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Motionless in Time 

Of this stretch of land, the 
palpable white sand, a green 
and black beach chair, there 
is little to say. My friend, 
the young one with bright eyes 
sits and reads poems. 
She holds the book with 
tenderness and pronounces 
the words with soft, luring stresses. 
Grains of sand which attach 
themselves to the careful 
Words drift along the pages 
of the book of poetry 
and fall to the white 
beach, the silent beach, which 
retains bits of sand and 
fragments of poems, not 
caring that one person or 
two people together 
lie and follow a 
patch of sun in 
the wake of a cresting 
wave. 
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The Parting 

all lies silent 
but the suction of mud 
beneath my feet. 
the paths lent me 
their solitude 
as I passed beyond. 
s treams overflowed with delight 
as creviced wrinkles 
gave way to smooth and curving bends. 

For fear of cold 
the earth knit a bed 
of now deadened 
branches and leaves 
which once held the flow 
of seasoned life. 

I stooped to gather idle limbs 
whose dry and brittle beauty 
briefly endured their passing quarter. 

Laurie Williams 
'75 

It was the way you said we all must die 
Spring not waiting for you or I, 

Your eyes, they said, we come and go .•. so silently 
Recalling ancient but needed memories. 

And, then, we all must pass 
Into time's prison grasp . 
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a song and a dance 

There are shifting rhythms and easy dancing 
here in the slow movements of the down-under 
b~lly of shanty town. 
81P-waltzing girls hide their wares 
Under laughter and sly glances at water-front men. 
Gleaming, the brazen sun hangs low 
sucking strength from old women on doorsteps 
and old men lying cross-wise in dirt paths. 

Uptown the populace springs 
in rapid money- singing steps . 
Up, around, down. 
Get over to the bank, sister. 
Pushin ' heels into concrete. 
Fill 'er up with regular. 
Up, around, down . 
Got the time, mister? 

~here is easy dancing and shifting rhythms 
ere in the slow movements of the sweet yearning 

crotch of shanty town. 
star -gazing, barefoot children 

shinny over a low fence 
and , sitting against sand piles, 
S swap dreams and cigarette butts. 
~eating, an inebriated man lies desperate 

sucking strength from his woman, swollen 
and restless with the hungry seed of man inside her. 

Uptown the populace runs 
in money- spitting steps. 
Up, around, down . 
Can ' t make it today. 
Moldin ' lives into concrete. 
Hey neighbor, got a dime? 
Up, around, down . 
Ain't got time for anything else. 
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GETTING THE PART 

They saw her on a granite bench by the garden . 
It ' s difficult to say who saw her first, but it 
was probably Steven . It was Steven that she saw 
first , at any rate . But they had spotted her 
before she saw them. She was sitting on the 
bench leaning against two marble columns with her 
head back, staring at the roof. Her neck looked 
extremely long, it always looked long, because 
of a habit she had of holding her head high and 
tilted to the right. But leaning back as she 
Was, her neck appeared even longer, Steven 
thought . She had been staring at the ceiling 
and t he windows on the second and third floors, 
trying to picture Isabella Gardner moving from 
one f l oor to the next, occasionally stepping 
out on a balcony to survey her garden. Bored 
With that, she faced the people walking by; 
they were another good distraction. And then 
she had seen Steven . At first she hadn't con
nected him as anyone that she knew, but then 
she saw that he recognized her. It wasn ' t 
until they had both walked over to her that she 
saw Philip . 

Philip had recognized her, though . And he 
had seen Steven smile as he saw her. It 
Was absurd of him to be upset by Steven, he 
told himself . Steven, he was sure, had odd 
tendencies . He didn ' t like women. He was 
always complaining about them. So and so was 
a real bitch, or he'd had to put up with "that 
horrendous woman . " Steven was going into 
theatre. 

"Philip Lawson, Jesus, where have you been? 
I haven ' t seen you for ages." They were in front 
of her now, and she was noticing Philip, not 
Steven . 
. He had only had time to say, " I ' ve been work
lng . " There wasn ' t time for him to tell her 
Where, before she had turned her head, at the top 
of that glorious neck, just enough to be partially 
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facing Steven. Facing him enough to make it clear 
that she was addressing him now. There wasn't much 
movement required, the two of them were standing 50 

close together, each one, Philip was afraid, vying 
for her attention. 

11 And what have you been doing?" she was speal<· 
ing to Steven . "I heard you were going to New 
York, or something ." 

"Oh, well, I was, but I'm not so sure mime's 
the answer." Steven adjusted his weight, so that 
his left hip jutted out and his right foot was 
pointed in front of him. The movement seemed to 
punctuate his speech . Philip admired Steven's 
command of his body, but he noticed with relief 
that she didn't seem impressed by it. "I've 
thought about staying around Boston," continued 
Steven. "It doesn't seem fair . Boston loses so 
many good people to New York. I've just come 
from an audition. Boston is doing a rock musi
cal." Steven spoke of Boston as if it were a 
person, a person that he knew intimately. Philip 
admired his confidence and sophistication, but 
he thought he detected a look of amusement from 
her each time Steven accented Bawston . "Are 
you going back to school? Syracuse, again?" She 
had returned to Philip. 

"I ' m thinking about it. Maybe back to Cor
nell. Maybe U. Mass., if they'll take me. They 
don't usually take people unless they've had two 
years somewhere else ." 

"But you've been out of school for four 
years. They ought to count experience in the 
real world as something. " And she tilted her 
head higher than usual and smi led. Philip felt 
like Fred Astaire or Bing Crosby, or one of the 
old movie stars he had seen dancing down a street 
singing about their lady love ' s smile. He 
thought somewhat bitterly, but also honestly ad
miringly, that Steven could probably get away 
with doing something like that and not look fool
ish. He wasn't scrawny and clumsy like Philip 
but actually quite striking physically. It must 
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be the blond hair, thought Philip. But he didn't 
continue the thought, because he noticed that she 
was frowning and had turned to Steven. Steven had 
Placed one foot on the bench next to her and was 
leaning forward with his elbow on his knee and his 
chin in his hand, staring intently at the courtyard 
garden. "The flowers are so ugly today," he was 
saying . "That pale pink is disgusting . Last time 
I was here, everything was red and orange . The 
Walls absolutely glowed. Today it's--" 

"Steven, put your foot down," she was saying. 
"The man will come and yell at you." 

Steven obeyed by lifting his leg high in the 
air and then bringing it abruptly down to the 
floor. He lifted his arms slowly up over his head, 
saying, "You can't do anything here," and then 
dropped his arms at his sides in a disgusted ges
ture. He was magnificent, Philip thought. If it 
had been he that she had hissed at, he would have 
turned red and probably tripped. Steven showed 
the kind of boredom that obviously pleased her, 
for she was distinctly smiling at something that 
Was giving her a great deal of private pleasure. 
Philip didn't like the attention that Steven was 
eliciting, but he didn ' t blame Steven. He knew 
St even wasn't trying to impress her. Steven had 
grown up with her. He knew her too well to be in 
love with her. Their families were friends. Be
sides, he was a year younger than she. There 
Would never be anything between the two. Steven 
Was just magnetic. He was an actor . The people 
at the audition had been impressed by him, Philip 
could tell . People didn ' t pay a lot of attention 
to Philip, so he had plenty of time to observe them. 
He was a shrewd judge of character; he had often told 
himself that . 

She had turned her back on Steven, " I saw your 
Parents a while ago." "Oh," her neck curved toward 
St even, "yours too, at the same place ," Back to 
Philip , "At the Stewart ' s New Year ' s Day party." 
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"I heard the food was very good," said Philip• 
"Yes, it was; but I had stupidly decided to go 

on a diet that day ." 
Steven nodded knowingly . Philip looked pained, 

he thought she was perfect the way she was. 
"Your mother was sweet," she was still addres

sing Philip. "She kept telling me to have another 
cocktail and I would forget about my hunger." 

Philip smiled . The thought of his mother 
being sweet to her pleased him. His mother had 
always hated her. "Oh, Philip, you ' re not going 
to go out with her again, are you? She's such a 
slob, so unfeminine . You need someone with hair 
ribbons and cute dresses, someone to boost your 
ego . You ' re very attractive, fun to be with . Get 
yourself a girl, a feminine girl ." "Shut up, moth
er," Philip said in his mind, just as he had said 
it in his mind back then, never aloud. 

He had had a wonderful relationship with her 
for two months , he thought . He had been a senior 
in high school. He had done everything he could 
to impres s her . He used to take her to the Drive
In, because he thought that was where she wanted 
to go. He knew that she didn't like to get dressed 
up . He was glad she wasn't feminine . It was the 
roughness in her, the individual in her, that he 
was attracted to. She looked better in dungarees 
and a baggy sweater than any other girl had looked 
in the shortes t skirt . Philip admired her because 
she didn ' t wear short skirts , like the others . 
Women in short skirts looked like they were on 
exhibit, Philip thought . They looked like they 
were in competition to sell themselves . 

"What are you doing here, anyway?" Steven 
wa s sweeping both arms out, away from his body, 
in an attempt to point at the entire building 
while questioning her. 

"Trying to write a paper," she said. And 
she leaned back, her neck curved with her head 
toward the ceiling, the way she had been when 
they first spotted her. 
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"Ah," said Steven, "you came here for inspira
tion." And he moved his head from side to side 
slowly. 

She laughed. 
"If it was inspiration you came for," contin

ued Steven, "you should have been here last week, 
for the red and orange flowers. Those walls 
glowed." He stretched his arms toward her and the 
flowers behind her . Philip noticed how long 
Steven ' s fingers were and how beautifully his 
Wrists tapered and hi s slender hands extended from 
them. 

She turned to look at the walls. Her shirt 
rose out of her dungarees and exposed an inch or 
two of her bare back . Steven was pointing out some 
flowers to her. Philip became transfixed by her 
back. He had touched that back, once. One night 
at the Drive-In. It was their third date . He 
felt he should do something. He had been sitting 
With his arm around her for an hour. She was 
Willingly leaning against him. He had brought 
her a little closer to him, and had hes itated. 
He didn't really want to touch her . He preferred 
to look at her. It seemed too early to touch her. 
He felt he should be excited by the prospect. 
Finally, he had held her close and stuck hi s hand 
up, under her sweater and rubbed her lower back . 
Once he had brought his hand up higher than he 
meant to and he had rubbed the back of her bra. 
He thought he heard her catch her breath when he 
did that, so he quickly had taken his hand away. 
On their next date he hadn't touched her. He 
didn ' t want her to think that he was trying to 
take advantage of her, that he didn't respect 
her . He did respect her, not just as a girl, 
but as a person as well. He didn ' t really want 
to touch her. Watching her was so much better . 
Sometimes he tried to imitate her movements. 
Alone in his room, he would practise extending his 
neck and holding his head back at an angle the way 
she did. But he was sure that it made him look 
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ridiculous. After a while whenever he called her, 
she always had something else that she had to do . 
He stopped calling, but he had always felt that 
sometime he would try again. 

"Well, we should leave you to your paper," 
Steven was saying. 

"I suppose I should try to get some of it 
done. We'll be going up to the concert soon," 
she said and leaned her gorgeous neck in the dir
ection of a man who was reading at the other end 
of the bench. He looked up and smiled at her . 
It was the kind of smile that lovers give each 
other in the movies, he thought . The man obvi
ously knew her well. She returned the smile and 
arched her neck back towards Philip and Steven. 
"It was nice to see you both," she said. "I l 
hope you get the part Steven, and good luck with 
school s, Philip." 

Steven and Philip walked to a restaurant-bar 
down the street from the museum. It was almost 
dinner time . Philip didn't know where he was 
going . He followed Steven. He didn't know which 
he was, mad or hurt. She had no right to smile at 
that other man that way. Who was he anyway? How 
long had she known him? Philip had thought she 
was different. She wasn't like other women. She 
wore those dungarees all the time and she held 
her head so high at the top of that beautiful 
neck. That neck wasn't so beautiful, after all, 
he thought. She just held her head that way to 
attract attention, so men like that would smile 
at her that way. He had never smiled at a woman 
that way. He had never smiled at anyone that way, 

" Aren 't you going to take off your coat, 
Philip?" said Steven. "What do you want to drink? 
I'll treat this time. Let's celebrate. I think 
I'll get the part." Steven was looking around 
the restaurant, moving his head in a dipping 
motion so that his blond hair caught the light. 
Philip noticed what a nice color it was. It 
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was long, hanging to his shoulders . She had always 
worn her hair pulled back and it had never shone the 
way Steven ' s did . 

"Whatever you ' re h aving ' s fine with me," said 
Philip . He wished he hadn ' t turned around as they 
were leaving the museum. He had seen them sitting 
together. He had been rubbing her back and she had 
been smiling . That wasn 't his back to rub, it was 
Phi l ip ' s. He had always meant to go back and try 
again. He had loved her for years now. He had been 
content to watch her. He didn't care about touching 
her. Touching her would change her. 

Steven was gesturing for the waiter. He was 
snapping his fingers. Philip noticed again how long 
and slender the fingers were. When the waiter came, 
Philip saw Steven smile. It wasn't a sordid smile, 
like her s, it was a gentle smile. Steven's hands 
moved constantly as he ordered the drinks, brushing 
his hair aside, running them along the table top, 
tapping the waiter's arm. His hands spoke along 
With his voice. The waiter left and Steven turned 
to Philip. He leaned his head forward and patted 
Philip's hand with two of his beautiful thin 
fingers . " We' 11 have dinner and then I ' 11 show you 
around Boston. You don't seem to get into the city 
much and it 's such a marvelous place." Steven 
brought his hands in close to his chest and Lhen 
stretched them out away from his body the way 
Philip had once seen his sister do in a ballet 
recital. 

"Yes, it ' s a great city, " continued Steven, 
swaying back and forth in his seat as he spoke. 

Philip was staring at Steven ' s left hand that 
lay flat on the table; the right one was busy 
Punctuating his speech . The fingers were so long 
and the skin looked so smooth . Philip felt he 
would have to reach out and touch it . He looked 
up and smiled at Steven. 
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Is it ironic to sit between two fat women? 
The one, her folds collecting drops of rain, 
the other, meditating on her baggy knee; 
but no, I just sit and gather falling leaves 
and drop the pieces on the dirt . 
The park bench sags beneath three of us, 
my knee socks falling to my ankles, 
and feet swaying two inches above the ground, 
people stare at us, 
as though I am a product of obesity, 
their roundness framing the picture of three. 

My small, thin body stands and strides away and 
I turn to watch them roll 
down the street to the corner 
where their feet appear to have halted 
and their wide mouths open 
as they feed on the hot pretzels . 
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Mauve city melting 
when November usually freezes. 
I inched through Westminister this evening 

for a century; 
searching in crypts and alleys for solid. 

"Aye, bound to be the coldest winter yet. A bit 
bitter already ." 

(Slurred the herbalist for the fortieth time in 
as many years) 

"Will your friend be back before the holidays?" 
I smiled. I hurt . 
I bought ginger. 

Protean city promising 
1 a dull ache. 

I grab for what was ours; frustrated fingers unable 
to discern form. 

Icewatersteam. 

An ounce of nutmeg : ample for one . 
"No .•. not these holidays anyway . " 
Bit bitter. 
At Covent Garden before the five o ' clock fog to find 

the pomegranates sold. 
Not a seed . 

Sally Lodge 
'74 



EVERGREEN 

The evergreen stands 
Winged and helpless 
Rooted to the ground 
With tier on tier of branches 
Winging in the wind 
Half- trying to remember the rhythm 
That will make them free; 
But they never remember . 

Throughout the summer 
They ' ve swayed, 
Keeping time, 
Tiny wings perched 
Delicately upon their feathered tips 
Dabbling in the air and 
Dappled sun . 
But they do not remember. 

The winter rain comes suddenly, 
And then the snow, 
The s till branches bend 
With the snow, 
Dead and shivering 
As tiny drop s of congealed pain 
Gather innocently in shroud s 
To decorate a death 
That will not show 
Til spring 
When the yellow sap runs 
Suddenly as a shock split through the branch 
Into the air, 
A belated cry of pain; 
Too late to warn; 
We can only mourn; 
They never remember . 
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Les Nympheas 

Monet 
has painted 
pictures 
that i fall into, 
and when i want 
to drown myself 
(but only for the afternoon) 
i hurry to his canvas 
tranquil wet 
and waterlily blue 
and hold my breath. 
Somewhere there 
among the pale 
the purple hues 
i lose myself 
and come up 
cool and quivering 
midway between 
two ripples . 
i created new 
unsigned 
Monet. 
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To Insanity 

There is but one lava of boiling sun . 

Madness is you, 
heated, haunted in fury, 
bursting forth with fever and froth 
on the cold mountain of logic. 

And of that madness, 
release it, unleash it! 

Oh Insanity, how I feel you 
faintly, latently waiting 
to ask 
what thunderous feeling could express 
the electricity of excitement 
when ancients are retired 
and rejuvenation is at hand? 

-16-

Michaela Hsu 
I 75 



1::'":,j• 
• • I ~ -

I •-:~, -~.,,,.-. . ; •lt 
lj ' ., '· -- ~ '·•.:r ~ _,,. ..... "' -·-- ~, ,_b 
;.J;i< ' - -



Celebration 

Blood oranges do not taste of the salt or sugar of the trees . 
No trace of pain, of swelling bark, of the stretch, the 
elongating of your arms . 
Only blood drips from the initials carved so deeply 
into your side, 
connoting this post as the place, 
a spot where love stood and moved so coyly around, 
and leaned against for that support. 
No sign of love in the roots of the great oak. 
The Oak who shakes in fall, all its possessions from 
its limbs, standing stiff and naked in the dark cold 
of afternoons. 
We come to you now after so nruch time, to bathe the 
wounds of your bark, to erase words, calling 
them wrong. 
Carved in some sweaty heat of a summers afternoon . 
Carved out of want, to pick fruits that were not in your 
bi:ancbes . 
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. 
Now across the f ield you must stand as a reminder to 
me of folly in time. 
ivben days of summer were hot skin, sweet licked skin 
on brown arms. 
When I could stretch beneath you, eating the grass 
at your feet. 
All this untiring pleasure, and now I f all in dreams when 
I must breathe. 
Celebrations because it was just new morning. 
At parties I tire to watch people blow years 
away on cakes. 
Celebrations were for new mornings . 
I see you this day, in the cold air, to find 
you again, wounded under the healing cut. 
You are no longer mine but theirs. 
And to discover that you never bore the 
fruits I thought you did, 
but drop acorns at your roots 
where they stretch. 
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RUMMY 500 

The apar tments on seventy- five East Mundo 
Street hadn ' t had any vacanci es s ince Bert had 
moved i nto the l ast one about thr ee months ago . 
He had made sure to get the last apar tment be
cause he figur ed if all the other eleven wer e 
r ented , then i t must be a good pr i ce for what 
he ' d be getting . Also , he ' d not only be the 
twelfth tenant to move in , but he ' d get apar t 
ment number twelve too . Bert had always l i ked 
the number twelve since it was so evenly divis
ible and everything. 

He was looking for his left shoe , which he 
just had to find before he could go to work . 
Stirring the coffee that he was carrying around 
with him, Bert searched from one end of the 
apartment to the other for his shoe . He won
dered what he could tell them at the bank if he 
were late for work this morning . 

"Hello . This is Mr . Mulligan . I seem to 
have misplaced my left shoe , so I don ' t know 
if I can make it to my window in time today •• • 
Yes , it ' s the black tie pair that go for about 
$12 . 98 at • • . " 

His hand brushed against something under 
the sofa . Bert was down on his knees , with his 
hand s canning the floor space under the couch 
like a search light . When he felt it , he 
tucked his balding head to the side to see the 
shoe among the dust clouds that had gathered 
there . Now he ' d have to go . 

Straightening up to a total five foot 
e i ght inches tall, Bert let out a sigh and 
tried to shove his left foot into the shoe 
without untying it to save time . His eyes 
quickly glanced over the apartment. It was 
only a living r oom and a bedroom and a half 
kitchen he had to deal with, but still , it was 
so much for Bert to keep in order . He remem-
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hered once having measured it from the kitchen wall 
to his l iving room window , and it was thirty-nine 
s t eps long . Counting the space in the bathroom that 
all of the third floor had to share, he had almost 
695 square feet of living space. It really wasn't 
big enough for his comfort , but then again, it was 
t oo big. 

Bert placed his four-button suit over his arm and 
~ent out the door, l ocking it behind him. He had 
been thinking about that custodian job all morning 
and he couldn't make up his mind about how he really 
felt. He'd be making 2 1/4 as much monthly as he 
Was making now at the bank if he took that job. 
When he thought of himself dressed in custodian's 
Work clothes , though , he thought of his mother and 
what she ' d think . But did it really matter how he 
got his money as long as it was honest? 

There formed a small comforting thought in the 
hack of Bert ' s mind as he started down the steps. 
Tonight was gin rummy night. He could discuss any 
of his problems with his rummy partners, particu
l arly Mr . Cardinal, since he was the eldest and 
most experienced in life . Joyce and Arnie were 
good listeners, too . It was always easy for Bert 
to talk while playing cards anyway . Yes, he ' d 
talk things over with them. With that in mind, 
Bert let his steps speed up a little so he could 
make it to the stop for the 8:27 bus. 

" It was only 29¢ just last week, though." 
Bert sneaked a look down the center of the 

staircase, craning his neck over the banister . 
It was Joyce and her fat friend Lori . Bert knew 
Joyce was on the make for him and it was such a 
bother for him sometimes . He fixed his bow tie 
straight, holding his pinkies up to the ceiling, 
and he pushed the tortoise shell glasses further 
up on the ridge of his nose . 

" A good morning to you, ladies, " he said, 
turning down the last f l ight of stairs . 
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"Hello, Mr. Mulligan," said fat Lori. Seemed 
she was always eating Twinkies cakes when she 
talked. This time she wasn't, but it still sound
ed like it. 

"Good morning, Bertram. Off to work?" asked 
Joyce. She was holding a grocery bag in her arms 
and Lori was carrying Joyce ' s half-gallon of 
milk for her. They had just returned from Stop 
and Shop. 

"Yes, unfortunately. You know, the job ' s 
really getting me down lately. I can ' t seem to 
function properly in it." 

His green eyes were liquidy this morning. 
"Oh, really? I suppose I know what you 

mean. We ' re all a bit fed up with our bosses 
and so forth, aren't we?" she said glancing at 
Lori, who had been nodding in agreement for 
about thirty seconds already. Lori worked 
with Joyce in the same office . 

"You're coming to rummy tonight, aren ' t 
you?" she said, fidgeting rather uncomfor
tably with her grocery bag. 

"Oh, yes. I sure am, I ' ll be there, 
uh-huh, " he said, leaning against the wall. 

It looked as though he wanted to talk 
for awhile, but Joyce had to get back to her 
apartment and put the groceries away. She had 
promised her boss that she'd type up the invoices 
before she went in to work today, and it would 
have been rude to let Lori keep holding that 
heavy milk bottle for much longer . 

"Well, I suppose you've got to run, and I 
do have a lot of things to do myself before I go 
to work , So I. . . " 

Joyce slowly started heading for her door 
down the hall with Lori right beside her . Bert 
put his jacket on . 

"I have to catch the 8:27, ladies, so I must 
run . I ' ll see you at seven, Joyce ." 

He was looking for the door know without his 
eyes . 
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"Bye, Bertram. " 
Joyce and Lorie walked down the hallway to apartment 3. 
Lori put the milk bottle down in front of Joyce ' s door. 

"I'll pick you up in about an hour, okay?" said 
Lori, straightening up. 

" Okay, I ' 11 be ready." 
Joyce ' s apartment was the same as all the others in 

Size. She remembered having checked for that when she 
~as first moving in. Opening the door, she noticed that 
she hadn ' t cleared the dishes this morning when Lori 
had hurried her so much to get to Stop and Shop. She 
hadn't even bought anything after all that, because 
the sale was last week. Joyce wished Lori would keep 
things straight. With an annoyed grimace, Joyce 
~tarted pil ing the dishes into the sink. She felt she 

ad to do so even before removing her coat. If she 
took off her coat, then she 'd be ready to settle down 
and start typing and doing her work. But she shouldn 't 
!:el that way if there were still dirty dishes on her 

itchen table; so she wiped and washed. 
It was important for one to be concerned about the 

:ay one kept things in order. Her mother had taught 
er thi s day after day, until Joyce was nearly a 

middle-aged woman herself. She thought about her 
mother, whom she hadn ' t seen in the four years and 
seven months since she had left home to come to New York . 
~oyce sometimes thought she belonged in the movies, tak
~ng such momentous steps as the move to the big city 
or the entire world to witness and applaud . As soon 

as she earned enough money as a secretary , she thought 
:he just might smell out the acting business after all • 
. ut that was a way off right now, and she wasn't go
ing to mention it to anyone just yet. 

Joyce wiped her hands on the dish towel and walked 
to the closet to hang up her coat. She ' d have to get 
over and see her mother one of these days. It would be a . 

nice surprise for her birthday. Joyce made an ap-
iointment in her head to see her mother on her birthday 
or sure. No one could have taught her to live so 

easi l y and contentedly as her dear mother had, and it 
~as time Joyce had a real talk with her to thank her 
and everything. 
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A can of chicken broth had gone up f r om 29C 
to 33c i n just the past week. Joyce made a note 
to write to someone about that. She opened al l 
the cupboard door s and the r efrigerator door and 
began systematically putting the groceries in 
place. Bertram was a pr etty nice fellow, she 
thought, but he did sort of make her nervous the 
way he ' d run out of things to say. Joyce swept 
her frosted bangs out of her eyes with the back of 
her hand . He was always looking at her l egs, toO• 
She knew they were her best feature, long and thi01 

as even her mom had always told her. But she 
still fe l t uncomfortable being stared at like 
that . It made her think of her high school 
days some twenty years ago . 

Joyce turned completely around . The milk 
was missing . In a matter of ten seconds she 
pieced together the trip from the store to her 
apartment . Lori had absentmindedly l eft it 
sitting outside the door . Joyce shook her head 
at Lori, who wasn ' t there, and went to retrieve 
her milk. Opening the door, she noticed Mr . 
Cardinal carrying another c l ock up to his apart
ment, probably for more repairs . He was whistliOS 
softly. 

"Good morning, Mr. Cardinal. Got another 
r epair job?" Joyce wasn ' t on a first name basis 
with him. She didn ' t think he even had one . 

" Oh, hello, Miss Jenkins . The spring ' s 
shot in this one. Just minor ." 

She enjoyed his company , as al l t he tenants 
did . 

"Have you been invited to Arnie's tonight 
for rummy?" 

A smi l e crept through his gr ey whiskers as 
he put a hand on the banister . 

" I certainly have, and I hope we' l l have 
your company ther e ." 

She nodded . 
" I woul dn' t miss those Tuesday night dis

cussions for anything. I think it ' s great the 
way we al l get together like that, you know? " 
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She lifted the milk bottle with a faint grunt, 
half meaning it was heavy and half meaning she was 
tired , He noticed her arms looked particularly thin 
in the ribbed sweater she was wearing. 

"Well, see you tonight," she called up the 
stairs, closing the door behind her. 

Mr . Cardinal slowly climbed the stairs to his 
second floor apartment . He didn ' t need a key to 
&et in since he always left the door unlocked for 
Wanderers and whoever else might be looking for a 
Place to stay . The ticking was loud this morning 
Since he had fixed the grandfather clock . He 
thought it had the loudest beat he had ever heard. 
That ' s one of the reasons he had fixed it; it s 
ticking added so to the steadiness of his living 
quarters. 

It was twelve past nine on all of the clocks on 
the mantle piece, the bureaus, and the bedroom 
shelves . He checked the clocks set to foreign times 
Which were lined up like dominoes across the parlor 
coffee table. Each was set to precision . He had 
to re-check them twice a day. Then his watches; one 
on his left wrist and one in his right pocket on a 
&old chain . With these he felt a sort of balance 
When he walked. 

Today ' s job was the broken spring in the 
antique clock that Mrs. Morgan had been asking him 
to repair for over a week. He figured that she wa s 
fairly well off to be able to afford bizarre antiques 
such as this copper-plated rooster with the face of 
the clock in its belly . It had an elaborate crystal 
to boot , What a fine piece of work it was! Mr. Car
dinal deeply appreciated his sons financing him 
monthly so he could have time of his own to work on 
What he loved bes½ and still live comfortably . 
They knew he did . He had told them so many times 
and in many ways. It was good to know they were 
still close to him and were able to come see him 
often without the least bit of hesitation when they 
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came into the city. For that matter no one ever 
really hesitated to walk right in and speak with 
Mr. Cardinal. Many men his age weren ' t so fortu
nate as to have so many good friends, and he felt 
a joy that he was not one of them. 

The tweezers wouldn't hold steady for long 
periods of time, so he took many breaks while 
fixing the darn spring. It would be comforting 
to hear the orange rooster ticking again, though. 
He never felt alone if time was alive around him. 
The clocks were company for him and when they 
stopped working they weren't gone forever like 
people seemed to be these days. He could repair 
them and they 'd be alive again, counting days 
and seasons for him in their kindly beats. It 
was a good life for him. 

Mr. Cardinal set down the rooster for a 
while and eased his feet up on the couch for a 
rest. His mind wandered, as it often did, to 
people and places way back when, and the clocks 
ticked on. 

Joyce knocked on the door of apartment 8. 
She was the first to arrive. 

"Hello, Arnie. How are you tonight?" 
He looked a bit more sallow tonight than 

usual. 
"Oh, I ' m okay, I guess," he said . Arnie 

cleared his throat. Joyce figured it was the 
running around he did all day in that French 
restaurant that had thinned him down so. 

" I bought some chips and things on my way 
home. I thought everyone would enjoy munching 
while we play, you know?" Joyce thought that was 
pretty cute. Arnie just took the bag into the 
kitchen. 

"Thanks," he said. 
Joyce noted that not only was it five past 

and everyone was late, but that the card table 
hadn't even been put up yet. 

"Do you need some help setting up?" she 
asked . 

"Oh, no. I'm fine," he said, sitting down 
on the other end of the couch . He crossed his wirY 
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legs and kept swinging his foot up and down. Joyce 
noticed that Arnie hadn't gotten his hair cut late
ly, and the lifeless brown hair covered his ears 
nearly completely now. He looked younger than 
thirty with his hair like that. 

Mr . Cardinal opened the door without knocking. 
"Good evening, Miss Jenkins, Mr . Meely," he 

said, shaking their hands as he always did. It was 
a matter of courtesy and a way to get closer to 
people easily . 

"Hello, Mr. Cardinal. Arnie and I were just 
wondering what could be keeping everyone," said Joyce. 

She looked graceful, standing so tall . 
"I just saw Mr. Mulligan and he's on his way 

over," said Mr . Cardinal . 
The three of them got busy unfolding the legs of 

the card table, getting two decks out of Arnie's bu
reau drawer, putting potato chip s and pretzels into 
bowls . Mr . Cardinal was watching Arnie and the way 
he moved closely . His balance seemed to be not 
quite in place tonight. 

" Could you get the door, Joyce?" said Arnie as 
he heard the knock . 

Mr . Mulligan walked in with a sure stride. 
"Hi, everybody . Boy, what a day at work," he 

said . "Can ' t take it much longer, I ' ll tell you." 
He grabbed a chair and sat down. His eyes wan

dered towards Joyce, and then he smiled. Everyone 
else sat around the little table and Arnie started 
dealing. 

No one r eally had a very exciting hand, so it was 
going to be a long game. Joyce kept trying to remem
ber not to lean too heavily on her left arm. She 
had it on the table, sort of holding up her head, and 
if she leaned too hard, the lumps in the texture of 
the tabletop would imprint little uglies on her arm. 
That wouldn't be very becoming, she thought. 

"So what's the problem with your job now, Ber
tram? It's not going well?" said Joyce without 
much real concern. 

Bert tilted his head from side to side . 
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"Well, I can't see how I'm going to get any
where with it. An honest day's work isn't worth 
much anymore. I'd like to build up some capital, 
you know?" 

He looked around for everyone's attention. 
Mr. Cardinal put a two of clubs in the discard pile• 

"You mean you're not getting paid well?" he 
asked, starting things up . 

"Oh, I get paid enough. But I could be get
ing more doing something else." 

Bert needed a little prodding to continue. 
Mr. Cardinal couldn't understand why he needed 
more money. He asked Bert why he wanted more and 
what he'd do with it. 

"What he'd do with it?" Arnie interrupted . 
"What kind of a senseless question is that? What 
couldn't he do with it?" 

His hands were shaking a little. 
"What I meant to say, Mr. Meely, is that if 

he's happy now, why put in any more effort to 
earn more money? What for?" Mr . Cardinal said in 
a deep steady voice. 

Joyce picked up a six of spades and opened 
three cards. 

"Well, what is your plan for making more? 
Let us all in on it," said Joyce, being cute 
again. 

Bert explained about the job opening for a 
custodian over at that new private school and how 
it would pay 2 1/4 as much monthly as his present 
job. Joyce and Mr . Cardinal couldn't suppress smil' 
ing without great effort. 

"I think I'd stick with the teller job," said 
Joyce very simply. 

She was trying to memorize what cards every
one was discarding so she'd know just what each 
didn't need for his hand. 

"But what about being financially successful?'' 
asked Arnie somewhat hesitantly. 

Everyone knew his job as a waiter wasn't 
worth much. It seemed there was never one job 
he'd stay with, either. In the three years he'd 
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been living at the apartments, he had had four or 
five different jobs . 

Mr . Cardinal sat back in his chair and fiddled 
"11"th his pocket watch with his free hand. 

"You know, it doesn't even matter . If there' s 
enough to live on, and one has time for his pleasures, 
he doesn ' t need to be rich . It ' s so easy to be happy 
"1ithout being rich." He smiled . 

"But if he wants more than work and leisure, if 
he wants some luxury in his life and material things," 
S~id Arnie, "he needs the money ." His voice sounded 
like it was still changing. It was apparent that 
Arnie was feeling sorry for himself again. He had 
tol d them many times about having to work from the 
time he was fourteen, and how sick he was of it . 
When Bert talked about his job not getting him any
"1here, Arnie more than identified with him. 

"And if he wants all tho se things to be happy," 
added Joyce, "he ' s got to work hard for them. Some 
~f us don ' t want to work so hard . Some of us have 

ound our little cubby-holes in life," she said, 
raising her eyebrows and tossing her hand palm up . 
b "True, said Mr . Cardinal, thinking of the 
eautiful copper rooster. 

"Working hard won ' t get you there, though," Ar
nie said with a mean smile . "I know that. There's 
&ot to be another way." 

Bert chuckled . 
d "Listen to this one," he said. "He's got the 
freams, but he doesn ' t want to work for them. Just 
igure it out logically, Arn. At $2 . 50 an hour now 

:t the bank, s ix hours a day, I clear about $70 a week . 
ith 2 1/4 as much at . . " 

"Stop it, all of you . Stop shoving those figures 
and sure-shot logic at me . I don't want to hear it . " 

He was sweating heavily . 
k "I mean, I want to figure it out but I can ' t. I 

~0\.1 I have to work hard to make it but that doesn ' t 
: \.lays work, either. Ah, forget it. I guess I don't 

no\.1 what I want." 
s· Everyone was taken aback a bit by these emotions. 
llence took over for long periods of time and each of 
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them had a chance to think a bit, Bert was all 
set on taking the custodian job after all. He 
had figured the whole thing in his head, and he 
decided he could use the extra cash, Joyce felt 
happy enough in the job she had for the present, 
If she just saved up enough, she figured she 
could take her vacation in Hollywood this June, 
There were two weeks of paid vacation waiting 
for her to experiment with, Mr. Cardinal ' s phil• 
osophy was working just fine for him, He was get· 
ting by, and he felt happy each day that he was 
alive and functioning. 

No one really cared when Arnie rummied 
Joyce's hand and opened for 500 . In fact it 
took them a while to notice, 

"Arnie, my boy, don't worry so much," said 
Mr. Cardinal. 

The three of them laughed lightly. 
"Yeah," said Arnie shutting his eyes for a 

few second s . There were expensive automobiles, 
50-foot yachts, and country clubs lingering in 
the air. There were Time Magazine write-ups in 
the social column, New York Times announcements 
of important functions, and television talk
shows stifling Arnie's breathing. 

"It' s getting late, though, isn't it?" said 
Joyce, breaking the silence. "And we've all got 
to get up for work tomorrow," she added, some hot• 
emphasizing what seemed to be bothering Arnie, 
who hadn't said anything for a long while. 

"I won't be at that job for much longer, I' 11 
tell you," said Bert. "I've got plans." 

They were standing now, putting things away 
for Arnie, who didn't seem to feel too well, It 
had been a short night, but their host had prob
ably been through a rough day, They exited some· 
what more rapidly than usual . One hand of rummy 
normally wouldn't have been enough, but they ad
mitted they were all tired for Arnie's sake, even 
if they weren't . 

"Good night, Arnie. Thanks for a fine eve
ning," said Joyce, heading toward the door. 
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"Ah, wait a bit," said Bert walking in front of 
her , "I'll walk you." 

Bert went over to Arnie and Mr. Cardinal. 
" See you two tomorrow, Take it easy, Arn," he 

said, putting his hand on Arnie's shoulder. 
Bert and Joyce left chit-chatting and Bert closed 

the door behind them, 
"Listen, Arnie," said Mr. Cardinal putting his 

mohair sweater on, "don ' t let things get you down so 
much, Find a goal, something feasible, and work to
wards it." 

Arnie smiled. Mr. Cardinal continued . 
"Set yourself in some sort of immediate direction 

and start heading that way. If you haven't a plan, if 
You aren't happy, you just change your way of living, 
You see?" 

His words were sincere, and his voice sounded 
concerned, 

"I see," said Arnie. 
,, "You're still young, son," he said laughing. 
Don ' t act like a bitter old man, hey?" 

w· Mr. Cardinal was finished with what he had to say. 
ithout another word, he opened the door, gave Arnie 

~. 10ok of sturdy reassurance, and left. Arnie sat on 
is sofa and cried. 

The next day, mailbox number 8 was not emptied at 
three o'clock when Bert walked by it after work. He 
f· 
igured Arnie probably forgot, so he took the few 

magazines and Resident No. 8 mail to his apartment 
~nd slipped them under the door . Today was his last 

1
~Y at the bank, so Bert was going to call the Phil-
ips school this afternoon and accept the job as of 

next Monday. Maybe he'd call Joyce up tonight to 
Celebrate, 
th Joyce let the phone ring nine times, figuring 

at anyone could answer it in the 35 seconds nine 
rings took . But Arnie wasn ' t home again. She had 
;anted to invite him down for dinner that evening 
ho ask him a few questions about Bert . Joyce and Bert 

ad gone to a John Wayne movie the night before to 
Celebrate, as he put it, "the big move up." Joyce 
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wanted Arnie ' s opinion of Bertram and this jani
tor job he was in now. But Arnie didn ' t answer , 
and Joyce figured that maybe he worked a dif
ferent shift at the restaurant on Thursdays or 
something . 

Mr . Cardinal saw it first in the evening 
edition of the Saturday paper . He had cal led 
together most of Arnie ' s friends and was waiting 
for them in his living room nervously checking 
the time every now and then. It was hard for 
him to believe, yet it was pretty easy to under
stand . He waited until everyone arrived befor e 
he said anything. Bert and Joyce were there, and 
Joyce had brought chubby Lori who was interested 
in everything she saw. Mrs . Morgan, who had co~e 
up to thank Mr. Cardinal for fixing her rooster 
clock, brought her husband . He had been wonder
ing where Arnie had been these past few days . 
With the landlord and a few other neighbors, 
there were nearly ten people sitting around, 
waiting for Mr. Cardinal to explain the mean
ing of Arnie ' s absence and the purpose of the 
meeting. 

"Says here," started Mr . Cardinal, " that 
there was a robbery at Chez Andre ' s on 13th 
Street late last Wednesday night." 

He straightened out the paper so he could 
read the small print better to the eager faces 
around him. 

"Isn ' t that where Arnie works? " asked Lori, 
turning to Joyce, who had just told her to calm 
down. 

"Says over eight hundred dollars were stolen 
out of the cash box ." 

Mr . Cardinal waited for the gasping to calm 
down. 

" According to this , they found the only 
suspect seen in the vicinity of the restaurant 
that night. 

' He was picked up at the airport cock
tail lounge in Phoenix, Arizona early 
this morning . He has been identified 
as Mr. Arnold Meely of 75 East Mundo 
Street, New York, New York. '" 
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The noise of disbelief made Mr. Cardinal want 
to cover his ears. 

"You're kidding. I don't believe it. Our Ar
nie? Why did he do it? Phoenix, Arizona? Is it 
the same spelling for Meely? It can't be!" 

Everyone had the same questioning tone of 
voice, and it took Mr . Cardinal nearly three 
minutes to calm them down. 

" But why would he do such a thing?" asked 
Joyce after convincing herself that it was true. 
" Was he that upset about money? Why didn't he 
ask us for help?" 

Everyone turned toward Mr . Cardinal, who had 
his stubby hand on his chin and was slowly shaking 
his head . 

" Arnie is a very confused young man," he 
said, as if this judgment had never been made 
of anyone e l se. 

"How could he just steal like that, though?" 
said Bert, throwing his arm into the air . 
"Doesn't he have a sense of morals or anything? 
Isn 't there anything important that he lives by?" 

Joyce nodded, thinking of her mother ' s ad 
vice . 

Mr . Cardinal raised his eyebrows like a 
clown after hours, and he pulled his mouth in 
tightly. He thought of stability and ba l ance. 
He thought of Arnie's dislike for numbers and 
logic and definite answers . 

"Well, I suppose not," he said, piecing 
things together . "I couldn 't live without my 
clocks, and he hadn ' t any such thing. Mrs. Mor
gan, you have your antiques and Joyce, you have 
your job plans and Bert, you ' ve just taken a 
step towards your goal. Arnie ' s ambitions were 
somewhat out of reach of any present form of 
action ." 

Joyce and Bert looked at each other, both 
recalling rummy night and the things Arnie had 
said . 

" Arnie was never involved in anything ," 
said Joyce, thinking about how it even took con
vincing to have him play on Tuesday nights. 
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Everyone thought of his own dreams and the frus
trations they ' d faced, People started discussing how 
they would deal with their problems, achieving and 
Progressing. But Mr. Cardinal only listened and 
remembered that Arnie could never have been con
:erned with Joyce ' s legs or antique clocks or 
tnvoice- filing efficiency. And at 75 East Mundo 
street there wasn ' t much else. He knew now that 
Arnie couldn't walk the steps that were right in 
front of him with any kind of balance because his 
eyes were concentrating too hard on the door at 
~he end, But there was no explaining of that to 

e done , They didn ' t need more of an explanation. 
f After each had read the column-long article 
or himself and shaken his head in shallow perception, 

Joyce and Bert and Mr . and Mrs, Morgan and Lori and 
everyone else left Mr . Cardinal ' s. 

Mr. Cardinal sat back down on his sofa and 
;~~nd _up his pocket watch before turning in for 

night. ---
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VISION 

Floating in orange october, 
One element swaying another, 
All in fluid reaction, 
All aware- -
Sensitive 
To the death in motion , 
And floating ••• 

Mutely my mind, for a moment, 
Lifts me up out of the movement. 
Suddenly: freed into nothing. 
Still, silent. 
Untouched 
By the death and brightness 
Outside me. 

Golden-bright leaves gently quivering, 
Illuminated , glimmering 
' Gains t the dusk air, and one dark, 
Silent bough. 
Living, yet lone--
Immune to death in this 
One moment. 
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October Leaves 

I kick aside as days behind. 
And well enough, I think, to hurry 
Spring the green 
When love is gone 
Dying steals like fall its course 
Departing past some darkened days 
And winter's clutch is cruel in ways 
Of ice and snow. 

But no. 
Seedlings long must lie below 
Their prayer repeated 
Unconsidered 
Cry and murmur 
hurry hurry hurry. 

Revelation 

Gardner McFall 
'74 

So much for the Milesian School . 
An ancient, Heraclitus, 
made the point 
You can ' t step twice 
in the same river. 

Looking back now, 
That has always been my failing. 
I ' m still saying : 
Shall I come again next week? 
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RHYMES 

Pleased and puzzled sit 
Unwinding rhymes 
That £litter cross the page 
And Twist, wet and warm, 
Till the heart is discovered. 
A hand runs across the page 
Tentatively, 
Feeling each word and phrase, 
The warmth of it, 
The pulse. 
Poetry's in Braille 
The better to leave the mind 
In the wake of the heart 
Slipping past . 
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