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Lisa Kruse '67 

"A Rusliliglrt flickering and small 

is better than 110 liP.lrt at all." 

With m a ny thanks to those who have fanned the flickering flame, 
Rushlight has been rescued from the illusory world and continues 

to be a reality. 
-Carol Magovern 
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In Time 
Carol Magovem '66 

S MOKE curled up from the ash tray leaving a trail of gray haze in 
the air .. A draft from the window melted the trail into nothing. A 
slender index finger pushed on the butt of the cigarette until the last 
spark had been extinguished, then the finger was withdrawn and 
carefully inspected. A yellow stain tinged the inside edge from the 
knuckle to the nail. The nail had been polished a translucent pink, 
having first been Hied to the soft shape of a half moon. When the 
survey had been completed, the finger was relaxed and the hand was 
placed palm down next to a pack of opened Camels. The five fingers 
lapped to the time of a silent song. 

"Good morning, dear." 
. At the greeting, the fingers, raised for a crescendo, hung curved 
1~ mid-air, then were slowly lowered to rest flat and splayed on the 
oil cloth covering the table. 

"Did you have a good breakfast?" 
The hand stilTened as the modulated inquiry was made. The 

arched wrist and palm sloped down to the finger tips, pressing into 
the red and white squares of the cloth. Before an answer came, the 
arch collapsed, and the hand reached for the cigarettes. 

"No, I haven't had any breakfast." 
The fingers closed around the soft, squat pack and then picked 

It up. 
"Care for a cig?" 
After the invitation had been refused, the hand rapped the pack 

on the table edge until just the right length of white sticks appeared. 
The left hand, which had been hovering near the ash tray approached 
a.nd selected one of the stubby, white cigarettes. The left hand con
tinued to hold the cigarette while the r ight groped across the table 
for a lighter. 

"Why haven't you eaten, dear? Aren't you hungry?" 
The lighter was mother of pearl gray with a gold head; the in

dex finger had only to touch the lever, and the response of a clear, 
bright flame was ins tant. 

"As a matter of fact, that's exactly it. I'm not hungry." 
"Must you light another?" 

. Again, a trail of gray smoke drifted toward the ceiling along 
With particles of dust made visible in the sunlight. A clear glass ash 
tray usurped the center of the rectangular breakfast table. The 
crowded napkin holder the pewter salt and pepper shakers, with 
their matching sugar b~wl and creamer, remained at the far end of 
the table, near the windows. 
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"At least you can drink this orange juice." 
A high ball glass, frosted with beads of moisture was placed 

down solidly next to the ash tray. 
"Very tempting, mother, but I'm afraid I couldn't." 
"And why not, may I ask?" 
"I'm allergic to citric acid." 

The cigarette was being methodically rounded on the side of 
the ash tray. A dextrous movement brought it to a balance between 
the thumb and middle fingers while the index finger tapped it once 
to remove any excess. 

"Is that the only thing you've learned at school, that and 
smoking?" 

Satisfied with the result, the index finger moved around the 
filament releasing the thumb so that the cigarette was held lightly 
between the middle and index fingers. The unfiltered tip was still 
clean while the head burned the color of pepper and salt. 

"No, there is another side to college life which is not so obvious. 
Why don't you si t down\ mother?" 

, The choir-like bench, extending the length of the table, squea ked 
as it rece ived the initial weight. 

"Would you remove your feet, dear, so that I might slide over? 
Thank you. You rea lly should have shoes on. You know your 
father doesn't like bare feet." 

The manicured fingers of the left hand pulled the ash tray close 
to the edge of the table. The cigarette had not yet burned half way 
down when the right hand turned it perpendicular to the table and 
then deliberately squashed its head on the floor of the ash tray. 

"Mother, what would you do if I were to tell you tha t I was 
secretly m arried?" 

"ls there anything that I could do? The responsibility after the 
act would be yours not mine." 

"That's exactly what I thought you'd say." 
The hands, srpooth and white with traces of blue vein beneath 

the surface, twirled the ash tray; it spun to the left and was stopped 
by the tapered fingers. Gray dust swirled across the crushed butts. 

"Well, you know I wouldn't get secretly married,. There's too 
much fun to a big wedding." 

The index finger of the right hand pressed down on the edge 
of the ash tray until the glass slanted at a right angle. When the 
dust had settled in the lowest corner, the index finger was lifted and 
the glass slipped back to the table. 

"Don't play games, dear. If something is bothering you come 
right out and tell me; if not, I wish you'd drink your juice; it's got 
vitamin C in it." 
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"Mother, I've a lready told you, the doctor at school said I was 
allergic to citric acid; it makes me break out in hives." 

"Doctor al school? When did you go lo him?" 
"In March, right before I came home." 
The while hands Jay quietly on the table; one upon the other. 
"Mother, I wouldn't wish to miss the fun of a big wedding." 

Patty Ebcrliart '68 

Jean McBee '67 

Drifting for fields and whole 
Road lengths over 
Mounds of red clay 
From butler sunlight lo 
Wet green . .. descending 
On the waler skimming with the bugs 

Splashing wet on the rocks 
Waler patterned warm rocks 
Scratch the grainy frogs 
Asleep. 
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S11s1111 C. Aluw11rd '66 

An old timer told m e 
About my aunt Henrietta 
Who died when she was five. 
Our family's kind of cold, 
We don't talk much of the pas t. 
I read of her, once, in brittle 
Newsclippings in the family Bible. 
He told me of how it had 
Been a real tragedy; 
In the old days, the whole 
T own would be grieved; 
People were better neighbors then. 
My mother wasn' t even born yet; 
I guess she was supposed to fill 
The empty chair a t the table. 
There was my aunt Alice, 
Who told me stories of the long ago 
But never this story, 
And my uncle Cyrus, who died 
At thirteen because we had 
No hospital then, and then 
There was Henrietta. 
She was the apple of my gra ndfather's eye. 
Cyrus, the rough neck boy, was gentle with her. 
The old timer's voice warmed 
When he spoke of the 
Little girl, long ago forgotten. 
She must have been, by the 
Way he spoke, a little girl 
Who went to help tall bearded rather 
With his chores, and 
Ended up playing w ith the kittens. 
She was hiding in the field, 
Waiting to surprise Gra ndpa. 
P erhaps he looked down to see 
If the horses' feet needed trimming, or 
Perhaps he looked up a t the sky 
To sec what kind of a day tomorrow would be. 
The cry of "Boo!" was changed 
As the mower cut the hay. 
Granddpa picked up his little girl 
And carried her to the ki tchen 
Where Gramma was churning butter. 
Cyrus went into town to get the doctor. 
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A farmer from down the road 
Came and put the horses away 
And with his mower and team 
Finished the haying. 
Today I went riding through the field 
And tried to figure out where it happened. 
It couldn't have been where that 
Big patch of daisies, the kind of 
Flower a little girl would like, 
Were because they were too close 
To the barn to be in a hayfield. 
The pasture is spotted 
With scrub oaks and pines; 
I thought of the box of arrowheads, 
Grandpa's prize for clearing the land, 
That all of us had played with. 
I went around the daisy patch 
Thinking I knew better than 
Aunt Alice why she became a nurse. 
I know why farmer's don't talk much. 
Life is hard enough 
Without farming being hard work. 

'Jour for er Q;me 
Sue Wallace '67 

Caught in the damp of American socialist realism, 
Fat-stuffed ladies picked olives from their noses 
And gurgled obscene inanities, 
Like pawns beside their briefcase husbands. 
(Love is the property of the millions, 
These take only a necessary lease.) 
Smothering their societal stench, 
We laughed and, stepping on a few fingers, 
Ran away to the moon of the earth 
To sip our cocktails daintily 
And rub terribly unaccpted shoulders. 
Perhaps the vinegar (but the salad was divine!) 
Won't be so bitter ... later ... 
When we can get the dirt off our backs 
And learn how, to polish noses for the races. 
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Pilgrimage 
bu Pat Strouse '67 

I 

TODAY she would build her biggest sand castle of the summer. 
This one would surpass anything she had ever done before. It would 
be a beautiful sprawling castle, with moats and gardens, and stone 
walls and arches. There would be a garden for the Queen's children 
to play in, a terrace for tea parties and suppers, and a tree-lined 
drive leading up from the front gate. There would be separate 
quarters for the servants, nnd perhaps, if she had time, stables and 
riding rings too. It was an awfully big project, but the day was 
perfect, and she felt eager to begin. She started out for the beach, 
shiny blue bucket and shovel swinging along beside her. 

The sand was warm already. She loved the rough feel of it 
beneath her feet, but more than that, she liked lo sec it ooze between 
her soft toes as she walked: the sand popped up between them in 
golden little ridges. How nice the coarse wet sand would feel when 
she began to build, molding it into structures to fit her stories. With 
the aid of her bucket and shovel, she could create just about any
thing ... 

She settled herself down at the spot where the dry soft grains 
met the smooth wet beach. The hot sun warmed her back as she 
began to build. Every now and then she would carry her bucket 
down to the place where the water was a little deeper so that she 
could fill it quickly. As she worked, smoothing and patting sand 
into place, she talked quietly to herself, acting out little dramas 
which would take place in her magnificent castle. The Queen was 
having an afternoon garden party, so there would have to be cakes 
and punch, and umbrellas for the tables, and strolling musicians, 
and ... 

She lost a ll track of time: it was late because the sun no longer 
beat down on her back, and the sound of the ocean was louder and 
angrier. She heard her mother's voice calling her, and as she turned 
around to go, noticed the waves coming in farther and farther. 

"Kathy! Kathy, dear! It's late - I think you'd better come in 
now - it's almost lime for dinner - the tide ... " 

"Yes, mommy, I'm coming. I'll be right there." 
Gathering up her sand-smeared bucket and shovel, she took one 

last look at the beautiful castle. The water had already reached the 
entrance to the tree-lined driveway, and melted it down into shape
less mounds. 
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II 

She swore to herself that this time it would be difierent: this 
~ime she was really serious. No more promise-breaking and cheat
ing. After all, she wasn't fooling anyone but herself, and she couldn't 
even fool herself anymore. No, this was really it: a drastic and 
total diet. 

No more rationalizing, and weakening at the sight of all those 
goodies. No more midnight snacks or afternoon pick-me-ups. No 
more binges with a box of chocolates or adventures with gourmet 
delights. Now she was strictly a meat and salad gal: no more caloric 
nonsense for her. 

"Are you ready to order, ma'am?" 
"Yes ... I'd like the chopped sirloin, and a salad with oil and 

vinegar dressing, please." 
"French fries, baked, or mashed potato, ma'am?" 

"No potato, thank you." 
"Mushroom gravy with your chopped sirloin?" 
"No, thank you." 
There - she had done it, elTortlessly won the first battle. Oh, it 

was going to be so easy . . . and she was going to be so thin ... 
"Would you like to sec a dessert menu, ma'am?" 
"No, thank you; just black cofiee, please." 

She wasn't exactly satiated, but it had been a nice meal. And now 
she felt certain that this diet would be successful. She knew she 
could control herself. Whenever she craved something sweet or 
gooey, she would merely convince herself that she wasn't hungry, 
or that carrots make lovely snacks. 

She walked out of Schrafft's, holding her head high with self
satisfaction. Nevertheless, she was careful not to look at the array 
o! cakes, buns, and cookies in the glass cases. With complete control 
of the situation, why torture oneself unnecessarily? 

She slowly made her way down the street, window-shopping, 
looking at the crowds of Saturday shoppers. She saw a few teen
aged girls carrying "jimmy"-sprinkled ice cream cones, felt a twinge 
of envy, and shifted her gaze. In a shop window she spotted a lovely 
hand-painted decanter filled with English hard candies and toffee. It 
would look so nice on her coliee table, but . , . . Entering the shop to 
claim the treasure, she told herself that she'd be all right - she'd 
save its contents for guests. 

In her favorite little tea room, she saw her friend, Hilda, sitting 
alone at a front table. The aroma of the freshly-baked cakes and 
tarts wafted through the open door; she hesitated about going in 
and joining Hilda. She knew that she could order just a cup of tea, 
but everything smelled so good The supreme test. 
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"Hello, Hilda dear ... I saw you all alone, so I thought I'd 
come in and rest my tired feet." 

"Why hello, dearie. I'm so glad to sec you. And wait until you 
taste. these cherry tarts? They're ... " 

"Don't say another word - I'm on a serious d iet, and this time I 
mean it." 

"Don't be silly. I've heard those words many a time ... and 
these tarts arc so delicious . . ." 

"No, Hilda, I mean it - I'll just have a cup of tea." 
"Oh come on, don't be a spoilsport - one teeny tart won't hurt 

you, and you can start your diet tomorrow." 
"Well ... they do look awfully good ... are those brown 

sugar crumbs on top?" 
"Yes, and the filling is simply marvelous ... Waitress- could 

we order please? Oh, I think 1'11 have another one, too ... Diets are 
so silly, aren't they dear?" 

"Oh, Hilda, you're such a bad influence on me. Well ... I guess 
I can start dieting Monday, s ince that's the beginning of the week ... 
and this time I'm going to be really good ... I'm quite serious 
about it ... " 

II I 

They were all gathered in her bedroom now, Tom and Br ian 
looked strangely out or place as they sat gingerly on the edge of 
the white wicker chairs. Betsy sat on the edge of the bed, the 
familiar wrinkle of worry between her thick dark eyebrows. The 
small wrinkle had appeared when Betsy was a little girl and she 
couldn't have her way, or when Tom or Brian had bullied her. She 
chuckled to herself as she thought about how she had warned Betsy 
that God would put that wrink le there forever if she didn't s top 
pouting. 

It was pleasantly warm under the blue afghan, but she noticed 
the beads of perspiration on her sons' foreheads. The temperature 
in the small room was just right, but as she looked at their flushed, 
concerned faces, she realized that it was probably quite warm. She 
had always liked toasty bedrooms, even when she was a li ttle girl. 
But that seemed so long ago ... 

The distressed, solicitous behavior was beginning lo amuse her. 
She had heard mufTled conversation with Dr. Thaxton, after her 
last bad attack, and she knew why they were so worried. But some
how she fell so relaxed and se<'ure in her warm bed: almost as if she 
were a spectator at a play, and her th ree ch ildren were acting ou t 
hackneyed parts. It didn't really a nnoy her, because she felt so de
tached from it all. Tom was making idle conversation, as he always 
did when he found himself in uncomfortable situations; she smiled 
as he rambled on. 
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"When Mom gets well, we'll have to take her up and show her 
that new house on Route Thirteen. It's real wild, Mom, with all 
kinds of levels and bright colors. You'd really get a kick out of i t. 
It's open !or visitors on Sundays and crowds of people have been 
flocking there !or weeks. Maybe ... " 

. "To.m - can't you see you're tiring Mother?" - Betsy's shar p 
voice broke in on his monologue, and Tom stopped talking, with a 
sheepis h glance. 

As she saw the look on his face she wanted to reach out to him 
and tell him not to worry- that death wasn't such a awful thing, that 
maybe it would be better than life. She wanted to tell him - she 
Wanted to tell them all - about the ruined sand castles of her child
hood, the shattered dreams and images; of the walls between human 
beings and the obstacles in every path. She wanted to tell them that 
she had loved life, even while she had cursed the futility and the 
exasperation, and the compromise. But now she though t she would 
love dea th just as much. She wanted to tell them so much ... but 
she knew she couldn't ... she knew it was impossible ... they 
had to find these things out for themselves ... 

Mary Ann Newberger '67 
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]OIJ DeShazor '67 

We reflect you, reflect 
me in the green gold pond, 
face for a moment 
and green whirl whirl 
We are monkeys we are mynas 
we reflect 
and we reflect farther 
Chase it chase 
tag around the pond, Lily, a 
hold hands Sunday 
in the zoo. 
Boo! Who? You and me together 
we together, me together 
you alone before me a nd 
we chase sand splashes 
to the water and stop. 
It is cold and we gigglQ. 
Who? Yes us we giggle 
We are monkeys and we a rc mynas 
we two are sand crabs walking s ideways 
we so demure with so secret 
solemn secret of blood brothers. 
Wisp of cloud, 
ripple beneath the lily pad: 
we are a giant goldfish 
swimming in a cloud. 

Diane Johnstorl '69 

My thoughts of you are night thoughts 
braided in the past; 
That need you hold of poems 
is weaving still in the lamplight. 

I know you not, your poems 
they are a wall of white 
surrounded in the sun. 

You would be bitter anyway. 
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Margaret Gardner '68 

Boston: the hub of the universe 
Big wheel 
Beatie wigs on Harvard professors 
College boys picking up college girls 
Churches made of ticky-tacky 
Commercial coffee-houses 
A single pigeon spotting South Station's waiting room 
A pink carnation for twenty cents 
Noise 
Horns h onking 
Sirens 
Scarlet signs screaming "Minors not allowed at book shelves" 
A crocus coming up through the snow a t the Botanical Gardens 
Well-trimmed poodles at every streetsign 
Hot Pastrami for seventy-five cents 
"Zen Buddism explained-only $2.98"-in Chinese 
Fanny Hill outselling Lady Chatterly 
A spastic with Saint Vitus on the M.T.A. 
Greeks slinging pizza in store windows 
Gir l Scouts helping old men across the street 
The lagoon: no swan boats swimming in s lush 
Winter goes into Summer, a nd Summer goes into South Station 
Five dollar ski jackets in Filene's basement 
Ferlinghetti next to Ferber 
North Country Blues in a gray jacket 
Boston : the hub of the universe 
Big wheel! 

Don't you, 
In your wildest 
And most secret 
Dreams, 
Desire to run barefoot 
Down a hillside 
In the early morning dew 
Clutching wild roses 
to your tender young breast? 

Neither do I. 
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Barbara I/1111:r '68 
Part I 

It begins. 
Fast flaming fish into supplia nt circle swims 

there to begin 
what ends itself 
through being 

alive. 

Part U 
It forms. 
always formlessness is death; 

it does. 

Part Ill 
It molds 

Part IV 

to everythingness from all things 
offered on golden pillars 
of soft hands 

and cunning parted lips. 

And it wails. 

Part V 

Never except a ll its life has it waited 
for the last drop of itself 
so anxiously. 

and still the end cometh not. 
too long must it wait for 
such end 

and anger-ridden tries 
to find its own, 

yet none cometh. 
its tears and hatred which 

made itself fa lse-bearable 
grow only . 

none, none cometh. 

None hath for him a harder lot 
than he to whom forbidden 

it hath been 
to end, 

and on whose breast 
the curse of immortality 

embedded is. 
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Ncmcy Brcwka '69 

Although I was supposedly examining 

,, 

The ancient stonework of Egyptian bars and grilles 
And other haunts indigenous to pharoahs, cats and holy sparrows, 
I never noticed anything about the an tique stra in in one 
Strange slide. 
It was a photograph about five decades old 
Of elders-men and women 
Each and all astride a camel-
Six ladies 
Five men 
And one of questionable a lienation 
Because he, she or it was wrapped in a big blanket 
Like a mummy . . when you're in Egypt ... 
Go native-go! 

They were pulled up in a line of demarcation, 
Hoof to hoof. 
And each had a swarthy guide 
Whose head was wrapped in a white towel, 
"Statler Hilton" on the unders ide, 
Squatting near the camel's right front axe!. 

The ladies wore deep big-brimmed hats and long-s leeved shirtwaists 
And one was flaunting a huge plume and tinted spectacles, 
Two things outrageous in the desert sand. 
But then again, she was no Nefretete herself. 
They also wore thick woolen sk irts that cascaded over the 
Camels' backs like horse-blankets undoubtedly because 
-Black would not show camel sweat as much, 

And is good material to travel in. 
The gentlemen were wearing wescots 
And each one had a "Pip pip and cheerio, old sport"-type 
Look upon his face. 
And every one of them was perched upon his camel 
As if it were a Duncan Phyfe with two legs glued. 

The Pyramid of Cheops (Khufu) 
Loomed up in the background, looking more familiar 
To me in its structure a nd its poise 
Than that lost and ancient culture strain 
Astride the humming camels. 
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Sue \Val/ace '67 

I 
You've said, "No strings attached" 
And I've nodded my head 
All too emphatically. 
I can't face you anymore 
Without wanting strings 
Not knots . .. 
Just to lace you 
Quietly into my oblivion. 

II 
Last year we played checkers 
Pushing kings in the sort spring wind. 
We smile, watching others do the same, 
And rock carelessly on the porch , 
Thinking less of who will win 
Than if we will at a ll ... today. 

III 
I had questions once 
When your presence had no answers 
And my eyes sought to hide themselves 
From your gozc of confidence. 
I was such a little girl 
Pretending tea and sweetmeats 
While the sheets got crumpled 
And my feet caught in my mouth. 
Somewhere the punctuation was obliterated, 
(Over the precipice with other childish things?) 
And you've learned how to smile 
At my foolish innuendos. 

IV 
If I slipped out one night 
And met someone else beneath the trees, 
How would I face his anonymity? 
Could I let him see the nakedness 
You accept in its brutality? 
Or perhaps I'd sooner stay inside, 
Within those warmer shingled walls, 
And let you make me what I am? 
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V 
A black crow flew high 
today 
And didn't leave a path; 
not a trace 
That he'd been there: 

Plucking seeds from the salty earth 
and cawing mad jabbers 
On slick sticky days; 

Except one ragged feather, 
the quill split, 
Which fluttered uselessly under the heat. 

Moonpath 
by Ann MacKcnna '68 

HEATHER was daydreaming. Matthew's gaze beckoned her back 
from her dream and her eyes met his. Neither spoke. Both knew 
the subject of the imminent conversation. 
th· Since early last spring Heather had been growing noticeably 

inner and weaker. Although she possessed a tremendous inner 
energy and never for one minute gave into the weakness, the 
strain showed on her face and her slender body had become almost 
gaunt. Heather already knew and had fully accep ted what the doctor 
would tell her. 

"Why don't you stop in at a doctor today?" Matthew suggested 
gently with concern in his voice. 

"All right, I ' ll have some time." She straightened her back and 
sr_niled at him. She knew he did not need a doctor's verification 
either, but it would bring the whole problem out in the open for 
them both to examine. "Is there anything you want in town?" 

::would you pick me up some sandpaper, please?" 
Sure. Anything else?" 

"No thanks." 
k' Matthew finished his coffee and leaned across the table and 

~ssed her. Then he got up and pushed the kitchen door open with 
his shoulder and walked down the back steps to do some finishing 
work on the small lapstraked sailboat he had just built. 

The sea was Matthew's whole lifo. He painted it, kept lobster 
traps, and built small boats which he sold to a few special friends. 
Until Heather entered his life Matthew had lived alone in the small 
shingled house that his fathe; had built. The house was separated 
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from the sea only by a meadow and a dike-like grassy hill. Except 
for his bicycle trips into the small town about three miles distant, 
he rarely saw other people. 

Heather and Matthew had met one stormy Saturday in a rocky 
cove and they were married quietly eight months later . 

• • • • 
It was already dark when she returned from her trip into town. 

Matthew was not at home so she sat down in the kitchen to leave 
him a note. "M., Did see doctor." She wrote and paused. She chewed 
absently on the yellow pencil, until the old refrigerator motor wheezed 
on and started her. She continued quickly. "He said it was leukemia 
even before the blood test. Am going to the beach. Will be back 
soon." 

She laid this message on the table and anchored the corner of it 
with the blue sugar bowl. After changing into dungarees and old 
sneakers, she grabbed a heavy blue Navy jacket from a hook in 
their closet and banged out the kitchen screen door. 

The cold dew in the field soaked quickly through her sneakers, 
but her imagination had already wafted her with Matthew aboard 
a schooner moored in a New Zealand harbour, and there it was very 
warm. She smiled at herself when the chill of the night and the 
wetness of the dew brought her back to her walk. Just ahead of her 
was the hump of the hill overlooking the beach. 

She was exhausted and panting when she reached the top, but 
couldn't help a gasp of delight at the scene that greeted her. The 
moon, not visible from the other side of the hill grinned like an in
visible Cheshire cat balanced just above the water. The sand was 
pale and luminous in the silvery light. Far down the beach, the 
awkward heaviness of a few pilings, left leaning from the old pier, 
was transformed into intricate balance. Their long shadows mingled 
before them on the sand. Beyond the silent dance of the old pier, 
just where the beach curved out of sight, a straight shimmering 
moonpath began on the sea. 

She turned and walked slowly along the ridge of the hill toward 
the curve in the beach. Her head was down and her hands were 
pressed into the pockets of the heavy jacket. Her long shadow glided 
behind her over the uneven ground. She stopped when she was 
directly above the moonpath and gazed at it. 

Then she laughed a golden, musical laugh. She was thinking of 
the time she and Matthew had encountered a skunk on one of the 
islands. They had had to bury their clothes and skinny dip until 
they were numb in the cold salt water. To come ashore, they had 
cut arm and neck holes in each of the sailbags and worn them. She 
glanced again at the whole scene before turning back into the dark-
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ness. On the way back to the house her thoughts took a more serious 
path. 

She did not want her friends to feel shock or grief at her death. 
It was not cruel or unfair that she was to die; her time had simply 
come and there was nothing she could do about it. Since she did 
not know iC death were more than blackness, she did not try to pre
Pare herself for anything. Nor could she bear the thought of her 
body which had served her so well being cleaned and r ouged by the 
hands of a well-paid mortician. She did not want her body to be 
co_nfined to the stifling darkness of a heavy coffin, or to have her 
friends stand gloomily in a church uncommon to all of them, while a 
minister read prayers and eulogies from a book. 

A bright yellow light shone from the studio into the darkness. 
:,Vhen she reached the studio door, she opened it just a crack to see 
if Matthew were working there. He wasn't, so she let the door 
squeak open and sat down on a sea trunk to take ofl her wet 
sneakers. Leaning back against the wall she wriggled her toes and 
looked abou t her at the familiar sea-world of his studio. 

"Heather?" His voice called. "I'm in the bedroom." 
On the way to the bedroom she glanced a l the kitchen table. The 

note was gone. She smiled a gree ting at him as she entered the room. 
"When'd you get back?" She asked. 

"About halt an hour ago." He was lying on his back on the 
double bed with his hands folded behind his head. The room was lit 
only by a forty-watt bulb on the bookcase beside I.he bed. She 
flopped down on the bed beside him and rested her chin on the backs 
or her hands. He turned his head toward her. "How do you feel?" 
.. "Not too badly, thanks." She searched his eyes for long minutes. 
The beach was beautiful." She said softly. "The moonpath was 

there." 

. "He was completely sure? ... " Matthew asked. His throat was 
tight and his voice barely audible. 
. "Yes, he was surprised I'm alive now." Her eyes brimmed for 
Jus t a second as she looked at him. "Matthew, may I take the sail
boat?" 

He waited a few minutes before answering. "Of course." 
Matthew looked up at the ceiling. "What arc you thinking 

about?" she asked him. 
"I was thinking about when my dog got killed. I was seven. It 

was a huge truck and it never even stopped. I thought I was going 
lo be sick but I ran over to him. For just a second his eyes looked 
at me. Then they weren't looking anywhere any more. Nothing 
was looking through his eyes. After I saw his eyes, his death didn't 
bother me so much. Afterwards I used to lie on my back and look 
for him in the clouds'. I really thought I could feel him watching me, 
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but guess I wasn't quick enough to catch the right cloud before he'd 
disappear." 

"Oh Matthew." She smiled al him. "If I find myself on a cloud, 
I promise I won't disappear when you look for me." 

· He rolled onto his side and they kissed. He rested his heavy arm 
on the pillow above her head. Heather dropped off to sleep to escape 
the sick feeling that was slithering around her stomach. Matthew 
pulled the rough blanket over her shoulders and !ell asleep beside 
her. She opened her eyes once and smiled at his sleeping !acc. 

A few days later the moonpath and the brightness came again. 
Along with it came a stiff and steady land breeze. 

Phyllis M oscs 
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" a,.,.,. v-·,,. :;J),..eamin9 of a 

White Christmas" 

Libby Glatf alter '69 

Her head turned· 
rainbows of 'hair slipped into her opened mouth 
oceans of pillows white-washed her thoughts . 

her dreams? 

dripping icicles-droplet spectrums and red and green 
lights-swaying, twinkling into blue and yellow edges. 

A wrinkle in the window makes the moon wiggle 
as I knee-bend in the heat. 

George beating those drums-profuse profusion
The cigarette bouncing with the beat 

of green dresses and mistlelocd edges and corners 
that turn down the trail 
of red and purple 

love. 
that chases me until not even the rug can keep up. 

was afraid I would die it I went to sleep, mother, 
While the silent grey waves rolled over the ceiling 
shutting out the light of Eliot's darkness that reminds us of 

light. 

He spoke of love and stuffed dates and sand grains that hold 
their image 

through all time. 

I understood, 
and we put up the fruit wreaths 

and tied pink ribbons around the champagne 
that came a week later. 

There was a white tree 
with white balls 
and fafr checked angels. 

Outside the tree, I wore pink and yellow chiffon 
dancing on the terrace like the Seagrams ad 

except 
my feet were cold. so I stopped and fled. 

Christmas. Christmas and I could not dance-
too grea t a joy too cold a heart. 
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The white tree has a halo 
gold and yellow. 

It whirls in the center, moving front and around 
I am dizzy but 

I hesitate 
What if . ? 

But the turkey, the sweet potatoes, 
quite different from a hot totato, 

he told me. 
blended smooth as every Christmas 
remembers to be. 

The specters return, marching down the hall 
ahead of me. 

They look and wonder if I belong. 
I say I do, but, 
ii my eyes fall 

could it be I know 
I am afraid. 

I will find the cold white tree. 

There are wine bottles at the window-green glass-
with light bulbs behind them from the house across the street. 
The green is yellow mow like outside the blinking movies. 

I can walk on the water. 
It is cotton balls cooling alcohol 

and hazy shapes like the man in the moon 
but the moon is white 

and it too comes whirling, streaming nothing but white. 
He glares a l me, and, ol course, I smile, 

just a nice smile. 
But he thinks I mean ... 

what does he think I mean? 

I'd rather turn and taste 
the air 
the light 
the silver of my fillings. 

I'd rather see 
for real, something not me 
something worthy of being not me 

before I am not m e. 
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I hear it now 
"Joy to The Worls" 

sung a week before and 
one thousand nine-hundred and sixty-five years after 

· the real joy. 

He was busy though, and d id not hear. 
"The joy has nothing to do with us," I said. 

It would have been awful if he had 
for then he would have said 

"Who?" 
and I would say 

the white tree 
the silent, white light tree 
that has a halo 
that it cannot share 

even if it wanted to. 

Jeon Poor '68 

Poen1 to C ;v;/ W ights 
Barham Illncr '68 

mary had a 
whatever 
whose 
whatchit 
was white as 
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Judy Ccgc11l1ci111cr '67 

Whirring Noise above 
in grey sky-winter geese flock 
and are winging high. 

Bar/Jam 11/uer '68 
Perhaps 

Perhaps 

Perhaps 

Perhaps 

all the people 
sitting around the table 

the triplets 

with their palms 
lightly touching 
wood 

with their three 
eyes pressed shut 
and slight squints 
thought 

Old Mr. Thren 
softly drooping 
a gentle hunch 
was really 
sleeping 

the girl with the 
long silent look 

secretly 
crossed 
her hands 
and was praying 

Perhaps 
the new school teacher 
was gently tracing 

the outline 
of her body 
with her finger
tips 

Perhaps the table never rose at all 
But sank deep in the floor, covering them all 
I can't remember. 
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The Empty Frame 
Carol ,\lagovcm '66 

"LAUGH, laugh," she said. "It's funny. Why aren't you laughing?" 
He can't. He couldn't laugh. He didn't want to. She would 

never understand so he sat in dumb silence and stared about the 
room. The white walls. White, white, always while. Deadly white. 
~.e hated them, but she had never listened. She had never heard 

im. He wanted color, any color to fi ll the void, to hold the eye. 
The room would have been warm in beige, creamy, soft beige, that 
me~Iows and soothes. Or paper. Yes, paper. Bright green, like 
spring grass after the raif\. Bright green, but living warm and 
thriving. The white he hated had remained unchanged. Empty. 
The Picture frames, ornate gold. She had said that white showed them 
off. Heir looms, heavy and ancient, nothing was to detract from them, 
so they continued to hnng, empty frames, symetrically shown to 
advantage. 

·t· "You have lost, Edgar. You can't laugh. Don't you know that 

1
1 s laughter that makes the world go round, not your metaphysical 
aws?" 

What is "to laugh"? A verb, a muscular contraction symbol of 
happiness. In th inking of Margot, was he happy? Did he laugh? 
!ie could not and never could. He saw what she secs, s till the mirror 
image. To sit here hideously hidden from one another, across the 
table With a while linen cloth stretched between. White, always 
White, and it had never been a revealation. Hanging between the 
~:nde.labra,_ her face, artfu lly done, carefu lly wrought, a shining and 

autiful picture, the sole picture he should love. 
"It is hysteri cally funny. Five years and we have nothing to 

say. Please, Edgar, at least make the effort. I never enjoyed dumb 
shows." 

. Effort. The effort had been made a long time ago. Not so long. 
Five Years, six; nearly six, or perhaps seven, a lucky number or just 
a fated one. The seventh of July, a brilliant day, the grass in the 
tardcn had absorbed the heat; flower colors glared in the sunlight. 

is collar had begun to scratch. Uncomfortable in the crowd com
~cnting, gesturing, and praising the hostess' good taste, "Beautiful 
day for an outside tea." Lie. It was too hot for an outside tea. It 
was too hot for any tea. He had wandered for an hour, hearing the 
conversational pleasantries tha t did nothing to dissipate the rest
lessness which he had felt in his study; the room had seem ed to 
close in and envelop his concentration. Pacing the floor had aggra
vated the desire to get out, to )cave the papers, the theories, the 
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figures scattered across the desk. He hud pulled the drapes, grabbed 
his bowler and walked out the door. That was the first social event 
he had attended in months. There wns some satisfaction in seeing 
that it was exactly as he knew it would be. "So good o( you to come." 
"How has your work progressed?" Ilis answers had been evasive, yet 
satisfactory enough for the questioners to divulge what had been 
occupying their time s ince he had last seen them. Excusing himseH 
from the last history that he cared to listen lo, he sought out the 
hostess in the direction of the verandah, planning to leave whether 
she could be found or not. "Sorry you must leave so early, Edgar, 
but before you depart, there is someone whom you must meet." Mar
got shone in while that day; she reflected the brilliance of the sun, 
as she turned from the gentlemen who surrrounded her. With a 
tinkling laugh, she extended her hand. "I am delighted to have 
finally met you," she said. One sma ll cake delicately balanced on 
the rim of her saucer distracted him thoughout the conversation. 
Oblivious lo it, she had kept her eyes on him. She had magnificient 
eyes, so dark they seemed without depth. He drowned in them, 
unable to look away, yet conscious of that cake. Would it fall? What 
held it there? She kept the saucer in her left hand, lifted the cup 
with her righ t, took a sip and replaced the thin china. She spoke 
intently, a low voice compelling him to lean forward and remain at 
attention. She paused, releasing him. llis eyes returned to the face 
framed between the candelabra. 

"Well, Edgar, what have you to contribute? The weather? It's 
been awful. I'lJ agree and save you the trouble. Aren't you wonder
ing why I've invited you to dinner? Curiosity wns never one of your 
assets. Sel!-contained is a polite description. If anyone had asked 
that's what I would say. Of course, no one did. They would wait 
Cor my comment, and when none came forth, they would suggest, 
'Your husband is so quiet. ls he ill?' You must be ill , Edgar, if 
you will not do me the courtesy of an answer." 

"Since you insist, Margot. I cannot admit that I am curious; 
that attribute, if you wish to define it thus, has been denied to me. 
Let us just say that this hospitality was unlooked !or." 

The carved back of the oak chnir rose behind her. Gargoyles 
smirked down the length of the table; watchful wooden heads re
calling the scars of the past, the nicks o( time he had carried with 
him when he had left her. Gargoyles had grinned throughout the 
silent meal, and would have laughed if they cou ld have believed his 
intentions. He had had to focus on their faces until she had an
nounced. "It is your decision, Edgar. At least make the most o( it." 
Without a final argument he had been dismissed. A marriage of five 
years and a separation of two, yet her presence continued to affect 
him. Did she have feelings? A lime in the past she had had the 
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sense of touch, lingering over satins, velvets, and lace he had 
bought her. She knew how to drape the cloth becomingly, to choose 
that which would make her soft. Now the grace of the green velvet 
made h~r skin pearl white and luminescent. He had observed at 
t~ose dinner parties she had insisted upon. She had delighted in the 
circle that was constantly about her. Always in the corner near the 
gold settee, heightening the darkness of her hair, the rich simplicity 
of her dress. Understatement what had become of it? For the first 
~ime, his silence had placed h~r in a position of vulnerability. Amus
ing. She gave h im permission to laugh. She wanted him to laugh, 
~nd save her, destroying him. Pathetic. Two years ago the slightest 
interest would have stayed h im, and now? 

"Margot, your sense of humor and mine have never coincided. 
I ' m afraid I really can't st ay." 

St1c Fuller '66 

He was an old form resting in tired space 
and on sun-days used to twitch from familiar 
transformations. 
Once he had been a prism 
the effects of which created/ to be / . 
Quest had then led to experience, 
Reflection to synthesized existence. 
Now, with in his theory-thin t-shirt, 
perspired colorless, 
all that remained was a handful of thirst 
and the ability to itch, though the 
intensity of the latter had long s ince d iminished. 
Rumor held that he was a gambler 
who had mumbled once about a game 
he had entered with a 21 point handicap; 
but that the Gladiator's prize had demanded 
a slightly difTc rent solution 
therefore pregnant with forget 
he had conceived forgotten 
assigned it the lotus face; 
then went on. 
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Scruting 

Na11cy 1/olbl'rt '69 

Thin reeds bend down into a stagnant pool, 
Extending limp yet hopeful limbs of grace 
Which mean to use the waler as a tool
An aid in seeing far beyond each face. 
Sul wind will often take away the chance 
To sec oneself as other people do; 
Its gusts can bend us back and truth enhance, 
Removing us from mirrors lo sec through. 
And s tagnant waters may distort the reeds 
Which try to sec from far too high a point; 
For distance oft' plays tricks upon our needs, 
It blurs an image-puts it out of joint. 
And so we sometimes fail lo reach our goals 
As this strong breeze of lime beyond us rolls. 

Patty Eberhart '68 
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Sue Fuller '66 

To Jarobin from Susalein for happiness is knew 
In with plus love to, forms too too, and two. 
Nonsense is all sense, and love resights signs 
The world circles backward on apple-standard time! 
You am makes I are giggle blue wants to green 
Telepethy smiles need no super-tonic means. 
Upside and inout or merry-go-around 
Finds portable hurr-iedness peddled as sound. 

Why speak in downs, Love, if all goes or falls 
Is lost have or won to a reason for frown? 
Quiet winks answers gives none as the sun 
Stretches up red & white, polka-dotted thumbs. 
And ostrich with candy-crane neck 
Purple heat that's spun 
Flavored by lolly-thoughts lodged in pink gum. 
Wad grown to bubble-burst sings about high 
Spring sprinkled valentines showered by rhyme. 

Arm MacKcnua '68 

Two tiny fingers 
timidl,y touched 
the glassy surface of secret world, 
with care not to scare the delicate folk. 

Eyelashes gently 
brushed on the kingdom 
of wands and wings, 
of castles and caves, 
and hiding sparkles of smiling eyes. 

Heavying eyelids 
hopeful still, 
descending curtain to world of dream; 
but if wee ones look quickl,y 
beyond their reflection 
in limpid pool of pure, 
into the soul of a happy child
maybe they'd Jet her in. 
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Child's Play 
by Christi Todd '68 

THEY stood on the steps behind the house, looking intently around 
the garden. They were hemmed in by dark, ivy coated walls that 
melted into the bright colored flowers a t their base. A white pebble 
path met the garden and extended to the steps where the children 
waited. "Madeline," breathed Jacques, "suppose she doesn't come 
today?" 

"She'll come, she always docs, especially around tea time." The 
whispered French betrayed the anxiety in their eyes. "Do you sup
pose it's all right, what we are going to do?" Madeline's question 
revealed what was troubling them both. "0! course it is." Father 
said the Germans will come and I'm sure they will not like cats, 
especially French ones. It would be better if we could take her 
with us, but we can't." 

"Yes, I suppose you arc right." Madeline shrugged her shoulders, 
the strap or her pinafore sliding down her arm. 

She was about seven with her long chestnut hair done in a 
tight braid on the top or her head. Her blue pinafore revealed the 
stains of past attempts at artistry and her white socks had turned a 
dusty brown, with spots of cleanliness showing through the holes in 
her red sandals. Two sparkling brown eyes dominated the round 
face and upturned nose. Every inch or Madeline's straight carriage 
revealed her French parentage. 

Jacques was her perfect counterpart. Perhaps a year her senior, 
he was dressed in a soiled shirt with a Peter Pan collar and a pair 
or dirty, blue shorts. His socks, too, had once been white, though 
his skuffing had forced the sand deep into his brown sandals, leaving 
no trace or morning cleanliness. He stood perhaps a head taller with 
a shock of tousled black hair and gleaming blue eyes. Together they 
made a fine pair or conspirators. 

"Listen," it was Jacques' intent whisper. "I think I hear her 
coming." They turned to where the leaves had stirred, and soon, 
over the wall, appeared the scruffy head or a grey alley cat. The 
children were on her in a second. "Shoo. Go away, Francoise. Go.'' 
They heaved fists or pebbles at the bewildered animal. Francoise, 
however, taking it as only a momentary peculiarity, jumped bravclY 
into the enclosure. The children were stopped for a moment. "She 
doesn't understand, Jacques. How can we make her understand?'' 

"Throw more stones at her," was the instant reply, and two 
more handfuls or the grey misscls scattered around the startled cat. 
She was off in a second and under the porch. Flushed by the excite-
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rnent of their deed, the children ran to find the longest object at 
hand and thrust it with fierce jabs under the steps. It was hopeless. 

"We shan't get her this way, Jacques. Perhaps she will come 
to a croisson." 

h "AU right, I'll fetch one." As her brother left Madeline lowered 
ersel( to her stomach and peered into the darkness. "Come out 

Francoise. It is all righ t. We didn't mean to hurt you, it is just 
that we must leave, and the Germans are coming. They will not be 
as nice to you as we have and they will not feed you. You will 
starve unless you learn to hunt for yourself. That is why you must 
go Francoise. Don' t you understand?" 

"Herc, I found some crumbs from the strawberry tarts." Jacques 
thrust the sticky morsels into the a byss. He soon felt the tickle of 
:Vhiskcrs as Francoise made tentative movements toward the offer
ing. With a lightening move he grabbed her by the scruff of her 
neck and pulled the protesting cat from her haven. "Here, Jacques, 
don't be so rough. Give her to me." 

"We have to be rough or she will never learn," he thrust the 
cat toward his sister. 

"What shall we try next?" 
"Throwing her over the wall." 
"All right." 
Still clinging to the grey ball, the children rose and walked to 

the wall. The brick extended well above their heads and Madeline 
:anded the cat to her brother. "Here, you're bigger." Jacques stepped 
F~ck a~d to.ok careful aim. "One. Two. Three." Leg~ scrambling, 

anco1sc hit the wall with a thud and clung to the vines. Shaken 
and _scared she hung there for a moment, then jumped down and 
Oed in terror. "There is only one thing to do," said J acques straight
~ning. ''I'll get my knife and sharpen little sticks, then we can push 

er from the tree on to them." He turned to go. "You get her from 
under the steps." 

. Once again Madeline was left alone with the cat and her con
science. But she was stubborn, and it annoyed her that the cat 
Wouldn't do what they wanted. "After all," she said to herself, "we 
'!J,c doing it for her own good. Francoise, come here. You must go. 

~ haven't much time. Come, Francoise. You understand?" Her 
voice was sharp and excited. But Francoise seemed ready to make 
one last efTort at renewing their friendship and so crept from the 
sanctity of the s tairs. She was grabbed by Madeline. "Now you'll go. 
You arc a stupid cat." She squeezed Francoise in anger, but stopped 
When she feared she might hurt the cat. But s topping had only 
frus trated her more and she shook Francoise fiercely. "Stupid cat, 
Why won't you go? Jacques hurry up." 

" I'm coming." Jacques 'collected all the sticks he could find 
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and, sharpening them to fine points, he placed them in neat rows 
around the base of the tree. "There, it is ready." Madeline brought 
Francoise, and with the help of Jacques, lifted her to the highest 
branch they could reach. They stopped a moment, filled with the 
enormity of what they were going to do. ,But the doubt was momen
tary. This would muke her go. Jacques broke the stillness, "Push," 
And they pushed the protesting Francoise from the tree. Whether 
she was hurt or not they never knew, for she fled over the wall 
without hesitation. The children were silent. Madeline turned to 
Jacques, her eyes filled with tears. "I hope she won't hate us. She 
was such a nice cat, but we had to do it. They would have been 
cruel to her." Then the two small children turned to prepare for 
the evacuation. 

Mary Ann Newberger '67 

Diane Jolinston '69 

I am obsessed with three window sills 
that hang precariously in the night 
A brick wall stays penchant 
in the background 
A slow dark smoky rain falls: 
longitudinal thoughts. 
Flowerpots perhaps break the 

conformity 
Fat pols in the up and down smoothness 
Filled with earth or who knows what 
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Vivian Sorvall '68 

Whisper green for the love of grass 
and breath the trees 

While the wings of the greenbug are laced glass 
While paws applaud 

the absence of the coming of the maudlin sprees 
While the thought of must-yet-die drugs 

dancing buffoons 
In the darkness all things bask brightly 

and sleep is unsightly 
It's a perfect night for balloons 
as long as there's air enough to fill them. 

Sue Wallace '67 

A ship takes sail aimlessly; 
(And Humphy Dumpty sat proudly on a wall) 
The rigging's shattered, the decks bleached, 
A ghost of what she once was ... 
(But all the royal retinue to no avail). 

What makes that point of no returning 
(The ground swell one against good fences) 
A tenderness deep of weakness undisplayed? 
The agonized strains of a violin ... 
A sob of unborn dreams ... 
Do we reach out in cautious helplessness, 
Or, bound by the grip of necessity, 
Neglect the eyes in our laughter? 
Have we climbed as high as we dared, 
To be alone ... 
Give form to the soul of a thought ... 
Turn our faces to the formidable? 
(And split the upper bounders in the sun?) 

Behind those fearsome eyes, 
A fledgling bird in flight, 
An open, ruptured face reflecting 
A hull-cracked grey ... 
Aspirations bred of the ticking seconds; 
Ticking us away, beyond tomorrow. 
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Madame Pettitou 
b!/ Jean t\IcBcc '67 

I REMEMBER now sitting in the ladies room at the Hotel Nor
mande, my legs thrown apart, my head bent, considering the squares 
of Persian marble. It was 1944 and I was twelve. There were soldats 
surrounding the Hotel and we could not leave for three weeks. The 
potage was cold and we ate it standing up and looking out of the 
big front windows at the street and the soldats. My brother Raoul 
broke his elbow sliding down the bannister. Raoul was only nine 
but he was brilliant. He did not mind staying inside because he read 
all the time. Lily and I complained, however: Lily said her legs 
ached, but Mama said it was only the weather. Occasionally, there 
was too much noise at night and no one could sleep so there were 
fires instead that Henri built. God bless Henri, that he was there. 
He cut down all the vines behind the house three years before and 
planted grass. While the soldats were on the street, Raoul, Lily, and 
I did our lessons sitting halfway up the backstairs, where we did not 
accomplish a great deal. However, I remember the story of Madame 
Pettitou. Giarrou's Intcrmccliatc Prose opened on the cracked bind· 
ing beside the page of questions and essays following the lesson. I 
copied all the answers into the book and memorized the story. 

Mme. Pettitou had a shop which she operated with the help of 
two sons and a good-for-nothing daughter. Together they main
tained the most prosperous business in their village. They sold thread 
and parasols and sugar of the finest quality. The shop was the first 
to open in the morning and the last to close at night. During this 
period of greatest prosperity, the village was invaded by an armY 
from the north, and Mme. Pettitou fled with her neighbors to the 
countryside, carrying her belongings in a gunny sack over her 
shoulder. One of the sons and the good-for-nothing daughter escaped 
with her, but the older son was taken prisoner by the enemy. The 
town was occupied for a long while, and when the villagers returned, 
they saw their homes and shops p illaged and destroyed by fire. Mme. 
Petlitou sat at the door of her shop and cried, the son and the 
daughter cried. Then they wiped their eyes and said with their 
friends and neighbors, "We will rebuild our town." And they did. 
Mme. Pcttitou's shop filled with customers once again, and even the 
good-for-nothing daughter helped at the counter. 

A sad thing occurred, however. The quality of the goods in Mme. 
Pettitou's shop deteriorated. The thread twisted and broke easily, 
the parasols jammed and collapsed in the wind, and the sugar spoiled, 
Mme. Pettitou's friends were afraid to speak of it, and preferred to 
blame it on the war. "We have all become discouraged," they said, 
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"we cannot enjoy our work. Our losses have been great." But 
Whereas her friends grumbled at their work Mme. Pettilou smiled 
at h ' . er customers and appeared cager to please. She planted geran-
iums a t her windows a nd painted the parasols bright colors. She 
~ade P_enny-worth cakes for the chi ldren, and though the cakes gave 

. e children indigestion parents were afraid to compla in. The 
village 1 ' . . ct· rs cou d not understand Mme. Pcttitou's strange behavior. We 
t~:cusse? it :vhile s itting on the back stairs, and drew mustaches on 

soldiers in the illustrations. 

f When the soldats left the st reet and Henri went out to get us 
ooct and wood at the squar e it was Saturday. It was raining. Henri 

used th f ' . 
h 

e ront door when he returned and Raoul opened 1t when we 
earct th ' 

l.k c enormous knocks. Henri's macintosh was black and smooth 
I e "J t ll 01 and left watery drops all the way to the kitchen. We could 
~ that the bananas were rotten. For t wo weeks we a te pate and 

c cese and took walks to the park. Sometimes we saw friends. 

not In May we went to visit Uncle George, a friend of Mama's and 
rca!Jy rel ated. He Jived near the Loire in a castle and had 

:~~ltarct trees. We lived in his attic and saw no one but Uncle George 
h 1 e we were there. Other people lived below us whom we could 
a~~r snoring at night. There was a lot of smoked ham, and parsley, 

L
.
1 

Potatoes, but nothing else. Raoul could not ea t the ham, and 
I Y talk d . th . e in her sleep every night. From one window we could sec 

b 
e Loi re, far ofT, like a wet white snake. We went to bed at seven 

ecause th ' In t ere were no lights. It was too dark at day to do our lessons. 

1/ cad, we recited, or rubbed each other's backs, or made lists of 
st~~gs t~ eat. . Henri had a big pad of paper, which he had brought 
ha ded into . his back pocket, on which to make lists, or trace your 
ran 'or wnte stories. But it was extremely du ll, and the paper soon 

n out w . . · h th t · c were ternbl.y cramped m the attic, and soon left, t ough 
a Was not actually the reason. We were forced to leave. 

frigh%c _a rrived in England two months later. The a ir raids were 
Peopl ~mg. We huddled together in the basement with the other 
not c m the apartment. They were English of course and we could 
bare~ndcrstan_d them. Most often the warnings were brief and we 
the t~· mact_e it downstairs in time. That was how Raoul died. In 
ours irct air raid after we arrived, the wall of the building facing 

the crumbled. All of our w indows on that side were broken and 
roo It h ms were choked with mortar. Raoul had been near a window. 

Wh appcncct too quickly for him to see a nyth ing. He looked terrible 
m/~ we _round h im. I wanted to hurl myself and succeeded in cutting 
I hcl~g with a slate shingle. I hoped it wou ld become infected. Later 
sa id Raoul and remember that he was not heavy, as the dead are 
Week~~ be, but light. We did not go in to that room again for several 
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These marble squares are similar in nearly every detail to those 
at the Hotel. The long swags of blue writhe like minute rivers in 
dirty white gullies across the floor, around the steel spires of the 
washbasin, to the wall. Shoe scuffs ridge the surface in isolated 
brown patches. But I must wash my hair now and go with Lily to 
town to buy curtain material. The apartment looks naked without 
color at the windows. 

Alice Mack '68 

Wicked whisper in the night, 
Screaming a song of insanity
Don't tell me that life 
Is a dream, a network 
Of fantasy, sung sharp 
Spun by the illusions of men 
Who can't s ing ... 
Who can't believe in the 
Everlasting, holy, omnipotent, supreme 
Nothing! 

Don't tell me there's no God, 
No Santa Claus, no purpose. 
I'll find it, you know, 
In the steaming concrete world 

Of a city, 
In the hollow faces that s lip by 

In the night, 
In the hot-hell jungles 

Of a war, 
In the death of a baby, 
In the eyes of an idiot. 

Sure, I'll find it, you'll sec. 
You can't tell me there's no purpose 
In any song sung sharp-
But then, how are you to know 
That I am eternally, 
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Summer's C~;/J 
Liz Stcocns '68 

Hot, the sun climbs slowly 
Baking bodies by the s ilvery 
Waters and verdant pastures 
Sec the ghettoes of the poor. 

Squiggle some toes in the wet 
Sand soft like the cracked 
Pavement flat underfoot 
As the sea pounds the shore. 

The shade of an oak tree 
The shadow of a concrete 
Prison with windows for fresh 
Sea breeze and choking smoky air. 

Sticky sweat like salt water 
Caresses a face. Inside escape 
The sirens and screams of 
Children or sea gulls. 

Fragrance of daisies fresh with 
Ga rbage and flying grease splatters. 
Capture the pretty butterfly in a 
Freshly starched pinafore ( a rag). 

Walk with Mary, see sailing 
Ships by the dirty candy store 
and blue cops. Daddy's coming 
(who's he?) on the train which 
Goes incessantly. 

Francin e, Ilarris '67 

In winter the leaves 
have fallen away and left 

the nests in plain s ight. 
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Bambury Cross 
Lin Johnson '67 

"A --.l'l..ND then the gallant. knight says, 'I'll save the princess, you 
dragon,' and he whomps the mighty beast in the s tomach and clunks 
him on the chin, and whoosh, he knocks all the breath out o( him.'' 
John smushed the pillow into the headboard ,md wrestled with it, 
"'Don't fear ,' said the brave hero to the princess, 'the dragon is dying 
and you'll be free in a moment.' And the mighty knight rolls the 
boulder from the cave single-handed, a nd saves the beautiful 
princess.'' 

J ohn kicked the covers and lay breathless in the blankctless bed, 
He looked around his dark room. Moonlight flooding his window cast 
hollow shadows: the image of his chair, his rocking-horse, his soldiers, 
loomed across the floor. He shuddered for a second, found his 
blankets, and cuddled up again. 

"Rocking horse, rocking horse. There was a young lady from 
Bambury Cross who rode through the town on a rocking horse. No, 
tha l's not right." 

He propped himsc)[ up on an elbow and looked for stars. 
"Mrs. Adams?" he said. "Hey, Mrs. Adams!" 
He heard the nurse come slowly up the stairs. She opened the 

door a crack nnd said, "Yes, John? Is anyth ing the matter?" 
"When's Mom coming home?" he asked, not turning around to 

!ace her. 
"Very la te, dea r. Go to sleep like a good boy." 
" I'm not a good boy." 
"Certainly you a re. Now go to sleep." 
"How does Bambury Cross go?" he said. 
"What's that dear?" 
"The poem, Bambury Cross." 
" I don't know, love. You'll think of it in the morning.'' 
"No, the morning's too late. I have to know now.'' He rolled 

over and watched the old woman's face in the moonlight. 
"What's wrong, dear?" asked the woman finally. 
"Don't you know either?" 
"I'll tell you what, you go to sleep nnd I'll look it up for you, 

Come, you've ruined your bed. Let me tuck you in.'' 
As she appronched J ohn said, " I hate being tucked in.'' 
"No you don't dear. Herc, don't squ irm so.'' 
" I only want Mom to tuck me in.'' 
"Oh, John. Don't you love Mrs. Adams anymore?" 
"I want Mom to tuck me in.'' 
"Herc, Jet me give you a goodnight kiss, and everything will bC 
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au right." 

"Acccch!" 
"Shame on you, treating poor Mrs. Adams this way." 
J ohn rolled over and looked out the window again. "Go look it 

up and tell me in the morning," he said after a bit. 
"There's a good boy. Can't I tuck you in just a little? You'll get 

cold. Sec how the leaves arc almost gone" she said, d rawing lo the w· d ' 
'.n ow. John rolled over to the other side. "Come look out the 

\~mdow with me, dear and I'll tell you the names of the constella-
tions." ' 

"I know them already." 
"Do You? You're a smart boy for nine years old." 
John smiled a little to himself. "Yeah," he said. 
"What do you want to be when you grow up?" 
"All my nurses have asked me that," he said, turning to face the 

woman. 

"How many nurses have you had dear?" 
"Y ' ou're the ... the twelfth." 
"Where d id the other ones go? " 
John thought for a moment. "They died," he said. 
"Oh my. Were they young, or old like me?" 
"Oh, some were young a nd some were old." 
"They didn't really die. They just left." 
"Oh no," said John "they died. My father killed them al l." 
''B ' he' ut Your father hasn't ... lived here for a long while, has he; 

s far away in Danbury. So surely he couldn't have done that, now 
could he?" M · · Sh Id f · rs. Adams stroked the hllle boy's black hatr. e cou 
eel him r elaxing. 

HN I' . ,, 
H 0 , m Just imagining," he said softly. "You're the second one. 
t e _Paused, and followed Mrs. Adams' rhythmic arm. "Where is she 
onight? My mother I mean" 

"I don't know dear " · 
"Will she com~ back with the man?" 
"I have no idea." · 
"She usually does" he sa id a nd he lowered his eyes. "I think myh ' . ' 
cad's patted enough." 

m· Mrs. Adams drew back her hand and started to go. "Wait a 
inute" said J h · · · 1 J • lb · "Do you lik ' o n, raising h1mse f on 11s e ow again. 
c nursery rhymes?" 

''Y " " cs, she said, and began to sit on his bed . 
.. Don't sit. Jus t say." He paused. "Do you know any?" 
..1 know some." 

Who ~he old lady in the shoe? Let me see- there was a n old lady 
lived in a shoe - who tied so many knots that her fingers 

Were blue." 
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Mrs. Adams laughed. "Well, that's not quite how the Mother 
Goose version goes, but it's very nice." 

"When I can't remember, I just make up the ends." 
"It goes, 'Who had so many children she didn't know what to 

do.'" 
"Now I remember. 'Who had so many children she didn't know 

what to do.' 'There was a young lady from Bambury Cross-' and 
something about rings on her fingers. Mom has rings too.'' 

"John dear, why don't you go to sleep?" 
"I will when Mom comes back." 
"It will be very late then." 
"I want to make sure she comes in." 
"She will, when you're sound asleep. Have sweet dreams." 
"Wait." 
Mrs. Adams turned at the door, "To sleep, John.'' 
"One more thing.'' 
"One more." 
"The lady rode a horse.'' 
"0.K. Now just your eyes." 
He heard her descend the stairs. "There was a young lady -

hmph. Mother goose had a papoose in the caboose, and there she 
kept him very well." He pushed his eyes into the pillow to see thC 
pretty colors. "If I were a bear and a big bear too I wouldn't much 
care if it froze or snew. That's silly. Snew isn't a word." 

John lay still for a while. The chime in the hall clock struc!C 
twelve. He looked out the window. The windows on Mom's white 
car were getting fros ted, but there was no sign of the man. He sat 
up to where he could get a view of the road. Which car would she 
come home in tonight? The green one with the nice man from the 
office? The little red sportscar with that awful tennis man from the 
Country Club? Or maybe this time she would come back in the old 
car that used to be in the driveway too. 

John snuggled under the blankets and tried to think of the rest 
of the rhyme. 



c:J~e Vimefessness of Love 
Barbara lllner '68 

Whether or not 
I ever really met you 
Little relevence 
Little influence 
It would seem to have 
As I am quite quite sure 
My love for you omnitemporal is. 

Remembrance is almost 
Unnecessary for two 
Such as we: the past 
Streams into present; for 
Us the memories of yesterday 
Little sadness pose; 
Little fear the expected future. 

Because we have met in 
A precariously balanced 
Rotary of buttons and bombs; 
Red lights and green stop signs; 
Empty hands fondling the air. 
This life in us is so engrained 
That Time itself goes through us. 

On J3cinfJ O ut of fh c C o,mfry 

ctnd Jicarin!J of Wat fs 

Li;:; Stevens '68 

Riots again. 
The hot-molten lava erupts roughly 
And flows, cascading Shattering 
glass and lives. Fierce, twisted, pounding 
s tomping on Mr. Charlie, kicking him good. 
He cheated 
To defeat you. 
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:J.)eath? 
Deborah Lewis '67 

well since 
Freud 
!eels tha t people just 
don't dream about 
death 
itself I must be 
assigned abnormal 
if 
I exist at all 
because I died dreaming four yea rs 
ago and after 
that 
with a periscope 
I watched my friends 
crying over my coffin. 

It was infinitely inte resting. 

Sandy llaseltinc '67 
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S uzuki 
Diane Currens '68 

It can't be dirty if 
it's on a balloon. 

S crint Lou 
A,rn ,\lacKcnna '68 

In torn tweed brown tattervest 
From Morgan Memorial 
And mildewed black soggy shoes 
Found under a shrub, 
In levis from Walker's 
Still new-stiIT but odorous 
Paid for with proceeds 
From dogcatcher's morning work. 
Lou delivered oblations. 

With funds from Bostonians 
Whose wallets had disappeared 
Who rewarded substantially 
When Lou brought them back, 
He fed scrawny pigeons, 
Contributed to March of Dimes, 
In cold subway corridors 
Left balogna to marinate 
In fumes from wide snoring mouths 
Soon desirous of breakfast. 

In winter he donated 
Coats, gloves, scarves, and briefcases 
To the children of Roxbury 
And bums who were kind. 
He gathered these nightly 
From unwanting bus iness men 
Who left them without a thought 
On just -arrived commuter trains. 
The change found in coal pockets 
He left in phone coin returns 
To delight searching fingers. 
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Bavi Hivcra '68 

I 
Total mass of snow-

related to the speed of light 
of the spring sun. 

II 
Spring: longer when moving? 

Then winter: shorter 
at rest! 

III 
An accelerating cricket

more force than a whale 
at r est. 

IV 
Toss it up. 

Without gravity, 
it will not fall. 

Jean McBee '67 

Before the moon blue snow falls cold 
I will love. 
I will stand door high before to stretch 
And enter. 

The pines stand where 
On the hill 
The blue snow lies. 

In still breath a word or words spoken 
Arc numb. 
The ice encased cracks slithers splinter 
In blue flesh. 
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Viuian. Sorua/l '68 

Trying to catch the leprechaun 
in the midst of this psychical circus 
where the fat lady stands on the stage 
and laughs. 

Urchins steal hats from the heads 
for which corpulent porpoises d ive 
in the honey of monkeys in hives. 

At the end of the carnival fun 
a slice of the rind of the fun. 
Wonder and nibble on the weary day done 

the noise of the fa ir 
the gathering there. 

Wonder where is the leprechaun 
and what. 

J
. -:·-.• :-· .. --. 

' -.... 

l f,' 

I ::·~ I 
'· I • 

I ~ J·'" 
:. 1' 

I I \ 

.~ .. 
I , 

.. ..... -·;1 

45 

l 
I , 

Wynne Hutchinson. '67 



c e r etra f ~ emorr~af}es 
Nancy Luce '68 

Hopscotch- hearted souls 
can never be 
chess-minded people. 

My pumas 
pounce with 
padded paws 
muzzled jaws 

and 
loud guffaws! 

Prostituted talent 
breeds a whoreson 
of no description. 

Fine time to tell me that 
you wear white socks 

ankle-high sneakers 
Penney's shirts 
Bryll cream 

and drive an Edsel-
Just when I was beginning to like you. 

I've heard it said: 
Save water, 
shower with a friend. 

But I say, 
Save your friend, 
shower with water. 

Vivian Soruall '68 

We tried to catch a firef ly 
my aunt from Sweden and I 
because she loved like a child 

their blinkiness. 
But it was too night 
and when they offed their light 
they were gone as far as the now 
when we held cupped our hands 
where last we saw them light. 
I hadn't forgotten how-
l had just not made it for quite awhile 

my business. 
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'J"~e ~c,f!ni{;cent CJ'wentg 
Barbara Illncr '68 

hey babe. 
they don't make teddybears like you 

any more. 
they don' t make things as lovable 

as before 
i don't think they remember 

hey babe. 
i like lying with my head on 

on your chest 
it's strong and wide; not much 

like the rest 
you're young and in your prime 

hey babe. 
i like your body warm 

on mine. 
it's hot and heavy; won't change 

in time 
not in my eyes. 

hey babe. 
is everyone so perfect 
at twenty 
or is it just you? 
or then again, just me . . . 

Lynn Damum '67 




