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WILL CANTLER

THREE POEMS

You
are
there
and
it
is the biggest
most exciting
thing
you
have ever
ever
ever
done.
So
you step
in
to
the machine,
the merchant

in
and
of
time.
They
(mysterious they)
pull
the switch
and
a circuit burns
and
dials burn
and
vou feel numb
and ...
you lose.
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WILL CANTLER

Five two

98 1bs.

dirty blond

blue eyes

fair complexion

at times bitterly sarcastic

mostly congenial

generally tolerant

highly liberal

pacifistic

cynically idealistic

very moralistic by my standards

and, to the world
relatively

unimportant.

*

The boy

jumped

and fell

and hit

and drowned

and died

but,

some two bit crank
went
and

gave a damn,

However,

He was soon arrested

and He is under heavy sedation

Thank :




I CANNOT SAY

It was late. Very late. He looked around the room and smiled.
Then, he made a final check of his bag. Matches, a candle, a llashlight,
and a blanket, all there. And he still had the ten bucks in his wallet.
Yes, he had remembered everything. He opened the window for the
five foot drop to the earth. As he crouched on the sill, about to jump,
he turned, for a final glance. It was very dark, a towel under the door
to keep the hall light out, and the full moon visible only as a silver-gray
splotch in the foggy air, but he could still make out the stereo in the
corner, the two crowded messy desks, and, in another corner, his room-
mate, sleeping unaware of all that was happening. Then he turned to
the outdoors, thought “kiss off, hole” and jumped.

He landed with a quiet thud, as his sneakers hit the not quite muddy
earth. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, The air had a cool
but stuffy feel to it, and it had a thick wet-grass smell. He let the air
out slowly, turning as he did, smiling at his new freedom, and never
opening his eyes, just feeling and sensing and moving.




But he was wasting time, there was no telling when or why they
might make a bed check. So he slung his laundry bag with his supplies
over his shoulder, and started walking. He went on the grass, so his
feet were soon wet with dew. He walked along the lake, past the T-dock
to the woods, but turned up towards the Main Building before he
reached the faculty homes. He cavefully kept in the shadows of the lights,
until he got away from the building. Then he set off at a rather cocky
jaunt, feeling very pleased with himself. He followed the long driveway,
since he couldn’t be certain where the main road was through the fog.

What would they do in the morning when he was gone? He had
heard that thev sent out APB’s on you into several states, and of course
they would call his parents. Yes, there would certainly be some excite-
ment over him. The thought rather of pleased him. Lately he had gotten
the lfeeling that nobody at the school particularly cared about him. He
had gotten a lot of marks lately, but never for anything very big. Just
pick}-‘)i(k}-pitk}' little offences. Three marks here, one mark there, two
here, he had gotten to the point where he really couldn’t have give a
damn, and he had said so. He didn’t bother to prepare for his classes,
it was too much of a pain to bother with. He never got to classes on
time, why bother? And finally, he couldn't stand it anymore. Every-
thing was falling down on him at once. He felt like he had been standing
under a million pound spiritual jackhammer. So, he decided to get out.

What would his parents say? He remembered now, they had told
him that if he ever felt like leaving, they would come and get him,
but please not to run away. But here he was, bag on his shoulder, feet
on the road, and getting out. He felt a little bad, so he thought a minute,
and then remembered an old walking song:

“The Road goes ever on and on
Down from the door where it began.
Now far ahead the Road has gone,
And I must [ollow, if I can,
Pursuing it with eager feet,
Until it joins some larger way
Where many paths and errands meet.
And wither then? I cannot say.”

The fog gloomed thicker now, and so he reached into his bag, and drew
out his Hashlight. He shined it ahead, and was surprised by a sudden
red gleam a short way in front of him. “I'm almost to the main road,”
he thought, “that must be a sign.” As he drew closer, he shined the
light on the sign again, It was a stop sign. STOP, in big commanding
letters. And he did. Suddenly, he felt tired. Tired of fighting. Fight-
ing this, fighting that, or the other. Fighting himself. And some of the
words ran through his mind again, only slightly changed:
“Pursuing it with weary feet,
Until it joins some larger way
Where many paths and errands meet.
And wither then? I cannot say.”
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And wither then? He couldn’t say either. He had no plan, no
definite direction. There would be police looking for him. How far
could he get with ten dollars? And eventually he would get caught. And
they would have long talks all about himself and whyv he ran away.
They would ask lots ol questions, and think he was unbalanced, foolish,
impulsive. Maybe they would even send him to a shrink. STOP! the
sign had said. So he stopped, and turned around, and headed back.
Why bother to run away? The moon wasn’t even a silvergray spot any-
more. It was vanished. And the fog killed and deadened all the night
sounds but the quiet, slow, steady slap of his sneakers against the road.
He was alone with himself, and his thoughts.. Oh, God. was he alone.
There was no one to turn to, no where to go but back. He felt like
running and screaming, and ripping up trees with his bare hands, and
hurling them wherever they would cause the most destruction, but, he
kept walking, and listening to the slow, steady slap of his sneakers against
the road.

And he just walked around the main building now, not bothering
with the shadows, not caring il onyone saw him. What would they do,
give him forty-eight marks? So what. Who cares?

Now he trudged across the wet earth, back to his dorm. He walked
around to the back, and the window was still open, as he had left it. He
walked up, threw his bag in, hesitated, put his hands on the sill, jumped,
and pulled himself in. He looked around the room, at the stereo, the
messy desks, his roomate still oblivious to the world, all the same, always
the same. He thought briefly of suicide, slashing his wrists maybe, de-
cided it was too much of a pain, walked over to his bed, lay down on his
stomach with his face in his pillow, and cried.

- » * *

“The road goes on and on” is by J.R.R. Tolkien, and is taken from
the first book of his “Lord of the Rings” wilogy.
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ROBERT BERRAY

PENN CENTRAL
Well it's Penn Central time again.
My gleaming chariot
Coming for to carry me home,
Nature calls. “Where's the Men's Room?”
“Up there.” I trod the shaky path
holding on to each succeeding seat,
to the can, the quest of all my yearnings.
I enter it's warm womb-like chamber.
“This is your lavatory, keep it clean.”
I'll try my best.
You know, it's hard to take a leak
when your target keeps rocking back and forth.



Ed:
Be:
Ed:
Be:
Ed:
Be:
Ed:
Be:
Ed:

Be:

Ed:
: They're still going to come.
Ed:
Be:
Ed:
Be:
Ed:
Be:
Ed:
Be:

Ed:
Be:

Ed:
Be:
Ed:

G. E. METCALF

BE AND ED

How the hell should I know?

But you do, don't you?

It makes no sense.

Sense? What does it matter if it makes sense or not?
(drawn out) It makes no sense.

Senseless.

Insane.

But don’t be a fool. They'll be back.

How do vou know?

They will be back. And when they come, we'll be gone . . . vanished

... without a wace.

: You talk as if we're fated.
Ed:

But aren’t we? Isn't there a book somewhere . . . a time table . . .
Be will cry at 10:31 am., Wednesday January 4. Alice will die . . .
So we have no choice . . . we can walk away, we can hide, we can
stay, but it inakes no difference.

It makes no difference,

They will still come But who cares?
I care, It's me they are looking for.
Me too, don't forget.
Yes, of course, (pause)
Do you want to wait here?
Does it matter?
Does it?
No...I...]Iguessnot
(pause) Who fated us?
Pardon?
Who decreed that we'd be here . . . that they'd find us. Who wrote
that book?
They did.
So that’s it.
That's it.
The End



G. E. METCALF

THE DUMB MAN

“Well Fyodor, what are you selling now? Let me see . . . Ah, pencils.
And at . .. How much? Turn around, let me see your sign.

“Deaf and Dumb.
Pencils to live.
Five cents apiece.”

That's good Fyodor; I'll take twenty. Twenty, Fyodor.”

“It's funny Fyodor . . . how you understand everyone. You've never
spoken nor heard a human sound, yet you smile and nod and seem to
understand. Do you understand though? You're smiling — What does
that mean? Are you thinking? You must be. Oh well. Let me have
my pencils . . ."

“You know . . . they say that each animal is born with a certain
amount of innate intelligence. Has that grown and festered in you to
become what we call Thought? What language do you think in? Do
you think? You're dumb. No answer? We're in different worlds, you
know that, Fyodor? I wonder which is the more lonely? Which is the real?
Ah — there, you smiled (Where did you learn to smile? Innate?) Is my
hand just as real to you in your cushioned world as it is to me? Where
are those pencils Fyodor?”

“I guess you must know, Fyodor, that several years ago my mother
died. At the funeral (it was open casket) her face twitched and she
smiled! Right at the part about committing the soul to God’s gracious
mercy or whatever. She smiled! And then I began to wonder — was it
a twitch or did she know something that I didn't? No matter. I read too
much into these things. You're still smiling. You like my story? 1 wish
you'd answer. Come now! What's the answer? He who knows the most
talks the least. And you certainly talk the least.

“Bah! It doesn't follow. Well Fyodor, what's the answer? Fyodor?
Fyodor! Where are you going? . . . Fyodor . . . come back here! Fyodor
. come . . . Oh well, let the fool go. He knows nothing.



«PETER McCAGG

Quick Lady Capulet, Holden's at the cliff,
All the kingdom'’s children are running there
So dance my sweet child dancer, dance.
Holden is catching in the dying rye:

Down by the river Holden's crving out

“Stop you foolish children. the river's cold
And it lows down ftorever, to the clift.

The waterfall's the highest in the kingdom
and the rocks below are ragged and dead.”
Quick Lady Capulet, Holden's waiting

But the children hear no song but their own
And you think that they've half crazy 10 go
But it’s you, My Lady, that led them so
They will listen to your song, watch your dance
You and 1, we have a chance il we run

And we took our bags and ran to the clift
But we ran on forever and never came

To the cliff or Holden or the children

Only his footprints in the sand were left

To guide us to the top of the water slide
Where they had tumbled over it's rapids

To slide on down forever in the dark

Deeper and deeper into life’s design

They're all grown and gone by now My Lady so
Come sweet Lady dancer, let’s dance tomg]:t
And forget our children. Let's play, Capulet
And dream of other brighter days.

TO SIMPLY DIE

The wrinkled man rocked in his chair,

Lost in his musings of good times gone by,
Now chuckling at loves he'd seen on the sly,
How good it had been to be there.

But here in this dirty grey air,

Alone on this warped wooden porch, beside
These rusted crooked rails and unused ties,
His head droops with listless dispair.

With no warning at all, he jerks awake,

And squinting his eyes, leans forth in his chair,
And stretches out one long bony finger,

That strains and quivers under the weight,
Then dying, falls back, with a sigh of dispair.
Though he is gone, his memories linger.
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PETER McCAGG

THE CLOCK ON THE WALL

The clock on the wall,
Was master of us all,
Until, I stole his hands.
Now, I am the outlaw,
And ruler of the clock.

THE MAN 1 KNEW

The years were all accounted for,
From his youth until his death,

In every single smiling line,

That blended with his eyes,

And every single heavy crease,
That was seared into his brow.
And whenever he smiled, I knew,
That everything would be fine.

He cared for me when I was young,
And watched me while I grew.
God knows that he was a good man,
I know it too, I loved him.

And I cried when he died,

Even though he asked me not to,

I wasn't strong enough to do

The one thing he asked me.

But I know he understands.

He always has.

THE ORPHAN

I cried for the orphan,

who sat alone,

on his dusty wooden park bench
that he came to every day.

He'd always be there, watching,
begging with his eyes,

for someone to care.

But when I came

to take him home with me,

he wasn't there.
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PETER McCAGG

1 CAN'T FEEL YOU

I wandered through a lonely stretch of land,
Without a thought about the rain that fell,

Or how the light had gone above the clouds,

And left a soft but perfect glow below.

But rather I began to see beyond

The storm, the rain, the life and death that reign,
In this the hell that man has made {or me.

And I believe that this, this distant place

I see, can only be observed from here,

This pain that comes only at the death of friends.
Their screams for help, for peace, for love, for life,
That's all, just life, a chance to see their homes,
A chance to be a man, to have a wife,

These screams, these touching, crying, dying screams,
Unlock the door that leads me from the storm.

I can't respond to men at home who talk,

About the peace that's bound to be here soon.
They speak about a glorious war, far gone,

But they cannot have seen the truth about

This wicked war, this war not glorious, but,

But, rather ghostly pale with strangled bodies,
Their figures prostrate, writhing, reaching out,
Oblivious to the rain that wets their faces,
Unrecognizable beneath the blood.

Detestable are the generals, who care not,

About the men they send to die alone.

Disgusting are the warmongers who stir

The hapless men to fury enough to fight.

They care for themselves, not anyone else.

The men they kill are meaningless to them,

And so, I'll die for one who sent me here,

One who is game for war to help himself,

For one, to whom a man’s own life means naught,
Because, my life, to me, is now also meaningless.
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PETER McCAGG

THE MESSENGER

Tired, wind-whipped runner, rule the night,
Divert the lonely child’s trembling fright.
Close shadowed leader run silent,

Beneath the crying winds lament.

Hurry by every shadowed grove,

Above the cliff-ringed crooked cove.

We beg the wild and rushing river,

Guide our heavy laden runner;

Take with you the terrors of the dark,

That dare to on your current embark.”

Desperate runner, depend on this tonight,
That all is done to aid your gallant flight;
The child in the flickering window, watching,
And the old man in his aged chair, rocking,
Pray for the safety of your desparate flight,
Hope that you'll make it, and set us all aright.

THE LOBSTERMAN

The lobsterman was never bothered much,

By the Market Crash in late twenty-nine;

He was busy, untangling his line,

And besides, he was too far out of touch;

His ma never taught him about those things much.
She'd taught him things like how to tell the time,
Using just the sun as a natural sign,

And how, when he was hurt, to fix a crutch.

So, he never got his education

From the books at some university,

But it didn’t make him any less a man.
He understood a man’s tribulation,

In his own soft way of simplicity.

He lived the simple life he knew, a man.
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PETER McCAGG

My Dealers rule the black trade of this town.
They deal in dolls and cash and show a gain,
My smoke curtails her enemy the rain.

Sir, wake up, don't play the part of a clown.
I've got a boy. Its a trip, won't get you down.
The rush that hides in every shot's insane.
John sang of strawberry fields and Penny Lane,
Don’t cross my dealers, they control this town.

Oh Pompous ruler of this troubled land,

The sickness that is flowing from your hand,
Has seeped into your royal water clock,

And your shinning tower embedded in the rock,
Has begun to rust — the rock has ground to dust.
Turn back the destruction, swallow your lust,

Across a moonlit starry sky,

Shadows race to secret destinations.
Into a night lightened field

Lonely men wander to their rendezvous,
Fire lights on the horizon,

Tiny outposts of bright,

Stand, defiant of the night

And spread their warmth and understanding
To the lonely men,

Shadows meet and the last coals go out
On the other side of the horizon.

Oh desparate ruler of this troubled land

The sickness that is flowing from your hand,
Has seeped into the royal water clock.

And your shinning tower embedded in the rock,
Has begun to rust, the rock has ground to sand
Turn back the destruction, raise your hand.
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PETER McCAGG

FIRE AND RAIN

The stage lights burning in his eyes removed the colors from his
sight. Softly fingering the chords of his guitar, he quietly sang the last
lyrics to his sad song.

“. .. Blossom there's sweet dream on my mind

There's a —."

James stood up, dropping his guitar to the floor, and stared through
the lights, through the crowd, somewhere far away. Sweat poured from
his blank face. And then he smiled to himself, his secret splintered smile,
crooked at the corners. The stare without the smile would kill; with it,
no one could know for sure. Speaking beneath his breath, just loud
enough to hear, James finished the words to his song.

. .. song inside me

Take these chains away.”

The flies between the screens struggled to find a way out. The
porcelain sink in the corner of the dingy room gurgled every few minutes
whenever someone in a near-by room Hushed a toilet, or turned on the
shower in the bathroom. Children in the playground across the street
squealed their cries of delight or anger. It was hard to tell which, James
thought. The Saturday afternoon was hot, and as usual, lazy and boring.

James sat in the white iron chair in the middle of the room, his
room, Mrs. Warren had said, small and unfriendly. He listened to the
captured flies wage their war with the fine meshed screens, he just as
helpless as they, with no way to escape. The only difference between
them was: he was there for help; thy were there to die. Four barren
white-washed walls stared blankly at each other across the room, never
blinking, never changing. The lights go off at nine, breakfast is at
seven-thirty.

A courtyard surrounded by the sooty red-brick building was the only
outside place to go. But even here the tired grass was trampled brown
and dying, and the only view was of a dirty city street, through a rusty
cast iron fence. Children came to the fence every day, when school was
out, to stare and taunt the people there, the crazy pople. It was hard to
to tell who was out, and who was in, the old withdrawn man hiding in
his ragged overcoat, sitting on a dusty wooden bench, or the greasy, foul-
mouthed urchins yelling at the fence, with their filthy fingers reaching
through the bars.

Whenever James went out, he'd lie on his back and watch the
sky. He told Jackson once that no one could ever trap the sky. “Jackson,"
he mused silently, “the only sane person around.” The old black janitor,
snapping his false teeth in rhythm with his off-key humming, walked
out of the cold building now, and down the cement steps into the
courtyard. James, lying on the grass, was singing to himself, smiling his
crooked smile. Something blocked the sun from his eyes, and he scram-
bled up to scold this intruder. Instead, he simply stared at the girl who
now stood beside him, not through her, but at her. When he came back
from his dream, he wasn't the same,
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“1 said, 1 wanted to know just what you thought you were doing,
Iving there like that. Don’t you know that you could hurt your eyes
by looking at the sun. My father was blinded that way.”

James laughed, “What's your name:”

“Susane.”

“You've not been here long have you.” he said quickly.

“No.” She surprised herszlf by saying that, it was the first sane
thought she'd had since the accident. She added quickly, “And I won't
be here long, either.” Then she lay down beside him on the withered
grass, to watch the sky.

“Why did they send you here?” she asked.

“I shot my mother with a pigmy dart blower that a chief gave me,
while I was on safari in Alrica, and she sent me here to calm down.”

She laughed, then seriously asked, “No. really? Why?"”

“I don't know. Does it make any difference? 1 don’t see that it does.
Besides, 1 kind of like the idea of shooting my mother with a dart. Okay?”

“Of course. I'm sorry.” Silence followed, and they both fell into
their own dreams, watching the clouds race from building to building.

The old ladies on the porch, who always came to rock in their
ancient, creaking chairs, were talking their foolish talk. They were al-
ways arguing, or gigeling, or making a fuss. At least they were cheerful
and lively most of the time. “How depressing it must be,” James thought,
to be both solemn and insane.” The ladies rocked away, sunning them-
selves in the early afternoon light, wrapped in their scarfs and shawls, and
high-topped black shoes. It made little difference that they were insane,
they semed perfectly normal. And certainly they accepted one another
as normal. They had all of the gossip and back-biting meanness of any
old ladies bridge club.

Mary sat silently in the corner of the porch watching her untied
shoelaces, as one ol the ladies taunted her.

“How's your lamb, Mary, your dear, dear lamb?" she purred.
“Gone?” Then sneering, “Oh, Mary, 1 am sorry.” A restrained giggle,
then, “Mary, are you crazy? I think you're crazy.”

They all Jaughed but Mary. James stood up and looked steadily
at the ladies, playing their cruel games. He turned towards Susane, who
still lay lost in the clouds, and said, “I used to know a little boy who
was retarded and had to live in a school for the mentally retarded. Every
Sunday afternoon I'd go and see him there. He was a great little kid,
always friendly and eager to play, but every time I was there, an older
boy ran by and called to him, ‘Hey, retard!” My little friend looked up
at me and ask what a retard was. I never knew what to say; I'd just
smile and say ‘Come on,’ or ‘It's only a name; besides, who cares anyway?'
Then he’d smile and run off as happy as before.”

“It’s the same with those ladies, isn't it?"" Susane asked.

“Yes.”

“Hey, we can’t be talking like this, we're insane too, remember?”

“No,” James said slowly, “we’re not insane.”

The summer passed quickly and happily. James met Susane outside
every day, they laughed and talked, or sang songs. All the old ladies
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thought they were crazy, and whispered about them all the time. There
was something to live for, someone to care about, until one night, when
she came to him in the dark, crying.

Susane held onto James, her body trembled. She said his name.
“James, they're going to move me away, to another asylum.” For the
first time since the day he met her, he lapsed into his stare. Somewhere
far away, he ran and laughed and cried, but no one could see him,

“God, James, what can I do?” she sobbed as he awoke.

‘Susane,” he comforted her.

Early the next morning, Mrs. Warren, the old nurse, who had been
so kind to them, and who had relaxed the rules so that they could be
together more often, helped Susane pack her things, and walked with
her to the car. James watched from the courtyard; they wouldn’t let
him outside to say, for the last time, goodbye.

“It won’t be long,” James called.

Susane knew differently, but managed a smile anyway and waved,
then whispered, “Goodbye,” and got into the car.

When she had gone, James walked out of the courtyard, looking
for last time at the places that they had shared and loved. He promised
not to come back until she was once again there. Time was on her
hands and knees, crawling by. The days in an endless procession, came
and left. But everything passed unnoticed by James. He sat in his room
hour after hour, just waiting for the few, short minutes that he could
talk with her. Sometimes he'd sit near the phone, silently watching it,
biding his time, knowing that this was as close to her as he could come.

Far away, deep shadows lay across another room and the pale night
light made a pattern on the floor, as it shone through the window.
Susane lay writhing on her bed. The pain in her stomach grabbed at her
then slowly let go, never quite leaving before it grabbed again. A cold
sweat beaded her white forehead, and she pressed her eyes tightly shut,
somehow hoping that when she opened them, the pain would be gone.
It wasn't. She cried softly, remembering one of James' songs.

“Blossom, it's been much too long a day;

It seems my dreams have frozen —
Melt my cares away."

The orderlies came to take her to the hospital later that night.
“James?” Mrs. Warren asked, sitting next to him in his tiny room, “There
was an accident last night.”

James sat staring ahead, not believing, but knowing what was coming
next.

“She’s dead, James,” and after a long pause, “I'm sorry, terribly
sorry.” She did her best to keep [rom crying, but tears formed in her
eyes and slid down her cheek.

His eyes closed, and he bowed his head. The flies between the
screens had somehow escaped, and the room was silent now. Mrs. Warren
stood up, smoothed her dress and weakly smiled. “I'll be here,” she said,
and then left.

“I was wrong,” cried James, to the absent flies, “You've not come to
die, and I've not come for help. They'll kill me. They'll kill me. I'm
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not insane,” he screamed, then, even louder, “Not insane!” Then, slump-
ing to the floor, he fell sobbing in the corner. His hands pressed to his
forehead, and his body shook to the sobs. When he finally fell asleep,
he dreamed.

A solt breeze blowing through the tall thick grain, bent the stalks
in waves. He was running, bounding across the field. A kite swooped
and soared above and behind him. He ran up to the top of a rise, and
stopped to gaze at the shimmering river before him, forgetting the
kite that now dove towards the earth. It arashed in slow-motion, splint-
ering into a thousand shivering pieces. When he heard the crash, he
turned and saw the shattered kite, and began to weep. His mother
calmly stood beside him, quietly fixing the cut on his knee, and his
father told him sternly to wipe his face, and stand up like a man.

The gray morning broke; the dingy light creeped into James' tiny
room. His bed was unmade, the door was open, he was gone. Down
the quiet halls, windowless and dark. When Mrs. Warren came at eight
all she found was a note, written in James’ child-like style, left on the bed.

Dear Mys. Warren

I want you to vead this in hopes that you'll understand.

Just yesterday morning they let me know you were gone
Susane the plans they made put an end to you
I walked out this morning and I wrote down this song
I just can’t remember who to send it to

I've seen five and I've seen rain

I've seen sunny days that I thought would never end
I've seen lonely times when I could not find a friend
But I always thought I'd see you again
Won't you look down upon me [esus you've got to help me make a stand
You've just got to see me through another day
My body’s aching and my time is at hand
And I won’t make it any other way
Now I'm walking my mind to an easy time my back turned towards the
sun
Lord knows when the cold wind blows it’ll turn your head around
There’s hours of time on the telephone line to talk about things to come
Sweet dreams and flying machines in pieces on the ground.

James

Mrs. Warren folded the note and smiled, “I understand, James, I
understand.”

The words to, “Blossom,” and, the letter, “Fire and Rain,” are
both songs of James Taylor recorded on his album, Sweet Baby James.
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PRESTON GAZAWAY

SMILING FACES

Arms and voices raised,

a chant started,

It grew

from a low rustle,

to a light rumble,

to a large roar.

People no longer listening,
People no longer sitting.
Upraised, part of the music,
Hands and arms,

voices and bodies,

minds and eyes,

trapped by the beat of the drums.
They are one.

Everyday faces become
happy Saturday faces.
Worries forbidden,
troubles forgotten.
Cured by the panacea,
Music.

ST. FRANCIS

St. Francis

flourished, faltered, fell.
new directions lead
toward — where?

never knowing ‘til

we arrive — there.

Revived, reincarnated?
never forever!
banished for Boston,
New York, San Fran,
Washington sifting center
satisfied
New horizons
Unemblazoned
Are now awaiting
Unmarred by hating
sifting center ultimately
satisfied.
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RALPH SCOTT

1F T ONLY KNEW

The day was hot and the air was still,

The only noise was a grasshopper's shrill.

The sun was strong and the sky was blue,

But there was something wrong; if I only knew.

It came on quick like the strike of a snake,
The sky grew dark; the ground gave a shake.
Over the plain 1 could see it there,

A swirling twirling mass of air.

It looked like a finger of death and despair,
Wherever it pointed nothing was there.

All around the shrieks and cries I could hear,
Of the whimpers of children in mortal fear.

Soon it was over; the sky was blue;

What took years Lo create was suddenly through.
The town was destroyed and the houses torn down;
Near a dead woman, a weeping child on the ground.

The loss of your loved ones is terribly great,

Yes she's a merciless Mistress Fate,

She picks but a few that won't pay her cruel toll,
Of merciless killings and lives that she stole,
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JARED W. INGERSOLL

THE LIGHTS—A LOVE SONG

In the car last night

I ran across a memory,

A solitary, twinkling, blue light
of a moment past.

The lights at the airport,
The constant blue

Like no others.

They were shining for you.

A NIGHT AND A DAY IN THE LIFE

“I'll make it tonight,” he thought, as he let the steam which he
loved so much cover him in that blanket of total security. The shower
was the perlect temperature, and he repeated to himself, as he had
many times before, “I could stay here forever.” Greg's thoughts jumped
out of the shower and into the back seat of his car, empty but moving.
He felt the car stop on a half-lit dead end road. He could see her in
the bright moon and felt something welling up in him as he saw her
slide closer to him. The nonchalant Italian lover started to please his
woman, as he lifted her (with a tingle in his fingertips) into the back
seat. Tongues touched, and everything was faster, but frozen. His tongue
(‘What a tongue! he thought) slid down her neck touching the good
body all over. Slowly, very slowly at first, he felt the falling begin. It
gained speed. His heart was jumping.

Greg caught himself, almost too late. His heart was pounding, and
he felt menaced by the steam which, though he loved it, seemed to be
threatening, to be closing in on him. He quickly got out of the warmth
that was glaring at him, and escaped to his bedroom. “What happened?”
he wondered loudly, His mother, downstairs, asked, “What'd you say,
dear?”, and Greg replied. “Nothing, mother.” He turned and looked at
the clock, and watched the minute hand desperately trying to catch
the hour hand. He stared. It was a quarter of a circle behind (if he'd
been thinking he would have said 8:20) , and it caught up. Greg watched
it smother the hour hand. Only then did he see that it was 8:40, ten
minutes late for his date. He put his clothes on over his half-dry body,
ran downstairs, and outside, while his mother looked up and wondered
at the sudden noises on the stairs. In his car, Greg glanced quickly at
the back seat and shivered suddenly at the thought of his near fall
in the steam.

Tonight he didn’t drive any dilferently than any other night, or
any slower. Indeed, he knew he was late, he drove faster, but his thoughts
were the same as always. The radio was blasting, but he didn't really
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hear it. His eyes gazed almost hypnotically at the headlights of passing
cars. Even the bright ones didn’t seem to bother him. As he drove,
he looked into the house windows at the television audiences, or the
occasional party, and he would be there, sitting on the couch, or stand-
ing with a screwdriver (his favorite drink) and pretzels, in the midst of
the people of whose lives he could never be a part. When he went
past a wooded lot, or a park, he thought he heard the birds' high shrill
whistles and low chortles, and the squirrels’ chatter, but the radio was
loud. Somehow he managed to negotiate the turns, lights, and signs de-
spite his absentmindedness. Tonight, Greg had one more distraction.
Ellen was on his mind — her average, often tired-looking face, which was
not Freuy but was somehow vaguely attractive. Her hands, for some

eculiar reason, were a little rough. He eyed the rest of her, including
rer newly-cut, very short hair, and he wondered what she’d be wearing
tonight, how she’d smell. In the last mile to her house, he forgot the
houses and the birds he'd listened to before. Ellen was all he thought of.

When Greg reached Ellen’s house, he went through the slow ritual of
turning off his lights, engine, and radio, in that order. He sat for a sec-
ond, then walked up to the door. He rang the bell a little too long.
Ellen was waiting (she looked good tonight, he thought) and ready
to go. After quick indecision, Greg took her hand (he had decided not to
shock Ellen's parents), quickly announced good night, and led her
away. He noticed a thin film of sweat on both their hands. He wondered
whether he was nervous or just a little warm. “‘Lovely night, isn't it?”
asked the Italian lover-prince, poised for action. “Yes,” was all she said.
Silence. Think of something to say, thought the prince, as he and Ellen
got in the car. As soon as he had started the car, he put his arm around
Ellen, who was close. He could feel the body with his fingertips, and
he felt her heart beat beneath its cloth covering. She was warm and
exciting, but he pulled himself together, for he knew where he'd be in
two hours, after the movie. . .

For Greg, the movie meant four dollars, snacks, and hand-holding.
“Can’t do much more,” he thought, “in a public building,” but he did
rest his hand on her leg twice, and he imagined his hand under, not
over, her skirt. Once again he saw the back seat. He looked over at
her and when she looked back the Italian smiled a cool smile, and said,
“Dulcissimo, babes, watch the flick.” He suddenly felt awkward,
ashamed, not like himsell. “What am I doing?” he thought, “Why the
hell am 1 being so fake?”’ He determined to be himself. “What do you
think ol the movie?” he asked. Once again, he noticed her well-formed
breasts. He was looking when she answered, and didn’t hear. Ellen re-

eated that she liked it, as he looked guiltily up, rebuking himself, not
just for what had just happened (he was sure she had seen him look-
ing), but for everything, for the whole evening. He told himself he'd
make an effort to ignore her body, and try to talk with her, to get to
know her. Greg caught a glimpse of the movie, found it interesting and
started watching. There was a very interesting seduction taking place
on the screen. Greg was watching, and, as the graceful hero reached his
fait accompli, he wondered what life should be about. He was suddenly
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deep in thought, away from the world. Thoughts flashed at him, faster
than he could think them, and would disappear before they formulated.
Some caught hold. What was he doing here? “Do I know this Ellen
girl? Do I want to have her?” he thought. He was losing perspective.
He was in a nightmare, panicking. What was his life? What was he
thinking? What was reality? He was lost again, and was screaming in-
side, and something was pulling his arm. The tugging had him wonder-
ing. It pulled him slowly back to the theater, and Ellen was there,
smiling, wondering herself, no doubt, what was happening.

Greg laughed. He asked Ellen what she thought of the movie. She
said she liked it and asked him if he was okay. “Yeah, just thinking,"
he laughed. He was scared again, and, since he knew vaguely what the
movie had been like, he commented on it, to satisfy her wondering. Back
in the car, he suddenly found things to talk about. It was almost as if
he were afraid of being silent again. He tried to shut out thoughts, and
did so relatively well. He asked Ellen if she'd like to go to a snack
bar, and they went, and split a coke. Greg looked at his watch, con-
scientiously not thinking. He didn't have to be home for two hours.
He knew what was next, and was up for it. He felt exhilarated, eager,
almost anxious for that moon-lit road. He said to Ellen, “Let’s go for
a ride.” She said yeah, because she knew what he wanted, and she knew
that he knew that she knew what he wanted. It was a silent game for
both of them, as she looked coy and he looked innocent. He suavely ran
out of gas, and didn’t even bother to say that he'd run out. Why should
he, they were both aware of what was going on. The moon was all that
Greg had hoped for; he could see very well, and Ellen looked very pretty
in the half-light in the car as she slid closer to him. The Italian lover
touched his tongue to hers (Why the Italian lover, Greg thought- Why
not me?). The smooth Italian would not leave. They both wanted
her, but the Italian could get her easily. How could Greg compare?
He was trying hard to fight off the role, it did not fit him. Meanwhile,
the Italian touched her with his fingertips, and finally, passionately,
lifted Ellen into the back seat (with a ungle in his fingertips). His
tongue and hands explored, they were pleasing both Ellen and Greg.
The tempo was growing faster. His tongue reached into her mouth,
and he caressed her with the tip of his tongue (“What a tongue!” he
thought.) . Greg was still fighting the Italian. What was the guy doing
there- He could handle it himself. Ellen was falling, and so the Italian.
Greg was ready to get her-he knew she was vulnerable, and that he
could have her right now, but he was fighting the Italian, too. The
Italian gave in. It was Greg who was on top of Ellen now, ready to take
her. But now something was different. He looked at her, and he could
tell that she wanted him, but he couldn't take the last step. She looked
at him, and once again, she could only wonder. He heard himself saying
that he'd date her the next night. He continued kissing her, but the
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