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Poesis est vinum daemonum.
St. Augustine

Poetry is truth in its Sunday clothes.
Joseph Roux

Poetry is the achievement of the synthesis of hyacinths and
biscuits.

Carl Sandberg

Poetry is the record of the best and happiest moments of the best
and happiest minds.

Percy Bysshe Shelley

Poetry is the spontaneous overflow of powerful feelings: it takes
its origin from emotion recollected in tranquility.

William Wordsworth



CHRIS MARTIN

My Lady of the Garden

My lady's eyes shine to tell of the day,
Of whirling white sky pools and sun glaring blaze,
Of flower lillied carpets on soft grounds array,
Of trees that wave slowly, in my lady's gaze.

She runs an easy garden life
Of floating skirts down paths.
Such a young exquisite wife,
While she glides, she smiles, and laughs.

I'd be there now and chase her down
The trails till we laugh and fell,
But my legs are lame and bandage-wound.
This pain is earthly hell!

I must now set my lady free
Of an ogre that lives in a chair.
I know she'll cry but then she'll see,
That I can't tie her down with my care.

My love so strong will live on past death.
I stare at the gun, yet know what must be,
Quick pain dims away as I ebb my last breath,
So my lady will always be free.

FOR SUZANNE

May I say that I loved you in my dream,
When lost away in a pillow of softened hopes,
When ushered from clouds to waves
At the thought of your smile?
When you were so far away.

May I say that I loved you in my dream,
or would you blush and say, "We don't have time"?
Time to know each other,
Time to hurt each other,
Time to grow old.

May I say that I loved you in my dream,
or would you say, "Dreams are for what might have been"?
but I still have hope
and it seemed real,
and dreams are for what may be.



CYCLES

Down on the seasands the children at play
Build castles with moats, soon filled with spray.
The walls become levelled as waves roll, and then
The children are ready to start once again.

Men made of grains start as children of sand,
Their lives' sweatfilled meaning expressed by their hands.
Caked, parched, then bleached grains are ushered away
By the winds of creation for some coming day.

Our lives are all puzzles we never quite learn;
We live with our questions and watch the world turn.
We are all caught in cycles of what's come before,
We are times on a schedule from some foreign shore.

Our pride's in our work, our families, and land,
So proud of our trails that we leave in the sand.

ALL MY YEARS

Tell me why we all fear death,
as if it were the end.
Our bodies stop but that's not us,
I mean we just don't end.

We spend our lives in mortal shells
and walk around the earth,
but then at death we lose that form,
as if to gain new birth.

So all my years are past my count,
and now He comes for me.
I've lived my life and so it's through.
I am what I hoped to be.

Remember me as you will,
but don't cry when I'm gone.
I've no fear of what's to come,
I'm just moving on.



DAVID HARMS
A Glimpse of New

The door swung open with a bang, announcing Kitty's return from
school. The pattering of her feet broke the stillness which hung about
the room: dark, soft, and drowsy. She stopped short and tipped her
head to one side. Her eyes sought the table and the shadowy figures of
the tiny wooden dolls.

"How are my friends this afternoon?" she ventured. "Did you miss
me?"

The smooth forms sat motionless in the dark, their features ob-
scured. Kitty glanced about the room and her fingers began to twist
and tug on the last remaining button on her coat.

"I sure missed you," she pleaded. "School wasn't any fun. I'm
glad to be back home again."

Kitty was barely breathing. She stood for a moment in silence then
rushed to the window. Her hands fumbled for the curtain cord but
couldn't find it. She grabbed the curtain and flung it open. The first ray
of sunlight stabbed the darkness, scattering the shadows, and Kitty
winced from the glare. When she reopened her eyes the light had
settled casually about the room. She welcomed it with a broad smile
and then turned toward the table.

"There, that's much better. You really shouldn't sit in the dark.
It's bad for your spirits."

Kitty hummed gaily now as she took off her coat. She paused to
feel the warmth of the sun. Her slender arms stretched above her head
and she forced herself up on her toes. She pursed her lips in a tight,
thin smile as she let her arms drop slowly to her sides, Kitty sighed.
After another moment she walked to the bureau and stopped to gaze at
a small wooden image of Winnie the Pooh. She reached out and stroked
the figure with her finger, slowly and evenly. Kitty's voice was a
whisper:

"I missed you most Winnie," she offered. "That Mrs. Bracknell is
really nasty. She is always shouting. Not too much at me, but to the
boys in the back." A slight frown. "They do cause a lot of trouble."
Kitty drew back - her voice was firm. "Willy Newton is always
throwing spitwads!" She offered her hand to Pooh once more, and said
softly, "You know, Winnie, I sort of feel sorry for Mrs. Bracknell. She
must be awfully lonely. It's nice to have friends like you. I wonder if
Mrs. Bracknell has any?"

Her eyes then narrowed; her forehead stood furrowed in thought
and the corners of her mouth drew taut. Kitty sucked in her bottom lip
and bit down on it. After a time she raised her finger to her chin and
began to smile. She thrust her finger above her head and spoke in a
trembling voice:

"I know! I'll visit her at her house!"
Kitty tossed her head back and placed her hands firmly on her

hips. She smiled at Pooh.
"You're terrific, Winnie!"
Kitty reached for a jar on the bureau and popped a peppermint

into her mouth. She started for the door but wheeled about to get Pooh.
With the figure clasped tightly to her chest, Kitty ran out of the room
triumphantly.



TIMOTHY KEY
Final Shock

Colonel Josef Federov had fought the Germans in the name of the
Tsar and Holy Russia for three years when he and his infantry
regiment were sent back to less strenuous activity at the Petrograd
garrison early in March, 1917. Federov was a career man in the army
and having come from a good family, he had been sent to one of
Moscow's foresmost military academies. He was known to be an in-
credibly stern disciplinarian, drilling his troops mercilessly, and an
almost religiously devout servant of the Tsar. The savage winter
campaigns of the war had taken their toll on the forty-two year old
Federov; his face was windburnt, leathery and brown, and his im-
peccably kept Van-dyke was beginning to gray. His hard, blue eyes had
not lost their authority however, and his voice had retained the whip-
like quality that many subordinate classmates at the academy
remembered ruefully.

March 11, 1917 dawned uncertainly over Petrograd as Colonel
Federov eyed his orders of the day with horrified disgust. He was to
take a battalion of his troops out and disperse, with force if necessary,
a multitude of screaming demonstrators who had conglomerated about
the Nicholas Station demanding food and an immediate end to the war.
Federov decided furiously that he certainly had not spent three years
on the front defending Russian soil, only to return to the capital and
battle his own countrymen. He could hardly believe that loyal Russians
would actually demonstrate against the war, a war which was
Russia's duty to win. Expecting to return to a patriotic Petrograd,
solidly behind the Tsar and brave Russian soldiers so many of which
had already given their lives, Federov was shocked to see food riots,
labor strikes and demonstrations. The fact that three years of war had
completely demoralized the Russian people never dawned upon the
naive Federov. He soon found himself blaming the Duna, "German
influenced" intellectuals, and even the Empress herself, for the
disorders that reigned in Petrograd. Despite the disillusionment,
Federov was convinced that an eventual peace with Germany would
give the monarchy an opportunity to restore Russia to normality. That
the end of the Romanov Dynasty and tsardom in Russia was only five
days away never even occurred to him.

At nine o'clock on the morning of the seventeenth, Colonel Federov
led two companies of his infantry through the silent misty streets of the
capital, his destination, the Nicholas Station. He rode a nervous
chestnut that gamboled down the street, wide-eyed, throwing its head
about trying to get rid of the foam that formed at its mouth. The Colonel
rode stiff-backed with one arm dangling at his side; his heavy, gray,
greatcoat was stiff from the cold. Eyeing his men critically, he noticed
their surly expressions and imagined that the thought of street fighting
must be just as distasteful to them as it was to him - probably even
more so since they would be actually confronting the demonstrators
face to face. Most of the troops in the two companies were recruits
who had been recently conscripted to bolster up the regiment and give
the surviving veterans rest. God knows they need it thought Federov
sadly.

Approaching the Nicholas Station, Colonel Federov called one of
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his captains to him and cantered into the square before the station to
reconnoiter the situation. Trotting back and forth in front of his men,
he regarded the great, dark mass of people that flowed about the
square chanting, breaking shop windows and waving crude banners of
red cloth. Frowning, he wheeled the chestnut around, screaming for
the two platoons to take up position in preparation to dispel the
troublemakers. Urged on by the captains, galloping madly about and
pointing with their swords, the soldiery took up position in two long
thin lines, ten yards in back of Federov and awaiting further orders,
stood with their rifles at their sides, hands on their bayonet scabbards.
Federov didn't expect the snowball but a barrage hit him and his
horse; the animal reared and retreated several steps. A large segment
had detached itself from the main group of demonstrators and was
busy jeering the troops, at the same time pelting them with iceballs and
bits of garbage. The troops shifted uneasily, muttering amongst
themselves while the Colonel yelled at the crowd to get back or be fired
upon - his cries were drowned by the frenzied screaming of the throng,
who commenced to approach the body of infrantry, ominously. Federov
could distinctly see deserters in the mob, half-dressed in uniform, they
called and beckoned to the garrison troops to disobey the orders of the
officers. Federov felt the blood pounding in his temples as he rode
through the ranks and turned around in back of them; drawing his
sword, he peered over the heads of his men. He barked his orders
quickly and crisply although still inaudible to the seething crowd

"Fix bayonets!"
The long line rattled with the sound of clicking steel as some of the

troops reluctantly obeyed the order. Others didn't bother to obey the
order, but the Colonel's eyes were on the advancing crowd, less than
fifty yards away.

"Take aim!"
A sudden silence fell over the square at the Nicholas Station - the

crowd had stopped in its tracks, everybody staring stupidly like
animals caught in a trap. Glancing at the ranks in array before him,
the Colonel saw that they had executed a perfect about face, at the
same time raising their rifles to their shoulders. As if in a dream,
Federov saw his captains riding down the line of troops towards him,
beating the men back with the flats of their swords. The Colonel saw
the purpose of his life dissolving before his very eyes and as he
dropped his sword to his side, the crashing of volleys filled the square.

BEN LORD

To Please the Crowd

Pigeons, roused by the roar of the squad car, fluttered nervously
on their perches. The car swerved down the dirty street, past the small
cafes, hotels and bars over the market place into the city. A crowd that
had already formed, parted reluctantly as the car made its way
through. One portly man in a golf shirt and a straw hat watched the
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warehouse passively. Turning to his friend, who was finishing off a
hamburger, he said firmly,

"How 'bout it Joe? Doubl'or nothing the kid jumpa'n I'll put ten on
it . . . " They confirmed the deal with a handshake. In a diner, a man
stared in detached fascination at the small figure on the ledge; he
called home saying he'd be late . . . er, something came up that he
wasn't planning on.

Cameramen with their greedy probing eyes focused upon the
young man on the ledge. Reporters dug up stories of the boy's early life,
interviewed his teachers, his friends, the police. This was a big story -
the reporters felt sorry for him, but in the back of their minds they saw
headlines: "MAYOR'S SON LEAPS TO DEATH FROM WAREHOUSE! !
"What a story!

The boy appeared as no more than a speck upon the ledge. He had
on green overalls, and had taken off his shirt because of the heat. One
moment he would sit brooding, the next moment he would sway nimbly
at the edge of the ledge, dangling one foot out. The crowd hissed and
murmured as the boy swayed precariously, and there was a sharp
roar when his foot dropped over the side. His shirt dropped off the
ledge and spun slowly to the street. Immediately it was pounced on by
a shabby street urchin who walked through the crowd trying to sell
pieces of the "madman's" shirt.

The police tried to talk him down but he was scared and
depressed; he talked willingly but gave only vague, abrupt responses
as to why he wanted to jump. An officer began to make his way up the
fire escape to the roof but stopped when the boy moved further out
onto the ledge and squatted, pointing his arms as if he were going to
dive. "Seems to be the All-American type: intelligent - he had been
accepted at Yale - a varsity quarterback in high school for two years,
clean-cut, witty." "He was a good boy .. . quiet.. . yeah, a good boy. '
"He was despondant over the sudden death of his mother and the
prospects of living with an overbearing father, who he had not seen
since his parents were divorced . . . and now the state and national
report. In Harrisburg . . . '

But all of the reasons seemed to fall short - Why was he up there?
Morton Chapel rang eight; he had been up there for eight hours.

Finally an officer got onto the ledge . . . The boy sat motionless
with his head between his knees. The boy wanted to come down now. It
was getting dark.

The boy stared below and suddenly he was an actor on a macabre
stage: the roar of the sirens, the search lights, the soothing drone of the
crowd, the cameras converging - a crescende of tension, something
inside him said,

"JUMP! JUMP! JUMP!" and he leaped.
Slowly the crowd began to disperse.
"Too bad about that kid . . . "
"Too bad for you too chum . . . heh . . . how about the money you

owe me?"
"I'll bring it over tonight."
"Yeah! There's a wrestling match on TV, The Masked Tartar

against Davis Avarieio . . . '
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JIM RYAN

Barn in a Meadow

Rearing up on whithered haunches,
standing over the red-brown grass,
rotting,
peaceful,
forgotten.

Blackened planks, rickety and weak,
Hold up
a half-shingled roof,
not far from the ground.

A black emptiness stares vacantly,
remembering all the life that
ever came in

through the
Bright

Red
Door,

now fallen, piece by piece,
into rusty metal and grayish wood.

Musty air sorts out rays of dirty sunlight,
which crawl from the hayloft,
a sunning place for field mice.

Rotted straw lies defeated and forlorn,
in a heap

A silent cowbell
sits rusting,
stoically,
on a hook.

A pitchfork,
sinister,
lurks in a corner

Through a fallen wall section
a rusted hulk

glares
in the sun.

Traces of furrows and fences fall
back, they become the way
they were meant to be.
In the roots of land untouched and
forgotten for

Thirty
Virgin

Years
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Lie the remants of men,
long absorbed,
laid to rest,

Slowly pulled to the
all-consuming solitude
of the fields.

Part hidden by a ridge,
Covered with saplings,

the last vestige
of Man's presence
gazes in curiosity
out onto a dirt road,
that grows hazy in the distance,
and finally in swallowed up by night mists.

STEWART BARROLL

Rock Hall, Maryland

Bud was a heavy-set man whose greying hair stood out sharply
against his dark, tanned face. He seated himself at the table and called
out to the kitchen. "Let's go, Peg. This heah boy's ready to eat!" From
the kitchen came a rattle of pans and the sound of an oven closing. Peg
came in from the kitchen carrying a platter, upon which was a pair of
roasted convasbacked ducks. Peg placed the platter, in front of Bud
and sat at the other end of the small table. For a minute she stared
absently out the window at the March scene. Bud placed the bird on a
plate and passed it to her.

"They're cooked just right, hon," he said as he carved his duck.
"Bud, I want to talk to you about these ducks," she paused for a

moment, glanced again out the window and said, "When you brought
in them seventeen cans last Sunday, I couldn't help but think about
what the paper said about there bein' less 'n' less of 'em every year.
There's a only a few thousand in the state, and the hens are illegal to
shoot, and I saw there was a few in the las t . . . "

"Now wait just one minute, woman! You ain't never complained
about eating canvasback before."

"I know Bud, but don't ya think we get enough ducks during the
season? Do you gotta keep trappin?"

"Listen to me, Peg, 'n' listen good. I've been eatin' can since I was
born and there aint't no law gonna bust me up now. The feds say one
drake pan a day durin' the season. Christ! Without bait 'n sinkboxes a
can a month is the best you'll do. All the huntin's gone to them rich city
lawyers and they're gettin' all the ducks. So I trap'em and I keep on
trappin' as long as that's the only way I can git canvasbacks. 'Sides,
the coupl'a dozen I git a month aint's hurtin' anything. Its all yer
damned city people that are killin'off the cans, not me.

"But Bud, us eatin' these isn't helpin' things."

( 9 )
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" Ya don't have to eat if you don't want to ... makes more for me."
Bud ate a piece of meat and washed it down with a swig of milk. "Um,
that's good 'n' rare . . . cooked just long enough to kill the quack." He
grinned at his old saying but there was no response from Peg, who was
slowly starting on her duck. "Dammit, Peg . . . the way you're actin'
you'd think I was a criminal or somethin'. Hell, Petey Wilson gets twice
as many as I do ... so do old man Samuels and his boys . . . Peg . . . Peg
will ya listen to me . . . ?"

ALLEY

Thoughts from Misty Mountain

It's one of those days that would be beautiful in the summer. The
sky bears the kind of clouds that beam warmth and lazy humor. If the
trees had thick, green bunches of life, the sort that melt into the
verdant lushness of oak and sycamore; the grass that only comes from
the loving care of an old, lonely spirit in tune with nature.

There is no warmth in this day, though. No birds screaming or
children in mock-flight, no warm zephyr or gliding canoe. Only barren
earth and trees . .. frozen worms and hungry . . . all half-slumbering in
the chilled paws of winter.

No couples wandering in fields, touching beside lakes. No picnics,
only empty tables (monuments to forgotten chicken and potatoes);
tables whose previous flagrant colors have greyed with the days of
soot and grime, of black rains and typhoid mists.

Life has buried itself far away from the gleaming tendrils of ice
monsters, hiding, biding time till the sun again climbs to it's highest
throne - and becomes the scion of life.
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R. WILSON

Opposed across the flowing plain of grass;
Two armies stir and rusty voices rasp
An order to prepare for death. Cuirass
Clatters, helmet clangs amid the mass
Of seething dust and men. The rising sun
Has killed the night, the heat of day begun,
And builds, the fetid streams of sweat that run
Beneath iron and cloth. The kettledrums
Call forth their hosts to form the ranks of flesh,
Two gleaming seas of doom. And now the test
Of strength begins - measured beats of breath
Dissolve to spitting oaths and cries of death.

BRUCE McKILLIP

Observation Report

6074KR

Observer Kraz 408
Western Hemisphere Division
Northern Reconnaissance
Mission - Winter

Terran Observation Control
Base V-theta-K
Ceres Station

REPORT:

Western Hemisphere Division Terran Observation Team to
Control Base B-theta-K Ceres, greetings. We regret the delay in
cosmographing this report: this was due to extreme difficulty in at-
tempting to understand human behavior, which is highly irrational in
all respects. Our studies may continue indefinitely, but it appears that
humans can't be saved from self-destruction. It's their nature. But,
ours is not to reason why . . . Over the past 2.4 E half-lives we have
concentrated studies on one of the areas where some nestling humans
spend the cold season, this one located on the oriental coast of the
continent known as Normerica, directly opposite the second largest
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body of water from the continent known as Yorp. (These are our own
phonetic renditions of the human's own geographical names, which we
have come to prefer over our usual classification numbers.) Our
discoveries here corroborate with our opinions of humans and their
irrational behavior. So much for that; official report follows:

This is an area about the length and width of a scouting ship, sort
of spattered with crude crust-material structures, just like everywhere
else on the planet. The place has a name: it is apparently named after
a human-an early scientist, I believe, although they have a rather
unusual kind of science; very theoretical, has something to do with a
super-human, or something. But anyway, the name of the place, near
as I can get it in our alphabet is "Saneandrooz". It is often referred to
by the majority of its occupants, however, as "this (untranslatable]
place."

As you know, there are two species, or types, of humans, and that
the differences between the two have something to do with the
reproductive process which is very drawn-out and complicated. Well
the occupants of this institution - for I believe that it is some sort of
organized institituion - are exclusively of the larger, more angular
species. There are roughly 200 or so of them; all but about twenty or
thirty are nestlings, aged about 13 to 17 terran orbits which is one of
the ways they measure time.

I have been unable to determine the purpose of the institution, but
it appears to have a great deal to do with one of their body-restoring
processes, (for their bodies conserve energy very poorly, and must be
restored very frequently) a process in which their bodies lie more or
less motionless, while the mind apparently ceases to function actively.

I believe that this is so because of the routine. They group days
(terran revolutions) into sevens, and the routine is planned ac-
cordingly. From the second day until the sixth, the routine is basically
the same. The nestlings sleep (that is what they call this restoring
process) all during the dark period of the day, and are roused forcibly
soon after it becomes light again. After recharging (taking in sub-
stance which they convert to energy), they proceed in groups to
various parts of the building. In these compartments, there is one older
human being and a number of nestlings. The older one assumes a
standing position, the nestlings a sitting position on objects specially
designed for the purpose. The older being begins to "speak" (their
most common method of communication, something like complicated
coughing), while the nestlings immediately commence sleeping. This
goes on for a specified length of time, after which the nestlings proceed
to another compartment and the process repeats itself. This occurs
seven to eight times a day, with two intervals for recharging.

After the eighth of these sleeping-times, an activity begins that
may well be one of the strangest practices in the routine. There are
various activities at this time, but they all have the same goal: to ac-
complish the least possible work with the most possible effort. At the
present time there is particular emphasis on propelling a rough craft
up and down a body of water, always arriving in the same place it
started, without having transported any payload. Most of these ac-
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tivities, however, have something to do with moving a small spherical
or semi-spheroid object from one place to another, with utensils totally
unsuited to the task, or manually with about ten times as many humans
doing it as necessary, so that half of them get in the way. I cannot think
of any reason for their doing this except that it tends to make their
bodies even more angular which they apparently believe induces the
other species to enter the reproductive process more readily, although
we have no statistical evidence that this is so.

After this activity is over for the day, there is another recharging
period, after which they are herded into a large compartment where
one older human begins to speak about nothing in particular, while the
nestlings proceed, once again to sleep, occasionally assuming various
positions and reciting something in a somewhat different language
than is normally used. This practice is believed to have something to do
with their science. After this, they are herded into still another
compartment, where no older human speaks, but all the nestlings sleep
as usual. When this session is over, the nestlings return to their living
quarters, and engage in an activity known as "steer periods" or
something like that. This is the most logical behavior displayed during
the entire day. Then, once again, they sleep.

On the seventh day, there are only three sleeping periods,
followed by a long period in which a large number of nestlings
perambulate up and down as asphalted strip, mumbling words which
we have been unable to translate, except that many of these words are
associated with some of the older humans at the institution. The rest of
the day is passed in extended "steer periods" as well as other various
activities, none of which make much sense to us.

The next day is apparently dedicated to science, in that there is an
extra long sleeping session in which the humans all enter the large
compartment, dressed strangely, and incline their bodies in the
direction of certain graven or other images, then assume a kneeling
position and immediately commence sleeping. After this period is over,
the humans engage in activities similar to those of the previous day.

We have devoted special efforts into the investigation of these
"steer periods". We consider them to be an excellent method of
studying the intellects of the nestlings. It seems, from our in-
vestigations, that their minds are exclusively preoccupied with the
reproductive process, which we have studied at length and with great
interest. While nearly all humans are obsessed with this process, the
nestlings which live here, in the absence of the more rounded species,
spend most of the time in these periods discussing the species, and they
describe in great detail what actions they would take if members of
that species were present.

Strangely enough, however, their actions are significantly dif-
ferent from their plans. On the only occasions in which they actually
come into direct contact with members of the other species - at rituals
known as "exchange dances" which occur several times in a season -
they do not perform anything even vaguely similar to what they have
been discussing all the time. Instead, they rather awkwardly pair up
with the others, and begin to twitch and writhe spasmodically, while a
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sort of rythmic, white noise issues from a conglomeration of machinery
at one end of the compartment. This goes on for quite a while, after
which they separate, and the nestlings begin once again to discuss
what they would do if the other species were present. Very strange.

In light of all these facts which we have compiled, we have still
been unable to determine just exactly why these nestlings are here, for
we do know that they are not born here, and that not all nestlings come
to places like this. It seems even that only a chosen few come here. Our
report therefore stands inconclusive.

Comment, strictly off the record: We are not at all satisfied with
the inconclusive report, ourselves. I know that we're not qualified to
draw our own conclusions because we don't know enough about their
psychology yet. But we've been around these humans for a long time,
and I think we may have hit on something, although we can't back it up
with any concrete facts. I think these particular humans are somewhat
similar to our mental aberrants, the ones which we keep under
anesthesia and give simple jobs to do. I may be wrong, but it seems as if
even a human would have to be crazy to come to a place like this.

RICK SWENSON
Hello, My Name's Polly

"Hello, my name's Polly. What's yours?
"The kids call me Hare, but I really got to be goin.. ."
"But George told me you were dying to meet me. See him
over there smiling at us?"
"Oh my God!"
"Pardon me?"
"It's terribly hot in here, don't you think?"
"Oh yes. They should open a couple of windows. . . "
"Before I puke."
"Scuse me?"
"I was saying that simply because we don't know one another, we
should not rebuke one another."
"Yes, I definitely agree."
"#&!"/#/!"
"You'll have to speak louder. The band is playing so loudly you know."
"I was just commenting on what a hit this dance has been so far. I
mean, we did all come to enjoy ourselves didn't we?"
"Well if that isn't a coincidence. Why just this morning Sue, she's my
best friend, and I were saying that exact thing."
"Bet she's ugly too."
"I didn't quite catch you Harold . . . "
"Hare, and I said I bet you two are snug being best friends and all."
"Oh you certainly are right there! She and I rarely do anything alone.
We're inseparable."
"Well, it sure has been nice talking to you . . ."
"Wait a second Harold, I think I see Sue over in the corner there. Yes, I
do. Let's go see."
"What a night!"
"Isn't it, though!"
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ROBERT LIGHTBURN

Son Is to Man

What is air, but to breath
What is gold worth to steal
Son is to Man
What gold would be breath
A child, a birth, a life
Air filled with joy and mirth
Son is to Man
A second chance for life

Time flies on and the child
Becomes a man himself
Son is to Man
No longer just a child

Man grows old and bends down
He needs a helping hand
Son is to Man
That help that's reaching down

Years pass by, then comes death
But left is man's bequethed
Son is to Man
His immortality

Desert Flower

A desert flower lives not long,
but whithers in the sun

Its seeds wait long for the song
of rains that last a day

They bloom as long but return
the song with their beauty

and then whither
and die

away.



DAVID HARMS

The Circle

"Rawlins, is that you?" Pratchet stood squinting through the fog
for a time before he returned to the bench. His eye caught the form of a
man, dark and bent, approaching him.

"Rawlins, where the devil have you been?"
"Around."
"Around where?"
"Town," the old man settled himself on the bench.
"I've been waiting for nearly - what time is it?"
"Haven't the slightest."
"What kind of an attitude is that? You're going to be late all of

your life, you know that? How do you expect to get on if you don't even
know the time? Well? - Never mind." Pratchet sat down and folded his
arms. He looked at Rawlins. "I don't mean to sound angry; I just wish
you wouldn't keep me waiting. Inconsiderate. And bad business, too.
It's cold today, you know. And wet. And dark . . . I do understand,
though. No doubt you had personal matters to attend to." Rawlins spat
at the ground. "You know, Rawlins, I have to wait for you quite often. I
won't stand for this any longer. It just isn't good business. Don't you
agree?"

"Quite."
"But I'm not angry."
Rawlins produced a cigar and fumbled with the matches.
"You shouldn't smoke so much."
"Wet." The old man threw the matches on the ground. Pratchet

passed his cigarette lighter to him.
"Here, much better than matches." Rawlins puffed on the cigar.

Pratchet continued. "Well, what shall we discuss?"
"The usual."
"What do you mean, the usual?"
"The usual."
"You have news for me?"
"No news."
"Don't be stubborn, Rawlins, I know you were up to something

today. You weren't late for no reason."
"Correct ."
"Aha! Then you have news!"
"No, I have reasons."
"Well, out with them. Why were you late?"
"I didn't want to come."
"Why not?"
"No reason."
"Do you take me for a fool?"
"Have I reason to?"
"The devil with you, Rawlins! I don't care where you were. This is

getting us nowhere." Pratchet stood up and walked behind the bench.
"All right. I know when not to pry into another person's affairs. I am,
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after all, a gentleman .. . Haven't you got anything to say?"
"Nothing."
"Nothing?"
"Nothing."
"Surely there must be something you can tell me? What did you do

all day?"
"Walk."
"Where?"
"Around."
"Around where?"
"Town."
"For God's sake, Rawlins, don't you ever get bored?"
"No."
"Never?"
"Never."
"And all you do is walk the streets?"
"That's all."
"How can you stand it?"
"I like to walk the streets."
"But it gets you nowhere."
"It gets me around town."
"Yes, but you've been around town every day."
"True."
"Well?"
"The town is nice."
"I give up, Rawlins. You're a fool. I don't know why I talk to you."

Pratchet paced back and forth behind the bench. "There must be
something else you do, something you want to do? You must dream.
Don't you ever dream?"

"Sometimes when I sleep."
"There's got to be more to it than that. Do you like living this

way?"
"What way?"
"Your way."
"I like to walk the streets."
'But for your whole life? Forever? Did you ever think of that?"
"What?"
"Forever."
"This will be a nice town."
"And you're really happy? With that?"
"Happy."
"Not bored?"
"Not bored."
"Fool. You never wonder. About business, about tomorrow — it

doesn't matter does it?"
"No."
"Why not?"
"I don't know."
"Well, I wonder, I wonder alot. And I keep track of time, too. And

it's a good thing I do. Where would you be if I didn't?"
"Walking."
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"All the burden of everyone. Because I think." Pratchet dropped
down on the bench. "But you don't even care about business?"

"Not a bit."
"Then why are you here?"
"You asked me here."
"Yes, I suppose I did. Well then, I shall speak to you about

business. Perhaps you may learn at least something."
"Perhaps."
"There's a lot to learn. Today, for instance, I - no, today was a

bad example."
"Yes."
"Yes?"
"That is what you say everyday."
"I do not."
"Everyday is a bad example."
"Nonsense. There are lots of good days. Mostly good days."
"Then you have forgotten time."
"Impossible."
"Why?"
"Because I never forget!"
"Never?"
"Never!"
A distant bell tolled the hour. As Rawlins stood up, Pratchet

spoke.
"You're not going, are you?"
"Yes."
"Where?"
"To walk."
"But now? Why it's only - it's certainly too early. How can you go

now?"
"The town is nice."
"But doesn't it even bother you? Don't you even wonder?"
"About what?"
"Business. The good days. That - that I - forgot them."
"You never forget."
"Your words."
"Damn fool! You make no sense."
"That's your job."
With that, Rawlins shuffled off into the fog.

PETER DUNCOMBE

Peoples

There was a languid breeze blowing over the island, and the
harbor lights glowed indistinctly through the light fog, lights dancing
as the mist thickened and thinned, ship's lights silently creeping out
past Peak's to the open ocean, bobbing buoys twinkling, the distant
airport beacons shining red on the top of the hill above Portland - a
brilliant white below them. The water normally reflected this light and
the starlight above, but tonight the water was ripply and a dull blue-
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black. Voices carried from the wharf, the night time gathering place,
and they reached up the hill to the small cluster of cottages sitting
securely overlooking the beach and the bay below them.

The tide was out, and the wharf looked tall and disaproportionate
as it towered above the water far below. From the top of the hill, one
could see the wharf, the small blacktop leading to it, and the
clubhouse, which was perched off to the side of the wharf and
suspended above the beach. Around the pier were too small C-shaped
coves rising to roughened rock ledges about the clubhouse. Across the
water were the dim silhouettes of Peak's and House islands; beyond
them lay open water.

The light at the end of the wharf showed a small group of
teenagers lounging about, but one couple walked down the pier toward
the clubhouse, away from the boisterous crowd under the light. A
single person walked to the beginning of the wharf and climbed down
to the beach behind the clubhouse. It was dark there. He rolled up his
pants and waded to a little outcrop of rocks a few yards from the shore
and sat down. The sea breeze was chilly and he wrapped his green
coat around him and pulled out a cigarette. He lit it, and, for a moment
the water around him flickered with life, but died as the wind died
slowly bent the flame. It sputtered and died. The butt glowed, and he
sat and thought as the wavelets lapped and washed the rock below his
feet.

The couple jumped onto the clubhouse porch, an open porch
encircling the whole building and overlooking the harbor. They walked
arm and arm into the blackness of the porch and were lost to the
people on the wharf. They stood talking in the tone that those people
do, laughed, and glanced behind them. There was the loner, his butt
aglow, sitting on a rock in the middle of the cove. They looked up and
whispered, smiled, embraced, silently melting into the clubhouse wall,
then quietly shuffling away.

The loner had heard them and understood. He knew a world full of
feeling and warmth as he sat in the chilling wind. He hadn't spoken for
the language he knew wouldn't fit. He smiled to himself as he heard
them and nodded his head. They didn't notice, but that was of no
matter. The feeling was there as it had been before. He took a last drag
and flicked the cigarette into the water, now lapping his feet in the
rising tide. The couple strolled down off the dock, up the path, into the
trees and disappeared with the rustle of the wind.

The smile had come; the fire extinguished; and the silhouette
waded through the cold water to the world. Climbing the bank, he
crawled upon the green grass by the path's edge. He too walked away
up the curiving path into the wooded patch beyond the lights, and was
lost. The crowd stirred with laughter down at the dock. Some joke? No
- someone had fallen in. For a second the loner watched those under
the light from the trees, and then they were left to fill the night with
noise, a noise above the tug's toots, the leaves' rustle, the buoy's clang,
and all the silent sounds of the night. Three had come; three had left,
and more had happened in those moments than ever would happen at
the tip of the dock, under the light, nestled in the comfort of noise.

( 19)


