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We presume}

And yet we must presume

To grab tightly to the fringes of our culture 

And be dragged on free behind;

As children hitch their sleds behind 

A powerful car.

We presume upon these fifty illuminated years 

Since the first putting into print 

Of his poetic mind.

And we presume to pattern our judgments 

Under his critical sun.

His elegant, so intelligentt world of letters 

Has wooed us to presume

To present the products of our youthful pens 

In admiration of his excellence:

To Mr. T. S. Eliot.

J. M.
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In a world of fugitives

The person taking the opposite direction 

Will apear to run away.

T. S. Eliot
in The Family Reunion
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TO JUDGE A MIRROR

We call a mirror good if it gives a good reflection--a clear, bright, and 
undistorted image of the physical object that is before it. A mirror is blind 
and has no choice of objects that it will reflect, A mirror is both practical 
and beautiful.

The arts, too, are both practical and beautiful, The work of the practical 
arts is good when it is used toward some other object, but the work of the fine 
arts is good in itself because it is beautiful< A mirror is beautiful because 
it is clear and bright, a reflection of the quality of the shining quicksilver 
that goes into its making; but the beauty of the work of the fine arts is not a 
mere physical beauty, but a fully spiritual human beauty, a reflection of the 
quality of the soul of man that is rendered into the work. To know ourselves we 
must know that beauty

Wherein does beauty lie? We call beauty what we find in integrity, propor
tion, and radiance of form. These are attributes of man’s soul, and a work of 
the fine arts results when the three are fused by some wonderful power, into a 
perfect union with some matter to create an extension of the order of man’s mind, 
that logic beyond mere logic, into the chaotic world that we must seek to make 
more meaningful every day. The end of a work of art is to make a form shine on 
matter, and this radiance of form has an infinity of diverse ways of shining on 
matter Beauty is not conformity to any certain ideal or immutable type, for a 
work of art must conform only to its intrinsic necessity, which is determined by 
the form and the matter to be united. Likewise, beauty is not relative to the 
taste of the individual viewer, but only to the nature of the object that con
tains it

Beauty is a bit of Being, and so it is portioned analogously. In so far as 
an object participates in this beauty of total being, it draws man’s soul beyond 
the created world, and puts him in correspondence with the eternal beauty. This 
is Beaudelaire’s and Aristotle’s catharsis this is the sweet
sorrow of a work of art: that it fill us with joy at a glimpse of eternal beau
ty, and with sadness that we cannot fully possess that beauty here and now; this 
is a tantalizing peek at paradise,

The most beautiful of shining mirrors gives us an image of life--of the 
physical reality of life. A work of the fine arts, too, in a very special way, 
gives us an image or imitation of nature and of life, but much more than the 
mere physical reality. Art is truly an imitation of nature, but in the formal 
sense, for in art the imitation is more important that any specific thing that 
could be imitated, Art imitates nature not m the objects of nature, but in the 
way nature works Art exists in the imitation as such: in the very spiritual 
power of reflection that is so close to the center of man. The servile imita
tion of a thing is completely foreign to art, and the lie of the realists and 
naturalists is that in the presence of a painting they would have us believe that 
we are in the presence of the scene or subject painted, not in the presence of a 
painting. The beauty of a work of art comes from the truth of imitation as a 
manifestation of a spiritual form; hence the formal element of imitation in art: 
that in a work of integrity and unity, suitably proportioned, some form, some 
principle of intelligibility, will shine forth. In this resides both the joy of 
imitation and the joy of recognition in a work of art.
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In relation to literature specifically, T, S. Eliot bears upon this prin
ciple to dispel forever the concept of poetry as a powerful overflow of emotions 
recollected in tranquility, or as an imitation of subjective states. He says,
"It is not the 'greatness', the intensity, of the emotions, the components, but 
the intensity of the artistic process, the pressure, so to speak, under which 
the fusion takes place, that counts." The servile imitation even of human emo
tions is foreign to art, for the joy of art is not in the re-enactment of the 
poet's original emotions. The joy at a work of art is a totally unique, dis
tinctly human experience of the intellect. The purity of a work of art con
sists in being true only to itself, and the rigor of a true classic consists in 
the total subordination of all matter to the burning light of the form manifes
ted, which presents itself to the intellect immediately, without discourse.

The subject matter, therefore, is totally irrelevant to the quality of a 
work of art, for the beauty of the work resides totally in the manner in which 
the matter is transformed, and in the extent to which it is transformed into a 
totally new being. Artists from all time have begged that they be granted the 
"given", the raw materials of their works, for if the critic condemns an artist 
on the morality or propriety of his subject matter, his work is lost before it 
can be evaluated by artistic standards. Coleridge called for the willing 
suspension of disbelief--that we accept the subject matter as an entirely dif
ferent affair from the critical evaluation of a work of art. The history of 
literature verifies this point, for truly most of the greatest works of all lit
erature deal with subjects of either physical or moral evil, from war in Homer's 
Iliad, and murder in Shakespeare's Othello, to incest in Faulkner's The Sound and 
the Fury, Joyce's Ulysses, so long scorned for its impolite subject matter, is 
now accepted as one of the most sublime works of the literary art to come out of 
our century.

Prudence and art both work for an end. While prudence works for the good 
of the one acting, art works only for the good of the work-to-be-made, and in so 
far as it is directed to that, its proper object, art is sovereign and infal
lible, and therefore, the artist as artist is amoral. An object or art cannot 
itself be immoral, for only human subjects fall within the realm of morality.
Many a zealous moralist resents this sacred distinction which the Church has in 
theory upheld at all times,

Colors '68 hopes to be a mirror, not to reflect only the physical nature of 
man's world, but rather, in its most humble way, to reflect some insight into 
the spiritual nature of the universe, man's soul, that vital force that goes 
into the making of every work of art that deserves the name.

Joe Miller
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T. S. ELIOT AND THE DIRECTION OF MODERN POETRY

During the apprenticeship Qf any artist deeply concerned about his work, he 
always looks to a master for guidance and aid. Such a master is T. S. Eliot, 
renowned poet, dramatist and critic of our time, who has profoundly influenced 
the idea of what elements literature should now contain, and what characteristics 
modern writing ought to possess. A look at one of the major critical problems 
that Eliot dealt! with will help to make clear his position in this matter.

The one point seen again and again in such of Eliot's works as "Tradition 
and the Individual Talent," "Objective Correlative," and "The Metaphysical Poets," 
is his constant plea for an increased objectivity in poetry. Objectivity, how
ever, does not solely consist in the concentration of the subject. For Eliot 
there is a more extensive and intensive connotation of "objectivity"- It is, as 
he has pointed out in "Tradition and the Individual Talent," a continual giving 
up of self, a continual self-sacrifice, a continual extinction of the artist's 
personality for the independent being of the work. So, finally, the more per
fect artist is the man who can best separate his emotional and intellectual 
self from the work he creates.

In this same work Eliot makes his famous analogy of the artist to a chem
ical catalyst. Upon placing two specific gases in the presence of a filament of 
platinum, they form sulphuric acid, and yet the platinum, necessary for the re
action, does not enter into the final product. Likewise, he says, in the poet 
there is the force that united and transforms the original ideas and emotions 
into a viable work of art, and yet he does not enter into the work itself.

The apprentice poet usually finds it easier to write in a subjective vein, 
which results in works more meaningful to himself than to his readers. Eliot 
claims that good poetry must be objective, and that the first sign of progress in 
a budding poet is the capacity of his work to depend no longer on its creator.
In order to have beauty and meaning for the reader, the poet's direct results 
should now appear through the greatness of the man-impregnated work itself, and 
not through any relation to the creator of the work. He says thc|t when an 
artist gives birth to a work of art he must not forget to cut the umbilical cord.

The subjective elements of poetry must not be done away with totally, for it 
is in the self that feels and sees, intuitively and rationally, most deeply and 
most sensitively, that the elements, the raw materials originate. It is there 
that some stimulus plants its small seed, which takes hold, spreads its roots, 
draws its nourishment from the emotions and the intellect of the poet's creative 
mind, and finally grows into maturity. And although the rose will be cut from 
the vine and be made immortal, it is still the nature of the rose to have sprung 
from that bush in the fertile soil, even long after the bush is dead and covered 
with snow.

In his critical essay "The Metaphysical Poets." Eliot brings together these 
two opposing forces of the head-heart dicotomy. His earlier, strongly anti-rom- 
antic sources he has mellowed. In this essay he expounds his theory of the uni
fied sensibility--the union of the head and heart which he found in the meta
physical poets of the seventeenth century. The head-alone aspect of the neo- 
classicists and the heart-alone aspects of the romantics have come together again 
to form the via media, a return to the "main stream of English poetry," the road 
that poetry in the twentieth century has taken and will continue to take because 
of Mr. Eliot's direction.

Jurgen Shawver



EASTER '67, MONTANA

Shhh . . . I.
Hold your breath and listen,
Listen to the rippling grass murmur,
The animals talk while insects whisper; 
Just look at your eyes glisten,
Ahhh , . „

The white floating clouds on the blue-painted sky 
a bird or two

flyipg their routine,

And telephone lines and telephone lines and 
Barb-wire fences crossing barb-wire fences, knit 
Miles over miles of brown grass together,
Up and down and flat and down and up and

The contented cows
Chewing their worries,
And let the world 
Carry theirs;
Now do the sheep care;
With them, my loosened collar 
Catches a moment of cool breeze.

Every living is a way of life, 
Every life is a living:
To nibble grass,
To run a combine,
To fly a kite,
To deliver a speech:
0 wel 1,
Your hair grows white someday, 
Blond, brown, black or brunet. 
Does-it make a difference?

II.

So, does it make a difference?
My town is bigger than your town, 
So is my dad;
So is my dog
Only if I. had one,
Any kind.
It is bigger than yours.
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The cow pots dried on dead grass;
A magpie mourning a dead bird,

hit right on the running wind-shield. 
Damn bird. Watch where you are going. 
Messed up my baby.
'67, you know.
A lot of dough there boy.
Who said I don't care?
Who said I am different?

Sure we have everything.
Gold, copper, cattle, timber and all.
No, no, no slave markets.
We have churches, schools and universities, 
And bowling alleys too.
People have their choices on Sundays.
It wouldn't hurt to pick them all,
It sells better.
Cow pots,
Space reports,
We dig them all.

Picking teeth with a piece of grass 
The cows had wetted them before.

III.

It's night.
Look and see many things,
Look and see nothing. 1
In the somewhere of nowhere,
The moon is the closest civilization; 
With the smile not unfamiliar,
But different than
All you's seen,
Except . . .

The spring sun has risen 
With that wiggling tail.

So, walk,
Walk out of the smoke of the civilization 
Into the wilderness of wilderness 
Under the blue-painted sky.
No beer cans, no thrown-away newspapers,
No sight of telephone poles, telephone lines, 
Nor barb-wire fences
Under the blue-painted sky.
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It is just as quiet as before: 
Differently different,
Peacefully peaceful,
Under the blue-painted sky.
To hear the engine of time, 
Roaring behind ears 
Into the mystery of absoluteness 
Under the blue-painted sky.

So, hold your breath and listen. 
Listen to the rock rolling, 
Listen to the sepulchre opening. 
So, the Man has finally risen:

Amidst the sound of rolling rock,
Amidst the sound of murmuring talk.
Some see Him here,
Some see Him there;
Some see Him behind the back-yard alleys, 
Some see Him on different young, old faces. 
But,
He is still where He was,
On the altar within the walls.

So, hold your breath and listen, 
Look, and your eyes glisten.
Ahhh . . .

Paul Leung

Easter, March 26, 1967, Montana

-4-



HELENA AFTER MIDNIGHT

Hap.

"You bet it iz!
I should say it iz!"

Five days a week, 
Always there,
Rain or shine,
Summer or winter,

The rickety cart,
Upsticking shovel,
The dirt in the gutter,
Hap with broom in hand.

Friday, Saturday,
Cars go by,
Beer cans clank on pavement,
A drunk profanely utters past.

We stop and park at a clean curb. 
"Cigarette?"
"Thank you, by golly!"

He stooped 
Into the car with

Unnatural, labored strain.

The white corner building:
Federal Reserve Bank.
"By golly there's a lot of money.
$35,000 at least; it would do."

"You know that 'God Is Love' building?" (silence) 
(finally) "Yes, saw a man go in there for supper tonight 
He was drunk.
Mrs. Kellogg sure lit into him,

Goin' to Great Falls one o' these days,
By golly; you bet; gonna have a good time.
Never been there; must be a big damn place.

You bet it iz!
I should say it iz!
Good night

'Buddies'."

Jurgen Shawver
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SHOT DOWN

Oh Him ...

Latent Labrador Current

Of Silent steadfast stoic stupor . . .

Whispered wanting words of love,

Defying me,

His delusioned deity,

Dazzeled dahlia. His duped doting dove.

Him . . .

Vagrant vendor of vile venom.

Mendacious man making malady of melody.

Me besettingly believing.

Him dastardly deceiving.

Massive monsoon

Meretricious message of rain.

Revealing misogyny by man . . .

Sedulously scurrilous scion of Cain,

Leaving a wake of women by such whispers slain

Ellen Lawrence Roberts
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"Yeah, I know. But I know," said the young man.
The old man's batteries had completely run down. Two very strong men pulled

out.
The young man smiled--inwardly, outwardly, with his body.

*
*
*

words are tools, vehicles; they chisel, move;
from marble to model, from forty-second street to first avenue.

Zenon Zazula

First prize winner:
Prospector college short story contest

TIME DECAYED

History, repast of ghouls 
carrion of kings 
decay of follies

debris of events 
mold of hopes

Is gouged from graves,
greedily gulped, devoured;

Its putrid elements stir and whir 
until upheaved

the stenohing contents
left for us to digest.

Charles Atkins
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THE STAGE DOOR

The sky hung like an indigo backdrop drape behind the jagged set of fading 
cement buildings, bright with scattered patches where tittering yellow stars 
peeked out from behind an eerie veil of misty silver haze, Geary Street was 
shiny, vinyl black, still wet from the moment's burst of rain that an unbidden 
cloud had decanted on the unsuspecting city. Cars skidded by, splashing the hur
rying shop girls as they rushed home with wet hair, and splattering tired busi
nessmen as they shuffled across the street to commuter stations, hunched under 
damp hats and sheltering tightly-clutched brief cases. The black, wet street re
flected in broken streaks the neon gaiety of Harvey's and Lefty's in scintil
lating greens and reds, The brotherhood pleas of a Union Square philosopher re
sounded in microphone echoes two blocks away. The working middle class boarded 
crowded uptown buses, passing, between jolting stop light halts, taxis and limou
sines importing nocturnal sybarites to downtown destinations.

The Geary Cellar and the Curtain Call were almost empty; the bartenders 
leaned on elbows over bare, shellacked counters, occasionally straightening to 
wipe away, with damp, white rags, invisible glass rings long since left by sloppy 
drinkers. They looked up at clocks and waited for the theater doors to open, and 
the long rehearsed play to end, so that once again they could earn their keep 
serving martinis, without vermouth and with two olives, to the giddy theater 
crowd.

Diane ambled three blocks up Geary and three blocks down the other side, 
being prudent with her glances and careful not to smile and attract unsolicited 
proposals from passing gentlemen. She tautly gripped her worn, black purse; her 
theatre ticket was inside. It was printed on heavy red cardboard, the thick, 
black letters reading: "balcony, row A," the first row, and in the center too. 
The orchestra would have been better, but balcony, first row, center, was not 
really bad. As she strolled, stopping at a window display of jade and passing 
by a tobacco shop, time evaporated. The commuters vanished, and for a moment 
the street was starkly naked, bare of its walkers between the acts, until again 
they came, dressed in ties, furs, and velvet coats, no longer hurrying.

The lights flared up brightly and the ushers gently pulled the yawning doors
open. The rush line formed across the red carpet of the lobby, and the har
assed box office man shook his weary, greying head, time and time again. Diane
walked through the doors, glad she had bought her ticket early, and up the famil
iar stone stairs to the balcony, and, as she climbed with sure footing, she 
jealously wondered what it would be like to walk straight through the first 
wooden doors to the orchestra section. On the landing the man tore her ticket, 
"first door, right," he said, and smiled; he had remembered her. The woman 
usher, dressed in a muted black, led her to the proper aisle, "four down," 
she said and handed her a program, which Diane accepted, but she did not need 
one; she had memorized it long ago through repeated readings. The house black
ened three minutes late, and a lone flute heralded the beginning.

The program listed the cast, in order of appearance; Diane underlined 
Jean Emil Camus with her gloved finger. He was almost halfway down the page, 
but he was a star nonetheless. Secretly Diane doubted his French origin, but 
she excused him, silently saying that actors had the right to any name they 
chose. "Jean Emil Camus" as "Gustave" was printed in dashing, black letters.
He would not appear until the middle of the second scene; he would come in 
from the right stage wing; Diane even knew his cue, and she would drift
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formance had closed, 
program, and followed 
and through the doors 

Geary Street was 
the distant buildings
she must dare to knock

through the preliminary plot yntil she caught the proper line with the trained 
and waiting ear of a musician picking out flats in a symphony.

The play burgeoned in dramatic tension and Diane melted back into her red, 
velvet chair. Her heart trepitated with fear, with joy, and her eyes were fixed 
in a mesmerized stare on the stage below. Gustave proclaimed violent adoration 
to Julia and Diane quaked in envy. From Julia Gustave could not be parted and 
he swore to follow her despite vain protestations.

Diane's hair was piled in ornate curls high on her head, and her dress was 
elegantly flowing in long trains of silver lace. The hard veneer cast of her 
face dissolved and Diane turned to him, before the thousands, and exclaimed, 
through a veil of anguished tears, "Gustave, I love you, and I cannot bear to 
have us parted."

"Then I will stay by you," he cried as he fell to his knees beside her, and 
grasped her hand in his.

"Oh, my darling," she said, through the slow stream of warm tears that ema
nated from her solemn, dolorous eyes, and dropped down her alabaster face.

He took her fragile body tenderly in his arms and said, "Then I shall stay, 
and together we shall ride the roughest waves of any ocean."

They embraced with innocent passion, and then the lights dimmed and then 
flared again in effulgence, and the audience erupted with fierce applauding.
Hand in hand Diane and Jean Emil Camus bowed, again and again for the myriads' 
feral delight.

The final curtain dropped and the house lights shot on. Diane blinked and 
twisted in her chair; the curtain had fallen suddenly, and too quickly the per- 

Slowly she put her coat on, gathered her purse and her 
the chattering deluge down the stone steps, into the lobby s 
to the street.
cold; a salty fog hung still in the night air and shrouded 
in its grey cloak. Diane had resolved that on this night 
on the stage door and ask to see Jean Emil Camus; she

must force her bravery, tonight, while the resolution was still tenaciously firm 
in her mind. Diane strolled pensively to the entrance, although she knew exactly 
where it was, for she had walked past it many times before.

"Monsieur Camus" was etched in gold on the door. A French maid, in a black 
uniform, with a stiffly starched white apron, showed Diane in. His room had a 
thick, purple carpet that stretched the vast space to each corner. There was a 
crystal chandelier and the walls were embellished with gold leafing; his dressing 
table was carved of dark walnut and the long mirror was lit with brilliance. He 
wore a dressing robe of red Persian silk, blazoned with black dragons.

"Mr. Camus," she said, "or perhaps I should say Monsieur ..."
He took her hand and kissed it saying, "Please, call me Jean ..." Then 

he added, "Would you care for a glass of sherry?"
"Why I'd be delighted, thank you so very much."
"You are Diane, I believe," he said as he poured out two glasses of amber- 

colored liquor.
"Yes, . . . how did you know?"
"Ah, I've seen you from the stage and played for you 

I inquired after you . . .shall we toast?" he said as he 
tai glass.

"Excellent ... to your acting."
"You are too kind, Miss Diane ... I shall toast to your beauty."
Diane stood on the sidewalk, her stomach tumbling, and gaped up at the chip

ping sign nailed above a rickety flight of stairs. "Stage Entrance" it read

on many nights . . 
handed her a fine, crys
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and gave no hint of bidding visitors. She started up the stairway with her hand 
tightly gripping the iron rail. The senescent stairs creaked with each new step 
she took. On the landing she faced a high white door; she paused and then timid
ly knocked. No one came, but she heard voices inside, and knocked again. A 
bearded man, in faded jeans, and a grey sweatshirt, yanked the door open as 
Diane's hand was still posed to knock.

"What do you want?" he asked gruffly.
"I would like to see Mr. Camoo, please . . .," Diane said in a very quiet 

voice that was almost choking in her throat.
"What?" he bellowed and peered at her curiously.
"Mr. Camoo," she said again, and somehow managed to say it louder.
He gave her a penetrating glance and then smiled wryly. "He's down there," 

he said, indicating the long bleak corridor. "Jean!" he shouted down the hall.
Diane started down the hall; it was off-white, drenched in stark light.

There were doors on both sides, with last names coarsely scratched on rough paper 
and tacked on at the approximate center. Halfway down the hall she saw "Camus"; 
the door was ajar, and she tapped on it lightly.

"Come in, come in," came a voice, and she recognized it as his.
"Mr. Camoo?" she said.
"Camus," he said in an exact accent. "Yes , that's me."
His room was not much bigger than a closet, and it was bare except for a few 

chairs. Jean Emil Camus sat before the mirror, with a bobby pin holding his 
brown hair back, wiping his face with grease and tissues. He wore a dingy white 
terry-cloth bathrobe with pink make-up heavily staining the collar. It was 
loosely tied at his waist and open on his bare chest.

Diane was apprehensive; she wanted to leave quickly, but when he turned and 
smiled she felt reassured. "I'm Diane Allen," she said. "I've seen you act 
quite often ... I think you're great, Mr. Camoo, just great, really great . . ."
Her fumbling phrases ceased as she watched him meticuously pound a Camel cigarette 
on both ends, up and down, on the dressing table.

"Have you got a light, Dolly?" he asked, as he picked through the scattered 
junk on the table top. "I can't find my matches anywhere ..."

"Well, no . . .you see, I don't smoke, myself ..."
"Just a minute," he said and passed her in the doorway, then yelled down the 

hall, "Hey, Bob, you got a match?" Someone appeared from across the hall, and 
Jean Emil Camus re-entered with the cigarette lit. "Now, what were you saying?
. . . Dolly, wasn't it?"

He smiled again and Diane had a new burst of courage and continued, "Diane,
Diane Allen . . . well, I've seen your play . . ."

"Did you like it?" he asked and went back to wiping his face with the 
grease.

"Oh, yes! ... I think you were great, just great ..."
"Thank you very much," he said and looked up again and smiled. He had a 

dazzling smile; his teeth were quite straight.
"You certainly are a great actor . . . the greatest ..." Diane grasped 

for words; she had not planned her speech very well.
A girl with long red hair, it was Julia, poked her head in the door, "Jean, 

are you going to come with us?"
"I'll be with you in a min-," he said, and then he looked at Diane, smiled and 

said, "It was very nice of you to come back, you must come again . . . and now, 
if you'll pardon me, I must get out of my nakedness ..."

"So nice to have met you," Diane said, and she started back down the hall.
She closed the stage door softly behind her and carefully walked down the wooden
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stairs to the street. She had talked to Jean Emil Camus.
In the morning it rained again; the rain hammered on the concrete» and a 

droning wind blew umbrellas inside out. Diane sat at her office desk and typed 
with mechanical speed. The working days hung on like a murky fog, and the even
ings and the nights spun away too soon. Finally the clock reached five and Diane 
ripped the last page out of the typewriter, almost tearing it. She hurried up 
Sutter and then down Mason to Geary. She would be extravagant and dine at 
Harvey's on the corner of Geary and Mason. If she sat by a window she could 
sometimes see the actors going down the street to the theater before the perfor
mance. She pushed open the glass doors and met the warm smell of cooking food.

"Diane, . . .please, won't you sit with me?" He stood up and gallantly 
bowed as she approached him.

"Oh,Jean, what a lovely surprise ... I would be delighted." He took her 
velvet jacket and helped her with the chair.

"Will you have steak and champagne?" he asked with his warm, brown eyes 
fixed on hers.

"That sounds marvelous," she answered and shyly blushed.
"If you like, I can get a box for you tonight," and then he added in a 

beseeching tone, "You are coming to the play tonight?"
"Well, I hadn't planned . . . but of course I'll come, a box would be 

delightful, simply charming." Diane smiled and he took her hand.
"Please don't think me presymptuous, but you see I cannot act when you are 

not there. On those dreary evenings when I've seen someone else in your place, 
I've almost had to stop . . . the play is no good if you are not there . . . you 
must come, you must."

Night fell on Geary Street and Diane finished her hamburger. No one worth
while had passed by the window. As she went out again to the street, rain 
began to fall. She raised her umbrella, walked slowly across the street and up, 
past the theater. Diane halted curtly; she gaped in amazed bewilderment. Over 
the playbill a sign was posted: "Closing in twcrdays". Her play was closing;
Jean Emil Camus would leave. Her play was closing; it was incredible. She 
walked on in a soporous horror, but then she saw another sign posted by the door: 
"Coming soon--Straight from New York", it read. The rain that had quickly 
started, stopped falling, and the night sky began to clear. Diane lowered the 
umbrella and walked up Geary toward her apartment. Golden stars broke through 
the ha^e of clouds; the rain had stopped. A new play was coming soon, and Diane 
reminded herself that she must remember to get her ticket early.

Ellen Lawrence Roberts

Honorable Mention:
Prospector college short story contest

EARLY MORNING—PEACEFULLY ALONE

Lifted drowsy dawn
Mom revealed soft slumber worlds 
In fresh dewy beds.

Jurgen Shawver
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SWIRLS OF PURPLE

Swirls of purple
Waves of gold
Lapping emerald sands,
Blending currents turquoise and mauve 
Fragrance of spring rains 
Wafting amid pungent scents of ginger 
Strains of Beethoven mysteriously 
Mingling through chords of Gershwin. 
These are my thoughts.
Forever mingling, swirling, 
Approaching, receding,
Softly brushing my hand 
Yet always eluding my grasp.
An intangible essence of beauty.

Laura Ellis

DRAWN IN THE BLACK WILDERNESS

Drawn in the black wilderness 
Of a lonely mountain,
A beautiful sadness

(or is it sad beauty?) 
Pervades the world

(contained within myseIf). 
With the moon to guide my way 
Deep

(torturing)
Into the labyrinthine tunnels 
Of this unknown being 
(Not strange, Awesome)—
A painful joy in giving birth

to first dawn.

Laura Ellis
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THE ROMAN BREVIARY

(For Fr. Kelly)

The night was black, nefariously placid with esoteric 
plotting, but far through the dark, furtive gauze there 
was the twinkle of a yellow haze of filtered light scin
tillating hope in dismal night. A yellow haze of promise 
was breathing from a single lamp in the upstairs study of 
a senescent rectory of a. lonely and despondent parish.

The black cuckoo clock, nailed to the wall, tolled 
the day as done, but an open Roman Breviary3 pages edged 
with gold, and smelling sweet of leather, waited on the 
desk, prayers not as yet begun. The study room was small, 
filled mostly by a long walnut desk upon which posed a 
stack of papers, books, and notes, an ashtray deep in 
butts, one cigarette still burning, and a lighted lamp 
shining on a Roman Breviary, with a purple ribbon keeping 
vigil of the page.

The walls, a mere veneer of walnut pasted over plywood, 
tattle-taled every cryptic woe of the voices on the other 
side. There was a woman crying, the walls told her young, 
her troubles solemn. And then the wails whispered in a 
heavy voice, bent deep through years of sorrow and reso
nant with compassion for the languished soul of man. The 
heavy voice endeavored reply with buoyant hope, hushed 
a woman 's crying, and deterged all solicitude from a tre- 
pidating, anguished heart.

The walls grew still and spoke no more, but echoed 
footsteps nearing, weighed footsteps worn and weary 
having thread that path a thousand times and more. The 
walls fell to dozing as a tired man, with whitened hair, 
frocked in black, took up the Roman Breviary. A yellow 
filtered haze of light faintly cast a sheen upon the 
printed page of prayers marked by a satin, purple ribbon. 
Friday 's Office sighed: "How long wilt thou feed us with 
the bread of tears; and give us for our drink tears in 
measure?" And there were no answers in the back of the 
Roman Breviary .

Ellen Lawrence Roberts
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AN EXPLICATIO ON EIGHT LINES FROM BLAKE

Ah.’ Sun-flower

Ah, Sun-flower) weary of time,
Who eountest the steps of the Sun, 
Seeking after that sweet golden elime 
Where the traveller’s journey is done:

Where the Youth pined away with desire, 
And the pale Virgin shrouded in snow 
Arise from their graves, and aspire 
Where my Sun-flower wishes, to go.

William Blake (1757-1827)

This poem is an extended personification of a sunflower as a human being 
who transcends this physical reality. The sunflower is anxious for something 
to come, for it is "weary of time." And it follows with great diligence the 
every movement of the Sun, which is its God, creator and sustainer of life, The 
sunflower is not following the Sun only for what it is, but also for what it re- 
presents--all life, all light, all warmth and all joy. The sunflower, a travel
ler itself, is "Seeking after that sweet golden clime / Where the traveller's 
journey is done."

That place which the sunflower seeks is a heaven of experience--only for 
those who have lived the physical life and have suffered. It is the reward for 
the "Youth pined away with desire, / And the pale Virgin shrouded in snow," and 
of the sunflower whose face crossed the sky every day of its life. It is the 
reward of those who sought out heaven in their innocence, but found it only after 
experience, symbolized by death, "their graves." Heaven is more than a haven 
for the innocent, but it is a just reward for those who "aspire / Where my Sun
flower wishes to go." One must aspire in order to transcend.

Why a sunflower, rather than a tulip or carnation? A sunflower is made in 
the image of the sun: yellow and radiant; as man is made in the image of his 
God. And the sunflower faithfully "countest the steps of the Sun" across the 
sky, as we should be faithful followers of our God, Who leads us across the abyss 
of this life.

The tone of the poem Is almost heraldic, in praise and awe of a sunflower, 
which is more faithful than man. It is a poem of transcendent joy, but the joy 
of spiritual knowledge and experience, and not the joy of blind innocence. The 
constant alliteration of "s" sounds, as "countest the steps of the sun," makes 
it necessary to read the poem slowly, lending a solemnity to the work, when 
read aloud. The poem is in very simple language and puts great thoughts into 
a few beautiful and symbolic words—the quintessence of good poetry.

#
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ANOTHER DAY

So one doesn't
give a damn

any more!

Don't you ever give up, you wicked world? 
Why do you

trounce
and
pounce

So ploddingly, 
heavily, 
constant?

The puking hangover from the night before 
Is the only thing 
You inspire me with!

To belch you out,
Only to start over

again and 
again and 
again!

So one doesn't
give a damn

any more!

OR DOES ONE?

Jurgen Shawver

LANGUAGE OF FLOWERS

One cannot hear the language of flowers
Unless possessing particular powers.
If one so endowed by that sensitive being
Would pain tell us what he is seeing,
Expressing through words what he feels in his being, 
Then one could hear the language of flowers 
Though not possessing particular powers.

Jurgen Shawver
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THE BRIDGE

The road was a thin streak through the rain jungle. As the jeep went 
squarely down the road John Thatch looked up at the narrow slit of sunlight and 
the towering shapeless trees and vines. Although it was ten in the morning, 
the jeep's lights were still on, for the morning mist hung in thick streaks 
across the road.

"How many more miles, Gujral?" he asked the driver,
"Five, maybe six, sir," Gujral smiled his tight ex-sergeant's smile.
Then the smile vanished, Gujral jammed on the brakes; at the same time 

his right hand turned off the ignition. The silence settled in. Gujral cocked 
his head and listened.

Then both heard the sound, like small steady thunder. It was growing.
"Are we in a high place?" Thatch asked.
"No, we are in a low place, sir."
Gujral's body slammed against the seat, the engine started and the jeep 

jerked ahead. Their speed became dangerous. So was the threat.
"How far to high ground?" Thatch asked.
"One mile."
They would make it, Thatch knew. He remembered others who had not. Jim 

Colby was one, an experienced engineer who had never worked in the rain jungle. 
Colby had not left when the Pakistanis started running out of the wide deep 
bowl through which they were putting a survey line. He laughed as one Pakis
tani hurriedly explained what the distant thunder meant. It was impossible to 
rain that fast, he said. He would stay. Five minutes later the water was at 
his knees. Then minutes after that he was drowning, his hands slashing with 
rage at the brown frothing lake which had sprung up about him. They picked his 
body out of the mud, his face a muddy mask of anger. Before they burned him 
they chipped the mud off, and an old woman massaged the dead face into a smile.
It was bad to face God with anger on one's face.

The jeep moved at a careful high speed. Gujral had a sense for potholes 
and slippery mud,

"The Pakistanis have been unreasonable," Gujral said abruptly. "They agreed 
the two halves of the bridge should be exactly the same length. Both countries 
signed the paper. Now they say the boundary is the middle of the river at the 
bottom of the gorge. The middle of the river is actually ten feet east of the 
exact middle of the bridge."

"So now they say that India is invading ten feet of Pakistani air space?" 
Thatch asked wearily.

The jeep swung around a huge gulmahar tree. They could see the bridge. 
Gujral hit the brakes lightly, brought the jeep to a feathering halt. The 
bridge was durable, but not massive. It was made of iron, steel, paint, miles 
of cable, chrome undercoat, rivets, vision and skill. The lines were clean and 
swinging. Its cantilevered length and the long loops of the cables came toge
ther at precisely the point at which a man's eyes told him the support was 
needed. It was harmonic, simple and, in some maddening way, the most beautiful 
man-made thing Thatch had ever seen.

And when the eye reached the gap, there was nothing but twenty feet of blue 
air. Thatch did not understand the chemistry and metabolism by which a view of 
something could be felt like a blow, but for a moment he opened his mouth as if 
he were going to gasp. The sight of the gap hurt him.

He had built warehouses, roads, factories, tunnels, docks. Nothing had 
gripped him as had this bridge. The bridge was different, soaring up out of
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the green jungle, a symbolic joining--rather, a link of friendship between India 
and Pakistan„ Now it was stopped. It hung there unfinished.

Thatch growled. The jeep moved ahead. Gujral looked at him and grinned 
behind his beard. Somehow there was going to be victory today. Gujral inhaled 
deeply. He had always been able to smell victory.

People milled around the head of the bridge. There were the usual Nation
alist pickets and a band of Communist agitators all marching around, shouting 
slogans and smiling at the group of reporters and photographers.

Thatch walked out on the bridge. Cowell, Thatch’s foreman, broke away 
from the small group of Americans.

"Hi, Boss," Cowell said, talking fast. "We’re in a hell of a mess. Both 
sides are bringing up troops and artillery. The Communists are raising hell, 
and the UN is worried about it and has asked both governments for a conference."

"There is going to be no fighting on this bridge," Thatch said quietly.
He turned and continued walking toward the center. He was followed by the 
pickets, the Americans, his native "high steel" men sweating in their company 
uniforms that they didn’t even take off during the hottest weather. From the 
other side he saw a similar contingent moving towards the gap.

They got to the gap. Across the way a group of Paks were gathered, both 
sides eyeing the other suspiciously.

"Bhai," Thatch said across the gap. The word anywhere in Asia meant the 
same thing: brothers. It hung in the air. The silence deepened.

"Cowell, man the crane," Thatch said.
Thatch walked over to the keystone girder, stepped onto its smooth chrome 

surface, wrapped his arm around the cable and gave the "thumbs up" signal. For 
four months the girder had been on the site. It was all that was needed to 
close the gap. Cowell nodded. The winch tightened and the girder lifted.
Thatch adjusted his weight slightly so the girder was straight. Thatch swung 
out over the bridge.

Now the photographers began taking pictures frantically.
"Friends, I want to tell you a story," Thatch said. He was no orator, but 

suddenly he knew what he was going to say. He knew the words which could close 
the intolerable gap. The only competing sound was the distant roar of the river. 
He spoke in English and his voice carried easily to both groups.

"Many years ago a group of patriots protested the British salt tax and 
made a march toward the sea. They did not call themselves Hindus or Muslims, 
Pakistanis or Indians; they did not quarrel about Urdu or Hindi or Bengali.
They were like all of you; they were your fathers and mothers. They were 
marching to the sea to take their own salt from the ocean. And that was against 
the law of the British. They marched, not because they were hungry for salt, 
but to show their defiance to an unjust law.’!

Thatch stopped. He looked from one group to the other. They were silent, 
their faces looking up at him.

"The British sent soldiers to barricade the road the marchers were taking.
It was hot when the marchers came to the barricade. A double line of British 
soldiers was drawn up across the road. The first line held clubs, the second 
line rifles. The marchers said good-by to their families and to each other, and 
sat down in front of the barricade. The British officers in charge ordered the 
marchers to disband and clear the public thoroughfare. They did not speak and 
they did not move. They were brothers."

A sigh, a single haunted sigh went up from the Pakistani side of the 
bridge. It came from an old man. Perhaps, Thatch thought, he had been on the 
march as a child. People aged quickly in this climate.
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"The British soldiers stepped out with their clubs and began to beat the 
marchers. The blood poured down their arms and soaked into their coats and 
made puddles on the ground. When they fell over unconscious, the clubs bit 
into their faces and stomachs. The British soldiers whipped until their arms 
were sore, and then they switched hands and whipped again, for their officers 
walked behind them. There were moans, for they were only human. But no one 
ran, The flies came first, Swarms of flies, black, frantic for blood--"

A voice, perhaps that of the old man, uttered a single word: "Enough". 
Thatch turned: the girder swung like a pendulum. Expertly, Thatch gained con
trol. His eyes looked for the speaker.

"Not enough," Thatch said calmly. "Not yet, Not until the vultures came 
and perched on the trees and waited. Ants swarmed over the fallen bodies, and 
the British sweated through their uniforms.

"Enough? Not yet. For there is an ending."
Thatch stopped and looked down for the first time. The river was a small 

thing, far away and unreal,
"And how did it end? A daring vulture made a pass at the road and plucked 

up a human eyeball. The vulture was seen by a young soldier, who vomited. The 
soldiers looked at one another, at their blood-soaked clubs, at their uniforms 
red to the knee, at the ants and the flies and, one after another, they began 
to vomit. Finally the soldiers staggered away from the strange heaving mass of 
men and insects and refused to lift their clubs again. And so it ended. Not a 
marcher had fled. Your fathers . . . all castes, all tongues, all religions . . 
not one of them fled."

He paused. The story of what he had seen as a little boy was over. But 
he had to go on, to speak further, to forge the final link.

"After that day something happened to the British. The end of their 
domination was known to every marcher there. They knew it in their hearts and 
in their comradeship. They had won. They learned that day, that day under the 
sun and the vultures, what a cause means."

Thatch paused. He sought the eyes of the old man. Their eyes locked for 
a moment. The man sighed and said, "It was like that. I was there."

There was a long moment of waiting. Thatch listened to the silence care
fully. He watched the listeners until he noticed a wave of little motions, a 
shifting. The moment had come,

"This gap between the two halves of this bridge is a sign of the meanness 
and the evil and suspicion in men," Thatch said. "It was this gap between 
humans which the salt marchers closed. It was their unity, the absence of any 
gap which made them prevail." He paused. Then he asked the question slowly: 
"What should we do?"

"Close the gap,"
It came as a whisper, first from one mouth, then several. It was repeated; 

and this time many voices, even those of the photographers, repeated the three 
words.

Thatch maneuvered the girder with his feet so that the ends swung toward 
either end of the bridge. He looked at Cowell and turned his thumb down. The 
girder lowered slowly. A few inches above bridge level it was seized by a half- 
dozen hands on each side. Bodies leaned over the gap, oblivious of the height. 
Slowly, with infinite care, Cowell eased the girder down. There was a click on 
one side, A moment passed and Thatch felt sweat start up between his shoulder 
blades. Then there was a second click, and a low cheer rose from the workers. 
Rivets were slipped in. The girder fit. There were several sharp cracks, and 
it was locked into place.
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Thatch took in the slack of the cable, eased pressure on the hook, and 
freed it from the girder. For a moment Thatch stood alone on the girder. He 
was very tired. Maybe, he thought, looking down, I really am afrgid. He lifted 
his head and without looking down, walked to the Pakistan side of the bridge.
He heard footsteps behind him, and sensed, rather than saw, the feverish acti
vity on both sides. Other girders rose on the crane and were riveted into 
place. He leaned against the railing, his body weary beyond anything he had 
ever known.

Casey Brooks

WHITEWASHED ETERNITY

Hoary flakes float in slate grey skies

stirring my dreams, cloaking long thoughts,
t

entreating my soul to share with my eyes,

Froth's oold cape concealing distortion, contortion, and whys, 

Sheltered in sham's white womb and. silent lies

which withers words and smothers cries,

Cached within frost's chilled coffin and dazing disguise,

stand I—stone—while essence dies.

And Time tracks on as did time before 

It snows, eternity laughs at lore;

And mankind who bowed to the god they made, 

Crystalized, as the snowflakes prayed.

Charles Atkins
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HELL AMERICAN

(senze infamia e senza Iodo)

To view the glory of fire and fright 
I scaled the moldy golden wall 
And merely felt the fog of night,

And smelt the spilt green blood of whores, 
Whose breasts adorn the mid-town streets 
More than the finest false-front stores.

And I heard the whimper of the weak,
Not from the pain of fire or ice,
But from luke coolness, thick and meek.

With black placards chanting fear, 
Men were tossed in neutral wind, 
Insipid sweet, denied an ear.

Naive, I pitied and heard a call:
"Oh! We have lost our patterned vision 
In face of this tinsel-glittering wall.

Lured by the lurid bright-face bat,
We have scorned the sober ancient wisdom: 
Abandon hope who abandon that."

Joe Miller

First Prize winner:
Prospector college poetry contest
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TWILIGHT

the day ends in an explosion of 
silence,

the streets are quiet with invisilbe 
movement,

the sky is the other side of brightness,

loneliness surrounds you with the sound 
of cotton,

tears expand the emotion of the 
heart,

night is here.

William E. Bjarko

DEATH'S BRIGHT ANGEL

she sweeps the night, breathing not at all

the speed of a heart beat,
the humor of Hell.

her eyes are empty sockets,
missing nothing; no one.

cold and cruel, she works alone,
knowing not pain or sorrow.

mouth of maggots,hands of worms,
body of bones, heart of sand, 
brilliance of doom.

perhaps, tomorrow she may enter your world 
of sickening gloom,

sending you into never-ending oblivion.

William E. Bjarko
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SOMEBODY'S WAKE

They found him dead,
In the willows down by the railroad tracks.
Really old--hit by a truck, they say.
Buried him in a shady place,
Didn't know his name,
I had them write "Old Man",
It sounds better than "Senior Citizen",
And it would rest a little easier
With his soul.
For they had defined his God in shining terms,
An iron-cold path to a stainless-steel heaven.
They had assigned him a cause,
And told him he had better go and die for it,
And lie in state on a concrete bier,
What a noble way to die.
But he chose no name besides his own,
And they had soon forgotten it.
He chose no place to die but the earth itself,
And so he died
With the good summer rain to cool him.
Once we had lain on our backs,
And felt the hushed coming of a summer story.
Once we had lingered in evening's silent pine-woods 
And strained to hear the night-things
Only the dogs could see,
I walked from the burying place
And did not have to strain to hear
The oboe-sound of long forgotten warm reality.

Dennis McCahon
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THE SURREALIST

It was almost winter and growing colder; the sun was ensconced by 
a haze of gray, and naked, black trees stood out against the raw, 
gagged frame of gray, concrete buildings. I buttoned the surviving two 
buttons of my fraying, once-red, corduroy jacket, and drew a cigarette 
from the crumbled pack in my one good pocket. I sat on a bench beside 
the duck pond at the Central Park Zoo, smoking a treasured cigarette, 
on a brisk and sun-drab autumn day. The traffic droned up Fifth Avenue; 
the balloon man palavered with children, and the chestnut man blew hard 
on his hands.

I blew a smoke ring and through the middle of it I saw an oblate, 
minikin man, in a saffron-yellow sports coat, with a swarthy, wizened 
face, black-black hair, and a spansive mustache, greased to points. He 
strutted past the yaking balloon man, past the shivering chestnut man, 
towards the duck pond, clutching a canvas, almost tenderly, beneath his 
arm.

"Why, he looks like Salvador Dali, " I thought, as I watched him 
stride closer.

He belayed one foot in front of me and bowed as he spoke, "May I 
also sit upon this bench?"

I gawked, afraid his tight, flourescent pants would split any moment, 
and mumbled, "Sure,"

"So very kind of you dear lady," he said, and then proceeded to dust 
the bench with a scarlet handkerchief he had plucked out of his vest pocket 
with a grand Shakespearean gesture. When the bench had been thoroughly 
dusted he returned the handkerchief to his pocket, flipped up the flaps on 
his jacket as if they were tuxedo tails, and sat. "This doleful day gives 
semblance of inclement winter."

"Damn cold," I said, mostly to myself.
"Ah, but then a zoo exonerates all gloom. Don't you find a zoo the 

cynosure of entity?"
I goggled as he mesmerized me with elaborate, embellishing gesticula

tions, and I scarcely heard the words he spoke. "Are you talking to me?"
I asked dubiously.

"Oh, forgive me if I seem impetuously audacious, I merely wished to 
share the ineffable mirth of essence." He hung his head in verecund 
pudency, and I wondered if I had slapped him or something in my hypnotic 
sopor,

"Oh, You like zoos?" I asked, almost as an apology.
He brightened and spoke with vehement ardor, "The Ursus Arctos I 

lionize"
"You have a rather large vocabulary," I said with uncertainty.
He beamed, and if he had had a tail, I am sure it would have been 

wagging fervorously. "Vocabularius My pride. I work crossword puzzles 
to ease my soul from the onerous cumber of painting. "

"Is that your painting?" I said, indicating the canvas which seemed 
to be glued under his arm.

"Yes, my work, " he said with scintillating pride, then blushed and 
hung his head, "I would show it to you . . . but you, you are a lady. "
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"I've seen paintings before," I replied in indignation.
"Mercy! I did not intend to connote I thought you were vapid. " he said 

as if beseeching atonement, then blushed again, "but, alas, it is a nude . . ."
The word "nude" hung on his lips. Suddenly I was embarassed too, but 

defiantly proclaimed, "Well, I've seen Matisse’s nudes at the Museum of Modern 
Art. "

With "Matisse" his face knotted up like a walnut, and he ranted with feral 
fury. "Matisse! Matisse made a game of art. He is not an artist, merely a 
zany with no soul. " The sound of his own raving subdued him, and he quietly 
added, "But I shall not bore you with Matisse ... I have other paintings I can 
show a lady. Will you be here tomorrow?"

"Probably."
"Shall we arrange a tryst for tomorrow?" he suggested hopefully.
"I'll come tomorrow," I said, not knowing why.
"Excellent. Tomorrow I shall disclose the zenith in art. Now I must visit 

the Ursus Arctos. " He got up,whisked off the seat of his pants with the scarlet 
handkerchief, bowed, and strutted off toward the animal house.

"What is your name?" I called after him.
He turned and smiled with big, yellow teeth, "Salvador Dali, " he said and 

saluted me.
"Oh, I knew you’d say that," I thought to myself.
The gray haze had dropped lower on the city, and now there were no distant 

buildings, and very few black trees. It was gray all around, and the dingy city 
whined for color.

Ellen Lawrence Roberts

MAN-SCAPE

The madness man is heir to--ere too near

To know the spirit poured into an ear

Brings matter first to life, and then the form: 

(As brightest noon can hide the gathering storm) 

Too quick for truth; too close for fear.

Joe Miller
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FRIEND IN NEED

Arnie glanced again at Matt, who lay huddled in the corner, almost 
unconscious. He thought about the forced landing, how he had managed to 
pull Matt from the wreckage only to turn and see the small red and white 
plane engulfed in thick, oily flames. Their food, guns, and tools had gone 
up with the plane. He remembered how he had carried Matt and the blankets to 
this cabin. He still did not know how he had done it. He had once read 
in some magazine about how adrenaline helps you out sometimes when you 
really need it--makes you able to do things you could not do otherwise.
It must have been adrenaline He eyed Matty.

Matt's coarse brown beard was caked with blood, and so was his shirt.
He had vomited blood several times, and occasionally it oozed from his nose. 
Arnie knew his partner was hemorrhaging, and he also knew there was not a 
thing he could do about it. Matt had not spoken since the crash. He groaned 
sometimes, but that was all.

Arnie kicked another piece of log into the blazing fire, for the flames 
were the only source of heat and light in the small cabin. Some snow had 
drifted in under the door. Matt coughed feebly, and Arnie noticed a fresh 
flow of blood from the corner of his mouth. The night passed slowly.

Arnie awoke and found himself surprisingly refreshed. He had not 
slept especially well, but it had been better than he had anticipated. He 
had only used one of the four blankets he had gotten from the plane before the 
fire. The other three were for Matty.

He felt hungry. He pulled a candy bar from his torn jacket pocket 
and ate a small chunk of the chocolate. "The only food we have," he thought. 
He turned to offer some of the precious candy to Matty, but he was dead.
Then he began to consider his dilemma. Burying Matty was impossible. He 
had no tools, and the ground was as hard as tempered steel. Placing the 
corpse outside would not do either. Some damn animal would get it--wolves 
or wolverines. He pulled the cool body over to the coldest corner of the 
cabin and covered it with a blanket.

Arnie lay down beside the fire, "How long?" he wondered. "Just how 
long?" One lousy candy bar. His chances of rescue seemed remote, to say 
the least He and Matty had specialized in out-of-the-way trips. The flares 
had been in the plane. He had considered stomping out letters in the snow, 
but that would last only momentarily. It too was a lot of work, and though 
fuel was reasonably handy, it was still precious.

The matter of food was the pressing one. He regarded the corpse. "Poor 
Matty," he mused, "Maybe not poor Matt. Maybe poor Arnie Hungry as hell."
He spent a sleepless night even with the two extra blankets. It was not the 
cold that kept him awake.

He got up shortly after sunrise. "Hungrier than hell," he thought. He 
darted outside for a handful of snow, and sucking on it, he returned to his 
place before the fire. "Maybe," he thought. "It's not like killing a guy.
Not like cannibals." Still, the idea repulsed him.
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The wind seemed to blow louder and harder than he had ever heard before.
He glanced out the window and saw the wind whisking sheets of powdery snow over 
the crust of snow and ice. He thought about a wild columbine he had once seen 
in Colorado, and how Sue had spilled lemonade all over her new dress at Steve 
Harvicker's party. Maybe he could use Matt as bait for something else. No, 
all he had was a knife, and that would not help significantly in an encounter 
with a wolverine or the like. There were only two choices,-really—starvation 
or Matty.

Arnie buttoned his coat and pulled a blanket around himself. Shivering 
slightly, he set out for more wood.

Clinton Bishop

AT NIGHT

At night

When only your jaws exist., 

and your I floats somewhere 

above and behind your head.

Then all the universe comes to greet you,

Painting black circleandcirclesandwhirlingcircles

in the glowing-green background 

Before your non-existent eyes.

Then you wonder:

Is this the All

Engulfing you, embracing with its jelly-wings? 

Or is this the Nothing enfolded

by the I

above and behind your head?

Laura Ellis
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WINTER

Summer went away with a promise that year, as it does every year, a promise 
to return and blossom again. Autumn was brief; it carried summer's promise into 
winter in a few short weeks and left it there, like the seeds beneath the flower 
beds, buried in the stiff frozen earth. The winter winds began to blow, but not 
in blasts and gusts, but rather like living things, breathing unceasingly and 
mightily, with breaths as cold as death.

"Nature has been quite careless about its appearance this year," Jarrod 
Lanier thought to himself as he hoisted his heavy, rotund figure up the steep 
wooden steps leading to the front porch. Behind him a flurry of large, flat 
snowflakes began to stumble down out of the foggy-black sky. Jarrod was not a 
handsome man, but he knew how to accumulate wealth and turn it into power, and 
his fat, fleshy-red face always bore a look of confidence. Jarrod Lanier dis
liked the house he lived in, not because of his taste in building styles or 
decor, but because it was Victorian, and to Jarrod the banker, Victorian archi
tecture represented a useless waste of material in gingerbread turrets and hall
ways that were costly to heat.

He also disliked his family, who shared this house with him. Jarrod re
ferred to his sister Annabel as a "silly society bitch," his brother Nathaniel 
was a "poet without words" and more than once he had remarked that his mother 
was a "martyred old bag who hated living far too much to ever die and leave her 
money to her children." But the rest of the Lanier family considered Jarrod a 
lecherous old man who never mixed business with honesty and had secured for him
self a place in hell even before he was promoted from chief teller to vice pres
ident in his late father's bank. Annabel often urged her brother to go and take 
up residence in that place, but then her remarks in this vein were rarely with
out provocation.

Once inside the house, Jarrod let his expensive black overcoat slip from 
his shoulders into the hands of the timid butler without speaking a word. Then 
with characteristic gruffness he clutched a small pile of letters from the cold 
marble top of an ugly black oak table and turned towards the sitting room with 
a determined step,

"Annabel," said Jarrod, not looking up from the correspondence in his 
hands, "You are going to have to be more cooperative in that divorce suit of 
yours if you ever want to get it out of the courts. I talked to Judge Bushwell 
today,and he said , .

"My lawyers are doing everything possible," interrupted Annabel.

"Well, possibly if you didn't insist on keeping every damn thing you two 
owned!"

"Why not, I paid for it all, didn't I?" was the reply, this time a bit 
angered.

Jarrod poured himself a brandy from a crystal decanter. "Don't you think 
he deserves something in payment for living with you for nine months? I know 
I would expect a , . ."

"Oh, go to hell!" flashed Annabel, and this time she was very angry.
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"My dear sister, that won't be necessary at all. Between the two of you, 
you have quite succeeded in creating your own private hell. And it's a very 
exclusive one at that, in the honored Lanier tradition." This remark came from 
Nathaniel, who was seated in a gaudy overstuffed armchair, reading a book on 
Indian mystics.

"In the honored Lanier tradition," mimicked Jarrod in a sarcastic tone, 
"Annabel, be quick and write that one down and be sure to take notes on anything 
else our poet says this evening. Who knows we might sell them someday, or at 
least we can use the paper to insulate that attic and save a little on the heat 
bill." By now Jarrod had seated himself at his desk and was tearing open his 
more important letters.

Lacking the spirit for a real battle of wits, Nathaniel retreated to his 
book, as he had always done, with a look of painted innocence on his face. His 
was not an entirely unhandsome face, nor was his body poorly proportioned like 
Jarrod's, but years of intellectual sulking and physical inactivity had left him 
with lifeless eyes, a sallow complexion and very poor posture.

This last exchange between her two brothers brought forth a childish high- 
pitched giggle from Annabel. She knew what a mood Jarrod was in, and so she tried 
to make her laugh as irritable as possible. Actually, Annabel could be quite 
becoming when it suited her purpose. She chose her clothes, making sure they were 
the very best money could buy, but also with an eye for what complimented her 
features. Occasionally she failed, but rarely. And Annabel could be charming 
as long as she got her own way, and she usually did because she paid the bills.

"Do shut up, you mindless little bitch." Jarrod was himself angry now and 
Annabel delighted in her victory.

"Annabel, perhaps if you were a bit more ladylike, Jarrod would not be so 
foul in his language." Nathaniel had regained his nerve and again ventured to 
take part in the discussion. But Annabel was in no mood for flippancy from him.

"I have long resigned myself to the fact that you, Nathaniel, are far more 
of a lady than I ever hope to be." Cruelty was Annabel's speciality, and this 
remark produced a moment of awkward silence.

In the interim, Mrs. Lanier made her entrance between the ornate double 
doors of the sitting room. She was a small woman, and the skin sagged a bit on 
the bones of her arms and face. But her body was entirely under the control of 
her resolute will, and she could produce the symptoms of heart failure whenever 
it suited her purpose. Of course, her children really never cared whether she 
was acting or not, but they always showed their mother the proper attention when 
she had a seizure, for they knew she might still change her will. It was this 
will that kept Jarrod, Annabel and Nathaniel living together in the house they 
hated, and Mrs. Lanier often laughed out loud at the thought of it. She knew that 
not one of them dared to move away and leave her in the hands of the other two.

"Well, I see my children are enjoying each other's company before dinner.
It's so rare that I see all of you together! Do continue with your conversa
tion." The silence that followed Mrs. Lanier's words was unbroken for five 
minutes. They might hate each other, but her three children would never give 
her the satisfaction of seeing them fight. Finally Thomas, the butler,
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announced that dinner was served in the dining room,

"It's about time," snorted Jarrod, "I have business at the bank tonight."

"And I'm going to the opera." Annabel stared straight at her mother as 
she spoke these words.

"So you and I will be the only ones at home this evening, Nathaniel?" 
asked Mrs. Lanier as she seated herself at the head of the huge table.

"Happily, no. I'm attending a lecture at the museum, at eight," quipped 
Nathaniel, "so you shall be quite alone this evening, Mother." This time it 
was Mrs. Lanier's turn for silence.

Two hours later, Annabel, in a flush of pink satin, dyed ostrich feathers 
and too many diamonds, descended the stairs to the entrance hall. Jarrod met 
her as he came from the library, and, without speaking, he proceeded to remove 
his coat from the closet.

"Jarrod, I can't get this door open,"squeaked Annabel impatiently, "It's 
stuck or something,"

"Oh, let me open it," growled he.r brother, "God, what do you do, bathe 
in that perfume? The door is jammed! Have Thomas look into it tonight. We'll 
have to go out the back way."

"It's a good thing we have servants and don't have to depend on you to 
keep this mausoleum from falling apart," muttered Annabel on her way to the 
other door.

"If we have servants, then where is Thomas?" called Mrs. Lanier from the 
top of the stairs, "I've been ringing for him for almost ten minutes!"

"Did you know that both of the windows in my bedroom are jammed so tight 
I can't open them?" whined Nathaniel as he joined his mother at the head of the 
staircase.

"What is going on!" demanded Jarrod, "first the front door and then your 
windows and where the hell is Thomas?"

"Jarrod!" sounded Annabel's scream from the kitchen, "This door is stuck 
too, and I'm going to be late for the opera."

Mrs. Lanier began to laugh, faintly at first, but as Jarrod ran from win
dow to window trying to smash the glass that they could no longer see through, 
her laugh became wildly hysterical. "There's no way out!" she shrieked, 
"There's no way out!"

In the yard beyond the house the snow had covered Autumn's nakedness, and 
Winter had begun.

Dan Burr
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YOU AND I

Two raindrops distant
Fell from the lonely void 
Of heaven's dark abyss.
What chance these two shall ever meet?

Whatever the chance the two did meet, 
Forming a turgid

quivering
globule

So completely one.

Though there were two
Never shall there again be two,
Without one a part of the other.

Two raindrops distant
Fell from the lonely void 
Of heaven's dark abyss.
Two raindrops, into heavenly bliss!

Jurgen Shawver

DREAMS

I dream
Of children not yet born;
Of days in waiting

for the full
incomprehensible 
expectancy to be realized

Of moments listening to the beat of life 
Safely in the womb.

Jurgen Shawver

PROCREATION

In the sunny# (rainy) vineyard valleys 
The grafted vines bask in the sun, 
Twist and turn in their terraced world, 
Stretching their arms, seeming to run. 
Springing as one from the best of two 
And bring forth the best of me and you.

Jurgen Shawver
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Artist: Marie MacDonnell Roberts 
Walnut Creek, California

Title: "Beginning of the Cycle" 
Medium: Transparent watercolor 
Size: 26" x 40"
Exhibited: Watercolor USA, 1967 

Entered in no other 
competitive exhibit.

Present owner:
Mr. & Mrs. R. L. Foster
Menlo Park, California
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THE LETTER

Melvin didn't take a transfer ticket frSmthe Colfax bus because he’planned 
to get off at Downing and walk home. The November air touched cold all day. 
Melvin knew it was cold, and growing colder with evening, by the damp draft that 
rushed through the crowded 5:00 o'clock bus every time it jerked to the curb and 
threw open both doors. It didn't matter how late he got home, since there was 
no one waiting there, no soft warm hug at the door, no hot dinner in the kitchen, 
no one to sleep with.

Slowly Melvin slid his hand into his topcoat pocket. There was the letter. 
For a second he had thought of something else. For only a second he had for
gotten that letter, that strange damn letter.

The bus pulled up to the Downing Street stop and Melvin stepped down to the 
curb, letter-consciously, almost landing on the Evening Trib boy.

"Watch where you're goin', old man!"
November sidewalks are rough. Melvin could hear the soles of his shoes 

scratch the rigid surface of the grey concrete as he shuffled down the street.
He paced his steps, stretching each one a little to avoid stepping on any lines. 
Every time the width of the squares varied he had to pace his steps differently. 
Concentrate on the steps to forget about the letter, forget the letter, forget 
about the letter.

Step, step, shorter step, oops, skip, longer step, step.
Step on a crack and break your mother's back.
Step on a crack and break your mother's back.
Step on a crack and bpeak your father's back.
Break your mother's back, break your father's back.
Step on a crack and break your mother's heart.
Shoot your father, murder your father, ruin your family.
Oops, longer step, skip, shorter step, step.
The chant echoed back again. Melvin stepped down and walked in the gutter 

instead, kicking up some soggy oak leaves, once a brilliant red, now a moldy 
brown, now old and ugly, now ready to rot and be washed down the sewer.

The leaves were once a brilliant red . . . like the leaves on the patio 
when Father died. Out on the patio on a warm September evening. Red lawn 
chairs and brilliant red leaves, lemonade, the New Yorker, the whole family-- 
and Father died right out on the patio, just lying on the lounge chair, and for 
no apparent reason. How strange. And nobody was alarmed at Father's death. 
Mother just quit talking and continued knitting in silence. Jerry just con
tinued reading his magazine, and Melvin lay down in the warm red leaves and 
drank his lemonade, and let the warm sun drip down on him through the thinning 
oak branches. Every time another leaf would fall a little spot of deep blue up 
above would replace that spot of red. That's how Father died, he was sure.

Melvin shuffled up the Downing Street gutter past Washington Park . . . the 
park where all the flowers used to grow and the little children played with their 
dog. What;a good time! Red, pink, yellow, orange, blue, white flowers, and the 
grass so soft and smelled so good. Melvin used to put his nose down in the 
grass and pretend he was an ant. Then Jerry would always take him home. Jerry 
was so kind; he loved Melvin then. And they got home just in time for frosted 
ginger cookies and cold milk and Mother's kiss and her gentle smile. And the 
boys sat on the brown camel hair sofa and listened to the story hour on the
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radio. Jerry's legs were long enough to hang over the edge, but Melvin's feet 
stuck straight out. He sat by Mother. That's how they waited for Father before 
supper. That was when Mother and Father were still here--that was before . . . 
That was when Jerry was his friend. And Aunt Mary came to visit every Sunday 
evening. That was long before . . .

Melvin paced the length of the park. The city air grew colder as the sky 
darkened. He walked more slowly. Bare branches made wreaths around the street 
lights . . .like funeral wreaths. Death was so calm, but the funeral was tense. 
Aunt Mary cried. She screamed and wailed and ripped her hanky. And Mother was 
so silent, never moved an eye, never an expression on her pale face. Jerry was 
a sophomore at State and Melvin was in twelfth grade. From the time she heard, 
Mother never said a word . . . from the time . . . until she--until. Mary cried 
and moaned all the time. All the neighbors and relatives hugged Melvin and 
kissed him and looked funny at him. Mother never cried or even said one word 
from the time she heard, until, until two weeks later when she died.

Melvin walked all the way in the gutter, afraid of the incantation built 
into the sidewalk. A same chant started to ring from the apartment buildings 
that lined Downing Street. Stately and sedate stone buildings, not acting their 
age at all, but singing a child's song: "Step on a crack and break your mother's 
back, break your mother's back," It rang in his ears and thundered louder and 
louder, "Stop it," he cried, "Stop it. I hate it."

"Shut up, you bastard," Jerry shouted back. Melvin always had to do what 
Jerry said. "You have no right to shout! In fact, you have no right to exist 
on this goddam earth." Melvin sat down because he knew love turn to bitter 
hate. "You are nothing but slime. If you don't shut up that goddam lie about 
Father dying on the patio I'm going to have you sent to the booby hatch. You 
know perfectly well what really happened. You shot Father with that goddam 
shotgun--right in the head. He said himself that you didn't have enough sense 
to be hunting and that's why he went with you. Poor bastard! Got his head 
shot off by his own half-wit son." Jerry's face turned red and he shouted 
louder than ever. "You murdered our father . , . and Mother, too. You know 
perfectly well what happened. When she heard about it she went into shock and 
never came out--in two weeks she was dead. I don't know why you go around with 
those stories when everyone in the state knows what happened to father--he was 
a city commissioner at the time, you know--reports on every front page."

It wasn't a lie to Melvin. He really believed everything he said, 
didn't stop telling a thing, and Jerry did just what he had threatened, 
him I'd never forgive him and I never have, and I never . . . and now . 
now . . . Oh, God!"

He
"I told 

. . and

He cried out the words, "Oh, God, what now?" and the cry hung in the cold 
night air. Melvin sat down on one of the street benches and bent forward. Then 
he pulled the letter from his pocket and felt the smooth paper in his hand. He 
studied the address, the return address, the stamp. He felt a terrible feeling 
come over him . . . like the time he kicked Mother in the shin and she bled . . . 
like the time the teacher made him stand in front of the class and apologize for 
biting one of the boys on the arm.

Melvin opened the letter and reread it--now for the thirtieth time:

Dear Mel,
I figured it's been a long time and someone has to break the ice first. 

It has been twenty years now and we can all forget what happened twenty 
years ago. I hope you feel the same. I will be up to Denver this Saturday 
to see you. This trip is strictly . . .
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up to Denver . . .
trip is strictly . . .

Melvin couldn't go on. He couldn't see the blurry words. "So we can forget 
what happened twenty years ago, can we? We can all forget. Thanks for your 
permission to forget! Forget what you can, Jerry Baby, but you keep your high- 
class nose out on my mind or I'll blow your brains out.'"

Joe Miller

HORSE OF STICKS

Ride on, proud and beautiful warrior, 
Into the last sunset 
On your horse of sticks 
And broken dreams.
Feel the wind defying you,
As you once defied,
Like a young calf being roped.
The moon is searching through 
The trees for your soul,
Bit it's a moon and not the sun.

Mary Jo Thiel

In the name of 
the Old Man

And of the Boy
And of their Bird.

That's the way it is.

But I wish I knew
And pray I might

the Old Man's Wife, 
the little Boy's Mother,

Who tenderly cares for their Bird.
That's the way it could be.

Fr. James Ay1ward
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MAN UNSEEING

the rose blooms,
the butterfly soars.

Beauty.

the river flows,
the sun rises,

Beauty.

the forest is green,
the air is fresh with, life,

Beauty.

Man is born.

the rose is plucked from life, 
the butterfly stabbed with pins, 

Beauty?

the river is blocked,
the sun is shut out,

Beauty?

the forest is cut,
the air is polluted,

Beauty?

All is done at Man's discretion.

William E. Bgarko

Honorable mention:
Prospector college poetry contest

-40-



■
■
■ -41-



A WONDERER, A WANDERER, OR WHAT?

WHEN I WAS IN THE ARMY . . .

I. Carmel Park

Eyes on the pretty young people worshipping the sun-soaked world, 
Talking leisurely pleasure in the sand and burr-beautiful grass.
You condescend to patronize them and say they have no goals,
Because a land of flaming lotus houses with jasmine floors 
And Pan piping a wind in the crystal-gold tree top temples 
And lavender music rippling in smoke dazzled fountains 
Cannot exist in this spider-webbed dungeon chaos.

Any one of them could smile and tell you that their brother sun, 
Shining on that magic world, will never with all its beauty 
Pierce the negative smog of your legislative madness.
So don't even bother to attempt your tiresome interpretations 
Of the truths buried deep under the bland tolerant tan;
You'd be wrong anyway. Just move on, because it's their world that's

growing.
Their shining thing.

You are already plummeting on the descent toward the tantalized 
longing

For worlds full of sunshine and lavender music flowing from 
smokey fountains.

■
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II. Monday Morning Reflection

Double-timing through five dusty, olive-drab doorways,
It flares, a sunburst scented with ocean, sky, open roads. 
Green grass gilded with dandelions, lilac smiles.

Through the five dusty olive-drab obscenities
A long-haired spirit plunges, frantically seeking 
Sunshine Saturday parks and Not-quite Sunday mornings.

Sisyphus in sandals strains on a mossy stone,
And in a column of Two's
Tantalus struggles to break cadence.

B
B
B
B
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Ill. From a Titan

As you promised, come to me and stay,
Child of tender times and low rolling places
Filled with wheat and sage and wrinkled woodlands.
Nursed softly, safely within your pretty crystal shell,
Gaze at the world free from refraction's distraction.

Fly with me in my winter windy rainwashed sky, blue
And black as midnight's cloak.

Laugh with me among the roaring waters of my River's flood,
Silver and diamonds all golden with Earth's precious blood.

Chant the song of my Horns of stone among the twistings 
Of my mountain sword of ice and fiery steel.

Drift with me in the cradle of my velvet thundering Oceans,
And bathe in the music of surf and hurricanes, tides.

Child from the rolling, soft and flowing Earth,
Mother of the hidden mountains, thirsty deserts, fertile valleys, 
Swallow the heights of my flaming iron pinnacles of power,
Cushion my harbour, source and solace of my power, with the 
Sweet silent softness of your fertile Earth.

IV. Penultimate Psychedelia

Moon-silvered snowflakes, separate snowflakes, stars, 
Danced silently up symbol stairs of a darkened cathedral. 
From a snowbank's silent softness
A single green tongue of grass stretched forth
In the first tender tasting of belated spring.

Footfalls echo crisply on the frost-paved
Concrete sidewalks, tapping a late winter rhythm
To the silent symphony of the fog and our mingled breath.

A smile, an inaudible whisper,
Meaning without sound,
A clasp of hands,
Then through the darkened arch
Into light.

Two fingers twice in the Water,
The sign, then candles and a golden crucifix
"In the Name of the Father. . .
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V. Fever

Cast up your fate to the sun, perfect fountain of golden wine 
And soft simple glories of whispered silences.
Draw your burning feet through scarlet sandy grass 
And the dry leaves of your abandoned burdens.
Float on the ebbing tide of your melancholy river's wandering 
And wash your soul in the new silver rapids.
Burrow needle deep in green-fern softness of my Ancient Forest 
And sleep wrapped deeply in crystal dreams.
Ride rustling in the secret silver husks of rushes and rainbows 
And glide smoothly to the base of my underground tower,
Then fly among floating stars to the ends of our universes 
And walk with me in Elysium.

As it was in the beginning,
Is now, and ever shall be.

John Lockowich

EMANCIPATION— 20th CENTURY STYLE

Oj for Biblical women adultery could lead 
To stoning3 a fate that is cruel indeed.
Today getting stoned has but taken its place3 
And leads to adultery and other disgrace.
Now "on the rocks" is more highly re fined}
And the status of women's more clearly defined.

WHAT PRICE PROGRESS

Will the new foreign aid program put to a flight 
The underdeveloped fertility rite?

by Fr. Emmett O’Neill
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WHAT AM I DOING HERE?

Jean Little slumped against the wall, her thin arms wrapped around her 
knees. Bob slid down beside her and they gazed at the other teenagers writhing 
to fast, loud music in the dimly-lit room.

"What's the matter, Jean?"
"Mrs. Roberts died today. She was kind of nice, quiet, you know."
"That stupid hospital. You ought to quit. All they do is foist the dirty 

jobs off on you."
"I qan't quit," Jean whined. "Pop said I have to pay for the last ticket 

and I can't quit until I do."
"How much longer?"
"A month. He takes half of every check--for college, he says. So it takes 

longer, really. I wish he'd leave me alone." She blinked rapidly and turned 
away.

Bob stood up and padded away. Jean watched him weave through the dancers, 
gathering people as he went.

"Jean, come here," Bob shouted. She stood, stretched wearily, and saun
tered along the wall to him.

Freckles,a short skinny boy with a sallow face, shrilled, "Bob thinks maybe 
we ought to stir up some action."

Jean stared at him silently for a moment and glinced at Bob.
"Nothing much. Ride around some, maybe toss a few rocks at the old bag and 

her ferocious dog."
The group laughed. "Sure, she's always good for a laugh. Why not?"
Jean frowned and half shook her head.
"That hospital's really getting to you," Bob chided. "What'll be the harm?" 

He fiesitated. "'Fraid she'll call the cops?"
"Of course not," Jean snapped. "She'll just whimper. Dumb old bitch."
They didn't say much in the car, cruising up the brightly-lit main street. 

The car warmed up fast with ten people in it, and Jean relaxed, peering at the 
lights through her long dark lashes. When they turned off onto a dimmer street 
near the old woman's house, tiny round pellets of snow streaked into the head-f
lights. Bob slammed on the brakes when the car was half a block from the house, 
and the car slewed and slipped to a stop. Bob raced the motor until the car 
shook, and then he turned off the key. Jean hugged the quiet for an instant, 
then jerked the door open and swung her long slender legs out, squealing daintily 
as the snow Slid into her low-cut shoes. The-others swarmed out of the car, 
whistling, laughing, and shouting, and £hey clustered before the house.

The house huddled uncomfortably behind a decrepit picket fence and a narrow 
front yard. A street light outlined a sway-backed roof and cocked chimney from 
which no smoke came. Someone dragged a stick across the picket fence. "Cluck, 
clock. Cluck, clock," the stick thudded.

A tall black dog stormed from behind the house, growling and bristling.
The group hurled snowballs and sticks at him until he retreated, barking fran
tically.

Mrs. Crenner jerked open the door and peered suspiciously at the teenagers, 
who lounged on the rickety picket fence. The dog darted through the half-open 
door.

"You leave my dog alone," the woman screamed. "You should have better 
things to do than hurt dumb animals.

Jean, her long almost blond hair shimmering in the rays from the street
light, sneered, "What you going to do? Tell our daddies?" She scooped up a 
double-handful of snow, packed it hard and hurled it at the woman. The snow
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socked against the door frame beside the woman's head, spattering on her grey- 
hair. She shrieked and slammed the door.

"You sure showed her, Jean. Did you hear her yell?" the group crowed.
The tall girl chuckled, "Let's go. She won't come out again."

When Mrs. Crenner awoke she could breathe easily. Clear, slightly wrinkled 
plastic distorted the green walls that glowed with sunlight. A face bent over 
her. Mrs. Crenner reveled in the soft air and warm bed until the ripping sound 
of a zipper made her jerk. The plastic was folded back, and the regular air 
clogged her nostrils.

"How are you feeling?" a polite, neutral voice inquired.
The choking faded, and Mrs. Crenner whispered, "Tired."
"Well, you can rest all you want here. Miss Little will look after you for 

the time being."
Mrs. Crenner gazed at the quiet face of a tall thin girl with almost white, 

blond hair piled on her head.
"Just call if anything goes wrong," the voice said. Jean nodded and sat 

down in the white enameled chair by the bed, Mrs. Crenner fell asleep watching 
her.

When Mrs. Crenner woke up the girl sat as if she had not moved. Light 
streamed in the open door and laid a coffin of light on the floor. Mrs. Crenner 
shivered.

"Are you all right?" the girl asked softly.
"Yes," Mrs. Crenner lied, "I feel fine. I wish I knew about my dog, though. 

He is probably hungry. He's such a fine thing, eats me out of house and home."
"I'm going off duty in a few minutes. I could stop by and feed him."
"Thank you so much. You're sure this won't put you to any trouble?"
"It's right on my way. It won't bother at all."
"If you're sure. There's food in the kitchen cupboards and the key is on 

the kitchen windowsill,"
The nurse strode in. "I'll take over now, Miss Little."
"Thanks." Jean turned to Mrs. Crenner. "I'll look after your dog. Don't 

worry."
The tall girl walked out of the room and down the quiet hall. In the tiny 

room where the nurses' aids leave their coats, she jerked bobby pins from her 
heaped hair, and the long pale strands fell to her shoulders. She shrugged into 
a heavy pile car-coat, pushed open the wooden door, and scanned the dark parking 
lot for Bob's car. When she saw it, she scuttled across the slippery pavement 
and slid onto the seat with a sigh.

"Rough day?" Bob inquired.
"Yes." She studied the dark windows of the hospital and half laughed. "I 

had to watch that old bag we told off my whole shift. I thought sure she'd know, 
but the old fool told me where the key to her house is. Asked me to feed the 
dog! We ought to go over there and fix her a homecoming surprise." Jean glanced 
at the hospital again, "My God, I don't know what I'm doing there. Fools."
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HELENA AFTER MIDNIGHT

Emptiness.

The deserted bar;
Closing time draws near.
Lonely stragglers
In a stringy, smoke-filled room,
Two empty seats at a corner table,
A butt-filled, smoldering ash tray,
Two drop-drained glasses,

touching,
Empty.

Side-stained foam,
Empty.

The deserted lane;
Closing time is past.
No stragglers drive lonely by.
In a smoke, what?-infested car
Two people sit at the corner of a world,
An unfilled, smoldering fire each.
Two drop-drained people,

touching,

Empty.
Staring, seeing-nothing eyes, 

Empty.

Jurgen Shawver

LITTLE CHILDREN

The hours after school, of treats 
And games and laughter in the streets.
'Til broken by the beek'ning call 
Of familiar voices known to all.

A fast-downed supper and out to play 
Before dusk steals the day away.
Quite weary feet are led to bed;
Folded soft-clean hands, "Thank, you bet'."

Jurgen Shawver
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ALL THE WICKED LITTLE CHILDREN

(A Catholic Nursery Rhyme * )

Sister Joseph joined the convent 
Twenty-seven years ago.
She dismissed all worldly pleasure 
So that she could save her soul.

Twenty-seven years of rosaries, 
Holy cards and common Mass,
Linen cuffs and linen collars, 
Litanies and teaching class.

All the wicked little children 
Who never think about their souls 
Come to Sister for instruction 
How to reach their final goals.

Sister Joseph’s soul is spotless-- 
She knows she won’t go to hell,
But all the wicked little children 
Must listen close to what she tells

Because they sin so very often, 
Sometimes when they don’t even know. 
Why can’t they be like Sister Joseph 
With such a perfect child-like soul?

Lynn Eastman

* To be sung to the tune of either
"Clementine" or "Tantum Evgo"o
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