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of de(' . h' l'k 1c1ous t 111gs I e spring and tea and \Valter Savage Landor." 

"( ;awcl", said Edward. 

" l J ' 
I 

. con t 1111dersta11cl you Edward. You seem to th ink that 
OVlfJ<r , . • • cl 1 · k I . . I " , " . ou 1s in ecent- 1 e s eep1ng wit 1 you. 

l•.clwarcl stood up and strode deliheratel) over to the table to 

rt·placc the virgin cigarette. I le looked happier. 

"Platonic love then", he said in a relieved voice. 

"( >h, you've dcvita li~ed it", sighed l\I arian. ":--:o\\' cor1ce11-
trate o I I ' . I . 
1 

11 w lat 111 say 111g. I love you. I love )Ollr sou, )Our m111cl, 

/"r hod} ... don't \\'ince! You are a prig! 1 love you the w:11· 

I 
love the sun light. I wan t with me all the t ime )OU, cveq thing 

11
•11 is I · I I I I ' f · lou, tiat rc111111<ls mt• of you. I lme tit' sun 1ut trnt coesn t 

"lt·n the ,un at all. Just he around and he you and let me lmt' 
) ou ''. 

" I low?". ,aid Edward su,picioush. 

. "Oh I'd like to ki,s \CHI 11011 aud th<"n wlwn I huhhle m t'I 
1,·111 r · 1 a lt-ct1011. L nv<" ha, diffrrt'nt mood, ,011 know". 

I 
Fclwanl gri1111ed. "Is there am thing ,m1'd like to have mt· 

( () ?'' 
'')' t's, ,top thinking it\ indecent ht·catN' it i,n't". 
" I ' 111 not too sure", said Edward. 
"B . h lit It isn't", in,isted .\l arian, thrusting her hand, into her 

011't'-coat pockets. 

"· "O. K. m'dear. :--:ow kt\ dear this up. You lme me. Right? 
•\1i.:ht ' J'I. I . . . . ?" ' I . • 11s 01c 111vol1e, 1w part1c1p,1t10n on 1111 part . a a nan 
i1oddt·I "Y . . . " . . " I I • c · ou mt•an 110 part1c1pat1011 ? .\l anan nodded . mere} 
r,1d1arc lllysclf. Right?" 

.\ l.trian ,lowh cru,hed out her cigarette. " Y t._'', 

1 
" \ Vt•II then, y.ou're a good girl. ~mv go to hl'cl. 

1
> cln" 1· · ·.clward artH' and walked to the door. 

she said. 

I ha,·1• 11·ork 

" I lmt· you", said .\ l.1ria11 and slipped ht·r arms aro11111I hi, 
lt "l'k. 

Eclw.1rcl ,tnod rigidih in the doon1·a1 with his hand, at his 
side,, h 
,
1 

t·tra1 ing in hi, facial n:pre--.ion the hrwilclt'rt'cl n•ceptio11 of 
1111

iltit11de of nt·w ancl terrible tholl'rhts. 

"I lc>1t· 1ot1" , continm•cl .\ l arian~ " I lm1• ~011" 

1 'i 



RUSIILIGIIT 

SONGS AROU, D A C IIRIST~ IAS TRF:E 

by h(l\' Cremin 

Fleeting stars 
Rip into a craz) soh m} song 
With those who lift threc carols to a tn·1·. 
\Vhile flushed amnesiacs drink thin,tilr 
\Vind-whipped plasma from electric veins 
Death is hacked in black Somewhere, 
Blood i, fro7,e11 hard in throats 
Due no more to parrot peace 011 t'arth 
Or any thing. 
11 ow can I sing? 

Noel, '.'\owe!, 
\ Vhe re i, there 110 hell 

Except inside an empt} singing ring? 
l s this the) toss to ( ;od called gratitude 
That they have never felt the hair} hand 
\Vhose shadow pushed their willing heads III sand? 
Soft-banana men rot in the cratrrs, 
Frecze to earth outside the charmed nng. 
I can not sini::. 

Br the bristling cone of colored gla,s 
From the glow of rose aud \ iolct 
I stretch m} hand into the crawling dark 
In shuddered welcome. 

• • • 
From the slow, preparing: womb of tune 
, ativity in truth there i-. to be 
To ~well the light of that unearth!} birth 
Promising the gt•ntle time will come 
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J\11d cup the glob(' i11 low unti l the st:1r, 
Surk in th(·ir fir('s, and shri,•ellcd lw th!' ,1111. 

Then, penance donr, the ring ancl I ah,oln•cl, 
l.11sty, jo)o11, will we ,hour thl' ~ong 
.\rul ,,, oop it rnu111I rlw plant•ts. see it ,oar! 

C C • 

Tr('111hli11g 
I await th(' hurlrt of the clread('d gift. 
Sho11lcl a 1m,·li1w na,h h1eak off rhc chnru, 
1 n .1 hur,t of fl) 111g colored gl:b,. 
( ;oldt'll IO(kt'h, sp11rtillj' St';II kt Sl'J'(';tfllS, 

Sini.:n, might eat 11 hack tht' tranquil star, 
, \11d th.It which I h.1, (' to1d ,o,ltl romt· to pass. 

TO _.\ inc 1)()1. L 

hr /' i11;i11in Fi1111 

Your bright hLick ,hoc button 1'\I'' ;ir(' ,111ili11:.r. 
1\re 1011 going to laugh at the things I do? 
If I can't lay 1111 sighs 011 ,our lump1 shoulcl('r, 

\I 1 (') e, .ti I .1 wn·ping, I our 
C111 I, all a,kr\\, 

Thr \\oriel i, wr(·trhrcl, hm, di 111'11 a pl.1r1·. 
If 1m1 won't bring the romtort I \\ant ,ou to, 
Your ,ill) olcl ,mile on )Ollr old painted far(' 

Tht·n th('\ 'II all think it\ £1111111, 

Y ('s, l'\ l'll ) OIi, 

17 
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RUSH LIGHT 

A CAROL 

by Lucy Grer Blncl.: 

" ... 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. 

Carr) in the flaming plum-cake 
For the starved, expectant mouths, 
For the thin-eyed ones now gathered 
Hy the pure white unicorn, 

Br his twisted, red-black horn. 

Pass the cup through fire-lit midnight 

\Vith its spiced and steaming wines 
F or the cold, hard throats of land-serfs 
Pressed 011 b) the unicorn, 

B) his efficacious horn. 

:\lake gay music round the Yule fire, 
Light strange cheer in every check. 
There is plenty in the great hall 

For the hungry men now here 
\ Vith the swift, strong unicorn. 

18 



The Unfinished 
hr /Jori.f R rdqrt'11 

.\l orning su1l',hinc hummed i11 through ocean-weathered win-
1lows I . . . . f · · t rose in sunbeam, and fell 111 du,t 011 the wrinkled white 

an, on tilt' pillow, making it smooth and roung again. She gaw a 
J.:llttcr·d f I . . f I SI • groan o , eep, and pushing back the covers, got out o 1ed. 
· le grunted to the window. and leaning on the ,plintned uld 

'1'•ndow,ill, ,tuck hcr head out into the earh summer air. The sun 
" h . . '

1
1 t (' sea was a white diamond, ,par kling, ,welling, spi lling a t the 

t1 l!'e, S . 
f 

· , tt·am r<ht' from tht· hot ,and as II ran to lllt't't the coolnc,, 
I) I t H· 11atn; ,ca gulls dipped and do,e catching the hrat and Cl'ol 
ll(o f I l a-cia ", the waw, whi,perecl. 

1ia11w. She ,mill-cl contt•ntl·clli : 

rfllrl' 1hr 111dod1. 'J'/11 .11'11 r111//.1 

., '' 0 land and ,ea. " 11 a-cia, 
I I a-ci·1 11 . " I 11 I I .

1 
• , a-c1a . t 1c1 ca ec wr 

1,, s . . . . 
If/ I.I 1//l .\_)'lllf>/,ti/1\, t/11 1('(/7' /'J 

1111 t I / I 11 ' 1,,,111, s111tJ11t/1 111ul ,1fr11111i111/. A ,oft wind cooled her hot, 

'/1 fact'. \ \ 'i t h ,tn·ngt h and ,tl'aclim·,,. the old ,1·0111:111 hreat heel 
I (·t·ph f I I . I . I I . 1 · · O t IC Sil ti lncc/.t'; ,he slll't'/.l'd fa11ll 1 \\ ll l l H' t111g rng 
J111 111!:<.' / . • nrc. , 11,/ th, n1i11t!s sof/1•11 tht !o11d 11ot1·s 

,, "I lacia ! I L1t·ia !" A har,h knock nrmhlrd her bedroom door. 

1
-\rt•n't )011 up )et? " ' hat \ tht· matter with )Ou? I want tm· 

.'.;(·akfast." The master of the house pounded down,tair, and 

>reaming, alw;ns dre:uning" floated up to I l acia. 

I 
Tlw old "Olll:111 hunted ncn 01i'h for her clotlH's, and finding 

t 11·111 I · 11 I . h . , on t H' must,· floor, she buttoned herself 111. er w 11tc· air 
llraycd from her . hcad · the mirror refkcted it. I lacia couldn't 

'rr J ' . w lt'rc the ha ir ended and her "rink It•, began. She cl11td1cd 
,1 crack. I • . . 

t c cameo and pmnccl It on. 
'' I ' I Ill roming. 1 'm coming" hn ,cratdn n1ice callccl to wr 

ht.i,tt•r. ' 

'' \\' · f I a11 for mt''', ,ht' called to th(' ,t'a as ,he I(' t t H' room. 

1 
Tht• doorbell dinglccl under the impatit'nt pressurt• of thl' 1111il-

lla 11 ·1 · 11 . '' ar1;1 worked her w:11 clown ,tair,. 
'' F'i C :nnl, ,akt·. ll aci;, h11rri 11p", 11"lll'cl tlw rna, tn. 

f() 
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"Y!'s. Yt's." Sht' opm!'d tht· door and collt-ctt'd the 111ail. 

There was a long, white envelope for he r. I Irr glazed eyes gre11' 

hig and hright and she fumhlecl to open it- filth y thumhs and finger, 

got r11ta11glrd. The lette r was from a music company; they hacl 

accepted hn little composition. The world grew light and dark,--­

hlindi11g flashes of l ight and dark that weighed 011 her brain; then 

it swam sweet!) and endo,ecl her. " I I acia what 111 lwl I ", w:1" 
a melocly from another world. 

I I acia woke up in her own bed. The world was sti!! s11·ay i11!! 

a bit. hut ,·he cou ld ,me!l the sa lty air hlowing in the window :11ul 
she reviHcl. I fer master was bending over hrr, his fact· a contortion 

of awe and anger. 

"You better stay in heel t'da) ," he said 

of the room, muttl'ring ". \ com po. i,hun ! 
cra'l'~ !" 

gruff!), and walked out 

1 magine ! She 11111,' he 

I lacia wa, tirl'd, mor<' tirl'cl than ,h :· kn<'w. She was tired ,,f 
working for t hi, man, she was tired of lil'ing with other people: 

she wanted to lw alone with the sea and the music it gave her. Shr 

got out of hrd in a daze and swayed to t he window, uncow,cioush 

humping into raggrcl furniture. The sea shone up at hrr and j111npcil 

and sk ipped and played in g lcr. " Thank you for thr music, : ra· 

()h thank you ." li er voice almost wailed with compassion. " Pica,<'· 

don't lea1t• me. Let's w1 ite more music, and dance and laugh 1'
1 

it. -:'-l'o. Don't leave me." The tea rs moistent'cl her dq ~kill­

" l'm corning. I 'm coming, my sea." 

She stretched her arms and walked in to hlackne~s, into th<' 

sea, into her mu~ic. 

" I I acia. 11 a-cia," the waves whi~pC'red. 

20 
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Promise Of A Winged Peace 

From out of her long dark can•rn ,he rnmt·,. rumbl ing soft 
;111d I 'ow at fir,t. A , harp n·port, another, thrn tht· grinding g1.11 
i11g r I . I . h oug 1 roar of hidden power re nds thr air, and down the ,rig t 

Path sh · · f I I f I t (arc· 11 ) cr s IH'r wa). 

I In bodv, sh·ncl <'r, gracl'fu l a, a laqtH'rt'cl wasp t11rns onct•, :•ncl 
'l . ra,gh1a11 ,I\, the ,perding , trrak, effo rtl t•,, , lifts her migh t int·" 
, lowJ . I . . . hi Y toward the sk) and ragt·, forward, p11sh1ng 1er , p111n111g 

nde, to the white moon. 

. \Vhere go these mighty motors made from workings of men's 
'llir1d ) Wh I ' I s. ere go those shin ing sti lcttoes slash ing at tie moon s 
>en111 . ' u ' h . I I "· vv ere goes that long slet·k, ,i lver shape wit h 1er maca Ht' 

cargo of numbered tube,? 

h Far , he wing, her ,olitar\' wa1 ti ll her roar is but a sweet hum, 

er figure but a cross against ·,he moon. 

21 
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So Long • • • Soldier 
by Nancy lif'oodru/J 

.\,l ark zig-zagged through the swaying train, dragging his piJ! 

skin grip behind. He pushed the door of the last car open with his 

shou lder and ha! f-fell in as the train lurched around a bend. Jjc 

could feel a trickle of sweat roll under his soft collar and down hi, 

back. Clancing briefly around, he spied an empty scat 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 windo,r· 

.\ I ark stopped, and looked helplessly around for another scat, but the 

1:.11 was h11lgi11g with uniformed hats and brass buttons. I l e started 

to turn bm:k through the door hut remembered the turmoi l he ha.I 

just pa:sed through. Iii, ldt arm wa~ paralyzed from the \\'t'ighr 

of the bag and he could hardy 1110,-e his legs. Frowning :,light!)· 

he turned around again and , low!) ma1111evered hack to the t·n1pt) 

sl'at. 

This seat taken?" he asked softly. The soldier turned :111d 
smiled. "(;o ahead, hud, one's all I need." 

~lark nodded in repl) and slid into the green plu,h, pushinJ! 

his hag in from of his knee,. 

"You'll have more room if you put your su itcase up," rhr 
,oldier spoke again . .\ I ark said nothing. 11 c could fee l the solclirr 

looking at him and he flushed 1111comfortahly. The soldier focusecl 

his eyes 011 the empty sleeve tucked neatly into the right pockcr. 

"1 'm sorry, bud, here". He grabbed the hag and swung it up 011 

the rack . 

.\lark blushed a deep red and sclf-consciously pullccl his Jefr 

arm over to cover the place where his right one should have hccJI· 

The soldier had resumed his day-dreaming -out the window. Fi11alh 

he turned again and looked kindly at .\ I ark. "You just get a di,· 

charge or something, bud?" 

:\l ark half-rose from his seat, hi~ jaw tight. The soldil'r wa' 

smiling:, waiting for an answer. .\ I ark relaxed and settled h:ick­
l lcll , he thought, I got nothing to lose. "Yeah, kid," h<' ,aid look· 
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•ng straight at him, " Yeah, I just got a discharge." 

s The soldier shook his head. "God, that's tough. That 
Ure is tot1"h. I d I I I'd · L ... won er-wou d you mind-I mean 10w c 1 1t 

riappen ... " 

. :\lark spoke slowlr with his eyes focused 011 the passing scenery 
as the train clacked 011. "It was at Anzio. Am~io beachhead. 1 
'"as · I '· Wit 1 a mine detector out-fit. \!Ve were ou t on patrol one 11ight 

ha•id over-lookt"d a dela1ed action chawe 0 11 the wa1 back. It killed 
flth ' ' h I • 

ITI} b11dd1es, but I had a little luck. ' 

''t'h 'I'he sol'.lier looked away for a minute. "Cod," he said again, 
at sure 1s tough all right." 
.\ l ark pulled a cigart'ttc case out of his pocket and pulled one 

oin . I 
<if ~vit 1 his mouth. Tht' ,oldier watched him out of the rnrn<'r 
hi his t'}e as he lit a wooden match with his thumb nail. .\I a1 k 

cw thC' match out and exhaled a thin column of i,mokc. 
~rhc train ticked 011, lurching to an occasional stop for more 

flasscnir . ·1 h d. . I . I ,.,er,. 1111t1 t e car was almost full of people stan 111g 111 t 1e 
a1, cs 'J'I . . . . · · 1c sold1l'r had gotten ovl'r the first awe at his compa111011 
•llld I . . . 
th vas t:dk1ng ,t(•adil}, while .\l :11k smoked, noddrng, now and 

en o ff . . I • r o cr111g one or two words III rep I'. 

R· ''And so this is the first time I 've ever. been away from White 
lite~. But I like the army all right, it treats me fine and l i,urc 
,01~. •t all right, it's just that J never hcl'll away before." The 

0. < •er scratched the back of his closc-croppccl hc·acl. " I g11c,s you 
,1<1 en h I " . 011g t 1011gh, he s:11d thoughtfully. 

e .\ I ark was looking away. Cood Cod, he thought, won't he 
"t'r stop talking. \Vho the hell docs he think I am, his mother? 

·r of he boy had begun again. " l guess you think I '111 prett) much 
;it. ;i kid hut 1 'm almost 20. Y 011 know, it's guys like you that 

111: rc·al!1 fighting this war. I'm in uniform, but rh:1t doe~n·r 
, ;in lll11ch 1ct. I havrn't hcen in action or anvthing and here \ 011 ••tc b · · · 
f ack all read, and vo11 r fi"htin,,'s all over. It must be terrihlt·, l'Jr . • • ,-. ... 

tii 1011· I don't mean your- I me:111, it 11111',t make 1011 mad some-
11es, hec"t t · · ·1 · I I · ' I 1 ' ,, . , use 1erc 1011 are 111 Cl\ 1 tan c or 1cs aga111 .111c no-or<' s 

>;01111!; I k . . . I " 0 ·nm,· that ) crn had a111 thing to do with th<' war anc -
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"Do you mind terribly much, kid, if we just sit and watch 
the smoke out the window." ;\1.1 ark shot out the words with a 
twinge of sarcasm. "Besides I'm getting off at the next stop anY· 

way." 
The boy lowered his head. "l 'm sorry, bud, l always talk toO 

much. H e re." I le rose and pulled the pigskin hag down fron1 

the rack. "Let me take it out for you .. . " 
.vl ark sh rugged stood up and weaved his way slowly thro11gh 

the crowded aisle, the soldier at his heels carrying the heavy grip. 
The train pulled to a grinding stop as Nlark reached the do<>•· 

I l e turned , grabbed the hag from the smiling soldier and sw11nl! 
down to the platform. The boy leaned over the steps and said shyb • 
" I'm sorry if I hurt )Our feelings or anything. J sure didn't n1C':tll 

to. l think you're a real guy for being such a good sport." ,, 
l\lark faced him. "Thanks for helping me kid, and good luck, 

he added. The car w as movi ng now, hut the kid leaned out an<I 

shouted , "So long, ... soldier." 
~lark winced and w aved his left hand. H e turned quickh 

and started toward the station. I sho11ldn't have done it, he said, 
to himself, I never should have done it. 

I l e shrugged his shoulders and walked off. What the hell, 

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

CRlPE 

h)' , / 1111•/ie IJ ,,11011 

Exciting ties go to waste 
On the counters of men's stores, 
\Vhile he wears red , and hrown and tan 

Basket weave on a blue morning. 
There shou ld be a ban 
Against such atrocities. 
But in a democracy 
It 's so much a matter of taste. 




