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MEMORIA HELEN CONDON 

"Ye have hea rd of the patience of Job." 
Bible 

Yehuda knocked on the door of the church: there was an echo, a long pause and 
the sound of shuffling feet. Then the doorknob turned, and light slowly creeped into the 
church. An old monk stood before us, nodding his head and stroking his coarse beard. 

Yehuda said, "Shalom," and we went into the church . 
"This is the largest Carmelite church in Jerusalem," he said. "You remember that 

the Carmelites founded their order on Mount Carmel and that, shortly after, the Crusaders 
came and built this church in their honor. The church was safe until 1948 when it was 
damaged by the fighting. See t he dome which has been marked by gunfire? And the 

mosiacs over the altar?" 
I looked obediently at the dome of the church. It was ornate, and my eyes gladly 

rested on a beam of light that was streaming downward from a window above me. At the 
bottom of the beam stood Yehuda. He turned to us and, stepping out of the light, mo
tioned us to the front of the church where we could further acquaint ourselves with the 
place. My father walked up the aisle as Yehuda had advised. He was overcome by the 
si lence and the darkness and, looking thoughtfully at the altar, knelt down at the altar rai l. 
It was a welcome pause from the heat of the day and the noise of the world outside. He 
bowed his head and prayed: a child's prayer and an easy belief in Old Jerusalem. 

It was not as easy for me. I stood awkwardly in the shadows of one of the church 
pillars and watched my father. I could not kneel beside him, but shifted from one foot 
to the other, as I had done in so many other churches. I looked at the ceiling, but there 
was nothing; even the stream of ligh t had disappeared. So I walked slowly, heavily, 
down the aisle to the rear of the church. I stopped just before the vestibule and stepped 
into the shadows of the last pillars. Then I let my mind wander, confident that there was 
no one to censure my thoughts. I saw Yehuda who also stood by one of the pillars. 
He was looking at the altar and at my father. Then he looked down at the dusty floor. 
Finally his eyes rested on the pew in front of him and on a prayerbook that had been left 
there for the use of the parishioners. Yehuda picked up the book and began to thumb 
through the brittle pages, trying, I supposed, to understand why my father knelt at the 

altar. 



But his search was cut short. The old monk had come up the aisle and was standing 

behind the Jew. He spoke in French with a thick German accent : 
"That book belongs to the church, and you are forbidden to touch it. You know that 

you have no rights in this place or in any place outside of Israel. Be glad you have your 
own country and that things are better for your people than during the war. But leave us 
alone here. You presume too much .... " 

When the monk had finished speaking, Yehuda returned the book to the pew and 
shrugged his shoulders in mock indifference. He turned towards the door and walked out 
into the good, clean sunshine. I remained a few minutes in the shadows of the pillar. 
Why hadn't I spoken? Why hadn't I defended Yehuda and challenged the bigoted 
censure of the monk? Surely I didn't have the easy faith of my father. Surely I could 
doubt and question. I had told myself that I would not accept in blind faith. But when 
my chance came, my thoughts remained hidden; I could not articulate the proper words. 
I cursed myself and walked out of the church, leaving my father in prayer and the monk 
in malicious self-satisfaction. 

We stood-Yehuda and I-in the heat of the day, looking together at the city below. 
I turned to him and started to speak, but his sunglasses hid his eyes. So I looked back 

towards the city and said, half to myself: 

" He told you it was forbidden, didn't he?" My anger came back and I continued. 
" It's not true, you know. You can look at anything you want; you can go to Mass, too. 
I don't know why he said that you were forbidden to read that book. It's people like 
that who .. ," 

I couldn't say any more and turned toward the church. My father was just coming 
out; he saw me and laughed, telling me that I looked like an impatient old woman . 

I sa id nothing; my thoughts were still in the church, near that shadowy pillar where the 
words, "You are forbidden," rang in my ears. 

The ringing became an echo which continued to sound in my brain. I couldn 't erase 
the incident from my memory; I was convinced that it had a meaning and that it was part 
of a larger truth. For that reason, my stay in Israel became more and more complex : 
I made it so. I couldn't stop looking for the truth. 

A week after the incident in the church, I stumbled on at least part of the truth. 
The immediately emotional impact of the first incident had worn off, and I had nearly 

succeeded in erasing those bigoted words from my memory. We had done a lot of heavy 
sightseeing, and I had become a sPonge, capable of little more than listening to the 
history of ancient Israel and repeating mechanically the wonders of the Bible. It was 
hot, and I was getting tired. I began to wish for a coke and a seat out of the sun. 

''I've just about had it," I said to my sister. " My feet are swollen from the heat, and 
I can't face this hill. I'd like to forget about this institute Yehuda is taking us to and 
go back to town. After all, we·ve been out al l day every day for a week." 

" Look," she said, "this is the last thing we've got planned for the day. So pull 
yourself together, and don't let Dad see you muttering. Besides, there may be something 
interesting to see. We've been pretty lucky so far in seeing at last one bit of off-beat local 
color every day. Yesterday we saw that Bedouin g irl making bread. N ow it's not every· 
body who can get that close to one of their tents." 

I thought about the black gypsy tent and of the wild Arab children and was encour
aged. After all , I thought, traveling is_n't all museums and American hotels and crafty 
shop keepers. So I followed Yehuda up the hill to the Yadivashem Institute. W e walked 
across an expansive patio to a low building which was the memorial institute. From 
a distance, it looked like any other modern structure--a college lecture hall, a museum, 
or even part of the housing projects in Tel Aviv. I began to feel ti red at the thought 
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that it would be just like the other "points of interest" that we had seen as tourists. 
My feet began to hurt more than ever; my throat felt dry, and I began to think of Yehuda 

as an oppressive slave-driver. 
Then, before 1 knew it, we were at the door of the memorial institute. It was iron 

but totally unlike the old door of the Carmelite church: it was utterly modern and out
spoken. It consisted of various iron forms, mostly geometric, which seemed to grow out 
of the iron substructure. The effect it gave was one of confli<;t and discord. This effect 
was heightened when I related the door to the rest of the building which was low, 
almost blunt looking and made of slabs of natural stone set in varying planes. Neverthe
less, I was not displeased by the apparent lack of harmony; I respected its individuali ty. 

I tried to force the door open; I was anxious to see the inside. But since there was 
no doorknob, I was at a loss as to whether to push or pull. At last Yehuda came to my 
rescue and pulled one of the iron spikes that lay flat on the door. It was heavy and gave 
only slowly to his strength. Then light crept into the place, and we were inside the cool 
darkness of the great hall. I could see nothing at first since the transition from light to 
dark was sudden and complete. Then I began to focus on the things around me--the 

drab clothes, the crowd, and the rafters of the ceiling. My eyes shifted down again, to the 
people around me: what were they looking at? Why were they so quiet, so deadly quiet? 
I worked my way forward in the d irection they were all facing. The rabbi began to sing, 
and I saw it all : a circle of men and a small but violently strong flame that emerged 
from an iron shell. A dark marble floor stretched, spotless and shimmering, from the 
flame to the crowds that watched and waited. Some were tense; others were limp and 
tired. But no one took his eyes from the rabbi and the blinding flame. The rabbi con
tinued to sing, slowly and deliberately, in a minor key. His voice swelled with emotion, 

and I fe lt my heart pound loudly. But no one moved. 
"What is it ?" I whispered. " What is he saying? And why doesn't anyone move? 

Why are they so quiet?" 

I wanted to ask my quest ions out loud , but I remained si lent, mesmerized by the 
atmosphere of the memoria l service. Then I remembered what Yehuda had said as we 
climbed the hill to the institute: It was a memorial for the Jews who had died in con
centration camps. Now, I understood the lettering on the floor; they were the names of 

the camps, Auschwitz and a dozen others. 
All at ome I felt the mood of the crowd. I dropped my shoulders and assumed 

the phr ical limpness of some of those around me. I was glad I had worn a dark dress; 
I wanted to be part of the crowd, to feel what they felt and to know their past and 

future. My eyes closed sl ightly, and two images fused before me-the rabbi and the flame. 
The inexpressible s,1dness of the song heightened the effect, and I felt myself d rained of 
some sort of ident ity; I was not the .self of that Carmelite church. 

Then the rabbi stopped singing. I le closed his book, and one of the other men 
stepped forward to read a prayer in Poli sh, then another in German. At last a man spoke 
in Eng lish. I was sti ll lost in the melody of the song ; I heard only the words, "We wi ll 

not forget." 
All at once I understood. I fe ll a choking sensation in my throat, and I turned to go. 

I had seen enough. I took a last look at the scene before me--the flame and the grey 
smoke that cu rled upward, through the opening in the ceiling. I pushed the door and 
went outside, glad to be blinded by the sun. 



OLD GENERAL HARVEY 

Harvey used to come and sit 
On that rock, 
The one next to your pop stand 
(That wasn't there then, you know.) 
Well, he'd prop himself on the top 
And sturdy himself with his cane. 
It was an ivory cane 
With a gold plated knob, 
Made from a tusk 
Of an elephant he'd shot. 
(You remember the kind 
With carved lions and natives and palms.) 
Well, we'd gather around 
In our wet suits on the sand 
And wait for old Harvey to speak. 
(He wasn't so old: 
About the age I am now, you understand.) 
He'd snuff a cigar 
And bite off the end, 
Then light it 
And draw a long puff. 
We sat still on the sand 
And watched his face 
As his eyes twinkled 
And moustache twitched. 
Then he'd begin: 
A Safari 
Or the Greek War
He was a general then. 
He'd been West once 
And fought off an Indian raid. 

Ah, those were the days 
( He used to say.) 
The chills raced up our spines 
And the blood twinged in our toes. 

And when he reached the end 
Of a raid or lion tracking, 
He'd pull himself from the rock 
With the aid of his cane ... 
But then that was old Harvey; 
He died of a chill the next winter, 

-

and that was the end 
Of Safaris, 
And Turks with bow-knives, 
And renegades ... 

PATRICIA C. MOSER 
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Night 
Youth 

Signs everyhere of birds nesting ... 
But the old ships 
Warn of November eves and hard frost 
And late autumn when March hares 
Go walking in beech leaves. 



SUMMER FRONT PORCH 
SHARON L. SEECHE 

Summer f root porch 
.10d bugs bombard 
.1 dirty yellow bulb 
g lare at a damp old g lider 
( fun to swing on) 
and listen to the crickets 

STILL, THE EAGLES 
KATHY SMITH 

Still, the eagles, 
In this summer night. 
( If truly there are eagles here) 
And soft, the sea gulls sweeping, near 
If they have dared 
To cut the terror of their flight 
And venture through a sea 
Of strident cries to seek 

SHARON L. SEECHE 

Tell me of dusk 
and I'll speak to you 
of the bare branches 
beyond my window 
where I sit 
and watch 
the blue turn black 
as it extends its hand 
th rough the branches 
of a helpless tree 
swallowed in the night 
and I 

rtf 



COULDN'T YOU JUST LIE IN WET GRASS? 
SHARON L. SEECHE 

Couldn't you just lie in wet grass 
or drink a clear puddle 
or eat a rainbow 
or just listen 
to the rain? 

AT NOON 
ROBIN DOWNING 

At noon, a huge white horse strides, 
With lumbering hooves, heavily across the hill. 
Pine-green rocks and tough black grass 
On a darkened hill with cold rain still 
Glimmering on twigs and night-brittled grass. 
Above the rain mist, a dark white cloud glides. 

At noon the world is unaccustomly dark-
Not night-dark, but a frightening day darkness. 
Nature seems dulled. Even the birds don't sing 
As when the day is light. Without brightness 
A tree is an unreflecting black thing. 
The cold rain is mossy on the bark. 

KATHY SMITH 

The surelygrass 
Must grow in chunks beside 
The silent turning of the sea. 
And it will last 
Much longer than its weight 
Of you wreathed round by me although 
We leave a print of us 
On its resisting stalks. 
The bristles ignorant 
Will thrust away each trace 
Of (oversoft. 



BOWLED FOR A DUCK ON JUNE THIRD ELIZABETH MEANY 

It was the first hot day in England I could remember. And that was saying some
thing too, for I had been over there for a year and one would think that in four seasons, 
someone would be able to say, "My wohd, but it's a bit wahm, wouldn't you say?" (It's 
always "warm" or "cool" in England, never "hot" or "cold.") It had been foggy, rainy 
(of course), misty, cloudy, sunny, muggy, but never hot . And even after two and a half 

terms in one of those notorious British girls' boarding schools, being subtly told the 
weather should have no connection with one's moods (there was a definite reason for 
this: England would be a depressed nation in more than economics and employment 
if the weather affected anything other than conversation and crops), I was still childishly 
happy for no other reasons than the sun and blueness. I had grown to respect and admire 
England despite, or perhaps because of, her traditional foibles. I had also grown quite 
smug about the fact that I no longer could be considered an authentic American tourist; 
I could fake a British accent (Cockney or Oxford) tie my school tie in a smashing Wind
sor, and keep track of which team had the ball in a rugger match . Cricket was something 
I had yet to master, however, so when my headmistress announced a half-holiday at the 

beginning of June, I promptly decided to trot up to Oxford to see the test matches. I had 
told my housemistress that I was going to visit an old friend ( it always struck me as 
rather peculiar that it was expected that you were going to see someone when you left the 
school, never something or someplace). As it turned out, the friend wasn't there anyway, 
so I used his room to change from uniform to mufti and headed toward the cricket pitch. 

I said cricket "pitch"-that sounds very professional, but it was really the only term 
I knew about the British national game. It was to be an enlightening afternoon, I thought. 
Everyone was sprawled on the prickly grass surrounding the pitch, with enormous picnic 
hampers and thermoses of tea. I found a seat on one of the benches on the fifty-yard line 
(so to speak) and was just thinking how fortunate I was to find an empty seat, when 
one of the extra players approached me. 

'Tm teddibly soddy, but I'm afraid you' ll have to move. This is the silly mid-off's 
bench." 

"The what?" I had previously planned to play the Oxford-accent role, but this took 
me completely by surprise. 

"The silly mid-off." He looked as if he were trying to decide from what planet J' d 
dropped. "You know-the chap oveh theah between the square leg and the slip." 

-



"Oh." I obviously wasn't going to be able to bluff this one. One thing I'd learned: 

if you really get in a pinch, the interested innocent American role usually works. It's 

demoralizing, but it works. 
'Tm awfully sorry if I'm taking the square-leg mid-off's seat, Sir. Do you think 

he'll be coming back soon ? You see, this is my first cricket match, so I really don't know 

much about it." 
It worked. With a slight smile that cou ld have been either nasty or nice (the English 

have mastered those looks), he murmured, " M-m-m, Amed ican . I guess you can stay 

heah until he comes back." 
Well, now that he's put me in my p lace, I though t, I might as well enjoy the game. 

Enjoy was hard ly the right word. After watching the p layers nudge the ball for nearly 

a quarter of an hour and hardly move an inch, I became immensely bored and started 

looking around for interesting distractions. American or not, I knew I couldn't get away 
with leaving yet; I just hoped the thing would be over in time for tea. I could still have 

been hoping five hours later. And it was so hot. I couldn't see how the players could 

stand there in white sweaters and flannel trousers and look so interested when absolutely 

nothing was happening. Apparently while I was concentrat ing on how dreadfully dull 

the whole thing was, something exciting did happen, because suddenly everyone -sta rted 

clapping, rather sedately, to be sure, but any noise at that point sounded like a roar com

pared to the usual hot stillness, broken only by occasional PLUNKS of the batters. By 
the time I got around to clapping, everyone else had stopped ( I had to quickly look at my 
watch to cover up), and only a few comments like " Jully gud, old chap" or "Well done 

on a sticky wicket!" could be heard from the fie ld. I hadn 't realized that my ig norance 

and discomfort had been quite so obvious until I heard a voice beside me. 

" I say, is this your fihst cricket match?" 
Startled, I whipped around. ( I had been wondering how I could keep from coughing 

until the next round of applause. ) 
" Foreig ners" (with an ever-so-s lig ht sneer) "always find it a bit confusing at the 

start. I'll try to explain some of the points if you like." 

"Why thank you. I'm afraid I need it !" 
I hadn 't realized he'd been whispering until I spoke out loud and was promptly 

greeted by "Quiet theah !" from one s ide and a rather bourgeois "Sh-h-h " from another. 

I moved over so my hero could sit on the silly mid-off's bench ( stupid square-legs? 

I'd forgotten already). The man was one of those baffling British types that could be 

either a very distinguished forty or a rather young sixty-five. His grey flannels were a bit 

baggy and rolled at the bottom, but that meant nothing in England. Over his shoulder 

hung a nondescript tweed jacket with leather patches ( in Eng land, they wear leather 

patches only when sleeves wear out) and he wore a paisley ascot. I decided he must be 
sort of upper class ( I still had difficulty distinguishing between upper middle-class, 

middle middle-class, lower middle-class, upper lower-class, etc.), but it was hard to catch 

his accent at first because of his whispering. 
"You 're from Amedica, aren't you ?" Apparently he was as bored with cricket 

as I wa-s. 
"Gu ilty," I whispered back, and added, " I guess everyone here knows that by now!" 

" N awt at-all. You've been really quite qu iet considering. I remember one group of 

Amedicans that came lahst year- a g roup of women on a tour who said they were all 

Daughters of something. T hey kept m illing about taking pictures of everything in sig ht 
and asking wheah they could get programs and something with ice to drink. H ad the 

whole place in stitches, but nearly d rove the players around the bend!" 
I laughed nervously and silently thanked God that my ancestors had come from 

Ireland and that I'd forgotten my Brownie camera. 

-



"Whawt are you doing oveh heah now? Aren't you sti ll in school?" You would 

have thought from the tone of his voice that I was twelve or something and had just been 
caught skinny-dipping in the swimming hole. But in a noble effort to improve Anglo
American relations, I just smiled and said that I was still in school and had just come 
to Oxford for the day. He looked bewildered, so I quickly explained (just so he wouldn't 
close the subject with an "Oh, I see" and think that I had flown over from America for 
the week-end) that I was over there getting properly educated for a year. He hammered 
me with questions about classes, teachers, and first impressions, and I tried to answer as 
politely as my American up-bringing had taught me. I thought he looked rather 
impressed, and I was was beginning to feel smug again. But not for long. 

"Then this is your day to 'do' Oxford?" It could have been either a question or a flat 
statement, but the tone was obvious. I had the distinct feeling that I was being tested 
... and said so, much to his surprise. Then he chuckled ( it would have been sacrilege 
to laugh out loud) and started to say something. At that point, however, people began 
to clap again and I took the opportunity to cough and clear my throat rather loudly. Not 
that I really needed to but heaven only knew how Jong it would be before I had another 
chance. 

"My Gawd ! He's hit a six! Well done for a stone-wallah! And I thought it was 

going to be a googly! If he doesn't get bowled for a duck by the end of the match, he 
may be capped!" It was obviously a grand moment in the history of cricket. 

"Could you please just explain one of those things, sir ?" I asked when I had recov
ered. "Like what on earth does 'bowled for a duck' mean?" 

There was still quite a lot of commotion so the man chuckled out loud and explained . 
" 'Bowled for a duck' means that the batter has been put out without scoring ... 

rawther like what you just did to me when I was trying to make you into one of those 
Daughters with a camera." 

He did not say it maliciously, but simply as a matter of fact. I hadn't even been aware 
that I'd said anything particularly startling, but Englishmen often seem to exercise a knack 
for turning trivial statements into something more meaningful-perhaps a result of 
cultivating the arts of conversation, diplomacy, and Johnsonianism. Anyway, his tone 
became more relaxed and personal. I le started telling me about places I really had to see 
- not cities or monuments or national houses that the British are so proud of, but little 
towns with magical-sounding names and thatched-roof atmospheres. I had forgotten 
most of them by the time I got back to school, but his descriptions of and feeling for places 
like Burton-on-the-Wold or Starling remained. Many of the places he mentioned I had 
been to or passed through, and he got terribly excited-for an Englishman-when 
I could remember something about them, even if it was only the name of the local pub 
(there must be some significance in the fact that I can aiwayJ remember the names or 
locations of eating places and ladies' rooms). Quite naturally, we slipped into telling 
stories, mocking our own countries and customs, and each laughing more at the tales of 
our own traditions than at those of the other' s. By this time, we had quite forgotten 
to whisper and didn't even notice that everyone had moved at least fifty feet away from 
us. I was in the middle of telling him about my first (and only) hunt in Scotland 
(I hadn 't been on a horse since I was eight years old, had never jumped or ridden side
saddle, and had taken the slow bus from London the sleepless night before), when the 
silly mid off approached the bench and, without even trying to conceal his sarcasm, asked 

how we had enjoyed the game. 
" Jully well, thank you. Lucky that chap over theah didn't get bowled for a duck. 

Do you think he'll get capped?" I really hadn't intended to shame the poor silly mid-off, 
but from the exasperated look he gave us both, I guessed I had. Fortunately, my friend 
managed to maintain a reasonably placid expression until the player had murmured, 
"M-m-m ... wel-1-1 ... I-ah-think so. Yes ... p'haps. M-m-m ... we'll see," and 



hurriedly beetled off across the pitch. The game was over, it was beginning to get dusky 
and damp and I had to change and catch the train back to school. 

" It's been a wonderful afternoon, really it has. Thank you so much." I was trying 
to say all I really meant without overdoing it with sentimentality, which I had learned 
makes the British squirm. 'Tm looking forward to seeing some of those places you told 
me about- though from your stories I feel as if I've seen a lot of them already." I ex
tended my right hand to keep me from saying anything more. After a moment's hesita

tion, he slowly stuck out his left one and took mine. 
"I lost my right arm during the war." He kept his eyes on my face as if testing my 

reactions again. I forced myself to hold his stare. 
" I didn't notice with your coat. I'm .. . sorry ... " Inadequate and trite, but 

I couldn't think of anything that I meant more. 
"Don't be soddy. It was an Amedican- " (was it bitterness or merely that he had 

thought and said it so much that it had lost its meaning?) "an accident, to be sure, but 
I hadn't really spoken decently to one since." It was a kind of confession, self-rational
ization, and compliment all in one sentence. "Thank you," he said simply, turned, and 
walked quickly across the field. It seemed a melodramatic end to a sunny afternoon, and 

besides, I had the dreadful feeling that I was going to sit down on the silly mid·off's 
bench and cry, so I called, "Cheerio! Thanks again-and don't miss another cricket game 
by being bowled for a duck by a silly American!" The words echoed across the empty 
pitch and came back mingled with a soft chuckle from the other side. 

I have punctuated my li fe appropriately. 
Being born within one bracket 
I cou ld have used fu ll colon and 

Listed my time in looking back 
Or used free verse form emphasized with dashes. 

Instead, 
I have made one paragraph 
Neat ly written in iambic verse 

And spotted with apostrophes 
To shorten winter days ... 
but never for possessives. 

I have raised a toast or lit a Parliament 
With Exclamation points 

And carefully clothed my thoughts 
In short quotations. 

( In short, I have spent my life between parentheses, 

followed by three short dots, 
or a period.) 

ELIZABETH MEANY 







(Inspired by Garcia Lorca's Poem "The Guitar") 
}ULIE 0ALT01' 

La guitarra toca ... 
toca ... 
y sola Espana puede oir. 
Ritmos-

libres, locos, tristes, 
corriendo como el mar gritando, 
llorando como el rio durmiendo. 
Cada nota 
habla 
como un beso en el aire. 
V iene un torrente 

de notas negras-
de los corazones muertos 
de los moros de Granada. 
vienen en la musica 
recucrdos de gitanos olvidados. 

La guitarra empieza 
con la vida .... 
y termina en un muerte profundo. 
Toca de Espana-

y sola Espana puede entender. 

L'IRONIE 

Maman donnc-moi 
un terf-volant 

jc n'aimc p.is ce jeu 
de societe 

Mais mon enfant 
le cerf-volant 

le portera au ciel 

reste ici un peu tranquille 

Maman donne-moi 
des sandales d'or 
jc n'aime pas Jes cailloux 
clans le sable 
Mais mon enfant 
les sandale~ d'or 
te portera au ciel 
reste ici un peu tranqui lle 

Maman je n'aime 

pas le ieu du monde 
je n'aime que le ciel 
Mon Dieu comme 

mon fi ls est poete 
mais reste tranquille nous 
allons jouer 
aux cartes 

LEXA MARSHALi. 
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A-ROUND THE ISLAND 

a-round the island 

laughing together 
voice less than voice is 

loving together 
voice less than love is 
around the island 
a-round the island 

KATHY SMITH 

BECAUSE YOU ARE HAPPY NOW 
SHARON L. SEECHE 

Because you are happy now 
Because there are tea rs on your cheeks 

Because your hair is long 

and your eyes sm ile 
Because you wi ll sleep quietly 

and happy 

so happy 
Because you are loved 

and Because you will make your love felt 
Because there is so much 

behind your eyes when you sing 

COVER MY EYES WITH YOUR HANDS 
SHARON L. SEI 

cover my eyes with your hands 

warm tears 
and blackness that sees the crying inside that is happier 

love is happier 

and cry 

AN END 

Softness. Round-life. 
They're taking you away. 

My tears 
Must be cold on your cheek. 
We don't know your father. 

But we don't care. 
You're mine now and 
I'm so God damned 

H appy. 
When you grow up 

The silent lonely 
Will go away. 
I won't let them 

Take you. 
Ma be I'll kill ou first. 

JULIE GUYTON 
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LITTLE BRUCE GAIL GRIFFITH 

Once upon a time there was a little green turtle named Bruce. Bruce wasn't a very 
big turtle at all-in fact, he was only one inch wide-but he was green and had a green 
and yellow striped head, and a tiny pointed tail that stuck out of his shell, so everyone 
knew that he was a turtle. 

One day when Little Bruce was sunning on his favorite lily pad he blinked his eyes 
open, and looked around at all the other lily pads in the pond. There were so many! 
He tried to count them on his claws, but his claws only went up to 20, and there were 
lots more lily pads than that. "Golly," said Little Bruce, "there are lots and lots of pads 
that I've never even been to!" So he decided right then that he would try sunning on 
each one of them, just to be sure that his own was the very best. 

So he started on his way. But as everybody knows, it takes a whole afternoon for 
a turtle to sun on a lily pad, so after weeks of sunning, poor little Bruce was still in the 
same corner of the pond. Then one day he happened to climb onto a rock that was sticking 
out of the water. It was very high for such a small turtle, but Little Bruce climbed and 
clawed and finally pulled his tiny shell to the top. 

And what he saw! He blinked. He could see the whole pond from up here. And 
over there was another pond ! And another! And- he couldn't see how many more. They 
were like all the lily pads in his pond- and that was a lot! 

Soon it was sunset, and Little Bruce began the long climb down the rock. He 
reached the bottom and slipped into the water, and worn out from his travelling, he eased 
into the soft mud at the bottom of the pond. He thought about his lily pads, and knew 
he had not been to many of them. But he had climbed the Great Rock- and seen the 
ponds- He sighed , and settled further into the gentle mud. Turtles, he yawned, were to 
be warmed on- like sun on a lily pad. 



Callum used to whistle and hop 
As he passed the corner of Broadway and Wall 

On his way to the fort 
With the other shoeless boys 
To light off Indiam 

Or Germans 
Or Turks. 
One day he stopped 
In the midst of a hop 

And watched 
A pigeon spiral 
Around the Trinity tower. 

Up he soared 
And reached the peak of the cross. 
But the heights were unsteady 
And the bird with futile flaps 
Clammered to the sturdy grave stones. 

Callum raced to grasp him 

But tripped 
On a plaque named Hannibal Jones
Dates worn old: now unknown. 
"No one will trip over my grave: 
It will be taller ... taller than you!" 
He sneered at the Trinity steeple. 
Callum now marches in precision step 

Down Broadway to Wall, 
And slumps with pencil in hand 
And telephone buttons blinking 

And papers pi ling 
On the thirty-sixth floor of the Irving Trust. 

He broods on the view 
Of the old Battery fort 

And glares down 
At the silver-laced steeple. 
He eats aspirin with coffee in the morning 

And aspirin with scotch at night. 
Twice a week he visits an analyst 
And weekend nurses his gout. 
Who will trip over his grave 
As he over Hannibal Jones? 
For Callum's is thirty-six stories 
Of solid steel girders and stones. 

PATRICIA (. MOSER 
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DEATH OF A GOBLIN 

written on a rain-swift night 
the words of the n ight spill toward the sea, 

endless 
melancholy 

fear 

love death, 

a sta r-struck goblin of the night 
rushing to a mischievous gathering of h is clan 

stands in sudden quiet 
upon an unfurled wave. 

and seeing him there, 
alone and unafraid, 
the wind gathers her brigade 
and shout ing screaming 
plunges down on the unsuspecting thing. 

in helpless agony 
the goblin hurls forth his claims 

but the wind catches him 
and he topples backwards-
a slight swirling sound and bits of spray

he di sappears. 
the other goblins 
still undefeated 
think h im late 

and leave 
to p ry some new excitement from the nigh t. 

ESPIONAGE 
ELIZABETH M EANY 

1 press my back to the g round and eavesdrop on N ature' s dialogue. 

Framed by an insect's iridescent cob-webbed wings, 
the magpie moon whispers to the listening pines 
While spying on scenes the proud or shameful want to keep their own ... 
Frightened peasant women with scarfs and qu ilted feet 
Scuttle crab-like to a hidden hut, to kneel in prayer; 
Barefoot with Bermudas, miniature adults quietly close screen-doors 
On parenta l d isapproval, scurrying to a noisy dune for beer and pretzels ; 

Two-bit artists, asleep in Montmartre's muralled garrets, 
Dream of their one-man-show; 
And those raised with the thoughts of tea and plus-elevens 
Try vainly through the nig!Jt to discipline the slow remembering 

of an ear framed by long dark hair ... 
the pines play T elephone in N ature's nursery-
the moon and I move on, spinn ing fantasy with truth . 

JULIE DALTON 

-



ANT EMMA UROL MAGOVERN 

Emma was one of a thousand million or more black insects who tunnelled through 
the ground removing earth to make a home. She had six legs and was slim, quick and 
industrious. Emma was only one antlet in a nest of 17">. With such a large number of 
births, a parent can't give each antlet individual attention, so all the offspring are gathered 
into one large nursery school, where, upon g raduation, the young ants are separated and 
given jobs according to lheir abilities. The majority are registered for field service; the 
remainder report to construction work and grave tending, which are more specialized 
ski lls. The place for advancement, however, is above ground; here an ant can expose 
himself to the elements and test his true worth. Veterans of this food force may become 
administrators and members of the Rules Council. 

I remember well how I received my promotion. I was struggling up a milk weed 
plant to get a general topographical picture, when a hand, with at least a five inch span, 
started to come down upon me. What did I do? Why I jumped, landed right side up, 
and saved the whole hunting party from extermination. However, I am straying from 

my story. 
An ant's vision is poor and since we live within an underground maze, tunnel orien

tation is primary to each antlet's formative days. As Minister of Internal Affairs, it is 
under my direction that the leading family burrows, the food storage holds, grave yard, 
and the wingless area are described. Throughout this tour, Emma was quiet and observant, 
just like the others. It was when we stood before that walled-off area of the wingless ants 
that Emma distinguished herself. She asked me why we had the wall. Well, I must admit 
that I was a little taken aback; first, because antlets never ask questions, and second, 
because they didn't have enough background, as yet, to accept the answer. In explanation, 
I cautiously related the highlights of the lecture which all antlets are given before they 
leave nursery school and go to their assigned places. 

"Look at yourselves," said I. "You have three body parts: head, thorax and ab
domen. Look closely on your right a_!ld left sides, and you will notice the beginnings 
of what are called wings. When these are fully developed, you will have become perfect 
ants, and may take your place within the community. Unfortunately, not all of us have 
been favored with wings, and those who have not live within the confines of this wall. 
Elderly ants, who are too stiff to work above ground, collect forgotten or damaged food 
and leave it near by. You are now being warned never to come here, or to interfere with 



this policy in any way. Accept it, and then forget it, or you will jeopardize your place in 

this society. All right, antlets, let us move along. Try not to stumble." 
As we moved in a single line through the rest of the tunnel, I forgot about Emma 

and her quest ion. In fact, I didn't thi nk of it again until I overheard a discussion involv
ing self-determinat ion, and also found that the new terrestrial workers were stopping 
in the act of li fting a crumb to argue over whom it belonged to. These incidents had 
never occurred before. It is a cardinal law that we must all work together for the common 
good; that no one ant owns anything, with the exception of Council members, who deserve 

special consideration because of their superior abi lities. 
Naturally, when I noticed this subversive element, I reported to the Council. Immedi

ate action was taken, and I became the chair-ant of the investigation committee. Two 

weeks of discrete questioning led to Emma. We found her tending graves. This is a very 
important job since fifty percent of our labor force is stepped on every week, and the 
Counci l feels that these lau reates will do much for morale. Emma was awed by our 
presence, for it's not often that a delegation of community leaders visits an ordinary ant. 

The question was brief and to the point: 
" Are you Ant Emma, number 441834-M592, of the May 1963 hatching?" 
Emma's antennae twitched assent, and then I proceded with the interrogation. 
"Words harmful to state safety have been ci rculating through the community and we 

have traced them to this quarter. What is your purpose, Emma, in destroying harmony ?" 
" I don't understand. I've been giving talks on the underutilization of our factors of 

production. Haven't you realized that we could increase our labor force by twenty-five 
percent, if we allowed the wingless ant-s to become terrestrial workers. This would, in 

turn, have an effect on the value of our land which ... " 
"Enough ! Your speech carries undercurrents of freedom for the individual ant to 

make his own choices. You have slandered our humane ostracism, which is absolutely 
necessary to the well-being of the entire community. Have you no regard for statistics on 
the mortality and birt h rates of our race? Apparently you have not learned the facts of 
life while you were in school. Wings are used for the nuptial flight. Obviously those who 
do not possess wings cannot fly; therefore, they are unable to participate in the propagation 
of a pure race. To release them is unthinkable. You will stop your agitation." 

" But it is your duty to consider all available ant power!" 
"Emma, we cannot risk contamination. After the flight, mature ants lose their wings, 

and then we are unable to d ifferentiate. At this time it would be easy for a wingless 
creatures to sneak in and remain undetected. If you persist in undermining our society, 

you must join the deformed." 
" I have no intention of changing my ways." 
"Then you leave us with no choice. Remove your wings." 
"Attention all you antlets. That is the story of Ant Emma. Let us now leave the 

wingless area, and hope that you never return here." 

CHRISTOPHER ROBIN 
LEXA MARSHALL 

The wooden clock is ticking in a voice so low 
That I don't even hear it ... 

Tell me, docs it go? 

The wooden clock is ticking in a voice so high 
That I can ' t even th ink and 

I'm about to cry. 

The wooden clock is ticking, and it's not on key. 
I wou ldn't have it tick at all, 
If it were up to me. 

,c 



ANXIETY 

Love, a high scarlet hood 
Love, suspended 
I love deeply, quietly. 
No matter what, 
Upon rickety wooden benches, 
Has happened-
For the first time 
It is all in the past, underneath. 
The future is ahead-an efficiency of someone

But bleak the arrangements. 
A few quiet questions ... 

Love, a great mirror 
Love, the earth, and together 
I love the same as ... 

No matter what has happened 
(Eyebrows raised in interrogation) ? 
Of course. No, I ... 
It is all in the past-
The conversation of visible expression
The future is ahead 
Running stutteringly on, and then . , , 

But bleak. 

A\X'AKENING AND RESIGNATION 

We talked of pol1ti(s and rain, 
The local team, the Queen's late train

Unhumed, 
Unworried 

things that f e1gn 

I lappiness. 

You (JSually ~poke of things you'd dreamed, 
And I, thinking it was jest, deemed 

Them symbolic, 
How bucolic-

And what would Freud 

Have said ? 

Too late I saw the prne my joke had co~t. 
I raced with words to gain the ground J 'd lost, 

Knowing now what you had known 
And tried to show to both of us. 

ELIZABETH MEANY 

The ship we launched capsized. The test I failed 
Showed you the course we'd planned could not be sailed. 

We talk of politics 
and 

rain ... 

CLAIRE ALDEN 



MICHELANGELO 
PATRICIA C. MOSER 

In bronze I see you: 
Smashed nose and heavy lips 
Framed by a prophet's beard. 
Your eyes between wan cheeks 
And drooping brow 
Are searching sad and lonely. 
What do they perceive? 
You are only bronze: 
But I can touch 
Hands rough with marble dust, 
And smell 

Sweat-warm, powder-streaked robes. 
I can hear 

Chisel and hammer pounding
Releasing forms from stone, 
And taste 

Paint from palette and brush to form. 
I do not know 
What your bronze eyes seek 

Wrinkled with despair. 
I can sense your bi tter dreams, 
But into the realms of your vision 
I have no rig ht to prod: 
For only you are the Creator 
Of the image of God. 

CARDS 

Her son just dead. 

And I knitted. 
She cried into her teacup 
And over the apricot cake. 

PATRICIA C. MOSER 

Her tears blended with bridge bids: 

And I knitted. 
"The flowers were lovely." 
"Yes, they were lovely ... " 
"Everyone was kind ... " 
"Yes, they were kind ... " 
" It was a blessing." 

"Yes ... " 
Guests played cards in the corner 

To busy the mother 
With problems and worries 
And keep her mind from her son. 
"One heart." "Double." "Two hearts." 

Two hearts buried with the soul of one. 

And I knitted. 

a 



DRY CLE ANING FUR STORAGE 

34-44 COHANNET ST. T AUNTON, MASS. 

Phone VanDyke 2-6161 

" DERA10DY'S 

- YOUR CLOT/J ES DEST FRIEND " 

Evelyn Squire's 

WHEATON'S COLLEGE SHOP 

GAARD MOTEL 
ROUTE 1, FOXBORO, MASS. 

Kl 3-9398 

Background Music in All Rooms 

Large Guest lounge with Color TV and 
Hammond Organ. Available for Parties. 

Old Colony Inn Gift Shop 
"Unusual Gifts Especially for You" 

5 Ta unton Ave., Nor ton, Mass. 
Across from the P ost Office 

RED FOX MOTEL 
and STEAKHOUSE 

ROUTE 1, FOXBORO 

Kl 3-5367 

Esta's Original Creations 
Custom Made Millinery 

Mrs. E. A. Friedberg 

39 Kelley Street- Taunton - 822-6606 

The First Machinists 

National Bank 

of Taunton 
NORTON OFFICE 

MALL Y'S 
"CALIFORNIA COBBLERS" 

22 SOUTH MAIN ST. 
ATTL EBORO 

THRASHER'S YARN SHOP 
7 WEIR STREET 

TAUNTON, MASS. 

ST. PIERRE'S SHOES 
77 MAIN STREET 
TAUNTON, MASS. 

Exquisite Footwear 
Campus Fashions 

THE CAMPUS SHOP 

MILDRED AND BART PAULDING 

MASON'S FLOWER STUDIO 
Flowers of Ele gance 

For All Occasions 

9 Le onard Street - Taunton, Mass. 
Telephone 822-2551 

Membe r FTD Association 

Louis S. Tokarz, Prop . 

NORTON SHELL 
NORTON, MASS. 

ATias 5-4760 

The Elco Company 
70 Emory Street - Attleboro 

Resilient Floor Covering 
Complete Lines o f Carpetings 
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EDITORIAL 

The editorship of Rushlight calls for near-schizophrenic talents. 
Not only is there the creative and literary aspect of the magazine, 
but also a need for extensive and carefully done art work, plus 
painstaking business, advertising, coordinating and layout work. 
In the final analysis, we need an efficient and devoted business staff 
just as much as we need creative and original writers to supply 
~shlight with pages of material. My deep gratitude to our writers 
and our staff, who may yet succeed in keeping me out of the insane 
asylum. 

Rachela Lea Subel 

Shelly is righter than she knows. As outgoing editor I finally 
see whRt it's all about. 

We're real proud of this issue. Somehow Wheaton has rallied--
in response to posters and signs stuck here and there all over campus. 
You'll find lots of variety here--both in prose, poetry, and art work. 
Some of the poetry is pure twentieth century, and some could have 
stepped out of Rushlight, 1864. Anyway, we aim to please, and we hope 
you like our issue. 

Have a proud year, Shelly and staff--!'11 be oining for my 
RushlightsJ 

Gail Griffith 



THE LITTLE FOLK AND HUHAN NATURE 
Ethel Bannan 

I wish Cherith didn't have to leave. She was my friend, even 
though my Mundy told me not to play with her. The first time I saw 
Cherith, I was with Ruster, who lives on the other side of the Oak 
Tree. Cherith was playing by herself, and we wanted to make friends 
with her, so we went over. Cherith is different from us and when 
Ruster saw her, he ran away, but I stayed 'cause she looked so sad all 
by herself. Cherith's ears are pointed like ours, but her's are furry 
and ours aren't. Cherith said I could touch her ears. They were soft 
like the bunch of sparrow feathers that Dundy puts in his acorn cap 
for Meetings. 

Cherith asked me if I wanted to see her house, because her Dundy 
had just finished building it. I said yes, but I was surprised when 
I saw it, 'cause it wasn't like our two big scooped out puff-balls 
which Dundy had stuck together with oak sap. It was beautiful. 
Cherith told me that she and her Mundy had gotten twigs, while her 
Dundy swam into the water to get water-lilies and lily-pads. There 
were even flowers all over the top and sides of her house, and Cherith 
said that when the flowers died, they would put more flowers on the 
house, just as they did in the part of Woodland where she came from. 

Cherith's Mundy and Dundy were real nice t~ &eo They let me 
feel their ears, and I said that I wished mine felt like sparrow 
feathers too. Cherith 1 s Dundy sl'li.led at me anu said it didn't matter 
what they looked like because both kinds of ears let us hear, and that's 
the illlportant thing. I asked Cherith's Dundy why his house was so far 
away from the Oak Tree where everyone else's house was, but he didn't 
answer, so I guess he didn't hear me. Hy Mundy told me not to play 
with Cherith, but she didn't tell me why. Sometimes when I was out 
playing I met Cheri th and we had run together. 1 never told t'.undy, 
'cause 1 knew she'd be mad at me. 

Last night Dundy put his sparrow feathers into his acorn cap and 
went to a Meeting. This morning I asked Dundy what they did at the 
Meeting and he said they drank violet-petal wine and talked. I asked 
what they talked about and he said about flower conservation. Then 
Mundy said to Dundy that she thought l-'.r. Fawn would be elected Chief 
again because he did constructive things. I asked Mundy what flower 
conservation was, and she said it was saving flowers. She said that Mr. 
Fawn had called the Meeting to talk about flower conservation and 
that everyone had decided to ask Cherith's Mundy and Dundy to go 
back where they came from because they were using too many flowers 
on their house. I thought that this was very silly •cause anyone knows 
that there are lots of flowers around here. 

I went to say good-bye to Cherith, but there was no one in her 
flower house when I got there. I felt sad because I hadn't said 
good-bye before she left. I'm going to miss Cherith. She was more 
fun than anyone I know. I wonder if I'll ever meet anyone with 
furry ears again. 



'"lN DEC AS ' "DANCFR STP.FTCHING H:RSEI.F" 

Dancer, 
Caught in 
Lilting haunting thoughts 
or birds in flight ••• 
0f waving sun-flowers 
Stretching t o meet noon rays ... 
0r whirling gynsies 
Gay and bold... ' 
Red with Spanish joy. 

Dancer, 
Stan to stand 
With eyes of · b]ack 
On the hard w0od floor 
Hands stroYinrr hair ' 
To shoulder l~ngth. 

Dancer, 
Sor~ad your magic 
Acnoss the cold stage ••• 
Brighten brown 
With your skirt of green • •. 
let shadows fa]l 
On chestnut hair 
TurobJ ing to the fl0or. 

under a tree 
a little girl 
:;.ooks uo 
to catch the leaves 
in extended fingers 
the leaves float down to her 
and the sky holds them 
until they find her hand 

A FACE 

Suzanne Abbott 

Sharon L. Seeche 

happiness is to share 
I'll share mine with you 
I'm a little brown bear 
with my heart's smile on rrry lips 
and I love you 
very much 

Alexandra Dench 

I glimosed her for a moment in the halls of trade 
And saw a vision for the centuries made, 
Like the Gioconda who mysteriously smiles 
Or a Raphael madonna with her child. 
Wandering where goods and ma~ses meet, 
I found the Renaissance in the street! 
As the painters' images keeo them living yet, 
So is she immortal to my eye that can't forget. 



TH;,,; Tt!OREAUVIAN SATISFACTIOH OF MY NIGHT PROWL 
Jane Zacharias 

What an intriguing ideal Imagine--me, an unwitting disciple of 
Thoreau. And yet, it's not so strane;e, is it? Doesn't every young 
child subconsciously obey Thoreau's earnest admonition to "live deep 
and suck out all the marrow of life?" Nature's intimate secrets are 
most familiar to children. Subtle experiments in !!!il childhood brought 
me definite Thoreauvian satisfaction. When I was thirteen I took my 
first surreptitious night prowl. In rushing to this midnight ren
dezvous with reality, I unconsciously responded to Thoreau's assertion 
that for man, 11 

••• each day contains an earlier, more sacred and auroral 
hour than he has yet profaned." My quest for the unprofaned hour 
began with a slow and painful sneak from the house--syinbolic of my 
gradual retreat from artificiality. 

At midnight, lying rigidly in my bed, I felt like an elaborately 
swathed Egyptian mummy, corseted and hampered by bed sheets. A Thor
eauvian yearning to be free of confinement surged up in me as I 
impatiently waited for the gusty snores that meant parental oblivion. 
My brash little alann clock impertinently announced the fleeting min
utes, but somehow the conception of time had little meaning for me, 
for Thoreaulike, I was detennined to measure life by perceptions in
stead of containing it in minutes. Mustering courage, I slid from 
the bed, obeying with uncanny accuracy Thoreau's "Let us rise early and 
fast ••• 0 11 I smiled to myself as I crept past the accusing finger of 
one of my knitting needles. Grandma and Grandpa, in daguerreotype, 
beamed blandly out at me in the dim light of the hallway. They were 
my accomplices, and I fancied that they held their breath anxiously 
as I stole downstairs. Only an occasional floorboard chided me for 
sneaking out. One in particular gave a startled yelp, and I muttered 
indignantly back. My muscles ached with suppressed energy as I slow
motioned through the den, where a pale moonbeam was vainly scanning 
an old newspaper like a schooler unable to read. Finally, I drew the 
door open. The night reached in like a black amoeba and absorbed me. 
The necessity for stealth in my retreat had quickened my senses and had 
made me acutely aware. Morning reigned in my soul. The spring night 
was ideal for my after-hours prowl. April sighed as though dreaming, 
in droll contrast to the belch of an amorous bullfrog. Peace and 
excitement diffused through me--I imagined I stood at the lip~ 
an enonnous conch shell listening to the muffled roar from within. 
The yowl of a lonely tomcat broke my trance so I strolled across 
the damp turf. My senses were kept alert by the thrashing sounds 
of startled animals who lurked in the shadowy hedges. Long grasses 
cooled my ankles with beads of dew, and I breathed the dark, loamy 
aroma of the soil, and the nutty smell of wet tree bark. I felt a 
communication with the "everlasting vigor and fertility of the world." 

Thus, as a young girl, I exhibited the child's instinctive im
pulse to experience the keen joy of communication with nature. I 
scorned the comforts which would lull me into somnolence, and 
instead roamed the outdoors at an hour when "some part of us awakes 
which slumbers all the rest of the day and night." 
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TALF. OF MIDNIGHT 

Like strands of a spider's web 
brushing across my face 

Julie Dalton 

the night crent in. 
The waves were lifted t oward the cliffs. 
The sand was dank 
and sprinkled with angel wings and chinese hats. 
Laughter rose on billowing shafts of smoke from the fire. 
The circle grew closer 
as I stretched and crawled along the sand . 
With each small dune I passed the noise became more distinct 
and soon the voices reached me 
one by one. 
11 It's so cl 0 ar, and fresh, and lig'1t as air," said one 
while others yessed and said the same . 
"But tasteless," said another. 
And again the laughter. 
I strained to see them 
but only a ring of bendin~ black 
was silhouetted against the evening light. 
"It t'!kes no effort," came a voice, 
answered by "And no suu".lOrt." 
The sand scratched and I went clos~r. 
All the ~ame color they were, and size. 
"Should we go now?" 
"We 've only been an hour." 
nu t nex 'Tlonth again?" 
"Y t es , he same." 

I 
" Suddenly the circle rose and separated-

like bits of mercury from a jar. 
Moonlight bouncing off their fins 
they slid into the sea. 
The tide came in over the fire before I r eached it
to hide their midnight game. 

\ 



I call to lost childhood 
Where the air is gentle 
And the dawn with the day intact. 
But Time is mute among the wind-stilled reeds, 
Every earthly voice is shipwrecked. 
Numerous and scattered grey stones 
Roar of a naked sun ••• 
And my cry is loud in this barren stillness. 

Claire Alden 



THE ILLUSION 
Julie Guyton 

If the smoke clears 
I'll see all the ugliness, 
So smoke your cigarettes 
And keen it noisy. 
Play your guitars, 
Drink your scotch, 
And don't bother me. 
I'll sit here in the corner 
And watch yru oretending. 
Pretending to make love. 
Pretending you've got life by the wais t and-
Are twirling it round and round. 
Don't ask me how to get out. 
I don't know. 
Maybe it's sitting by a rainy window and watching 
Fools. 
Maybe it's being a f ool. 
But I can't help you anyw~y, 
Because I love you. 



A LONDnN DAWN 
Isabel E. Cluett 

His arms lean heavily on the bridge railing; 
The hard cold iron nenetretes hi~ worn sleeve 
And draws his eyes to the faded 
Bro"1?1 tweed and elbow patch, 
Still wet with fog, 
At dawn. 
His gaze travels out across the still grey water 
And rests on the opposite bank; grey stone 
Houses barely emerge 
From rising mist, 
At dawn. 
A small stP.am boat chugs out from underneath the bridge 
In the broadening path of eastPrn sun, 
And slowly leaves him, leaning there, 
Under the pallid moon-
A lonely moon-
At da\l?l. 
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DF.LOSI0N 
Isabel E. Cluett 

In smudgy chill the tog-filled harbor crouched 
From smothered sea; a muffled buoy tolled. 
In da'W?l's half-light an unknown boat approached 
From silent Mist, its anchor sePking hold; 
The iron teeth draggPd along the soft clay sand, 
By chance to blindly touch--and end its quest . 
And then the anchor caught a bit of land--
The chain grew taut, then slacked--the grip locked fast. 
The boat lay calm as wavelets lapoed its sides, 
In numbing sleeo at memory's muted edge ••• 
But then the yielding sand betrayed the dream; 
Let loose the anchor--the boat slid back, unseen. 
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AN ORIENTATION 
Gail Griffith 

She woke up. She gave a few trial breaths then let her sensations 
filter into thought. Her head was upside down ••• was it? Certainly 
it was lower than the rest of her. She closed her eyes and red and 
green and yellow flashed inside her eyelids. Her throat was dry; 
there was some object in it. She tried swallowing but it didn't go 
away. She touched her face and discovered a rubber tube taped to 
her cheek that went through her nose and into her throat. 

She remembered the tree ••• the dead branch ••• lying in the snow ••• 
the ambulance. She remembered the doctors, the scissors, cutting off 
her clothes, then the ether. She coughed a little now and gasped 
at the pain from her back. Below her waist there was no pain. 

But why was her head down like this? In the dark she could 
make out the objects around her. There was a lot of white--the sheets 
and blankets. There was an upside down bottle on a pole near her bed, 
dripping. After a while she saw that it was going down a tube and into 
her hand. The moonlight made the drops shiny. She fell asleep. 

It was morning. There was a nurse taking her pulse. 
"What happened to my bed?" 
"It's fixed that way to help your back. See, we just cranked it 

up in the middle and let the head down low." The nurse was smiling 
at her. She tried to swallow and remembered the tube. 

"What's this tube for?" She fingered the tape on her cheek. 
"That's to keep you from vomiting. Sometimes ether makes people 

sick. What would you like? Can I get you something?" 
"When will they take the tube away?" 
"We'll ask the doctor about that when he comes in. In the mean

time if you need anything just push this." The nurse showed her the 
buzzer that was pinned to the sheets and plugged into the wall. 
"Just push it and a nurse will come." The nurse bustled out of the room. 

Now she was alone with her sensations. Later people would say, 
"Didn't you feel like giving up?" but that's not how it was. You're 
just living along and one day you break your back and the next day 
You worry about the tube in your throat and the bottle dripping and 
try not to caough cause it hurts. It wasn't so awful. It wasn't even 
being brave. It was just one minute after another, and then it's 
days and months and just like everybody else you never even noticed. 
She looked at the plaster on the ceilinB• It made patterns like 
clouds. She made out a golf club and a frog and then she fell 
asleep. 

THE FOO-~N 
Suzanne Abbott 

Wouldn't it be fl.ll'll1y if there were fog-men like balloon-men? 
To go aro\D'ld selling fogs 

at circuses and carnivals ••• 
Beautiful fogs of amber and pink and green 

Like balloons but better of course ••• 
Fogs like the kind they have in London ••• 

The ones that sweep around the moors ••• deep and dark. 
Fogs like Sandburg's one on cat's feet ••• 

Gentle, soothing, almost loveable. 
But then, that would be ridiculous, of course, 

For the fog-men would get no profit. 
No one could oossibly charge money for fogs ••. 

They're just too beautiful. 

I 

I 



Soirit of relics 
of bygone nations 

all hail the Acrooolis 
hail, Forum, 

Joy DeShazor 

whose baths, senator,~ tu, august emperor, 
you were wont ••• 

sack cloth and ashes of Peter 
the tree on Judas' field 
a bit of a breeze blowing through Rome 
a bit of a current this morning--be carefull 
a breeze blowing on to Soanish kings 

and queens 
and Portuguese princes 

blowing through the bells of the sa~ging lace tower 
ring and ring 

through the gallery walk 
and walk 

the guards show us out of the Egyntian section 
the guards stand by the archway 

through which 
we see a shallow pool 
lightly 
laugh at the pennies 

the guards changing at Buckingham palace 

and Abraham and Isaac and Jacob 
and Esau ••• whose name sounded 

and Alice 
and Alice 
and Titus and Constantine 
March1 

like the braying of a mule 
burrito, ridden to market 
by a black-shawled 
withered woman 
who came out of the central range 
(between the Magdalena and the Choco) 
down the green, grey mountain 

to market 
to market 
to sell the scrawny eggs 
of scrawny chickens 
the gringo children threw stones at 

bells with wooden clanpers 
in the city 
in the central range 

ring in 
ring out 

cuidado ••• 

Spirit of morning surf 
guarded by the barbed coral reef beyond 
undisturbed by the barbed wire world beyond 

from which 
around which 

by which 
to which 



A bit of an undertow this morning, huhl 
Plunge. Bubbles 
rise incorruptible 

ride 
bursting 

with the tide, 
white cap in the clear aqua world of porposes 

and zebrafish. 

Wash the pebbles clean 
and dam up the water rushing back • •• 

Walk through it for me. 
It is a bit of a ritua] with me. 
Start at the back 

in the cool dark 
behind the main altar 

go around towards the bookstore 
and light me a candle 
by that one where we were wont ••• 
and then go out 
dip your fingers in the water there by the door 
and then down the sunshineful stens . 
Misa, Masa. 

It is a mystery I teJl you 
water and flesh 
blood end marrow 
broken and split 
rushing 
foaming like a mad dog 
drunk on the snirit, 
in the sunshineful 
deluge of living water. 
A voice cryeth in the wilderness. 

Matthew, Mark, Luke and John 
Saddled a horse and then got on ••• 
fishers of men 
buildPrs of windmills 

and aqueducts 
aqueducts at Nunes 

and in England 
William, conqueror, of Orange 

of Roses 
or Tulips 

of jacks-in-oulpits and forget-me-nots and magnolias 
Forsythia. 
You like forsythia. 

And we went to say goodbye to the knight in the museum, 
who was on the horDe 

up the stairs, there, 
who was perhaps St. George 

and perhans Don Quijote 
and perhaps you, 

beloved realist, 
who sees sanctuary 
through unstained glass, 
clearly, 
clear as runs the water beneath the ky s • 



All hail the water soirit 
running beneath the sky 
in the sunshineful 

"Had St. Paul not aimed for Soain 
he might not have gotten to Rome. 11 

laughing 
shouting 
singing 
those whom Charybdis never caught. 



Sharon L. Seeche 

hide me 
while i dream into the quiet chapel: 
strains of music 
to which my heart keens 
in the still crying 
of myself 

look towards me 
because i too am a child 
surrounded and free 

still 
and quiet 
the night is witb you 
beyond the damp mist 
close your eyes 
and still it is the night 
y01..1 are there 
and the night is there 

hidden in the mist 

I have been 
Alone in the metal-dark. 
Keys non-lyric haunt then. 

Clank, radiators: 
It's three in the morning . 
Pipe your leaden dirge-
The discord shivers me. 

Come, dawn. I'll wait. 
For I must scream your anthem 
With the gargoyles . 

Mary Cleaves 

I 

Low blowing leaves 
find no sefety 
before the stern 

Joy DeShazor 

(An anprentice of Assisi 
in the early evening stands singing 
before the storm) 

Low they circle, swirling 
shadows of unknown birds 
beating scuthward 

(Low on the land 
he stands singing 
among the retreating leaves.) 

Holy holy ••• 
holy the leaves 
that fly 

Withered fragments of Summer 
opaque spectres of Snring .•• 
the retreating sacred rattle 

Beneath a blue, deceptive sky 
aged April returns 
in an ash-colored shroud. 

(Sing holy holy 
raise high thy soirit 
against the sinking sky.) 

II 

After the battle 
is 

the white light 
rising. 

The victor stands outside the city, 
mute. 
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ELIZA SWIFT 
Bobbie Nichols 

When the movie was over, the bright overhead lights were turned on, 
and the people began to leave the theater. Slouching down in my seat, 
I watched the nun1erous pairs of legs make their way up the aisle and 
tried to hold my breath lest the odor of stale popcorn, stirred up by 
the moving bodies, should be blown into my face. How I wished that 
Grandma were with me. It was so nice to have an adult along, just in 
case you did something wrong, like forgetting to give the man your 
ticket or throwing candy wrappers on the floor; not malicious things, 
but things that can get you in trouble and make people mad at you. But 
Grandma didn't like horror movies, and so I had been forced to come 
alone. 

After almost everyone was gone, I got up and made my exit, sidling 
past the ticket man and the lady at the food counter, somehow believing 
that absolute strangers had time to notice the perfectly innocent de
parture of an eight-year-old girl. I hesitated a moment at the door 
While I buttoned my coat and tied my hat under my chin. Then I walked 
out into the late October evening. 

It was raining. The sky was a murky greyish black against the 
bare limbs of the towering elms. All over the street and sidewalk were 
sloppy puddles, filled with gooey mud and dead brown leaves. From 
somewhere came the smell of smoke, probably from someone's nearby 
trash pile. I looked around in vain for Grandpa's car; but I knew 
that he wouldn't be there since I had told him that I was big enough 
to walk home alone. 

As I started on my route, the rain became harder and the wind 
Picked up. Pushing my chin into my jacket and clenching my fists in my 
Pocket, I trudged on. The streets were deserted save for an occasional 
car whose rubber tires made squishy sounds on the wet pavement. How I 
envied those warm, comfortable people riding by. I half hoped that 
someone would stop and offer me a ride, although Grandma said that I 
must never accept rides from strangers. 

But no one did offer and within a matter of minutes I decided 
that I had better stop and call my grandfather. I picked up my head 
and squinted to see where I was. Fortunately, I was standing on the 
other side of the village green near the large, old white house with 
the white and green wooden fence where we used to gather chestnuts 
on our way home from school. I didn't know the people who lived there, 
but they never complained about the nuts so they must be nice. Bravely 
I walked up the two stone steps and, standing on tiptoe, rapped on the 
door with the tarnished brass knocker. 

It seemed ages that I stood there with no reply to my knock. I 
looked sideways at one of the windows; it was dark.I knocked again and 
PUt my ear to the door, trying to hear if there were any footsteps. 
There were none. 

I had just turned to go when the door opened and I heard a voice 
behind me saying "Come in. 11 The voice itself was dry and creaky and, 
although I was a bit frightened, I was not at all surprised to see 
a slightly built old lady, dressed in a long black gown and holding up 
a candle for light. Shivering with the dampness I dared not turn back, 
and I obediently entered the house and allowed myself to be led down 
a narrow dark hall and into what I guessed to be the parlor. 



This room was decorated in the Victorian style, more or less, and 
smelled of a deep musty odor, characteristic of houses that hadn't 
been lived in for years. The fireplace was the only source of light, 
and thus I could only hazily make out the articles of furniture. There 
were four windows, draped in some thick dark material that reached down 
to the floor. In one corner was a rounded red chair; in the other a 
tall grandfather's clock whose loud ticking I had not noticed until 
then. Between one set of windows was a drop-leaf table, above which was 
a mirror; between the other two was a small sofa. Three wtools were 
placed near the hearth and a worn print rug concealed the hardwood 
floor. There may have been more, but I didn't notice. 

The old woman blew out her candle and told me to take off my wet 
jacket. Lest she think I was planning to stay, I said, "I only vant to 
use your telephone to call my Grandpa." 

She looked queer. "Tele--phone, 11 she pronounced slowly. "Oh, 
I haven't one. But the Hewins• do across the way. 11 

"Thank you," I said and turned to go. 
A clawlike hand reached out and grasped my shoulder. "You can't 

go1 11 she cried almost desperately. Then she quieted her tone. "Stay 
until you dry off ••• I'll bring you cookies. Then you can go. Naybe 
the rain will stop." 

Her speech made sense. I was hungry anyway. So I sat on a stool 
by the fire and waited until she returned with a plate of cookies and 
an old dog-eared book under her arm. When I had taken a cookie, she 
sat down on a stool beside me. 

Close up, her face frightened me more than ever. Her forehead was 
all wrinkled and her cheeks were pale. Her lips were thin. Her white 
frizzy hair stood out from her head like icicles frozen into place. But 
worst of all were her eyes--eyes that no one could forget. They may have 
been blue or grey, but they looked transparent, rimmed with the redness 
of old age. Hhen she looked at me, it was almost as if she were staring 
through and past me, at something that I couldn't perceive. I bit into 
a cookie from nervousness; it, too, tasted old and stale, and I con
templated throwing it into the fire when she wasn't looking. 

But she bent her face to mine and whispered, 11Would you like to 
see my picture when I was young?" I didn't like her breath. It wasn't 
foul, but it was cold. 

I nodded, and she spread out the book before me, pointing to an 
open page. I looked down and saw a very beautiful girl with long curls 
and ~fled lace around her neck"Wasn't I a beauty?" she cackled. I 
nodded again, but she didn't notice me since she was lost in a reverie. 

Presently she said, 11 Did you know my father?" 
I looked at her stupidly. "No, 11 I answered. 
"Well you shouldl 11 she cried, slamming the book shut. 11He planted 

the elm trees around the green. He was Elijah Swift. 11 

I began to become truly afraid, and I started to cry. 11 I want to 
go home," I sobbed. 

The old woman looked sad. "I do so enjoy having company," she 
said faintly. And slowly she got up and walked with me to the door. 
Then she brightened. "What' s your name?" she asked. 

I told her. 
"Well, look in your mailbox every day, 11 she ordered, "and I 

will send you a present. I am going away, but I'll be back soon. 



My name is Swift--Eliza Swift. Don't forget." 
"I won't," I said and ran out the door into the rain. Once outside, 

I abandoned the plan of calling Grandpa and ran all the way home. 
For the next six months I didn't miss a day checking the mail, but 

the lady never sent me anything and I soon lost interest in my whole 
experience. As a matter of fact, I had even stopped thinking about 
her until one afternoon in early July. 

I remember the day well. The sky was a deep, clear blue and every
thing seemed enveloped in a lazy mist of heat and flower smells. I liked 
to get the mail for Grandma, and so I was seated on the front stoop 
When the mailman ca.Ille. "Got a letter for you down at the post office, 
Young lady," he saido 

"At the post office?" I repeated durnbly. 
"Yes, 11 he replied. "No postage, and we could barely read your 

name. May be a joke. 11 

"May be, 11 I agreed. But I couldn't get to the post office fast 
enough. I knew who it was from. 

The letter itself was rather heavy, and I could just make out my 
naMe, spelled in shaky, scratching writing. My hands trembled as I 
opened the envelope, but I must say I was disappointed to find a wad 
of tissue paper as its sole contents. Carelessly, I dropped the paper 
into a nearby wastebasket and turned to go. But just then, I heard a 
clink as the wad hit the bottom of thecontainer. Anxiously I reached 
down and pulled out a metal object, probably a heart-shaped locket, 
With the initials E. s. engraved on it. 

Without waiting, I ra.n to the house by the green to thank the old 
lady. The 11 For Sale" sign was still out in front, but I ignored it 
and ran up to the door, banging on it with all my might. I was quite 
surprised when a short, stocky woman appeared. She was fairly you.pg 
With sansy blonde hair, just peeking out from under her kerchief, and 
she was armed with a broom. 

"Is she here?" I queried frantically, before the poor lady could 
ask what I wanted. 

She looked hesitant, and seemed to be deciding whether or not I was 
sane. "Is who here?" she asked in a puzzled voice. 

"Eliza• • 11 I blurted out. "Eliza Swift1" 
Apparently the woman thought I was joking. "If you mean my great

grandmother," she laughed, "I'm afraid it's hardly possible. She died 
long before I was born. Who's been filling your head with---·" 
. But before she finished, I let out a sob and fell forward, clutch-
l.ng at a pillar of the small porch. IITllnediately the woman opened the 
door and put her arms around my shaking shoulders, leading me into the 
hall. "Are you ill? 11 she asked. 

I shook my head. 
"Well, what then?" 
I released my numb hands from a tight fist and let the locket fall 

on the floor. 
The woman picked it up and examined it carefully. "Where did 

You get this?" she asked in a wavering voice. 
11She sent it to me, 11 I whispered. 
The woman's face turned white. She ·stood for a long time in that 

empty hall, seemingly unable to comprehend what I had said. Finally 
she took me into the parlor and told me to sit still while she attended 
to a chore. 
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I knew she was going to ca11 somecne--the nolice, or a doctor oer
haos, but I didn't care. I sat down on the stool by the firenlace and 
made no attempt to move \then I saw her running to the Hewins house 
from the opnosite window . I looked around the room and tried to imag
ine it as I had seen it before--with a woman who had anparantly never 
bePn there; and it was the same, except for a few minor changes. There 
were dust and cobwebs everywhere, and the grandfather 's clock no longer 
ticked. The sal"le musty smell nervaded the air. 

And quddenly I felt that I was being watched. I could sense the 
focus of inhuman eyes niercing through the walls and through rrry flesh. 
Quietly I rose and walked out into the hall and over to the foot of the 
stairs; quietly I l r oked un and saw the old lady in her long black 
robe, gripping the banister with bony hands. 

11She said you 're dead, " I whisnered hoar::;ely. 
"I 1ve been away," Eliza Swift said in hn cracked voice. "But 

I said I'd be back . I told you I'd be back." 
Drawn like a magnet , I began to ascend the stairs towerd her. As 

I neared, I saw that she had changed. Her face was a mass of wrinkles, 
except for one spot on her forehead where the skin had rotted away from 
the bone. Her right eye was dark and wild, More noticeable since her 
left ~e was gone , leaving a blacr, empty socket in her skull. Her hair 
and fingernails had grown long, end her teeth were set in the remains 
of blackened gums . 

Seized with fear, and detesting her ugliness, I turned. Grandma 
and Grandpa were at the foot of the stairs along with a policeman and 
the woman with the broom. The woman looked angry and was mumbling the 
word "nrankster" while Grandna kent reneating, "Come down, child. 
There's nothing up there." I turned to look and saw Eliza Swift com
ing towards me . I screamed, and annarantly fainted. 

I woke up in a hospital, and I have been there ever since. I 
cannot count how long that has been. But I like it here where I have 
time to write and read. And I am making giant stept to recovery, and 
the realization that what I, in nzy- impressionable mini, thought to be 
true was only a fantasy in my imagination. I have much help: every 
night Eliza Swift comes to visit and says to me, "There is no grandma 
••• there is no grandpa .•• 11 

INTIMATinNS 0F EVIL 
Alexandra Dench 

The quickened slant of evening light 
That gives intensity to the darkening land 
Is like a clear vision, mystic second sight, 
Which is knowing evil, which none can understand. 

Suddenly this strange knowing came 
That was too new to have a name. 
The fragile netals in my palm were dust, 
And overhead in autumnal haste there rushed 
Birds beating dark retreating wings 
That were hollow echoes of nest snrings, 
Casting with their deen shade a chill 
Colder that death, and twice as still. 



GRIEF'S MOMENTUM 
Jane Zacharias 

How hideous is his hand in Death. 
Can you remember that other hand? 

Warm brown flesh--strong and proud and grasping. 
Sinew and tendon and uncalculated gestures of hello, 
Hidden or blurred in busy things, 
Clenching, hurling, striking, stroking ••• 
Repose only momentary--still warm with latent power. 

Can you undPrstand it-t.his that has hannened? 
This f ast-coming soasm ••• 
The friendl y r.and obeys t he pain to clutch at agony, 
For the first time a failure to comfort 
Or to make right •.• 
Or final ly t o feel at all. 

How crazily ludicrous is this hand in death-
So mock serious ••• 
Laid where it seldom ever went, 
Pale as it never was. 
What, no greeting? No accusation? 
No gentle press of warmth or friendship? 

Too impossible to t ~lerate--I'll strike at it, 
Twist it cruelly--poke at it--Ha Hal 
What--no objection--can't resist me? 
Can't fight me back at all? No? 
Pl.ease-slap me down--push me away ••• 
~ell then, I'll grab this hand--
The whole body--why not? 
Fling it on the dewy lawn--roll it down the steepest slone1 
Get upl What has ha".">pened? Get upl 
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EXPP.RIENCE 
Alexandra Dench 

I saw my life in retrospect, 
As from a mountain top 
One sees without a ston 
The oanorama and can select 
A view to west or east 
And set before the eye a feast 
Of earthly wondPr. So did Inlay back 
Exnerience on the recording track 

· Of memory's tape, frayed and soliced through time. 
The forward speed of life, at least of mine, 
le its proper way to enfold, 
But one cannot see life 1til it's unrolled 
Like a carpet behind our advancing tread 
As well as spread out and us safely led 
To our destination. One must reverse 
And crawl into the nast, a universe 

TO C. B. 
Joy DeShazor 

The eternity of waiting 
the infinitude of ignorance 
decends vulture like 

Of experience for the living now; 
To understand it life must be backwards lived, 
And the sands of

1
the nast by memory sieved, 

Mixing what's gone before in rhythm slow. 

to feed upon the ohoenix 
fluttering 
just above the ashes. 

RITUAL • Mary Cleaves 

Wait for me 
Please don't run to fast, whirl so~ 
You don't olay fair. 
Slow down 
Stop your dizzy danceJ 
(Too much mad dissonancel) 

' Do you forget? Your priestess 
Bears yotn" relics 
Gently 
Chants 
Softly 
Sways 
Slowly 

0 cease your slashing pagan frenzy 
Listen: 
love needs the tenderness. 

I am alone in the moment 
which echoes your name 
which stretches across my mind 
encompassing understanding.,. 

ONLY NC'M BUT ALWAYS 
Julie Dalton 

smiling softly winter soring 
laughing harshly autumn summer 
he lived then died 
is then was 
in the schoolhcuse around the corner 

with a laugh a come and go 
with a be~l they came and went 
books faced uo in winter soring 
pencils scratched in autumn summer 
he teaches then taught 
says then said 
in the schoolhouse around the corner 

and quickly amidst all seasons 
in the calm of only now but always 
that is death 
he left 
bells ring then rang 
and school was forgotten that day 



.. 

Sharon L. Seeche 

Like Buddhist Priests 
bowed down in meditation 
Bent under the snow 
the Jonquils 

Jean McBee 

the green and rain lies bending • •• splashing 
in back\..rashedcolor and 
thP charcoal smudge of black branches holding on. 
The iron picture frame holds that and mocks 
The Picture of the wet . 
And when the frame and form ere broken, 
Then you must feel the rein as cold on your fingers, 
You must let the wind blow, 
{the green is senarate from the black) 
And you must blow your nose and not Dey any attention·!i 
The rain is thorough in April • • • it washes out thP deta 
of the promise. 
The grass is smudged, its green decayed 
(the mud is deener and a5 thorough as the rain) 
And the grass is overwhelmed, 
The forsythea is ashamed, 
and the green and rain are bending. 

• 



FREIGHT FROM DENVER 
Julie Dalton 

"I was a loner then, 
back when them big, smokin 1 , dirty trains 
was the only way to travel. 11 

The bench creaked slightly 
~s the old man shi~ed his bulk 
And balanced, carefully straddled, 
Facing the young boy. 

"I used to ride the long one from Denver out east, 
twice a year. n 

He spread the tattered chess board 
On the bench. 

"Come on, son ••• what was it7 ••• yeah, Jack ••• set up the board. 11 

The chessmen were carefully placed--
Worn, tired from their travels, 
Kings of yesterday. 
The boy, intensely wringing his hands, 
Was already planning. 
Curly hair hung in his face, 
His eyes pierced through the stiff figures 
And moved over the squares. 
His long legs went far out on both sides of the bench, 
His knees made sharp angles, 
Ll.ke the elbows 
Revealed by rolled-up shirtsleeves. 

"Me and this friend, we called him Old Pete, 
rode with that train: we lived in crate cars, 
then with cattle ••• and them things smell at night, son." 

He was settled now, 
Legs just touching the floor. 

"Go on, son, you take the first move." 
The boy had planned. 
His anns hung near the board-
A flicking of the wrist 
And it was done. 
The old man watched the board. 

"You can call me Rake, son ••• that's what they called me, 
ther:i guys I rode the freights with. 11 

His whole body followed his ann 
As he moved forward to play. 

"We had a good gang ••• we were young, like you, 
when we started ••• how old did you say you were, son7

11 

"Nineteen •••• your move." 
"Yea, nineteen, that was about it, been so long now 
the years kinda slipped my mind." 

The shack was diJU 
And their corner held the only light. 
The old man's voice 
Spoke to itself 
Against the shabby walls. 
Every half hour or so 
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He would take the coat and hat-
For protection against the snow-
And go outside to switch the light. 
Then, roaring, rumbling, 
The locomotive would barrel on 
Into the silent white 
To steal peace from the railroad shacks. 
This time he stamped his boots 
And shuddered once--
Sending a shake down to his feet. 

"Cold as death out there tonight ••• 
too cold for a man like me.n 

He struggled into position 
And the night crept on. 
The chessmen moved 
In their quiet decisions, 
Sometimes tumbling under the old man's touch. 

11 You got a girl, son1 11 

"No." 
"Don't do you no good. You're smart. I used to get 
the works from them guys ••• said I shouldn't do it. 
I had a girl once, called her May Ellen ••• 
pretty thing when we was young." 
"Your play. 11 

"Oh ••• yeah. 11 

He placed a hand on his Queen 
But didn't move her. 

"She was a good thing, too. Sweet ••• kinda like her name. 
Left her in Denver all the time. She lived near the tracks. 
Always told me my life was no good ••• I left her 
in Denver all the time." 

He moved the Queen 
With quiet precision 
And left her in her place. 
Banks of snow 
High to the windowsills 
Kept the silence inside: 
A silence 
Frozen by the winter night. 
The big green light outside 
Sent flashes across the cot and stove. 

"You got family, son1 11 

"Yeah. 11 

"Family don't do you no good. My family wouldn't let 
me move on. But they always forgot me quick after I left. 
My lady was cryin' when I left. Next time, when I came 
back, she was dead. Never saw them again. They had no need 
of me." 

The old man lit a cigarette. 
"Want one, son1" 
"No •••••••• thanks. 11 

He puffed and watched 

• 



The quick, light hands 
Noiselessly move the Knight. 

"Your family want you to leave, son7 11 

"They ain't got much need of me. 11 

The old man pushed forward, 
Muttering, 
And moved the Castle to its place. 

"Not bad to live like this, son. Nobody here to bother you. 
Ain't so clean ••• but I get on. Not a bad life. 11 

The noise was not as fast this time, 
As it burrowed through the calm. 
The man rose and wrapped himself. 
The open door let in the sound of the braking train. 
Now the light flashed red 
On the boy's face. 
Alone, he moved his King 
Into his last position, 
And rose as the old roan entered. 

"This the one, son7 11 

Still he stood, 
Watching the boy. 

"Yeah." 
Putting on the green and black jacket 

The boy slipped into the darkness, 
And disappeared into the hulking black giant. 
The old man turned 
And stood in the door, 
While snow, swirling red under the signal, 
Hit his face. 

"Just ask for Rake when you come back through ••• 
that's what they used to call me. 11 
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IT 1S NO FAIR 
Susan Thorne 

Summers were always hot in Atlanta. Saturdays were especially 
hot and on Saturdays the swimming oools were crowded. Patty Ann con
sidered this as she rolled her bathing suit and towel into a single 
ball. She sat down on the ton step of the porch. It was still early. 
She wished Linda Lee would hurry. 

At last the familiar green bicycle aopeared. Patty Ann stood up, 
her yellow T-shirt clinging t o her damn back. 

''What took you so long?" she demanded of the 
Linda Lee pushed her tangled hair behind her 

Mama make a cake, " she said. "I'm all ready now. 
''Wait till I get my bike. Holl much money do 
"Thirty cents. Enough for t\lo ice creams." 

pink faced girl. 
ears. "I had to help 

Can we go?" 
you have?" 

"I 1ve got fifty." Patty Ann roll,ed her bicycle out of the garage. 
"Race ya," she challenged. 

"It's too hot." 
"Okay. Let's hurry, though. It's gettin 1 late." 
The pool was empty when the two girls arrived. A blonde life 

guard who wore his hair in a crew cut strutted along the deck at the 
deep end of the pool. The other guard casually perched on a chair that 
towered above the crowd. Patty Ann watched him blow his whistle and 
yell at a small boy. 

"I don't li.'lce that life guard," she said. "He's mean. 11 

"Come on, let's change," urged Linda Lee. "I wanna get in." 
They changed quickly and stood anxiously at the pool's edge. Patty 

Ann tugged at her bathing cap. 
"I hate these things. I wish we dinn 't hafta wear them," she com

plained. 
''me too, " agreed Linda Lee. "They hurt my head. " 
"I'm not gonna wear mind," Patty Ann said. "It's no fair. Boys 

don't hafta." She threw her can on the deck and jumped. She broke the 
clear green surface and let herself sink until her f eet felt the bottom. 
She \laited until a pair of splashing feet had passed over her. Then 
she pushed hard against the bottom and bobbed to the surface. 

"Come on in, Lima LeeJ It's nice1" 
"Okay. I wanna try a dive." 
The whistle blev. ''Hey 1" the life guard from the chair shouted. 
Linda Lee didn't hear. Her head was locked between her extended 

arms which reached cautiously for the water. She l eaned slowly until 
she lost her balance and toppled into the pool. 

''Hey youl You in the blue suit!" 
Patty Ann glanced do\111 at her bathing suit and squinted up at him. 

"Don't you and your little friend have cans?" 
Patty Ann nodded. 
"Well, get 'em on." 
Linda Lee came up beside her. ''He says \le gotta out our caps on, 11 

Patty Ann told her. 
"You oughta lmow the rules,'' he growled. "The next time l see you 

without your caps on you're gettin' out." 



"See what I mean?" Pat ty Ann hissed angrily. "I don't like him.'' 
She was conscious that other oeoole in the pool were watching them. She 
Pulled on her cap and slioped under the water to escape the stares. 

"Hey Patty Ann J" Linda Lee called, "Let I s go on the slide." 
Patty Ann sprung to the surface and began to race toward the other 

end of the pool. The slide was the bP.st part of the oool. 
There was a line at the slide. Patty Ann and Linda Lee stood be

hind a boy with red hair and freckles. The line moved quickly and soon 
Patty Ann stood on the ton step. The red haired boy oushed off. She 
sat at the too and waited until he got out of the way. She was excited 
and anxious. The whistle blew, shattering the oleasure of her antici
pation. It was loud and sounded important. Patty looked toward the 
chair. 

"Okay! Everybody outl" the boy called. "Everybody out'" 
"What's he mean?" Linda Lee asked. 
"I don't know. We just got in." 
"Come on. All out!" he cried. 
"I don't get it," Patty Ann said. ''What hanpened?" 
The grumbling and protests quieted around the pool as oeoole be-

gan to climb out of the water. 
"I 1:n gonna have one slide before I get out," Patty Ann said. She 

gave a hard push and hit the water with a violent splash. Linda Lee ca-
tne in after her. 

"I said get out," the boy screamed "and I meant The whistle blew. 
it." 

The two girls scrambled out of · the pool. It was strangely quiet. 
No one moved. The silence and the heat hung heavily. 

Patty Ann looked questioningly at the red haired boy. 
"It's niggers." Patty Ann followed the direction of his arm. A 

group of six Negro boys and girls stood hesitantly at the edge of the 
Pool. They were older than she. The biggest boy looked nervously 
at the blonde life guard. He turned and sooke to the group which hud
dled together, their bro"111 eyes wide with excitement. Then he sat on 
the edge and lowered himself carefully into the water. He couldn't 
swim well. The rest did exactly what he did, lowering themselves care
fully and splashing awkwardly across the pool. 

"Heyl How's come they can go in and we can't?" Patty Ann deman-
ded. A man turned and glared angrily at her. 

"Ssh, Patty Ann," Linda Lee said. 
"It's no fair," Patty Ann said in a lower tone. "What are they 

doin• here anyway? They never came before." 
"Daddy said they 're lettin 1 'em use our oools now. It I s a law," 

Linda Lee explained. 
"Can we swim in them too?" 
nyeah, that's what Daddy said. We both swim in them." 
"How come we had to get out then?" 
Linda Lee shrugged her shoulders. "Maybe the life guard doesn't 

know about it." 
"Yeah, I guess so, but nobody else is in," Linda Lee said. 
Patty Ann looked at the peonle standing in silent clusters. They 

looked mad. 
"If your father said it was okay it must be." 
"I'm scared to. We'll get yelled at." 
"Oh, that old life guard. He's so dumb. I'll tell him your fa

ther said we cculd. Come on. I'll go if you will. 11 

"I don 1t know," Linda Lee objected. "Look. They 're on the slide 
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"It's no fair. They can't have the whole oool all for themsel-
ves. I wanna go in. Come on, Linda Lee. We 111 jump in together." She 
grabbed her friend's reluctant hand and led her to the edge. "He's not 
looking now. Come on." 

Patty Ann leaped from the slide. The whistle blew. They kept 
swimming. It blew again. 

"Don't stop," hissed Patty Ann. "Pretend you don't hear." 
"I don't think anyone else is coming in," Linda Lee said breath

lessly. 
0 atty Ann looked around. The life guard wasn't in the chair any 

more. He stood at the side of the pool parallel to the two girls. 
"Come hereJ" he commanded. 
Patty Ann looked at Linda Lee 
"I think we'd better do vhat he says," Linda lee whispered. 
They swam to the side. 
''What's the big idea?" he snarled. 
"I don't know," natty Ann said meekly, as she clutched the edge 

of the pcol. 
"What'd you go in for after I told you to stay out?" 
"They went in." Patty Ann nodded to the group at the slide. 

They had stonned nlaying on the slide and were watching her now. 
"I don't care about them. I told you to stay out and I meant it." 
"But her father said we could go in." 
"Yeah?" The life guard fro\ltled. "Is he here? 11 

"No," Patty Ann said slowly. 
"You gave me trouble earlier, didn't you? You don't like obey-

in' rules do you?" 
"Yeah, but how come they can swim and we can't?" 
"Don I t get smart with me. I want you out. Right now. " 
Patty Ann dragged herself onto the deck and helped Linda Lee get 

out. They started to walk away. 
"Where do you think you 're goin'? I haven 1t finished yet." 
Patty Ann faced the guard. Her stomach felt funny and her hands 

were shaking. Water driored down her neck. She brushed it away. Ev
eryone was looking. The clusters moved in behind them and pressed 
close upon her. The guard threw his whistle in the air and caught it. 
Patty Ann waited. He threw it again. Each tLme he threw it it jin
gled louder. Patty Ann bated that whistle. 

"What's your n8.Jl'le?" he asked. 
"Patty Ann Chaoman." 
"All right, ?atty Ann, what made you think you could do what you 

wanted in this pool?" 
"I don 1t know. " Her head drooped • 
"Look at me. I'm talkin' to you." Her head flew un. "When you 

are at this pool you'll do what you're told." 
"Yeah, but we're allowed to go in. Linda Lee's Daddy said so. 

And anyway if they went in we oughta be able to go in too. It's no 
fair." Patty Ann's eyes burned fnriously. 

"Look, I run this pool , not Linda Lee I s Daddy. And you 111 do 
whet I say. I don't want to see you in this oool f or the rest of the 
day and the next time you come here I ·Jant you to report t o me. Do 
you hear?" 

''Yes," she said • 
"I mean that, Patty Ann. Do you hear? And that goes for yoUI'l •, 

little friend too." 



Patty Ann and Linda Lee stood silently. 
"You can go now but reMember. I meant what I said." 
The clusters moved aside . Patty Ann walked blindly by. them to 

the dressing r oom . She couldn't stop the tears now. 
"I hate him" she sputtered. "I wish he'd drown." She gulped 

down the angry sobs . 
''I told you we shouldn •t have gone back in," Linda Lee said . 
"It's no fair. They went in and your father said we could too. 

That dumb J ife guard. I hate him." 
"Let's go to my house, Patty Ann. Maybe Mama wi11 drive us out 

to the club oool." 
"I don 't wanna . I'mgoin' home." 
"But I thought you wanted to swim. I know we can swim there 'cause 

there areYJ 1t any niggers in the club." 
"I don't care about niggers, Linda Lee . I wanna nlay on the slide 

and your old club doesn't have a slide . That guard spoiled everything . 
I'm nevf'r comin' to this nool agoin . Ever. I hate it. It's no fair. 
She nulled the T-shirt over her head, grabbed her suit and towel, and 
stamped out of the dressing r oom, 

"Wait!'' Linda Lee called. 
":-1o, I won't wait. I'm goin I home. It's just no fair . " 
"Well you don't have to get so mad at me, '' Linda Lee said. It I s 

not my fault ." 
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URANIA 
Claire Alden 

Urania, the beautiful Negress 
of dun-cc- lor 
sings, to the clouds 
of the soul of autumn, 
selection from Gestures to the Dead: 
"Stanzas for My DaughtPr. '' 

Urania, the beautiful Negress 
Is like the Unicorn, signalling 
a rainy, fiendish surmner. 
Her song, across the water, 
echoes like voices out of a cloud •.• 
a melancholy wind-song. 

Urania, t~e beautiful Negress 
sings the legend of voyages, 
of long dark tunnels, of broken towers, 
of a mother and her son, 
of the Cross, and suffering, 
of sisters and brothers, of family and neace •. 

Urania, the beautiful Negrer.s 
sings of a new world--
of that world which lies 
beyond 
death • 
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DRY CLEANING FUR STORAGE 

34.44 COHANNET ST. TAUNTON, MASS. 

Phone VanDyke 2-6161 

"DERMODY'S 

- YOUR CLOTHES DEST FRIEND" 

Evelyn Squire's 

WHEATON'S COLLEGE SHOP 

GAARD MOTEL 
ROUTE 1, FOXBORO , MASS. 

Kl 3-9398 

Background Music in All Rooms 

large Guest Lounge with Color TV and 
Hammond Organ. Available for Parties. 

Old Colony J nn Gift Shop 
··u nusu~l Cifts Especially for You" 

5 Taunton Ave., Norton, JIJfas'I. 
Acro'l'I from the Po'lt Ofllcc 

RED FOX MOTEL 
and STEAKHOUSE 

ROUTE 1, FOXBORO 

Kl 3-5367 

Esta's Original Creations 
Custom Mode Millinery 

Mrs. E. A. Friedberg 
39 l<elley Street - Taunton - 822-6606 

The First Machinists 

National Bank 

of Taunton 
NORTON OFFICE 

MALL Y'S 
"CALIFORNIA COBBLERS" 

22 SOUTH MAIN ST. 
ATTLEBORO 

THRASHER'S YARN SHOP 
7 WEIR STREET 

TAUNTON, MASS. 

ST. PIERRE'S SHOES 
77 MAIN STREET 
TAUNTON, MASS. 

Exquisite Footwear 
Campus Fashions 

THE CAMPUS SHOP 

MILDRED AND BART PAULDING 

MASON'S FLOWER STUDIO 
Flowers of Elegance 

For All Occasions 

9 Leonard Street - Taunton, Mass. 
Telephone 822-2551 

Member FTD Association 

Louis S. Tokarz, Prop. 

NORTON SHELL 
NORTON, MASS. 

ATias 5-4760 

The Elco Company 
70 Emory Street - Attleboro 

Resilient Floor Covering 
Complete Lines of Carpetings 




