burning with joy and enthusiasm; NaMette herself, at fifiten, rational, 
respons.i,·e and coherent~ and a stem, angry child I had never met before. 

Deep inside my heart was aching at what I saw and heard that day. The 
ravages of lupus had eaten awiy first at her kidneys, then at her very flesh 
and bones, and now at the mind that had been so alert, so full of 10\·e and 
tenderness and life. My precious clilld was a mere shell, a walking skeleton, 
and now there was not even a healthy mind left. 

As the day wore on, I became more and more oppressed by the ma,gn.itude 
of the $ituation. For months we had been praying that God would bles.1 the 
efforts or the doctors a.nd give us wisdom qi knowing how best to treat her 
illness, We had trusted Him Ullplieitly to help us with the problems as they 
arose, one day at a ~ . And we continued to walk in the knowledg,e that 
nothing happens to His children without His permission.So we knew beyond 
a shadow of doubt that God was still ln control. This was happening for H.1s 
purpo,e. 

And so it was withln thls knowledge later that evening, while Roxi helped 
Nannette with her bath, that an overwhelming rcaUzalion ca.me over me: it 
was bad enough that she had to suffer from the physical pain and deformity, 
but now it sterned thtt her personality and mental capacity were also irreparably 
damaged. She would ne,·er be the same again, and I knew it. 

With tearful eyes, I turned my face toward heaven and prayed, "Oh, God, 
if Nan has to live the rest of her life like this. then please, just take her home." 
little did I know bow soon lie would. 

( tmished elearing the table, and then went back to the bathroom where 
ltoxi was helping her dress for bed. Nan's skin had become uncomfortably 
dzy and Oakey during the months of her illness, so I said, ..Here, let me lotion 
your back." 

"It would be easter to wait til I'm lying down," Nan suggested. 

"'Oh, it will only take a minute,,. I said, and smoothed the lotion over 
the dry skin that stretched across her honey fTUM. 

Suddenly she began to breathe heavily. 

"Oh. let me lie down! Please, I'm so s:ick, let me lle down." 

We hurried to put her ~jama lop on her and helped her walk down the 
hall to her room. The.re we laid her gently on the bed. By now she was breathing 
in lhort psps . 

.. Oh, we"ve got to get htr to a doctor, fast!" 1 said. The oearcsl one 
was fifteen mDes away; I knew we'd ne,-er make it in time . 

.. Don't touch me! Don'I touch me!" she warned, panting heavily. 

https://permission.So
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"'Why Nan, do you hurt?" I asked. 

She did not answer at first, as if thinking about my question; then she 
Wd "Yes" in a rather tenlati\·e tone of voice. 

SUddenly her heavy brQthing stopped. I saw her eyq: tum upWJ.1d and 
then oome forward in a lifeless stare. 

No amount of oxygen or mouth to mouth resuscitation couJ.d have revived 
her, but we tried frantlcally anyway using the technique we had read about 
and seen on television. 

Only ten minutes after I had breathed a prayer of relinquishment, God 
had taken me at my wordt and had taken my beloved daughter home. In the 
months since then we have gone through many hours ,of grief and loneliness 
at the sight of the empty room where her Raggedy Ann and Andy dolls still 
smile up at us from her pillow; the empty pllce at the dinner table where 
she had sat to serve us her latest gounnet delight; and at the piano, where 
she htd often sat to pound out a favorite hymn that she had memorized. Now, 
instead, her portrait fflliles down from tho piano, her sm.ile still marked by 
a dimpled cheek and a wire rttal.ner. For fifteen year& she graced our home, 
adding a touch of warmth and love to every room. Now that glow still remain, 
a part of UJ, within each brtath we take a.nd In each memory of Nannette-. 

Gwen Smith Be,g,nan • 1979 
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THE OLD PIANO 

The chords are silent now; 
a coat of dust on ivory. 

faint strands of silver s.trctch acros:s 
from score, and key to key. 

Brimhall, Scl\aum, Tchaikov,l(y too 
all sound the same to me 

When silence reigns with no one th.ere 
to break their reverie. 

An inner song of peace and joy, 
of k>ve and memory 

Bursts forth in strains of h.appine$$ 
and makes a melody. 

Gwen Smith Bergman 1978 
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EVENING 

Wilh grace and elegance evening unfur1es her lacy shawl 
And slowly moves among the trees. 
Her ainoline petticoat scatters twilight 
A$ silently she rustles by. 
Her long \,eil flows delicately behind 
And ,tlrs t gentle brcete. 
Her ftne scent, like jasmine on the cool night air. 
Awakes a sleeping hearc. 

Georgia. .Knutsen 1979 
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AN UNENCH.ANT'ID STROLL 

Conversing uncontents 
Mcthodleally reviewing 
MiStakes of those they bore 
&tablishmen, traditions 
Take precedence 
Over Jove and life and lust 
The knowing eyes 
kc filled with tears 
Of dreams and ye.-s and Uvts 
Gone by 

l , C. Brect 1979 
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THE CHOOSER OF THE SLAIN 

It's the ohone. Again. Damn that phone. ••Axert' Cropdu.sten." Crappers,
Rod thinb. Won•1 I e,·er get home today? 

"'Hey Rod. This is Lanoe Sloan. Can you dust a field t.hls e,•enlng"!" 

"You bet. Whatcha got?" 

"It's the cotton on the Ea.st Ranch. Field thirteen, a hundred thirty-three 
acres. You rtmember the field?" 

•-sure do. The one with the high-lines. an' the peach orchard in the comer. 
Whatch.a gonna U$e'?" 

"Forty-fi.,.·c pounds of sulfur, and it"s loading at Filmar's Ag-Chemicals 
ri_gh.t now. They need to know which airs.trip you'll we." 

"Good deal, Lance. 111 eaJJ 'em lf you like. Jue the $))rlnklers offi" 

..The water will be turned off at six, and I'll appreciate It if you1l call 
FUmar's." 

..Sure. Right away. Weil be there in an hour." 

.. 'lbutla:, Rod. Sorry about the short notioe." 

'1'hanks for the order, Lance. Don't worry, we'll make it on time.'' 

Rod stabs the disconnect button, and dial$ Jay's number. He'd flown in 
the morning, but it's hi$ tum for evening work. The phone rings and rings. 
Dammit to hell. Is h~ out1 Finally -

_.Yeah. 1b.is is Jay." 

..Rod hue, Jay. There's work right a-.vay." 
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''0.K. ru see you in ten," 

...Creal," and Rod hangs up. Then he's dialing again., for filmar's. 

"Filmar's AgricuJtural Chemicals. May I help you?" 

It's a familiar voice. Josie. Rod's 1hinkl.ng. 

' 'Josic, it's Rod. Send that stuff for Sloan to Strip Number Thsee. You 
know. The one in the mouth of Coliseum Canyon. How much you sendin'?" 

'"Six thousand pounds; a hundred and twenty fifties." 

"Gotcha. We'll be there about six-fifteen.'' 

..You got it. Bye now." 

Now for the ground c:rc.w, Rod says to himself, and gOC$ out to the shop, 
where Pedro is teaching some kid how to buck rivets. uPedro, I netd two 
swampers and a nagman. Who11 it be'?" 

"I'll swamp myself, an' take Gene. J. R. here can flag. That gonna be 
Jt?" 

"Yeah, send the res-t home, Pedro."' 

"0.K." 

"We"IJ U$e Number Tiuce, an' as soon as we can get there. It's a hundred 
an' twenty sacks of sulfur, so take your rcspiraton a.n' s<>Wts, an' sharpen 
your knivC$. J.R., come to my office when Jay gets here. 

There, Rod thlnks. It's th.at S'.imple. 11.1. be home in thirty minutes. Dammjt! 
That's the phone again . 

..Akers' Cropduster,." 

"Got anything going tonight?" Ifs the boss' voice. 

"Yeah, sulfur on cotton (or Sloan. A hundred an' thirty-three at forty-five 
on the East Ranch. Jay's on his way out, an' after I bric( him, l'm for home." 

"O.K. Ill drift by there after awhile. See you ln the A.M." There's a 
click, and that's it. 

And here's Jay. 

"'Hi, Rod. What we got?" 

"h's that cotton on Sloan'1 East Ranch. The one with the Ca.lifom.la Ed.Json 
denick lines. You know it. You've done h Iota times. A hundred an' 

https://Ca.lifom.la
https://1hinkl.ng
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thlrty•t.htee acres at forty-Ove pounds of sulfur. You'll work off Number Three 
Strip, e.ause the fldd's right off the mouth of that canyon." 

"That's the field with the orchard in the comer?" 

.. That', it. You can brief J.R. here-. He·1l give you a cranlc an' then go 
Oag... Good 0. lt's home for me; Rod gets up and grabs his hat. Just a minute. 
Now what? What's wrong with Jay? He.'s looking awful fuMy. 

"Sulfur? Geez, it's calm for sulfur. J.R., get outa htre a minute, I wanta 
lalk to Rod." 

The aagman looks at Jay, and then at Rod, who nods, so out he goes. 
Jay Jooks sort of embarrassed, and his jaw muscles stem kind of ti.ght. 

"Look, Rod. It's awful calm to be workin' those wires tonigh1. An' hot. 
It's so damn hot. That plane'U fly like a streamline' brick. an' without a breeze, 
that su.Jfur'll hang fif'ty fut high. I won't be able to* nothln', ....;th that 
sulfur watcrin' my eyes. Even with new goggle straps I'll be half blind. I don't 
like it." 

"'Hell, Jay, I k.now all that. We all know that. Vtho does like it? Look 
Jay. Th.is outfit has been dustin' that field for twenty years. You'\'e done it 
a doz.en times or more in the seve-n you been here." 

"I don't like it. I'm tellin' you, Rod. 1 don't like it." 

..Jay, nobody likes it. J don't like it. dimmit, an• I don't even fly." 

"Well - " 

..Now just a minute. Jay. It's your tum to work. I can't call another 
pilot ln just because you don)t like it. How d)'ou th.ink they'd li.ke it? Darn 
il. Take lighter loads. You got three hours to do an hour an• a half job. Take 
yow time.'' 

"OH, O.K. I s•pose, but I still don't Uke Jt." 

,.Jay, I hear you." 

..WclJ, I won't be able to see shit." 

.. Look Jay. PU go out an' 0ag it myself, so at leut you won't have to 
worry about the flagman screwln' up. lf things look that bad, I'll wa\'C you 
off, an' get on the horn to Pedro at the strip. How's that?" 

"Well, that'd help. Oh, O.K. I g11ess 111 go an' suit up." But he doesn~ 
make a move for the door. He's stallin& thinks Rod. Cod damn glory boys 
who make all the money, and then I got to babysit them for eJghteen hours 
a day. 
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•'Well. Jet's get goin', Jay, or we'll be here all night." 

"1 thlnk 111 try that new goggle-strap." 

"O.K. Jay, but let's go. Tell J.R. to punch out an' go home, an' when 
you're ready, 11.l give you a twkt." 

Jay goes out, and Rod slaps his hat on the desk. Then he pk.ks It up 
and slaps It down 3£3,in, harder. Overtime, again. I'll be lucky to get home 
by ten, he thinks. Four-thirty in the morning until ten at night. Isn't that 
sweet, Get here flnt, and leave last. Too tired to eat at night, an no time 
In the morning, He th.inks of Theresa, and how she never bitches Uke she's 
got the right to do. 

"Honey, can't you make it home a little earlier some nights? We hardly 
ever see you, and I neV<:r get to cook a decent meal for you." A little more 
of th.ls, and she'll tell me to get some other hermit for a wife, and then -
then - Lord, don't ever thJn)c like that. 

Rod pi,cks up the phone, and his face says he's mad, but he thinks, cool 
it, and dlals the answering sel'Vi<:e which answers night phone and radio calls:. 

"We'll take it over •tu you call in tht morning/' anocher familiar voloe 
replies. and Rod rescues his hat, kicks the door shut wtth hls heel, and gets
his p;ckup. 

Jay, waiting by the duster on the taxi strip, dimbs into tht open cockpit 
u Rod drives up the parks out of the way. Nobody knows these guys like 
I do, Rod thinks. Them and their buucrfly stomachs. Well, chickens canny, 
too, and he walks up to the nine foot prop. 

••Off," he shouts, the thumb on hi$ outstretched am1 pointing to the. 
ground . 

..It says off," says Jay, visually checking the magneto switch again. 

Rod rapidly but merully pulJs the biJ blade through again and agaln, 
while Jay pumps the throttle, to prime the big engine. Then ht hollen, "When 
you're ready." 

Rod pauses, then "Make it hot!" hi$ left thumb pOinting up. Jay also 
gives the thumb up signal u he switches on the mags. 

"It's hot," he shouts, and Rod makes a mighty pull on the prop, jerks 
his hlnds loose and falls away, as the four-hundred and fifty hOl'$eS tum that 
prop Uuo a blur. He gives the thumb and forctinger A.O.K. circle a.s the engine 
gobbles up all other sound, and re.treacs to his pickup. 

On the way to the field he thumbs the mi.kc. ••KJX 434, St:ven to One." 



6S 

"'Go ahead, lbat's the boss, 

"Pm gonna flag this one myself, so you needn't come by unless you want 
to." 

"Arri problems?" 

"Not really. I'll talk to you later.~• 

«o.K. then. I'll go home. Sec you in the moming.!' 

..Roger. Seven out. KJX 434 clear." 

Rod hears One, back on the air, telling the anawering service he'll be at 
home, and for them to e&U Theresa and tell her Seven will be late. Yeal:i.. 
Late again. AU in big kttcrs, and it really bums my us, steams Rod. But 

On the field, the btteze is perf«t. It's a good, consistent, eastward drift 
that will push the dust away from those wires. Rod looks up. hating those 
th.rte columns of derricks, side by side, with their heavy tranfflll$$ion lines 
and steel sky-lint$, looplng from tower to tower. But the light is good; Jay 
will have no trouble seeing, and with this drift, we·1J be out of trouble in 
a load and a quarter. 

Pacing. he marks off a dozen pa,,es by rtldng his flag's Slaff acrO<S the 
son dirt, and then remembtrs that he'll have to watch it when the plane comes 
throuAA arid out under those wires. He remembers training flagmen on that 
,-ery r'itld, "It's a tough titty for you," he'd tell them, ''if .rou don't get out 
of the way when that plane is comin' from under there. 

He looks again at the matt of derricks and lines, crossing the field on 
an ang]e. They must be a bitch to fly through - and uou.nd - and over -
and under. 

He hears the distant sound of the, P&W engine, and he looks over toward 
the canyon, with its column-like rocks, and identlf".tes the old Stearman, sporting 
modlJled wings, and tho ugly, short engine mow,t which holds the big radial 
engine. Gosh, he th.lnks, could anyone mistake It? But the rig'• almost here, 
and Rod stops daydreaming, clu1ches his flag, and runs batk for the Ont pass. 

Jay comes in perfect, and the dust drifts away from his work and his 
eyes a.. couldn'1 be better, thinks Rod, and lines him up on the second pass. 

Through and under he goes, just as he's always done, no problem at all, 
Rod flJW:eS, but all the same he klloW$ that he wouldn't be threading his way 
through those derricl<s at a hundred le.nots with maybe twenty feet to s.pare. 
But Jay. he's making it look easy. He runs out on tht twelfth pass,just like 
he dlould, and turns back to reload. 
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Rod madcs off about twenty more passes because there's lots of time, 
then wallc, back for tM Ont pass of the secood lood. Looking Up the canyon 
q.iin, he sees tht old Stearman comhlg, slow but straight. What would Uoyd 
Stearman think if he oou.ld au his baby now. now that it's only an old farm 
tractor that jw.t happens to be able to Oy. Or a pack mule, mJybe; a Oying 
p,<k mule. 

Jay Un.es up high, way over the towers, and now he starts to side slip 
onto the pass. That's a dumb trick with a full load, tb.lnb Rod. He'll crack 
every spar he's got if he doesn't catch - the engine ls scrtamlng! Christ, what's 
he doing? Ht'1 turning! No, he's rolling! He can•t, Rod's tnlnd peals. That 
whole meu of wires b suddenly a bunch" of shooting, blue Oashes. He's on 
bis back! Oh Cod, he's falling on lus ba!k! Oh my Codi 

' Rod is running up the cotton row, watching the loaded duster fall from 
the towtr tops. When the rig hit.s, his ears t(ll him that the scream has stopped 
like a siren smashed in mid ..wail. lbings see-m to happen in slow motion, now, 
and Rod, running, wttcbe$ as the plane rises several feet as lf bounclng on 
a big trampoline. A big puff of dust lazily drilu away as the wreck slowly 
settles. 

Rod is NMing up the field. He's running in a box that smells like sulfur 
and dust, a box without a front. but with tight sides, and a back that's pu.ming 
so hard that hc•s t!m01,t falling on bis head. 

Th,n he's finally there, looking at Jay h>ngjng upoide down in his belts, 
but not touching the ground, because the fin and rudder aren't hurt much, 
and they're bolding the fuselage up. Jay's hard-hat is hanging from it's 
chin-ttrap. and b1s nose 1s bleeding, and then the blood starts to run over the 
brow of the helmet, and there couldn't be that m·uch. How can there be so 
much blood? And aometlung else - his goggles. Where ue his gogglea? Could 
he see at a hundred knots? 

Rod liea on bis back, beneath Jay. "Easy now, Jay. Easy now. Let me 
do It." Ht trles to hold him up and reach for the belt le't-er·that will let 
everything go, and Rod can smell gas cooking; he smells the blood, because 
it's all over him. It smells like killed blood always does. 

Jay chop, loose, and falls onto Rod, stW Oat on his back, sliding and 
pulling him out, and saying, ,.;Bay, Jay. E.asy, Jay.'' and the gas is sti.nking 
as it boils off that hot engine, and if It blows - •x;oo, don't let It blow," 
Rod thinb out loud, and then he reallus that they're all over sulfur, too. 
"One more minute, God, an• we11 make lt•• 

Thffl he Jays Jay down, and sees that hls head is flopping like it's on 
an elastic thread, and the blood oous wet from his nose and tan. Rod tries 
to get a pube. 

"Jay, Jay. C'mon Jay, it's Rod. C'mon, Jay." But he knows there's no 
Jay. 'There's no pulse. Ke stops for a minute, realizing now that this isn't Jay. 
Jay, you're gone. You're not here. 
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What next1 He wonders for a second, but he knows his job. Get b.ack 
to that pickup, fust. His leg.l arc so heavy, they're h.atd to m&.'t, and the 
cotton's so blurry, he can barely see - and there's puke in his throat because 
he can stW smeU dead blood. 

At the pickup, gasping and choking, he leans on the doo, and thinks, 
don't pank: now. He studles hJ.mself on the seat for a moment, then squeeies 
the mike. 

••KJX 434. Unit sc~~n to Base Two." 

"Ba.st Two." It's the girl at the art$Wering service. 

"I have uouble, reput, trouble. Take this description. Ready'?" 

.. Ten-four. R.e.ady." 

"I'm at the comer of Iron Lane an' No Na.me Road. One,twf mile to 
the northeast is a wrecked plane in a cotton field. The pilot Is dead, repeat 
dtad. Call the sheriffs, they'll ha\'C to come, an• tell them to send an ambulance, 
yeah, an' I guess the coroner. They'll probably do it all anyway, but you better 
tell them. I'll be up at the wreck, but my pickup wilJ stay here. Tell them 
it's got Aken' Cropdusters dec:als on the doors. Now. feed it bac:k." 

She does, and then she $aYS, "Who W8$ it, Rod'?'' 

He say$.. ..Jay," and he feels tears. and the t.aste of puke is back with 
the stinking blood . 

..I'm sorry." Her voice is real low. ••we"re all sorry up here, Rod. You 
take it easy." 

..Call lhe boss an' clue him in, too. l'IJ be at the wreck. Seven clear," 
and the teart are there, and he hates himself some more, and for no reason 
he suddenly thinks that that's the fint time ever that she hasn't called him 
Seven. 

Rod looks up the canyon, 1h.rough those roc:ks, and remembers Pedro and 
Cene. Back to the mike . 

..Seven to Fourteen." 

"Gotc:ha, Seven. We heard you to Base. It's bad, bad. Awful bad. Whatcha 
want, Rod?" 

"You f!YS .Pack it up an' JO home. 111 see you both in the mornin', 
before five. This is tough~ talkfn's tough, he thinks. 

"Can't we help down there, Rod?" 
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"No use, Pedro, but thanks. There's nothin" I can do now but wait. Seven 
clear." 

And then Rod is walking up the cotton row, and he thinks about seven 
years of knowing Jay, and he feels he-.avy, old, icy cold, liquid lead coming 
up in him from somewhere, and then it's in his guts, and still coming, and 
he rememben. Tomorrow. l'U see you before five in the morning, and 111 see 
four pUots, too - no, Goddamit, three, and 111 send one of them to fi.nish 
this field. He says It aloud, "Before fl,·e. In the momln'. Who you gonna send?" 

So he's baclc at the wreck, and there's Jay that's not Jay, the drying 
blood thiekeninf around his nose and ears, and all around h.is flight-suit collar, 
and then theres thls white moth, with little black specks, t.rying to land on 
Jay's nose - no, there's more than one, there's throe or four, or more - yes 
more, all nuuering and circling around the blood - a bunch of dumb moths. 

Rod tears off his $hirt, and eovers Jay's face, but the moths, they aren't 
leavin:g, thtre•s a whole. bunch, so he takes off his tee shirt and swats and 
swings it at them . 

..God Almighty," he raves. .. Coddam moth.s!" and he wildly swings the 
shirt 'til he's out of bresth on« more, He still curses, and folds his arms over 
his eyes, but he still sees them. 

Sobbing, he looks up tho canyon, under the wit~, put tho rocks. He 
hates those wires; he hates his job; he hates the pilots, and, worst of ,u, he 
hates himself. 

"Who arc you gonn2 stnd1 Who1l be thumbs up for the morning?" For 
the last time he looks at the moths, which by now completely cover Ws shJ1t. 
He tums his back on Jay, and waits for the sheriff. 

Charles Morrison • t979 
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HOME 

It seems my heart will always go 
Around the childhood sc:enes 
l know 
Across the meadows dressed in 
robes 
Where non but God and Nature 
probes., 
The buzzing of velvet bumble bees 
And birds tha\ twitter in the 
trees, 
Over the hill to the babbling 
brooks to rest 
The rough hewn pebbles reveal 
their breast 
Where God and Nature never 
cease 
that was home... 

l..illi.an 1978 
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TH.E GENTLE LOOK 

Wet and green thhnmerlng in the sun 
with soft foot steps leaving their muk. 
The laughter of a smile filling my heart 
with a tender touch always there. 
The gentle look, fllllng her eyes 
bringing out the brightness of the warm day. 
But now • dry and brown the hard ground breaks 
as they walk slow, weighted and distant. 
A smile has turned and the heart empty 
as the touclt gone with all its tenderness. 
The gaze no longer toft or full 
as sharp pain iill., 1M place, 

onct bri#\t and g,een. 

earl Knutsen 19·79 
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REVELIE 

let you dawn gently on me 
like morning light on aste:n; 
like ercsctndos swelling 

from silence of stars 

took you bright and tender into me 
like emeralds gleaming 1n a silver suing; 
Uke music of harps 

taut with. the passion of eue. 

l let you love me ln the goi.n.g of your way 
like sun.shine at the Zenith 

of some hot day; 
like bu1ternJes on flowers 

nodding In lh< bruze. 

r took you •· always • nowing •· 
like waters co the seas; 
like clouds which swd lhe sky. 

And you ga\-e me back •· a bounty •· 
everything and I. 

Howard C. Zimmenn:m 1979 
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Damp nighl 
Fog misl silvtrs the air 
And cold settles into the marrow. 
Allow me your refuge 
Surround mt in s\lltlet•wekome warnuh. 
Wt'U shed our burdens of llrt•worrits 

and mtll lnh) the lllOlllCnl. 
Time woo·, reach uot here. 

P. A. Valentine 1978 
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Nam! CALIFORNIA OOAST 

NORTH CALIFORNIA COAST 

Let some other man 
Hitch his wagon to a star 
ru press myself 
Into the rusty red bark 
Of a giant redwood 
And find lhe slow soaring
Ambitlon of a tree 
My feet are happily earthbound 

John Pu 1976 
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AJ'PEL DESESPUERE 

Tous les hommes sont frOres, Confucius 
affirmalc n y a plus de deux mlll• ans 
Le monde est vraiment grand 
mals dans ses secrets rep& 
besoi.ns et aspirations hu.ma.ines 
traverscnt le Plfflle tctlCbreu.x chemin 
et notre monde n'est $0mme toute 
qu'\ln vaisseau spotial leger 
trots billions d'ha.bltants 
devra.ient sagrement diriger 

Mais ii n'y a rien de oomparable 
au monde vervtilleux de l'enfanee 
ear e'est un monde qul puiso sa source 
dans le lait matemel et la chaleur du seln 
dans Jes premiers mocs marmottCs par le bambin 

Mau dam: oette vie Cphe'rntre 
Rien ne brbe le coeur d'une mete 
comme lt SCparat1on brusque de parents, d'ami! 
ou l'exil involontairc sur une terre Ct.raJtatre 
0 choc cultural O destin implacable O etemel CMui! 

RJen que Rachmanloff fa.lsalt fortune en AmCrique 
jama1s il ne p0urrait de 10n esprit eha•r la vieille Russie 
Quoique SoW.enitsyn soit bann.i par les Kremlin tsars 
ii s'inspire encor des salles psyehJatrlques et de GuJag 

Oepu.is que j'al qulttt mon pays 
la nostalgic du Viernam ne m'a jamais quittC 
de petites' choset sont devenues symboles YenCrel 
un simple de:ssm de feuilles de bambou tremblantes 

https://besoi.ns
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une calllgraphle autograpMe sur un rouleau de papier 
des manuserits Wum~s sur le vieux Tonkin 
ou des Uthograph.ies d'un monde perdu de la Cochlnchlne 
des lotus roses dans un la,; au doux parfum pren:ant 
des faibles lame, leclla.ot une plage de sable blonde 
des vagues battant un amas de rochers 
devant l'octan dressa.nt Jeurs masses sombres 

Les objeU inanimCS scmbtent douet d\J.ne ime vivante 
mais l'appel des oompatriOtt$ dC$Cmparts 
est encor plus dCSC$p6rC, plus pressant 
maintenant que de millions vi\·ent 
courb6s et tremblants sous la main de fer 
des cadres inperturlnbles 
(t\11 toujours et ~rtout 
volent Rouge, implacable 
car d'autres tons. d'autres couJeurs 
les ,jettent dans une 2\'eugle cotere; 
ainsl, moulC dans oette moule fantastique 
mouve et bouge, o peuple extraord.inaire! 

Chau Kim Dinh 1979 

https://dressa.nt
https://leclla.ot
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THE JNflNITY SQUARE 

There was no wind that evening, which was unusual for the wind had 
roared non-stop for ninety days. Layman Bogs leaned against the crumbling 
waU, picked his nails in the lamplight, and considered the coal-black stillntS$ 
an omen. On the horizon an electrical storm stalked over jagged mountains, 
faint light flickering over the saw•toothed ri(!&e, He strained his earS to hear 
the distant thunder. But there was only $ilence and the scraping of Brother 
Kent's footsteps from the depths of the pit. 

Bogs yawned, s.trctching his thltl faoe and Opening hls oval mouth to crater 
size. A g:nblcd exc1amatio-:: barked from the excavation, feet scuffling briefly. 
He picked up the lantern, wiped at his eyes, and went to in\'e;stigatc. 

"Brother Kent?" Bop leaned out ovtr the hoJe...Are you all right?'' 

For a moment he heard nothing, then came a rushing sou.nd like a quick 
intake of air - a sigh of pure pleasure. 

''Glory be!" Brother Kent's boss tones rumbled from the abyss.. Morus 
trickled from the wall at the sound ofhis voice. Bog, hun,g the lamp out farther, 
slicing an arc of yellow light down the• earthen stain. 

"Have you found $0met.ing?" He took several step, into the interior. It 
was dark and thick like a womb. "Brothet'?" 

Brother Kent's laughter echoed from inside the tuMel ..,,m all right," 
he hollered. "Of course I'm all ri.ght. Why you should see it! The most 
magnificent sight I've ever be-held. Praise the Holy Knowltdge!.. 

Bogs clambered down the steps, ttlpping once on the edge of his robe. 
four meters down, the pit Jcveled off into a tunnel. His: sandals raised clouds 
of dust, ,w~U,,g in the gilded light. At the end of the $luJ\ Bogs could discern 
a vague outline, the rounded curvatures of Brother Kent. 
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Kent's la.mp wu suspended from a 5Pike in the wall. His pick wu just 
visl.bl-o beyond the hold where he- had penetrated an illuminated chamber. The 
fat, ba.ld head was slick with perspiration. Heavy jowls danced as he spoke, 
making his face a sea of motion. 

"Look at ii, my dear Bogs! Just look at it!" He grabbed che edge of 
Bogs' robe and dragged him to the pierced casement. Through the broken 
masonry, beyond the- shattered fragmen ts., lay a smooth-bored tuMe.1. The walls 
were like marble, sleek as gfm and reflecting the light of ove1head lamps. 

Bop clutched the edge of the rupture and peered in. "It's the greatest 
flnd of the century." Hls jaw fell limp. exP<l'lng small white teeth . 
..Imagine ... electrical li,ghtllig ln a buried du.ft." 

"Imagine nothing, Layman Bogs. Who needs imagination when reality gives 
$Uch displays $0 freely." He pushed the p~k aside with a chubby hand and 
squeeied into the opening. "Come, Bogs. We must probe deeper 1.nto these 
mysteries." 

Bogs hesitated for a moment, then slipped inside, $1lcez..ing at the motes 
which filled the air. 'Their footsteps vibrated in the closed space., even bteath.ing 
echoed f&lntly. The corridor wound and twisted, spiralling down for fifteen 
meters. Gbs.1-smooth walls gave WrJ to chipped mosaics, gleaming in the 
artiftciaJ liibt. Oceans and volcanoes, mount.tins and cities, spread and nickered 
in the glow of a wh.ite star. Reptilian creatures with large skulls and scarlet 
eyes worked through the tedium of dally existc11cc·, fr~en forever in chips 
of broken aone. 

"Witness it," Kent panted, rubbery ehcst heaving, "Drawing, lettering, 
pkturcs of how life actually Wat for these beings. Th.is Wfl is the Ro,ctta 
Stone, Troy, and K1ng Tut's tomb all balled into one. It means wealth a.nd 
fame for me, you, tnd the order. Blessed be the Holy Knowledge!" 

Bogs nodded briskly, his tiny eyes glittering.. "Of course. Blessed bt the 
KJlowledgc. You rea&e .. . there hasn't been a discovery of this si7.e siJ'lcc 
Wyne-i and the uea.sury of Bet.a•S!'' 

..That's quite oorre<;t. Nothing even near lhls magnitude." Kent bru&hed 
his thick palm over the wall. "What craftsmanship. We must bring 
photographers.'' 

..Yes, yes. Photographer$ and simulators.," said Bogs . 

..And blessed $lmulators!" They wandered down the &haft, darting from 
scene to scene. Their soft voices bit at the stillness. Then as suddenly as they 
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had begun, the mosaics ended. The corridor sides were s.lick and empty. The 
lights stopped a few meters further on, shearing the tunnel and leaving it in 
an eye of darkness. fa, in the distance was a golden circle of illumination. 
a beckoning ha.lo, They stood at the end of the ligJlt for a long time. 

"Onward, dear Bogs/' Kent said, inflating Ms chest. 

Bogs shivered timidly and clutched at h.is robe. "Onward, Brother Kent!" 

"ln the name of the Divmc Archaeology!" Brother Kcn1 Intoned. "We 
shall go with Cod and an open mind.'' He siq>pcd into the darkn~ and Bop 
hurried quickly in his wake. 

The tunnel yawned into a vault whfoh was doaked in nightfall, cxoept 
for a two-meter cltcle of light centered around a Jow cubicle and four stools. 
like a block of luclte, the cube squatted before them, glowing with internal 
movement and luminesct1,cc. As they approached, it nickered, blossomed into 
a series of colors, a spc(;tral rainbow Ooa1in.g before them. 

"ln the name of all that's holy , . .'' Kent squinted at the cube between 
puffy <yelld,. 

Bogs wrinkkd his nose and stopped a snteze. "What is it?'" His brnth 
was hot at the back of' hjs throat. He swallowed, his slendtr neck convulsing,. 

"I h.ave no idea," Brother Kent said, drawing closet. He touched it, 
cxpec1lng the surface to ripple Ii.kc a puddle of sU,·er water. Colored tones 
slid away from his touch, reds and oranges radiating away ltlto the depths 
of the cube. It W8$ cool and hard against his ~m. A tingle spread in his 
ncn'C endings, tickling against the base of his: brtin. He found that he could 
not avert his eyes. 

"Touch it, Layman Bogs. The surface radiates a feeling. a holy 
sensation . . very much like goodwill."' 

Bop came forw-atd a.nd placed a finger against the surface. Azures and 
indigocs trickled from his finger poin1. A shiver etched his spine, blotches of 
gooseflesh across his thi~s. He slid down to co,-cr the stool. 

Brother Kenl sat down, burying the plastic SUppOrt with his bulk. He 
stretched both palms flush against the cube. The oolors were changing, a 
continuous stream that sometimt-s formed ~uems sliding away into the void 
of the square. 

"It's bottomless. Layman Bogs. Deep a.nd Infinite, like a soul would appear, 
my friend. A square of infutily." Various highlights play~ about the crea$eS 
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in his round faoe. His gaze probed deeper. straining to catch all the movements 
with.in the cube. Something was inside, near the center. A flgure, perhaps. He 
wu not sure, but ht bltnked and watched tnd shivtrcd with delight . 

..Yts, yes," 8ogs $aid softly...That's what it is ... an infinity square." 
And he pressed hi$ hand$ to the cube, while the colors bubbled, balls or 
phosphoresence• burning lnto hb mind. 

The last letter was handed out with a small «rcmony, and a groan rattled 
from the throats of the four-hundred miners crowding the auditorium. Ard 
returned to rus seat, clutching the lcuer between his rmgers. 

"From your girl, hey Ard?" Oubolr laughed. poking at Ard's ribs as he 
passed. A chuekk rippled through the men. 

The rni.nln.l boss, Vokavieh, returned to the podium and mo tioned for 
silence. He had on his worried face, Ard noticed, and Vakovich paused a 
moment before addJ'C$$Ulg the crowd. 

••Now l'-,e got some bad news." 

Hb voice ecl\oed against the high-vaulted ceiling. The miners leaned 
forward on their chairs-. 

"As $0me of you may know, one- of the beloved Brothers of Knowledge, 
and an idioUc Layman, ha,e- gotten 1hemseh·es Jost: So we've got to organize 
ground parties to relocate them.,. 

A oollectiv.~ moan went up from 1he- men. Ard slumped batk into his 
ieat. 

Vokavich waved his hands for silence ..Bird crews went up but couldn't 
fl.nd anything. And it was an entire day befote the bretheren even saw Ot 
to report them RUS$ing, protection of the Saered Books and all that.. .'' 

The miners laughed. Ard folded his letter and put it into his poeket. 

..We piped the problem into the deep space computer atK1 it separated 
all or you into two-man search tea.ms with MSzgned are.as to search." 

the crowd muttered briefly and Vokavich inhaled. The room wa.s stale 
with sweat and cigarette $.TnOkc. 

..The mines will be shut down at lent for today. Packs are available in 
the- commimcy. And your partners' names will be posted in the theater." 



81 

He brushed his gray hair back and scratched at his chc$t. •"they're probably 
dead anyway, so don't bust your asses trying to rind them. Be ca.refuJ. Rest 
every hour or so. Cheek in by radio. E,•erythlng understood?" Vokmch watched 
the crowd nod in unison. 

"Okay then." he drawled, a strange mixture or Spanish and southern 
accents. ""Get going." 

The miners filed out of the room in a fluxing line of gray jumpsuiu., 
Letters rattled crisply in dirty hands. The line flowed into the main theater 
and milled before the screen where the names wtrc 0ashed in silver light. As 
a pair nickered, the two men called wouJd move to the console, punch in, 
and head ror the commU$8!)'. 

"Lexington - Mauritani - Sector S" 

Lexington and Maurltanl went to the oon~•~. punched in their 
identifications, and then left. The process continued, deleting the rnlnc:-s by 
twos until it stumbled on Ard Stockwtll's name. 

"StockweU - Kleinschm.idt - Sector 42" the names flashed. 

Ard moved toward the console and stabbed ha casd into the slot But 
no Kleinschmidt followed. Ard glanced around lhe room, but no one moved. 

"He's probably bc-ating off in his room." Ouboir munnured . 

..A.Jc you kidding,'' someone said...He isn't even interested in h.imtelf."' 

"Probably doe:-.n't have anything left down there anyway," Dubolr said, 
"Just a stump." 

Everyone laughed nervously. Ard tapped KJcinschmidt's name into lhe 
keyboard and queried "Where'?" The small video plate above the keyt infonned 
him that Kleinschmidt was n&eep in his quar:er~. Ard went to the door . 

..Where is he," asked Duboir. 

"Asleep.·• 

"WcU," DulX>it soid loudly. "Poke him ln the butt when you wake him. 
See if he doesn't come up with a grin."' He slapped Ard's baek . 

.. Hell, he doesn't smile for anylhll'lg," said Atd, disgu.st lingering in his 
words. Then he walked out the door. 

https://disgu.st
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"Duboir - Shuster - Sector 43," said the screen. 

There wu peace within the chamber, broken only by harsh breatlUng; 
whispered vo.lces against the membrane of darkneu. The men were cncirded 
with light, robes drawn back from pinched fa.oes., eyes shining behind red rims. 
Like statues, they hetd froten pOStu.res, red and green tints lining their hollow 
features. Spectral light cmmanatcd from the cube, glowing on drawn flesh and 
tlgllt lip~ 

"'How long's it been'?" asked Layman Bogs. He sneezed quickly, a reOexh·e 
action. He th•>ught of habits like granite statues standing beyond the body. 

Across the cubicle, Brother Kent massaged the crystal surface· beneath h.is 
right hand. Clear light wu blood,rcd thtough his llng<rt and nails. A ,olar 
system of rainbow hues spun crazily within the cube. Fat solar Oares stretched 
out from a golden sun to engulf a system of rotating blue sphcrct. 'Then in 
a blau of tUS$tl pinwheels, the image vanished in a cosmic explosion - leaving 
only a fract ional image bum in hls brain. 

"I don't know," Kent said...Distortion in my tlrne sense. Could be a 
day . . . maybe a week. But I suppOse lhcy\-c sent out the usual search 
parties . ., 

Bogs nodded slowly. His mlnd felt like a sliced pie, triangular sections 
missing, $hcared off clean. leaving only crumbs drying in the bottom of his 
$kull. Sweat fonncd drC'>pkts on his lips. A tingle moved along the cabled 
muscles in his; neck - ticklln~ Hi$ heut surged, h.is body Ocxi.ng to the throb 
of the cardiac pump. Dry sand, extruded to the back of hh throat, scraped 
at his tonsils. And he ,neeied. 

"Ever had an addiction, Kent?" 

..Not that I can remember. Except of course, the total de\'Otion to the 
quest for the .8le$$Cd Knowledge•. 8ut I wouldn't count that. I consider such 
devoUon a virtue!" Kent mOYCd his face to wfthln inches of the rurface. His 
breath condensed in steamy circles. Beyond the gleaming colon. the moltff! 
lava of light, a figu.re moved for an instant. H.e aJmod recognized it, but the 
picture faded into a pyra.m.ic of fire. lt lefc him trembling with excitement, 

'"Thnk the search paey will fmd us?'' Bop was beginning to t.aste fear. 
Utt.le clots of bile burped up from his stomach. During an eyeblink, he saw 
a tcene Crom his youth; ht was ,teallng credits from his mother's purse. His 
mouth twitcJ:ied, cracking the dry skin, lcavlllg red split.$ wmch dripped blood 
onto his dusty robe. 

https://pyra.m.ic
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"Can't really say," mused Kent. "!e's like wondering if the local star will 
nova. If it does, whoil be arc>und to say 1-totd,you-so?" 

AJ he approached the entrance to the pods, Ard decided that he always 
drew the unwanted details. It wa., outri.ght persecution. He rubbed the faint 
hair on his cltin . 

.. Who repairs the sanitation chamber'? Mc." The door snapped open. He 
walked ln,;de. 

"Who crawls down into the tu11neler when It's swallowed a rock that can't 
be Wgested? Mc... He waved at I paMing search team. They thook their heads 
and laughed, packs rattling on their backs . 

..And now I get to wake KJcinschmidt. Damn!" He stopped at his pod 
and slid •into his desert $kin. The silver material crackled against his nccl::. He 
clipped on the cooling unit and adjusted it to the comfort zone. With quiick 
slridu he aossed the d,amber and grabbed a lift tube to the fourth lev<:I. 
Then he circled along the inside tcnaoe and entered Klcinlclunidt', pod. 

The interior wu stark, egg-shell walls as crisp as the day they had sprayed 
from the foam guns, Twilight emerged from the simulators and Aid could see 
b.Lt bre:a.th in froun clouds stieamlng from his nostrils and mouth. A north 
wind Licked at his ears, carrying light flakes of snow. A wolf howled in the 
distance. 

KJclnschmidt wu Qn his stomach, shadows gathered in the hollows of 
hi1 arms. scallops of darkness around his buttocks and back. And reached out 
and touched hlm. The skin wa.s cold and moist. 

0 Hey . . . Kleinschmidt. Roll out." 

The s.Ji,cpcr's 1ides he-aved twice and then resumed nonnal rhythm. 

"Come on. we're on call." He prodded the wet back; the flesh slid along 
muscles and bone. •'Ober, wake up .. . come on!" 

Kleinschmidt lifted his head, a slow deliberate movement. He was like 
a reptile in cool shade, sluggish yet defined. Hi$ eyes were closed, depWtoded 
faoe twisted into a hairless scowl. 

" What do you want?" K.lelnschm.ldt's vok:e wu Oat, lacking bite or pitch. 
It sent chills through Ard. 

"We're on call. $. and R." 

https://bre:a.th


84 

"What?" KJtinsehmidt rubbed ony eye, opened It. and then the other. 
The whites were dear without red vtins. The )rises were flat.gray wuher$. 

"You know,>• Ard said. "Set.rch and rtS(UC. S omt of the Bretheren have 
strayed from O,c Oock." He grinned and strttched. The material of his desert 
$kin rustled. 

'"Which ones?" Kkin.schmidt swung to the edge of hi$ bed. Hu bare feet 
~apped against the floor. 

"Brother Kent and Layman Bogs." Ard shrugged, "You'Ve probably met 
them." 

"Kent?" Kleinschmidt's gray eyes deepened, $.ilvcr highlights intensifying 
his: stare. 

"Ye.ah, big fat toad. Can't have gone too fa.r. Bird CtCW$ went up as soon 
as we wete notified, but that was a day after they were missing, Nobody's 
found anything." Ard scratched under his arm, then down at his groin. ••So 
Vokavieh broke up the mine crews. Everybody's on foot in teams of two. 
We're a team.•• 

Klcinschmidl stuffed his legs into some briefs. The elastic snapped around 
his wajst, the peuch puUing tight over h.is genitals. From a foo tlocker he 
withdrew hh desert skin . 

..I don't need a p3rtner.'~ 

"SUre you do," Ard helped him pull the cloth aer°" his shoulders. 
"Voktvieh dot$n't want to IO$e anyone else..'' He lifted the cooling unit and 
sea It in place between Kleinschmidt's shoulder blades. 

••1 work bettet alone.•· Ober adjusted the fit beneath his bk:ep. 

'"Doe1n't m~tter. Three days gone by, and they'rt dead. HeO, we each 
get a body bag with our packs." He thumped the thermostat . ..What ,cttiitg 
you want?" 

"Maximum.'-' Kleinschmidt hes;itated long enough to feel the coollng liquid 
puJsing through the arteries; in his desert skln, Then he walked to the door. 

"Uke things cold, don't you?" Ard followed out into the tenace. 

"'It reminds me of home." 
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"But I thou~t you were rrom earth, near the equator?" But Kleinschmidt 
had already stepped Into the. lifls. Ard shook hi, head and dove after h,im. 

They picked up theb packs and commandeered a robot ore cu into the 
desert. Kleinschmidt pretended to watch the broken landscape as it aacked 
on lc(t and fiBht, clJlyons and mesas etching the parched surfaoc. His Jaws 
wete set in ridges of drawn tendon and carlilage. He listened to Ard chatter, 
picking up phrases but not bothering to answer. 

"We"ve been assigned lO 42. Th.at's the dead sea region, dowo by Jacob's 
gorge:• The white sun glistened from Ard's lenses. "The last mining shot down 
th.ere fell into a huge f0$$il belt. It's where che Holy Archeologi.sts were last 
seen, So 1 f_,gurt we've got a good cha.nee of flnding th.em." 

Kleinschmidt turned, grinding h.is teeth against each other, upper plate 
meshing with tower. 

"Finding theL bodies, l mean." Ard corrected himself. H~ thou!ht that 
K.lei.ruchmklt had tried to smile. 

"'You really hate the brethren," Ard said...Don't you'?" 

And then he knew Klcinschmjdt had smiled, show.lng hls toeth behind 
thin Ups. 

They were on oppos.ite sides of the cube, arms spread, hands gripping 
the polished glass, A cool draft floated in from somewhere, bringing the musty 
smell of time, centuries of dust arnS desolation with a hint of decay. BOS,\' 
face was chalk wh.ite, circle$ deepening beneath his eyes. He shifted on his 
stool, his robe dropping to the noor. 

" I've lost my calves," he said, H1.s knees felt like stumps weigh1ed down 
with sacks: of cheese, limp and rotted. 

Brother Kent's sznile beamed across the cube. like a minor sun peeping 
over the horiron. "No feeling in your lower lep?" 

' 'Correct." 

"Well, then;' Kent cleared hit throat, bags of limpid tissue wagging, ..The 
machine is working faster on you. It's only reached my ankles." Kent drew 
a sharp breath as a rivtr of red coursed between his hands, boats of yeUow 
and orange whirled in the bloody eddi.e$. 
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Layman Bogs was vlsibly trembling. His hands were cold and numb. He 
wa.s afraid th.at any sudden motion would break them into slivers, a million 
fragments tinkling to the cold white floor. 

Beyond his palm$ the purple hues were deepening i.nto a chum of black. 
\\ttite lights twU'lkled stat-like in the void, brilliant diamonds of luminescence. 
Then they became a gemstones, crystalline rocks the siz.e of a man's fist. And 
Bogs wu no longer a sc-parate being, he had become part of the cube, .. 

The natives in DardcUaut wore diamonds on their necks. Bogs had never 
seen such stones, with such prornl.se for perfection. To the untnined eye they 
were mert lumps of glass, but Bogs could see the internal beauty and the flre 
that work. could produce. He had tried to barter his knife for a necklace, but 
the natives were stubborn and supersititious.. No one would part with Jus stone 
for fe11 of rus life. And now that the ship wa, ready to depart, Bop had 
the intention of put.Ing life and gem if need be. 

He met his viettm in a clearing, broke his skull with a rock, and ripped 
the diamond from its k-ather tho.ng. It was cold in hi$ hand. But before he 
could return to the shutUe, the alann h.ad been giYen and the natives blocked 
his escape. He ran through the forest, past the Uchentd trees and the deepening 
shadows. Hil chest heaved, the blood racing in his veins.. 'The nati ..-es were swift 
in pursuit, revenge gleaming in thelr glas.sinc eyes. 

And the monastery rose from the foreu like the rock of Cod, opening 
its gates to welcome hhn. The brethren led him to a chapel. The Abbot watched 
him th.rough meshed fingertips. Bogs went down on his knees and begged. The 
gravel Door dug into his Oesh. The Brethren began smili.ng. They called him 
Layman Bogs. 

. . . The cube returned to the colon onoe again, and Bogs could catch 
his breath in deep ptlps.. There was. a bitter taste of disgust against his tongue. 
Waves of nausea swept through him. 

''Did you soe it?" he whispered. 

Brother Kent rubbed the cu.be and smiled. "Yes. Be.autiful wasn't it?" 

'•No!" Bogs shuddered. "It wal horrible." 

Kent gave him a strange grin ...You think my heroic efforts in the last 
war were horrible?" 

Bogs cocked his thin face, throwing deep shadows down his cheeks . 
..Heroic efforts1" 

https://smili.ng
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"Yes... my care for the sick and wounded. The Brethren granted me 
Brotherhood on tho,e grounds. Blessed be the Holy Knowledge." 

Sha.king hb head violently, Bogs twisted his face in anger...ThaCs not 
what I saw. There wis evil. . .deeds which I did before the Holy knowledgt:: 
touched me." He began to weep. "Brother Kent, thcre•s fea1 in my put." 

..Don't weep, dear Bogs. You are of the Brethren. You have come to 
atonement... Kent saw the figure in the cube once more, moving swiftly at 
the edge of his perception . "Besides . . . there is goodness here." he said. 

Kent's face rad.lated with eternal light. 

The heart was a lMng thing, pouncing on its vlcl.ims with a rush of furnace 
all. Ober mo.-ed swiftly ag,lnst the beut wUh hishood and visor lowered again,t 
the crystal glare of the local tear. It fractured and dispersed O¥er granules of 
sand and lumps of eroded rock, mt-lting on the surface of Ard's robe. He 
marched in Ober's shadow, following the man's liquid pit over the spine of 
a ridge. 

"Hold up," Ard gasped. Hb lungs were screaming for air and burning with 
ea.ch breath. "I've got to rest." 

He squatted in the shade of a rock ledge and re.ached into his pack· for 
some food. "'The way you've boen moving reminds me of a holy quest. Seen 
any graib lately?" 

"What?" Kleinschmidt stood in the light, sun,eying the land as it dropped 
away In a series of canyons and cliffs. Purple shadows dung to the underside 
of overhanging ledges and shelves or stone. 

"'Nothing, Just a j oke, that's all." Ard peeled the plastic wrapper away 
ftom a soy packet. '"Think they passed this way?.. 

''Can' tell, " ,aid Ober, mewing bacl< into the shade. Pulling the visor 
away from his face, Ober let the wind ca.reu. Heat fluxed on the fractured 
horizon, oozing up, away from saber-toothed spires and pinnacles of red stone. 

Ard offered him a chunk of soy, but he was intent on the country, sifting 
the landscape for &1,gns of human passage. 

"Ytth," Ard mwnblcd a.round his food.. ''1bat's what bothers me about 
these ground searches. Hit or mW . . . you know what I mean'?" He chewed 
the brown solid, working his jaws In and out. Crumbs fell from his lip$, 
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Ober grunted. The sound wu ambiguous. He pushed his back agalntt the 
rock shelf. The layers of wind-burned mincraJs ribbed up his vertebra. 
Refrigeration liquid swirled through the crac.lcliAg desert skin, brushing the heat 
awiy. 

"It's hot," Ober said . 

..Sute is," Ard swallowed a mouthful of soy. "'Been out here, what 
six hours now?" 

"About that." Ober pulled his canteen from h.i.s belt and swaUowcd some 
liquid. It wa.s warm, ootlecting the phlegm in his throat. Gobs sUd Into bis 
s1omach. 

"I don't think we'll Ond 'em.'' 

"'We'll try." Ober talks with his eyes closed, relaxing for a momen1. The 
desert air was bland, no scents except for the tang of their sweat. He wrinkled 
his face at the odor. 

"Sure, bot why? I re&lly don't want to wry lhek bodiet back anyway." 

Kleinschmidt rubbed his ch.in. Stubble chaffed his skull. He wondered 
whether he beard the sound or just fclt it. '·'So we don't carry them back." 

"You mean, we flnd 'em a.nd leave 'em?" 

Kleinschmidt nodded; lhc sun flared from his naked scalp. 

"Why?" Ard shook. his head and a lock of blonde hair fell across the 
bridge, of his nose. 0 Af'ter all that trouble. we're kind of obligated to haul 
'em home," 

.., just want proof. okay?" 

"Sore . . . but I itW don't understand.•• Ard $h.rugged, picked the 
ceUoph.ane from the sand, and slid it into his pack, 

"'I never .uktd you to understand," said Ober. H.is washer cy« sparkled 
madly for a $eCOOd before the descending visor eut them from Ard'• view. 

They moved down Into a tocky scar. Feldspu and mica glluered in welts 
of ulmon quartz. Small st.reams of sand preceded them as they crossed the 
canyon wall and receded along the valley floor. 
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layman Bogs was dying of ft.as~ tenor wh.ic.h dribbled out l.n colored 
rivulets from the face of the infinity square. Breathing in tight sobs, his whole 
frame shook oonvulsively. 

Brother Kent sm.iled. And the calmness of a placid lake washed out to 
try and comfort his 1errifled 3.$Sis.tant. 

"Come, come, my friend. There is rto need for such agitadon. If th1s be 
the end, well you have been prepared. You have the Hoty Knowledge, and 
the Sacred Encyclopedia, and have strived to further the Brethren for more 
than five years now." He shook his face for emphasis. "You have been saved." 

Bogs snorted, rolling the whJte.s of his eyes. He sneezed four times in 
a row. "I don't want your comfort. I want an escape!" 

"One cannot esea~ from destiny." Orange names burst from the space 
between his palms, stabbing into a scarlet night. Kent lay his face against the 
oool su.rfaoc, focling the warmth as it spread out from his cl:.ttk. 

'''Kent, this box isn't destiny. But .. . what is it'?" Bogs' words trembled 
iJl the chamber, echoing against tons of unseen rock and soil. 

Kent thought for a moment, considering the data they had enoounteied 
in the tunnel. ..It., something supreme. Some fomi of deity worship that was 
established by the former culture. Th.is is: probably hallowed ground, and the 
Q.Ibe oould be an al tar." 

..Anal1ar? But everythlng I've Setn lnside, all those scenes of viotcnce 
and de,eeit i.n whleh I've caken an acti,·e part." 

Brother .Kent nodded. "But everything J have witncSJcd has been good ... 

•~en why haven't I seen goodneu? Why?" 

Kent gave him a small frown. "Perhaps you have not led the life you 
should have led." 

..But rm a layman." 

Kent shrugged quickly ...No matter, temptation 1$ present to all." 

•'Then what about your,elf? Don't you have any rtason to fear?" 

A ,-olcano of warmth was spreading over Kent's half of the cube, a 
profusion of cheerful oolors radiating into his eyes. It held him silent for st\·eral 
seconds. •'Huh?" 
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"Haven't you C\'tt committed an error .. , a major sin?'' 

Kent frou, the heavy jowls d..iding down his face. "No!" 

The sound made a dW'p bark in the chamber and a border of darknC$$ 
Oid:ered about the edges of lhe cube. Brother Kent shifted on the stool. The 
belt on his robe pulled tight across his fat aod snapped. It fcU to the n~r1 

clam:rU'lg on the white stone, and the transceiver clipped to the leather strap 
switched on. A faint slgnaJ squeezed through tons of soil, wonn.hlg out Into 
the open air. 

0 Don't you ever get lonely?.. The question was ptuc conversation, but 
it struck a chord that Ard had never meant to toueh. 

Ober turned away and Urted the field glaues to his face, but somcting 
in his eyes left moisture on the lenses. "No... 

"You don't?" Ard shaded his face from the glare, then pulled his visor 
down. "I su1e do. I mean, with all this empty spaoc around, well, it makes 
me think of how empty I am without my family." He shifted pos.ition, feet 
scraping on the grains of sand. "Don't you ml$$ your fanilly?" 

.. No." There was a sound in Klcinschmidt's words, a blend of anguish 
and anger. 

"Most\• h,d a bad homo life," Ard said. 

"Not at all." Kleinschmid1 turned towards him. The gray eyes were blank. 
like caves tcading to the recesses of his brain...I don't have a family life .. . 
anymore.'• 

Ard could feel the bittcrnc,s against his face. Red nu$hcd his clleeks. He 
thought of a time. when he was a boy a.nd had turned ove, a rock to watch 
the 1ed ants boil in frus1ra1ion. Prickles etched h.is legs with lhe memory of 
tJ,eir stings. ''I'm sorry.'' 

"Wny?" 

"I'm not sure. J guess everybody should have a family ... that's all." 
He tightened a strap on his pac.k. The matc,ial bit into his shoulder. He 
wonde,ed if it would rub raw. 

"Everybody should have one," Ober said. 

"A family?" 
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"Yeah.'' Ober saJd. "And anyone who destroys a man's family should 
be punished.'' 

•~at makes sense." 

"WeU ... he wasn't." 

"Who wasn't?" 

..'The man who destroyed my family," Ober uld. The words were 
pronounced with that peculiar pitch that Kleinschmidt had incorpOfated into 
his speech. The sound was like a bell whose clapper was swaddled ln cloth. 
It lacked tone. 

Ard stood still. c:Ugesling the revelation which had unfolded. The red ants 
were at his legs again, but when he moved to brush them away, nothing was 
there. 

Kleinschmidt returned to his $Urvcillancc. The tuMtl vision of the 
binocul~$ sucked the land$C.3pe into him, bringing the distant bou1ders to the 
end of his nose. Below, on the valley floor where a wide plain spread between 
two thighs of rock, the fossil belt glittered in the daylight. A few towers, 
oorrodcd by the wind, leaned and crumbled imo cobbled streets. Ober scaMcd 
che area, digging into the shadowt and shades with his eyes, until he spotlcd 
two day packs leaning against a crumbling wall. 

..Ard! I've found something down in the city." He pointed h.is ann, 
thrusting the. binowla,s toward his partner. 

"Dammit , yes!.. Ard squinted against the hot glasses. ' 'They',-e got the 
Brethren emblems on them." 

"Good!" Kleinschmidt murmured. He clenched his fists, knouing them 
into chunks of bone and 0esh. Leaping away from the hill, he sprinted towa.rd 
the level pbin . 

.. Come on!,. The sound carried away on the wind, a howl of a creature 
excited by the socnt of blood. 

Bogs' whole body was numb, all the outer extremities, his head, hands, 
cvetyth.lng except for a spot in the center of his chest where he alway\ thought 
his souls should be. The colors of the cube $t.irrounded him. He was no longer 
a separate entity. The square attacked him and he was swallowed in a miasma 
of hues and shades that flaked the interior of his skull. 
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''Kent;' he whispered. "Haven't you seen it yet?'' 

Brother Kent had his forehead against the cube, peering lnto the swi.tling 
interior. "$ctn what?" 

"Inside. In \he. deepest part. Something moves." 

Kent lifts his pl.le eyebrows. Wrinkled Oesh moved between h1s dc-cpset 
IOCktl$. "What moves?" 

"A tlg\ln." Panic lined the words with creaking sounds. "lt's coming for 
me..'' 

"In the cube?" 

'-'Yes, yes. Can't you ,cc it'?" Layman Bog$ wu pulling his face back from 
the glowing cube, pushing himself away from the monster at iti depths. 

"It"s got horns, and leathery winp, and a spiked tail." 

"Homs and wings?" Kent shrugged. "I see nothing, my friend." 

"Kent! It's rc-ach.ing for me! Help me, Kent! Help me." H.is voice whined 
away into silence. Features turning white as bone, he strained to escape. 

"Wait!" Kent said, "l do see $0mething." 

But Bogs was no Jonger Usteni.ng. He no longer ea.red. His heart seized, 
pump jamming. Blood refused to Oow. Something bunt in his head, red liquid 
flowing from hit nostrils. And he fell in shattered stages against the $Urface 
of the cube. 

...Yes,.. Kent said softly, h.is voice breathing rever~nce. ••1 do see a figure.'' 
His face spread like morning light. Deep within the infmity of the screen, inside 
the core of the machine, Brother Kent saw the face of God. And Cod was 
smiling. 

The ruins were ancient - hollow memoirs of life that stood In spite of the 
attacks of wind and dust. They p~tcd together. leaning against the chest of 
a stone ooJumn. The packs were hanging limply from Ober's hands. Huhook 
them in the air. 

"They're down here. I know it. I can feel them." Ober's throat ached 
for water. He swung his et.nteen up Uld drank. 

https://Usteni.ng


93 

..Do you think J should .. :• Ard paused for tlr. '\hould radio in? I 
mean about the packs?.. 

Ober did not an,wcr. He stood back from the colWM and rotated slowly. 
ffis eyes dug into the soil, matching footprlnts, searching for direction$ and 
locations. 

Ard pulled h.is tranceh·cr from his belt. He fiddled with the controls 
absently, more intent on KJein$0hmidt's motions. He watched Obcr's gaze, the 
way he clutched the packs so dghdy that his knuckles whitened, the angry 
wrinkles about his naked scalp. Ober's hands were squeeilng the packs, twitching 
in a grip that could wring out life in spallcring droplets, and something clicked 
i.n Ard's 'mind. He knew . 

..Which one of them?" 

..Huh?" Klcinsclunidt rotated on his hoc], tightening the muscles tn hts 
neck and jaw. 

"Which one was it? Bogs or Kent ... and your family'?" He swallowed, 
scratching at the prickles on his: legs. 

Kleinschmidt nodded slowly. The flat, washer eyes held Aid. He felt them 
boring Into !us faco . 

..Which one?.. 

Kleinschmidt inhaled deeply. The fabric of the pack twi!ted In his grip. 
There was a sound of tearing. "Kent ... 

Aid was still turning the control on the radio, turning them reflexively. 
Sutic and oonversation sivled in the dry air. "'You want to talk about it?" 

"Why?" KJcin$clunidt stood S'traight. H.i$ ch.in jutted like a point of stone. 
Wet blotches seeped out beneath his arms and the desert skin was plastered 
tightly over his corded chest . 

..The story isn't much anyway. A minor archeolo,Jst, working on a project 
on one of the inhabited moons of Clytie i.n the Apollo system, fLnds a $1Tlall, 
sea.led vase and tabs it back as a paper wtisht to his quarters on Clyde." 
KJeinsch.m.idt was breathing hard, but fatigue had Jong passed. 

"I'm sure you've heard of wheat germinating after centuries of storage. 
Well, the vase contained a virus. It killed a third of the people on Clytie before 
it was controlled. My wife and child lived there." He fcU silent, the. gray eyes 
blank. He rested his hands against the column. A whltlwind gathered strength 
and 0ung sand down the cobbled street. 
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.. And Kent?.. 

Kfelnsehmldt dug his n&ili i.nto the worn stone. He laughed, a brittle growl. 
..He joined the Brethren of Knowledge and gained sanctuary under the Lord. 
Slnoe then his achievements in inter-galactk: arehe<1logy have made him virtlW.ly 
untoueha.b1e. And that's why I have to find what's left of him." A faint smile 
crossed hJs Ups. "It's only jusdce.n 

Aid felt balls of frozen mercury trkkle down lus ,pine. He shivered and 
returned 10 the radio. When he first caught the signal, Ard thought it was 
a mining band coming from deep within the planet, but then he remembered 
that the mines weren't operating because of the search. He checked the 
frequency, double cheeked, and then switched on the omni beam. 

"Ober, l\·e got a live signal!.. 

KJeinsdunidt was on his knc,u In the street, searching for signs in the 
blowing dust. ..What's that?" 

..from their radio, Bogs and Kent. I've got a live signal, coming from 
these ruins. They're alive!" 

Ober reached him in three steps and snatched the radio. 

"What the hell .. .?n Ard stood, reaching toward him . 

..Can you get them on the omni directiona1?" 

"I've got 'em. Bu1 we'd better radio in." 

"No!" He barked the reply, fiddling with the radio, pointing it, Us1ening 
to the emitted beep until it seemed 1oudC$t. 

Ard lightened his arms, lifting them cautiously. He looked around for 
a handy wtapOn. "We've got to radio in. They're Brethren. They11 probably 
need fll'$t aid. Remember the sanctuary laws.'' 

Ober', eyes were like n.icklt$ in a pool or milk. Ard reached for the radio 
and Ober fut him in the chest, spinning Ard to the ground. 

••No!" Ober roared, running away down the strut. The radio beeped 
louder. 

"Ober, come back! I can't let l.ru$ happen." Ard regained his feet and 
pounded down an inte[lteling walk. He reached the intersection before 

https://virtlW.ly
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Kleinschmidt, pined the top of a wall, tnd jumped. He struck Ober's shoulder, 
$Cl'lmbling for a hold. Ober twisted, bringing his fi,t up, striking with the 
knuckJcs. Ard passed but hung onto the rope, pulling them both to the street. 
Ober kicked him, lashing out with his heavy boots. Bones and ribs splintered, 
like dey wood popping In • fire. 

"Kent's mine!" He screamed. "You don't understand ... Kent's mine!.. 

Ard lay in the st reet, his mouth opening and closing like a giant fish 
spread out on a pier. ..No, Ober. You can't." He pulled himself up, crawling 
up the folds of Kleinschmidt', desert sJcin. 

Ober struck him again. His boot swung out, catching Ard in the throat 
Ard catapulated backwud into a stone basin. His skull thudded hollowly again.st 
the rock. Ober hcfled a chunk of masonry, raising it h.lgh abo\·e his head. 
The sun flashed behind it, a dark shadow on Ard's face. Ober felt the blow 
chrough the $Oles of his boots, the ground jumping for an instant Nd's arms 
twitched eonvulslvely, fingers scraping weakJy, and then were still. 

Ober stood with his hands pointed at the sky. A shout echoed in the 
dead to'ND, ricocheling from tower and wall. "Kent is mine!.. Hi.s laughter 
crackled savagely. 

The signal led to the edge of a ph. Earthen stairs descended into darkness. 
It increased in strength, the beep ringing in his tars like a deadly siren walling 
in broken spasms. He was running mtchanically, body strained beyond nonnal 
limits. Adrenaline pumped lhtough his system. Acid burned at the ba<k of 
hi> lhtoat. 

He leapt over a pick, squeezing through a broken wall where the tunnel 
entered a polished shaft. Electrical lights burned over head. HJs foots.tcpS 
clattered on the hard smooth floor. Oust whltled up to choke his lunp. 

The passage twisted like a string of pOlished intestines. He passed the 
mosaics, unheeding. There was only room in his mind for one thought, death. 
Revengt burned in his mind, the sides of his skull heating to white intensity. 
Then he was in darkness, but there was light at the end of the pas.sage, daring 
him onward. The tunnel spit him into a chamber, into the hollow womb where. 
Kent's face beamed in a ten-foot circle of light. 

Ober froze at the entrance and measured his quarry. 

Kent did not sec him, but he noted the sounds of approach. He turned 
to face the darkness. 

https://again.st
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" Welcome, pilgrim," said Brother Kent. ''Come and worship with me in 
lh.ls . . . the holiest of pla<:es!' 

Ober ltuglled. He 1...ed again" the W111, holding hJs Slomaeh, and laugllcd. 
His sides ached, throbbu,g slowly. 

'1'hi.s: is not a joke, my friend." Kent wrinkled his flabby cheeks stently. 

"Oh yes It is." Kleinschmidt spat on the floor. drawing the mucu$ from 
his throat and heaving it itl a shallow arc. "It's the fi.nal joke. The last laugh." 

"You must no1 scoff. God is prtsent in this room:• Kent's eye, shone 
dully. 

A grin played on Ober's fa«. "Where?" 

"Here in the cube.'' Kent motioned with his round palm. "Come and 
witness it." Kent saw the figure in the depths, beyond the colors, far within 
the nautilis of the square. [I was Goo, stated on a throne, wrapped in glory 
and smiling u h.is true disciple . 

..That impiovts the joke. God is here with hvo murderers." Kleinschmidt 
advanced into the light. 

"Murderers?" said Kent. He blinked at Ober. "'I'm a Sreth.rcn." He returned 
his gaze to the cube, but discordant hues writhed within, blue•bl3ek clouds 
swimming in a scarlet hate. Fluhes of g.reen lightning stabbed here and there. 

"Only masks the fact. But it doesn't des.troy the truth." Kent swallowed 
loudly. "And what i$ the truth?'• He looked but could no longer see the 

figure on the throne. h was $\vallowcd by the spreading darkness. 

"The truth?" Ober'S voloe was a breath of refrigeration. Ice tlnkled in 
the worcb. ''Surely you haven't forgotten the planet Oytic.'' He paused to 
breathe quietly. His hands trembled. "And a broken vase." 

The cube boiled up in a lava of brown and blacks. Kent reared away 
as small bat-like creatures swam in the clotling scarlet mass. 

"'I'm sanctuaried!" His words sobbed, chest convulsing, wattlr-s of fat 
throbbing . ..I've atoned!" 
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..Can one atone for murder?° Ober raised one eyebrow. 

"But what about yourselr? You said two murdcrers1" 

Ober advaru::cd one ,tep at a time. His eyes danced with madness. •~at 
is .correct, Brother Kent. And there's no God here for you or me." 

He clutched Kent's fatty throat, hand sinking into the flesh. 

The depths no longer sm0ed at Kent. The cube turned blaek as a #\roud. 
Ltathery hands reached for him from the dukness. Kent tried to pull away, 
but his heart seized. Blood refused to flow. Something bur$t in his htad, red 
liquid nowing from his nostrils and ears. He reu in shattered stages against 
the cube, his own rc0ec1ion looming up to plant the kiss: of doom. 

KJeintchmldt Jet go, He stood there for a moment, feeling the rage drain 
from him like urine. Then he pushed Kent's body from tM stool and sat down. 

Jnside the eye of the cube. beyond the pauerns and beneath the colon, 
Ober saw a Ogure. Under the darkened hood was a face ofashen bone -hollow 
eyes burning. It was the grinning ooun1tnancc of the ~ngel of death. 

And Ober KJeinschmid1 smiled. 

Joel H. Shermon 1978 
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RUMORS 

Uke blackbirds in the reeds 
grackks in dry grasses 
caw and protest 
minllcking bawky hJnges 
squawking objections 

doub.e flutter 
air.bird and pood,lmage 
burn like pinata 
over lead water 
liquid mist or sky 

demanding notice 
Hexed start, ruced su1re 
suddenly there 
clamor and blaclc flakes in air 
s,cttling, qu.ie:k arc resettling 
Hash and clack 
peuisting.. 

Later 
gone. Quite gone 
lone pond. 
Quiet 
no memory fleck 
no check of dark on gray 
only 
stiff dry rushes 
doubled in wtlCt•ima.g,c 
and no sound. 

Ann• PlSS<II 1974 
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PAINT BOX 

Tubes of illudon 
Pauivc, inert agents of imagination 
Capped light against fan\asy's e1<apc, 
Metallic coeoont of drea.nu u11att:ained; 
Clash and blend in chance confusion 
Constantly changing, splcdid disarray. 

l . H. BUas 1974 
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A COMM£MORATION: TH£ KERN RIVf R 

High ln the snowcapped Sierras .she was born, 
ln spring, when snows begin to mell. 
She is born gently, singing a.long in rivulets 
AJ she skips over rocks. 
As she looks up she sees sequoias,  
And sugar pines waving their brai~ches ln adoration 
From her rock strewn shores. 
There, she is a happy traveler, meandering down inclines, 
Joining other streams. becoming one with them. 
She sometimes gathers herself into unal pools, 
Pools th.at refltJCt her gray granite walls, 
or, i( WC dare to look, our faces. 
'Mien the pools  spilling over, 
She moves on. 
As she moves, she grows, changes her mood, 
Btcomltlg a river of rushl.1\g water 
AJ she keeps her headstrong bent 
Towud the bed man prepared for her 
On tile upper valley floor. 
She Ls the life of our part of the valley. 
She has a put. present, and future all her own. 
Those granite walls that enclose her, 
tr they could talk, would tell \.1$ talcs, 
Storie$ of Shoshonean Indians who ground their Uve oak acoms 
ln roe.ks along her banks. then dipped the cold. clear water, 
To purity th.e bitter meal. 
Thoie tr«$ that line her sides 
Would wh.isper and gossip about the happenings i.n gold camps, 
Now ghosted towns. a.nd about the men who panned for gold 
Along her shores. 
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And those stones would echo the joys and sorrows 
Of migrant peoples who camped next to her. 
8c(ore the dam was built she used to become over zealous. 
W3ndcrini where she pleased. here in the valley, 
Not far from the town. 
Where &he wandered there $prang up grovci or cottonwood, 
Mesquite and other c.Mpparal. 
Chapparal that h.id life, cottontails, jackrabbits and 1oadrunne1s. 
Hid them from the wOey coyote who hunted them, 
Then after the hunt, worshipped the moon 
By singing songs along the river at night. 
But now, men have harnessed the Kern's power, 
Hold her back. 
While the only 1hing lcfc of those trees 
Are the limbed skeletons you see, 10 the west, 
Raising their arms, in supplication to the sky. 
So, today, most of the watcr1 are held for us, 
Banked, you might ~y. (or future U$e. 
She uses th.is mail made bed as a diversion for awhile. 
Who knows if she enjoys her bltcta, tion with man 
Al we intrude her waters to swlm and play, 
Or whether she welcomes ihe caresses of our ski laden boats. 
Yes, she even q_ulctly gives up her bou1uy. 
Of silver streaked trout and bass, 
To th0$t or us who angle, patiently. from drifting bolt 
Or sandy beach. 
Ah! But when she is loosed once more, her mood swiftJy d,anges. 
Now sh-! is mo,e like the waters of Ladore 
As she rushes and tumbles, slice.s and cuts 
Her way through that resisting gray granite. 
When she is ln this mood, 
She demands our respect. a11d we g.ivc 11. 
We give it because we know that the rest of her unleashed power 
ls held in abeyance. 
We know that .she hu her ucacherous moods. 
Just as we have ours. 
But we take from her too, 
As she pushes her way through power plants 
Turning turbintt that create the light for our dark times. 
Then, she goes on. 
As she goes she gathers rocks along the way 
And ln her momentum she spits them out again. 
Spits them out in pauerns against her sides. 
Soon, wilh a mightly rush, she bursls for th again 
From the confines or the canyon, 
Only to settle down to a more even eddy. 
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After this she passes through parks 
Where the children throw brcaderumbs to the ducks who live there, 
And where swimmers Ooat tubes past her sandy cliffs. 
On through our b\1$tlina chy she• uavel.s. 
Then, she is di,•cncd , on« more:, into man made systems, 
Where at the end, she gives l1crse1f up 10 the thirsty ground 
Thal is wailing to seduce her. 
The earth, in turn, gives the waters up to the plants 
That spring from its bosom. 
Her future? She is res;urrcctcd again 
In the blood red wine that is squeezed from fall grapes, 
And once more, in the white win~cr $1'lOWS that sift down 
8Janketing the high Sierras. 
But, when those oold sleeping snows begin to warm next spring, 
Kern River will awaken, be rebom to a new l.ifc, 
Then, for another pawing season. we will ha\'t her back. 

Wu•-a Owens 1979 
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IN THE BEGINNING WAS 

The forc.$t • 
There am I among the mountains. where 
The ancient and contorted oak have 

Shot their ricocheting limbs 
Toward a nearer hcavtn. 

Armed with whlning steel, 
J on them detign new monuments in stump, 

So eloquently mute among their fottbears so mutely eloquent. 
They ha\'t left roots, 

As I. 

The Wood, Plied • 
There am I :unong sledg,ed wedges, 

Cllips, and faJJcn bark. 
Loading my other arms 

I carry carca.ues of toppled forest foes 
Out or this limbo 

To new lite. 

The Hurth • 
Here we are, both wanned; 
Here we pa.rt, both bun,ing; 

A,h bound. We mall 
Meet in the 

Beginning. 

Oarles Mom,on I 979 
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WRITER'S RHYME 

I want a ...,'Cfd that ms up tmd scrtams off 11kt o rocket 
A black and white streak from the ~n In my pocket 
And scme words. that whul tvtn and fa:$1 on the mouth 
"Thar curve prople north who are heading south 
And four-v.-hetl drive words when the road bellies out 
Wont, that hang onto Mtchhiken through detour and doubt 
Whtn ,no,1010,u,us li11a roll sletp-smoorJ, aud alrtad 
Art the lights, words that shriek! words that mod up the dead! 
Give me stark /l(IJ}ling 'WOlds that ten thomand con ride 
Without cross-signal delay down the l1iglnw1y int/de 
And m11es before the gas runs out, at the perfect time, 
Quick give me a \lt.'Ord th4t 7/ stop on a dime! 

Rumery Charles-Jackson 1976 
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TECHNIQUE 

BREAK NOT YET THE DAY 
WHEN HE SHOULD COME BRINGING 

THE NAME: LOVE 

FOR EVEN SO 
DESCENDS 
HIS PEACE 

AS HEAVENS WINGED DOVE 

SHALL ALL ARISE TAKE UP THE FL!GIIT, 
SWORD, AND BLIGHTED STORM 

TO CONQUER DARK 
AND HATED MEN AND ALL SHALL SE 

NOT WARM 

lHEN 
PEER 

DOWN 
LIFE, TO KNOW US NOT, 

AND CATCH US UNALARMED! 

THEN CREEP AWAY 
TO RUSTED COVES 

TO REACHING ARMS 
UNHARMED 

YET SEARCH THE DARK FOR THE LIGHT 
AS A HOLE IN THE UNGREAT SKY 

AND COME AGAIN, BRING NOT THE MEN 
AND THE CHILDREN STILL ASK: WHY? 

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

WHY ONE WINGED DOVE, GAVE BIRTH TO LOVE 
AND MEN GAVE 
BlRTH TO DIE. 

<diyM nau 1976 
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LA FEUILLE TOM8E ... 

La feuWe tombe: en automne j-aune rabougrie 
La Oore hlbemc en hh'Cr blatl(; d'albitre 
Mais se rajcunit au printcmps vtrdat.rc 
Quand, de la terre genheuse d'une tendrcsse inouie 
la nature endormie se revewe 
Animet par la sM mont1nte la plaate s'iveWe 

Mon ime ce matin sombre 
Vole ve-rs ma lointalne patrie 
la haine de l'homme lncroyanl 
Clace le sang et dechire le coeur; 
La bro.me Cp3rsc, la rosee vap0rcust 
llSSent un chite macabre 
de deu.il blafard d'Orien( 
sur Ja terre humeictCe de, sang et de sueur amere 
souillee de rouge de ses enfants et de mes frC'res 

Eperduc .• terrible, implacable 
tcs vainqueurs de la RCvolution 
mCnent la danse de- la Haine 
trente ans aprt$ 
c'est la danse macabre 
une dans fr('nitique, aocab1ante 
foodroyante, vire-voltante 
Sur la tene ancestraJe des Viet 
c"est la ronde infernale intcnninable 
de$ lnnoc:enu et des coupables.... 

https://vtrdat.rc
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DC$ larmes ameres 
troublent mon sommeil 
plein de eauchemars 
et je sub hantC 
je nc sais pourquoi 
de visions funCbrcs 

Des images lugubres 
toumoient daru: mon ciprit 
une vabe dantesquc, sombre 
cl.ts fous qui tourblllonnent 
clans une fantasmagorie 
surrCallstc et sauvage 

Jc nc sais pourquoi 
Jc souffrc jour et nuit 
d'un mal indCft.nissablc 
Et je me baigne chaquc jour 
daru une atmosphCre. Ctrange 
pleinc d'Cmol et d'efOU\'t$ conlra.intt 

Mais O mon coeur 
Entend$ la mCJocUe eelezte 
d'\ln oiseau exotlque 
qui joint le concUiabulc 
de $tS frCres aUCs 
da.ns u.n cantique effrCni. 

C'h2u Klm Dinh I979 
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AUIUMN SONG 

An autumn wind whistles a changing breath 
over the faoe of a passing year, 
and upwards thtouglt s1..p1ng branchC# 

waving wildly 
slaps at freckled leaves. 

Tcrr.mce M. Matthews I 977 
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THE CO~IIT: KAPUUT! 
(fonnerly entitled The Comet Kohoutek (without the s,emjcolon) 

we were told la.st november 
and deep into frozen december 
to view the skies with wonder 

for they would soon be split asunder 
by a b>Jl of Slreaking i«> 

that would illuminate all our nights 
and in its view Lo,.·c-Making would commmce 

(a rumor that made tM preacher$ tense) 
for to them the comet was to fear 

signifying the end wu ntar 
TO 8RINC IN A NEW ACE 

ANO THE RULE OF THE SAGE 

(oh happy day! , I think) 

to others it was a christmas star 
but that it wasn't • by far 

for this enigma came forth in january 
right afcer boou, football a.nd tC$Olulions most Wuu1ry 

it came forth out of the. night 
and as I said, it was expected to be quHe a sight 

evtn for those with hangovers • eyes still clOStd tight 
but it fiuled, yeah it fizzled 

what a disappointment 
like a Jly's frustration in ointment 
like a comuc spenn in the night 

mi.1,Sing the aim in its sight 

moral 

but it's for these slde$.hows that we Uve 
for there's noth.i.ng quite like humanity; 

and thal truly is show b't 

Clark Long 1974 

https://noth.i.ng
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CUlWN BALLOONS 

Silken 

Banners rise 

lligjt, higher stDI 

Gentle screamers 

Waving 

An invitation 

Of drifting 

ChildWI dzeams 

Buy 

Buy a balloon 

A child waits 

To 0y. 

S.,111 'fucktr 1979 
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OTitELLO 
FROM DESDEMONA'S POIN!' OF VIEW 

The charisma ht po$#$$td on the baulefitld 
Was gone whtn ht tnttrtd the bedroom and rook 

off his shield. 

Gre.ot smmgth that made his body vibmte 
Wat a -weakness that soon encompassed his mind 

with hate. 

Jealousy arose in his fiery eyes -
This devil gne Othello um:errai,, thoughts 
And all my reau,.uartca of fafth wen lest. 

Sid 1976 
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WAR TIDE 

The Acl,oeans rode the purple wavei at suns.et 
In black-bodied hollow ships 
Adwmci11g on Troy 
Desire shone In their tyt.s 
77ft mingled roy of rht 1/ux,sond-.eyed WO'r tide 

Above tht many shouldtrs ,rood /ow 
Wrapptd in soft double thic!c mantln 
0/ the royal hue 
8n.sh Agomenmon and wrongtd Menekms his brother 
Shining Achilles of immortal blood 
And goldewvoiced Odysseus 

F7erce hwted Greek ride 
R()st a,.ailut the purple splendor 
Of tht halts of lltttor and 
Htlen•stealing Paris 
A surgi,rg sta to overcome 
11te sacred citadel 

John Pa;, 1976 
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1~ursery thyme wordt 
create fairy•tale worlds 
pixie$ and elfins at home there 
what is real ncvtf sifts 
1hrough moonn,>wer glaze 
gfamouted Hollywood magic 
all the preuiest of life 
retained 
so forget 
what i,n't ugly enough 
10 be gtolt$QUC 
to be f:anl:l11kally hoHiblc 

truth Is rclati,·c 
aU my relatives 
arc pixies and elfins 
wi1ches and goblins 
cats with hlgh,pr'icst eyes 
not people 
no clothes 
but plume feathers and costumes 
image-makers 

circle.s 
the egg Is the perfect shape 
fools on a hill 
watch il tum 
so I C1tll m)'$Clf llumpt-Oum1uy's 3her ego 

J. A. Allen 1979 
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COCl:TA I.L PARTY 

Lost 
In a swirlblg void 
Of faces 
Voices 
Movement laughter 
Faces vok:ts faceless bodies 
SwitUngwhirtingmovemcnI faces 
Lost.... 

Virgin.i3 Wirtt 1978 

https://Virgin.i3
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NARCISSUS 

Under the beat of th.is 
special drummer 

walked wide 

spraddled into innocence 
of my name 

called onoe more 
in each roU 

Those stepping with me 
in the plasma 
of our bond$ 
on thb beach 

followed heavy broad prints 

in sands 

before the tide. 

Howard C. Zimmemw, 1979 
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UPON A WISH ONCE FULFILLED 

A dream n;ght of 
Ne,·ercnding pleasure 
Fostering hopes of more to come 
A cloudy, figgy feeling 
Of warmth and tendemess, 
Of joy and hope 
Of desolation and gloom 
A gala celebration 
A man reborn 
A woman re1oved 
A hell revisited 

J.C. 8- - 1979 
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THE MAGICIAN 

Mqical incantations of medieval derivations 
Infiltrate the ail wlth illusions of grandeur 
Leaping rabbits, flying doves, vanishing helpers 
Methodically appear and disappear 

AJchemis.tic transmutations glitter and glow 
Physieal abenatio1\S deceive the senses 
The magician conceives lhc artiftoe 
1llC ptoplc know 

Vincent Z3ragou 1974 
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INNOCENCE 

Awakening from a winter deep, 
I greet politely 
a glorious morn, 

cuddlil1g my dented heart, 
guarding secretly my dreams 

Measuring my steps, 
I tromp 
along a lonesome path, 

shrouded with doubt 
runed by season·s stonns 

Alone, staggering 
I tigbtly coU 
apinst a ka.fless ash, 

swollen and bru iscd, 
fcedl.ng my battered heart 

Then gazing at moody clouds 
peeking at this youthful day, 
my heart touches 
a gay shadow 

skipping ligbdy, 
c-hasing one smalJ boy 

With eyes spa,king 
and feet prancing. 
he smiles disarmingly, 

hiding his words, 
yet speaking 

to my hopeless hurt 

lina Frisboe 1979 

https://fcedl.ng


119 

66th ANNIVERSARY OF THE SINKING OF THE TITANIC 

Se<ds fly on 

the wind's wings like 

Thoughts scattered by 

the breeze 

Gold lig)lt ftlters 

through green loveliness 

And white sheets 

play gmefully in the 

Spring air 

Jeromt E,'l.ns 1979 
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AT 2:30 

it was seafoam 
that ourled above 
a powder yellow earth 
,.owly whiJUng 
barely perc:ep1Jble-
on the at'urC wind 
they came in 
like h·ory zulus 
tier behind tier 
cngulimg 
the paper cut moon 
emerald eyed poseldon 
probably sent them 
to this sing!• land 
of dried dreary brown 
as a pearl omen 
f<>r the dusty ldl fox 
~o shivtrs 
with the wind 
1$ the sea turned waves 
roU silently overhead 

T'sin 1979 








