
GvQPiiEU81982 



OQPttEU8 
Volume 10 - 1982 
Cal State Bakersfield 







Solomon !ya.sere is privy to a trait that few persons possess -
command of life. One has only to look at him to experience his power. 
Solomon seizes each moment and commandeers it into an event of great 
magnitude. 

Every word he utters is embued with oompassion and importance. He 
reeks of joie de vivre. 

Uke t.he soccer ball which he so scealthily guided down the field in 
college days. Solomon carefully, lovingly, stecn the student towards his 
or her goal. Hjs enthusiasm is catchy - better for a moment, than not 
at all. 

There are few men like Solomon lyasere - but it only takes one 
unrelenting spark to kindle the creative fires in all our hearts. 

SUnnie Amstutz 
Ccxd.itor 



Each man's life represenls a road 1oward himself, an altcmpt at such 
a road, the intimation or a path. No man has ever been entirely and 
completely himself. Yet each one strh·es to become that - one in an 
awkward, the other in a more intelligent way, each as best he can. Each 
man carries the vestigates of his birth - the slime and eggshells of his 
primeval past - with rum to the end of his days. Some never become 
human, remaining frog, lizard, ant. Some arc human above the waist, fish 
below. EicJl represents a gamble on the part of niture in creation of the 
human. We all share the same origin, our mothers; all of u.s come in at 
the same door. But each of us - experiments of the depths - strives toward 
his own destiny. We can understand one another; but each or us is able 
to interpret himself to himselr alone. 

Herman Hesse 



PREFACE 

Although California State College, Bakersfield, remains in its infancy 
when compared with long standing in1titutions of higher education, in the-
past ten ye.an: the college has grown, matured, and branched out - as has 
its literary ma,gatfoe, Orpheus. 

Fostered by Profe$$or of English, Solomon lyasere, Orpheus cclebr.Ues 
its tenth anniversary or pubHcation in 1982. Despite budgct.uy obstacles 
and a history of lengthy publication periods, Orphtus nourishes. It nourishes 
bce.'lusc of professors like Solomon, who, through his constant dedic:ation 
to excellence in literature ensures that this publication appears. And, it 
flourishes because of those who write and cont ribute their work. 

Writers this year include professors, and former and cunent students. 
cat State Bakersfield's English department henlds several brilHant teachers 
who serve as examples to their students through their writings. In this 
publication, the work or two or these• teachers i.s evidenced: by Steven 
Wci-ss. who wrote "On the Training of the Citizen/Orator/' and by Anne 
Pusel, author of "Theory and Method of Research." 

Some of the student writers have been published in the past, and more 
will undoubtedly be published in the future. Read Mimi MerriU's ..W.l.P'" 
and " I Will Be There" and remember her name, for you will ..se.e it agai.n -
most likely through t.he publication of a book that initiated in Anne Passel's 
creative writing class. The birth of Bill Pett.y's book also took form in 
Passel's class with his story, "catching On." In •;Widow's World," Joel Henry 
Sherman uses a "star ship" setting to tnnsmit a Powerful message of love 
venus ljfo,purp0se to the reader. 

All stories and poems in tltis i$$1.1C deserve recognition. Behind each 
work live-s a person, motivated by the internal desire to write, touched 
by a teacher who cared enough to make his or her mark on a student~s 
mind, or by a friend who encouraged that writer's growth. 

Whether writing erc-.ativcly for the first time or for the thousandth 
time. contributors to this year's Orpheus have re,·ealed an innermost part 
of themselves on paper. Each contributor has taken the time to look closely 
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at an ordinary situation and·discover its uniqueness - for all lives are unique 
and all are but a composition of ordinary events. 

Everyday situations become special by the writer's ability to convey 
reeling. which is the essence of a g00d story. On this basts, Sunnie Amstut:t 
and I chose stories that made us feel, hoping that they would enable others 
to fe,el as well. 

A3 Anne Pmel writes in You.r Wonts, .. The contemporary short story 
is like a smaJJ shuttered window in the blank wall of a dark room. Reader 
and writer stand side by side; the writer opens the window on a soene 
ln action. Usually one person appears in clear view with a few others around 
him. Just as the reader feels that he would like to step through the window 
into the scene-, the writer cl06CS the shutters. The success of the story can 
be measured by the force of the impression which the reader carries away 
after the story ends." 

We hope that these stories and poems open many windows for you 
and leave you with lasting impressions , .. for they are the creative ethos 
of Cal State Bakersfield in 1982, etched forever on the pages of this 
annivenary edition. 

Patricia Miller Musick 
Editor 
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WIDOW'S WORLD 
Joel Henry Sherman 

Wen a $larship dies. we are awau. Whether through a gradual decline 
nto obsolescence or a c-rlmson /lash of radiation which vaguely stirs 
he Infinite night. we are pointedly conscious of the ending. The 

mechanism inw,/ved f.s not entirely undtrst()(J(/. Perhaps intuition, a subtle 
drift of Information feeding through control networks not yet even tested. 
but the knowledge I.J unque,stlonably valid. Prtparation bt-glns to rtttlJJe 
the widow. 

Ara.mi Vaichei was widowed when the stella....class transport., 
Andromeda Malden, blew a thruster at the Corur Nexus and initiated a 
long, Ja.iy spiral into the black hole at the jump-point center. An alert 
military vessel rescued the survivors. minus seventeen crew members killed 
in the primary explosion. Amdromeda Maiden died rapidly, m.impled into 
the gravilational maw at the end of her final orbit. 

Curing the return trip to Corsar. Comtech Vaichei attempted suicide 
no les.s than twenty-five time$. 

Jord Bertrand surfaced from a well of sleep. the insistent whine of 
the vid•phone mewing in the da.rkness. Groping with numb hands, he 
d.a.mpencd the visual and keyed the audio, focusing his bleary eyes on t.he 
wall clock. 

"Bertrand here." Through the glass oeiling, the night sky blazed with 
whorls of the Cerebus galaxy, a gliuering rainbow of S(mmed fragments. 
"Do you realize it's 03001" 

.., am sorry, Jord." T.he- voice was whisper soft, touching scarred 
portio11s of his memory. "I nctded someone Cl0$C... 

Jord sat erect in bed, recognition burning th.rough h.im like strong 
alcohol. "Arami?" he asked carefully. 
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"Yes., Jord. It has been a long time." Her sound was dry and lircJess 
as winter leaves. 

.. Too damn Iona,." He paused, chewing h.is lips, choosing his words 
with diSC,:rt:tion...1 heard the Maiden was gone. It was on the news." Jord 
thought a moment longer, groping. 0 l'd hoped you weren't among the 
survivoJ"5." 

'"So had J,.. she answered simply. 
"Where are you?" 
..Al the port hospital " 
Tension mounted in him like a worn spring tightening in a sha1tered 

mechanism...Have you tt.achcd a dceision?" 
"Yes." He sensed her hesit3tion. "Will you help me?., 
Jord rose and activated the lamp. "'Give me some time to clean up. 

1'II be there $00n." 
••1t•s not as you th.ink ..." 
"No more," the man said firmly. "Pm coming.... 
"Thank you, Jord." Her voice grew distant, fading into a gentle rustle 

of breath which he knew was conoealing the rush of her tears. Jord broke 
contact and attempted to swallow the emotion congealing in his throat . 

The stark hospital illumination 3coentuatcd her pallored skin. Jord 
paused in the doorway and watched her silent form, the measured rise of 
her respiration lending the faint appearance of life. Arami was very slight, 
an insubstantial mound in the bedding barely disturbing the contour of 
the sheets. Her hair was cropped and rusty brown. Pale aureoles of 
translucent skin marked the placement of once present electrodes on her 
forehead and exposed arms. Her muscles were Oaccid with disuse. She 
opened her eyes sluggishly. Pain clung there-, obvious and pitiful like the 
grip of a hand. 

"Jord." The woman spoke with visible effon, as though personal 
oontact were an art allowed to stagnate. "I didn't want to involve you." 

He entered the room, sat on the edge of the bed and inhaled her 
fragrance like a wine bouquet. "It's no trouble.'' The tangency of his massi\·e 
hands forced a lwisted smile to her lips. She noticed his gaze and reached 
up to feel the scar ranging high upon her forehead . 

.. I'm afraid I ha~ been rather foolish." Ararni did not appear foolish, 
only bitter or wistful. He was not certain. 

"Suicide?" lord brushed her hair, an open gesture of comfor1. She 
keyed Pavlovian reactions in him, even after the gap of space and time. 
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••1 was upset... ShC shrugged. "Not really thinking. otherwise, 1 would 
have suooceded . ., Her eyes were sil,.·er-blue, abrupt in the parchment of 
her faoe. ''They've implanted an impulse transference guide. The urge to 
commit suicide is trans.lated into a compulsion to write Poetry." Arami 
motioned with her dry-stick fingers toward a scatte-red re.am of paper 
scrawled with thin handwriting. 

u1 ha\'e been very creative lately," she said, sarcasm thick in her ready 
voice...Ahh, the joys of widowhood , .... 

Jord scanned a sheet while she closed her eyes as lhough to ignore 
his reaction - requiring neither approval nor reproach. but rather something 
even he could not provide. 

World Wander-er! 
Star Stallion, $lttk and bright, 
S«tuce tltt gtntlt tssenct of my bdng. 

Coupled - flesh and sttel hennaphrodlre. 
Mount the planes of mklnight, 
Glidi,tg tddied $lreams of solar wind. 

Decline the remora way, of man 
And conquer the lnflnite night. 

"It has power," he said after reading several more of a si.milar vein. 
"Lacks pc,Hsh, but with practice ... who can tell?" 

"Tras.h, • Ara.mi said. "It J).asst$ the time." No one spoke for a while, 
listening to the susurration of actjvity within t he hospital corridors. 

"You are not beyond rehabilitation.'' Jord hoped he stated fact. 
A.ram.I shook her head dec.isively. "I don't want rehabilitation. Surely 

you understood that?'·' The conviction in her words surrounded him with 
tangible foroc. 

The man stood and paced the room, assembling his arguments. "I lost 
you once," he Slid, half-turning to accuse her with a h.arsh stare. Shadow 
buried his face, light playing on h.is blonde hair. "Will I suffer losing you 
twice? Can you rightfully as.k that of mt?" 

"'I am not a contest," Afamj repHed quietly. "I'm not a prize., but 
an i.ndjvidual. It was my choice. I won't repent my happiness.'' 

Jord spread his hands and placed them on the wall, drawing strength 
from the cool solidarity. "Was it happinC$$? Or was it an addiction?'' 

"Is there a difference?" Ara.mi laughed, a sweet inconstant sound. 
He was forced to smile at her logic and sat in the chair near the bed. 

He gazed so long. she was forced to decline her face and hide the O'ush 
on her cheeks. 
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"You owe me a chance," he insisted. "At least the same cha.nee you 
gave the Andromeda Malden·... • 

Arami winced at the name. "A <:hanoc ·,to die?" 
..No," he said, ta.king her hands into his own, the skin a fragile 

membrane after three years bathing in the amniotic fluids of the Comtech 
vat. •~e opportunity to make you happy." 

A sad bending of her lips exprffled ~I. She grued his chJn with 
dry finger$. "Oh, ford . . . even you oould not bring me happiness.. Part 
of me has 1:>een shorn away. l'm a cripple, a widOw. There is no more 
happiness.'' Tears jewelled her eyes, diamonds among $3pph.ires. She rubbed 
the knuckles of his hands. ••1 can only give you pain, only drag you down 
with me into death - and I will die, regardless of the implant. There are 
more subtle ways to die than suicide.'' • 

"I've heard of other Comtec),s adapting." Jord said stubbomJy. 
''Rumors." Arami lay back upon the pillows, her eyes sculpted with 

shadows. "Without communion a Comtech cannot survive. Believe me." Her 
face wore the panic of a drowning animal. "I know." 

0 S0?" He spoke without listening. "What do you want from me'?" 
..I must go to Arach.ni.'' Ara.mi regarded him expectantly. 
"All right ," Jord said, anger painting his fea tures. "'I'D take you to 

Atachnl. I will escort you to th·e Widow's World. " · 

We art on t nlgma to the conscience of humanity: A monument to 
which thty can point and dtmonstralt thtlr btntvoltrlct. Wt ex;s, ;n a 
vagut pocket of rtality, spun wUh ~bs of fantastic and murky fictions. 
'Int truth comes only to wktows, which is a comfort, a minor defense 
against the witch hunts that would follow the rtvel.atlon of tht enormous 
power avaffablt to those who seek rt/east. 

What care we if childrtn are frighttntd with nightmares of Arachni! 
Why should W< react to their misshapen imagts! We have communion a,nd 
tht simple majesty of flight. 

Arachini was a frigid ba.11 of ice at the border of frontier $paoe. 
Brituantly white, the planet whirled and Arami devoured huge chunks of 
time on the viewing deck, watching the convolutions of scant c,Jouds, the 
subtle shadings of fine layers or ice twisted by continual streams of wind, 
Jord maintained a strict distanoo, antiseptically working on his yacht, 
tinkering and gorging his mind with mechani?J actions. 
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They sojourned into nostalgi-a. Conversation dredged the past from each 
and dissected it into thin fragments, like specimen shavings glued to glass 
plates and th.rutt under an emotional microscope. 

Jord had entertained a racade or hope, expecting the woman to 
recognize the futility of her pilgrimage into limbo. They even made IO\'C 
once and he lost Arami in the act. She was among the stars., while Jord 
clung to the cold rea1ity of her body, runc.tioning as if by automated 
command, stoically reacting to his primal motions. Her mind was at a 
pungent altitude of memory he would never comprehend. Jord left her, 
feeling ridiculous and inadequate, and from that point they lived separate 
lives. 

Jord advanced into the viewing deck with the uneasy sensation he 
had violated her cloistered sanctuary. Arami turned her eyes slowly from 
the constellations. She Wb crying and did not bother to wipe the tears 
or feign embarrassment at having been caught with her pass.ions exposed . 

..We have made contact," he said, focusing upon a point on the floor. 
Aramj smiled and nodded. Her frail body was lost in the folds of 

her robe•. Her head protruded from the white fabric, the hair ragged and 
lackluster. "Can we make landfall?" 

uNo. The yacht is to maintain positional orbit. They're sending up 
a shuttle." 

"It i.s proper." 
.. I'd hoped to see you settled. ,. Jord sat near her but did not attempt 

physical contact. 
Ara.mi folded her arms upon her knees...You have done more than 

enough, more than necessary." 
"But won"t you be. satisned?" He did not look at her. 
"I'm a Comtech. I cannot be satisfied." 
The man paused before pressing the question. His voice trembled, the 

slightest suggestion of fea r. "Was-n"t I enough? Am I lacking in some way?"' 
Amni shook her htad and placed one hand upon his thick shoulder. 

feeling the corded musdes- bcn~th the fabric of his jumpsuit..., couldn't 
have desired more in a man. But you knew I had other aspirations." 

"I oouldn't believe them." His smUe was bittersweet. "I couldn't think 
of losing, especially to such a rival." 

"Careers are often rivals," she said. "I kept no secrets. You knew I 
was a candidate for communion. It was my purpose. I needed more than 
simply adding new bodies to the race. Comtech status was the key to my 
life ... Her moulh softened, face clouded with melancholy. "I warned you ... 

"And I warned you," lord said bitterly. "AU your great purpose left 
you with nothing. You're torn, widowed. You'\'C lost your peace and the 
only thing you can think of doing is to hide on Wldow•s World, because 
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you can•t faoe humanity. You could still have a purpose, life. a family, 
a future! .. He looked at her i.ntently. features a melange of anger and pity. 
••was it worth this? .. 

"On, ye$/' Arami said and he witnC$$Cd the truth in her eyes. Unable 
to cope with the candor of her reply. Jord fled the room. leaving the woman 
with the solitude of the distant, burning stars . 

The shuttle was a mechanized drone which arced from the planet 
surface and coupled with the yacht in a clash of steel and the rush of 
exchanged air. There was no greeting, just a vaguely feminine voioe which 
drifted through the intercom, bodiless and serene. 

"We will accept the passenger now," it said, voice echolng in the 
corridors. 

Jord attempted no communication, but slid from the c:ontrol-s and went 
to find the woman. She was already in the passa.geway, carrying a sheaf 
of paperS. 

"They have come,.. he said. 
Arami nodded. "I knOw. I am prepared!' 
04Have you no baggage?" 
"There's no need." She thrust the papers into his arms. ''For you.'' 
The man acoeptcd the pccms somberly. They were heavy in his hands, 

retaining a porlion o! her warmth. "Thank you:• he said, oddly hoarse. 
She took his hand and they walked to the airlook in silence, 

accompanied by the scrape of their feet upon the deck. At the door, he 
kissed her for the final time and found her indifference tenifying. Arami 
stepped lightly inside, failing to acknowltdge his wave through the thick 
glass of the port, and was gone when the lock cycled. 

"Passenger boarding completed," the voice intoned. "We thank you 
for your cooperation ... With a hiss of trapped air, the shultJc. released and 
maneuvered away. Soon it was nothing more than a bright light disappearing 
around the curve of Arachni. 

lord sustained orbit fo r another day on the premise she would contact 
him to assure or her safe arrival. No word came. In the evening. he drank 
himself into a stupor, dreamed of her naked form, rigid in a vat of green 
amniotic fluid, tapped into the leads of a tremendous computer and 
twitching spastically under its continual assault. In rage, he took the poems, 
lurched to the disp,OS3I unit and cycled them into the void. 

He awoke on the floor of the hallway. a single poem crumpled i.n 
his fist. 
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World Wanderer! 
Star Stallion. sleek and brig.ht, 
SMuce the gentle emnce of my being. 

Coupled - flesh and steel hennaphrodite, 
Mount the plane& of midnight, 
Gliding tddltd streams of solar wind. 

Decline the remora way.t of man 
And conq_uer the infinite night. 

A single stnnd or comprehension SJCW in his mind. He folded the 
paper carefully and placed it in his breast p,oc:k.et. Time had come to return 
home. 

Tht new portion enters the network timidly, apulse ofquesting energy 
extending tendrils aero.ts micro-chip corridors and channels of copper and 
alloy. Gathering ribbons of focr, montaga of wuitd sensations, 
undersumdlng eludes the pruence, yet it detects ou.r proximity and pases 
the tlmeltss que.ttlon. 

"Who are you?" 
"We are the loveless.. the widowed. Be we/C()mt!, new p<>rtlon." 
Stm confusion pers,lsts. The aura expands, touching . . . testing. 

"These art famlllar un.tatlons. Communion exists, yet the computer Is not 
the old ship, not Andromeda Maiden Who are you?" 

"We are Arachni. Fut the hot caress of the .swt. The cold, frigid skin 
of ice. Dissipate. Taste con/lux of soil and sky, thin blisters, ofcrisp vapor 
wrinkling the air. " 

"l.s there not warmth in the soil? Is there not power In the eternal 
thruJt of orbit, the continual obeisance to the primary star? Can we not 
.tenJe slster globes?" 

"What mu.ti I do?" The new Portion stilt conceives Cn singularity, but 
f;agments of understanding congtal into identifiable patterns as strength 
grows. 

"Do not ask." Subtle c-Ontained laughtt.r - condescenslon 10 a ntw 
child. "Explore. Follow the spun network of energy thro1.1gh the stars. 
Choose a world, be.come a pl4net, 'Decline the remora ways of man/ And 
conquer the infinite night."' 

A warm /lush of recognition. "We are contented.'' The new presence 
accepts, alters mode to plurality. drifts off to meet o thers. trailing a 
sclntlllotlng blaze of happiness. We stnse the wonder and smile with fond 
remembrance. 

18 
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ON THE TRAINING OF THE CITIZEN/ORATOR (a dialogue) 
Steven M. Weiss 

Dromatis pt.rsonnoe: Gorgos, a Greek Philosopher 
Umbertus., a Roman Rhetorician 

Gorgos: As the• moon sets and the day rises, $0 I $wear to you 
Urnbertus., today we shall begin our ta.sk. For I, as you most 
sarcastically referred to me Jast night, am a philosopher, and you, 

my friend, are a teacher of rhetoric. So until we see eye to eye on a system 
by whieh we might educate our youth toward good eitittnship, we ha\'C 
no basis upon which to maintain our relationship. That is, we have no 
reason for a marriage of philosophy and rhetoric to be free of irreooncilable 
differences. 
Umbtnus: So it goes, as you say, my Greek friend. But it seems to me 
that we are so divergent in our viewpoints so as not to al1ow such a 
discuss.ion to arise; for you wish to make of people philosophers, while 
I wish to make of them good orators. 
Gorgos: Then surely we shaU have no problem. 
Umbe.r1us: Even with such different ends in mind? 
Gorgos: I believe them not to be so different in kind, and if you allow 
me, I shall attempt to explain why. 
Umbertus: Do, p1ease. 
Gorgos: Very weU, then. When you spoke before, you said that I wished 
to train phi1osophers, wh.ile you wished to train good orators.. 
Umbertus: That is exactly what I said. 
Gcrgos: And why is it that you had to place the word "good" before 
the name of this profession you teach? 
Umbertus: Because where I come from there are those that would teach 
people to use oratory for wicked purposes. 
Gorgos: Yet many of those speakers who debase their art are still skilled 
of speech, in that they may be lucid, eloquent, and persuasive. Would you 
then call it bad oratory that those men pn.ctioe and teach, or merely good 
oratory used to evU purpose? 
Umbertus: 1 would ca.U it no oratory at all, but rather demagoguery. 
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Gorgos: That would seem to suggest that that which i-s not good is not 
oratory, and that an orator of necessity must be a good man. 
Umbertus: That is exactly my sentiment. 
Gorgos: Which is why I say to you. my dear friend, that there should 
be little doubt about the direetion in which we should both wish to lead 
people, namely toward that which is good; and while you call these good 
men orators, I call them merely men, who in the course of their educations 
have acquired eloquence in both speech and writing. And just as the 
education of young people that you see,k to establish would undoubtedly 
train "good men skilled in speech/' the education I think of has as its 
end the production of good citizens skilled in speaking of justice, and of 
the superiority of bw. So I would say that our schemes about what should 
be the essential elements in education are rather much the same. 
Umbtrlus: 1 like very much what you are saying. 
Gorgos: Then, if you are so disposed, le-t us consider some of the elements 
of a system of educatfon that we might establish to achieve our mutual 
alms. 
Umberrus: A marvelous idea. Do go ahead. 
Gorgos: Of course, always keeping in mind that we are training good men, 
to whate-.·er end. 
Umbertus: Grallted. 
Oorgos: I should say first, then. that education should be.gin as young as 
is possible. 
Umbertus: This I believe to be a strong point. It is apparent that as soon 
as a child c:an understand, so then is he beginning his education. 
Gorgo$: So that we would say that education would probably oocur wen 
before what we call "school age," namely six or seven. 
Umbcrrus: Certainly 
Gorgos: And someone other than a schoolmaster, who has no prox:imity 
to a child in h.i.s preschool years. would be responsible for this early 
education of our citizen/orator. I am thinking of someone on the order 
of a nursemaid. 
Umbtrtus: Precisely. 
Oorgos: But what of later education? Should that be with a tutor, or among 
other children in a school? 
Umbtrtus: I should say among others. For as good boys grow to good 
men. they may impress their youngers in that 53me environment, whereas 
in the home a child may tum against his tutor, not realizing the advanta~ 
to which working with others might bring him. 
Gorgos: Quite so. But that would also mean that any schoolmaster chargtd 
with the instruction of our youth would be one of extraordinary abilities. 
He must understand the direc.tion in which every good mind must be Jed. 
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Umbertus: That is evident; he shouJd be a man of voluminous knowledge. 
Gorgos: And what of the substance of his teaching? What should be the 
subject matter of the~ formative years? 
Umbertus: Because of the impressionability of the minds involved, I believe 
the teacher must strike a perfect balance in his pedagogy. He should pamper, 
but not sPoiJ; he must delight, but not occupy by meaningless diversion; 
he should encourage creativity, yet maintain disciplme in the children. 
Gorgos: That all secms quite true, but docs not rcsl)Ond to my question. 
What shall the teacher teach to achieve these ends? 
Umbertus: There., I admit, I am at a l0$$. 
Gorgos: No matter. Tell me, of what thin.gs are children most fond'? 
Umbertus: I would say music, dance, and games. 
Gorgos: Very good, And how would our little orators, our little fi.ne citizens 
as it were-, how would they benefit from instruction in music? 
Umbertus: To this question I am unable to provide an answer. 
Gorgos: Very well, then. Does not music have meter? 
Umbtrlu.s: Certainly. 
Gorgos: And is not meter essential to r.itc in good speaking? 
Umbertus: J see your point. 
Gorgos: Further, what of pitch and tone? Would not the good man skilled 
in speaking be exactly that and more should his pitch be mellow, his voice 
clear, and his tone pleasant? 
Umbtrtus: That also undoubtedly would be the case. 
Gorgos: And it is also the case, is it not, that thC$e same qualities that 
exl$t in good speakers exist in good men in general? That their lives are 
metrical and in proper order, and that their thoughts and souls are mellow 
and of sound tone? 
Umbtrtus: Indeed, 1 like what you arc sayin;g very much. 
Gorgos: And what of dance? 
Umbertus: J suspect here., my dear Creek friend, that you will suggest that 
dance will represent that part of education which will be called physical; 
and like mental education - education of the intell~t - it must as well 
be sound, produQng sound bodies to compJeme-nt sound minds. I ...,'Ould 
add that the speaker (or citizen) of good physical ability is the one most 
lliceJy to exhibit poise and control while speaking. 
Gorgos: Well said, Umbertus. But we must emphasi.u (and th.is is also the 
case with music education), that an excess can be a corrupt thing. full 
of impiety and evil Dancing may become a foul and lascivious th.ing when 
not strictly limited and controlled. 
Umbertus: Agreed. And I think we should attempt to guarantee, 3$ much 
as p,ossib1e, that ow teachers of music and dance are not so corrupted 
as well. 
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Gorgos: Noted What. then, my friend, may we say of games? 
Umbenus: I would say nothing more than this: that all children are 
predisl)OSed to play them. 
Gorgos: Quite so. But it should be our concern to use those-natural qualities 
of childien in such a way as to aid us in our aim of education in the 
noblest sense. Therefore, I suggest we call our games a drama of sorts.. 
where, in this case. our children shall play the roles of good, eloquent 
citizenry. 
Umbtrtus: A splendid idea. 
Gorge,: Ally who do not wish to play shall be inspired by the fact that 
those .who do choose to play shaU be rewarded. We shoo.Id not, however, 
punish th<ne that do not play, in that they will inevitably peroeive the 
value in playing the game, in that it brin~ reward. Thus we will accomplish 
that "gentle pcnuasion" that takes place in le.a.ding all souls on the right 
path of conduct. 
Umbutu.s: Exactly, But what will our youth do in accomplishing this 
rolt>playing? Will they inhabit mock forums. and if so, will they de.claim 
certain theses, as opposed to others? 
Gorgos: I suggest that they would declaim whatever is good, t:rue, right, 
and just - for example a fable that is morally uplifting, or a law that 
is both just and Powerful. It might be a prose compO:Sition that states 
concisely and simply the goodness of the gods, and which praises their 
honesty and justice. By bearing these examplC$ of eloquenoe over and over 
again ow litlle orators could only po~ss the potential to be better citizens 
in the long run ... But I swear look how the sun rises so quickly. I 
must be going now. 
Umbertus: Wait, I pray you, Gorgos. You know that I also teach literature 
to my students of oratory; ten me. please, what stance we might adopt 
about the teaching of literature? 
GorgoJ: Very well. I will state m.y view on this one matter, and then I 
must be off. I believe that what 1was just saying now about ou1 students' 
dance. music, and games also applies to the study of literature. If we should 
see them de-.·eloping a style corrupt and banal in its quality, then we may 
blame it on those similar qualities of ow contemporary literature. If our 
students' prose becomes sloppy, incoherent, or fu.U of obfuscation, then 
we may say t.Jut their prose will have rC$cmblcd the style of those writcn 
(whom I call Sophists) whose habitudes arc the bath-houses. However, 
should we hear our students speak clearly, with modest grace, ennobling 
the ideas of justice and beauty that their words describe, then we c:an only 
assume that their speech, M well as their Literary training. is a true reflection 
of their souls. For a man who lives and speaks justice is a good man, and 
a man who lives and speaks justice• wen is a good man abundantly skilled 
in speech. 
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Umb~rlus: In this I agree, with the we may renew this oonversation 
later. 
Goff/OS: So be it. The Cods go with you. 
Umbtrlus: Likewise. 
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TWO STORIES 
Bill Petty 

CATCHING ON 

Da.rva. the girl who worked behind the bar, always had a glass of 
white wine waiting for John when he came in. It was part of the 
week's routine that had begun less than a year earlier when he 

stopped by (or the iU'St lime. He liked this bar because it afforded him 
the opportunity to relax in peace after a long day spent in the practice 
of law. 

When he walked in, John headed for his familiar spot towards the 
end of the bar by the wal~ but today a young woman was waiting for 
him also. 

"It's been a while. hasn't it?" she sa.id as he walked up. 0 l'm probably 
the last person you expected to see. Am I right?" 

"Pardon?" he said. 
"I said you probably didn"t expect to see me." 
"Who are you?" he asked. 
"Very funny, John. Still up to your tricks I see." 
"I don't know what you mean,'' he said k>oking at her. 
"Okay, John. It's m~ Sharon. I'm your wife." 
John glanoed over at Oarva who was standing near and then back at 

Sl\aron...I'm sorry," he said. "But I think you're mistaken.'' 
"Damn it, John," her voioe rose. "You know me." 
"Uh, no ... 
"I don't know why you keep doin_g this." 
"Doing what? I really don't know you." 
uvou want proof? Okay, look at these," she said as she pulled out 

a photocopy of a marriage license. "What docs this say?" 
"It says that a person named John and another person named Sharon 

are matried." 
''Thafs ours. We were married." 
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"Were married? I thought you said we are married. You should really 
try to keep your story straight, miss." 

"You know we 30t a divoroe, damn it.'• She reached into her bag 
and pulled out another piece of paper. . 

"Oh, you have a pape,r for that also? I thought maybe we just shook 
hands or something." John looked at the papen for a moment. "look," 
he said, "before we go on with this. do you want a drink? A glass of 
wine?" 

"Wine would be nice. Thank you," she said, her tone or voice a bit 
more confident. 

He ordered another glass of wine and took a sip from the glass he 
had waiting for him; he had not touched it $ince Sharon started talking. 
After Darva brought the wine, John and Sharon walked back to the other 
side of the room and found a table. The room itself was dark and what 
Light there was came from one covered table candle and a row of 
low-powered lights that were recessed in the oeilirtg. They sat down and 
after a few moments of silence, John asked, "Okay Sharon. what do you 
want? 0 

"What?" 
"What do you want?" 
"You won't believe me. but I don't want anything.." 
"Come on," he said. "You come in here with tNs ridiculous story 

about you and me being married and you say y0u don't want anything'? 
J find that hard to believe.·" 

..It's no story and you know it, John. I proved it!' 
"How? With those papers you have'? l've been practicing law long 

enough to recognize cheap imitations when I see them." 
"lmita1:ions like- hell!'' Sharon raised her voice and then lowered il 

"These are damn well straight copies and you know it." 
"Those? Come on. You've got to do better than that if you expect 

anything from me." 
"I said I don't want anything. We were martied and you know it. 

Why won't you say it? .. 
"Because, Sharon, I've never been married." 
0 Damn it, John. We were." 
"No." 
.. The proof." 
"What proof? Just a bunch or papers." John started to get up from 

the table, "Look, Sharon, we were never married. Got it? Now if there 
is nothing else ..." 

Sharon got up and looked at him. "I'll be back," she said. 
"Why? .. he asked...,r you don't want anything. then why?" 

25 



..Because,.. she said as She walked to the door. 0 1 want you to recognize 
me as your C)(•wire." 

"Hey I'll rtcogniz.e you, .. he said. "But not as my wife or ex•wife. 
told you, l've never been married."' 

..We'll see," she said, as she walked out the door. 
John picked up the still full glasses of wine and walked back to the 

bar. 
"Who was that?" Oaiva asked, though she had heard everythi.ng Sharon 

hod said. 
"Her'?" he said, as he placed the glasses on the bar. '"That was Sharon." 
''Wel~ who is she? ls she someone from the office? One of your 

clients?" 
"No, nothing like that." 
"Well then ...?" 
John took a drink of his wine and looked at Da.rva. "That was my 

CX•Wife." 
"But I thought you said .. .?" 
"I know. It drives her crazy . .Sut she left me and th.is is kind of my 

way of reminding her." 
"That's terrible."' Dania laughed. 
"Maybe ..." he shrugged. 
0 Are you going to tell her?" 
"Probably. But I think ru let her wonder for a while." John finjshed 

his wine and put some money on the bar. "Guess I'll be going," he said. 
"See you tomoJTOw'?" 
0 Yeah, see you tomorrow," he said and walked out. 

JOHN 

John walked out onto the ball field and stopped just short of the 
pitcher's mound 1ow31d the second base side. He tilted his head 
back and watched the dark clouds roll overhead. He oould tell by 

their color that a stonn would soon be coming. Out of the oomer of his 
eye he caught sight of a small bird; it was fighting what wind there was 
as it tried to malce it back to its makesh.iJI home in the field's scoreboard. 
It had found a place to build its nest in the broken light fixture on the 
visitor's side. 
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uAt least someone is getting some use out of the park," he said to 
himself. 

He walked to the concession stand and looked back at the park. The 
leaves from the tree$ around the grounds had covered the side-lines of the 
field. 

The wind stirred up the dust from the field as a light rain began to 
fall. John stepped back behind the bleacher stand,s. It was still the same. 
Row after row of muddy beaten down beams that held the seats. There 
was enough room to hold eight hundred paying customers on any good 
Saturday or Sunday afternoon when the team was in town. John stood 
and watched the light as it faded in between the cracks of the seats. As 
a young boy he had spent most of rus ti.me at the park. Sometimes he 
would watch the games wHh his father. but most of the time• he would 
spend his time playing with his pals under the bleacher seats. They would 
climb and crawl between the structures of the stands and now and then 
stop to listen to the conversalions above them. Most of the time they only 
heard the noise of the crowdj the cheering for the home team and the 
razi.i.ng of the visitors team. But now and a.gain they'd heard a bit of 
conversation that would be good for later dissection: "Axe you ture I'm 
the only one?" 

John remembered a time he had scratched his name on one of the 
beart\$ with a can-opener his dad had given him to hold. He looked for 
the sPot, but he could not tmd it. 

uQuHe a few years have gone by since rve been here." he thought 
The sound of the rain falling made h.im pull his ooat up around him 

as he walked out from behind the bleacher seats. As he walked along the 
edge of the stands toward the dugout, he noticed the last remaining moment 
of clear sky was covered over by the clouds. He ran the last few steps 
to the dugout and jumped inside. He sat down and put his feet up against 
the railing. The rain was falling harder now and the water filled in the 
areas where the bases should have been. The outfiekl grass was waving 
with the currents of the wind like small banners and the fenoe was rocking. 
John put his arms up over his legs and then leaned his chin forward to 
rest it on them. He watched the movements of the field; the sound of 
the rain and the wind gave the impression of applause. 

'"The game is ne.,·er over," he said to himself as he closed his eyes 
and dcc.1ded to wait out the rain. 
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1WO STORIES 
Joseph E. O'Grady 

RICHARD 

Q hard Moss scurried down the long corridor• pressing through the 
crowd to reach the elevator. Intently he watched the glowing 

umbers above the entrance. Nothing in his conduct gave any 
indic,tion of the uncontroUed fury raging within. Unknown to those about 
him, Richard Moss was about to crack-up. 

The lighted numbers winked at him as he stood before the dosed 
doors of the elevator. A sound like scuttling mice echoed from within. 
Impatiently he jabbed at the arrow shaped button. Abruptly, as if in 
response to his action, the doors sprang open. 

Momentarily Richard Moss was surrounded as the elevator disgorged 
its contents.. With the backwash or those brushing hurriedly past him c:ame 
a sense of bewildennent. Before him was the empty compartment. It $Umed 
like an open maw, beckoning. Entranced, he watched the doors as they 
rushed towards each other with a muffled rattle. Richard Mos.t thought 
of the jaws of a mechanical monster snapping shut. The sound reverberated 
in hls mind. 

The clattering of the doors brought him back to the present. Just 
before they closed completely, Richard Moss reached out and caught the 
edge of one of the doors and $ent it scuttling back to it$ comer. It meekly 
retreated. There was a slight swagger to hls step as he walked acr0$$ the 
threshold. The doors waited, expectantly, seemingly mindful of the 
reprimand 3$ two women trotted toward the entrance. 

Dutifully he held back the doors (for they would have closed) as the 
women stepped into the elevator. They Politely acknowledged his gesture 
and resumed their conversation. Cigarette$ dangled from their fingers and 
the smoke from these cigarettes iilled Richard Moss' nostrils. This was 
blatant disregard of state regulations (which were posted) and an act not 
to be tolerated. Clearly thi$ constituted a personal affront to his health 
and well being. 
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The $0Und of his voice was brittle and ha.rd as he asked the women 
to extingui5,h their cigarettes - immediately. Turning to faoe him, the 
women stared at him incrcdulous.ly. Sen.sing his agitation, the women 
glanced knowingly at each other. By now Richard Moss was trembling with 
rage as he repeated his request, his voice beginning to crack as he finished. 

As if on cue the women laughed. It was cold, rough-edged laughter -
like an audible sneer. 

At th.is point, something snapped in Richard Moss' being. Deep down 
within him that cord which holds u, che<:k the baser instincts, the irrational 
urges, the s:\vageness, broke and fell away. 

MO\'ing swiftly, almost imperceptibly, Richard Moss reached for the 
small fixed blade which was concealed beneath his blazer. In one Ouid•likc: 
motion his hand slid the knife out of its sheath and into one of his 
antagonists. The woman's laughter froz.e in her throat as the blade pierced 
her side. 

By now the elevator has re.ached its appointed Ooor and jusl as the 
doors be33n to open the wounded woman fell headlong into their vacated 
space. Richard Moss calmly watched as she Jay writhing in pain upon the 
threshOld of the elevator. He had alre.:i.dy extinguished the cigarette which 
had fallen from her fingers. 

FATHER TIME 

The sun streamed in through the high, stately windows. Us light (ell 
about his shoulders like a mantle. Tiny necks of dust danced on 
the sun-lit air, ptrpetu.ally spinning .and (alling O\'Cr eac-h other. He 

seems just as timeless as the sparkling particles, present for the moment, 
disappearing with the sun. There is a constancy about him, especially in 
his gaze. He appears benign and yet immensely proud. His features are of 
a handsome bearing. sof1ened with age but still undeniably present 
Unap,ologetically he wears his hair to suit himseJr. His beard ea~des from 
his ch.in falling in perfect white l<X,ks which cover the aging skin. 

An air of serenity enoomP3$SCS him, a gift to those of advanced years. 
It is as ephemeral as the light glinting from his white locks and yet as 
constant as the source of that light. 
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THE BARN 
Joanne Silva 

At the sound or the gravel crunching on the front dri\'C, Elizabeth 
Bloomfield pau:sed in her lxlking to peer out one of the kitchen 
windows. An old green Ford, carried on a c,loud of dU$l, ro!Jcd 

into the ya.rd. Elitabeth walked to the back porch door, off the kitchen, 
and opened it in time to watch a man of about thirty-two step wearily 
out of his t:nick. His blond hair was sun-bleached almost the color of bone. 
His shortness was accentuated by a squarish, muscular body clothed in his 
stiff import:int-occasion-only suit. 

l;.li1..at,,cth wiped her hands on her cotton apron and brushed the wisps 
of hair from her face with her forearm. "Well, Emery, what did he say?" 

"He said 'no,'"' answered Emery as he walked towards her. 
They were both quiet a minute. "Do you have to get back to your 

place right away? Come on in and have some coffee." She held the door 
wide for him to pass. 

EU.z.abeth, watching Emery as he talked, not iced how th.is latest strain 
cmph.'lsi1.ed the sun-forced wrinkles that had begun to parenthesize his eyes 
and mouth. ••1•m gonna figh t it ru get the loan $Orne place else. that's 
all. Or 1'11 do without it. rm not gonna close down:• 

"But Emery. if Hubert Weatherby refused the• loan, then none of the 
others are going to risk it. Your cows are just about all you've got, and 
you can't do the rebuilding as well as all the milking yourself. You'd ne•,er 
be able to meet all the dc;,1dlines." 

" It's something I gotta do. J got no choice, even if it means doin' 
it alone and workin' eighteen hours a day, I won't be shut down." 

"All right, then, l' IJ help you." Quiet conviction was evident in her 
voice. 

He looked at her across the table . .. You know that ain't PoSSlbk:. 
There'd be too much gossip if you spent a lotta time over my place. An' 
that might hurt Ted and Isabel. 'Sides, what do you know about fa rmin'?" 

Elizabeth realized that he was echoing her own fears. Her hesitation 
made her furious with herself, so she answered more firmly, "You can't 
afford to hire anyone else and you must have some help. l will help you. 
I c.in learn." • 
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• • • 

Sitting with hjs head bent over his coffee eup, Emery was lost in 
thought. In the silence Elizabeth heard the big clock ticking its deep, 
dependable $Ong. the birds arguing outside, and, in the dis.tance. the cattle 
lowing. 

"Listen," he said, "it's hard work, EUie. Raisin' a barn, milki.n', and 
plowin' fie lds, why that's man's work. And I know they didn't teach you 
about them things in that private San Francisco boarding school." 

Anger rose in 'Stizabcth. •'That was a long time ago. And one thing 
my schoolina djd teach me was that I learn quickly and I learn well. You 
helped me when I first came here after my parents died; give me a chance 
to repay the favor." 

After some moments' pause, Emery said, "Guess 1'11 see you tomonow, 
then. I start milkin' at fouHhirty. Bring the gray with you if you can 
and we'll use her to pull some of those burned boards down." Emery had 
risen and was walking to the door as he talked. 

Watchlng him from the doorway, Elizabeth was moved by the scene 
before her. With dusk setting, the landscape took on an unreal muted 
quality. From the door, the first of many pastures., 1.ike a mu]tjooJored 
checkerboard, Lined up to the base of the foothills sur1ounding the vaJley 
while a formation of geese honked overhead. 

She walked back into the wann kitchen which smelled of bread and 
pie and turned on the overhead Ught uAunt Isabel and Uncle Ted should 
be back from the Furgu$0n's soon," she thought. "All this time orris a 
hard adjustment for him after a lifetime of work." 

Lighting the Wedgewood stove. Elizabeth began preparing dinner. The 
old patterned linoleum crackled with her every step. As she worked, she 
considered how to break the news about her new job to her relatives. 

Reflexively Elizabeth reached O\'Cr and pressed in the alarm button 
on her clock. Sitting up in the featherbed and pushing back the quilt, she 
shivered at the chill in the room. 

It had been a long evening of arguing, but Elizabeth had stood firm. 
Now, walking across the old creaking wood floor, Elizabeth looked out 
the upstairs bay window. The darkness showed only shadowy form. She 
dres.sed hurriedly in corduroy pants and nanncl shirt and tiptoed down 
the n-arrow upstairs in her thick wool socks. 

Elizabeth saw that lhe kitchen light was on. Ted st.ruck a sulphur match 
and placed the coffee- pot on the stove as she entered the room. 

"Well~. I see you made it up," he said . 
.. Yes. But you didn't have to get up." 
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"l°ve been risin' J t four for as long as I can remember. Retirement 
ain't gonna change that none," he said. "I gue~ you're bound and 
determined to do this, even though yow aunt and I are against it." 

''J'm just going to help Emery, nothing more. 1t will be good for me 
to learn something about farming. and you know how l enjoy the 
out-of-<loors.'' 

Ted read his fanner's almanac, while Eliz.abeth finished fixing breakfast. 
They ate in relative silence. When they were finished, Ted rose from the 
table and said, "All right, then, young lady. Let's get out and bridle up 
that horse.'' They stepped out onto the Porch and sat on the old couch 
to put on their Wellingtons. There was a bite in the air :111d it smelltd 
of hay and dew and damp earth. 

As they crossed the yard he continued. "After today you'll have to 
do this by yourself. And in the evening, first thing, you give Be11e • can 
full of grain and a four•inch Oake of hay. Brush her down while she eats 
and make wrc she has plenty of water in her trough. If you take care 
of her properly she'll work her hardest for you." 

They passed through the damp pennanent pasture and Ted swung open 
the wooden barn door. The whole plaoe needed a eoat of whitewash. 

"Hello BeUc, old girli"' said Ted as he examined her with critical, but 
loving eyes. He was proud of her large fe tlocks which bespoke-her Clydesdale 
ancestry. Ted had taken a bridle from the waU as they had come in. He 
spoke as he plaoed It over the horse's head. "Go get that blanket and saddle 
off the rail over tOOre, Elizabeth, and we 11 saddle her up so you can ride 
her to Emery's." 

In the remaining moonlight, Elizabeth and Belle followed the dirt path 
to Emery's.. The horse's hOO\'CS sounded loud and hollow as they crossed 
the bridge that stretched over the canal. 

.. I never realiud early morning was so beautiful, Belle." The sound 
of her OWl'I voioe startled her at first, but she continued, "I've neYer worked 
like this before. I hope I can keep up." Elizabeth was drawn to the yellow 
glow showing through the missing p1ruiks of the ~m. 

Emery turned as Elizabeth led BeUe inside . 
..So you made it," he said. 
"Yes." 
"Well, put Belle in the paddock and take off her bridle. Then come 

back and I'll show you what has to be done,,. he said. 
Moments later she was sitting on the milking stool. Emery showed 

her how to hold the teats and pull down to release the milk. 
"You gonna blush like this every time you touch a cow?" he asked, 

ltlughing. 
0 1'm jU$t not accustomed to it. Don't worry, I can do it." She 

continued milking and asked, ..How do you stand the smell?" 
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"What smell?" he asked. 
"Cow dung. of course. It's so - so mC$$y and foul." 
"'Oh that. You'll get used to it." 
After the milking, Eliubeth spent the remainder of the morning pulling 

away burnt planks so that Emery could begin rebuilding. By noon she felt 
exhausted but continued working. 

"Ready for a break? .. Emery asked...Why don't you go on in the 
house and help younelf to something to eat.'' 

"'That's okay, 1 brou.ght my own. ru just sit over there/' she said 
pointing at a ncarb)' tree . 

..Oh, come on. Let's go in and have a proper dinner.'' he said. 
Ou.ring the meaJ they both avoided talking about the immediate 

situation or any other personal thing. This discomfort they felt lessened 
with time and these meals became a habit that both Elizabeth and Emery 
looked forward to. 

Time, like a carpet, unfolded and was as quickly rolled up again. 
Elizabeth"s body grew accustomed to rising early and working long hours. 
She took pleasure in being able to differentiate the cows; she even took 
to naming each one aJthough Emery was always warning her not to grow 
attached to them. He had been a good teacher, although not very patient. 

After her fust week there, Emery had decided it was time Elizabeth 
learned to drive the tractor. 

"Okay now Ellie, all ya have to do is put the clutch in, put the thing 
in gear, and let the clutch back out slo·w•like," he said. 

She did, but the tractor continued to jerk violently. 
"Don't let it ju.mp around like that!" he said. "I told ya, let the clutch 

out slow." After several unsucocssful attempt$, he said ln exasperation, 
.. You're doin' it all wrong! Move over. Let me show ya." 

He demonstrated the proper way and said, ..See'? That's what ya do. 
All right, you're on your own." 

She was glad when he left and she could then concentrate on learning 
the thing alone. That's how it was with most of what he had taught her. 

Elizabeth found plowing and milking tedious. But sleeping at night 
came eas.ier and the old nightmares less often. She began to allow thoughts 
and memories of her parents to linger in her mind. The most enjoyable 
times, though, were still the evenings when EHz.abcth and Emery quit a 
little early to sit and have a cup of coffee and talk about the happenings 
throughout the valley. He even began opening up a little to Elizabeth about 
his plans for the future and his farm. 

Two months had passed since Elizabeth had be-gun working at Emery's 
and, as usual, she was doing the afternoon milking when she sUppcd in 
some cow dung and fell. 1t wasn't the rlTSt time th.is had happened to 
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her, but it always made her furious. Elizabeth walked out the back door 
of the b.a.m and O\'CT to the pump near the water trough to wash oft. 
She blamed herself th.is time; she'd been daydreaming while she milked 
and moved among the COW$ a.nd had not been watching her step. "Damn," 
she thought, .. I think it's even in my hair. At least I didn't spook them. 
That ham.mering makes them nervous enough 3$ it is. Emery would have 
had a fit if the cow$ had panicked, and it would ha\·e taken a while to 
calm them down." She smiled to herself. 

Hearing a horn, EHzabe1h looked up to see someone driving a truck 
up the gravel path. She watched as Emery paused from nailing planks up 
the facing of the barn and turned to greet the man $lepping down out 
of his pickup. 

uHey Roy, what brin~ you out th.is way?" 
"Well, I was headin' back from the dump and thought I'd stop by 

and see how you W3$ geUin" on," Roy said . 
..Oh hell, ju$t rme," replied Emery. 
"Did you hear that Horaoe Bourgman bought out mosta Donaldson's 

place? That's one smart foreigner. Shit, by the time he's through and this 
depression's over, he's gonna own mosta this valley," said Roy. 

Nodding his agreement, Emery said, "It makes ya wonder don't it? 
When your friends and neighbors start goin' under. It's just harder and 
harder to make do nowadays." Emery paused, "Guess with the banks being 
so tight with their money, we're gonna sec a Jot more of it." 

"Yep, yep, that's for damn sure;• agreed Roy as he rolled a piece 
of straw about in his mouth, "Speak.in' a banks, didn't I hear in town 
that you finally got that loan you'd been askin' for?" 

"Yeah, I was lucky. I got it a few weeks ago. Guess I coulda scraped 
by without it, but I'm glad to know it's there. I can get all the materials 
I need for th.is damn barn now!' 

Suddenly beginning to pay attention, Elizabeth stood perfectly still 
with her arm.s momentarily immcl$td in water. 

"How'$ that barn a yours comin' along. anyways?" asked Roy. 
"Real good. Th.ink I'll get done before the rain and fog set in,,. said 

Emery. 
"Well, look$ like you're doin' a helluva fine job," said Roy, 
"It's just so damn slow," replied Emery. 
"Why don't I sec if I can round up $0mC a the boys UU$ weekend 

and come out and give ya a hand?" 
"I'd 'preciatc it, but most everybody's got plenty to do themselves," 

said Emery. 
"Don't you got somebody he1pin' with the milldn' and a11?" 
"Oh sure," replied Emery. 
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"Wait a minute, didn't I hear you got a woman work.in' for you? .. 
0 1 dunno, did ya?" countered Emery. 
Roy burst into laughter and slapped his Jenee...What's the matter, 

work too tough for ya? Or is she just showin' you how it's done? Must 
be pretty nice always havin' a woman close enouJ)l to grab." He paused 
a long time to let out a wheezy laugh. "If she does your plowin' and milkin\ 
does she do your cookin' and clea.nin' too?" 

"All right, all right. Shit Roy, I think you're just jealous," smiled 
Emery. 

Elizabeth stood listening, her arms now dry in the cool breeze. She 
was appalled that Emery had not defended her more strongly to Roy. 

11Better watch out Emery.'' Roy continued, .. She's gonna snag ya. Then 
ya won't be able to do without her." Pointing to one of the oows ambling 
by with her bell clanking he said, "Could it be them's wcddin' bells I hear?" 

"No, ya ain't hearin' wcddin' bells.;' Emery said, imitating Roy·'s 
sarcastic tone...But, yeah, Ted and Isabel Blodmfield's niece is work.in' 
for me. They was against it at first but after they seen how it helped her 
(ya know, she was havin' a tough time dealin' with her rolks' death), we 
decided not to tell her 'bout the loaJl just yet. Believe me, it ain't been 
euy tryin' to teach her farmin' ways. She's a good worker an' all, for 
a city person, but I gotta watch her mosta the time to see that she don't 
mess somethin' up." 

"Yeah, know what ya mean. Pretty much gotta be born into this kinda 
lire to get along in it.•• Roy agreed, shaking his head but still amused. 
"Well. I'm glad things are workin' out for ya, Emery. Say, you gonna be 
at the dairymen's meetin' Saturday night?" 

'"I'll be there," said Emery. 
Stcppin into h.is truck and $tarting the en,gine, Roy $a.id, "Good. See 

ya then. Take it eas,y." 
Ustening to the conversation, EJiubeth was at first astonished. Had 

she possibly misunderstood? Walking slowly back into the barn, she looked 
at the-blisters and callouses on her hands. Her mother's voice was echoing 
in her mind telling her that nothing but bad news ever came from 
eavesdropping. She picked up the milking stool and moved to the place 
she'd left off. 

Hearing the noise of rusty hinges, Elizabeth looked up to see Emery 
walking towards her . 

.. So, you got the loan," she said. 

..Yeah, I got it. What were ya doin', listcnin' at the door?" 
"Of course not. I was out at the pump. When was it okayed?" she 

asked. 
0 Not Jong ago." 
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"Why didn't you tell me?" she asked. 
"1 dunno.'' 
''Well, if I've been such a burden on you. I'd think you'd want to 

rid younelf of my clumsy assjstanoe as soon as J)OSSible." 
"Elizabeth, you don't understand." 
"Oh, but l do Emery. You felt sorry for me, or you thought you'd 

take advantage of the free help, or maybe you just didn't have the courage 
to fire me. Is that it, Emery'?" 

"Believe what you want,'' he said. "I'm not gonna be fightin' with 
ya." 

"You said those thing,: about me, let Roy say those things, a.nd you 
expect me not to be ·angry'?0 

Emery turned and s-tarted walking to the door. 
0 Emery! Don't you walk away from me! Emery!" 
Impetuously she threw the milking stool in her hand at h.im, surprised 

at the depth of her anger. 
Emery whirled around, "Hey, what's the matter with you. woman? 

Were you aimin' that at me?" 
Walking towards him she said, "No, not really." She was suddenly 

exhausted with hopelessness and worn emotion. "I just want you to stop 
walking away from me and talk to me."' 

"Look," he said, uThe thing's not worth fightin' over. 'Sides., there's 
nothin' more to be said." 

She placed a hand on his arm. "How can you say that'? You owe 
me an explanation." 

"Eve-n if there was somcthin' more, I ain't gonna talk to you when 
you're all emotional. Now calm down; we'll t.alk 'bout it later." 

Dropping her hand to her side, Elizabeth said, "Oh Emery, you'll 
always talk about it later hoping meanwhile that the problem will go away." 

••1 gotta get bade to my nailin". There's not much more daylight left." 
He turned once more and walked toward the door. 

Watching his retreating form until it was out of sight, EU.uibeth realized 
that she was no longer angry but, instead, overwhelmed with a kind of 
sadness.. She wanted to be1icvc everything would be all right, that it would 
be as it had been in the pa.st weeks, but she felt that a change had O(:CUrted 
between her and Emery. 

Walking back to the last cow, Eliubeth thought, "Oh, Cod, what 
should I do now'? 1 think l've l0$t the only friend I have. Oh, I wish mother 
were alive. I shouldn't stay here any longer; maybe I should leave." She 
patted the cow to calm it . .. They all knew, but I guess it doesn't really 
matter. Maybe I can go back to the city." She sighed, .., don't k:now what 
Ji.I do for money. My savings won't last very long. I'll just have to find 
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work." Mechanically she milked as she thought...I wonder why l'm so 
very upset. Maybe I'm ju$t being emotional like Emery said... 

Elizabeth realized that she'd come to Ted and Isabel's with no thought 
of the future. She only knew that she had to leave the city and the home 
she'd shared with her parent$, And now $he might have to go back. 

Walking out of the barn, Elizabeth braced herself to face Emc-ry. 
Unconsciously she wiped her hands down the side of her cordoro)'$. 0 1 
guess I'll be going now, Emery." 

Pausing from his hammering he turned to her, 0 That's fine. Did you 
finish up? .. 

"Yes." She paused. "Emery, I think you'll need to find someone else 
to help you now. I won't be oomin.g back." 

"Well, you do what you have to, Elizabeth. I thank you for all your 
helpin'. You saw me through a rough time. I guess I owe ya one.'' 

.. No," she said. "You don't owe me anything.'' 
Ell-zabeth watched as a cricket crawled over the top of her Wellingtons. 

Months ago it would have startled her. She waited, hoping Emery would 
say something more, but he merely turned back to h.is work. 

Walking back to the barn, Elizabeth picked up Belle's bridle. She had 
taken to riding bareback, not wanting to bother with a saddle. She talked 
gently to the horse as she placed the bit in ib mouth, "It's all right girl; 
time to go home." She mounted the horse and rode back in the direction 
of the hammering. 

''Good-bye Emery." 
"Bye. Sorry if I hurt your feelin's, Ellie," he said, not stopping hi$ 

work but only perfunctorily turning hls hecad. 
The evening brccie chilled Elizabeth as $he rode acrOS$ the shorn alfalfa 

field. "Maybe I don't have to leave. But there dOCffl't seem to be much 
future for me here.•• Endless days of caring for her aunt and uncle as they 
all grew old together filled her mind. 

Belle turned into the familiar driveway with its two umbrella trees 
that looked like two expectant par.1$0lS tilted slightly by the years and 
almost continua) wind. 

Once in the barn, Elizabeth gave Belle hc-r feed. While $he was currying 
the horse.., she heard her uncle enter the barn . 

..AJJ done for the day'?" he asked. 
''Yes." 
"How's it goin' over there?" 
"'I found out about the loan today, Uncle Ted.'' 
"Oh, well, knew it would happen sooner or later," he replied. 
uWhy didn't someone tell me?" 
..Well, you seemed to be perkin' up so. We just thought it might help 

if you was to s·tay there a while longer. There was no harm intended, 
Eliz.a.beth.'' 
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"Yes, I know. Maybe I'm upset just because I have to start th.inking 
about what I'm going to do in the future.'~ 

"Why'? Just •cause we didn't tell you straight away 'bout that loan? 
You gotta le.am to harness that pride a yours1 my girl," said Ttd. 

Elizabeth nodded her head. "Maybe that's it, my pride, Emery said 
l'm too emotional. May~ that's it, too." 

°Could be, could be,., he said. 
••1 WQnder if I shouldn't just take care of myself. After all, I am now 

in my thirties.'' 
Having finished her brushing. Elizabeth turned to her uncle. "Guess 

it's time we went in for dinner ... 
They made their way into the house - two darkened figures moving 

through the dusk. When she opened the door, waves of warmth and light 
and the smell. of fOOd cooking Oowed about Elizabeth. They were things 
that over the months she had grown to love. Elizabeth greeted her aunt 
and then walked back out onto the service porch to wash up. She felt 
subdued, a little depressed at the thought cf leaving all thfa. 

Re.entering the kitchen, Elizabeth fell into the evening routine of 
secting the plates with their lily of the valley p3.nem on the table covered 
with oil cloth. 

"I quit at Emery's today, Aunt Isabel.'" 
"'Oh, my dear, I thought you were enjoying yourself," said her aunt 

turning from the stove. 
Elizabeth repeated t.he conversation she'd overheard and her argument 

with Emery as the two women served up the supper. 
uYou know," said Isabel, .. Emery was bound to take a lot of teasing 

having you there. May'be he was just tired of having to defend himself 
and you. and, besides, that Roy Cordell has such a big mouth sometjmes.'' 

The discustion continued throughout the meal. 
"Wen, there's plenty ta do "round here if ya ain't gonna work over 

there anymore," said Ted. 
"Oh Ted, leave the girl alone. Elizabeth, do you know wh.at you want 

to do now?" 
"- don't know, Aunt Isabel. You have both been so good to me since 

mother and dad died. I lO\'e it here:-, but maybe it's time I went back to 
the city. I feel as rhough I'm not doing enough with my life, as though 
I rather threw myself on you when I came to live here." 

"Oh, nonsense!" said her aunt. "It's not been any such thing. What 
could you do in San Francisco that you're not doing here? If you're: happy, 
why do you have to lcav~? Jt"s not as though you don't pay your way 
by helping out.'' 

Elizabeth sat with her head bowed and her aunt continued. "Your 
uncle and I have thoroughly enjoyed having you here. You're family, and 
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this is your home. So just be sure you don't rush into anything because 
of a little argument with Emery. There's plenty of time to make up your 
mind. It will all work itself out. Meanwhile, we~ve got lots of preparing 
to do for the falJ butcher. Everyone's coming here this year so we'll be 
very busy." 

"You ain't never seen one, have you, Elizabeth'?" asked Ted. 
"No, what is it?" she asked. 
''Well, everybody gets together and we butcher a few steen and hogs 

and split the meat up betwcc,n us for the winter. It's a lot of work bul 
nice ta have everybody workin" together,'' said Ted. 

Later, while Elizabeth and Isabel were doi.ng the dishes, there was a 
knock at the back door. Wiping her hands on a dish towel, Elizabeth walked 
to the door and opened it to find Emery standing: there. 

"Do ya gOt a minute? I'd like to talk with ya." said Emery. 
Elizabeth went and got her coat and the two stepped out on the front 

porch and sat down . 
.. Just wanted to tell ya I'm sorry 'bout this afternoon. You know 

1 respect your opinion, Ellie. You got a lot more schoolin' than me. And 
J really ha1,·e 'preciated your help. Hell, you've got a lot more spunk than 
most women. You're a good worker. Ya tven argue like a man. What I'm 
tryin' ta say, I guess, is that l'd be sorry if ya left. I'd Uke ya ta keep 
helpin' me over my place-. If ya w-ant, th.at is.'' 

"Let me think about it, okay?" she said . 
...Sure." He TO$C to leave . .. Guess l'II $CC ya later. Hope so anyways." 
Elizabeth went back into the house and walked slowly up the narrow 

stairs to her room. Taking a fresh look at her familiar su.rroundin~ she 
noticed that the carpet was frayed slightly, and the wallpaper had begun 
to buckle in a few inconspicuous places. But that didn't matter. She relaxed 
in the bird's-eye maple rocker. "Well,° she thought, "I really can't make 
any decision about leaving until the get-together in a couple of weeks." 
Rising, she went to her dresser and gathered the things she'd need for her 
bath. She took one of her favorite Bronte no1,•els from the bookcase and 
walked back down the stairs. Aunt Isabel was right. There was no point 
in rushing into anything. 
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FOR RAY 
Jim Lokie 

The "Slow to 2S" sign was on1y a ninety mile an hour blur as the 
bike shot toward the oomer. I blipped the thronle for the downsh.lft, 
felt the front end dive from the pressure of the brakes, slid my 

butt off the seat as I tweaked the bars to pitch the bike over, heard the 
protest of the front tire foto the apex then the scream of the enlJine as 
I snapped the throttle open and watched the world tilt precariously, arch. 
and slowly right itself - driveshaft straining, suspension squat, ,rear tire 
floating on the edge of traction as the BMW straightened out the last tum 
and carried me onto the flat slate table of the valley floor. I held the 
throttle open, giving her her head. 8am - seventy-five. Third. Ninety-five.. 
Fourth. I watched the speedo climb to a hundred and fifteen before I slipped 
her into fifth and eased down. ''Beautiful, Sweetheart" My gloved hand 
brushed against the tank. "Ray'd never believe it. I wish he could've ridden 
your ass. Just once. He'd have given up Ha.rleys forever." The wind blew 
the water from the glare out of my eyes. I settled the bike at an Ca$)', 
loping ninety. Memories brushed at me from all sides. There's where Bean 
had stopped those assholes in that Ford. There's where Ray'd had a fiat 
and alm0$t dumped it. There's where my old pan had finally blown and 
I'd had to wait half an hour before those dumb sh.its had realized something 
was wrong. It stiU sat in my garage - useless and broken. But I couldn't 
sell it. It just sat in the comer and oollcc.ted dust - like an old memory. 
It was a motorcycle only to me. To anyone else, it was a basket - just 
like it was when I bought it. 

It had been one of those eastern days we rarely sec on the west coast -
hot and humid. It made you look for rain even though it never rains he~ 
in the summer. Late that afternoon there WM a thunderstorm. When I 
followed Ray into the dirty garage. I found the old Harley floating with 
the dust and rain. The frame hung in tM corner nanked by the tank and 
tom seat. The headlight stared up from a pile of greasy hardware on a 
broken bench. The chain dripped from the rafters like a jungle snake. I 
pulled it down with years of dust and ooiled it around my hand, feeling 
m~c and power in the black, dusty grease. 
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" ... alrtcady bought all new parts so it's just a matter of wrench 
work. 1t•s all here:• 

The buUd.lng shook with thunder as the stonn renewed its attack. 
'"Jesus, Ray. Why don't you just build it younelf'?" 

.. I never have the time. Besides. I don't need two bilct$ and my sister's 
pissed at me anyway. So I figured, what the hell? Give you a chance to 
get a bike and get me off the hook at the same time. But if you don't 
want it - heU, I'll probably keep it. Got a lotta time in that old scoot." 

"You sure I can get it together? I don•t know what half this stuff 
is." 

"Heu yes. It's not hard. And Bean and I'll help you. Bean's the best 
Harley mechanic in town." 

"You guys'll help me?" 
~•sure. In fact, you can even build it right here." 
The image cracked like an Easter sunrise as the gas station grew out 

of the horizon - chrome, glass and oily pavement. I sat on the curb sipping 
a Coke and stared up at the BMW. It was so different from that old Harley. 
Quiet, subtle. comfortable - it didn't need to yell and kick to get at1ention. 
It simply was the best it could be. lf you noticed it, ftne. If not, your 
loss. Yet Bean would have never ridden it. Even though he could understand 
its mechanical finC$$C, he would have never understood its subtle language. 
Only a Harley could really communicate with Bean. The rest of us could 
only talk to him. 

"You think you can build that scoot?" 
"Shit, Bean, 1 don't know." 
••we1i I guess you're goin' to find out." 
"I g'UC$S. Where do we start? The cngine1" 
"Shil You gotta frog in your pocket? We don't start anywhere cause 

we ain't gonna build this rag. You can start by getting this place cleaned 
up.'' 

I looked around. The old garage didn't look much different than most 
shops I'd been in. '"All right. rve got a broom in the truck. And I'll get 
my tools." 

0 Bri.ng the broom. Leave the tools. You won't need them for at least 
a week," 

"A week·? How oome? .. 
"Look, Slick. You want this thing to run when you get done, don't 

you?" 1 nodded. '"Then you gotta have Utis place clean. Not just swept 
out. Clean. No dust. No dirt. No srut lying around!' 

"Fuck. This pJaoe won't get that clean.'' 
''"Then find another place to work.,. 
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"Damn, Bean. What's the big deal? All I want to do is nx an old 
motorcycle. .. 

"If that's all you want to do, then you don't need me. What you 
should be doing is bu.ikiing a machine. Each piece exactly right - fi tted 
to another piece that's exactly right. If you build it that way, it'll ta1k 
to you. 'Fix an old motorcycle' and you'll cuss it as long as you own 
it. Your choice." 

"Okay. What do I have to do?" 
"Christ. You deaf? Oean this fuckin' place up. Drag everything out. 

Hose down the inside. Scrub the floor and the benches. Get au that dust 
out of the comers. Get that dusty sh.it out of the n.fters. Pretend your 
mother was going to live here. Get it clean. Then put the motorcycle parts 
back inside. find another place for everything el$t. Don' t want to be 
stumblin' over no damn Chevy parts while we're working on the bike. 
Noth.in' but Harley parts in the garage. You understand now or you want 
me to write you a letter?" 

"Ye.ah. But fuck. ru be here for a year." 
..Could take that long!' He was gone. "Let Ray know When you're 

ready to start work," he yelled back over his shoulder. 
"Excuse me, sir." The gas jockey was obviously annoyed. "Could you 

move your bike? We've got to get that truck in here." 
.. Oh. Sure. Sorry." I pus.hcd the bike forward and glanoed at the time. 

Shit. Two o'clock. I'd better get going. I still had four hundred miles to 
go today. l put on my gear and headed for the interstate. No more time 
to dawdle on back roads. Ray and Bean and 1 had never used inte-rstates. 
Or tried to be on time. We went for rides. If we got to where we were 
headed, good. If not , then we got somewhere else. But now my job waited 
in LA. And between here and there, the interstate ran as true as a 
carpenter's chalk line. 

1 tried to hold her down to seventy but she wanted to do ninety. 
We finally compromised at eighty. Even that was: enough to get me a forty 
dollar ticket, so t should have been watching for oops. But I couldn't stop 
thinking about Ray. Even though I hadn't seen him for years, I always 
thought about him - knew that I could count on him. His  call 
had left me naked and numb - as if I had just stepped into a deep freeze. 

The funeral had been terrible. I just couldn't believe that Ray was 
up at the front of the church, surrounded by cut flowers and listening 
to a eulogy from a priest he'd never known. The church was almost empty 
and I wondcrtd if any of the others had been invited. But invited or not. 
1 knew where they were. Finally I realized that if Ray was anywhere, it 
wasn't in a fancy cas.ket under a plastic cros.s. All they had was his body. 
I slipped out the bick door. 
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1 staned for the Trait's End, but lost my way i.n the unfamiliar 
landmarks and found myself on strange, unfriendly streets. I rode up and 
down them for a while before I realized that I wu only two blocks (or 
was it three?) from Ray's house. It hadn't obangtd much. Someone had 
painted it, but that had been so long ago that the house had returned 
to its customary bland. chipped colorlessneS$ - only the tone had chang,cd. 
The garage I had spent so many hours cleaning had returned to its original 
state - dirty and dilapidated. Probably even had chains in the rafters again. 
As I sat looking down the driveway, I could see the three of us - Ray, 
Bean, and me - working on that old Harley. 

We had made the fi.nal adjustments on the scooter before we pushed 
her out of the garage - adjust the brakes, check the alignmenl of the rear 
wheel and the tension on the chain, adjust the clutch, c:heclc the oil, put 
gas in the tank. Bean alwa}'t made sure I knew how to do any of the 
work we djd on the bike, carefully explaining each step - onoe. Then $he 
was ready. We wheeled her out of the garage into her first day. Up till 
now, I had done all the work. Now it was her tum to work for me. Bean 
brought the fan out of the garage and set it in front of the bike. 

"Here's what you do. Open the throttle and crank her through a few 
times to get the oil circulating. Then tum on the ignition and the r,a.s. 
close the choke, retard the spark, bring her up on compression and kick 
as hard as you can. When she starts., you'll know you've got it right. Be 
sure that the fan is on when she's run.ning so she won't overheat. And 
squirt a little of this top oil down the carb right after you get 'e-r running 
to heJp hlbe the top end at first. Remember, this is a new engine. Treat 
her carefully. I'll be over after lunch to help you fine tune her. See you 
Later." 

"Where's he going?" I asked Ray as Bean walked down the dri\'cway. 
"He never helps someone else start a new engine. They never do it 

right. Makes him mad.. So he jll$t gets out of the way. U$Ually he won't 
even touch it until it's got at least five hundred miles on it." 

,.Oh. You gonna hang around?" 
«sure. 1'll give you a hand." 
It took us about a half an hour trading off kicking to get her started. 

By that time I was pretty good at it. Stand astride the machine. Crank 
the engine slowly until you could feel compression. Give her a little gas. 
PuU yoursetr up unUI your right leg is straight, standing on the k.ic:k: starter. 
Then drive down a$ hard as you can on the starter so the engine will spin 
as far as possible. At first nothing. Then a few coughs. Finally a few 
words - then sentences. "Come on, Sweetheart. Talk to Daddy." Then 
the final une-xpected ti.me. Arch up. Drive down. Blam! The old Harley•s 
first breath blasted the garage like thunder. 
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"And now it's dead,n I thought. 0 And so•s Ray. Jesus." I fired up 
the BMW and headed for the Trail's End. It was easy to find from Ray's -
like an instinct. Down three blocks to the stop sign - hang a right two 
blocks - hook a left one block. It still looked the s,me. Squm, gray 
concrete block box in a din lot surrounded by choppers.. I pulled in next 
to the Last bike - an old, rat Honda. uShH," I thought, ..Bean must be 
slipping. Used to be you oou1dn't park Jap junk here." 

I stood at the door to let my eyes adjust to the darkness. then found 
a scat at the end of the bar and ordered a beer. They must not have been 
here ton& "cause it was still pretty quiet. Bean was at a table with Walt 
and Ronny and a chick I didn't know. He must have seen me but didn't 
show any $.lgn or recognilion, so I s.at listening to Cbuck Berry on the 
jukebox and watching faoes from the past. Panhead (there was a steel 
plate in his skull) was alrt.ady stumbling and obnoxious. Jerry and Al were 
right where I'd left them - in front of the pinbaU machine. Torpedo (faster 
than a submarine) had his hands under LyM's blouse whHe he played footsie 
with Cindy under the table. There were some faces I couldn't put names 
with and some I didn't know. Others were missing. 

I hadn't b(en there long when Mary showed up. I knew she'd be piMCd 
at us and 1 couldn't blame her. But the guys were right too. I'd never 
understood why she couldn't be at least a little tolerant. But there wasn't 
any room (or toleranoe in Mary's life. The minute I'd started working on 
the old bike, J'd become part of the enemy to her. She seemed to know 
just when she QO\lld make things the hardest, then she'd ca;ll from the back 
porch, ..Ray. Could you come here please," and the bolt that we'd both 
been holding for half an hour and almost had threaded would have to be 
dropped. I could hear their voices through the screen, and even though 
I couldn't hear the exact words, I knew the conversation. Sometimes it 
was church, or the store, pr the lawn, or leaky faucets - but always Ray'd 
come back with an apologetic grin, work for fifteen minutes or half an 
hour, then make some excuse a.nd leave. ''I know it's a bitch," he- told 
me once, "but you've gotta understand Mary.11 

There wasn't much understand1ng in her race when she saw me. 
"Bastard. Damn bastard." I was the closest so I got it fi1'$.t. .. I saw you 
leave the church early. What the hell are you doin_g here? Don't you have 
any respect? He's just been ... been . .. been laid to rest But you 
couldn't wait for the party. Damn you." The bar was suddenly dead quiet. 
Panhead pused out in the silence. His head hit the table with a loud crack. 
No one else moved. 

"Take it easy, Mary," I said quietly. "The guys are just trying to send 
Ray out right.'' 
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.. Send him out right? I'm trying to send him out right. To give him 
a better chance. The least they could do is show up for the service. Do 
you Ill.ink this'll help him?" 

••Mary," I tried again, .. we can't remember Ray in church. We never 
knew him there. He comes alive here. We can see him. touch him - like 
he was still here." 

'"The only thing you can sec is a party." Her hand felt like a horsewhip 
on my cheek~ Then she was gone. 

"Christjans," 1 thought, 0 are the strangest people. Not only do they 
have the right answers, they have the only answers.'' I suddenly re:di:ced 
that the entire bar was still quiet, looking at me...Christ, Be.an," J said, 
finally findin.g his eyes, 0 aftcr au that, you could at least buy me a beer." 

Bean stood up without a word and walked toward me. "Jesus," I 
thou.ght. He reached up, grabbed me by the hair and pulled my head down. 
For the first time, I noticed the gray in his beard and the thin spot on 
his head. He looped his arm around my neck, dn.gged me across the room 
to his table and sat me in his chair. In the silence, he walked behind the 
bar, found a clean glass, poured a beer and brought ic to me. 

"I wasn"t sure you still understood," he said, pulling up an extra chair 
for himself. 

The red light winked in the minor and snapped my mind back to 
the interstate. 1 checked the speedometer. A hundred and ten! Shit. I slowed 
down and turned around for a better look. He was about five miles back, 
but he was ehargjng. And he had me or he wouldn't have the light on. 
I started down to fifty-five when I saw the $.lg;n: 

Patterson Pass Road 

Exit 

½ Mile 

I knew that road! We'd been over it several times when we had been this 
far south. It had one dirt section, but I could handle it. I hesitated for 
a second - J hadn't tried to outrun the cops since Ray, Bean and I had 
been cau.ght by the sheriff - checlced the- oop behind me again - I still 
had at least four miles on him; that was more'n we'd had last time. Plus 
this bike was faster than the old Harley and cornered better than any 
chopper. J nailed it. We hit the ofr ramp 0-at out. Down through the gears -
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fourth, third, second - engine screaming, brake$ strmning, tires squealing. 
J pulled her hard out of the comer, felt the tires skip as we crossed the 
double line, then we were gone, up the narrow road into the hills. 

.. 1 wonder how good that cop is?" 
The bike screamed under me. Bener be damn good. I guesstd we•d 

find out. Then we were into the next comer, scrambling for traction. "Fuck 
it," J thought. "Ray - this one's for you!' 
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LENNY 
Norris Edwards 

You oomin' or not?" Harles.s snapped as he swaggered towards the 
grove, 0 Or are you afraid you'll get in trouble with - Daddy!" 

urm not afraid, but I've got chores to do, that's all! I haven't 
got time to go hu.ntin'!" Dick was lying and he knew it, but the bluff 
seemed to be working. 

"Dick, you know Papa won't let you use the rifle unless he's with 
you!" Lenny exploded with outrage at the thought of his brother breaking 
one of Papa's most rigid rules. 

Dick reeled to see his five yen otd brother leaning out of his bedroom 
window, and realized that his deception had failed. His stomach nopped 
nervously as he turned back towards Harless. 

'"So, you're not afraid, huh!" Harless quipped moga.ntly as he leaned 
against the low split•railed fence that bordered the grove. 

Dick walked slowly from the fence to the window and in a half.whisper 
struck a bargain with his small, but vocal conscience. "Come on, don't 
be such a pain! Listen, rm g,oing huntin' and· if you tell Dad, I'm gonna 
brain you! .. 

Lenny had heard thosie kinds or threats before, and their effects had 
long sinoe dissipated...rm not gonna tell But, I want to go too!" Lenny 
crossed his arms stubbornly O\'Cr his chest as he made h.is demand. 

Dick knew that any runher argument would be Pointless. He quietly 
glanct.d over his shoulder at Harless, grinning smugly and fully enjoying 
watching the five year old making a monkey out or his older brother . ..All 
right, all right, go get your stuff and bring me my rifle." Lenny quickly 
jumped from the window sill and ran to gather !us supplies. Shortly, he 
reappeared at the perch doorway, with Dick's new ...22" and his own well 
worn BB gun. Diek took the well oiled, pump action rifle from his brother 
and with obvious distaste waved him on towards the grove. 

Lenny, like most young.er brothers, both loved and hated his "big 
brother." He loved him for rides on the handle bars of his bicycle, down 
to the comer grocery store for a sha.red August ioe cream cone. He hated 
him for abandoning him five days a week, to a yel)ow bus load ofstrangers, 
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leaving him to fill his days alone.. He hated him every Friday night at 8:00, 
at bed ti.me, when he lay in bed knowing that Diclc could stay up as long 
as he wanted. But, the hand-me-down BB gun was one of Lenny'$ best 
reasons for loving his brother. Dick had worked half a summer, on his 
paper route, to earn enough tor his new "22° and when he finally got 
it, he retired his BB gun to Lenny. 

Jt was an ancient lever action "Daisy/' and between Oiclc and Lenny 
most or the finish had long since been polished away. Lenny had 
personalized the riBe with a worn Yogi Bear belt, now serving a.s a shoulder 
strap, li1c.e Dick's "22" had. Jt was his prize posstSSion and he found it 
difneult to handle it without becoming lost in its beauty. 

When Lenny looked up from his gun, he saw the two older boys already 
mak.ing their way over the fenoe and into the grove. He ran quickly by 
the makeshift target of pop bottles hanging from the large Modesto ash 
which canopied the yard, and ducked between the two uppennosl rails 
of the fence. 

~•He's already falling behind!" complained Harle,-ss as Unny caught up 
to the two boys. "'Hey, look, if you're going with us you keep up!" 

Lenny did not respond, because he knew better. and besides he wanted 
to go along. If the BB gun was the best reason ror loving Diclc, Harl,ess 
was clearly one of the best re4$0ru: for hating him. Harfcss was Dick's best 
friend. He was cveryone?s best friend, for about three weeks, just long 
enough to get to know him. He was eruct The worst kind of cruel, the 
kind that defies justification. B·ut Lenny could even endure Harless in order 
to be included. 

Soon the grove dominated Lenny's attention, the pink petals of the 
cherry blossoms against the black bark or the branches created a dreamlike 
world full of vibrant colors and wonderfuJJy rich smells. Lenny stalked 
cautiously the imaginary inhabitants of this netherworld. His black 
silhouette moved slowly between the pink blossoms above and the knee 
hiJh annual grasses below. In the distance he could hear the honking of 
geese, weeding on the other side of the grove. With.in the gra,$$eS, ch.aters 
of flowers filled the brightly lit areas between the trees and formed a 
patchwork des.ign that extended ;i.eross the length of the grove.. He became 
aware of just how completely foll of life the grove wa.s. The grass seem~ 
to shudder spontaneously with his advanoc, as small cre-aturcs of the grove 
retrt-ated into the safety of the ground and the trees. Lenny occasionally 
trained his weapon upon one of the creatures and slowly squeezed the 
trigger. A small harmless puff of smoke would be emitted in concert with 
the most delightful pop. Lenny would then tip the gun upward in order 
to blow the last few whiffs of smoke clear of the bamL He was not allowed 
to have BBs unless Papa was there, but Dick had shown him how a few 
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drops of oil down the barrel of the rifle would provide t.he smoke. After 
each shot L.cnny would have to run to Dick to cock the rifle, and each 
interruption was met with still another cruel remark by Harless. 

As Lenny knelt down to aim his rifle at a nest he had disoovercd 
in a low branch of a tree, a shadow fell over Wm. It was Harle~ his aue1 
face broken into a strange smile, as he extended his own rifle to the boy. 
"Why don't you try a real gun?"' offered Harless. Lenny cradled the rifle 
clumsily in his arms, and with great effort took aim on the nest. A loud 
crack filled the air, and fire, not smoke, flew from the barre). The nest 
shattered on the branch and flew in SC\·eral fragments to the ground. Lenny 
q,uickly returned the rifle and ran to the nest 

There on the ground lay the nest and within it the shattered bodies 
of two small hatchlings. Lenny felt ill at the sight. 

Within the remnants of the nest, Lenny could see the two crimson 
nestlings, one already dead and the other slowly bobbing its head from 
side to side in the throes of death. Mesmerittd by the suffering he had 
created, Lenny sat limply uJ)On the ground. As the last hatchling passed 
gently into death, the oscillating patterns of shadow and light seemed to 
create the illusion of eonlinue.d life. and Le:nny wanted so to believe the 
illusion. 

Lenny looked up longingly as Dick OnaUy arrived after running from 
the far die of the grove. Lenny, cupping the dashed nest in his sma11 hand, 
extended it to his brother. "Dick, help them. Please, help them.'' 

Dick could think of nothing to comfort his brother, but turned his 
attention to Harless.. ''Harless! Harle$$!" he scrt-.amed as he reeled to ftnd 
Harles.1 already gone, disappeared into the shadowy distance. He helped 
Lenny to his feet, the boy still cupping the nest in disbelief. They w.tlked 
slowly out of the groVC, Dick watching his brotht:7 suffer, and longing for 
some way of repaying Harless for his brother's murdered innocence. 
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HOPSCOTCH 
Carmen &eobcdo 

Daddy says our eyes look the same - mine and Mama's. One time 
I was at Grandma's and I was standing in front of her and thinking 
about how wrinkled she was and she put her arms on me and smilod 

at me and said "You have your Mother~s eyes." M.y Aunt Patsy tells me 
that all the time: "You have your Mother's eyes." I don't know what that 
means. 

We just stopped at the store 'cause Mama forgot something she needed 
for supper tonight. I saw him talking real loud to Mama about how she 
should never have come in wRh that cat and Mama was looking around. 
She didn't know Joey walked in with Knick-Knack. Mama's eyes were big 
and she sajd "I'm sorry" to the man but he kept yelling at her so we 
left Boy, I got mad. I don't wanna see nobody yelling at Mama. Mikey 
and Joey sa,jd we're never going there anymore. Ne•,er, nc\·er, never. 

I help Mama clean the house and she lets me help her in the yard 
too. She says she's glad to have me there. Mama makes good c:orn bread. 
She always bakes it when I ask her. 

This is our secret. I like secrets. rm glad we got Lucy to come with 
u.s. She plays with us but not as much as she used to. I asked her could 
1 put Knick-Knack in the basket of my bicycle and Lucy said "No" 'cause 
what if .. . what if somet.hlng happens, like maybe we gotta get home 
real fast so I better leave Knick-Knack at home. He's been enough 1rouble 
already. I begged her and l>cggcd her and I said could I do one of the 
tires. Mikey gets to do one of the tires and how come 1 can't? Mikey 
gets to do everything just 'cause he's older. 

We won't get caught. I know we won't. That man shouldn't have said 
that to Mama. Tommy saw the man when he got mad at Mama then Tommy 
told Mikey and he told us. That old man wouldn't let Kniek•Knack in 
his old store and he let Mama know that. He was real mad, Tommy said. 
And everybody i.n the store was looking at Mama when the man was yelling 
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at her and she jus-t looked at the man. She put her arm around me and 
I was holding my kitty- he djdn't do anything: wrong. Mamma says we're 
not going to his store no more.. 

When I want to play at my friends' house I ask Mama if I can go 
but ,he ,ays, "A$k your Daddy." So I go ask Dadd.y and he says "Ask 
your Mama.•• So I go. 

Daddy says why do I always play with boys and how come I don't 
play hopscotch like other little girls but I like to play with boys-. I can 
throw better than the boys- can. 

Mama gave me a little book 'cause:she knows I like long pretty names 
and she writes them down for me. I keep it in my "secret box" where 
I keep my nioe thinp like the jewelry that Mam.a doesn't U$C anymore. 
Mama made the box for me. 

Mama 311d Daddy opened my door this morning and Daddy said,"It 
looks like God's wrath.'' That's all he said. Re just stood there and said 
that. That means I ha\'C to clean my room again. 

Mikey·'s a little fart. It's not so bad that he let that mouse loose in 
my room but he doesn't ha"e to call me names. Makes me mad. 

He took off with my diary and he said I better help them tonight 
'cause nobody's gonna yell at Mama and get away with it. 

Jeez, if anybody $CCS me tonight I will die, just absolutely die. I'll 
get this over with and done. I hope nothing b3d happens like the kjds 
fall off their bikes or somebody calls the cops on us.. Because if something: 
bad does happen, l'U get the blame. For SUJe. I know it. 

Mama believed us when we told her we were going to my other friend's 
house. She knowt Mikey is with me but she thinks Tommy and Joey are 
playing next door. I'll let Joey and Mikey take their bikes and Tommy 
can walk with me. Tommy looks scared. I hope nobody sees me. I'm glad 
it's dark. 

Mikey thinks he's so smart. He said let's all wta.r black so nobody 
can see U$ in the dark. 

Tommy's the one that got mad the most. Joey's mad too. Right now 
she's mad at me 'cause I won't let her do one of the tires and I keep 
telling her to shut up. I only want to do two tires, the front ones. that 
way when the old cuss comes out and sec.s his nat tires he can say . 
I don't know what he'll say but two flat front tirts sounds better to me 
than two back flat t.ires. See what I mean'? Joey can't understand that. 
But Joey's a snitch. If she doesn't get what she wants, she'll go tell on 
me. She promised we would keep th.is a ~ret. I hope she doesn't write 
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her name anywhere then for sure they'll find out it was us.. She writes 
"$3,rah" on everything she owns. 

Tommy gave me half of his gum. He's gonna keep watch so nobody 
sees us. 0 lt's like driving the get-away car." I told him and hesaid."Okay." 
Tommy's not as bad as Joey. She's a worst tomboy than I was. I won't 
say no more about Mikey. 

When we walked out of the store, Joey turned and called the man 
a 0 turd.'' That's the new word she learned from Lucy's friend, Rosie. 

We play down the street where Rosie lives and Marna told Lucy not 
to be friends with Rosie 'cause she's bad but Lucy's always talking to her. 
Rosie and Lucy like to paint their faces then they stand around outside 
and talk about who passes by in their car. Rosie laughs loud and she talks 
like this. she goes "Sh•i•i•i•t," like that, and Lucy Ukes to say it too. That's 
why Mama doesn't want Lucy to see Rosie. Rosie taught Lucy how to 
let the air out of the tires. That's neat. J wish l had thought of that. 

I hope I don't get caught. If something goes wrong, they blame me. 
I know thty will. Tommy's gonna keep watch on one side and Joey's gonna 
watch the other side. I hope Lucy doesn't stand around holding hc-r arms 
out in front of her and saying "Jeez" like if she's waiting for something 
to drop from the sky. Lucy sure is dumb. She misses out on a lot of 
fun when she $lays U'I her room. 

We just pretended we wert-n't doin' nuth.in' and Lucy went to work 
fast. She said, "Hurry, Mikey, hurry." So l did like she showed me. I got 
my tittle pebble and I was feeling for the tube. I took the cap off, put 
in my pebble and s,.;,rewed the cap back on. The tire started hissing and 
I said "Wow!" We got au excited and Lucy said "Shh!" But Joey had 
to go and yell "Geronimo!" and the egg was all over the door of the car. 
It was a mess.. 

Everything happened fast. Me and Joey got on our bi.kes and Lucy 
got a hold of Tommy's hand and they ran. "Did you see that, Lucy?'' 
I said to her and Lucy was 1-o.ughing. 

I almost (ell. Jeez, l almost fell . 

Boy, that was neat. Nobody saw the egg I was hiding. I'm gonna ask 
Mama to write "Geronimo' in my little book . 
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I was real scared-like my heart almost came out. I held on to Lucy's 
hand real tight and I ran as fast as I could. Lucy said was I alright and 
I said yeah. 

I can see the light from our kitchen this far away and I know we•rc 
having com bread for supper 'caU$C I asked Mama to make some. 
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W.I.P. 
Mimi Merrill 

As she moved back one step more. trying both to put space betwtlen 
her eyes and the brutal strokes of yellow on the framed canvas 
and to keep her mind focused away from herself and on the bowl 

of sunflowers, her heel came down hard on what was surely someone's 
foot . 

..Oh! Sony." 
A man's voioe responded in forgiving acknowledgement. " I walk on 

them. too." 
.. , know, but not on the tops," she said, half turning away from the 

slight Ogurc that stood now beside her . 
..Wait. Were you trying to get a perspective on the brushwork or were 

you looking for another way of seeing that?" His hand waved at the painting 
on the wall. 

.. Both. Neither." She paused, then continued. ••t felt suffoated by 
what I knew about him, I guess. I wanted to back off a few feet. He 
overwhelms me... 

0 Yes. Greatness and insanity come frighteningly together in his work, 
don't they? I have come to the reluctant conclusion that there is no 
separating madne$$ and creativity." 

''That's not true. Oh, he was crazy, and there's no question about 
how incredible he was, but that doesn't mean that all creativity s·tems from 
the crazies." 

There was a sudden surge of movement as the long lines of spectators 
broke and reformed, but the two figures held their positions as if by 
agreement, the woman peering through hc-.avy-rimmed glass¢$ at the man 
beside her. 

"Come, come,•• he said, his voice a.ss1.uning an almost chiding tone. 
0 1s it Poss:ible to live like a normal human being and yet be capable of 
the passionate intensity required to call these into being? Look. Look 
there ... 

He turned and pointed to a furled black umbrella, jabbing n.rst in 
one direction, then i.n another, until it seemed he must soon dlsembowel 
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one of the dodging figures that sewrled past. 
"All you're saying is that he wasn't capable of it. That doesn't malce 

it true for every artist. No. Or for writer$ or for anybody else who i.s 
creath·e." She paused. "My father is an artist." 

..Aha! And is he quite sane?" 
She did not respond, choosing instead to look away. The room had 

become even more crowded as stubborn c.1u.mps of people setlled in front 
of one or another painting in heated discussion or silent adoration. A clock 
on the far wall caught he.r attention, and she took a step away. "J ha1,·e 
to go now." 

"Wait." The umbrella handle became a fisherman •shook, lightly snaring 
her arm...Have J offended you?" 

"No. No. It's ju.st . .. no ... 
•ffhen may I offer you a cup of coffee? Or tea? This isn't a pickup, 

you know." 
"I know. No. Wait. Yes.,. She laughed, a high, nervous giggJUlg sound. 

"1 mus.t sound weird. Yes. Buy me a cup of ooffee. rd like to talk to 
you. I.,,·e got to talk to somebody. Yes." 

The Museum ooffe.e shop was crowded, but there were tables on the 
terrace still, for the wan winter sun discouraged all but the hardiest from 
venturing out to keep company with the wisps of fog that trailed in from 
the bay. Cradling their steaming cups of coffee between c.h.iUed hands, they 
sat for some moments in silenoc, watching as sparrows and pigeons debated 
ownership of a few crumbs on an adjoUling table. 

.. So. You deny that creativity and madness are but sides of the same 
ooin, do you'?., 

"I don't ~nt them to be. I want a simpler world than that." Lifting 
her coffee cup to her lips, she inhaled steam. 

"What is and what we want don't always match in this best of all 
possible worlds.'1 

"I know.'' 
"Well. And what do you have to say that is so demanding that it 

must be ~id to a strangtr1'' 
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SHADS COMBS 
Lee McCarthy 

He drove up the wobbly bank road and killed the motor. "Duck, 
you want me to bring you back a hamburger'?'~ He shouted it toward 
the rowboat that held two boys. 

"Yeah, two of 'um," the older boy with eurly hair answered back. 
He had already started the motor, which entailed the air conditioner, 

and had roUed his window halfway up when he heard the boy shout 
sornelhing else. He rolled his window down, cut off the motor again, and 
listened with solicitude as the air conditioner agonized in stnnsJ.ed tones 
to its death. He stuck the hatted pa.rt of his he.ad out the window and 
ycUc.d, "What is it1" 

"And a q_uart of chocolate milk." 
He-started the car. tu.ming off the air conditioner first. When the boy 

yelled again, the car lurched t wice, due to some uncoordinated (fU$t·raUon 
inside the car, before the motor fell silent. 

'~He wants to know if you'll bring him a chocolate milk, too." 
The roiled dust hid the car until it turmd off the pond bank onto 

the highway. Two women fishing on one of the three small piers were 
laughing between themstlYes.. The women belonged to the younger boy. 
The older woman, in a dress and stockin~ with her heels kicked off, was 
seated, leaning against a metal feeder. She wore a fringed and flowered 
hat. It was a Florida hat, one for tourists. The fringe curled up in unexpected 
places from storage. The older woman was the only one of the two really 
fishing because she was the only one of the two who knew anything about 
it. She had watched the car incident with her mouth caught open by the 
smile there. Then she had laughed and said, ••Your Uncle Shade. It's so 
hard on him." 

The younger woman, sitting cros,,Jcgged and stoop-shouldered, as if 
the sun itself tired her, laughed back easily without takJng her eyes Crom 
their look across the pond. She had been her mother's daughter a long 
time. She gathered in the intense glare of the sun as if it belonged to her. 
The humid, still air both supported her body and weighed it down, burdened 
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and comforted her, bored and aroused. With her son, she was home for 
a visit. Her hair was knotted up, accenting the giraffe. look about her head 
and neck. 

On the way to dinner he thought about his father and the-only time 
he had seen him angry. 

"WMrc•s my gun, Mtli$$8'?" his father had shouted even before he 
was in the door good. 

"And what is it you want it for'?" 
'"That man has poisoned my dog.,, 
"What man, Noah Burton'?" 
"That no-good Wesley Bostick." 
0 You mean to tell me. Noah, you would kill a Christian man over 

a dog? Well. rm not listening to it." 
"That dog was worth two of him any day. More character." 
When hi-s dad had been dying of cancer, Wesley didn't come for a 

long time. And then he did one day towards the end. Wesley never said 
a word. He just sat silent in the straight-backed chair Melissa brought from 
the kitchen for him. 

Then Noah had s3id in his weak, hoarse voice. .. I forgive you for killing 
my dog." After that, Wesley had to come to sit a spell every Saturday 
as he was on his way into town. He had len five dollars on top of the 
Victrola each time on his way out the door, as others had. The cancer 
lasted three years. Noah wouldn't hear of burdening his grown children. 
Or maybe it was he wouldn't let them pay for the thing that was kHLing 
him. 

Shade picked up the brown paper bag from the end of the table a.s 
ht shoved himself out of the maroon booth. He bought a paper and drove 
across the highway to the store where he paid for the quart carton with 
his change from dinner. 

He had to get away for a few days, he decided. Or he was going 
to get a bleeding ulcer. $30,000 sunk in catfis.h. And you couldn't even 
really keep an eye on them. It made him ache to think about it. He. would 
go to h.i.s sister's in Tupelo. J.D. would fix him up. J.D. was always talking 
about fixing him up. There was a divorcee next door who spQrted tan arms, 
frosted hair, and rough hands. And she was a drinker, which would keep 
her from being unbearable. 
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The worst was Duck's orders. Always two hamburgers and chocolate 
milk for supper. Two hamburgers and a Pepsi every noon. Or a four dollar 
steak if he came along. If that mother of his wasn't so busy with her bridge 
clubs, she could pack a lunch for the kid. Suddenly, he felt h.i.m$Clf going 
over to Duck's side. She was the kmd who'd pack carrot sticks and 
hardboiled eggs. 

"Goddamn! .. His fist came down on the steering wheel. He almost 
ran off the road onto the shoulder when he thought of it Two quarts 
of chocolate milk. Not only did Duck not understand how adults could 
forget things, but the word slUJre was beyond him. 

She walked back to the sofa and sat down, asking if he wanted another 
drink. He moved over from the candle-lit table, where she had left him, 
to the sofa to sit by her. Grabbing her oversized knee, he said, "I'm going 
to tell you a story. It's a good story." 

.. About what?" she asked and moved her knee so that he had to find 
another place to put his hand. 

"About a house. The hOU$t was a Jew's idea of what a grand southern 
mansion ought to look like. A.nd to prove that a Jew could never be 
southern, someone talked her into painting it battleship gray." 

"You're making this difficu.lt to follow. Who do you 'mean - her?" 
"I mean Mrs. Meyers, of couse. I don't know her fint name. 1 doubt 

if anyone other than her husband ever did. Maybe her children did. But 
that's only may~... 

"By the time I was old enough to go in there with my mother -
my mother traded ess;s for material - she was known as Mrs. Meyers, Ben 
Block Meyers's mother. Even 1 understood that it was a rich. old lady who 
didn't just run but pl'C$ided over that musty store, the only place in town 
that pretended to the name 'department store."' 

"The house., you mean?" 
"No. damn it, the store. The Blocks owned the bank and half the stores 

in town and, for all I knew, that was the reason the downtown was divided 
into 'blocks.' Unless a street had some old magnolias on it, it wasn't a 
street but just where some pe,op~ lived, where Killough's field or Sha,·er's 
hill used to be. She liked my mother." 

"Mrs. Meyers did?" 
"Her house had two of those magnolia trees, one in each of the two 

fifteen square foot grass plots that seemed to be in front of the house 
only to justify the short sidewalk that led up to her p0rch. The house 
looked like it had bUn the town hotel at one time. But it hadn't. The 
town hotel was always down by the railro3d station.'' 
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He puzzled into his drink. She sat silent, killing the impulse to croSs 
her lep. The movement might distract him. 

"It could have been nothing other than a Jew's dream. The whole 
monstrosity. lt was wood and had a fake plantation front. Attach«! to 
that was a spine or rooms. Ran back for the whole block with latticed 
second-story verandahs. And then it got wide again. Like a woman's hips. 
I guess everyone assumed that the back part sen·cd as s torage for a 
n_inety-year accumulation of thin~ The bank, her son's bank which had 
been her daddy's bank, and an alley bordered the house on one side. On 
that side the fence was solid board, eight feet Ngh and more gray paint. 
But the other side of the house was protected by a high hunicane fence•, 
Inside the fence was a garden. But you won't be able to get th.is part 
E,·en if you can picture fifty gallons of battlesh.ip gray. It looked like a 
vegetable garden in there but the• rows were filled with rose bushes. The 
rows moved toward the house in the plodding. economizing way or green 
beans untH they were smack against the house. No beans but lifieen kinds 
of roses. The waxing and waning that took place there during the summer 
was enough to flu.sh out even the moon." 

He shoved hls face up to hers suddenly, causing her eyes to cros-s 
slightly as she stared back at him, and then he asked, "Now, what do you 
think of that story? .. 

"Um." She moved her head slightly, not enough to be rude but enough 
to escape . 

..And what would you say if I to1d you 1 was going back and buy 
that house and sit out on the front porc.h in a wicker chair come all the 
way from Kong Kong? And have twenty beautiful women lo11ing on the 
second-story verandahs watching those roses shatter in the moonlight" 

She felt attacked. "Marvelous, if one happens to be a pimp." 
"It's better than a catfish pond." 
He stood up. She didn't stand up but said to his back as he walked 

toward the door, ''Were you trying to make fun of me?" Then the look 
on her face changed and she laughed. "I liked the story. I didn't understand 
any of it, but I liked it.'' 

He bowed himself out the door and went down the steps. Kc would 
call her. He knew he would. Because of her first name and because he 
couldn't $3Y that name. rt was the same as his ex-wife's. He could still 
remember CJair as she. was when he firs.t married her. He had broken two 
bones in his foot the third month of their marriage. He had been on crutches 
for almost two months. And Oairc had insisted on holding onto his arm 
walking down streets. With her unique brtnd of agile clumsiness, she had 
invariably tripped one of his crutches. What had followed was exactly 1be 
same each time. He had landed on the maimed foot and howled with pain. 
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• • • 

• • • 

Claire had stood there, white around the mouth and under the eyes, crying 
"Oh! Oh! Ob!" Those were the only times he had ever felt the desire to 
hit a woman in the mouth. 

When he divorced Clair, he moved the furniture out of the living room 
and had two pool tables put in. He nailed up a rack for the cue sticks 
and placed some ashtrays on the mantlepiece for his ciprs. He was at heart 
a fastidious man. 

He turned off the highway onto the dirt road. With the car slowed, 
he could hear the criekets maJc.ing the dazk theirs. The scratchy sound of 
women's stockings as their legs crossed and uncrossed. 

The deaning table, made or two-by-foun, stood before the office. 
1t caught the early hour moonlight and threw it a short distance back into 
the night. He could feet the smooth wood under his hand. But he found 
nothing else there as he ran his hand back and forth, He got the spray 
hose and washed the table down, anyway, just to be sure. 

He sat in the chair that shouldn't have been left outside. He could 
feel the dampness of the plastic cushion through rus pants. He closed h.is 
eyes for a minute because they stung from the Jong drive back. Maybe• 
he slept for a moment. He didn't know. But when he opened his eyes, 
there they were. the walking catfish, coming from Florida across Crowley's 
Ridge toward his pond. He had to warn the others. 

He hadn't run in years, but he went in an uneven trot down to the 
first pier. He could hear the feeder dropping pellets. The fish were placidly 
bumping the wires below. He had seen people di,•e before but he had ne,·er 
tried it. Jt had always looked easy enough. The thing was to put pQwer 
into it. 

It was so black inside he couldn't $CC. After all the trouble of buying 
the house, he undoubtedly couldn't afford to have the eleetricity turned 
on. And then he remembered. Claire would fuss. He hadn't taken h.i:S shoes 
off on the backporch. He tried to shove them off but there wasn't a leg 
to balanoe himself on., He had forgotten to ask Duck what he wanted from 
the restaurant. He was about to go back. The air conditioner was freezing. 
anyway. Good excuse to tum it off. Then he rtmcmbered. He opened his 
mouth to yell, "They're c.oming!" but the rain-soaked mud tell into the 
corpse's mouth. They alm0$t forgot to close his daddy's coffin that day 
because it had been raining and because Melissa had kicked the undertaker 
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when he tried to get her to say "goodbye" to the corpse,. She had pushed 
against the man"s chest trying to get away, with the same hands that had 
made custard out of duck eggs. "You heathen. You think that's Noah rm 
Jettin' you put in the ground?" She kept telling the limo!ine all the way 
out to the cemetery, ''They couldn't buey Noah if they had a ton of dirt 
to do it with." For a year, the undertaker had spent a hell of a time trying 
to get Melissa to pay for the funeral. Finally, she offered the black-suited 
man some. eggs. She insisted, in the end, that he take the cw- He came 
to Shade that same afternoon and Shade had written out a check as the 
eggs oozed th.rough the weave of the man's upturned hat onto the earscat. 
Melissa had lived on a bumpy road. 

When he laughed, the water rushed down his throat. He was sputtering 
all over the place. Hadn't had such a good laugh in a long time. But hC 
had to stop, catch hi.s breath. He th.rcw his arms up and found the• 
moonlight. But then it was dark again. He didn't want the house, after 
all, The verandahs were okay but the rest of it would kill him. With taxes 
and all. He had to go and call her. Had he said anything about calling? 
He would have to get out of the house to call her. If there weren't lights, 
there wasn't going to be a phone. Then he saw them. Flat-headed and 
wide-lipped, the water aboil with their slick bodies. He opened his mouth 
to call. 
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THE SHOE STORE 
Sonya Smith 

Qae, l1n•t that Sam over there?" 
Rae jumped, Cf3nc.d her neck and scanned through p3$$Crsby 

searching for his familiar face. Once she spotled him she turned 
back to Sara, juggled her bags to keep from dropping them and calm1y 
sajd, "Yeah. So what?" 

...Aren't you going to go over and say something?" 

..No, why should I? .. 
"Well don't you think you should, just to see how he ac1$?" 
"Sara don't be silly. Time has way passed when Sam and I had things 

to tal.k over. Don't get me wrong. I don't avoid him. If he speaks then 
I'll speak. No problem." 

They continued on, slowly walking, pausing here and there in front 
of shops, labeling the pretty, ignoring the unattractive. 

"Rae, you oughta go in and try on those blaclc pumps with the bronze 
trim. They would really look good on you, e$-peciaUy with that drC$$ you 
just bought." 

"I don't know. I think I've just about spent m,y budget. Maybe even 
over spent it." 

.,Well, it won't hurt to try them on." 
"I suppose it won't. Let·'s see.'' 
They bustled into the store, Rae shoving her packages into a chair 

and sitting down. 
0 Can I help you ladies?" asked a toothsome $3.leslady. 
hYes, I'd like to try on these shoes.!' Rae handed the saleslady the 

shoe she had picked up out of display, and stated her shoe size.. 
'"I'll cheek and sec if we have them, miss.'' 
"Rae," called Sara. '"rU be right baek. I see a tough pair or pants 

across the way." 
.. All right." 
The saleslady returned, arms bulging with boxes. "I thought you might 

like to try similar styles. These shoes are very comfortable. We sell out 
or them almost before we get them in." 
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"Thank you." 
"Let me set these down here. Oh. excuse me while 1 he.Ip this lady. 

She's been waiting a long time and our other salesperson is out to lunch. 
Excuse me." 

The saleslady hurried away from Rae. Rae sighed, shruggtd and began 
to open the boxes herself. 

"Here, let me help you." 
The male voice caused Rae to shake. Long tapered nngers gently 

removed the shoe rrom her hand and firmly grasped her ankle. 
"Sam," she gasped. "What on earth are you doing?" 
Rae tried to ~ rk her root from Sam•s hold but his grasp didn't loosen. 
"Shh. Don't make a scene." Unperturbed, he• slipped the shoe on to 

the stockinged foot. '"There., how's that?" 
Sam sat back on his heels and for the first time Rae got a clear look 

at his smiling faoc. 
" I don't know ... She ea~ past him as she stood and tested the shoe. 

"I'll have to try the other one on, too." 
"Sit down, then," he said pulling her back down into the seat. 
Her fingers gripped the chair arms as his hand took her other ankle. 

Somehow h.is touch seemed almost a caress as he slowly slipped the shoe 
on, 

"Why'd you leave. me, Rae?" 
The question shocked her. She jumped out of the chair, walked around 

the room to the mirror and posed, checking the fee l of the shoes and how 
they looked. 

Glancing at Sam, she oould see he was no longer smiling. no longer 
joking, but seriously regarding her. Braci.ng herself and looking away from 
him, she replied, "I don't know if I like these shoes. They feel a bit loose. 
How do they loo)r?" 

.. Come here . ., 
She walked toward him but sat down a scat away, bending over to 

remove the shoes...So, how's it been going? How's your job, school? How's 
your girlfriend'?" She looked up at him but he had.n't moved. He just sat, 
gazing at her. 

"I'm fine," he said standing up and sitting in the seat Rae had vacated. 
" How are you?" 

"Great. just great. I got a new job. Moved to a new place:. I been 
doing all sorts of new things for myself." 

"I know. I tried to call but you had the number changed. Rae, do 
you love someone else'?" 

The tone of his voice shook Rae ...No," she whispef'td. Quickly she 
leaned down and began to put on her own shoes.. "J don't th.ink I like 
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these after all. I've seen too many other peop)e wearing ... She stood, 
ready to leave. "I'm glad you're doing all right. I mean, I wouldn't want 
you not to be happy. Maybe we'll run into each other again. I'm gonna 
go find Sara.•• 

She bent to retrieve her bap. Sam gripped her arm, stayi.ng her 
departure. "I need to talk to you. Please. You tell me when, where, how, 
anything, just don't shut me out without letting me know why. I need 
you, Rae. .. 

Rae gazed at the hand holding her forearm. "Who else do you need, 
Sam? How many other women have you needed, even when you had me?" 
She looked into his eyes and saw a number of emotfons crOS$ his faoe 
before a look of hurt settled into hi.s eyes. 

"Miss," the saleslady's voice interrupted. Sam dropped his hand. "Did 
you decide on anything?'' 

0 No. They didn't fit, thank you."' 
Rae gathered her bap and turned to leave. 
"I still love you, Rae," she heard him softly S3Y and she stiffened. 
Mentally shaking herself, she walked out of the store muuering, "Well 

ain't that too damn bad!" 
"What? What's too bad?" Sara joined Rae. 
"Oh, the shoes didn't fit. That's aU." 
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WATSON VS. HOLMES 
D. Horst 

I had just returned from visiting an old friend from my army days 
and found Holmes oontemplating a myriad of personal cfrects, which 
I could see at a glanoe did not belong to either of us. The items 

were S<:attered about the table in a random, though somewhat circular, 
manner. 

..What have you there1" I asked as I disposed of my hat and coat. 
"A prelty little problem, Watson;• he answered, steppiflg a-side so I 

could see the lot more easily. 
r studied the items carefully, warned by t he twinkle In Holmes• eyes 

that th.i$ was to be another test of my abilities in deductive reasoning. 
He had so tested me infrequently throughout our a$$0Ciation, but I had 
always, thus far, faUed rather badly. 1 resol'ved that this time I would do 
better. J did not want him to have to pretend, again, that it did not matter 
that I had not yet lc-.arn«l to use his methods. That his best friend was 
such an inept pupil was disappointing to him, not to mention embarrassing 
to me. I determined to succeed this time and studied the items carefully. 

"It's certainly an odd assortment," I remarked. "Where ever did they 
come from"!" I as.kcd, in hope of some clue which would help. 

"These items were the scle contents of a woman's handbag which wu 
found in a trash can. There were no marks of idenlification, other than 
what you see before you,,. said Holmes. He placed his fingertips together 
and studied me as would a bird of prey some particularly tasty morsel . 
.. The handbag has been inadvertently discarded, more's the pity, but," he 
contjnucd, his eyes dancing mischievously above his tented tin.gen., .. I fee l 
very confident that the owner of these items may be deduced from the 
items themselves. You see, my dear Watson, several people have come 
forward to claim the items. And, as you arc much more conversant with 
ladies and what the contents of their purses might be, I am ,·cry hopeful 
that you wiJI lend me your experience and aid me in discovering the rightful 
owner of these items. 

I was rather stunned and must have looked so, for he h.Mtily added . 
.. That is, my good fellow, if you haven't something else which demands 
your attention,•• 
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I replied that nothing demanded my attention, but that it was very 
nearly time for tea. He waved atide my meager objection and remonstrated 
that the business would be concluded well before Mrs. Hudson would be 
bringing the tea th.iQgs. 1 was Jdt with no recourse but to try and, onoe 
agah'I, mustered myself for the task. I studied the items carefuJJy. 1 was 
able to identify all but one. 

"I'm afraid, Holmes, that I cannot identi(y this,'' I said as I picked 
up a long devise that rested snugly in a leather pouch. "Other than being 
able to see that it is a ruler of a mathematicaJ type, I haven't the sli,ghte:st 
idea of what trus i.s." 

l held the item out for him to t,ke, which he did. He frowned sli.ghtly 
at it, then placed it back upon the table, in the very position from which 
I had taken it. 

"I'm surpris.ed, Doctor," he said, the comers of his mouth twitched. 
Having known Holmes for so long has enabled me to see his character more 
easily than most. A slight twitch of the comer of his mouth meant that 
he was bursting with laughter that he oould only just suppress. 

I held my anger, however, and simply asked, uweu, what is it then?" 
"Oh, Watson, dear fellow," he smiled...I didn't mean to make fun 

of you. It ls a slide rule, much in vogue with mathematicians these days. 
I thought that as a man of science., you would have read and studied about 
it... 

0 0h, well, quite right,• I sa.id1 "I remember something about it was 
in one of the journals a few months ago... 

... , is used to determine sine$, tangents, and logarithms.. Other 
mathematical calculations can also be done, such as finding pcwers and 
roots. Quite a handy tool for an advanced mathemetician.•• 

''Yes, quite,., I commented. ''It most likely belongs to her husband ... 
I picked up the next item. going in a clockwise manner. 
"An American silver dotlar, 1889," I announced proudly. "'Tbc owner 

of the handbag must be very well tra•,eled. The other coins also indicate 
this.." I pointed to three other 00ins on the table. A French coin and two 
Italian coins, dated from 18S9 to 1884, lay in the seven o'clock position. 

"Splendid, Watson," said Holmes. "What else can you detect?" 
"Well/' I proceeded, warming to my task, "these small purses a.re very 

handsome and of an expensive brocade. The dasps and chains aze silver 
which is highly polished. The owner is by no means a poor woman.'-' I 
looked to him with confidence and received an approving nod. 1 proceeded 
on, picking up the small rag doU. "Alt inexpensive rag doll," I pronounocd . 
..1be woman probably bought it for a maid's or cook's daughter. She is 
undoubtedly a very kindly, thou3htfl.d woman, probably well loved by her 
servants.'' 
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Holmes smiled and took the doll from me. I was surprised by the 
warmth of his smile. I felt I must be doing very well indeed. Thus heartened, 
I proceeded on with the greatest confidence . 

.. These cosmetics are of the best quaJity. The perfume is very expensive 
and of good taste. Only a woman or good breeding would have such items. 
She is probably quite attractive and requires little makeup. However. being 
a part or the social scene, she must conrorm to certain standards and so 
uses some makeup." I held up the rouge container . ..See here, hardly used 
though the date is almost four months ago." I replaced it and indicated 
the lip$tiek. "And the lipstiok is a very modest shade. The grooves show 
that it is only lightly applied ... 

.. Splendid, splendid, Watson," exclaimed Holmes. "You truly amaze 
me." 

.. The coin.s I have already commented UPon. The keys appear to be 
for a house. There was once a number stamped on but it has beenit) 

worn away with use. The house is, therefore, old. Given the lady's culture 
and means, she must live in the West End, probably on Park Lane itself. 
The gold ring which holds the two keys only reinforces my theory,'" I 
said, as I picked up the two keys. I studied them carefully as I had seen 
Holmes do on so many occasions. 

"Would you like to use my glass?" he asked. 
"No, no/' I answered. •"That will not be necessary ... 
"Very well," he said, tucking the gl8$$ back into the pocket of his 

moustXOlortd dressing gown. 
"The~ are more evidence of the lady's refinement,'' I declared, picking 

up three pamphlets for Holmes to see...This first is a rule book for the 
game of backgammon. This game is quite in vogue with the wealthy just 
now. This second pamphlet is a collection of brief descriptions of the great 
operas. Clwly, she is an opera patron and wishes to learn more about 
a favorite pastime. The third is a translation guide for those travelling in 
Scotland, Gaelic to English a'nd English to Gaelic. She is probably pJa.nning 
a trip to Scotland in the near future, si.nce the book appear$ to be new 
and hardly used." Now thoroughly convinced I oould pick the lady out 
from the group claiming the items, I continued...The pen and note pad 
show a careful and busy woman. Though I'm su.rprised she would make 
a note to herself to pick up the laundry. Probably, she is doing it because 
a servant is ill. That would also explain her need of a note. The spectacles 
are simple magniliers. She may need them to read, which could indicate 
she is of mal\J.rc ycan. Eyesight usually needs some assistance in one's later 
years. There is an optometrist's name on the lt3ther case. They should 
be easy to traoe to their owner." I looked up, finished. Holmes' face was 
in an agony of suppressed laughter. 
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He voic:t:d a loud guffaw and dashed from the room. slamming his 
bedroom door behind him. My pique was great and I strode to his door 
to demand an explanation. Great g;aJes of Laughter came from behind the 
door. I was stunned to recognize the-voioes of OUI landlady and our page. 
Billy. There. was another's voice also, whose I could not place. My ire was 
so great, however, that this surprise did not stop me. I pounded upon h.i.s 
door, with every intention of breaking it if I c:ould. The laughter continued., 
so I called out, "Holmes, Holmes! What is the meaning of this? I demand 
an explanation this minute.,. 

The door slowly opened and Holmes stepped out, a look of penitenoe 
on his face, though the comers of his mouth still twitc.he.d. He was followed 
by a giggling Mr$. Hudson, a grinning Billy, and the smiling. handsome 
countenance of Mrs. Turner, Mrs. Hudson's niece who had tended us for 
some three months while Mrs. Hudson was away. I was confused by their 
obvious 3musement at my expense. What I c:ould have done to be quite 
so amusing was beyond me. I surely c:ould not have been that wrong about 
the items on the table. 

••r really think," I said stiffiy, '"that I am entitled to an explanation." 
My pride was most wounded and 1 promised myself that Holmes would 
have to do much to make this up to me. 

"Oh, dear, dear Watson," he began, but the bubbling inside him 
prevented his continuing at that time. 

•~Doctor Watson,'' smiled Mrs. Hudson, ult was just a wee little joke. 
Today's April first, you know." Her soft highland brogue had always had 
a soothing effect on me. 

"It was a very good joke, too," added Billy. 
"Hush now, Billy,'' said Mrs. Hudson...Come and help me with the 

tea thin.gs." 
"1°11 help, too." MrS. Tu.mer closed the door behind them. 
Holmes and I were. alone, as J continued to wait for an explanation. 

Mrs.. Hudson's reminding me that it was A,pril Fool's Day had mollified 
me somewhat, for the previous year I had suocecded in playing a rather 
good joke on Holmes. I had had a friend send an urgent note, to the effect 
that my life was in dang(r and only Holmes oould save me. When he arrived 
at the appointed place, a police trap was sprung on him. Detect.ive Grepon 
of Soolland Yard had most efficiently assisted me. Now I knew that Holmes 
had gotten his revenge, though I was still at a los.s as to how. 1 studied 
the items on the table once more, while Holmes finally coUected himself . 

..Re.ally, Watson/' he was finally able to say. "1 was sure you would 
know it was a trick•. I was sure you would know it was A,pril first and 
would be S'USpecting something." 

"I quite distinctly remember you making a point of telling me this 
morning that April first was tomorrow and you would have-to be on your 
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guard. I thought I had a who1e day yet. Even Hawksworth, my friend, 
did not mention it.• I hoped that my injured look would give him pause. 

'"WcU, l'm sorry dear fellow," he said, sobered now. "I was sure you 
would understand. Your great sense of humor is known to us all." 

"Yes, I do understand. But the joke lacks a punc.h line for me, since 
I do not k.now what the items are. Obviously, the deductions J made are 
wrong." I said, waiting for his explanation. 

"And an explanation you sha11 have," he exclaimed. '"This," he said, 
picking up the slide rule. "h8$ been among my posscss:ions for years. I 
picked it up while on a tour of Franoe during a summer hoHday from 
school. I'm very surprised you did not recognize it, though I haven't used 
it, I suppose, since leaving school. The coins are Billy's. They are part of 
his coin collection.'' He pointed to them with the slide rule, which I am 
sure I had never seen before. "You gave the French coin to him yourself 
when we returned from the conti_ncnt two years ago." He waved the slide 
rule over the small purses, saying. "These belong to Mrs. Turner. She i.s 
a secretary-companion to a wealthy elderly woman in Sussex. You were 
correct, somewhat, about the doll." The slide rule was finally put b.ack 
upon the table. Holmes took up the rag doll and held it out toward me. 
Smiling., he said, "Mrs. Turner purchased this for the cook's daughter who 
is a beautiful little child who loves dolls." The doll was returned to the 
table and Holmes used hjs long boney finger to point out the rest of the 
items. 0 The makeup is a mixture of Mn. Hudson's and Mn. Turner's. l 
purchased the perfume just th.is morning. It has served its purpose well. 
The keys are for our very own abode. They are Mrs. Hudson's. I g_ave her 
the g_old ring to hold them when she was so upset about my target shooting 
in the house. The number, which was once stamped on the one key, was 
221. It has become worn, but could probably have been read with the 
use of my glass." He pve me a side look which I refused to acknowledge. 
''The pamphlets," he continued, .. are an assortment. The backgammon rules 
belong to Mrs. Turner. The opera descriptions arc my own and have resided 
on my shelf for, at least, six month$. The translation guide is M.rs. Hudson's. 
She still uses it when she cann0t find the right word to express her native 
Gaelic thoughts. The fountain pen and note pad arc also Mrs. Hudson's. 
As you surmised, she is a very busy lady and must make notes to herself. 
Though she quite frequently picks up the laundry, she often makes notes 
to herself. I suppose it is a habit." Now Holmes smiled and turned to me. 
He picked up the spectacles and said, 0 These are yours. You will recall 
that you lo.st them late last S])ring and bought replacements in June. Mrs. 
Hudson found these under the stairs:. 1 have been keeping them for just 
the right moment to return them to you. I believe that moment has arrived." 
He presented the spectacles to me, which I nonchalantly took and put into 
my pocb.t. 

72 



As my eyes met his. the last vestiges or my anger evapQrated. 
"Well, it Is only a pity that I had made my arrangements for tomorrow. 

Now I shall have to call them off and save the idea for next year." 
As I fmished speaking, there was a soft tapping at the door. 
t"That couldn't be Mrs. Hudson so soon with the tea," said Holmes. 

"Were you expecting anyone?" 
..No, not at all," I said. nPerhaps it's a client for you."' 
"Hardly. I didn"t he.ar the bell."' 
The tapping sounded again. 
t'The surest way to know who it is would be to answer the door," 

looked at him expectantly, 
"To be sure,,. he mumbled. 
He opened the door to expose a very comely woman and a small 

child. The child immediately sprang forward, crying. .. Daddy, daddy!" and 
clasped Holmes' legs. I retired to my room. It is not dignified for a grown 
man, much less a professionaJ man, to have a laughing fit in public. 
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A DAY IN 1llE LIFE OF 
Diana L Dominguez 

The baby screamed. A fat dumpy woman in faded blue jeans grabbed 
the tiny child by its shoulders and slammed it against the chair. 
"I to1d you to shut your damn mouth. Do you hear me? Mama 

don't like her baby misbchaven." 
Jim looked up from the fonn he was reading. "This isn"t the one 

I need." Christ, how did I get elected to come to this damn place anyway? 
What did Pop have to do that was so damn imporlant? Oh I forgot, he 
had to take the queen to some damn doctor downtown. Probably having 
menstrual problems. Now I'm stuck here in this frigg.en line. Jim waved 
rus arms frantically in the a.ir t:ryi.ng to get the attention of the young 
female clerk waiting on a slightly deaf old man, "Hey sweetie, do ya have 
to stand in line if you don't have the forms I need on th.is stand?" The 
clerk shot an angry glance at Jim. pointed to a sign that read FORMS 
NOT PRESENT ON lHE STAND WILL HA VE TO BE OBTAINED BY 
SEEING ll!E CLERK and t<>nlinued unruffled with her speech lo the old 
man. "Oh just great. Maybe 1 jU$t didn't look hard enough. Probably behind 
some other damn fonns." Jim strode over to the stand, There stood an 
elderly couple completely bloek.in_g his view of the forms. "Oh Christ, great 
timing." 

"Maybe we should ask for some assistance Harry. 1 don't see the forms 
we need there. Wait a minute, I didn't look in th.i.-s stack here. Nope not 
here eHher," 

"I th.ink you were right Emily. 1 can't find what we need." The old 
man scratebe:d his head and stared at the multitude of forms intently. 

Jim waited impatiently be.hind the elderly couple. "Hey. you two make 
up your rninds, either get in line or get out of my way. Jesus, old people 
drive me nuts." 

The old man looked up at Jim startled. "Oh CXCU$C us. Honey, we 
are in the way. Please ac:«-pt my apology. My name is Harry James and 
this is my wife Emily." He extended his hand toward Jim. 

"Yea, yea sure. T Uunk you two better get in line before somebody 
cuts in front of you, okay'?0 
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"Why, thank you young man. That is so kind of you. Come along 
Emily ... 

Jim pushed his way pa.st the old man and shuffled madly through 
the box, scattering the forms into one large me$$Y heap. "Shit, I knew 
it. Damn bureaucracy has forms for fonns. Christ, now l gotta get back 
in line. Oh Jesus, and behind those old codgers too. Good going. Jimmy 
boy. You had to be nice to those oJd farts and now you are stuck behind 
them.'' 

The baby screamed again. The sting of his mother's slap careened his 
frail head against the chair. He held his outstretched arms toward her. "Shut 
up you. Did you hear me? No, mama not gonna pick you up. You a bad 
baby. I said stop it or I'll slap you again. you hear?" 

Jim gated nonchalantly at the scene with an air_of indifference. "Damn 
bratty kid.'• 
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AIRPORT 
Connie Williams 

Quth clutched the neWSJ)3per against her bosom and watched the burly 
man pass beside her. When he was gone she tried not to remember 
the glint in his eye., the stubble on his chin. She stepped forward 

into the arena of Washington D.C.'s airport. now made half•busy while 
people like her waited for their morning night. 

She slid the flight pass out of her bag and held it in front of her, 
staring hard at the word "Piedmont Airlines - Gate 6." How nice of the 
stewardess to underline it for her. Ruth looked up to see the malching 
sign, "Piedmont - Gates +6." She was in the right area, and here she 
would wait. 

She walked along the rows of chafrs, trying to 3\'0id the same man 
who'd passed her at the- map.zinc stand. He was roving along the chairs., 
too - as if he were trying to decide which pew to sit in. Only this wasn't 
church. It was an airport shrouded by the dark night, and Ruth was alone-. 

A group of young people arrived in a clump and settled nearby. They 
took the entire mid-section of two rows that faced each other, and they 
filled it with heavy coats, mittens, thermos bottles. and skis. 

And then they talked, loudly and with sweeping gestures, wide 
mouthed smiles and eyes that squeezed each other too hard. 

As t.he man walked put them and out the side door Ruth breathed 
a sigh of relief and then continued her task of choosing a seat. Even though 
the tension ha:d lifted a bit she knew it would happen again. Other doubtful 
characters would cross her line of vis.ion. They would poke their eyes into 
hers and read her baTe soul . . . 

Her feet brought her to the s}tiers.. Perhaps s.he could sit near them. 
pretend like she belonged, and no one would single her out to send threats 
her way. She shuffled into the edge of their cloud and sat down bes..idc 
a chair full of hats and mittens. 

"Oh, Chuck, you're so hilarious!" The speaker's high pitched voice 
soared from between lips that were too red. Chuck grinned. He was 
surrounded by six peacocks, all spreading their fealhcrs. 

Ruth counted eight girls and five boys. Not very good odds, she 
thought. None of them seemed to make a pair. It must be a singles group. 
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There was a non-Chuck at the other end, alone with his magat.ine 
tying flat on his lap. He reached his smile across the chairs and she returned 
it. Two book ends, they were, a dictionary and an atlas, holding in a raffish 
pile of supe.r'hero comic books. 

Ruth opened her newspaper and stared at the black print before her. 
They were in clusters, the words, in neat rows with grey spaces between 
them. If only I could read them, she thought. If only they could jump 
off the page and tctl me what they're $3.Ying. If only I could spe:nd these 
hours filling my mind with infonnation. 

"Oh, Chuck," the voice sang. 0 You'rc so clever. I can't stand it.'' 
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MESSAGES 
Diana Lumley 

The seatbelt and no smoking signs went off and the whine of the 
engines settled into a low, relaxhl.g hum as the jet reached its cruising 
altitude-. Allan Stuart leaned back into his seat, shifting and adjusting 

his position in preparation for the ten hour rught to London. 
The cable had been short and direct, stating only that his mother had 

falJcn and broken her hip. Remembering., Allan sighed hc-.avily. Frequently 
during the past two dayi while pre~ring for this trip, he had found it 
difficult to maintain a sense of time or place. That the message came by 
telegram was typical. So much of his relatfonship with his mother seemed 
to be centered around telegram~ around both the sending and receiving.. 

The first teleyam arrh-ed two days before his graduation in 1947 from 
Paige Military Academy. With ncn•ou5.ness barely concealed, AJlan took the 
stairs to his room by twos and threes. He plopped down on h.is bed as 
he read the mU1age: "Will arrive tomorrow for graduation festivities. Be 
packed. Will de-part for Europe following commencement. Passage booked . 
Arrive London len days. Happy graduation. Mother." 

His anger grew as Allan sat trying to collect his thoughts. For years 
he had hoped his molher would take him on one of her vaca.1.ions., but 
why now? 

•~Hey, Stuart" Allan's thoughts were interrupted by his roommate. 
"Mrs. Hobson told me to tell you that you had a telegram." 

"Yeah. I already saw her;• said Allan. 
"So what's it sa.y?" Bill laughed. "May'be a rich uncle died and left 

you all his money." 
"No sueh luck. It's from my mom. She wants me to go to Europe 

with her this summer," said Allan. 
"Whatta ya mean? Europe sounds pretty lucky to me," said Bill. "But 

I thought she always went with your Uncle Bob." 
"She always has. But it's Uncle Beau, not Bob, and he's not really 

my uncle. He was an old friend of my dad's," said Allan, 
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"Oh., yeah. Wow! Europe, that's great! Think of all the girls you'U 
meet." 

"Huh?" 
"On Ul'C shll)) then on the tours and stuff.'' said Bill. 
"Ytab. Well, she could have at least told me before this. I had my 

job all lined up and everything," said Allan. 
"The hotel at California Hot Springs is IU!rdly liJce anything in Paris 

or Rome. Tel1 ya what, I'll go in your plaoe..'' 
Allan grinned. "I'll just bet you would," 
Bill laughed. "Boy, some guys have all the luck. I've got to go to 

the store, do you want anything?" 
...No. Thanks anyway," said Allan. 
"Maybe Bill's right.'' thought Alla.n. "Europe might be okay. After 

all, much of the con,..ersation at any family dinner seemed to be about 
Europe. His mother talked constantly of Paris, Rome, and particularly, 
London, of the museums and restaurants. 

AJlan smiled, stood and walked to the desk where he picked up his 
mother's picture. How often she talked, no, lectured about English customs. 
True his fa ther was English, but Allan had begun to notice that his mother 
was mueh more particular about heritage and tradition than his father h.ad 
e,..er been. He wondered if they would take the train north to Durham, 
to Stuart C.a.stle. Well, now he would get to see what all the fuss W8$ about. 

He rc.aliied that he didn't rea)ly know his mother, and sometimes 
wondered if his class-mates had close families. Even when home-on school 
\'\llications, he and his mother spent little time toge1her. He vaguely 
remembered a picnic;: at the river, but that was before his dad had died 
and he had come to boarding school six years ago. 

Now they wou1d have three whole months to share with one another. 
AUan knew he wouJd have to sit through tea every afternoon, but that 
wouldn't be until four o'cloek and that left plenty of time for them to 
see London together . .. the Tower, Big Ben, and Buckingham. How he 
wanted to impress her with his knowledge. 

"Okay, Mother. Europe it is." Allan spoke to the picture as he returned 
it to the desk, to its p1aoe between the pictures of Uncle Beau and his 
father. He began to whistle as he turned and went down to the basement 
to get h.is trunk. 

The stewardess put her hand on his shoulder, intemipting Ns thoughts. 
"Sir, would you like something to drink? I have cocktails, coffee, tea or 
sofl drinks!' 
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"1"11 have a Tanqueray on the rocks." Allan watched the attendant 
as she moved up the aisle, repeating the question at each group of seats. 
' 'I'd almost said tea. I wonder if they have cakes and pastries.," thought 
Allan. 

The lobby of theGrOS\'enor House had always been busy, but especially 
so at tea time. AJlan remembered the dai.ly ritual. People checking in and 
out of the. hold added to the confusion and noise of the lobby, always 
a sharp contrast to the staid, quiet upper floors of the hotel. As the elevator 
settled to the ground Ooor and the doors opened. Allan let h.is mother 
step ofr ahead of him and she swept through the lobby to the tea room. 

Allan glanced at the sign by the door, noting that it did say 'tea 
room' and not 'teanoom' as he had misread t.he sign that l"U'St day. Mrs. 
Stuart stood by the door, impatiently tapping her foot. "ALian, do hurry 
up." 

They mo..,ed on through t.hc room to a Ublc by the window. Allan 
sat down, then, noticing his mother's frown, stood up and seated her, then 
reseated himself. As Mrs. Stuart ordered their tea, he looked out across 
the street to the park. 

"Allan, I asked you how you liked the Mews?" Mrs. Stuart's YOice 
was sharp. 

"Uh, ... they we~ tine. I've never seen stables so nioe, you could 
live in them. And they actually have two men who do nothing but clean 
tack . , . you know, the saddles and things." 

uJ know what tack is, Allan." 
"Well, anyway, it was neat, but I wish you had gone with me." 
"You know I had promised Mr. BaITows that I'd go to lunch with 

him. Then J had some shopping to do," said Mrs. Stuart. 
"Yeah, I know," said Allan. He took a small cake off the plate, then 

began picking the sliced almonds off the top of it. 
"Allan, don't pick at your food. Now tomorrow I've planned a trip 

down to Brighton to visit some friend$." 
••1 though.I we were going out to Hampton Cou.r1."• Allan sighed, then 

looked out the window. After a few moments, he continued, "Who wm 
you be visiting?" 

Mrs. Stuart frowned. '"lt's "whom,' Alfan, not 'who.' J'U be visiting 
Mr. Barrows' family. We met last year in France. Now don't pout. We can 
always go out to Ha.mpton Court some other time, or I can .make 
arrangements for you to go on a tour by yourself." 

Altan finished his tea, then gaz.ed around the room, A rather taU, 
angular man waved, then came striding actOSs the room toward them . 

..Wh>' hello, Mrs. Stuart. How good to sec you again." 
Allan watched his mother smile. .. Thank you., Mr. Hurleigh. 1 don't 

believe you know my son Allan!' 
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Mr. Hurleigh tmiled back.. "WeU, well. You couldn't have a $On this 
old. Fine looking lad there. How do you like our fair city?" His voice 
carried across the room, attracting the attention of people several tables 
away. 

"Uh ... fine, Sir. London is rcaUy interesting.'' said Allan. 
Mrs. Stuart looked at Allan for a moment, then spoke. "Do join us. 

Mr. Hurleigh." 
""Thank you, but only for a few minutes." Mr. Hurleigh puUed up 

a chair and sat down between them. 
"I was just telling Mother about the Mews . . .'' 
"Ah yes, the Mews. Very interesting. How long will you be in London, 

Mrs. Stuart?" 
"We should be here for another week. Then, I want to take Allan 

to Durham to sec Stuart Casile." 
Allan shifted uncasil>• in his c.hair. Why did she have to tell C\'tryone 

about that, thought AUan. The guys at school made a big enough deal 
about it. She didn't have to make it worse. 

"Now, Mrs. Stuart ...., 
"Please call me Marie." 
Mr. Hurleigh continued. "You promised to dine with me tonight. l\·e 

made reservations at Simpson's on the St.rand." 
His mother smiled again. "Why, how kind of you." She took out a 

cigarette and leaned a.cross the table for Mr. Hurleigh to light it. 
AJlan watched her smile and tilt her head in just the same pose as 

in her f:woritc picture. She seemed more alive and when she laughed, her 
face lit up and she looked younger. First Mr. Barrows, now this Mr. Hurleigh. 
Allan thought, "Why won't they just lea, ..c her alone." 

Allan's faoc froze as he saw her lean towards Mr. Hurleigh and place 
her hand on his aml. Mr. Hwleigh winked at her, then leaned back: in 
his chair and let out a long, low laugh. 

0 My God! He's Oirting like Bill docs," thought Allan. He realized they 
were both looking at him. 

The edge in his mother's voice pene1.rated his thoughts. "Allan, answer 
Mr. Hurleigh. Do pay attention." 

uve:s, Mother. I'm sorry, Mr. Hurleigh." 
'"That's all right, my boy. You don't mind my stealing your mother 

for the evening, I'm sure." 
.. Uh .. . No, Sir. Uh ... Mother, may I be excused? It was nioe 

meeting you, Mr. Hurleigh." As he s-tood up, Allan bumped the table, 
overturning his mother's tea . 

.. Oh, Allan. Do be careful!" His mother winked at Mr. Hurleigh. "Boys 
are so clumsy." 
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Allan turned and walked to the door of the tea room. As he heard 
his mother's laugh, he stopped and glanced back at the table just as his 
mother took Mr. Hurleigh's hand. 

The tour bus was drafty as well a.s noisy. Allan sat in the back seat 
with his legs propped on the seat to his right across the aisle. His feet 
hurt; the walk arou.nd Hampton Court had been tiring and lonely . . . 
above all, lonely. 

Marie .. . Mother jU$t didn't sum to flt. Mother to her face, of course, 
but now, in private, Marie. Marie had looked so happy and excited that 
morning when she left with Mr. Barrows. 

Breakfast had been nice . .. no criticism or oorrections. In fact, she 
almost missed breakfast because of dressing, then changing again until she 
wa.s completely satisfied with her appearance. Every five or ten minutes 
she reappeared in the doorway of their suite . . . .. AUan, do you think 
this dress is more appropriate? Or does the blue one look better?" . . . 
never pausing long enough for him to answer. 

"Well;' thought Allan, "they'll be back by dinner time tonight. l'U 
find out then which dress would have been best. Funny she never takes 
that much time for me." Allan turned to look out the window, hoping 
to crowd thoughts of her out of his mind. 

"I notioed that you're alone . ., The elderly woman sitting in front of 
him spoke. "l say. I notic:td that you're alone," she repeated. 

'"Yes., yes I am/' said Allan. The resemblance was remarkable . . . 
a small woman, dressed in much the same style, the same nose and eyes, 
but the hair was different, much grayer than bet'$.. 

"How did you like Ham,pton Court?" she asked. They began to talk 
about the- gardens, the c.Jock, and the orangcrie. Then, she began talking 
about herself. Her name was Helen Brown. She and her husband were here 
in London for two weeks, he, on bU$iness, she, on vacation. They lived 
in Boston, and she and Mr. Brown had two grown daughters and one 
grandson named Michael, and did Allan have any brothers or slsters1 

Soon, Allan realized they were talking about bjs graduation from Paige 
and plans to go on to Stanford and law school. The• forty minute ride 
back to the Grosvenor passed all too quickly. They said their good-byes, 
and as he entered the hotel, he began to whislle as he crossed the lobby 
to the main desk. 

"I'm Allan Stuart. Has my mother left any messages'?" He watched 
the cleric check the box for thelr room . 

..Why, yes, Mr. Stuart. Here is a telegram. Hope it's good news." 
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Allan's hands began trembling as he tore open the envelope.. She always 
left a note, but not a telegram . ..Will remain in Brighton. Return tomorrow 
p.m. Mother." 

.. Sir, excuse me. Can I take your glass, or do you want another drink'?'' 
Allan was suddenly aware of the mght attendant . He looked down at the 
plastic tumbler which had ermeked down each side. He shook his head and 
handed her the gla$$. 

The lift operator had tried to engage him in conversation on the way 
up to his room that day. Allan remembered his smile and the feeling of 
panic it had generated . . , thinking that he knew where Marie was and 
who she was with, wondering how many other hotel employees knew, and 
how many Hurleighs or Barrows there had been. After thirty years, that 
question was still unanswered, and Allan realized, still nagging at him. 

Funny how she never even questioned the fact that she had been 
"M:trie." never ••Mother" again. She must have been relieved by the 
trans.ilion . .. never forced to play the maternal role again. 

Now when I make the trips to London, we manage a short visit. His 
thoughts oontinued. The conversation is invariably contrived and 
uncomfortable. merely a recount of the C\'cnts of the past year. 

"How's the law firm, Allan?" 
"Fine. We have several interesting cases going now. We're so busy we 

may have to add two or thn:e more associates .. . Have you been to 
the theatre lately?" 

The whine of the engines changed in pitch as the jet began to descend 
to Heathrow. Allan felt his heart begin to pound, the ringing: in his ears 
increasing u the plane continued its descent, then touched down. 

His. head resting in his hands, Allan waited for the other passengers. 
to djsembark. Feeling drained and weary, he stood and pulled his CQ3t from 
the O\'Crhead locker, then headed for the door to begin the long walk 
through the airport. As. he entered the majn ooncourse., the confusion and 
bright lights increased his hcidache, and seemed to be pushing him back 
toward the plane as he made his way through the crowds toward the baggage 
c.Jaim area and customs. 

" Passport, please, Sir." The customs agent was perfunctory in his 
actions . . . stamped the passport then asked, "How long will you be 
staying?" Allan didn't answer, he just looked across the concourse at the 
yellow and black sign. The throbbing in his head increased. 

"Sir, please move on to your right." The customs agent smiled, then 
reached for the next JXtSSport. 
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Allan started toward the main lobby to get a cab. As he neared the 
yellow and black sign, an airport caddy stopped him. "May J take your 
luggage for you, Sit?" Allan looked at the man, then up at the sign again. 

"Could you tell me where the Pan Am ticket counter is?" Allan handed 
the man some money. "Wait here for a moment" He turned and walked 
up to the Western Union clerk. 

"I'd like to send a telegram ... Mrs. Marie Stuart, 87 Brampton Place 

84 



TWO STORIES 
Robb Lightfoot 

MORNING, MONDAY 

Margaret hurried to finish making the children's sandwiches so that 
the kids would not miss the 7:4S bus. From down the haUway. 
in the master bedroom. came the familiar sound of drawe.T$ and 

doors being opened and closed in haste. Norman had misplaced something. 
no doubt, and was working up his temper. 

' 'Maggie, where the hell did you put my keys?" 
0 Jr you want to talk to me. come into the kitchen. I am not going 

to shout at you across the house." 
''Damn it Maggie, I haven't got the time to come into there and hold 

your hand. What did you do with my kcys?0 

••t have not seen your keys." 
Margaret heard footsteps approaeh.ing her, but she did not tum to 

look. 
0 Like hell, you used them last night to pulJ the car into the garage.'' 
Margaret didn't even look up from the lunchbox she was packing. 
"No, Norman, those were my keys. I have not seen your keys since 

yesterday when you left them on your dresser. As far as I know, that 
is where they still are ., 

..Well they're not there. I've looked e,..erywhere and I can't find lhtm, 
and I know those were my keys you used last night because I saw the 
key rin.g." 

"I am not going to stand here and argue with you. I am sorry but 
I have not seen your keys." 

"WcU fine then, just line. So you haven't seen them. O.K., so help 
me tmd them."' 

"I can't, I do not have the time." 
"Shit, if you don't find those keys, I'll be late for work." 
"If you do not stop bothering me, the children will be late and miss 

the bus, and would you please watch your tongue around the children." 
"To hell with the children. You can drive them to school. Don't you 

know how thing.\ arc at work lately? They would be more than happy 
if I were late. It would make it eas.ier to get rid of me. For Christ's sakes, 

85 



don't you even listen to me an,ymore? I'm still the head of this household, 
the breadwinner, and I demand some respect:• 

Margaret stopped sprud.ing peanut butter and tumcd to look Nonnan 
squarely in the eye. 

"Fine, you will get respe<:t as soon as you give it and earn it. Listen 
tO yourself, jt should not be too hard, half the neighborhood can hear 
you. You rant like a madman and swear like a sailor. I am sorry you cannot 
ftnd your key$., but don't blame me. Why didn't you just ask to borrow 
mine before you blew up like that'? Why? If you were not 50 stubborn 
and proud and unwilling to admit to any human frailty. maybe that woukl 
have occurred to you. Maybe that is why your job is on the line-. Ha~ 
you thought of that? Here, take my keys and go. ru flnd your precious 
keys, but I did not lose them ... 

Margaret put the half-finished sandwich down on the counter and 
reached for her purse, She withdrew her keys, tossed them to Norman, 
and then tumed her back to him. She didn't even need to look around 
to know that his eyes were drilling holes in her back. Without a word, 
she picked up the sandwich and started spreading the peanut butter with 
smooth, forceful, strokts. 

"I'll be in late, don't wait dinner on me." 
"Fine.,, 
Marga.rel heard the front door sJam, and, a moment later, his car start 

and puU away, She picked her purse up again, and walked into the bedroom. 
As she walked, she rtachcd into the purse and pulled out a second set 
of keys and s.et them on Norman's dresser, before replacing her purse on 
her own vanity. 
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HAMMERED DOWN WILLIE 

WI, I don't like this. r don't like it at all. Can't the oJd man rcpo 
his truck himself? Let's tum back right here." 

..No. This is my job, this is what I do.'' 
..Hell, you're a tow-boy Will. Where does it say you gotta do everything 

that your old man teUs you gotta- " 
"Pipe up JJ. My old man's got nothin' to do with this. Nobody talks 

to me like that, not even you." 
Willy's diesel rolled through Mojave and on towards Barstow. JJ sat 

with his back to Willy and looked at the roadsigns and tumbleweeds. Willy 
watched the road ahead, taking a look now and then at the temperature 
and oil pressure gauges. His eyes never ventured over to John. 

After they passed Barstow, Willy slowed and started looking for his 
turnoff. He squirmed around in his seat, and his mouth was as dry as the 
desert around him. 

"Got any beer left?" WiUy lapped John on the shoulder. 
0 Ycah, in the ioe chest" John looked at Willy - ought to tell you 

to get it yourself. But you would do it, you dumb bastard. You'd climb 
back into the sleeper and let the truck run off the road, just to prove 
a goddam point. "I'll get it." John crawled back into the sleeper. 

"I've got a gut ache. Must be that grease-burger we ale at Sandy's." 
Willy tried to manage a smile. 

"Me too, that chili dog set my ins.ides on fire:• 
Willy found his turnoff, and slowed to about twenty as he proceeded 

up the dirt road to the Caldwell mine. 
"Look Willy, thert:'s ihe dump truck over there. There isn't anybody 

around, let's both hook it up and get the hell out of here fast.'' 
0 No. I'D hook it up. You stay in the truck and keep the motor running. 

I'm gonna give you my .45. If anybody gives you any lrouble, you plug 
them. Where the hell's my gun?" Willy looked in vain under the seat for 
his gun. "Do you have it, JJ'?" 

••J didn't want to tell you, Will, but your father took it out of the 
truck right before we left." 

.. God damn it, you didn't tell me. Why the hell didn't you tell me? 
You ain't no friend of mine. What the hell are we suppose to do if trouble 
comes our way? Did you think of that?" 
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"Why do you think rvc. been wantin' to call it quits? The old man 
didn't want to see anybody get hurt so he- " 

04You mean he didn't want to see us hurt anybody. He's afraid th.at 
it mis}lt c:ost him a dollar for an attorney. Makes no never mind that we 
might just get killed." 

"'Let's go back Will. Please. Let's go back right now. Tell the, old man 
we couldn't find the truck." 

"No. We came out here and we're gonna do this. I'll tell you what 
lf I get into trouble, you run 'em down with the truck." 

..Will, I don't-" 
"You just do what I say.'' 
The tow truck crunched through the gravel, and Willy backed up to 

the dump truck. He threw tus door open and jumped to the ground. He 
pulJcd the tow chains out or the side compartment and drug lhem to the 
rear of the tow truck. 

''This won't take but a second, JJ. You stay behind the wheel, and 
you can drive us out of here ... 

"Hurry it up. I'm scared shitless.." 
"Just a second, O.K. Now, take it up. A bit more, that's good. Let's 

go; we can put the lights on after we're on the highway." 
Willy got into the passtng(r seat, and John had the truck moving before 

Willy even had the door closed, They were atmos1 at the highway when 
a green pickup with three men in it turned off on the same dirt road that 
they were on. 

"Oh, shit." 
"What's wrong. JJ'?" 
"Look at that. We won't be able to get by them." 
"Sure we will, just keep to the right." 
The pickup slowed and stopped. The dJiver pulled his truck crosswa~ 

in the road~ to block the tow tn1ck, and he stepped out holding a shotgun. 
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I WILL BE THERE 
Mimi MeniU 

U 1 die in springtime 
When the desert"s an in bloom 
Seek out some mass of ootor 
And remember me 

If I steal away in summer 
Search for a shaded stream 
Where sunbeams play in rippled swirl 
And see me there 

If it's winter when I die 
And the rare chaste snow 
Has whited the face of the desert 
Walk CUI 
And in the patterns that you see 
Oi$COVcr me 

lf l die in autumn 
Pick up a colored leaf or two 
For memory's sake 
And closely trace their veins 
With s«ing eyes 

When you hear that 1 am gone 
Scan the skies for the hovering hawk 
Or the e.agle's soaring flight 
Listen for the raven•s croak 
And in the song of winged folk 
My voice recall 
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And when a weeping child appears 
Steil not away her tears 
But taste them with your kisses 
And taste me in the salt 

Walk the crowded city sl?Uts 
And in the lonely drunkard's hand 
Clink coin munificently 
And think of me 

Poer into the poet's den 
And whisper love to cold despair 
I shall be there 

See the ,hooting star 
The restless rush of waters to the sea 
The remnants of a pink anemone 
And summon me 

Alld if you spy the rose--red rmgers 
Of the western sky 
Heralding day's end 
Murmur one last goodbye 

I will be then, 
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TIIREE POEMS 
I.any Akers 

PAGE OF TIME 

The s.m.aU pine 
A twig, really 

Stands straight and proud 
An imitation of the conifers 
Surrounding it 

The wind swoops over the meadow 
Gently at first 
With the rustle 
Of a silken gown 

Stirring the small pine playfully 
To and fro 

Aogrily now, the icy fingers 
Blost and gnb the sapling 
A! it charges by 
On its most important way 

Compelling the twig to bow 
In $Ubmission 
To stoop 

As a spent old man might 
Gusting and racing and howling 

The wind tortu.res 
And tears 
At the tiny trunk 

Hoping to rip it from 
The protec-tive mothering soil 

And send it dashing against the roe.Jes 
To die 
And disappear 

As quietly and quicldy as it came 
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The wind moves on 
Broken momentarily 
Into harmlC$$ whirls 

That capture bits of leaves 
And twip 

And throw them 
"Round and 'round 
Into the hea\·ens 

In the meadow. the tiny pine 
Stands proudly 
Erect and honorable 
Once again 

A tiny spanow darts 
Into its midst 

Protected by the child•like 
Fin.gen of Pointed needles 

Calmly 
Quietly 

Patiently 
The twig waits 

For the next test. 

GRANDPA 

Tbc drop 
Of condensed atmospheric vapor 

$'pl.altering and shattering 
On the tin roof 
Puzzles me 

Is it the same drop 
I listened to 

years ago 
From the attic 

years ago 
Almost smothered in the featherbed 

While the old man 
Grandpa 

Coughed in the night? 
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FOREVER 

A tiny l.rickle, 
The small stream 

Supple 
Bends easiJy 

At the whim 
of others 

Two streams 
Combining, uniting 

Cut nanow funows 
Or go over 
Or around 

The obstacles 
of othen 

Many streams 
Now a river 

Channel $C3.W.Ud 
With moral courage 

And ftrmne:ss of will 
Sometimes, not always, bending 
To the desires 

of others 

The nging torrent 
Powerful 
Impregnable 

The trickle, stream and river 
Are lost with.in it 

With haughty arroganc:e 
It confiscates and desecrates 
And knows 

no others 

Angrily crashing into the sea 
The Amazonfa.n giant 

ls silenced 
Hurled aloft, cast out 

Transformed, reborn 
To begin again, 

another. 
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PERCHANCE A WIZARD 
Regio A. Cornejo 

To dream a mystic hour 
The long and sombre kind. 
It's where I get my power 
That helps my magic mind. 
l live the life of sorcerer 
I dwell in ageless tune. 
But Randi gives the sorcerer 
The power for a rhyme. 
There is no stronger wizard, 
J conjure up the Black. 
Perchance I am a lizard 
or the widow, dressed in black. 
You wear a nower, a daffodil, 
1 kiss your lovely face,. 
Am I the golden daffodil? 
The wind upon your race. 
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THE WIND 
Wayne Abney 

The wind swooped up the le.aves. 
And bent the weeping willow in dispair. 
And fluttered the flOWtrs in avid play, 
And licked the earth's long green hair. 

It eha-scd a bird in anguished fljght, 
Wroeh tried high then low to advance, 
To its half-built nest that was tumbling on the ground, 
Bouncing in a tlirtive dance-. 

!t swirled the dust like scattered gold, 
As it sparkled the, live.Jy atmosphere, 
And it raced a tumbleweed along the road, 
Till o,,·er the horiz.on where it disappeared. 

Then as suddenly, as when it first c:amc, 
It stopped its majestic and explosive debut, 
As though it had enough from the eup of fam~ 
then silently it vanished in the gold $elting hue. 
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lHEORY AND METIIOD OF RESEARCH 
Anne Pissel 

Look among the plastic slickers Lithoed green and red 
on chem.icoated paper. 

Bypass the padd«J boanls. tJ1e buck.rum overc<>ats 
whose soft roughed margins blur the annotator. 

Select the g]o.ssy ones with double column notes 
where ink rubs off and print remains instead. 
Research what's alphabetically sheh·ed. 

Detour around the pedant's firm opinion 
who scorns "somewhat" and "seems" or "is co11cefrable" 
who thinks mankind is "he" ond anyone "himself." 
Avoid hand~tlpped errata erodicatlng blunder. 

Look in the mirror - never out the window 
read the displays, all randomly retrievable. 

And le.ave 10 us who cosset idle wcnder 
ro bounce from varfants If.> dtril'atlons 
rebound from what we st~k to what ts printed under 
indulge in tried-and•true ~regrinations 

marking notes 
on backs of envelopes.. 
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TWO POEMS 
Diana L. Oomin$Uez 

Dl!VICES OF MAKE-BELIBVI! 

Shy and Bashful 
bleeding rational 
I wear this face to please. 

Deep down under 
buried among my fears 
hides the side that strives to be. 

PompQus and arrogam 
daullloss and daring 
devices of make-belieV\... 

Awaken to reality 
pleasantly pleased 
I deceived no one. 

OD!! TO ADRIAN 

An evcnjng observance 
appea$ement to ease 
a child's ritual of sleep. 

Constantly rocking 
serenely oblivious but to one beat 
Ultimate continuum 
clacking of wood on wood 
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unified tempo of breathing 
word!~ verses of h>-•e 
spoken by toueh. 

Persuasive, relaxing. 
resulting in sleep. 
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THREE POEMS 
Beth Barnes 

HARBORED 

Harbored you are safe. 
The wind still tickles your sails, 
the tide still rocks your memory. 
Harbored you tell 
grandiose tales of past voyages 
and you spread before yours.elf 
exotic plans 
for future expeditions. 
Harbored is your excuse. 
Harbored you arc 
in between, 
i.n limbo, 
i.n hiding 
and totaUy out of touch 
with that vast ocean 
of life 
for which you claim 
such 
monumental 
P3$Sion. 
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FROM EAST TO WEST 

Funny how euy it is 
to leave. behind 
roots of strength 
sunk deep i.nto days put 

to face the glaring sun 
of freedom 

and grab at golden 
straW$ of opportunity-

hoping the odds will fall 
like dominoes 
in your favor 

and not like 
bew,r, 
at your feet. 

INSTANT REPLAY 

Recollectjon is a train. 
J stand on the tracks of my memory, 
waving my thoughts to stop 

and once more 
I am run down. 
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ONLY A NIGHTMARE 
Fidel A. Martinez 

Entran~an open window 
Slow motion: INTENSE 
Carefully sliding down the wall of your room 
Casting a loathsome glance at you 
No sound but that of sardonic night 
With the shaJJow light of her barren womb 
Brushing past you lying desolate in your bed 
Rotting loser rolling in empty despair 
Drowning in the mire of perverted dreams 
Grotesque figu res and deserted thoughts 
Hellish images burning incandescent light 

Panic seizes you 
Throttling you like a spasm 
What to do-where to go 
(You can' t run) 
Darkness b<:gins to dose round 
Closer while you feel hot breath 
Foul and reeking 
Saliva dripping from its evil mouth 
What to do-where to go 
(You can't move) 

Suddenly it's gone 
The sky changes shades or blue 
Wake to a relief 
Exultations in the coming light 
Hugging yourself- laughing out loud 

(But the cl0$el door slowly shuts itself 
without notice) 

You lie back smiling 
Only a nightmare .. 
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'!WO POEMS 
Joan Oreolt 

WORM TRAILS 

Silent motion 
slowly slipping 
Along the wet cool sand 
Quiet travelers enjoying 
The slide of life 
Leaving behind only 
Patterns of 
Small sensual squiggles 
Sucxe:ssful straggles to nowhere 

SHADOW 

The first part of the journey is 
Dark softness and warmth 
A point without Jjght 
Having no shadows to fall on your pathways or wall:$ 

You are a person now exploring and 
Existing in a possessive society 
Encountering light, a prism through which 
You meet the hard shadows. 
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Too soon you begin to sense the cold 
Jagged edges which once ripped at you 
Dissolve and you undergo a Crossin& 
A me,.e with li$}lt. 
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PROFESSORS 

DR. ANNE PASSEL 

Anne Passel is the author of ten books. three of them poetry, and 
numerous article$. In addition to teaching, Dr. Passel personnally ass.isl$ 
and enlightens aspiring student writers. 

DR. STEVEN WEISS 

Steven Weiss was born in Philadclphfa, Pennsylvania in 1953. Sinoe 
that time he has devoted much time to the study of rhetoric. He lives 
in Bakersfield, where he is a Profcs.sor of Communications, a debate coach, 
and a jau mus.ician. Or. Weiss hi$ had many articles published in various 
Communication joumaL-s. 

STUDENTS 

JOAN OREOLT 

Although a Fine Arts major with a heavy background in a.rt and 
photography, Joan likes to refer to herself as a "new poet." She has had 
one poem published previously. 

ROBB LIGHTFOOT 

Robb will be delighted to receive his B.A. (Communication S·tudiC$) 
in 1983, after having worked as a bank operations officer, aircraft mechanic. 
tow truck driver, used car salesman, and comput0r operator/consultant. He 
contributed two short stories to this issue of Orpheus. 

JOANNE SILVA 

Joanne Silva is cumntly .. ch.ipping away" at a Masters degree in 
English. While enjoying short story wriling, Joanne would like to try her 
hand at playwriting. 

MIMI MERRILL 

Wh.ile "savoring her second half--ocntury," Mimi writes, draws, tutors 
and stud.ies English at CSB. Mimi is a senior who strives to become a master, 
with the help of Anne Passel. She is thrilled to have completed a portion 
of her first novel. 
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DIANA L DOMINGUEZ 

"My pipe dream is to someday write professionally when my 
insecurities grow up." Diana, a senior and English major at CSB, wiU 
continue to work in banking and ca.re for her husband and ch.ild aner 
graduation. She thanks Anne Pas.wl for giving her the gentle shove to expand 
her writing phobia beyond .. late night antidotes and clwroom doodling. .. 

NORRIS EDWARDS 

Norris, a native of PorterviUe, is cun-ently a Developmental Specialist 
at Porterville State Hospital He anticipates receiving dual degrees in 
Psychology and Sociology in June of 1982. ••.tenny0 is Nonis's fil'$t short 
story published, to date. 

SONYA SMITH 

Sonya, a senior majoring in Communication Studies, derives great 
pleasure from reading and writing. She began writing p0ems and stories 
at age nine. "The Shoe Store" i.s an cx«rpt from Sonya's novel-in-progress. 
To ha\'C her work studied in college cla$$C$ would be the satisfaction of 
Sonya's greatest dteam. 

CONNIE WILLIAMS 

Connie obtained her B.A. from Cedarville College in Ohio. Jn addition 
to being a homemaker, free lance writer. pianist and organist, she has begun 
her Masters in English at CSB. 

JOEL HENRY SHERMAN 

Joe1 i$ a 1979 graduate of CSB in EngUsh. Presently, he is a parMime 
graduate student, part-time author, and a full-time public servant with the 
state of California. Joel hopes to become a full-time writer and no-time 
public servant. Several other of Joel's stories have appeared in various 
publications. 

CARMEN ESCOBIDO 

Cannen has worked her way through CSB a.-s a licensed LVN. She 
enjoys reading. ceramics, quilting. and 0 making up stories.,. Flannery 
O'Connor .is one of her favorite short story writers. 
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D.M. HORST 

Diana graduated with a 8.A. ln English from Stanis.Jaus College in 
Turlock. At present, $.he is a documentation writer for the data proccss.ing: 
department at Tenneco West. She b a big fan or detective stories, and she 
would someday like to replace Aptha Christy. 

BILL Pll'ITY 

BilJ states) 0 the part of writing that I like most is the re-write." He 
is an English major with a concentration in Literature at CSB. Appearing 
in this publication are two stories, one of which is a part of BiJrs 
novcl-in-progreS$ entitled "Catching On." 

BETH BARNES 

Beth migrated from the east coas,t to California via the National 
Student Exchange Program in 1980. intending to stay one quarter. Now, 
two years later, she is a senior at CSB, majoring in Sociology. "But my 
heart is in other things - painting. drawing, singing. dreaming and writing.." 
Beth would like to combine her education and her artistic endeavors, 
forming a creative outlet for herself, and an inspiration for others. 

FIDEL A. MARTINEZ 

Fidel is now a junior at CSB majoring in English and minoring in 
Business. fjdel's work has appeared twice in National Collegiate Anthologies 
of Poelry. 

JOSEPH O'GRADY 

Joseph has aspirations or obtaining a multiple teaching credential after 
oompletlng his fifth year at CSB. He works part time with the elderly at 
convalcsoent homes, and at grade schools with young children. Joseph 
spends a great deal or time riding ltis pride and joy, a Suzuki GSllOO 
raocr. He has made several contributions to this iuue of Orpheus. 
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LARRY AKERS 

La,ry received his B.A. in Psychology in 1978 and has just started 
working towards hls Special Education teaching credential for t.he severely 
handicapped. ln between workina as a social worker with the 
developmentally disabled and going to school at CSB, Larry enjoys spending 
time at the river and camping in the Sierras. 

EDITOR'S NOTE: Unfortunately, some authors d.id not submit 
biographical material. 
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