





Editos Forsword

About four years ago the Pegasus Literary Magazine was in
its infaney, Fortuately it was a2 healthy baby blessed over the
years by such fine writers as Thom D' Orazo, George Buddy
and Matt Sadusky.

The baby has grown each year to something bigger and bet-
ter. Its popularify on campus has grown with vigor, publica-
tion after publication.

In 1971 the child endureda publicationtransfusion by its editor
Dana Imperato. He in that year tried and successfully printed a
parody of soris. Imgperato, in a form of comic relief duplicated
the format of Playboy Magazine. The twenty - four page center
section, titled Playbum (A Pegasus Parody), complemented the
literary pages of the magazine, It was the most successful is-
sue to date.

Pegasus 1973 has finally reached its maturity, With the
help of the contributing writers, the guideance of Mr. Dave
Patterson and Mr. De Prospero and help inlayout from Joe
Moore the current issue is far better than any previous year.

The innovation of different colored pages will hopefully add
mood and livliness. The art section, printed in purple ink on
orange stock can be appreciated for its own sake.

This years' issue has more than just eye appeal, it offers
some extremely good reading, It has seven enjoyable short
stories and the poetry has as many different themes as there are
poems.

The photos contributed by Joe Moore offer illustration beyond
compare.

I would like to thank our associate editors for the essential
part they played in making this magazine a reality. I also hope
the reader will enjoy and appreciate the work put into the mag-
azine,

Gene E. Higgins

studia in Bryn Mawr. Bob is an extra-
ordinary artist-iliustrator and is presently
working on an illustrated book of eco-
logy satire, His address is 244 |Lee . . .
Circle, Bryn Mawr, Pa. EdltOI‘—lIl—Chlef

;f? ot
The cover was created by Robert . 7 - -
Marquiss, from the House of Marquiss /;,«.Ai._ C—E\J
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Resurrection

To sleep deeper than sleep and lie in stillness,
Not to stir again untill the hour strikes,

When all awake to rattle decayed and gruesome
Bodies to life in macabre tombs.

Death's grip upon the soul is loosened and

Life flickers as a weak candle flame in

Gusts of air from an open window.

The stench of hideous corpses rises from the
Ground like smoke from a fire.

Slowly, rotted flesh is restored and clings

To the bones of tattered bodies, which after
Countless millennia again appear human in form.

Like migrating animals they knew in

Mortal life, the bodies emerge from all of the
Lands and seas and journey toward the celestial
East, to the Gates of the Kingdom.

There are those who expected this second
Awakening and those thought their eyes

Were never again to be opened.

The total sum and strength of all humanity
Shivers in fear as God is realized

And Judgment is awaited.

The Book of Life is brought fourth and in
Unison voices, mankind accounts for his deeds.
The tears of the evil are like flooding rivers
And raging whirlpools in which they
Drown--unable to die.

The tears of those devoted to kindness are

Few and fall sweetly without fear.

When man's story comes to an end,

An Angel reads from the Book of Life

The names inscribed; and the sentence is
Announced to the anxious masses of humanity.,
ANl of those judged good are called to the
Golden Gateway, and for them joy is boundless.
The key is inserted by the Angel, and the gates
Open to the select few who are embraced

And taken to the Marriage Alter of the Lamb.




All of those judged evil are drawn deeper

mto the whirlpools founded of tears which

Are now pools of fire, and each according to his
Degree of Inquity is assigned an accompanying
Punishment; Those that spat upon the Son

Are now spat upon with fire, an everlasting
Torment, the inescapable pain of the wrath of God.
All evil is damned to earth's bowels where death

Would be heaven, for death knows not the consciousness
Of torment, nor sensation of cold, decayed flesh.

Just the mindless existence in non-existence equaled
Only by the infinity before conception in the womb.

It would be far better that these souls unforunate

Were in the grave's grip than to have heels licked

In flame's agony everlasting.
Tom Mullian

Hiking Through A Distant Wood

I had taken rest under a large tree's shade
When its suprised inhabitant addressed me this way:

Ho, There! Strange thing what and whom!
Are you from new or old?
Going where and from what?

Prey, foe or neither be, appear to me

A misplaced object from the sea for

With these wings upon my back I have known
All things here old and new
Grizzly bear and tiny shrew.

You must come from water's edge.

Though I do not know and cannot care

To bid you only to stay or pass
But tell your story if you dare.

Straining my neck at the ancient oak: I said:
Its true 1 come from under the waves
But also fly like you above,
Have lived on mountains and under ground
and everywhere that's in between.
Descent from old, descend to new,
Friend, fiend and neither be to you
I make my nest from anything I need
I take anything I want I make
Anything I eat T bake everywhere I go I rake.
A screech arose from deep his gut

As he flew off to sound alarm.
Marty Corcoran




FAWN

Golden rays sift through the drowsy
haze of dawn, kissing the distant
hyacinth mountains.

Through towering trees, the trickling
light illumes emerald leaves
greeting an asure sky.

Lichens bathed in drops of hueless
langor as the breath of the breezes
gently rocks Nature's cradle.

Along the forest bed, with gentle,
inquisitive step comes a new
child of the woods

Auburn fur spotted white, umsure legs,
and twitching ears.

The sun sends a silent shower of
light dancing on the water and
gleaming in the tourmaline
eyes of a fawn,

Joan Logue

On Uice Daye

On nice days the light makes shadows in the forest at dawn,
Mostly orange with frosty dew that clings to the leaves and
The trees and the grass, making the earth soft with soggy
Ferns that look like the irees that silhouitte against the hazy
Blue sky, diffusing the sunlight and fog through the trees.

Tom Mullian




Night Song

All the world is listening tonight
Every tree is bending low
Even the buttercups have kept their glow
Rivers are rushing to meet
Even the grasshopper's headed for the treat
Bumble bees are singing tonight
While the stars smile an everglowing light
The grass is standing tall to enhance it all
Even the mushrooms are awake tonight
The owl not shy his eyes open wide
All is one tonight - nature sings in unison

Two hearts found a haven

'neath a willow tree, blending

into a velvet night, with the

softness of the moon to guide

them - Sharing their feelings

making the ground 'neath them

warm, Hear their song, mellow

as a nightingale - moving closer

and closer till one voice one

heart sings to the night.

Sandy Schiavoni

Where do we go in sleep?

Do we wander deep

In wishes grown during the bright hours of day
Like mushrooms under glass

Waiting for the feast of sleep to come

That we might pass. ..

Over the horisons without a ticket

A giant ship takes us over the land

And those who wish to fly

Are given seagulls' wings to try...

But ship and train and bird are told

All to return at the erack of dawn.

Only the children are left to play
among the daisies

And dogs in heaven

to live among the stars...
Sue Walter







1stopher

Chr

O TALK NOW ABOUT CHRISTO-

PHER is a very strange thing, and to

think back now and recall the things we
did and said, and the things that happened, is
like the study of a short era.

We were best friends for a vear. The
first time I ever saw him was at a party and T
was a bit afraid of him at first because he
acted so fough. He had a hat on and he was
strutting around like one of the “dead end
kids,” Leo Goreey even. When he came over
to me and started talking, I could tell that he
wasn’t really like that.

He told me that his name was Christo-
pher Timothy Me Guire, and that he was
twenty years old. I thought it was strange
the way he told me his whole name like that,
usually people just tell you their first names
for some reason.

After we talked for a while I told him,
“You really look exactly like a skinny War-
ren Beatty.” He laughed and said, “Every-
one tells me that.”

- Time passed so quickly. We were
drinking gin and tonies and the conversation
seemed to flow endlessly. We were talking
about our lives and he told me that he quit
school when-he was sixteen. He went on like
this, “I went to Catholic school and it seemed
as though every nun I had hated me. They
told me that T was a young juvenile delin-
guent, and that P’d end up in the electric
chair someday. They sent me to the lavatory
every day, without fail, to tuck ih my shirt-
tail and comb my hair.” Christopher had this
naturally curly hair that always did lock un-
combed. “Sometimes I’d refuss, but those
nuns had their ways of persuading people.”
When Christopher would tell me those things
I would laugh so hard because of the way he
acted out and recreated each scene. He could
imitate a nun’s voice, facial expression, and
the sounds of faces being slapped so well that
I could really remember all of those crazy
typical things happening, having gone to a
Catholic gchool myself. ;

AFTER HE LEFT SCHQOQOL, he told
me, he entered into his “gangster period.” He
went on like this, “I'd sleep till around noon
and then go to the corner to see how many
Bennies I could buy with my last five dollars.
Every day seemed the same. None of my
friends had jobs, so we made money seiling
ounces of four parts oregano and one part
marijuana to former boyscouts that trans-
ferred their interests to corner hanging and
getting high. That was a few years ago
though. Some of the guys are still on the
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same corner, doing the same things, but some
of them are dead now. Two of the guys were
stabbed in a gang fight, one died from an ov-
erdose, and one of my closer friends commit-

ted suicide.” It was s0 hard for me to under- .

stand the idea of a “gang” and how a guy
could enter into a stage like that and consist-
ently remain that way. The close union that
these guys held for each other and the con-
cept of “The Corner” escaped me. I asked
him about this once, and I asked him why he
stopped going to the corner and he quoted a
line from a seng whose title I forget now. e
said, “All that stayed was dying and all that
lived was getting out.” Christopher could
quote a song line to answer any question, he
had an incredible memory.

We became very good friends and we
gaw each other every Saturday, as I had
school the rest of the week. We had such
good times together. I had this plan to cul-
ture him and to take him to some really cool
places, but he always ended up informing me
with his vast knowledge of life and his incre-
dible head for music. He could tell me about
any albumn and could give me the names and
histories of each performer, and the ingtru-
ments they played for each song.

For his birthday, I gave him a water-
color painting that I did and he to'd me, “I’ve
never had anyone treat me so mnicely before
without any ulterior motives.” That was one
thing about Christopher, he really grew up
mistrusting people because of his many bad
experiences.

I really loved those days together, We
both felt so free of responsibility and often
sat for hours discussing his incredible reli-
gious philosophies, and the obvious depres-
sion of the “Working Class Hero’s.” We both

saw the lives of so many people our age fol- -

lowing the same depressing pattern as our
middle class parents. They were getting mar-
ried right out of high school. The guys would
get jobs, like their fathers’, in Westinghouse
or G.E., where they would work till retire-
ment 8o they could rest on their meager pen-
sions, while the girls made up hope chests
like their mother’s where they would place
not only their linens, but their dreams. All
too soon the girls would have children, house-
wifery would become a drudge, and the
guys would scon resent the burdens or re-
sponsibilities placed on their young shoul-
ders. Neither of us had ever been employed
and saw nothing in our lives but continued
Saturdays of enjoying life. We both dreamed
of becoming independently wealthy and we
fantasized owning a huge house in the woods
with beautiful gardens. We would throw par-
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tieg like the Fitzgeralds’ and invite Joni
Mitchell, James Taylor and Carley, Bob
Dylan, John and Yoko, Robert Plant for
Jimmi Page, and the “gangster for love,”
Stevie Miller—just famous rich people like
us. We imagined sitting in the gardens while
each of us performed, and getting high by
smoking marijuana which would be filtered
through the branches of our Libocedrus de-
currens, commonly known as the Incense
Cedar tree.

- CHRISTOPHER MADE ME LAUGH
s0 often. Aside from his Leo Gorey act, he
constantly amused me with his imitations of
John Lennon and Robert Plant of Led Zep-
plin. He could quote anything Lennon said in
his Beatle days, and had his voice, along with
the voice of Robert Plant, imitated to perfec-
tion.

Once when we went to the art museum
we were standing with a group of tourists
when Christopher put on his Lennon act and
quoted a line he gaid in ’683.

“When I was about twelve, I used to
think [ must be a genius, but nobody’s no-
ticed. If there is such a thing as a genius 1
am one; if there isn’t, I don’t care.”

Everyone looked at us like we were
crazy, so we just walked away, dicussing in
Engligh accents the possibilities of extranom-
ical forces tending on a positive reaction, and
the results obtained when these forces are
combined.

Christopher told me once that when
he took LSD he changed his gangster image
of drinking and carousing and began his
John Lennon career. He became so involved
with the Lennon philosophy, that no matter
what anyone, said, “A Working Class Hero”
he never would be. This didn’t mean he would
never get a job, this only meant he would
never follow the pattern that I talked about
earlier. Even when people called him a lazy
slob and -a bum, he’d ging, in Lennon’s voice,
the words to that song.

People used to say some pretty cruel
things about Christopher. When he was sev-
enteen he joined the Navy out of what he
called “a crazy insane impulse to belong.” His
naval career lasted only two months and he
was discharged for what they called “unsuit-
ability to the military life.” Anyway, word
got around about this and people started say-
ing that he was a homosexual. He told me
that his harrassment lasted for around two
yvears and he reached a point where he didn’t -
feel like fighting it any longer. He put on acts
like Robert Plant, of Led Zepplin, and he
could sing all of those songs exactly like him.




He never turned into a homosexual or any-
thing, he just enjoyed acting like one.

We had such a great friendship based
on a mutual trust that I think I shall never
find anyone like him again. When { spoke be-
fore about his religious philosophies I didn’t
really go into depth, but they really were in-
credible. Christopher believed that Christ
really existed as a man and that he was the
only perfect human being. He believed in all
of the saints, being partial to St. Jude and St.
Anthony. He went to church every Sunday
and I found this really strange, mainly be-
cause of the way the nuns treated him in
school. They were often sadistie, and when T
would condemn them for this and call them
hypoerites to Christianity, he would exclaim,
“Just don’t lower yourself to their standards
man, that’s not where Christianity is at.”

ON OUR LAST SATURDAY fto-
gether, Christopher wag hit by a car. He was
fooling around doing his Leo Gorey act in the
street, not looking where he was going, while
" T was on the other side of the street looking
in a window at a mechanical duck running all
around. By the time I turned around it was
too late. On impact, his body was thrown into
the air and when he hit the ground I thought
for gure he was dead. I didn’t scream or any-
thing, I guess I wasg in shock or something,
but anyway, he started screaming and crying
hysterically, “Oh Jesus Christ don’t let me
die, oh God don’t let me die.” An ambulance
came and he was rushed to the hospital
where they took X-rays and then released
. him, saying that he was ok but that he’d suf-

-~ fer from a few bruises. I coudln’t believe it!11
was still in a kind of a daze after the whole
experience, but he didn’t even break any
bones. I got 1o thinking that maybe all of his
religion worked, and that he was indestructi-
ble.

He had to stay in bed for a while, so I
traveled into the city on the train to see him
every night. Ithought he appeared fine physi-

cally, but mentally he’d changed. He told me
that he thought he saw death when the cat
hit him. He had told me onece before that
when he took LSD it was to get insight into
death. I laughed because I thought he was
just getting into his “morbid” thing again.
Then he told me that he felt his whole body
slowly soaring into the air, high above traffic
—I thought that it happened so fast—and
that he saw his whole life flash before him,
He told me that he started praying in those
short aspirations the nuns tell you keep the
devil out of an idle mind, and that now he
couldn’t believe how much thought the mind
could produce in such a short time. He gave
me his miraculous medal to wear and told me
it would protect me. I laughed and he said,
“It’s just something to believe in, you
wouldn't believe the power the mind psycol-
ogically possesses.” I always wear it now.

Christopher died on a Friday morn-
ing for seemingly no reason at all.

I didn’t go to his viewing or funeral
because I think they’re barbaric, and hecause
I knew that a bunch of crazy-ass Catholies
would be running around saying the rosary
and no one would understand anything.

I cried and got really depressed for a
long time because I felt so alone without his
friendship, but I understand now. e never
would have been happy alive; he was young,
but ag he got older things would begin to get
tough, He was too perfect, and hig beliefs and
philogophies would never have stocod up
against a slap in the face from the cold cruel
world—death was the only way out, and per-
haps he realized this. I have stayed, but I am
pliable. I can conform and shape my values
until they’re acceptable; he never could.

Christopher told me once, “To be
where I am at, one must totally humiliate
oneself.”

I believe this to be true.

by Joan Logue




The raindrops that travel

down the pain of the window
that pushes out over the yard
travel down slowly

till they gather at the bottom
where they sometimes combine
but sometimes fall individually
into the gradually enlarging puddle below
where they hit, then splash,
causing the ripples to spread

out from the center.

Its just like that in the life of a man
that begins like a drop

of rain in a puddle:

and the changes he sees

just like expansion

cause the ripples

to spread out from the center

like the raindrop thet fell individually..

&,

Joan Logue

Sand Castles. %

Green, moss-covered rocks,

salted down with the ocean's delight,
faded footsteps flavored with broken
clams and sand,

a rowboat, a log, an empty

paper cup,

a half of a sand castle,

a sea gull sifting through ruins

of another day's activities

to recover a morsel of nourishment,
a man, perched upon the ties of the walkways, _
envisioning himself drifting away with the returning S iy
tide, is crying.

Ty Ll

Mark Kray
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. Grey Dreams

We dream of life and what could be,
We build our world of dreams as lofty as the clouds

Grey is the color of a courageous man's dream
The imagination appears as the wind

Spurring the fire that burns in one's mind

Man yearns to live his grey dreams

Some dream in black and white only
y . And grey remains as lonely
<. As a child abandoned by his mother

. ‘.'Grey dreams need love and encouragement
‘Otherwise they tend to wither and die

- Jackie Briscoe

aStone cold cast iron breath
an expression of selflessness oozes
from loose fitting energies
Hard and final escape from joy
any self-respecting snail would die of malnutrition.
The silence of a time gone by is all about your ears.
broken bones of broken beings
beckon from the bier.
The electrically automated oblivion suffices-——
faster than the speed of mind.
: O Mistrust of Man jigsawing reality
i Where is your heart?
: Is it wandering through once true thuths
ignorant that evolution has phased itself out?
. Pity the dead who cannot die.
:  Pity the bleeding who can't.
' The tears of a lifetime will flow to no avail,
As only the weepers will know of their weeping.
: , God and the devil shall sigh as one
Nt in the folly of their contrivance.
, ) Thom Hartman

1
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ITH THE DRYING FIELDS of corn

to my back and my twin sister Pat at

‘my side, I can hardly contain my ex-
citement. Full of mixed emotions, I take time
once again to look at this immense and davas-
tating structure before e, this human ware-
house called Wheeler State Hospital. I think
redundant thoughts, theén my mind shifts
back to the present—back to Sadie.

Footsteps and the sound of jingling
keys in the distance tell me the night super-
visor is coming fo our asdistance. She iets us
in, and, like every other week, I am momen-
tarily overcome by the stench. On the wall to
my leff ig the plaque; I can’t help staring at it
in disbelief. My teeth grind as I read those
words which are permanently embossed in
my memory : “Building B is Appropriated the
Superintendent’s Award for High Treatment
Standards for the Yeap 1971.” When was
19717 It most certainly eould not have been
last year.

We exchange pleagantries with the at-
tendant as she fumblesg for the elevator key.
The number “2” lights up in red. We thank
her three or four timeg and hurry over to the
West side. Pat presses the buzzer impa-
tiently.

“Hello, Mrs. Brown.”

“Hi, girls. You go on up the front.
She’s all ready, waitin’ fgr you there.”

We thank Mrs. Brewn for having her

ready.
' Up ahead from around the corner
comes Sadie. She stands there looking down
the long, dark, barren hall, with its freshly-
mopped green lnoleum floor—it iz always
wet, either from a recent mopping or from
the need to be mopped. Sadie’s face lights up
with recognition before she is halfway down
the hall; her arms are outstretched to receive
us.

Standing there like that, she looks like
a scarecrow who could have walked in from
the corn fields cutside. She is all dressed-up
for us In a regulation hospital gown and a
moth-eaten red sweater, both taken from the
ward’s communal wardrobe. As she shuffles

toward us, we hear the clop-clop of her
sneakers—those white, laceless, boat-sized
sneakers. Keen to her every movement, we
are on our guard to catch her should she spill
out of them again.

After a long, joyful welcome and the
exchange of kisses, Pat and T flank Sadie,
Jeading her emaciated body to the visiting
area. On the way we pass the remains of
many old women in their perpetual sleep. The
beds are set in rows like cemetary plots, the
metal headboards sticking up like tomb-
stones. -

While Pat eases her down on the
bench, I pull up two chairs, taking my place
at Sadie’s right. Then that familiar queer
feeling overtakes me. I am in the presence of
some magnificent and noble person. Sadie is
on a golden throne, dressed in flowing tapes-
try and purple robes, and I feel very humble
before her. Suddenly, her throne transforms
into a black steel bench and her robes into
rags before my eyes. But her majestic man-
ner never leaves her, She is still very much a
queen, and we, her court.

For the first time in a week, I stare in-
tently at Sadie. Short-cropped, snow-white
hair frames a pleasant face, a face I know so
well. I look for new wrinkles and am still
amazed at how well-preserved her face Is,
even with the passage of 90 years’ time. Per-
haps more amazing is the glow of life in her
eyes, eyes that have seen the horrors of insti-
tutional life for nearly 70 years. Somehow
transcending all this, she has an air of dig-
nity about her. She sits there with her chin
up high and her hands folded in her lap, like
an Indian squaw. As I reach for one of these
stiff hands, pale and cold from arthritis, I
wish she could still uge them to speak sign
language, the only language she has ever
known. When she sees me reach for her
hand, she pokes me in the stomach to give
me a start., I am sorry she can’t hear my
laughter: I'd like to tell her of the joy she
brings me. Being deaf and dumb since birth,
she is adept at communicating with her face
and hands. By her expression and her charm,
she tells Pat and me how glad she is to see
us; then, she applauds our reunion with her.

Pat pinches Sadie’s nose; she jumps
up in pretended surprise and responds by
doing an Egyptian dance. Her dead hands
come to life as she sets them in motion, She
rolls them, then points her right hand at me,
her left at Pat, the whole performance being
noticeably symmetrical. She closes her eyes
and bows,

AFTER ABOUT FIFTEEN MIN-
UTES of non-verbal “conversation,” Pat and
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I each take one of her cold hands and rub
them gsystematically between ours. The de-
lighted look on Sadie’s face tells ug how it
tingles, how good it is to feel life in them
once again.

While trying to divide her attenfion
equally between us, she winks at Pat; Pat fin-
ger-spells gomething to her. T listen fo the
sound of the pigeons on the windowsill be-
hind her, behind windows so dirty they par-
tially succeed in preventing the pale gray-
blue of the early night from descending upon
us. Then, I spot some ants marching on the
inside of the windows, on the ledge, and down
the wall about a foot behind Sadie.

Behind me I hear the lady in the sec-
ond bed and see her broken reflection in the
windows, but I don’t turn around. Her wrists
are crossed, her hands pointed at us like
flesh-and-bone guns and she iz making that
funny, spitting noise. Finally, she lays down
quietly as she always does.

IT IS GETTNG LATE; I pour the
juice while Sadie eats the cake and banana
Pat gives her. She rubs her tummy in thanks,
Six inches from my sneaker a mouse sits, in-
viting himself to our little party.

I search for any fallen crumbs, to
avoid nurturing the building’s other undesir-
able inhabitants. As my eves glance upward,
the blackness of the night makes me mindful
of the time. At first, I try to put it out of my
mind ; then, I try to think of a way to tell her
we have to leave. Instead, I nudge Patl. She
nudges me back,

Taking Sadie’s hand in one of my own,

I finger-spell i-t i-s g-e-t-t-i-n-g l-a-i-e and

wave my hand away, telling her we have a

long way to go. Her look changes from happi-
ness to surprise to saduness, and finally, to un-
derstanding,

I help her up while Pat puts the chairs
away. Together, the three of us walk slowly
to the aide station.

As we approach the station, a few
roaches scatter into the bundles of dirty
laundry. The attendant says she’ll be with us
in a minute, and we wateh her tie together
the hands of an old woman. When the naked
woman turns to look at us, I recognize her—
she is the one whose eyes T've seen peering
out of Seclusion Room 2 countless times.

I turn to Sadie now. The expression on
her face seems to be asking me “Why 7" Her
watering eyes make me conseious of my own.
Blinking hard and forcing a smile on my
face, I pinch her cheeks, but she doesn't
smile. T kiss her and tell her we'll be back
next week, and I cross my heart and promize.

The attendant stands by impatiently.
We finally break loogse from Sadie’s grip.
‘Once more, I turn to look at her hunched
body. She is still watching us; she will watch
until we are out of sight.

She holds up her crooked index finger
and tells ug that she iz one, that she ig alore.

Worriedly, I hold up three fingers and
point from Sadie to Pat, from Pat to myself,
and then back to Sadie. I tell her there are -
three of us, that she is not alone.

She still stands there, holding up that
one finger, with a look of both despair and
hope on her face.

God, T wish she could count.

by Janice Olsen

Asg castles crumble and kingdoms succumb

nnnpt IX To heaven's blast or heaven's hell
* And all Rome's roads lead to none

But ruins where no soul can dwell

And all great hopes like pillars tumble

To a heap that was once a home

Of peace in this land of trouble

No emperor's power nor tyrant's throne

Can bend with his noble sovereignty;

I run derelict, but soothed,in terror

Of invading fears and anarchy

To an Eden closed sate from war
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For below the blue skies of your loving eyes
My fabulous palace in your heart lies

Robert Walz
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Jime- X!

Being bored with bathing in the same old way,

I stood on my head in the shower one day.

The change from the sameness at once was grand
So I contemplated Sperry-Rand,

I soon discovered that my strange inversion
Was fast giving way to unwelcome submersion.

The face of my watch jumped up to speak,

"Get out of this water! I'llbe damp for a week!'

"As a matter of fact, I was thinking of docking,

But for an electric watch, your speech is quite shocking.”
"I admit my speech must be quite jolting,

But the result of this moisture is rather re-volting. "
"This is having an adverse effect on your power, I see.™
"As a matter of fact my power's D. C.

But remove now the water or my mainspring won't flex.'
I replied, ""You won't fail, 'cause you're a Timex,
Whaterver the stress, whatever the licking,

You're guaranteed to go on ticking, "

He began wringing his hands, minute with hour,

And cried "Get me out of this horrible shower!

It's true my gurrantee never lies,

But does only what it implies!'

I began then to realize, I really had troubles,

For the rest of our speeches were lost in the bubbles,
I gathered myself in an upright stance,

Dried myself, and put on my pants.

I then placed my watch on the window to dry,

And went back to retrieve it , by and hy.

The gears were rusted, and the hands are sticking,
You can't tell time, but it keeps on ticking.

{There is a purpose behind my rhyme,

Would someone, please, tell me the time ?)

Tom Roark
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Untitled

and I,

not knowing which way,

or of any way to turn,

forgetting the four directions

and what they mean, recall

there is a gir]l scout compass in an old suitcase back home
that's someplace

someplace where a rusty compass is waiting

to tell me how to travel

if only it isn't too rusty

do girl scout compasses go bad, run down, wear out
as i have?

i tremble

seeing it in my pale white hand as it reaches for the pale
green telephone

like a flower,

the operator should know what to do--

ghe says "information,"

i don't like the feel of her

but pull myself together and try nonchalantly

to explain my predicament.

as she tells me that everyone has won and all are

are entitled to prizes.

before i have a chance to ask her what the game is the
receiver is at first

placidly

and then more and more gradually irritatingly singing
in my ear

i think i shall die with the phone in my hand

so putting it in a box

it is rendered harmless

that is something i know

where i am not going

in a box

ilove you

don't ever put me in a box

need air

like the flowers growing wild

cleansed by the rain

blown by the wind

shall i go?
Candice Lloyd
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Southwest

Passage

T WAS LATE AFTERNOON when I

stopped to make camp for the night at s

place on the Arizona side of the Colorado
River. When I pulled in beneath the trees,
the light from a cooking fire down by the riv-
er’s edge was punctuated by a dog’s bark. A
man I judged to be in hig 40's, dressed in
faded work clothes and a blue cap, came to-
ward me and said hello. We shook hands and
as he had camped there first, I asked if I
might join him for the night, His answer was
an invitation to come down to the fire for a
cup of boiled coffee.

Bob was a migrant worker who has
been on the road for over five years. He left
the Navy after nine years service, “so I could
do an honest days work.” When he works (he
hadn’t for two months) he keeps some of the
fruit and vegetables for his own use and as a
barter item to gain other necessities. The in-
terior and trunk of Bob’s car were as bounti-
ful as the horn of plenty with booty from his
last job. His traveling companion was a half-
coilie-half-wolf he called Spike. “Strictly a
one man dog,” Bob repeatedly warned me, so
I would not act careless and get bitten. The
two of them had an agreement for survival:
food in exchange for protection. Spike was
never more than five feet away from Bob
that cntire evening and it was obvious that
the slightest ‘agressive move toward Bob by
anyone would have been met by a mouthful
of fangs.

Together they follow the sun and crop
harvests in a delapidated ’54 Chevy sedan.
Besides food, the car is stocked with every
necessity and a few conveniences that they
need to get by. The front seat falls down to

make a double bed for them when the
weather prevents sleeping outside. Spike has
a water dish rigged to a five gallon supply in
the trunk. The whole affair is connected in
such a way that the dish is never empty un-
less the bottle in the trunk needs filling.

DINNER WAS A CONGLOMERA-
TION of hoth our resources. It turned out to
be sausags, beans, fresh vegetableg and fruit.
I cleaned the plates while Bob made a fresh
pot of coffee and then we sat by the fire while
the stars came up and cars rolled by about
thirty feet away. We talked about recent
weather and the country each of us had been
through in the last few days. His descrip-
tions of some places were so intense that I
could feel his revelry in the beauty and gran-
deur of the American Southwest.

He gave me tips about how and where
to get a job picking fruit. More important, he
told me things that only an experienced
picker knows—the methods one must employ
if he ig to get paid for the work that he has
done. “Make sure, boy, that vou make the
checker sign your tally sheet. Them bastards
would take money from their own mother.”

Fortunately, Bob was an early-to-bed
individual. I had just spent three days in the
desert and although I was giad for someone
to talk to, my body demanded sleep.I had put
my bag out while dinner was cooking, so all
that remained was to roll into it and let my
aching body recuperate for about twelve
hours. Before I fell asleep, I made a promise
to myself that at the first opportunity I
would hire on as an orange picker. That later
proved to be one of the worst decisions of my
life; when I did pick oranges for ten hours
about two weeks later I received only eight
dollars.

The sun came up earlier than I wanted
it to and was turning my bag into a broiler
when I became aware of the sweat pouring
from me. I whiffed the unmistakable smell of
coffee brewing and boiling over the top of the
pot. I crawled out of the bag-turned-suana-
bath and headed directly into the river. My
reaction to the liquid glacier left Bob shaking
with laughter. “Gotcher eyes open now?” he
mocked as I came serambling out of the river
frozen to the marrow.

After a breakfast of two oranges and
several cups of Bob’s brew, I packed and said
goodbye. Before I left, he showed me several
spots on the map where I could find roadside
rests that had running water and free shel-
ter. And Spike allowed me to pat him.

by J. Moore
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Fear of Ridicule

Perhaps it is the weather, or maybe the seasons
that play upon circumstance, causing the inevitable
outcome.
Perhaps it is the individual will and hope mixed
among the torrent of countless other aspirations
that compose the script that we unconscious
actors perform.
Perhaps it is his intervening hand that dictates
our lives and the resclution of our efforts.
Each fleeting year we continue arbitrary wanderings
through the maze of opportunities executing
our random bhargaining with life.
Objectives melt into obscurity as the presence of
absurd formalities acts as deterent and cloaks them.
Pressed for time, we watch the clock--failing
to see what the hour is.

We thrash about fluidly in the quicksand of
technology, siriving in agonizing steps to
bring order, order to fears

order to fear
Fear!!

Fear to ridicule, fear of not cutting the ice,
fear of inadequacy, fear of blindness,
fear of seeing, fear of hearing, fear of.
not having, fear of living, fear of dying.

Always pushing forward creeping progress and jump
across the hot beach catching glimpses
of partially covered breasts, swaying with
luscious body movements.

And cool licking breezes and sun warmth cushion
around my body, sleeping secure, safe from
harshness.
Comforting ocean heartbeat waves are protection and no cares butf delight,
no cares but delight.
Touch, sensuous touch of moist skin causing
kissing, swooning with swelling with unexpected
eruption!
Safe! you hear! Safe!



Ahhh, early evening and mellow thoughts at
dinner by candlelight sipping wine.
Smiling, looking at her, from the corner of my
eye seeing haze room round her crystal
‘features flawless.

Toasting health and happiness, drunk with
delight muttering child-like gibberish.

kissing her parted lips, squeezing her delicate
hody.

Safe, you hear, safe.

Mmmim, the thick walls of a whiteroom with

soft hairs and no sharp objects they don't trust me
A pristine room with pretty lights from above

and little men pearing at the window

with eager clipboard pencils,

They think I'm alone but I'm not,
I'm lying with my head on your lap as you soft
stroke my hair with velvet hands.
Safe, hear you, safe,
Safe, within these warm lovely walls
where no one mentions that awful word
fear.

Tom Mullian

quia

The grass was brown as winter wind could make it,

The trees were blunt; grey-green against the bitter sky,
The remains of a snowfall littered the earth's face,

And the air was crisp, crackling cold when it stirred--
The cold air stirred against my face and T listened,

And I heard the world whistle as it turned.

by Sue Walter

o%;qumz

Wind roars, the house shakes
Through cracks and holes comes the cold
My time spent patching
by Dan Brown
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Beowulf

(OR AN ALL NIGHT ORGY |

TALIAN PRODUCTION of some grand

Herculian saga, complete with giant plas-

tic boulders. Mr. America (musecle beach)
of 1952 starring. Dialogue dubbed by unen-
thusiastic monotone, unable to pronounce all
the names. Sound track not in synch with lip
movements (not suitable for deaf lip-read-
ers).

Action scenes timed to catch you when

yvou're on the way to dreamland. Lots of
“larger-than-life” gestures by cardboard
characters. I wonder if Beowulf pulverizes
the door on the way fo the outhouse—can’t
imagine him picking his nose—or a flower or
feeding birds. He was probably the 1st grad-
nate of the Dale Carnegie Self Improvement
course.

—TFlash to the Wide World of Sports
—heavyweight wrestling championships:
Beowulf vs, Mrs. Grendel (Howard Cosell
at ringside).

—Alternate rifi —"At the Opera” (a
la Wagner).

Scene one: Heavy velvet curtain rises
on gaudy fiats (rugged coastline—viking-
type ship approaching across the movable
cardboard waves). Overweight bass corseted
in gold colored girdle, rhinestoned scabbard
on hip paces deck as shore line approaches.
He stops on prow to sing: a 65 word declara-
tion of his prowess in the art of zelf love
spiced with appropriate references to God
almighty (the latest fad) to whom he runs
a close second and “when I get my hands on
that bastard Grendel who’s been eating all
that Danish pastry, I'm going to rip his ugly
arm from its ugly socket because I'm the
strongest man in rural Secandinavia—(all
in one breath!).
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Scene two: Interior of an opulent hall
whose opulence is diminished only by the
blood stains on the floor and a few busted
chairs because our host has been having a
run of bad luck with this neighbor who likes
to eat his drinking buddies.

Action: Fragile tenor in gray wig with
droopy robe sang a few jewels (which are in
the pawn shop because the mortgage on this
pad is outrageous—but what are you going to
do when you’re too old to fight, other than
impress your neighbors with a flashy abode
and throw a few parties) pacing the floor,
wringing his hands and singing: “I wish that
Beowulf guy from the Pinkerton agency
would hurry up and get here cause I’'m hav-
ing a party tonight and I don’t want that
magher Grendel eating anymore of my com-
pany ”"—And then there’s ... Beowulf’s
Complaint—No. 1 best seller.

“Action packed ... the revealing story
of a small town boy’s conquests in a Scani-
navian sea town ... the bizarre violence
which erupts at an all-night orgy is unforget-
table.”—New York Times

“The moving drama of Mrs. Grendel’s
grief for her dead sen (he was such a good
boy) would break your heart!”—Jewish
Exponent

“This story of one man’s ‘winner take
all’ encounter with the bizarre monsters of a
Scanadinavian hamlet is not to be believed!”
—Male Magazine

“Well known killer, Beowulf, illus-
trates some helpful tips for bagging the big
ones on your next trip to Secandinavia.”—
Field and Stream Magazine

b y Glen Fu rgeson
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A Genesis

The Lamb's children wait and ecstasy is omnipresent.
Then, in delirium of joy, they gaze upon

The Son; and ears are pierced with'

Arrows of Divine Love; each Man, Woman,

And Child receives the Kiss of Eternal Life.
Suddenly appears the face of God, The Father,

And all are on their knees; then

In tears of happiness, praises are sung.

The Angels, too, sing to the celestial symphony,

And all secrets are revealed

Man is now as he was created to be: Immortal,

He is met by other worlds' children, infinite

In number, different in form but of spiritual oneness.
And the Scriptures are fulfilled as all forms of

Life are contained in God's wniversal embrace.

Tom Mullian

ROTTING

the canopy is slowly rotting

as the venom rums its course

and the fisher king is no longer impotent

although the long night of repression has eaten away at his brains

the hanged man is still hanging yet
he no longer wears his patient countenance
tfor the vultures have plucked flesh from his skull

somehow as they became complacent

with the changelessness of sterility

there was no more the struggle unto death
know as living,

Candice Lloyd
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“Almost Home

T WAS EXACTLY 1800 HOURS, or 6:00

P.M., as he preferred, when the truck de-

posited Johnson and him at the sand-
bagged bunker. Every time he had guard
duty he was sure that his section would be
overrun by the enemy and he would be one of
the first to die. This worrying was taking its
toll on him. In the almost eleven months that
he had been in the country, he had aged about
ten years. Now with oanly thirty-six more
days left in this IHell hole of a country, the
worrying had become more intense. The lines
around his eyes from constant squinting; the
furrowed brow; the nicotine stained index
finger and thumb from the constant stream
of cigarettes—gave him the look of thirty
years instead of the twenty years that he
was,

The first six hours were not hard for
him because Johnson and he had decided to
do six hours on and gix hours off, instead of
the two on and two off cycle that was pre-
scribed by the S.0.P. for guard duty. They
krew that if they followed the S.0.P. they
would be awake all night, but this way there
was a little hope for some sleep. Even though
hig clothes were quite damp from perspira-
tion, he soon drifted off, for he had had a
busy day.

It seemed to him that he had just got-
ten settled on the cot when Johnson was
shaking him. The first thought that raced
through his mind was that they were being
attacked, but a quick glance at Johnson reas-
sured him. He knew that it was now his turn
to spend six long, lonely hours staring into
the darkness.

. Ag he got up Johnson took hisplace on
the cot. He walked over to the front of the
bunker and, as he wiped the sleep from his
eyes, checked over his weapons. If the enemy
did attack, he didn’t want to be caught with
a jammed or unloaded weapon. After inspect-
ing his small arsenal, he settled into position
looking down the slope that was covered with
miles and miles of concertina wire.

He checked his watch for the third
time since he'd gotten up; and when he real-
ized that it had been only five minutes since
he last looked at his watch, he cursed silently

to himgelf. This was the time that he hated
most. There wasn’t anything for him to do
but sit there and stare silently into the black-
ness while the sweat slowly trickled down his
face. During the day it was much hotter but
it didn’t bother him so much then because he
could eurse it out loud.

During the day he was too busy with
work to think about home, but out here in
the silent darkness his mind raced the 8,000
or so miles to home and family where he
longed to be. After almost eleven months of
rotten food, the ever present heat, and either
glimy mud or choking dust, he wanted to go
home more than ever. After all this misery
he knew that he just had to make it home
safely. Now, with only thirty-six more days
left in the country, his worrying became
almost unbearable.

HE WAS ABOUT TO MOVE around a
little fo get the stiffness out of his body when
the hair on the back of his neck stood on end.
What wag that noise he heard ? Was someone

" trying to crawd through that mass of concer-

tina wire? Was it a dog foraging for food, or
was his mind just working overime, causing

. him to imagine things? He stared so intently

down the slope in front of him that his eyes
began to ache. It was only after several min-
utes of absolute silence and not seeing any
movement that he began to relax a little.

As he wiped a drop of sweat off the
end of his nose with his shirt sleeve, he real-
ized with relief that the sun was beginning to
rise. He checked his watch for about the hun-
dredth time in less than six hours and found
that it was 5:45. By the time he had gotten
Johnson up and they had both gathered up
their weapons, the truck was there to pick
them up.

They tossed their weapons onto the
truck and climbed in. As they were riding
back to their barracks, and comparative
safety, he glanced at the sun, which was well
above the horizon now; and he realized that
he would have to see the sun rise only thir
ty-five more times and then he would be
home gafe.

by Geoffrey Smith
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A MBROSIA

From an ebony altar a priest mumbles quiet prayers
to the tattered empty tiers, rotted by faithful time.
Leaning heavily upon the preacher's podium, words begin
to border on incoherency.
He steals another swig of sacred wine from the communion
cup, pulls the ornate sleeve of his robe across
his face,belches, and squints at the vacant
pews,
His gaze becomes an unseeing stare at meaningless rows
of perches for souls to bask in religious radiation
and rejoice in the righteous revelations of demagogues.
The temporary thrones where community padishahs sit in weekly
judgment recreate the characters of the previous
hour before the eyes of the priest.
Clutching the cup like a rosary, he straightens his
slouching body and addresses the nonexistent congregation.

"Dear friends, ..welcome,

A bright and cheerful welcome to you on this seventh day,
the Sabbath, as designated by our lord, the Father,
in His well-known, best-selling book.

Friends, this fantastic anthology of hair-raising tales
is comparable only to Bulfinch's Greek Mythology.

Tt is informative but lacks the realism of a true work
of literary genius;I consider it required
reading for all of you,

1"All of you unfortunate damned souls, last night's
fornicaters and drunkards, here you are creeping
like sickining serpents to the hely fane in silky
dresses and hand tailored suits of the finest
materials to feign belief in the blessed Scriptures!
Damn you!

"Yes, I am harsh, angry, and merciless unlike your jolly
green god with his dirges dripping of egotism.

Merciless Like the orifice of the great void where the

" banshee sqgalls the impending doom of intellectuals:

bathing themselves in pedantic prose,

The downright drivel you digest like pigs at feeding time
and reiterate to your sons and daughters,

Sons and daughters who in all inocence thrust their trust
in you, with curious little faces and mouths babbling
with inquisitiveness, "




The priest staggers to the life-size statue of the
Virgin Mary and puts his arm affectionately around
her waist.

With spasmodic movement he 1lifts the cup and drinks;
wind spills from the corners of his mouth like
a bleeding wound.

He raises his eyes to the crucifix,

"I thirst, too. Food of the Gods. Do you hear me?

Father why hast Thou forsaken me ?

I eat an apple a day to grow wise.

Alas! There is no hope, my priestly patrons, nc hope,

God is indifferent and will not be shaken from his throne
to come down and save his meaningless creation of
sputtering plasmic animals,

And so my sermon is,"

he pauses and sloppily gulps down the remaining wine,
"to sin. Sin to your Goddam heart's content.

But dear friends, remember, it matters not, for we all
have one foot firmly entrenched in Hell.™

The priest collapsed to the floor in a confused heap of
religious robes and limp limbs, unconscious as death.
The golden cup crashed to the floor, empty.

Tom Mullian

Standing silent, still.
Sentry of the silver sands.
Solitary sea gull.

Veronica Scott
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Welliam s

ES, I KNEW HIM and know the

strange tale involving him. And yes, I

will tell it to you, though in the short-
est time possible. Why? Primarily because
I am a very poor story teller (and length of
detail and description add only to obscurity,
destroying any preociseness of speech I might
possess) and secondly, because of the mor-
bidity of the whole incident T would like to
have done with it and its depressing effects
as quickly as possible.

His name was William Prog, and as
you have already ascertained, he was in a
number of my freshman classes at Yale. He
was born a cripple, a hunchback with a terri-
bly twisted frame, but he could walk and
write and perform most other physical tasks,
though only with the greatest awkward
clumsiness. I did not know him personally as
our sole exchange of conversation never ex-
ceeded the “nice day today” stage, but never-
theless I was aware of some of the circum-
stances of his life. Of course then I was inter-
ested mainly in wine, women and song, and
the details of such an unfortunate life did not
draw my ardent attention. I had noticed,
however, that he was a solitary fellow, which
was probably just a matter of convenience at
first (his disability made him slow and dis-
posed to exhaustion and therefore somewhat
of a burden to his rowdy college peers) but I
think that later it became a type of passion
with him because of the pretentious love and
pride one can build around a fault nursed and
lived with for so many years. He had only a
few friends (many people were repulsed at
first sight by his figure), one of them a fem-
ale who, I heard, he knew intimately. She
was a cripple like himself, and although they
saw much of each other, their relationship
seems to have been merely one of mutual and
reciprocal pity.

He was in my physies class, which was
taught by a Mr. Atler who I remember very
well and who found an incredible pleasuie in
verbally assaulting William (or Willy Boy as
he called him). But William was by no means
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his only vietim. I remember quite clearly a
few days on which, having learned by subtle
questioning that I had not studied the work
assigned during the preceding class, he called
me up to the blackboard and giving me a
problem to calculate (as of course I eould
not) made me the butt of a continuous bar-
rage of jokes and sarcasms. Nor was William
spared because of his abnormality. On the
contrary, he was the prime target. Exactly
why Mr. Atler enjoyed abusing William espe-
clally I am not sure, neither am I qualified to
judge, but my conjecture on the subject of
his personality, though perhaps banal, may
be somewhat enlightening. I do not think he
was essentially a sadist. I think, rather, that
he was a man with a crippled ego who, just
as William had had to nurse his physical de-
formity, had nursed his mental deformity by
constantly concentrating his psychic energies
toward self, causing him to appear as the ul-
timate in ego-centricism. I think, too, that
when he looked at William he saw his own
mental state personified in that pathetic body
and detested every inch of it as he detested
his own abnormality. That he was also a
perfectionist added to the conflict because
William was far from perfect; he was always
late for class and looked quite slovenly (be-
cause, as I have mentioned before, he was
very slow and awkward).

Mr. Atler’s vicious ribbings rarely
dealt with William’s physical deformity, but
I am sure William took almost all of them in
that way, as he was morbidly oversensitive
about his condition and blamed every misfor-
tune on it. At times when he was being ridi-
culed and thought no one saw him, I would
watch his whole face pale as if turning white
hot, and his lips quivered like the earth’s
trembling before a gargantuan voleanie erup-
tion guick to burst from control.

ALL THIS WENT ON for quite a
while, about half a vear, until one day William
did not show up for class. 1 suspected nothing
nnusual until about the third day of hiz ab-
gence when a friend of mine told me that a
suicide note had been found by William’s Tos-
ter parents. In the nofe William cited Mr.
Atler as the sole reason for his self made de-
mise. William wrote that Atler “was the rep-
resentation of the extreme cruelty in the
world that 1 will always have to cope with if
I continue to exist.” He ended by saying that
his “private battle” was too much for him
and that he hoped to be happier “with a per-
fect body in the next world.” The body mean-
while was being searched for by the police,
but to no avail; William had left no clues how
or where he was to do himself in. At about
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the same time that ] found this out, Mr.
Atler began receiving notes and letters from
different “anonymous” students, accusing
and blaming him for William’s death. Some
were very crude. For example one left on his
desk said simply ‘“murderer,” in newspaper
type. while others, although they dealt with
such a terrible subject, were written in beaun-
tiful rhetoric.

The effect all this had on Mr. Atler
was greater than one might have expected.
He became noticeably depressed and very ir-
regular in his class attendance. I heard that
he had visited William’s foster parents a cou-
ple of times, but what had taken place at the
meetings I don’t know. I did find out, how-
ever, that he had been allowed to read Wil-
liam’s own note, and that he was so visibly
shaken after doing so that someone drove
him home for his own safety. The story sur-
prised me much at the time beeause 1 had
taken him to be far more callous than he ap-
parently was and could not imagine anything
getting through a hide as thick as his. T had
also taken him to be emotionally much
stronger and more stable than he was, for he

gave me no clue of weakness. But now that I
reflect on the subject in a much more objec-
tive light, I can see that his whole personal-
ity was lopsided and unbalanced and its pre-
carious build was subject to topple in just the
right breeze—a breeze such as this incident
blew.

A couple of days later the body was
found. There were contrary reporis about
how he died but the most widely accepted
was that he had hanged himself in the woods
not too far from the college campus.

A trial was begun almost immediately.
The prosecution could prove nothing more
than mental cruelty and so the court could
give no more punitive a sentence than an of-
ficial reprimand and a recommendation for
paychiatric treatment, What seems to me the
most pitiful and ironic shame of this whole
horrible story is thaf they proved all those
vicious and accusing letters were of William’s
hand, and then found him alive in an aban-
doned barn less than an hour after Atler’s
suicide.

by Robert Walz

An Explanation

to be unprejudiced

means to

unlearn
the
learned,

to escape the pollution

and travel

into clear, fresh air;

to have the fire of excitemeni
means not to

burn
the
unburned

but to pour water
over the ashes
and be able to see the

beauty

in the cool, wet drops.
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viding a constant drumbeat against

the window pane. It was midnight and
1 had just come on duty to work the long,
dreary graveyard shift of a night that was
destined to be a little different.

I was assigned to take care of Mr.
Marshall, who was a fairly young man dying
of terminal cancer. He had been with us for
over a yvear and the entire staff had learned
to respect and love this man who had taught
us all many lessons in courage.

When I entered his room, he wasg still
awake. I sat down beside the bed and told
him that since I had to stay awake, he would
have to get enough sleep for the both of us.
Hig very ready smile told me he was willing
to comply, but he had one request, that I stay
with him until he fell agleep and maybe for a
little while afterwards if I could.

Mr. Marshall had been sleeping for
some time when I started to feel myself doz-
~ ing. I felt like getting up and walking around,
but to leave him after his request would have
seemed somehow like a betrayal to me. I
stayed beside the bed and listened to the rain
and to the sound of his labored respirations.
Everything else was very quiet.

I STARTED TO THINK BACK over
the year that Mr. Marshall had been a pa-
tient on the ward. Very slowly, but surely, he
had revealed the strength of character and
personality that had helped him and us sur-
vive the very long and extremely difficult
months.

On one occasion, I had been doing his
daily dressing changes, which were very ex-
tensive, when a commercial came on the tele-
vision. It was one of those cancer research
pleas for money which called for a checkup
and a check. When the commercial was over,
I glanced at Mr. Marshall and I noticed him
smiling faintly at me. He said, “So that's
what happened—my check wasn't big
" enough.”

My reminiscing was suddenly inter-
rupted by the sound of footsteps, at first
faint and indistinet but growing more pur-

T HE STEADY DOWNPOUR was pro-

poseful as they approached. Mrs. Caruthers
was one of those lion-on-the-outside, lamb-
on-the-inside types whose eold efficiency was
easily melted in the appropriate situations. I
smiled and nodded reassuringly. She turned
and I listened to the sound of her footsteps
disrupting the silence.

The shift wore on very slowly. Pieces
of memories kept drifting aimlessly through
my mind. I remembered the many times I
had shaved Mr. Marshall in the course of his
morning care. It was our standard joke that
he always acted as if he were in danger of
losing his life ag I approached him with the
razor. No matter how bad his night had been,
he still played our little games, more for me,
I thought, than for himself.

THE NIGHT was drawing to a close
and the darkness was giving way to a grey
dawn. The rain had stopped and so, I real-
ized, had the respirations.

The numbness from the long night
was slowly giving way to intense sensation
as I walked home from the hospital. I was
vividly aware of the gsights and sounds
around me, It all signified iife and 1 was
gorely in need of contact with it after my
first meeting with its antithesis.

Cessation of life had happened in only
a moment, but the death had happened over
many moments. That’s what I learned sitting
in that room all night, waiting for some great
awesome mystery to occur. Actually, the
physical death was only an anticlimax. Mr.
Marshall had died se many times before. He
died whenever he looked into.the eyes of his
wife and daughter and saw the sorrow that
had become so0 much a part of them. He died
whenever the pain became intense and re-
minded him of what was happening inside of
him.

There were so many kinds of death for
this man to suffer and, oddly, the last was
probably the least painful and the most wel-
come, :

by Amnnette Moran
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Three

From whosoever 1 shall giveth of myself totally,
of body and of spirit,

I shall expect mutual return of the same.

And should it not be returned, -

I will, in my misery, consider myself ’
more a woman. CL’ZLOLLi y




Brown-eyed,
blue-jeaned,
baby-faced,
crimson-cheeked,
short-haired,

stroll on by before I need you,

Mark Kray

cﬁ clated

2

OEMA

Iris walks pleasantly among the gardened meadows,
dosen't she?

I've seen her this summer between the hedgerows,
dandelions stapled to her dress.

Mike Welc

long-legged girl...
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- boobs &

alterboy

alarm clock always seemed to barge

into my unconscious world of fantasies
at the wrong time. Usually I was just cross-
ing the goal line with my third touchdown of
the day (a sure shot for all pro running back
in my rookie year) or I was about to make
love to Ellen Roner, the sexiest girl in the
sixth grade. Whenever I made love to Ellen
gshe always wore black fishnet stockings. I
mean I didn’t have any other fetishes in
sixth grade, just black fishnet stockings. An-
yway it was always at one of these inoppor-
tune times that I had to relinquish the roar
of a hundred thousand fans or a wiggling,
moaning Ellen to go serve mass at Saint
Dominick’s church.

Venturing out on those cold icy morn-
ings wasn’t the biggest thrill in my life, but 1
knew that the nuns and those same old peo-
ple would be depending on me. It was some
conciliation to know that God, the priest and
I were going to put a mass on for these peo-
ple. What a feeling I used to get when the
priest called God down during the consecra-
tion. Qld TFather Grogan would scream,
“Qanctus, Sanctus, Sanctus,” at the top of his
lungs and I would ring the bells with all the
pious ferocity I could muster. Sister Marie
Hubert used to really give me hell about
ringing those bells so hard. She’d tell me
about this being God’s house and all, and that
God didn’t like showoffy people. I mean she
was just a nun—she didn’t know about that
feeling that Father Grogan and I had with
God. Anyway Father Grogan was deaf; he
used to wear a hearing aid, and I'm sure he
really got a charge out of all the hollering
and bell ringing. The wine and all that noise
used to make him feel really fine. Most of the
other priests in the parish went easy on the
wine that early in the morning, especially on
an empty stomach. Not Father Grogan, he'd
just swallow it down and look kind of holy;
after a high mass he always looked sort of
extra holy.

Being an altar boy wasg really sort of
an asset in those days. I mean the nuns used
to give us a hreak and old people used to
smile at you. It had its financial rewards too
—we used to get fifiy cents apiece for fun-
erals whenever the undertaker XKilpafrick
handled jt. In the beginning all the crying
and screaming used to bother me, especially
Ttalian funerals, Christ could those people
scream. That really got under my skin for a
while. But I got toughened up, and for fifty
cents a shot Kilpatrick could have lined stiffs
up around the block and I wouldn’t have com-
plained. You just had to look at your shoes a

T HE STACATTO RINGING of the




lot and move kind of sad and for thirty min-
utes work you got fifty cents; it wasn’t big
money but they didn’t take out social secu-
rity either.

I USED TO SERVE MASS with Fran-
nie Butz all the time. We were about the
same size, both of us had blond hair, and
both of our mothers used to make this huge
pompadour right in the front of our heads. I
think the two of them got together and com-
pared notes and techniques on how to make
me and Frannie look like we were fruity or
something. My mother used to put this green
goo on my hair and then comb it into her idea
of how a gixth grade boy’s head should look
to serve mass. The stuff dried in about ten
minutes and it felt like I was walking around
with a football helmet on. After it set, there
was ho moving g single strand of hair for the
rest of the day. Evervbody used to wonder
how thugs and cowboys on T.V. used to keep
their hair from getting messed up while they
were getting punched around or knocked off
a horse. I knew how all the time, my mother
told them about the green goo in the botile
with the 1920 model man on the label.

There were some really funny times in
the altar boy business, I mean funny now—
not then. Nine o’clock masgs was always the
children’s mass. It was particularly desirable
duty for altar boys, especially horny altar
boys like myself. All those lovely glrls that
I used to have sexudl prlvﬂeges with in my
dreams” were there in the flesh. They used to
just. pour up to the altar rail to receive com-
munion. [ used to fantasize that they were all
after me and that the rail was a fence to hold
them hack, Christ was I desirable in sixth
grade, with my pompadour and all. Anyway
this particular Sunday I was serving com-
munion and the seventh and eighth grade
girls were beginning to approach the rail. 1
remember flashing along ahead of the priest,
positioning my serving plate with all the pre-
cision of the experienced altar boy that I
was. Looking down at all those lovelies was
really something, T mean I knew 1 was drip-
ping with a devil-may-care, Humphrey Bo-
gart attltude -just gliding along using all the
tricks of the trade. And then all of a sudden
there she was, Ellen Roner, right in front of

me, all of her beauty just seizing me like a -

giant hand. Not that being Ellen Roner
wasn’t enough, but to top that off she had on
a low cut blouse that just sort of hung on her
boobs. When the priest gave her the host she
sort of leaned forward and struck out her
tongue and those two beautiful boobs almost
fell out on my serving plate. It was really too

much—] had always dreamed a lot about

girls’ breasts and I even thought that some-
day I would get to touch one—but here they
were staring me in the face like two old
friends. Christ Almighty, I thought I was
having a seizure or something. There was
a tight feeling in my throat, and my breath
began to come in gasps. I know my mouth
fell open but there was nothing I could do,
the whole church was spinning around and
I knew I wasn't moving. If this wasn’t
enough trouble I could feel a tremendous
erection trying to push through my pants.
I knew there was a huge lump in my cassack,
and I thought that everyone in the congrega-
tion was probably staring at it. Father
Grogan snapped me out of this semi-como-
tose state with a loud hrumph and a push.
Focus gradually returned to my eyes, and
my mind began to function ever so slightly.
Still T could hardly walk and there were
probably a hundred people-left in line. How
I ever got through it T couldn’t say, but here
I was in God’s house with Ellen Roner’s
boobs on my mind and a painful erection.

I FOUND OUT LATER that erec-
tions were sort of an occupational hazard
with altar boys. Bunkie Hooper used to get
one from seeing all the women stick their
tohgues out at the altar rail. We all got them
and we all had little tricks to get rid of them.
I used to pray to God to take them away, the
harder it was the more fervently I prayed; I
don’t know if it worked or not but at least I
felt some atonement.

Pete Flannery and I were serving
eight o’clock mass one Sunday; he did com-
munion that day and when he came back to
kneel I knew there was something wrong. We
had only knelt there a few minutes when he
leaned his head back and began to count
backwards from a hundred. It Wasn’t loud
counting at first but the further he went the
louder it got. By the time he was to 80 the
people in the first three pews were starting
to lock around and mumble. Anyway Father
Grogan tieafd him and right in the middle of
a Tantum ergo sum ... he furned arcund and

© yelled “Flannery !” I thought Pete was going

to fall off thie altar steps, he really looked
shocked like somebody looks when you wake
them out of a sound sleep. I found out after
mags that Pete’s way of dealing with this oc-
cupational affliction. was to concenirate om
counting backwafds from a hundred, only
this time he got a little bit overzealous in his
concentrating.

The funny things weren’t the only
things I remember about my old altar boy
days. ‘There were other rewards besides the
humor and financial ones. Sister Maria Hu-
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bert used to give us a hard time about every-
thing—if it wasn’t the bell ringing it was
mumbling responses—always something. She
was in charge of the altar boys and she used
to administer her post like Hitler's S.8.
Chief. I know all of the altar boys and most
of the priests were afraid of her; the way
she ran things I wouldn’t have been surprised
if God was afraid of her. One morning she
was receiving communion and as the priest
put the host on her tongue I accidently hit
her in the Adam’s apple with the serving
plate. She spit the host out like it was poi-
son and then she hung her head like a
whipped puppy. It seems she had this idea
that if God didn’t think she was worthy of
receiving his body and blood at communion
He would make her drop the host out of her
mouth. The word got spread around pretty
fast about where and when to tap her

46

Adam’s apple with the plate and after two
weeks of not being worthy she wasn't far
from a nervous breakdown. We finally got
one of the guys she liked to tell her she was
being too hard on God’s altar boys and
maybe if she eased up a little God would
forgive her. She was a changed person after
that and to this day I doubt if she ever
caught on.

It hasn’t been a lot of years since all
these things happened; why just yesterday
gome of the old Latin responses were banging
around in my head. I know my surplice and
cassack are still in the cedar chest in the
basement. Wonder if the altar boys today are
out of the same mold. Wonder where Ellen
Roner is.

by Don Solomon




Apart & Past

A bleak day

He was like a photo al bum
A cold day

A so0lid reminder
Kot harsh

0f things past
Not bitter

When lost
Just a fog blanket

A slight sentiment
0f sorrow

If only he'd been
Death

Just a photo
A former Triend

Not a living man
Yet the very closest

How much easier
Different paths

It would he
Different likes

To forget?
No anger

No remember
No sudden break

The good times
Just a slow drift

The happy times
Apart

Dull and exciting
We still smiled and waved

That for a while
When we passed

We sharsd
But it wasntt the same

And received
3till I thought oiften of our frlendshlp

From each other
With pleasure

What all meén need

But can only receive

From another

Goodbye

Dan Brown
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Smoke filled rock and roll rcom,
nite-club lights and short skirts,

a table, a candle,

frosted glasses chilled to
the senses' delight

a silhouette of a couple

embraced within their own world
casting aside the heat and music,
only to hear and feel each other,

and their words of love.

A way_

Dim 1it bars and good time music

jewel red peacocks strutting across the room

to the accompaminent of swiftly melting ice cubes
making time with scotch and soda

a ruby room where emerald clad panthers
stalk their prey

or inhaling sweet mash

take refuge from the harsh daylight
revealing their shabby turf

Bodies swaying to mellow music

jolted as undulating flesh slaches its way through the
silvered strips of foil marking the stage

and then, it's showtime

lights and colours flashing

sounds wailing pldintively, rising harshly, falling
tenderly -

once again young girls in the dim lights

their arms akimbo flailing through space

the sweet sound of laughter

in counterpoint to the sharp cash register's ring
2 am _

the street beckons once again

Candice Lloyd







damsel in distress

Cry not like a damsel in distress
Where is that blue eyed boy?
Your muscular tears cannot stay
The milk of the spilling seythe

Cry better over a game of chess .

HeZe the neurons fgrom skull to finger nghtmal‘e

Push themselves as king to pawn

And erumbling castles, old age and death Wipses of smoke,

Emit from their tips and not the wind That fill my mind;
Then drift around,

Cry not like a damsel in distress In endless time.

No knight can answer

But the echo in your armoured self Haunting shadows,

Never still,
That come or go
at their will,

Robert Walz

No chance to know
Just what to be;
Or eyes or ears,
I remember the soldiers in Europe. To go and see.
I used to collect their cigaistte packs.
Tiny windows,
In calm debate;

I remember the children in Europe. With no thought,
They were Americanophiles, That might relate.
Mike Welc ' Wipses of smoke,

That fill my mind,
And all these things,
In endless time,

If Jim Duffy

If you commanded

How would you do your best?

"Like the queen of bees or the prince of ants

Or like over plastic pieces in a game of chess. ™
Knowing their end, how could you send

Or rob the young once from a mother's nest?
"Bees and ants and plastic pieces

In a game of chance, know no death. "

Robert Walz
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Sunday A.M.

WOEKE EASILY THIS MORNING
about eight-thirty. The breeze coming

through the open window next to the bed .

was cool and fresh, the way the air is after it
has been washed clean by rain. Several gulps
of such a sweet bouquet while lying in bed,
languishing long enough to enjoy a luxurious
stretch of my whole frame, is a fine Way to
start the day.

Gazing through the window out at the
large Elm tree, I noticed a huge gray squirrel
sunning himself, apparently contented with
the morning quiet. He wasg surveying the
area about him with an air of disdain, as if
realizing that in a few short weeks it would
all lie beneath a white blanket and he would
be confined to whatever hollow tree he had
homesteaded for hibernation. Movement
from my direction brought my stare and his
pupil-to-pupil momentarily. I could tell from
his change of expression that my intrusion
into his world was unwelcome. I apologized
and went to the bathroom.

Small things. like a pot of coffee brew-
ing, entertain me. The way clear tap water is
miraculously transformed into a rich brown,
aromatic elixir that can destroy those morn-
ing cobwebs always sets me to thinking
about cattle drives, chuck wagons and cook-
ing fires. Sweet rolls, fresh and doughy, sent
their spicy fragrance to every corner of the
house as they began to turn golden brown in
the oven. Coffee and cinnamon vapors
blended together and combined with the
sweet outdor smells to bring the warmth of
life into what had been minutes before just
another room. Sitting down with a pot of

fresh, steaming hot coffee and chewy caramel

pastry while losing my senses in the techni-
color fantasy of the Sunday paper comic
pages is, for me, sheer enjoyment.

As I sat there, totally consuming all
the treats before me, other sounds  began

.creeping into my awaking consciousness.

Somewhere within hearing an infant had just
opened its eyes and started crying. I sup-
posed that the built-in-alarm-clock stomach
told him or her that it was time to eat. After
half a dozen wails, a woman's voice, tender
and loving the way mothers are with their
babies, soothed this spoiler of serenity with
her reassuring words, and probably a bottle.

Qutside, a master of backyard espxo—
nage was stealthily prowling, his line of vi-
sion fixed on two bIUEJaYS that were sitting

" among the ivy vines covering a porch wall of

the house next door. A combat veteran from
the appearance of his mangy fur and shred-

. ded right ear, the old yellow tom cat moved

cautiously, as if testing each spot of earth he
touched upon. He kept his body low to the
ground and drawn up tense, so as to be able
to make a lightening move at the right time.

_The two birds sat preening themselves, ap-

perently oblivious to the cat’s silent ap-
proach.

The classic cat and mouse game, but
as events unraveled, it was difficult to teli
who was stalking whom. As I watched, the
birds began to dance in a way that had an en-
ticing effect upon the cat. He ran a wet
tongue around the outside of his mouth and
started to quiver with hervous anticipation.
At a moment when the gristled hunter was a
slink away from his attack point and ulti-

- mate victory, the bluejays flew off laughing,

shrieking insults at his buffoonery. The old
cat lingered a moment, frozen by surprise in
mid-slink. He seemed to be retracing his
movements to see where he had gone wrong
and to regain his eomposure, which had ob-
viously been shaken. Then he dismissed it
and turned with nonchalance to other cat
business.

by J. Moore
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A Tense Terwe

I have an odd hobby,
A persuit quite absurd:
For my own simple pleasures
I manipulate words.

I take them and hold them

And bend them and fold them
And turn them around

Just to hear how they sound.

Then I say them aloud.
For the joy it will bring
To see if my phrases
Will whisper or ring.

Then I take hold of each phrase
When it's in its prime

And curve it and shape it
To engender a rhyme

Then I throw away half

To make it more terse,
Put it together and
Call it a verse.

I then type it up
To read the next day
And the next time I see it
I throw it away

Then I break out my pad
And my felt-tipped pen
And Start the whole process

over again.

Tom Roark
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