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S o u t h w in d s

F a l l  1980 Number 9

E d ito r : Cynthia Callahan A ss is tan t E d ito r : Carolyn Hammond

The e d ito rs  would l ik e  t o  thank Dean Wayne C. C o ge ll 
fo r  his generous support and a c t iv e  in te r e s t  in  the 
fu ture o f  th is  p u b lica tion  and Chancellor M archello  
fo r  coining through fo r  Southwinds when we r e a l ly  
needed i t .  Bob B laylock, as always, gave us much 
tech n ica l assis tance w ithout once sn eering  at our 
ignorance and P ro fesso r  Eugene Warren managed to  be 
a t e r r i f i c  advisor by saying p r a c t ic a l ly  nothing 
but asking a l l  the r igh t questions when he d id .

Cover Design: S co tt Coleman

SOUTHWINDS is  published by the G reater Rolla-UMR M etropo litan  
L ite ra ry  S oc ie ty  ( fo r  the la s t  time th is  yea r) and is  not 
an o f f i c i a l  p u b lica tion  o f the U n ive rs ity  o f  M issou ri-R o lla . 
SOUTHWINDS w i l l  continue to  be published by a new o rgan iza tion  
which in te r e s te d  students are in v ite d  to  jo in  in  the F a l l  
o f  1980.

copyrigh t Southwinds, 1980



S e a s o n a l Blessing

May God b le s s  you
w ith  p o p s ic ic le  summers,
m u lt ic o lo r e d  l o l l i p o p  su n se ts ,
marshmallow s k ie s
c ry in g  sw ee t, s u b t le  ra in d rop s
to  t in g l e  you r ta s teb u d s ;

O ran ge -p ee l autumns, 
w ine and cheese f i r e s id e s ,
In d ia n  b la n k e t sm iles  
c o z i l y  k eep in g  you 
from  the c o i l in g  w ind ;

M a g ica l i c e  cream w in te r s ,  
topped  w ith  h o t  cocoa  d e l ig h t s ,  
honeyed h o t toddy even in gs  
b esp eck led  w ith  bon bon su rp r is e s  
t o  warm you from  th e  i c y  c o ld ;

C oo l spearm in t sp r in g t im es , 
e lo q u en t morning g lo r y  w ak in gs, 
go ld en  dan d e lion  la u g h te r  
sound ing, resou n d in g , abounding 
in  a g reen , g ra s sy  w o r ld .

JaequeJUne. Somme*.



H e a o e o ’s A g o n y  E a R tb ’s BiRtb
A thousand te a r s .
On my window pane,
F e l l  from the sk ies  ,
In th e  form o f ra in .

T h e ir  homeland, b la ck , 
and huge d r i f t s  by, 
moaning and rum bling, 
i t  shares th e ir  c ry .
My r o o f  a d e s t in a t io n , 
a s h e lt e r  fo r  th e  b ir d s ,  
a pathway fo r  the ra in d ro p s , 
which skip and f a l l  t o  ea rth .

T h e ir  music, 
l ik e  a tabby 
s ta lk s  the w ind-torn  
e a v e s ,
p i t t e r in g  and p a t t e r in g ,
I t  f a l l s  on grass and leaves .

Rimmed in tea rs  the 
s eed lin gs  grow, 
sm a ll e lv e s , em erald 
from head to  to e .

The lig h tn in g  
a dragon, claws 
the s k ie s , 
s p i t t in g  f i r e ,  
and heaving s ig h s .

The hours p a ss , 
and w ith  them 
goes the tea rs  
th a t made new l i f e  
to  flow .

The T ig e r  sun s t r ik e s  and k i l l s  
the roarin g  dragon, 
and a l l  is  s t i l l .

The wind w i l l  cease,
The rain  w i l l  d ie .
And God w i l l  r e p a ir  
the anguished sky.

Jay Vze. [Shout) FaAnhcm



O u t tine  W io d o c o

A DROP.

ANOTHER! AND ANOTHER, AND ANOTHER, AND

RAIN,
RAIN,

RAIN------

A STEADY DRUMBEAT AGAINST THE PAVEMENT,
SOOTHING AND MASSAGING THE EARTH.

CLEANSING AND WASHING: RENEWING THE DRIED GROUND.

COOL, REFRESHING RAIN-----
SOFTLY BEATING......................QUIETLY FALLING.

FOREVER CHANGING THE EARTH, BUT WITH NO MORE THAN 
A WHISPER.

THEN,

ALMOST UNNOTICEABLY, THE WHISPERS DIE AWAY, LEAVING 
MOIST, FRAGRANT SOIL,

SPARKLING BLADES OF GRASS ,
SOFT, REFLECTING POOLS.....................

AND, FOR SOME,
A SHARP, REFRESHED FRAME OF MINE,

.................AND A NEWFOUND PEACE.

Len StAuttman



A tR o p h y

D r i f t in g ,  f lo a t in g ,
Feathers from a b u rs t in g  p i l lo w .
W hite fla k e s  b lan k et the hard , fro zen  ground.

Heaping, p i l in g ,
Layers o f la ce  on a b r id a l  gown.
White fla k e s  q u ie t ly  v e i l  th e  w in te r  h i l l s .

S lip p in g , s l id in g ,
F ro s tin g  on a warm cake,
White f la k e s  pack in to  a s le d d e r 's  g la zed  arena. 

M ir in g , s lo sh in g ,
An ob s ta c le  course through quicksand.
White fla k e s  become

a quagmire o f  ugly red ruts on the country road.

kuth Ann PankeA.

Roll a  W e a th e R
I t ' s  Sunday in  R o lla .
Brown and y e l lo w  lea ves  
caught in  a gust o f c h i l l y  wind 
are sw ish ing around me 
l ik e  b ird s  in  a mating dance.
As I  s i t  on my p a t io
I t e l l  m yse lf, today I ' l l
put away my san d les , c u to ffs
and ten n is  s h ir t s ,
and b r in g  out my D in go 's , L e v i 's
and sw ea ters .
Today I ' l l  c lo se  windows, gather 
firew oo d , and g e t  out 
the o ld  p ig sk in  too .
But I  know tomorrow I '11 
ge t out my sandles and 
c u to ffs  aga in .
Then I ' l l  open windows, put 
out my f i r e ,  and grab 
my ten n is  rack e t.

'Cause th is  is  R o lla  w eather, 
i t  changes l ik e  days in  a yea r 
each day d i f f e r e n t .

Lcwa) MaxwzLL



T im e

i t ' s  not to o  im portan t th a t  i t  rhyme 
but n o th in g  goes l i k e  t im e , bu t t im e , 
tim e f l i e s  when y o u 'r e  a s le e p , 
l a t e ,
making a long d is ta n c e  phone c a l l  
ta k in g  a t e s t ,
or t a lk in g  to  h e r in  the l ib r a r y  
b e fo r e  c la s s .

n o th in g  goes as s lew  as time
when y o u 'r e  w a it in g  in  a checkout l in e
tim e creeps when you c a n 't  go to  s le e p
when y o u 'r e  in  church,
w h ile  w atch ing a com m ercial,
o r  in  c la ss  on a warm F r id a y .

r e a l l y  tim e i s  okay
i t  i s  ju s t  space between n ig h t  and day
but no m atter how fa s t
i t  g o es , o r  how slow  i t  goes ,
tim e i s  e lu s iv e ,  & u nm ercifu l
i t  w i l l  catch  you w ith
your pants down.
once i t  i s  gone
i t ' s  gone.

Lcwu/ MaxuiuLL



A ctu a liza tion

Only a p l o t  o f  ground, an acre square 
Enclosed  on th r e e  s id es  by barbed w i r e —

But i t ' s  ours.

Once a p a s tu re ;  u n le v e l  ground,
Rocks t o  remove— W e ' l l  groom nature 

On our p ie c e  o f  land .

A fa m i ly  s t a r t e d ,  sa v in gs  s l im ,
Dreaming, p la n n in g ,  an o c c a s io n a l  p i c n i c  

In  th e  shade o f  our t r e e s .

The s takes  are  p la ced ,  a ho le  i s  dug.
D a i ly  t r i p s  t o  check th e  p rogress  

Of our fu tu re  home.

S ix  weeks o f  l a b o r ,  seven  years  o f  p la n n in g ,  
A h o u s e i s  b u i l t .  Hot and t i r e d ,  m id-July 

Our moving day.

Another c h i l d ,  the house i s  home 
For  our sm a l l  fa m i ly .  F in a l  payment.

I t ' s  r e a l l y  ou rs .

Kuth Ann PaAkuA



Fo r  MoiQsieciR B R e too
a s  Y ogi a  Re D e a d  a n d  I a m  n o t

1 .

I  am as one who sees through g la ss  
posed upon a g r e a t  o b e l is k  
a naked m irro r  and vacuous 
p ressed  a ga in s t  the u n ive rse

Oh, fa v o r  those who fa v o r  dreams 
and make words t o  fa sh ion  what they see 
sweet c o r r id o r s  o f  hidden meaning 
become s e c r e t  h a l ls  o f  ju s t ic e  scream ing

to  l ib e r a t e  th e  e x i le d  thought 
and r e c o n c i le  th e  paradox 
to  ca p tu re , c ry in g  and unlock.

2 .
That f la p p in g  fu tu re  mocking,
I  t ra c e  th e  o u t l in e  o f  la s t  y e a r , 
on your head . The tum bling s i le n c e .
The fla m in g  cup throws w ide you r t e a r s .

Foo tstep s clam or where no man i s  w a lk in g .

a ra in s to rm , an o u tc ry , a lo s t  b rea th  gasps and shudders

D roo lin g  a s ign  says WAIT!
That man i s  a m essenger!
His h a ir  i s  c a ll ig r a p h y
h is  jawbones are ev id en ce
His shoes have c o n tro l o f  him.
HIS VOICE IS  BLUE CELLULOID!

and I am h is  m ystery 
p a ra ly zed  by h is to r y .

3.
I  am p rep a rin g  m yse lf
fo r  the change in  th e  w orld
to  be brought about
by the change in  the w orld .
th a t w i l l  be brought about
by the v e ry  next war
th a t w i l l  be brought about
by the change in  the w o r ld .

R evo lu tion  has been mechanized
my dear A n d r e - i f  you were h e re , you w ould not agree .

Rebecca. Gavin



T h e  Badge

I  remember th e  
f e e l  o f  c lo s e  t o  you 
The warm and tucked  
by you,
away from  harm 
I  remember th e  walks 
the  t a lk s  l a t e  a t n ig h t  
the prom ises  o f  a tomorrow.

I  remember th e  grass 
b r e a th in g  beneath  us -  
the sky c r y in g  above 
the  w ind  -  th e  hands 
h o ld in g  each o th e r  t i g h t  
but now
I 'm  ju s t  f e e d in g  ray a loneness  
and th e  juke box w ith  co ins  
and I 'm  w onder ing  where our lo v e  
has gone -
y o u ' r e  on th e  c i t y  l i m i t  -  
between the  law and me -  
Badge s h in in g  in  the c r y in g  
morning l i g h t ,  
a f t e r  an empty n ig h t .

I ' m on the  ru n , Hon - 
from a lone
Just push ing in  the  q u a r t e r s  - 
and t a k in g  up smoking -  
f i l t e r i n g  w i t h  th e  music 
through  my b ra in

a b lu e  mood -
Ah! where have the  
Good Times gone -  

They w ere  s h o r t e r  than t h i s  
q u a r t e r  song.

Jay Vee. [Shout) FaAnham
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I  found out you were g e t t in g  m arried  
ju s t  a few days ago.
I  h ad n 't  seen  you in  q u i t e  a w h i le .
Maybe a y e a r  o r  so .
I  guess you cou ld  say we 
saw th ings  d i f f e r e n t l y .
You and you r t a lk  o f  God and church.
I  guess my d r in k in g  and ways d i d n ' t  he lp  us t o o  much. 
I  f e l t  l i k e  a k in g  as I  watched  your eyes  
When we exchanged s t o r i e s  o f  our l i v e s .
You were so b e a u t i fu l  then ,
But changing o ld  ways a i n ' t  easy .

So I  c a l l e d  you Sunday du ring  d inner 
Just to  w ish you my b e s t .
We d id n ' t  have t o o  much t o  say
We l i s t e n e d  to  a s i l e n t  l i n e ,  heard the em ptiness .
My f r i e s  and B ig  Mac are p rob a b ly  co ld  
so  I  b e t t e r  l e t  you go ,
I  t o l d  you maybe I ' l l  see you around sometimes 
and you s a id  ye a ,  maybe so .
I  know a f t e r  I  hung up you p robab ly  
s a i d  a p ra y e r  f o r  me.
But we both have our l i v e s  t o  l i v e .
And may you and he l i v e  h a p p i ly .

Lavur MoxweXf



Sometimes
le a n t  speak my h eart 

So now and F o rever 
I S ing  my Soul

THERE IS N O T  A N Y
b a t  One?

Be f o r e :

I  once was m arried  
t o  m yself 

Me was im portan t 
Me was a l l
My work was My p leasu re  
My job  was My l i f e
My in te r e s ts  were My on ly concern 
My. . .

But th en ,

She came
She was im portan t 
She was A l l
My work was Her p leasu re  
My job  was Her happiness 
She was My on ly  concern 
She. . .

But th en ,

Something happened 
i  dont know what 
i  e x is t  a lo n e , 

b a re ly
Though they t r y  to  h e lp
But I  d ie
F o rever

Now:

i  awaken
w ith  fe a r  
w ith  d e l ig h t  

By m yse lf

Dreams are supposed t o  be 
happy 
joyous 
p leasu ra b le

Only the nightm ares are bad 
Noth ing inbetween

But i  dont dream p r e t t i l y  o f  
a g i r l
who g iv e s  me 
what i  want 
when i  want her

i  dont dream b u s ily  o f  
m ys le f
and a l l  i  have d ivo rced

i  dont dream h u n g r ily  o f  
money
and a l l  i t  cant b r in g



No,
i  see Her 

and me 
w alk ing 
to g e th e r  

We ta lk
We laugh 
We hold  hands 

She does not do
what i  want a p r e t ty  g i r l  t o  do

She i s  beauty 
And She i s  w ith  

me
Truth sees Her 

and me
And procla im s i t s e l f

fo r  a l l  to  see and hear

But on ly She 
and me

Look and L is te n

This is  no dream 
A dream le t s  i d  walk through 
I t  le t s  th e  beast out 
I t  leaves you wet arid fru s t ra te d

Not w ith  the f e e l in g  
o f  content 
o f  b e in g  cuddled 
o f  ho ld ing  Her hand 
o f  Her

What is  th is  th in g  i  do at n igh t 
and day,
fo r  i  need not be as leep
to  dream
to  be w ith  Her,

That le t s  me l i v e  
With me a lone?

i  th ink  i t  is  c a l le d  memory 
I t  should be c a l le d  L i f e

JameA Jay KZavzttc^i



C h a n g e  s
Teddy s i t s  h igh  on th e  s h e l f .
I ' v e  f o r g o t t e n  w here  he came from
H is  b u t ton  e y es  a re  gene
But he has seen  more in  me th an  anyone
He knows a l l  ny s e c r e t s  and a l l  my f e a r s
T o g e th e r  we sh a red  a l l  my s m i le s  and a l l  my t e a r s .

C h i ld h oo d  grew  t o  a d o le s c e n c e
And w r i t t e n  thou gh ts  t o o k  th e  p l a c e  o f  w h is p e r e d  w ords . 
My b o o k 's  c o v e r  i s  worn and t h e  b i n d i n g ' s  b roken  
But i t ' s  h ea rd  more from  me than  anyone 
I t  h o ld s  a l l  my s e c r e t s  and a l l  my f e a r s  
I t  remembers a l l  my s m i l e s  and a l l  my t e a r s .

Somewhere in  t im e  I  grew a ga in
A new f r i e n d  t o o k  th e  p l a c e  o f  books and b e a r s .
H is  h e a r t  was warm and open
And I  l o v e d  him more than  anyone
He sh ared  a l l  rry s e c r e t s  and a l l  my f e a r s
He laughed  a t  my s m i le s  and d r i e d  a l l  my t e a r s .

I 'm  g row in g  a ga in
I  n eed  so m eth in g  o r  someone c l o s e  
To sh a re  a l l  my s e c r e t s  and a l l  my f e a r s .
My s m i le s  and my t e a r s .

Bastb tUJ.patfU.ck



H e l l o - - i t 's  a beg inn ing 
Simple y e t  f u l l  o f  warmth 
Goodbye; a sad lo n e ly — fo r g e t ta b le  

F arew e ll my lo v e  
’’Goodbye"

A walk in  the ra in  
So s im p le— p la in  
E ro t ic  -  crazy  
Walking -  being la zy  
A lone; to g e th e r  
Thoughts in  our minds 
Pasts l in g e r  behind 
Sharing, lo v in g  
S trange ly  In s a n e ...

Once in  a w h ile
I  am lo n e ly
I  ge t depressed
Scared -  R e a lly  scared
I  guess most o f  a l l
I  fe a r  f a i l in g  - dying
S p l i t t in g  up - t e a r in g
away from loved  ones
I  f e e l  I 'm  s l ip p in g  -  backwards
Los ing  g r ip
I  guess I  n ever knew
how im portant h o ld in g  on
can be . . .Just H old ing On-

Don ' t  C lose the doors 
D on 't C lose your h eart 
Keep open arms, 
E xp ress ive  lo ve  
The warmth o f  your arms 
around mine 
So fe a r le s s  
So unwinding 
I t ' s  a hazey fe e l in g  
D r i f t in g  -  L i f t in g  
H old ing; Loving 
So Kind -  So very  warm 

Stay mine -  -

Wj-llie. BLock&i



L y n n

Warm, g o ld en , la u gh ter

Guarding a g a in s t ,
c h is e l  and chance,

Each crack  and c r e v ic e

Lead ing t o
the lo v e r  w ith in .

Tom Ren-ccfe

S a d  Eyes

the d o o r ' s w ide open 
ra in  pours in  —
I  l e t  th e  c o f fe e  bum
the sm e ll needs
some means o f  escap in g .

someone's r e f le c t io n  
in  th e  g la s s  door 
s ta re s  a t  me, 
deep sadness in  her eyes .

the r a in 's  s top p in g  now.
I  drank th e  burnt c o f fe e  
the sm e ll b lew  away, 
a rainbow  supplants d ro p le ts .

the sad eyes remain.

J ac.qae.JU.ne. SommzK

H o ra e  F o rg o tte n

Broken g la s s  on asp h a lt roa d s , 
B il lb o a rd  s ign s  to  s e l l  o r  show. 
R e s t le s s  so u ls  in  an empty la n e , 
T ry in g  hard t o  h id e  th e  pa in .
Been so long s in ce  home was n ea r , 
D on 't  cry  . . . h i d e  th e  te a rs . 
Here a t  la s t ,  n o t much to  see . . . 
E veryon e 's  fo r g o t te n  me.

Roaa T. Balnea
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A M o r q I H istO R y Fo r  C b ild R e o

I  th ink
" I  am awake”
but can n o t move.
I  am naked but i t  has on ly ju s t  occured t o  me.
I t  i s  a dream.
I  t r a v e l  through houses and yards and remember 
Grandmothers ex tra vagan t h a ts . 
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

The sun was sh in in g  in  l ik e  at the popes f i r s t  
communion. Through s ta in e d  g lass  in  dark c o lo r s , 

i t  stabbed at me and w o u ld n 't  l e t  me r e s t .
At noon i t  was l ik e  h is  f i r s t  con fess ion  and s ta r te d  
to  go down in  the sky. A t dusk th e re  c o l l id e d  
the papal p rocess ion  conducting him t o  h is  throne.
N igh t f e l l  s h o r t ly  a f t e r  and th e  s ta rs  w ere the 
foun ta ins o f  Rome.

*

*

So A p p ro p r ia te , So P iquant

"Th is moment," he pronounced and threw  a g lan ce at me. 
Eyes round, brows arched, v o ic e  p itch ed  w ith  d ig n it y .  
"Th is obscene moment o f  s e l f - r e p u d ia t io n . ”
"W ith the dark a tt itu d e s  o f  a fu n e re a l p ro c e s s io n ."  
"B eg inn ing  t o  d isp la y  the s e p ia  overton es o f  tom orrow 's 
aghast ph otograph ic  r e t r o - in s p e c t io n .  R e la t iv e  to  past 
d ish on o rs . "
"Th is moment ta s te s  l ik e  p ink  c a rn iv a l d o l l s , fo r e v e r  
ravaged by the terms o f  t h e i r  p e c u lia r  r e a l i t y . "

"A moment s teeped  in  r e l a t i v e  a t r o c i t y . "

Kebecca Gavin



Clfrabiog

We pack 
We prepare 
We ready ourselves 
For the social climb 
Of Our lives

We double-check 
We load
We secure Our burdens 
To the backs 
Of Our friends

We start 
We f i le
We only look forward
For Our future
Depends on the route We take

We are non-stop
We keep pace
We forget those
who are slow or
Those who return for memories

We remember 
We don' t forget 
We watch from afar 
At the progress 
Of those now ahead

We wait 
We hope
We can see them 
At the peak above 
Where we had hoped to be

We s it  
We sigh
We watch the activ ities  
Thinking someday th e y 'll return 
and sayh i...to  us at the foot

Kznt G. GAeen



B e g i n n i n g s

You open your eyes and scream .
"What, ha ha, I 'm  go in g  to  g e t  y o u !"  
as you sw ing th e  b a t .

Count you r heads t o  see i f  you  have one. 
Crash, now you have none.

Jump through th e  window, 
g la s s  in  your ey es .
You h i t  th e  pavement and 
bounce t o  you r f e e t .

Your head b eg in s  t o  s w e l l .
B lood throbs through you r ea r  
because o f  what you hear.
B alloon -head  man you  f l o a t ,  
t o  where, who can t e l l .

N earing th e  sun 
you begin  t o  s i z z l e .
Be co o l and y o u 'r e  an ic e b e r g ,  
and you m elt.

Drops o f  m oistu re touch the sun 
and i t  goes o u t.
The drops b e g in  t o  congea l and 
you open your e y e s .

F lo a t in g  through th e  s t a r s , 
you h it  deep space.
Open your mouth and 
you swallow  a ga la xy .
As you sw a llow  the s ta rs  
you beg in  to  expand, and 
you exp lode w ith  a 
B ig  Bang.

J 04 eph C. F-u cJxeA.



S t O R r n  C lo a d s

Storm clouds ga th erin g  in  an angry sky.
Everyone sees them and they wonder why.
But not fo r  lon g , they have 
Other th ings to  occupy th e ir  tim e.

Got a new dance to  lea rn , a new song to  s in g .
Got to  make more money, go t to  buy more th in g s .
Got to  ge t a new h a ir  s t y le ,  lo s e  some w e igh t.
Get a new lo v e  b e fo re  i t  i s  too la t e .

Storm clouds thundering in  an angry sky.
Everyone hears them and they wonder why.
But not fo r  lon g , they have 
Other th ings to  occupy t h e ir  minds.

The Mayor go t caught w ith  h is  hand in  the t i l l .
Twelve year o ld  Annie Lou is  on the p i l l .
Tom and Joe were u n ited  in  m a rita l b l is s .
Th eir  clergyman sa id , " I t ' s  God's w i l l ,  w e 'r e  making p ro g re s s ."

Lawyers in  d iv o rce  courts wheel and dea l.
Children weep, then l i e  and s t e a l .
Even the p res id en t p layed the game 
Of breaking th e  law to  fu r th e r  h is  aims.

So, l ik e  a mery-go-round out o f  co n tro l 
This spaceship earth  is  beg inn ing to  r o l l  
In to  a s ta gge rin g  spin th a t 's  go in g  to  end 
R ight back where i t  a l l  began.

Jutiana Ba.A4 chd.0A 6

StR eet Boy
I  stand a t a d is ta n ce  and weep 
fo r  th is  boy loose  on the s t r e e ts .

His daddy d oesn 't  know him.
His mama d o esn 't  ca re .
He t e l l s ,  me,
" I  do as I  p lease ,
I'm  fr e e  as the a i r . "

I  know he does too much d rin k in g .
He smokes and pushes po t.
He s te a ls  whatever he can, 
and s leep s on anyone's co t.

The g i r l s  th ink h e 's  b ig  and p r e t t y ,  
They fo llo w  him around.
He cuts a mighty w ide path 
a l l  up and down the town.

He says he d o esn 't  have to  study. 
H e's no fo o l .
The teachers d id n 't  l ik e  him.
H e's been ex p e lle d  from sch oo l.

The lo c a l  s o c ia l workers say,
"We need to  h e lp  him m ore."
The cops know b e t t e r ,  they say,
"H e 's  ro tten  to  the c o re ."

I  know why and I  c ry .

His daddy d o esn 't  know him.
His mama d oesn 't  ca re .
I  see the net c lo s in g  in  
on the boy who sa y s ,
" I 'm  fr e e  as the a i r . "

Ju.ti.ana BaA4chdoA6



S o y  Ctai'caDO

Soy Chicano 

and proud I  am.

Not B lack or w h ite , 

but a Brown man.

Soy Chicano

and i t ' s  tim e to  w alk  t a l l ,

not ju s t  fo r  the sake o f  my ra ce ,

but f o r  th e  sake o f  a l l .

Soy Chicano

w ith  a b ra in  and w i l l i n g  hands, 

c rea ted  in  God' s im age ; 

th a t  makes me an equ a l man.

Soy Chicano

w ith  a purpose in  l i f e :

To f i g h t  f o r  the r ig h t s  o f  my p eop le , 

w ithou t gun o r  k n i fe .

Soy Chicano

and I 'm  here t o  s in g  my song:

True l ib e r t y  and ju s t i c e  fo r  a l l .

I s  th a t so wrong?

Soy Chicano

and now I ' l l  walk s te a d y , 

always rem em bering, 

iS l  Se Puede!

Ru&A&lt G. Eip-inoia



E m bannasm ent

I t  happens

red lo b s te r  spreads across my face  
warm ra in  m oisture forms upon

my co ld  s t i l l e d  hands

w orry , w orry , worry
l ik e  the ra b b it  through the look ing  g la ss  
time passing q u ick ly , s low ly  
on , on , on

do they know, do they care 
are they here— are they near 
l e t  me go, b e fo re  they know 
l e t  me go

too  la t e ---- they laugh

I  CRY

Li.nd.a Ma.Aic PonzeA



P e n m a tin g ...Is T b a t  It?

[a  poem fo r  b eg in n in g  s t a t i s t i c ia n s )  
by CuA-t V o w d y

I s  i t  th a t?  
That i t  i s ,  
i t  th a t  i s .

I s  th a t i t ?  
That i s  i t !  
I t  is  th a t !



Photo
S. Fischbeck



P oera S ix
In cloudless sky 
the moon shines down 
a bright white 
streetlamp

Grey smoke curls heavenward 
As the moon rise s  slowly  
The night a i r  icy  
Stars f l ic k e r  diamonds 
through my eyes

Meet the blue ocean 
where sunbursts explode 
b r i l l ia n t  orange hues 
form translucent clouds

Birds become stones 
Flowers glass  
L ife  a c irc le
and death a stra igh t lin e  through

Katkfujn Anne Bu&hwi



D ea th  S a m m o n s

The hour is  near, the moon is  waned, and I  
Hear sounds not meant for ears like mine and yours. 
Soft sounds, sick sounds, eeking, seeking sounds lie  
Awake and grumble loudly, their noise pours 
And gushes foaming, sw irling through my mind.
To grope a thread of r e a lity , to
Be w e ll, but no! —  the cry of crone w i l l  ring
And clutch my being to her dark slough.
My cries and screams of torment a l l  in vain,
The strings that pu ll at me w i l l  never stop.
The days go by and I must live with pain,
As blood of mine ripples, gone, drop by drop.
I grow weak, but now I know the world's a cup 
So vast this blood o f mine w ill never f i l l  i t  up.

Ed H(Wt
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D a b n e y /  D i l l a r d

S ta le  bananas in  the window, 
everyon e o u ts id e  c u tt in g  t r e e s .  
Dabney s i t s .  A lon e .
Hungry! Hates s t a le  bananas! 
Perhaps a

dab
o f

la rd
w ith  d i l l  p ic k le s  

b e s id es  a thermos o f  K o o l-A id .

Everyone ou ts id e  p la y in g  w ith  atoms 
Dabney D i l la r d  s i t s .  . . .a lo n e . . 
e a t in g  s t a le

bananas.

Kent C. Boyd



In t o  M a d n e s s

Does one s l i p  in t o  madness as g e n t ly  as day in t o  n ig h t?
Perhaps one goes  as v i o l e n t l y  as th e  sun on a storm  darkened  day.
I s  one robbed o f  a shadow o r  sw a llow ed  by i t  when noon b la z e s  

w h ite  h o t l i g h t  a l l  around u n t i l  one can no lo n g e r  see?
A re  you in  a g la s s  orb l o s t  on a sp in n in g  c a ro u s e l unable t o  comprehend 

th e  l i f e  s w ir l in g  by o r  s le w  down enough t o  p a r t ic ip a t e ?
I s  one C a ta p u lte d  in t o  a b la ck en e d  p i t  where a l l  manner o f  b e a s t ly  

h ow lin gs  perm eate th e  sp ace  w ith  t h e i r  d e a fe n in g  d in?
I s  th e re  an e x i t  o r  a re  you t ra p p e d  th e r e  body and s o u l u n t i l  death 

b r in g s  r e le a s e  from  the mind made h e l l ?
A murky swamp w here neon deamons sp in  g lo w in g  webbs around y o u r  so u l 

as th ey  choke away a l l  s a n i t y  in  t h e i r  wake.

Does madness come o v e r  th e  m ind b lo c k in g  a l l  v ie w :
H over in g  l i k e  a c lo u d  c o v e r  on a m oon less n igh t?

Do you f i g h t  th rou gh  a c o v e r  o r  b reak  f r e e  o f  a t r a p ,  gnawing you r 
way as an anim al le a v in g  p a r ts  o f  y o u r s e l f  beh ind?

Does one s l i p  in t o  madness th rou gh  the bo ttom  o f  a b o t t l e  o n ly  to  
tu rn  and d is c o v e r  th e  n eck  t o o  sm a ll f o r  escape -  h a v in g  no 
memory t o  f i l l  th e  a l l  e n g u l f in g  space o r  t e l l  you  why?

Can the human s o u l claw  th rou gh  th e  la b y r in th  o f  the d is e a s e d  mind 
t o  s a n it y  w ith o u t ra x in g  th e  f r a g i l e  w a l ls  and tu rn in g  th e  
know ledge s to r e d  th e r e  i n t o  a p i l e  o f  ru b b le  th a t  must be r e b u i l t  
b e fo r e  one can e v e r  b e g in  t o  r e le a rn ?

I s  madness an in b o rn  s e ed  th a t  lu rk s  in  th e  h idden  re c e s s e s  o f  the 
m ind, rea d y  t o  sp rou t when fe d  an unbalanced d i e t  by a m al­
fu n c t io n in g  body?

Or i s  i t  l i k e  a d a n d e lion  s e e d  blown by random winds t o  w an ton ly  f a l l ,  
s in k in g  deep ro o ts  th rou gh  th e  bow els in t o  th e  g u t ,  r a c k in g  pa in  
from  th e  v e r y  c o re  o f  b e in g  as i t  c a p r ic io u s ly  r ip s  ou t you r sou l?

W i l l  th e  p ic k in g  o f  th e  bud b e fo r e  i t  bloom s p re ven t th e  b lossom  o r  
m erely  p ostp on e  th e  e ru p t io n  u n t i l  a n o th er sp r in g ?

Must one expunge th e  t o t a l  r o o t ,  d ig g in g  d eep er  y e t  t o  be f r e e ,  
a t w h a tev e r  th e  c o s t  o f  p a in  t o  an a lre a d y  to r tu r e d  b e in g ?

I f  one goes in t o  madness does one e v e r  em erge t o  t r u ly  l i v e  aga in?

Catherine. Vo tan Hopktm



P o e m  Fi o e
L ig h t  th e  sky 
w ith  a t i g e r 's  eye 
M e lt a mountain 
w ith  f i r e  and snow

Tombstone f lo w e rs  
weep n ot 
I n fa n t 's  tea rs  
cu rse  c r u e l t y 's  snares

Climb go ld en  dew 
S c a t te r  death ashes 
t o  th e  deep brown c ra d le

Ka.th.Ayn Anne Bu-ihuA



Scott Coleman



B o a  L o s t  a t  Z o o

Moving s w i f t  and s i l e n t ,  she s l i d e s  h e r  g r a c e fu l  bu lk  

a c ro ss  th e  c o ld  f l o o r .  E x q u is i t e  trem ors course  th e  len g th  

o f  her  anatomy as she u ndu la tes  w ith  unhampered freedom . From 

the co rn e r  d r i f t s  the  s m e l l  o f  l e a v e s  and faded  g r e e n e r y ,  she 

b u r ie s  h er  head in  i t s  c r is p n e s s  and c o i l s  h e r s e l f  deep in ­

s id e  i t .

S le ep  comes w i th  sw eet  f a m i l i a r i t y .  Sounds o f  th e  ju n g le  

echo d im ly  as th e  dead, b r i t t l e  s t u f f  about h e r  becomes steam­

in g  g reen  and a l i v e .  Wound around an im ag inary  bough, once 

aga in  she s t a lk s  the  s c re e c h in g  p a r r o t .

Ed Hcuit

Cfcnld’s Im a g in a t io n

Old house c rea k in g  
C r ic k e ts  speaking  
Answering back and f o r t h

Bones moving 
Dogs how ling  
Moon t r a v e l i n g  north

KathAyn A n m  BuihuA



'W kirCe W in g e d  H o R s e ”

Who d id  you see

F l y in g  th rough  th e  s k ie s  on a w h i t e  w inged  horse  

Was i t  me?

Was i t  me?

Caught in  an abyss in  co rd s  o f  i r o n  

Wings o f  a h o rs e  cau gh t in  th e  m ir e .

I s  i t  me?

I s  i t  me?

Who can h e lp ?

C a n 't  you see?

Can’ t  you see?

I 'm  p a r t  o f  th e  u n i v e r s e ,  a f l o w e r ,  th e  sea  

Energy in  a c t i o n ,  f l o w in g  th rou gh  e t e r n i t y  

On a w h i t e  w inged  h o r s e ,  s o a r in g  f r e e ,  so f r e e .  

C a n 't  you see?

Can’ t  you see?

Jul-Lana BaAichdoA^



Ni'gtatraaRe an d  Resolution (Chnld’s VeRsion)

Arms ou tspread 
f l y i n g  o v e r  
gnar led  t r e e s  
S t i l l  l e a v e s  
f r o z en  branches

Sandpaperhands 
reach out and 
grasp  f lo w in g  h a i r  
" l e t  go"
" l e t  go"
"These t r e e s  have minds 
o f  t h e i r  own!"

Escape to  
another s id e  o f  
th e  mobius s t r i p

T a l l  y e l lo w  f lam es  lea p  
from s len d e r  w h ite  cand les  
Mary nods 
winks
I  s t r ik e  th e  match

T in y  b la z e  trans form s my fa c e
The g l a r e  w ith o u t  becomes a g low  w ith in

KathAyn Anne BuikuA



A Jilting

I t  was h igh  June. The new summer s t r e t c h e d  f r e s h  and green  beneath the  warm 
sun. A l i g h t  b re e z e  d r i f t e d  through th e  open windows o f  th e  o ld  church, b r in g in g  
w ith  the  sm e l l  o f  f r e s h l y  cut c l o v e r  s e v e r a l  young wasps th a t  knocked them se lves  
about th e  cracked c e i l i n g .

A young man s to o d  s t r a i g h t  and s i l e n t  a t  the c e n t e r  o f  the room. H is  eyes  
were s e t  and he appeared t o  be w atch in g  the wasps. One o f  th e  in s e c t s  made a sp ec ­
t a c u la r  d iv e  a t  th e  man's head, and m iss ing  him, dropped on to  a la r g e  bunch o f  
f lo w e rs  s e t  below  a r i c k e t y  wooden a l t a r .  The man h a d n 't  moved a t  th e  i n s e c t ' s  
mock a s s a u l t ,  but h is  eyes  fo l l o w e d  the wasp as i t  jou rn eyed  across th e  y e l l o w  
c e n te rs  o f  th e  w i ld  d a is i e s  in  the  arrangement.

The f lo w e rs  marked an o c c a s io n ,  today  th e r e  was t o  be a wedding. The o ld  
church was swept and a i r e d ,  ragged  song books were s tacked  n e a t ly  at th e  pews 
and two new cand les  w ere  perched upon the  anc ien t  o rgan . The s i l e n t  young 
man wore an i l l - f i t t i n g  but new b la ck  s u i t ;  i t s  s t i l l  l in e s  matched h is  own 
r i g i d  p o se .  A w i l t i n g  da isy  drooped on h is  la p e l  as he s tood  w ith  h is  hands 
c lench ed  a t  h is  s id e s ,  w a tch in g  th e  wasp and w a i t in g .

I t  seemed he had been s ta n d in g  f o r  hours. He had r is e n  at dawn, h e lp ed  h is  
f a t h e r  w ith  th e  morning ch ores , gu lped  b r e a k fa s t ,  and then l o s t  h im s e l f  in  th e  
thousands o f  th in g s  th a t  were happening tod a y .  As he r e c a l l e d  th e  m orn ing ’ s 
a c t i v i t i e s ,  h is  mind began f l o a t i n g  w i th  the slow drone o f  th e  wasps' w ings .

The even in g  had been lo n g ,  s lo w , and h o t .  When a f u l l  s i l v e r  moon f i n a l l y  ro se  
a ga in s t  th e  t r e e  t o p s ,  th e  l a s t  wagon o f  hay had been unloaded and he had s t r a d d le d  
th e  board fen ce  w i th  th e  r e s t  o f  th e  men, r e s t in g  and c o o l in g  in  the  e ven in g  
a i r .  The men t a lk e d  q u i e t  and low, t i r e d  but p le a s ed  a t  com p le t ing  th e  d a y 's  work. 
T h e i r  low ban ter  faded  in t o  th e  dusk and b lended w i th  th e  n ig h t  ra ck e t  o f  c r i c k e t s .  
R e s i s t in g  a w o r ld  o f  weary complacence, he looked  across  th e  m oon lit  s tu b b le  o f  th e  
f i e l d  and saw the w i l l o w  shadowed f r i n g e s  o f  the c r e e k .  Suddenly he f e l t  an a lmost 
com p e ll in g  need t o  be th e r e ,  l y in g  in  th e  c o o l  w a te r  w i th  th e  n ig h t  sm e l l  and the 
c roak in g  f r o g s .  He d is en ta n g led  h im s e l f  from the fen ce  and p lodded in  th e  d i r e c t i o n  
o f  th e  s tream .

"G o in ' f o r  a swim, Ralph?" one o f  th e  men c a l l e d  a f t e r  him. " I f  I  w a s n 't  
so wore ou t ,  I  b e l i e v e  I ' d  j o i n  ya .  A i n ' t  n o th in '  b e t t e r  than a co o l  d ip  a f t e r  a 
lon g  hard day to  make a body f e e l  b e t t e r .  Why, when I  was a boy . . . , "  and h is  
v o i c e  was l o s t  in  th e  shadows and th e  sound o f  th e  young man's f o o t s t e p s  as he 
c rossed  th e  b r i t t l e  s tu b b le .

Two o f  th e  younger men s t a r t e d  a f t e r  him, th in k in g  about the  c o o l  w a te r  and 
r id d in g  them se lves  o f  th e  i r r i t a t i n g  hayseed .

" H e l l ,  I 'm  to o  t i r e d  t o  go  t r a p s in '  a l l  the way down t h e r e , ” one o f  th e  men 
s igh ed  as he changed h is  mind and resumed h is  perch on the fe n c e .  "Just  g e t  d i r t y  
aga in  tomorrow, anyhow."

"Yeah , I 'm  bea t  t o o , "  th e  o th e r  a greed .  "Hey, Ralph, hang on t o  your p r i v a t e s  
when you g e t  down t h e r e ! "  he y e l l e d  a f t e r  th e  young man's r e c ed in g  back. " I  hear 
them young craw-dads i s  p a r t i c l a r l y  a c t i v e  t h i s  t im e  o f  n i g h t ! '

"That a i n ' t  th e  on ly  th in g  a c t i v e  down th e re  a t  n ig h t ,  d o n 't  ya know," the  
f i r s t  young man laughed knowingly t o  th e  o th e r  men. "Tansy Hodge can be ju s t  about 
as p r i c k l y  as those craw-dads, and how she does l o v e  t o  prow l around the  c r i c k



a long  th is  t ime o f  the e v e n i n ' ! "

The o th e r  men gu ffawed a t  th e  j e s t ,  but t h e i r  sound o n ly  f a i n t l y  reached him 
as he took  the l a s t  few steps  t o  the  fen ce  s e p a ra t in g  the h a y f i e l d  from  the  stream.
The rus ty  w i r e  bounced and sc raped  h is  hand as he h e ld  the top  s tran d  o f  th e  fen ce  
t o  cross i t .  He h e ld  th e  raw sp o t  on h is  hand t o  h is  mouth w h i le  th e  sound and 
sm e ll  o f  th e  creek  at even in g  en ve loped  him, soothed him. He lu x u r ia t e d  in  i t s  
i n t e n s i t y .  The moon g lowed warm and r ip e  as he s l ip p e d  through the boundary o f  
w i l l o w s ,  and i t s  rays r e f l e c t e d  upon th e  r ip p le d  su r fa ce  o f  th e  stream causing  
shimmers o f  l i g h t  t o  bounce on th e  w i l l o w  l e a v e s .  Q u ick ly  he s tepped  out o f  
h is  c lo th e s  and s l i d  i n t o  the t e p id  w a te r .

Ly ing  on h is  back, he f l o a t e d  on the  s u r fa c e ,  f e e l i n g  th e  w a te r  and th e  summer 
b re e ze  p la y  aga in s t  h is  body. A w h ip -p o o r -w i l l  sang somewhere f a r  back in  th e  t r e e s  
on the n e igh bor in g  h i l l ,  sounding near and then f a r .  He stopped  h is  q u ie t  sp la sh in g  
and l i s t e n e d  to  the  p e a c e fu l ,  dreamy song o f  th e  n ig h t  b i r d .  Even a f t e r  th e  b i r d  
had stopped  s in g in g  he remained m o t io n le s s ,  s tand ing  w ith  the w ater  la p p in g  h is  
knees and drops o f  i t  c l in g in g  t o  his body. For many minutes he s to o d  th e r e ,  s t a r in g  
a t  the r ip e  moon, n o t  f e e l i n g  t i r e d ,  n o t  c o ld ,  a s i lh o u e t t e  o f  w a t e r - f l e c k e d  marble 
mesmerised l i k e  th e  s ta tu e  o f  a t im e - fo r g o t t e n  Greek a th le t e .

The c i t y  appeared. He cou ld  see i t  now. I t s  f a m i l i a r  b u i ld in g s  s to o d  t a l l  
and s t r a i g h t ,  loom ing o v e r  narrow s t r e e t s  and broad avenues. Busy exchanges looped  
back and fo r t h  across  th e  s t r e e t s ,  le a d in g  thousands o f  thousands o f  peop le  t o  even 
b u s ie r  and more e x c i t i n g  p la c e s .  L ig h ts  g l i t t e r e d  about th e  c i t y ,  many l i g h t s ,  b r ig h t  
l i g h t s ,  a l l  g low in g  in  the n ig h t  and c a l l i n g  t o  the young man. He watched , he w a i t e d ,  
and then he saw the  c i t y  d w e l le r s  come a l i v e .  Q u ie t  l i t t l e  p la c e s  w ere  f i l l e d  w ith  
romantic peop le  s ip p in g  w ine , n igh tc lu b s  sang w ith  merriment, and th e  dance f l o o r s  
o v e r f lo w e d  w ith  young p eop le  in  b r i g h t ,  h yp n o t ic  s u i t s  swaying to  a m ag ica l  b e a t .  
E ve ry th in g ,  everyone was a l i v e  and happy.

Then a woman appeared on th e  o p p o s i te  bank o f  th e  stream . She stood w ith  
her back t o  the  moon, as i f  she had ju s t  s tepped  out o f  i t s  fu l l n e s s .  The main 
could not see her  fa c e ,  but she s tood  g r a c e fu l  and se ren e ,  h e r  lo n g ,  dark h a i r  
f e l l  s o f t l y  about her  and she gazed  a t the  man as in t e n t l y  as he ob served  h e r .
She was w earing  a lo o s e ,  f i lm y  gcwn th a t  swept f r e e l y  about he r  in  the  b re e z e  and 
shimmered in  th e  m oon ligh t . They s tood  l i k e  ch arac te rs  in  a dream, w atch ing  each 
o th e r  in  a t im e le s s  w or ld . Then, as i f  bored w ith  the  game, th e  woman lo o s en ed  
the gown about her shoulders and i t  f e l l  g r a c e fu l l y  t o  h e r  f e e t .  H o ld in g  out 
her hand she beckoned the young man t o  come t o  her. He remained m o t io n le s s ,  so  she 
dropped t o  the g rassy  bank, aga in  i n v i t i n g  him t o  j o i n  h e r .  S t i l l  he d id  not 
move. I t  seemed he should know th is  dream woman, but the  sounds o f  the c i t y  
confused him and he cou ld  no t  th in k  s t r a i g h t .  Look ing a t  th e  moon aga in , he 
could see the c i£ y ,  but i t  was f a r th e r  away. The g i r l  c a l l e d  h is  name, once , 
s o f t l y .  S h iv e r in g ,  he s tepped  in t o  th e  deeper w a te r  and s lo w ly  waded to  h e r .

The wasp aga in  sped by h is  fa c e ,  t h i s  t ime buzzing a n g r i l y  as i t  went by.
The church was now f i l l e d  w ith  p e o p le .  Sm il in g  o ld  men were t a lk in g  sa g e ly  
about the w ea ther ,  lean in g  across  pews and t w i s t in g  t h e i r  necks to  see  one 
another. S e v e r a l  la d ie s  b u s i l y  fanned them selves w ith  fu n e r a l - p a r l o r  fans 
and reprimanded t h e i r  squirm ing c h i ld r e n .  Somewhere someone s a id ,  "Somebody 
oughta k i l l  them w asps ."  Another v o ic e  lou d ly  w h ispered , "That t h e r e ' s  th e  new 
s u it  h is  Uncle Jack sen t  him from Summit C i t y .  You know he runs a s t o r e  down



t h e r e  . . . Bawdy la u g h t e r  e ru p te d  from  th e  row o f  young men s i t t i n g  on th e

back bench . Aunt P in ey  grumbled lo u d ly  t o  th e  matron s i t t i n g  next t o  h e r ,  " F o lk s  
d o n ' t  t ea ch  t h e i r  k id s  n o t h in '  anymore. X knew T a n sy 'd  be in  t r o u b le  b e f o r e  th e  
summer was o v e r  what w i th  B i l l  and Laura  l e t t i n ' h e r  t r a p s e  a l l  around th e  coun try  
e v e r '  n i g h t .  The D e v i l ' s  a lways w o r k in ’ i n  young p e o p le  . . . . "  Suddenly  aw fu l 
music s t a r t e d  t o  p la y  and a l l  heads tu rn e d  t o  s e e  th e  door  a t  th e  back o f  th e  
church .

The young man lo ok ed  up. Tansy s t o o d  at th e  d o o r ,  h e r  b e a r in g  th a t  o f  a grand 
la d y  but w i th  a h in t  o f  h e r  c h a r a c t e r i s t i c  w ickedn ess .  She was d re ssed  in  a s im p le  
gown, l i k e  th e  one o f  t h a t  n i g h t ,  o n ly  p l a i n e r  and o f  an aged , d u l l  w h i t e .  Her 
b o u n t i fu l  dark h a i r  was n o t  l o o s e ,  bu t was bound h igh  upon h e r  head, and f l o w e r s  
were p la c e d  in  i t .  She c a r r i e d  a s m a l l  bouquet o f  d a i s i e s  in  one arm and h e r  o th e r  
arm was lo o p e d  through t h a t  o f  a gaunt, g r in n in g  o ld  man in  a faded  b lu e  s u i t .

The music c o n t in u ed , and then  she  was t h e r e  b e s id e  him. He s to o d  l o o k in g  
i n t o  her e y e s .  She seemed v a g u e ly  remembered, l i k e  an o ld  dream, but y e t  she was 
h e r e ,  now. A man's v o i c e  droned w ith  the  b u z z in g  sound o f  th e  wasps. The v o i c e  o f  
th e  man and th e  v o i c e  o f  th e  wasps seemed t o  be the same, one was as in c o m p reh e n s ib le  
as th e  o t h e r .  M inutes and more words pa ssed , and y e t  a l l  he cou ld  do was s t a r e  i n t o  
T a n s y 's  deep brown e y e s .

He d id  n o t  want t o  be h e re .  These  p e o p le  he had known a l l  h is  l i f e  w ere  
s t r a n g e r s .  He f e l t  weak and th e  need t o  run a t  the same t im e .  The s c en t  o f  th e  
f l o w e r s  made him nauseous, and somewhere a g i r l  was s in g in g  s w e e t l y .  The sound made 
him even  more i l l .  Then t h e r e  was s i l e n c e .  Tansy was lo o k in g  at him , h e r  s o f t  sm i le  
seemed a lm ost a l e e r .  He was e x p e c te d  t o  do som eth ing , t o  say som eth ing . He knew 
th e  w ords , but he c o u ld n ' t  t a l k .  The s i l e n c e  grew h ea vy ,  even the b r e e z e  was s t i l l .  
The w hole  w o r ld  was w a i t in g  f o r  him.

He ran . Four lon g  s t r i d e s  t o  th e  d o o r ,  one leap  down th e  f r o n t  s t e p s ,  and 
then a c ro ss  th e  s t i l l  muddy road i n t o  th e  James' h a y f i e l d .  He ran. T a l l  b u i ld in g s ,  
e n t i c i n g  s t r e e t s ,  and e x c i t i n g  p e o p le  w a i t e d  f o r  him somewhere beyond t h i s  f i e l d .
He would f i n d  them. He laughed u n c o n t r o l l a b ly  as he ran . T h is  day was T a n s y 's  
w edd ing , bu t th e  dream was h is .

Ed HaAt
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The Quapaw had a l l  retired up the river
of the Arkansas & were living some twelve miles
from the entrance of White River—
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a general council o f  the neighboring t r ib es  
met at the v i l l a g e  o f  the Osage
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NON-STUDENTS



PlecboR a o f  P oets

Minds buzzing  w ith  poems, 

a l l  those  p eop le  w r i t in g .  . 
Some m erely  dance 
in  th e  a i r .
O thers lea ve  f i n e  dark honey 
deep w i th in  the woods.

Ann Rzih S<ie.h>i



CorjtRa Dance

B e l l s  , 
th e  r i v e r
r i p s  i c e  from  i t s  edges 
o u t  i n t o  sun o f  m idstream

b l e s s in g
th e  w in t e r  r o o f s  o f  Cambridge 
g l im psed  from  c a lc u la t i o n s  o f  t r a f f i c ,  
d r i f t  o f  Memorial d r i v e .

Canabis bouquet,
coxwain c a l l  upon C h a r le s ,
p e a c e fu l  p a rk in g  l o t .

Th ere  was a wonder f o r e s t  on a h i l l ,  ok

c a t  on a warm s i l l  o ' e r  th e  square  
a l l  ca rs  a ro n d e la y .

F i l l i g r e ,
shadow and l i g h t f a l l ,  
two cups o f  c o f f e e

John Morgan



E c h o s
Through m isty fog

Come echos from the past
the past

Childhood on the farm
Rooster  crowing a t  dawn 
F resh ly  plowed f i e l d s  
F r ie d  ch icken— ic e d  t e a  
Water puddles on bare f e e t  
New k i t t e n s  in  the bam

the bam

Through clouded dreams
Come r e f l e c t i o n s  o f  t ime

o f  t ime

Ladder a ga in s t  th e  barn
On the  abandoned farm

Abandoned farm

Joan Floyd



I  found bones i n  a cave 
by f o l l o w in g  a  c o ld  m oist 
wind from the mouth.

Far back
the w a l ls  were s c ra tch ed  
in  a kind o f  t e x t .

The bones were s c a t t e r e d .  
The wind th rough  th e  s k u l l  
sounded l i k e

ReRemember me 
member me.

Robznt Gn.ze.nz



Scoeec Potato To Go
s t a in l e s s  s t e e l  sweet p o ta to  
sweet p o ta to  melt dcwn 
sw eet po ta to es  f e l l  on Alabama 
u n id e n t i f i e d  f l y i n g  sweet p o ta to es  
o r b i t a l  sweet p o ta to

l o s e r  w eepers , sweet p o ta to es  keepers 
a f o o l  and h is  sweet p o ta to  are soon p a r ted  
g iv e  me l i b e r t y  o r  g i v e  me sweet po ta to es  
I  n e v e r  met a sweet p o ta to  I  d id n ' t  l i k e

sweet p o ta to  fe v e r
r e e l  t o  r e e l  sweet p o ta to es
a l l  d ressed  up and no sweet po ta to es
12 s t r i n g  e l e c t r i c  sweet p o ta to
Jonathon L iv in g s to n  Sweet P o ta to
sw eet  p o ta to  consp iracy
o f f  th e  road sweet p o ta to
d i g i t a l  sweet p o ta to

ah, sweet p o ta to  o f  l i f e

Mcutt and Gene Wan.st.en



LaciRfe’s C o lle c t io n

P a r t  X

I f  you have any l e t t e r s  f o r  Heaven, ju s t  m a ll  'em 
To a b i g  l i t t l e  town in  M is s o u r i ,  c a l l e d  Salem 
For on to  our campus descended , one day ,
A s o r t  o f  an a n ge l  from  o v e r  th a t  way.

You might say s h e 's  s e t  up an annex t o  Heaven 
Just in s id e  th e  door o f  Room 107.
She a r r i v e s  th e re  each weekday a t  8:00 AM, sharp ,
To p la y  a t y p e w r i t e r  in s t e a d  o f  a harp .

Seems l i k e  sunshine and b i r d s '  songs and s t a rd u s t ,  and a l l  
F lo a t  around her  t r im  f i g u r e  as she walks down the h a l l .
S h e 's  l o v e l y  t o  look  a t  -  eyes  b lu e - g r e y  and sky c l e a r .
She has a h e a r t  k ind and s t e a d y ,  a b lu sh  t h a t ' s  s in c e r e .
The sm i le  o f  an a n g e l ,  the g r in  o f  an e l f ,
A good sense o f  humor: she can laugh a t  h e r s e l f .

In  each s i t u a t i o n  she shews g r e a t e s t  t a c t .
A genuine lady  in  d r e s s ,  speech and a c t .
Every  inch  o f  her  b e in g  good b re ed in g  r e v e a ls  
( In c lu d in g  those  th re e  in ches  due to  wedge h e e l s ) .

And many have fo u n d ,  perhaps w ith  s u r p r i s e .
That t h e r e ' s  more than ju s t  moonglow beh ind those  b r i g h t  e y e s .  
She has words th a t  make s en se— a w e l l  o rg a n iz e d  mind.
A job  she c a n ' t  handle i s  j u s t  hard t o  f in d .
So i t  p u z z le s  us how th e  Department s u r v iv e d  
During a l l  o f  th ose  yea rs  b e fo r e  L a u r ie  a r r i v e d .

P a r t  I I

C ons ider  q u i t e  c a r e f u l l y  a l l  y o u 'v e  ju s t  read .
Add th a t  L a u r i e 's  a p r e t t y  good cook, i t  i s  s a id .
Then i t ' s  ob v iou s :  Most any man in  t h i s  l i f e  
Would f in d  in  h er  ju s t  what he wants i n  a w i f e .

So t h e r e ' s  many a f e l l o w  whose e v e r y  hope l i e s  
In  how he m ight appear to  h e r  s t e a d y ,  grey ey e s ;
And who, g a z in g  in t o  those a n g e l i c  p o r t a l s  
Finds a l l  o th e r  g i r l s  reduced t o  mere m orta ls .

Now, a l l  around h er  desk , and at home----
perhaps in  a trunk,

She has a c o l l e c t i o n  o f  m isce l lan eou s  junk:
A cup w ith  a can d le ,  a p ine cone and such;
And a p o t  f u l l  o f  i v y  t h a t  d o e s n ' t  t w in e  much.
And a t  home in  the trunk are innumerable vases 
Which have h e ld  f l o r a l  t r ib u t e s  t o  h e r  many g ra c es .

Now the i v y ’ s from S te v e  and the p ine co n e 's  from Randy,
And who knows who gave her th a t  j a r  f u l l  o f  candy?
And someone e l s e  gave h er  a f l o w e r  va s e  so wee, i t  
Makes her put on her g l a s s e s ,  in  o rd e r  to  s ee  i t  I 
W e l l ,  she c a n ' t  marry them a l l .  So each o b j e c t ’ s a token 
o f  some poor f e l l o w ' s  h ea r t  t h a t ' s  p o t e n t i a l l y  broken.

Ah I w ho 's  th a t  new young man w ith  g o ld  wavy h a i r  
Who ju s t  l e f t  107, w a lk in g  on a i r .
C a l l i n g  o v e r  h is  sh ou ld e r  "See  you  at f i v e ; " ?
I ' d  guess th a t  b e fo r e  autumn's r ed  le a v e s  a r r i v e  
H e ' l l  be r ep re s e n te d ,  a long  w ith  the r e s t .
By an acorn o r  two, o r  a p o r c e la in  b i r d ' s  n e s t . . . .

S O  what i s  the  nature o f  L a u r i e 's  c o l l e c t i o n ?
From ev id en ce  h e re ,  t h a t ' s  cause f o r  r e f l e c t i o n .
Though i t  seems t o  be b r i c - a - b r a c  th a t  must week ly  be dusted , 
I t ' s  r e a l l y  la d s '  h e a r ts  which a re  doomed t o  be bu sted !

Ge.on.ge. McPhenAon, Jn.



G i'r I in  Berz&C

She 's  p o s in g .  I t ' s  a drawing by Corot. He was 25, she about 12, w ea r in g  
a peasant d re s s—  l e a f  and f l o w e r  designs on the b o d ic e —  a p r e t t y  dress which 
sh e 's  happy t o  w ear,  e v id e n t l y  proud t o  be drawn by he r  u n c le .  Corot h a d n 't  
dec id ed  t i l l  th re e  years  e a r l i e r ,  accord ing  t o  th is  book o f  draw ings, t o  become 
an a r t i s t .  So i t ' s  an oc ca s ion , something s t i l l  new and e x c i t i n g ,  f o r  bo th .

The b e r e t  i s  s a id  t o  be c a l l e d  by t r a d i t i o n ,  "C o r o t 's  b e r e t . "  I  seem to  
remember photographs o f  o ld  Corot stomping in  th e  woods, p a in tb ox ,  s t r e t c h e r s  
and e a s e l  in  hand w ith  th is  k ind o f  f lo p p y  b e r e t  on. He must have been dash ing , 
though maybe a touch bohemian as a r t i s t s  have been t r a d i t i o n a l l y  p ic tu r e d .
Bohemian? What con n o ta t ion s !  Gypsy music, e s p e c i a l l y  S c a r l e t  R i v e r i a ,  i s  th a t  
the lady  who p lays  w ith  Bob Dylan? W ild  good t im es . P a r ty in g  a l l  n ig h t .  L ike  
B ru gh e l 's  dance scenes at peasant weddings or  a f i d d l e  co n te s t  I  went to  o ve r  
in  J e f fe r s o n  County a t an American Leg ion  h a l l .  About 10 o ' c l o c k  they  d e c la red  
the w inner , but the p la y in g  d i d n ' t  s top  t i l l  one in  the morning because the  dancing 
s t a r t e d  and b e e r  kept f lo w in g .

On one t a b l e ,  puddled w ith  s p i l l e d  b e e r ,  s a t  a p l a s t i c  b a s s in e t  w ith  a 
baby sound a s le e p .  The on ly  person near  the c h i ld  was a g i r l ,  about the same 
age as C o r o t 's  n i e c e .  M ile  Sennegon. This g i r l  sa t  w atch ing  o v e r  the  baby, her 
s i s t e r  p rob ab ly ,  lo ok in g  at the dancers . Her exp ress ion  was not  q u i t e  as l i v e l y  
as M ile  Sennegon' s . I t  was l a t e .  She was s le e p y ,  and t r y in g  hard t o  s ta y  awake, 
not show her  age.

The g i r l  in  the b e r e t  does show her  age. She 's  s t i l l  a l i t t l e  g i r l ,  happy 
in  her youth, w ith  an a cu ity  she cou ld  ex p la in  l a t e r  as b e in g  due t o  her u pbr ing ing .

P r in c e  Charles o f  B r i t a in  d id  a t  l e a s t  one t im e , I  read r e c e n t l y .  The 
photographer Yousuf Karsh was in v i t e d  to  photograph the Royal Fam ily . The P r in ce  
was then a c h i ld ,  and t o  be ready when he met the boy , Karsh had brought 
a long a t o y ,  which he gave Charles a f t e r  they  were in trod u ced . The boy, in  
exchange, gave th e  photographer a f lo w e r  he was w earing  in  h is  l a p e l .  Reminded 
o f  the  in c id e n t  yea rs  l a t e r ,  P r in c e  Charles exc la im ed , “ My, was I  th a t  w e l l  
brought up I ”

N e i th e r  n o b i l i t y  nor peasan t,  M i le  Sennegon seems calm in  her g i r lh o o d .
The drawing i s  n o t  much more than a sketch . I t ' s  soon completed . Corot l ik e s  
i t ;  makes a copy and one o f  th ese  drawings i s  g iven  to  h is  f r i e n d  and t ea ch e r  
A l ig u y ,  the  man who f i r s t  took Corot t o  the Fonta inb leau  f o r e s t  t o  draw—  the 
p la ce  where he was t o  do h is  l i f e ' s  work.

Sandy Vftimm



Looking F o r  Y o g i r  Blae Spot
To A. Va\ti.d

we always heard
O r i e n t a l  b a b ie s  have b lu e  sp o ts  
b lu e  s p lo t c h e s  o f  pigment 
on t h e i r  brown bottoms

so  th a t  a t  you r  f i r s t  ba th  
we tu rned  you  o v e r

th e r e  g lowed a b lu e  q u a r te r  
a t  th e  base o f  y ou r  sp in e

l i k e  a s c a r
where someone sn ipped  o f f  you r  t a i l

and h ig h e r  up 
in d i g o  Madagascar 
f l o a t e d  a lone

th ese  b lu e  markings grew 
s t r e t c h e d  out 
bath  by bath

u n t i l  i n v i s i b l e
ex c ep t  f o r  a c e r t a in  sheen

*

now we p la y  th e  game

where i s  your b lu e  spot

you grab your pants
and run g i g g l i n g  th rough  th e  h a l l

has i t  moved t o  you r  elbow 
has i t  moved t o  you r  neck

you shout back

i t ' s  lo o k in g  f o r  someone e l s e

Dent-s e low



FaiR?/ T a le
Once upon a time 
(A lthough I  f e e l  c o n f id en t  
I t  must have happened more than once) 

But once 
We were in  lo v e  
With b e in g  in  lo v e  
With b e in g  w ith  
P eop le  who were in  lo v e  
With b e in g  in  lo v e  
( I  suppose in  some way 
We were i n  lo v e  w ith  each o th e r )

A l l  o f  t h i s  happened 
Once upon a t ime 
A time when men were men 
And women were women 
And lo v e  meant 
G e t t in g  m arried
And l i v i n g  h app ily  e v e r  a f t e r  
Whether we were s o r r y  o r  n o t .
Now we know b e t t e r  
Whether we are so rry  
Or n o t .

K. H o lm an

PI a y  Hoctse
I  l ik e  t o  p la y  House 
But one o f  the p ie c e s  i s  m iss ing  
And in  the bed when I  p la y  N igh t  
I t ' s  on ly  the  a i r  th a t  I 'm  k is s in g  
And when I  p la y  Going t o  Work 
I  le a v e  no one a t home beh ind 
And when I  p la y  Coming Home La te  
T h e r e 's  no one a t  home t o  mind 
Except me.

K . H o lm a n



M idsararaeR ’s Nigfcrt
The s h o r t e s t  n ig h t  o f  the  y e a r  
Thank god
T h e r e 's  no one near 
To hea t  my c o o l  bed
On t h i s  s h o r t e s t  n ig h t  o f  the y e a r .

The sun b a r e l y  s e ts  
When i t  r i s e s  aga in  
I f  someone was here 
We'd c o l l a p s e  i n t o  bed  
Q u ic k ly ,  t o o  q u ic k ly  
We’ d have t o  r i s e  aga in .

Thank god
T h e r e 's  no one near 
To sweat w i th  
To lo c k  b o d ie s  w ith  
To w h isper
Those dear, s w ee t ,  s i l l y  words o f  passion.'

K. H o lm a n

Unlonelt/ Leoeath?
L in d a  ( as in  " L e e n d a h " ) :
Seven y ea rs  and fo u r  
I  have known what f o r  
I  have been u n lo n e ly .
L o v e l y .
Long has been our lo v e  
La rge  has grown our lo n g in g s  
L i l l i p u t i a n  our l i c e n s e ,  L o n g s u f f e r in g —  

L o v e l y .
B r id e l in e s s  l i n g e r s  
In  you r  lon g  l o v e l y  f in g e r s  
Which t r im  l o v e l y  lamps 
Of th e  w is e  o i l  b r in g e r s .
The Fresh-maker l i v e s  
In  the  l i f e  o f  my l o v e —
L ic k in g  th e  la x  
Making l i q u i d  th e  wax 
Turn ing  l i q u i d  the  lo v e  
O f me and my d o v e - -  
U n lone ly  .

Bob mooAZ



I  was about t o  reach toward you r  hand 
w i th  my awkwardness in t a c t  
when I  suddenly remembered the time 
d r iv in g  a country  h i l l  in  dark fo g ,  
t h i r d  gear and cau t iou s ,  
then w ith o u t  warning a woman 
appeared in  f r o n t ,  and l i k e  th a t  
I  sw erved--

and a l l  n igh t  
awake w ith  a door open 
in  another l i f e ,  the p o l i c e ,  
fu n e ra l ,  law cou rt ;  where I  would always be 
th e  man who k i l l e d  h er .  As she was 
the woman I  h i t .

But I  missed by in ches . 
Even the a d ren a l in  d i d n ' t  s t a r t  
y e t — a couple o f  m inutes. By then 
I  was to o  nervous t o  go o n , and she 
was out o f  danger. A t l e a s t  from me.

M. ChAsLiman



Ac T b e  R o b o  W a s h

Robo stands dumb on th e  weedy edge
o f  th e  d e s e r t e d  ca r  wash
t r y i n g  t o  make f r i e n d s  w i th  th e  r a in .

I t  has no t im e f o r  him.
Rusted  i n t o  s i l e n c e  
he h o ld s  h is  e lb ow s  ready  
t o  s q u i r e  some t i c k i n g  O lym pia  
th rough  a c lo ck w ork  p o lk a .

Som etim es  on r a i n y  n i g h t s  
k i d s  come t h e r e  t o  p a r k .
He se es  th rough  the w e t  w in d s h ie ld s  
vague  w h i r l i n g  dan ces :  
s k i r t s ,  s h i r t s ,  h a i r  
tu m b lin g  l i k e  c o l o r e d  brushes 
b e h in d  th e  s t r e a m in g  g l a s s .

One o f  h is  bu lbous  e y e s  i s  b rok en .
The o th e r ,  l i g h t l e s s ,  
c a s t s  a s l a n t i n g  t e a r .

Sometimes I  t h in k  
he i s  the  T in  Man o f  Oz 
scan n in g  th e  l o t ' s  j a l o p i e s  
f o r  a u sa b le  h e a r t .

I t ' s  a m ech an ica l  s e a r c h .
I ' v e  been down t h a t  y e l l o w  b r i c k  road . 
The h e a r ts  are  f l i m s y ,  
th e  t r a n s p la n ts  r i s k y .
The w iza rd  i s  a humbug.

I ' l l  make you a b e t t e r  d e a l ,  Robo.
I '11  wind you up and send you s k ip p in g
down th is  page ,  knees h ig h
l i k e  a ju m p in g - ja c k ,
y o u r  f l a t  g r in  ru n n ing  ra inbow s
down your ch in .

MaA.gaA.zt Mznamtn



JKn E x c e R p t F r o i t q  " T b e  H o a s e  o n  D e a d  M a n ’s C a n o e ”

A t  f i r s t ,  we though t i t  was a p i g  sq u ea l in g .

There w ere  two o f  them, both young i f  you want t o  be c h r o n o lo g i c a l ,  bo th  t a l l  
and f a i r  and f r e c k l e d  and w i th  th a t  k ind o f  b r i s t l y  b lo n d  look  t h a t  comes t o  GI 
s c a lp - to p s  a f t e r  two w eeks , no m atte r  what c o l o r  a man's h a i r  o r i g i n a l l y  was.

Both w ere  f i l l e d  w i th  the  s u p e r f i c i a l i t y  and e s s e n t i a l  u rgency  th a t  comes ju s t  
a f t e r  e i g h t  weeks o f  b a s i c  t r a i n in g .  The on ly  fem in in e  th ings  th ey  had seen in  a l l  
th a t  t im e w ere  a can ine b i t c h  and, from a d is ta n c e ,  th e  WAC b a t t a l i o n .  The f i r s t  
le a v e  was, t o  them, th e  most im portan t one.

I t  was the most in p o r ta n t  l e a v e  in  a l l  the w o r ld  t o  them.
The new Nash had r o l l e d  away some o f  th e  h e a t c l i n g in g  dust o f  F o r t  Leonard 

Wood on i t s  way t o  S t .  L o u is .  Some o f  i t  w o u ld n 't  come o f f ;  in  t h e i r  t e e t h  and 
h a i r  r o o ts  th e r e  was g r i t  and th e  m ingled b ro th  o f  e i g h t  weeks o f  f i l t h ,  sw ea t ,  
and boneweary d i r t  th a t  the  barracks  showers had not washed away.

They stopped t o o  lo n g  a t  the  S t r i p  and gawked a t  "dan cers "  i n  S t .  Robert , 
and l a t e r ,  in  R o l l a ,  th ey  t r i e d  t o  wash th e  c o r r o s io n  o f  both th e  f o r t  and the 
s t r i p  from  them w ith  generous l i b a t i o n s  o f  raw, w h ite  red ja ck  from  O ld  T i t l e  b o t t l e s .

They had t o  make up f o r  l o s t  t im e .
Time, f o r  them, had t o  be fo r e s h o r te n e d  a c c o rd ia n w is e . I t  was a lmost 

la u gh a b le ,  how the urgency was in  them; how they  had t o  be and do and tay  and somehow 
tiz-JLLvz th ose  e i g h t  weeks another way. The g r e a t  u rge  ve rged  on b u r s t in g  from them. 
There was not  enough t im e !

They d id n ’ t  want t o  be in  S t .  Lou is when th ey  g o t  th e r e ;  th e  g rey  b lank 
hope lessn ess  o f  th a t  sad c i t y  sa t  upon something w i th in  them and, by i t s  d e s o la t i o n ,  
d rove  them away b e fo r e  th ey  had sampled more than a dozen ba rs .  They d i d n ' t  
know anybody in  S t .  L o u is ,  and th e y  d i d n ' t  have t ime enough t o  g e t  acqu a in ted .

They were e s s e n t i a l ,  u rg e n t ,  and on t h e i r  f i r s t  and most in p o r ta n t  le a v e .
They were n o t  a c t u a l l y  drunk. They were t i r e d  o f  h a v in g  t h e i r  sp ree  now, b e fo r e  
th ey  had q u i t e  d e c id ed  t o  have one.

Highway 66 was in  f r o n t  o f  them.
They wanted t o  go home.
Home, f o r  them, was a l i t t l e  farm th re e  and a q u a r t e r  m iles  south o f  S p r i n g f i e l d ,  

I l l i n o i s ,  cupped in  the  s p r in g in g  o f  a s ink c reek  and, t o  the b r o t h e r s ,  a p a ra d is e  
o f  green  f i e l d s ,  v e rd a n t ,  fr e sh  w ith  the sharpness o f  broken hay in  autumn. They 
s a t  in  the  motel room near  th e  Chain o f  Rocks B r id g e  and in  t h e i r  minds were a l i v e  
a l l  o f  the farm which had been t h e i r  home f o r  n e a r ly  twenty y e a r s .  Need s o f t e n e d  
the green  tones t o  a d u l l ,  p u l l in g  ache deep somewhere in s id e  them, where the  
g rey  b le ak  hope lessn ess  o f  S t .  Lou is  cou ld  not reach .

That n ig h t  th ey  went home.
Sunday n ig h t  was a b ru p t ly  at t h e i r  th ro a ts  b e fo r e  they  had b rea th ed  the  dust 

o f  d r o u g h t - k i l l e d  corn and w ith e r e d  cash crops t o  s u r f e i t  so t h e i r  i l l u s i o n  was 
not  g r e a t l y  wounded by r e a l i t y  b e fo r e  they had t o  le a v e  i t .  The g r e a t  i l l u s i o n  
compounded o f  p a in -e ra s e d  memories, n o s t a l g i a ,  and e i g h t  weeks o f  b a s i c  t r a in in g  
. . . not t o  mention the p o ten t  w h i te  red jack  and a l l  the  b e e r  . . . such an i l l u s i o n
i s  not e a s i l y  f la w ed  by f a c t s .  The r e a l  o f  a th in g  d i s i l l u s i o n s  b e s t  when the g r e a t  
dream i s  s t r a n g le d  s lo w ly  by the d u l l  and commonplace: b i l l s ,  d e b t ,  e a r l y  h a i l ,  
a meal not ready on t im e ,  another  day w ith o u t  r a in .

The young b lon d  b r o th e rs  had t h i s  much g iv e n  t o  them:
They were a l low ed  t o  keep t h e i r  i l l u s i o n  o f  home.
So i t  was l a t e  Sunday n ig h t  b e fo r e  th ey  even thought o f  t h e i r  pass which would 

e x p i r e  prom ptly  a t  seven  the  next morning. They k is s e d  t h e i r  mother q u ic k ly  b e fo r e  
they  d rove  away w ith  a c loud  o f  summer dust bannering  a f t e r  them and the ztngl  o f  
g r a v e l s  thrown by th e  f r o n t  t i r e s  o f  th e  maroon Nash w ith  the r ed  l e a t h e r  s e a tc o v e r s  
s t i l l  s m e l l in g  o f  newness and the  Nash d e a l e r 's  show window.

East S t .  Lou is  s low ed  them down. They stopped lo n g  enough t o  throw a s ix -p a ck  
o f  Bud on to  the  c lean  g reen  f lo o rm a t ,  and then Highway 66 was in  f r o n t  o f  them, and 
they  d id n ’ t  knew w hether  th ey  were so r ry  o r  g lad  they  w ere  go in g  back t o  F o r t  Leonard 
Wcod b e fo r e  t h e i r  p a s t o r a l  dream o f  home became a d u l l  n o th in g .

There was a s t o p l i g h t  in  Cuba which th ey  o v e r lo o k e d .



The cop d id  them a fa v o r  and waved them on . He had on ly  been d is ch a rg ed  
two months b e f o r e .

Near S t .  James, th ey  craned t h e i r  necks t o  see  i f  a d i s t a n t  s t a r  might r e a l l y  
be th e  new sp u tn ik .

A f t e r  a l l ,  t h e r e  was th e  s t r i p  w i th  i t s  w hores , le g en d a ry  c r e a tu re s  who l i v e d  
in  c in d e r - b lo c k  houses and h o u s e t r a i l e r s , o f  whom t h e i r  s e rg e a n t  spoke . There  
would be o th e r  l e a v e s ,  and S g t .  P a i s l e y  w a s n 't  a h a l f  bad s o n - o f - a - b i t c h  when you 
f i n a l l y  g o t  t o  know him. And t h e y 'd  go home aga in  a t  T h an k sg iv in g .

They d i d n ' t  t a l k  much. They had som eth ing  between them, th ey  d i d n ' t  know 
q u i t e  what i t  was, a lm ost t e l e p a t h y .  They would go f o r  days c o n ve rs in g  in  grunts  
and the  q u irk  o f  an e y e l i d  and the  q u ic k  rough j e r k  o f  an elbow  i n t o  a b r o t h e r ' s  
r i b s .  They d i d n ' t  need t o  t a l k .  The one who drove ju s t  needed n o is e  to  keep awake.

They were l a t e ,  l a t e ,  l a t e ,  w i th  an MP a t  the g a t e .
Just b e fo r e  th ey  reached  th e  R o l l a  c i t y  l im i t s  , th ey  were t r a v e l l i n g  at n in e t y -  

seven  m ile s  p e r  hour, and they  knew n o th in g  about th e  d e c e p t i v e ,  s i d e s l i p p in g  bend 
in  th e  highway which we who l i v e d  nearby c a l l e d  Dead Man's Curve. ( I t  i s n ' t  th e r e  
any more. The new f o u r - la n e  i n t e r s t a t e  highway cut under i t ,  and now th e r e  i s  a 
g e n t l y  c u r v in g  b r id g e  o v e rp a s s in g  th e  new road th e r e .  The approach t o  th e  westbound 
lane  i s  where my home once s t o o d . )

The two s o l d i e r s  must have been d o in g  a hundred when they  found out a l l  
about th e  curve  in  th e  highway.

The Nash m issed th e  guard pos ts  and s t ru ck  the muddy g r a v e l  d i t c h ,  s i l e n t l y  
t w is t e d  e n d - fo r - e n d  l i k e  a d is h ra g  b e in g  wrung out t o  d r y ,  and then r o l l e d  o v e r  
and o v e r  i n t o  th e  brush down t o  the b o ttom  o f  Rabb it  H o llow . I  remember i t  because 
i t  was th e  l a s t  wreck b e f o r e  th e  b u l ld o z e r s  changed the curve and took  th a t  p re c io u s  
t r a p  away. I t  was a v e r y  q u ie t  w reck , u n t i l  th e  one w i th  the th r o a t  f i n a l l y  r e c o v e r e d  
a l i t t l e  en ergy .

At f i r s t ,  we thought i t  was a p i g  s q u e a l in g .

Vh.. John ThomcLA KtchaKdA



T h e  S u f f e r i n g  P o s s ib ility

F i r s t

I f  you r  woman shou ld  e a t  
Of th e  f r u i t  o f  th e  t r e e  
Threw h e r  o u t !  Ger her  o u t !
The m a t te r  was s e t t l e d .

The cause o f  your stumble 
May be you r  woman.
I t  may p o s s ib ly  be 
Her f i n g e r i n g  l o v e .
But, i t  MAY be th e  Woman-maker 
Who caused i t  ( th ey  s a y ) .
Cast h e r  o u t !  Cast him ou t !
May th e  garden be purged!

Cast her  ou t  we d id
(And were bound t o  f o l l o w ) .
Out t h e r e  we s h r i v e l l e d  
Out th e r e  we d ie d  
And y e t  we l i v e  
Though w e ' r e  h o l lo w  in s id e .

Then

I f  you r  eye  makes you stumble 
"T ea r  i t  o u t !  Throw i t  from  y o u ! " ,  
The h o ly  man cou nse led .

The cause o f  your stumble 
May be you r  eye .
I t  may p o s s ib ly  be
B u t , i t  MAY be th e  Eye-maker
Who caused i t  ( th ey  s a y ) .
Tear  i t  o u t !  Cast him out I 
May i t  n e v e r  a f f l i c t !

Cast i f  rom us we d id  
(He tak es  the b la m e ) .
Out t h e r e  i t  hung 
Out th e r e  i t  d r ie d  
For a l l  cou ld  see  
And y e t  w ith o u t  eyes 
How co u ld  th a t  be?

L a s t

I f  y ou r  name i s  n o t  found
in  The Book o f  L i f e
Throw i t  out'. Throw him ou t !
To th e  f i r e  fo re v e r . '

I f  you r  name makes you stumble 
May i t  smoke f o r e v e r .
The cause o f  your stumble 
May be you r  name 
I t  may p o s s ib ly  be 
Your f a l l i b l e  ra c e .
But, i t  MAY be th e  Name-maker 
Who caused i t  ( th ey  s a y ) .
Throw him ou t !  Cast i t  o u t !
May he s u f f e r  f o r e v e r !

And we saw i t  s u f f e r
and f o r e v e r  we w i l l
T i l l  th e  l a s t  death  i s  s u f f e r e d
And th e  s u f f e r i n g ' s  s t i l l e d .



Rec a  prtalcrtnag
The p o s s i b i l i t y  i s  " I F "
Does anyone know i t ?
W i l l  i t  take f o r e v e r  
To u n v e i l  and shew i t -*

There may be n in e t y -n in e  saved
Of women, e y e s ,  and names
But the Woman-maker lo v e s
The promiscuous one
The Eye-maker looks
For the p r o d ig a l  son
The Name-maker lauds
The poor/nameless f o r  fun.
Having taken the p la c e
Of a c a s t -o u t  race
Having hea led  the pa in
Of an in ju r e d  b ra in
Having r is e n  above
Dominating l o v e

And he searches  and w a its  
T i l l  th e  hundredth should come 
But, s t i l l  th e  sm ou lder ing  
P o s s i b i l i t y  i s  
That s u f f e r i n g  d ie s  
W hile  s u f f e r in g  l i v e s .

Bob mooKZ



M y  SfsteR  A lc o a ys  G o t  T b e  B e tte R  O f  M e

To Tony ConnoA

God knows,
sa id  th e  p o e t ,  uneasy in  h is  ap roprose , 
my s i s t e r  always go t  th e  b e t 1r  o f  me. 
Her e n t i r e  t h i r t y  years  
she g o t  the b e t ' r  o f  me.

W e l l ,  h e r e 's
a poem about s t u f f e d  c a t s ,  
he s a id ,
but r e a l l y  t h a t ' s  
not what i t ' s  about, 
r e a l l y  i t ' s  about my s i s t e r  
who always g o t  the b e t ' r  o f  me.

He tu rned  out
c h i ld h o o d 's  p o ck e ts ,  s p i l l i n g
c r i s p  Manchester days
each framed l i k e  a la n te rn  s l i d e .
Urchins w i l l i n g
t o  da re  V ic t o r ia n  capers
w ith  a b u r g la r  gu ide ,
we un locked  th e  museum door ,
t i p t o e d  in s id e
down the  i r r e s i s t i b l e  musty h a l l ,  
t r e s p a s s in g  on another age.

Suddenly th e r e  was no more.
T h a t 's  a l l ,
he s a id ,  s e a rc h in g  papers .
I  c a n ' t  f i n i s h  the rhyme.
I 'm  m iss in g  a page.
I ' v e  n ever  l o s t  a page b e fo r e .

Was i t  what we m issed, 
the words not th e r e ,  
or th e  broken lo ck  on time 
th a t  made me aware 
o f  a s c h o o l g i r l  w r i s t  
w h isk in g  through the a i r ,  
a musty chuckle  on the s t a i r ?

UaAgaAzt Menamtn



For  My MotbeR,

W h o  D ie d  ApRil 1 7 , 1 P Z 8

Flames

and th e  ashes
and bone t h a t  would  n o t  go .
Shy brown eyes  
s m i le  in  
o ld  photographs 
and memory .
G en t le  s p i r i t ,
I  lon ged  t o  sh are  sp in g  
in  you r  l a s t  s low  days 
o f  d y in g .

Ann Rzih S tzhA



R efinem en t: D ecnee
L o n d o n , December, 1974

I  have been l i v i n g  
In th e  past 
My pas t  
Your past
And the p a s t  o f  a l l  
These European C i t i e s  
For too  lon g  a time 
I  have l o s t  the  reason 
I  have t i r e d  out the  rhyme 
Kind Ladies 
And G en tle  Men 
I  now r e t i r e .

The t ime has come 
To re tu rn
To L ib r a r y  Basements 
To Shopkeepers ' Hours 
To Drunken Saturday N igh ts  
To S p i r i t s  and t h e i r  Powers 
To S traw flow ers  
In Handcast Pots 
Thanks l o t s  
World.

K. H o lm an



A r c Cic  M i me

D o n ' t  be a f r a i d  
t o  f a l l  i n t o  s l e e p .

( c h a n t i n g ,  c h a n t i n g

They have  k i l l e d  a s e a l ,
i t s  b l o o d  ran o u t  on t h e  snow.

D o n ' t  be  a f r a i d  t o  f a l l  i n t o  s l e e p .

The b l o o d  i n  t h e  w a t e r  
c a r r i e d  u t t e r l y  away

( c h a n t i n g

D o n ' t  be a f r a i d  c h i l d  
t o  f a l l  i n t o  s l e e p .

J. MoKgan
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