






































RUSHLIGHT
SONGS AROUND A CHRISTMAS TREE
by Kay Cremin

Fleeting stars

Rip into a crazy sob my song

With those who lift three carols to a tree.
While flushed amnesiacs drink thirstily
Wind-whipped plasma from electric veins
Death is hacked in black Somewhere,
Blood is frozen hard in throats

Due no more to parrot peace on earth

Or any thing.

How can 1 sing?

Noel, Nowel,
Where is there no hell
Except inside an empty singing ring?
Is this they toss to God called gratitude
That they have never felt the hairy hand
Whose shadow pushed their willing heads in sand?
Soft-banana men rot in the craters,
Freeze to earth outside the charmed ring.
I can not sing.

By the bristling cone of colored glass
From the glow of rose and violet

I stretch my hand into the crawling dark
In shuddered welcome.

L L »

From the slow, preparing womb of time
Nativity in truth there is to be

To swell the light of that unearthly birth
Promising the gentle time will come
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And cup the globe in love until the stars
Suck in their fires, and shrivelled be the sun.

I'hen, penance done, the ring and I absolved,
Lusty, joyous will we shout the song

And swoop it round the planets, see it soar!

#* W i

T'rembling

I await the hurler of the dreaded gift.

Should a yowling crash break off the chorus
In a burst of fAying colored glass,

Golden rockets, spurting scarlet screams,
Singers might earn back the tranquil stars

And that which 1 have told soon come to pass.

TO A RAG DOLL
by Virginia Finn

Your bright black shoe button eyes are smiling,
Are you going to laugh at the things I do?
If 1 can't lay my sighs on your lumpy shoulder,
My eyes all a weeping, your
Curls all askew,

The world is wretched, how dismal a place.

If you won't bring the comfort I want you to,

Your silly old smile on your old painted face
Then they'll all think it's funny,

Yes, even you.
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A CAROL
by Lucy Grey Black

“ . his horns are like the horns of unicorns: with them he
shall push the people together to the ends of the earth.” Deut.
xxxiii, 17,

Carry in the flaming plum-cake
For the starved, expectant mouths,
| For the thin-eved ones now gathered
| By the pure white unicorn,
By his twisted, red-black horn.

Pass the cup through fire-lit midnight
With its spiced and steaming wines
For the cold, hard throats of land-serfs
Pressed on by the unicorn,

By his efficacious horn.

Make gay music round the Yule fire,
Light strange cheer in every cheek.
There is plenty in the great hall
For the hungry men now here

With the swift, strong unicorn.




The Unfinished

by Doris Rydgren

Morning sunshine hummed in through ocean-weathered win- '
SOWs. It rose in sunbeams and fell in dust on the wrinkled white
€ on the pillow, making it smooth and young again. She gave a
SUtteral groan of sleep, and pushing back the covers, got out of bed. |
Y€ grunted to the window, and leaning on the splintered old |
Windowsill, stuck her head out into the early summer air. The sun
0 the sea was a white diamond, sparkling, swelling, spilling at the
Cdges, Steam rose from the hot sand as it ran to meet the coolness |
of the water; sea gulls dipped and dove catching the heat and cool-
.I.](.'“ of land and sea. ‘““Ha-cia, Ha-cia”, the waves whispered.
.,{""C!':l. Ha-cia”, they called her name. She smiled contentedly:

he seq is my sym/))‘mr;_r, the waves carry the melody. The sea gulls
¢ the horns, smooth and gleaming. A soft wind cooled her hot,
dry face.  With strength and steadiness, the old woman breathed
‘I"'N)' of the salty breeze; she sneezed faintly with the tingling
Pungence, And the winds soften the loud notes—

“Hacia! Hacia!” A harsh knock rumbled her bedroom door.
Aren'y you up vet? What's the matter with you? I want my
'l:rl'ilkfast"' The master of the house pounded downstairs and

Teaming, always dreaming’ floated up to Hacia.

The old woman hunted nervously for her clothes, and finding
them o the musty floor, she buttoned herself in. Her white hair
Prayed from hcr‘hm(l: the mirror reflected it. Hacia couldn't
*® where the hair ended and her wrinkles began. She clutched

4 Crac ) '
facked cameo and pinned it on.
" her scratchy voice called to her

iy 5 g
P'm coming. I'm coming,
:lﬁt(\r‘

“Wait for me”, she called to the sea as she left the room.

The doorbell dingled under the impatient pressure of the mail-
48 Hacia worked her way down stairs.
T - 3 Gty ¥ ‘ b

F'v Gawds sake, Hacia—hurry up”, yelled the master

n

Man
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“Yes. Yes." She opened the door and collected the mail
There was a long, white envelope for her. Her glazed eyes grew
big and bright and she fumbled to open it—filthy thumbs and fingers
got entangled. The letter was from a music company; they had
accepted her little composition. The world grew light and darky—
blinding flashes of light and dark that weighed on her brain; then
what in hell—", was

it swam sweetly and enclosed her. “Hacia
a melody from another world.

Hacia woke up in her own bed. The world was still swaying
a bit, but she could smell the salty air blowing in the window and
she revived. Her master was bending over her, his face a contortion |
of awe and anger.

“You better stay in bed t'day,” he said grufily, and walked out
of the room, muttering—"A composishun! Imagine! She mus’ b€
crazy !"

Hacia was tired, more tired than she knew. She was tired of ’
working for this man, she was tired of living with other peoplé:
she wanted to be alone with the sea and the music it gave her. She
got out of bed in a daze and swaved to the window, unconsciously
bumping into ragged furniture. The sea shone up at her and jumpt"d
and skipped and played in glee. “Thank you for the music, 64
Oh thank you." Her voice almost wailed with compassion. *Pleasés
don't leave me. Let's write more music, and dance and laugh .f"
it. —No. Don't leave me.” The tears moistened her dry skif
“I'm coming. I'm coming, my sea.”

She stretched her arms and walked into blackness, into the
sea, into her music.

“Hacia. Ha-cia,” the waves whispered.

|
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Promise Of A Winged Peace

by Terry Boghossian
l'r(:m out of her long dark cavern she comes, rumbling soft
| - . . g
] i slow at first. A sharp report, another, then the grinding grat-
n ) : g
8 rough roar of hidden power rends the air, and down the bright

Path
th she carefully feels her way,

‘ .”vr body, slender, graceful as a laquered wasp turns once, and
raightaway, the speeding streak, effortless, lifts her mightiness
E"’:Iy toward the sky and rages forward, pushing her spinning
€S to the white moon.
~ Where go these mighty motors made from workings of men's
:::l:l:j: ‘}";rlllcrc go those shining s!ilc.r]mcs :;lnshing.t];:t]l:i:‘-“:,:,.l}[:]r‘:
' -8 ROt L 5 SICCK er shape wi s+ macabre
rgg of r1t||t]1;\i-‘;mk]u;:l)t:1‘l>t long: aleee, Ml e EEIA)
‘l".-” she wings her solitary way till her roar is hut a sweet hum,
T figure but a cross against the moon.




So Long . . . Soldier

by Nancy Woodruff

Mark zig-zagged through the swaying train, dragging his pif
skin grip behind. He pushed the door of the last car open with his
shoulder and half-fell in as the train lurched around a bend. He€
could feel a trickle of sweat roll under his soft collar and down his
back. Glancing briefly around, he spied an empty seat and barged
down the aisle. As he got closer, he saw that the other half of the |
seat was occupied by a soldier gazing vacantly out the window:
Mark stopped, and looked helplessly around for another seat, but the [
car was bulging with uniformed hats and brass buttons. He started
to turn back through the door but remembered the turmoil he had
just parsed through. His left arm was paralyzed from the weight
of the bag and he could barely move his legs. Frowning slightlys
he turned around again and slowly manuevered back to the empty
seat.

This seat taken?” he asked softly. The soldier turned and ‘
smiled.  “Go ahead, bud, one’s all I need.”

Mark nodded in reply and slid into the green plush, pushing
his bag in front of his knees.

“You'll have more room if you put vour suitcase up,’ th
soldier spoke again. Mark said nothing. He could feel the soldier
looking at him and he flushed uncomfortably. The soldier focused
his eyes on the empty sleeve tucked neatly into the right pocket:
“I'm sorry, bud, here”. He grabbed the bag and swung it up o"

¢

the rack.

Mark blushed a deep red and self-consciously pulled his Jeft
arm over to cover the place where his right one should have beet:
The soldier had resumed his day-dreaming out the window. Finally
he turned again and looked kindly at Mark. “You just get a dis \
charge or something, bud?”

Mark half-rose from his seat, his jaw tight. The soldier W
smiling, waiting for an answer. Mark relaxed and settled back-
Hell, he thought, I got nothing to lose. “Yeah, kid,” he said look=
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g Straight at him, * Yeah, I just got a discharge.”
i '_rht' soldier shook his head. "(;n.d, that's tough. '_l‘h:ft
5 tough. 1 wonder—would you mind—I mean how did it
appen , , » I
5 tthrk. spoke slowly with his eyes fncuicd on rllfr passing scenery
s eltr:un c-l:u:k(-d on. “It was at Anzio. Anzio hcach}wnd.‘ 1 |
ﬂu(i {Wlth a mine detector mlt-.ht. We were out on patrol one n.lght |
Ver-looked a delayed action charge on the way back. It killed
Oth my buddies, but I had a little luck.”
wne. The soldier looked away for a minute. “God,” he said again,
At sure is tough all right.”
i “t.]ﬂrk .pu”(-d a cigarette case out of his [‘.mck('t and pulled one
With his mouth. The soldier watched him out of the corner
hch.m eye as he lit a wooden match with his t]}umb nail.  Mark
" the match out and exhaled a thin column of smoke.
e train ticked on, lurching to an occasional stop for more ‘
:;‘\;:i“ﬁt:t’.‘\‘ until ‘thv car was almost full _of people st:l{u]ing in _th('
nd 8. The s.nl(lu-r had gotten over the first awe at !us companion
Was talking steadily, while Mark smoked, nodding, now and
, or offering one or two words in reply. f
“And so this is the first time I've ever been away from White ,
i':(":- But.l ll.kl':‘ the army all right, it treats me fine am!'l f;-”c .
A d:'(jt all right, it's just that I never been away hc:furv. ] Ah:-
' scratched the back of his close-cropped head. “I guess you
ad “hough though,” he said thoughtfully.
- -?lzlrk was looking away. Good (}od,.hc thunL’}“-. won't I“;
Stop talking. Who the hell does he think I am, his mother:
The boy had begun again. “I guess you think I'm pretty much
t kid but I'm almost 20. You know, it's guys like you that
& really fighting this war. I'm in uniform, but that doesn’t
ar:ﬂn_'"““h vet. I haven't been in action or anything and }“’”“."U“
back | ready and your fighting’s all over. It must be terrible,
i;:m. I don't mean your—I mean, it must 1:1:1!{('-_\‘uu mad Sf)l]l.t:-‘
Hﬁin\,’ because here you are in civilian c[mh.vs again and nu-f‘)m §
£ to know that vou had anything to do with the war and—
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“Do you mind terribly much, kid, if we just sit and wateh™
the smoke out the window.” Mark shot out the words with &

twinge of sarcasm. “Besides I'm getting off at the next stop any®

"
way.

The boy lowered his head. “I’m sorry, bud, I always talk 10€

!

much. Here.” He rose and pulled the pigskin bag down from

the rack. “Let me take it out for you . . ."”

Mark shrugged stood up and weaved his way slowly thrOﬂ._gh-
the crowded aisle, the soldier at his heels carrying the heavy grif:

The train pulled to a grinding stop as Mark reached the doo™
He turned, grabbed the bag from the smiling soldier and swung
down to the platform. The boy leaned over the steps and said shyly»
“I'm sorry if I hurt your feelings or anything. I sure didn't mear!
to. I think you're a real guy for being such a good sport.” 1

Mark faced him. “Thanks for helping me kid, and good luck,
he added. The car was moving now, but the kid leaned out am
shouted, “So long, . . . soldier.”

Mark winced and waved his left hand. He turned quiCkl’"

and started toward the station. 1 shouldn’t have done it, he saids
to himself, I never should have done it. I
He shrugged his shoulders and walked off. What the hells

for the first time in my life I'm a hero.

GRIPE

by Amelie Banov

Exciting ties go to waste

On the counters of men's stores,

While he wears red, and brown and tan
Basket weave on a blue morning.

There should be a ban

Against such atrocities.

But in a democracy

It's so much a matter of taste.
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