
LIBRARY
ST. ANDREW'S SCHOOL

A/VIDDLETOWN, DEL.





ANDREAN

Spring -1973

EDITORS
Editor-in-Chief
Benjamin Lord

Will Cantler Bruce McKillip

COVER ART: Roger Geier
PHOTOGRAPHY: AlBarbour

FACULTY ADVISOR: Miss Muhlenberg

TABLE OF CONTENTS

SCENE THREE
SCENE TWO
LES RAMEURS
HOW FAR?
THE ATHLETE
THE EXPLOITED MAN
THE MONUMENT
FINGERS OF WATER
GOING AWAY
NIGHT OF RAGE
LIFT OFF
TENNIS MATCH

Benjamin Lord
Benjamin Lord

Kurt Benz
Bruce McKillip

Ned Silver
Will Cantler

Bruce McKillip
Will Mastin

Sam Goodfellow
Will Cantler
Will Cantler

Jim Ryan





Scene Three

"Sit down and listen. I'm musing. 'My Life': I could have done worse
. . . " said the merchant musing as he eased back, delicately, slowly,
deliberately in a large, fan-backed chair. "Mrs. Bush," he switched on
the intercom, "I will accept no more calls this afternoon."

"As you say, sir," replied the secretary, promptly, crisply, sen-
selessly. The merchant continued.

"You sit! Now, now I'm going to talk about shipping, heavy shipping.
There was big, big money in heavy shipping when I was young. Big op-
portunities! . . . I could have done much worse!" A complacent smile
oozed across his pulpy face: he dipped his hand into a cigar box, ran a
cigar under his ample nose and, closing his eyes, sniffed at it and lit it
with a flourish. His eyes darted to one of several empty chairs and beyond
them to the door. "You, yourself, coming in here like that . . . ah-hum, "
the merchant batted at his nose. "Slam! Bang.' All bluster . . . What have
you got to show for yourself?" The intruder fingered at a button on his
shirt and looked blankly, impassively, silently away from the portly,
dreamy-eyed gentleman, across the room and out the French windows.

"I have . . . " the intruder pondered slowly in response, weighing his
words and measuring his tone, "myself - as of yet no bounty, 'nothing to
show' as you say . . . " The intruder's eyes scanned the room and rested
on the merchant's belly. The merchant did not notice, though, he was
cleaning his glasses. "I know it's corny . . . " The merchant nodded

distractedly. " . . . I do have myself - myself - with that certain - ah -
bullishness. As of yet I have not begun to burn myself out in the pursuit of
wealth or begun to rot on my riches - as of yet, no t . . . but I'm willing! Due
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time! Due time!" The youth's eyes became glazed, almost feverous; as
he fantacized his mouth puckered into a smirk.

"Quit musing!" snapped the merchant, bolting upright in his chair.
"I'm not musing, I'm smirking."The youth welded himself to his

chair.
"You? No, you're convulsed with laughter, happy, cheery, sunny,

smiling, blithe, in good spirits, chipper, gay . . . " sneered the merchant.
". . . Light, lightsome, light-hearted, buoyant, bright, airy, jaunty,

sprightly . . . snarled the youth coldly.
". . . Spirited, lively, animated, vivacious, sparkling, and sportif!"

snared the merchant.
"Simpering, grinning, grinning sardonically, even! Smirking!"
"Quit musing/ You'll get to be just like I am! . . . " the merchant

wagged his finger at the intruder and then, gathering his wits about him,
folded his hands calmly. "Well, as you are here, serving no purpose on
God's earth, oh-h-h, 'as of yet' as you say, you shouldn't mind, would you?
I would think not, sitting down for a small talk. A chat. For you are
already seated and you have already talked an-n-d time is no burden for
you and no object for me . . . " The merchant batted his nose in an an-
noyed manner, then snuffed out his cigar prematurely. "Oh, I'm
forgetting myself. A cigar?" The youth shook his head. "Don't smoke, do
you? As you will . . . It's bad for you I'm told - Sure now?" The intruder
waved off the offer once more and then folded his hands solemnly:

"I took it tha t . . . tha t . . . I am . . . "
"Excuse me?" said the merchant. He wasn't listening. The phone

was ringing.
"I said 'I took it t h a t . . . t ha t . . . I am .. . ' "the youth repeated.
"Oh." One of the merchant's dreary eyes rose towards the boy while

with the other and both of his hands he was dividing papers neatly into
smaller and smaller piles. The youth raised his eyebrows piteously. "Oh,
ah, good, good.'" The merchant returned sympathetically.

"I took it tha t . . . tha t . . . I am . . . "
"You're repeating yourself. Go on . . ."
"I took it tha t . . . t ha t . . . I am . . . "
"You're repeating yourself. Go on ... ."
"I took it that . . . "
"I'm listening. "The merchant slapped the telephone across the desk

crossly. "I'm dreadfully sorry."
". . . that . . . "
"Please continue . . . "
"I am -
"What?"
"I am." The papers which had been spread thinly, methodically,

painstakingly over the desk began to fall like rain, in the breeze. The
merchant waved his hands excitedly at the flying papers and imploringly
at the youth.

"Pardon me, Oh God! What a mess I'm in! I'll have to start all over,
again! Would it be too much for you to close the Persian blinds? No. I'll do
i t . . . keep talking!"

"I am . . . to be interviewed for a job and all I have gotten so far is
'See a Mr. Baxtor, I know of no such openings.', 'Jobs!?'Here, 'We don't



hire majority groups.', First door on your left, no right, no both!', 'Mr.
Baxtor? Who's he?', 'Here, no there! ..."

"I see ... " whispered the merchant profoundly. "You could have
given up, couldn't you?"

"But Mrs. Bush said there was an opening!"
"That's because you asked the wrong question." The merchant

folded his hands. The youth cried out,
"I've filled out this and filed that, run here, run there, until I was so

tangled up I didn't know what to do ... Naturally I could have thrown the
whole episode to the winds but here I am. In your office, to get to the
bottom of this! I thought you'd be rational! And you, you want to talk. So .

?"
"I can't spend all day with you. I'm a busy man. Besides you were

rude to Mrs. Bush; you hurt her feelings! She's sensitive - see?" He threw
the switch on the intercom. "Mrs. Bush . . . You're still crying aren't
you?" said the merchant compassionately.

"Anything you say, Mr. Morpheus," said the secretary efficiently.
"See?" the merchant scolded and then said in a clipped voice," and

there is no job open at the moment. I fear you spunk has been misdirected
- which only reenforces my offer for a talk - small matters - family? "

"Mr. Morpheus . . . ."
"Not 'Mor-fee-us', 'Mor-/oose'."
"Mr. Morpheus, I have a mother and two sisters.''
"Fine." The merchant yawned and stretched animatedly.
"Fine, what?"
"An observation. No more. No less."
"A commonplace revelation," said the intruder sceptically. "Not one

that I would place much value in."
"The question and your answer imply 'fine'. Were I not to ask I would

be indifferent towards them and of course I would not wish that you did
not have a family. A family is no small matter, you know- "

"Why ask about my family first? Why not me?!, Mr. Morpheus.
Unless you consider them more important than me. If they're so im-
portant why don't you call them up on that phone of yours while I wait?"

"The phone is busy! Can't you hear it ringing? Besides it's you I want
to talk to!"

"You haven't even asked me my name -"
"I'll get to that. Do you consider yourself more important than your

family Shame! Is a sapling more important than an oak? Shame. A
sapling takes the name of Oak. So, and here's the beauty of it, by asking
about your family I know them, your name, and you! You are not apart
from your family but a part of it, though you are separated. Therefore
I've been asking about you all along, I really don't care two bits about
your family!"

"My family name: Joseph, my given name: Gregory. The youngest
of four brothers born to Mary - Maiden name: Greenspoon, deceased,
wife of Gregory, my father." The youth replied in a precise, colorless
voice.

' 'By this account you see yourself as I see you.''
"But it's all wrong! . . . "
"Trifles! Precisely!" cried the merchant.



"No! This will never get me anywhere! A name? A geneology! A
graph! Words? Is that how you see me!?" The youth threw up his long
arms. "I lied. I'll tell you . . ."

"No, No," the merchant put a finger to his lips, "and have you lied
again?? Now this 'job'you speak of . . . What was this, ah, 'job'?"

"Wait! You don't know! . . . "
"The 'job'!" snapped the merchant impatiently. "What was this

'job'["snapped the merchant impatiently. "Whatwasthis 'job'?"
"I only applied. My employer will judge my qualifications."
"Well then! Why did you approach so - so cock-sure of yourself that

you nearly turned my warehouse upside down hoping this fictitious 'job'
would - somehow mislayed - be dislodged from some nook or cranny into
your greedy hands?"

"I can not discuss - my, however limited they are - qualifications for a
job without first knowing the nature of my job."

"Commendable but as I have said, there are no openings. Not a one.
Nor have there been any recently. You, my friend, are applying for a job
that is of no use to us or you for that matter. Greedy for a chance to
perform the service of uselessness, qualified as you are? . . ." The youth
stirred in his chair and burst out,

"The Agency sent me here and will bear out my story."
"The agency?" exclaimed the merchant, "Whatever for? To be a

nuissance? What a droll agency! They must be laughing at you now I
bet!"

"Mr. Morpheus, I paid good money for their services!" the youth
pleaded.

"Excuse me." The merchant reached for the intercom. "Did we
order a nuissance, Mrs. Bush?"

"Anything you say, Mr. Morpheus." The merchant slammed his
hands down on the desk top, annoyed.

"No we didn't, Mrs. Bush, I remember now."
"As you say, Mr. Morpheus." The merchant turned once more to the

youth.
"You were saying, Mr. Joseph . . ."
"I told you, that's not my name!"
"No, you told me that was your name. Your very forgetful but very

amusing. This agency yarn is nothing short of incredible! Your 'good
money' you say . . . Take stock in what you've gotten for your good
money. Lay a sum on the table. No mean amount and I'll - why, I'll send
you somewhere too. No, even free! You are a nuissance!"

"You don't take The Agency very seriously!"
"Nor they you! Ha!" chuckled Morpheus, "And seeing your

predicament they don't seem to take themselves very seriously! A job
referral agency you call them? Ha-ha! Oh-h-h very amusing fellows,
them, a rare bunch! Sherry?" Ha-Ha-Ha.

"Not now . . . "
"Don't drink as well? As you wil l . . . It's bad for you . . ."
"I just said not now . . ." said the youth shaking his head.
"Come, come - you're bitter aren't you? At me? The agency? Your

family? Yourself? Your bluster is festering within you like cheap wine.
Where's that spark? The sherry's bitter! Ah-hum . . . " The merchant



batted at his nose. "Well -11-1, you've taken up enough of my time with
your silly babbling. Time is money. 'Never waste time or money' is my
motto. The job you seek does not exist - "

"Finally I've found it! I knew The Agency wouldn't let me down!
Then I'm qualified after all!"

"What the Hell? Mr. Joseph . . . no that's not your name . . . "
"Call me anything you want, Mr. Morpheus!"
"Perhaps you didn't understand me . . . I said the job does not exist!"
"And neither do I!" cried the youth.
"Superb! Then it's first thing in the morning! But tell me, why did

you go through all of this, pretending to exist? Why didn't you tell me in
the first place?"

"You would never have believed me, what's why I lied!"
"For God's sake! Won't that phone ever stop ringing!? Mrs. Burch do

something about that phone. Pull it out! Throw it out the window!! FIND
ME A HAMMER!!!"

"Yes, Mr. Morpheus, what-ever you say."

Scene Two

Tendril strings of light split the darkness of the room. Colliding
particles of dust rained and played on the cold beams as they raced
towards oblivion on the arm of a chair or in the clean creases of bed linen
and bed clothes. The light splashed upon the half-opened eye of Morpheus
and died as the heavy curtains which had been throbbing and heaving on
their tethers suddenly dropped lifeless against the wall.

The aroused eye opened and surveyed the room - bleak, bleery and
grey to the disoriented eye, becoming all the more bleak as the eye
became accustomed. The door opened. A lantern caught his eye.

"You're awake," said a voice softly. A statement of seeming
reproach rather than an appraisal of the obvious. "I much prefer talking
to you in your sleep, my dear Mr. Morpheus. Be that as it may, I hope
you're we l l . . . " The voice had a reedy, reserved quality.

You're out late tonight," said Morpheus throwing the covers aside.
"I'm fine."

"You don't have to get up because of me . . . " he paused. "It's a
beautiful night. But as you're up, why don't we sit by the window. The
moon is glorious and there aren't any people out yet." Morpheus lit a
cradle, his visitor extinguished the lantern, and the two of them took a
seat in the alcove of Morpheus' bedroom, which served as his study.
Morpheus lit his pipe; he could see his guest clearly now: The Refined
One, The Perfect Gentleman, The Mysterious One. He was dressed
meticulously in black evening dress, capped off by a crushed velvet bow
tie. It was expensive, tailored clothing with crisp, clean lines set off with
moonstone and bloodstone buttons. His hands struck out conspicuously
from his finery: long, clean, white, sculpted hands garnished with bright,
fiery rings. In these hands were a satin cape and a walking cane capped
with a wolf's head.



The butter light of the moon played off his veiled face, making it
seemingly glow: nebulous, mist-like, ghostly. There was a disturbing
aspect to this counterfeit face as Morpheus watched it. It was without
character, blank, simple, white, yet it was animated by an extraordinary
intellect. It watched back, acutely aware of and at ease in its surroun-
dings, without eyes, or with eyes that you could not see. When it talked the
whole mask would constrict into large creases, growing taut around its
form, changing shape. But the head was basically shapeless but for a
peak in the front where the nose was and a depression where the mouth
was. Most disconcerting for Morpheus, however, was the contrast bet-
ween the sharp solidarity of the body and the cloud-like, fleeting quality
of the head which rested upon it.

Morpheus sat silent while his visitor drunk in the moonlight; he
watched the sweet-smelling, oozy wax melt over the head and shoulders
of the bronze cherub which held it. Under the spell of the moon, the visitor
began to speak.

"No one understands me, Morpheus. Existence is such a hard thing.
I'm not used to it ... Such terrible responsibilities!" His large, white
hands fell dejected, exhausted, to his sides. Morpheus stared mutely in
front of him. "I'll let you in on a secret; man need not fear the Dev i l . . . "
The visitor's voice trailed off wearily. "Me, I am the Devil . . . Fire,
brimstone, damnation, the whole works, here incarnate, before you
shaking like a leaf." Morpheus started and smoke pitched from his pipe;
he eyed his honored guest with dubious sympathy. The Devil shook off
Morpheus' concern with a bat of his hand. "I suppose, you're thinking
that I've come to claim your soul. You flatter yourself; as a matter of fact
it's really of no use to me; you were totally corruptable and became
totally corrupt. What did I have to gain? Why, in fact, I'll break the
contract myself . . . You got a good deal. You would have gone to Hell
anyways but you got a full, rich life in the bargain! Consider it a
scholarship." The Devil crossed his legs, one over the other and con-
tinued. "I went and played the same fool trick as God did;" he paused a
second as if in reverence. "He became a man and they killed Him! My
Father! "he pouted wearily, his face in hands. "Why did He do it? . . . that
perfect fool! He was so much weaker that way. He did choose a good
person to pour Himself into, though - fine parents, too, really . . . at least
He had somewhat of a superficial harmony. Bless Him. But He, that body I
mean, was a sinner nonetheless. Still, it wouldn't have been half as bad
but all those foolish miracles! Turning water into . . . to ... wine!" he
choked. "It's so -- so like carnival charades for -- for the creator of a
whole universe! They wanted a sign!" He threw up his hands in
resignation. "And they had to totally humiliate Him. Kill Him when He
couldn't give them the sign they wanted. I - I, His prodigal son, of all
people took pity on Him. I would have let Him rule the Kingdom of Earth,
even Hell itself! I went that far! At least He would think He still had
power. It wouldn't have been fair to take advantage of Him in that
situation! I laid all my cards before Him but He never drew."

"My dear Devil," interceded Morpheus, "you say you saw all of this
happen . . . with a golden, literally golden opportunity to establish the
Kingdom of Hell on earth, and yet you did the same thing? Becoming a
man!?"
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"Not a man, for God's - rest His soul's - sake. Why did I do it? I'm not
as stable a concept as My Father . . . They say I landed on my head when I
hit the earth. I'm impulsive. I do things without thinking. Frivolous,
that's the word. Could you imagine for a second, what I would do to the
human race, inadvertently or on a whim, if I didn't limit myself
somehow? Especially without God to intervene on their behalf? My very
will would consume and destroy them, without the slightest vestige of
guise or subtlety. So I became a man for man's sake, to save them from
myself. How could I destroy man? . . . They are my mirror image: im-
pulsive, imperfect, sinful, weak-willed? It was the only way to save
them," he paused. "To become one of them."

"You missed a golden opportunity, Satan!" hissed Morpheus in a
restrained, but forced, voice.

"I've got to be responsible now. He would have wanted it that way!"
Morpheus stirred in his chair.

"He???!!"
"Oh, Morpheus! I feel so guilty! As if ... as if IdroveHim to that. . .

as if I killed Him. You know he eventually prayed to Himself?! Those last
hours he became totally pathetic! Oh, how can you talk of 'op-
portunities'? You, you didn't have to see Him up there, dying, thinking
He wasn't - wasn't even God. Mumbling, crying, writhing, in real pain!"
Morpheus blinked his pink eyelids, in complete disbelief. "Nothing I do
comes out r igh t . . . I should never have gotten involved in the first place.
Oh, I was so innocent then, when I shinnied up the three for that apple. It
caught her fancy . . . and she liked it so!"

"This body you see before you is the body of a priest . . . A priest of all
things. God becomes a sinner, I a saint! There's a certain logic there. You
can imagine the conflicts that I go through. I sit here, snapping, prattling
like an old, wet crow but I can never do anything really nasty. He rebels.
He's got a clear sense of right and wrong."

Morpheus got up from his seat and stood with his back against the
wall. "Satan, can't you see the implications of your acts?! Do you really
want people to understand you . . . as a being? Like He did."

"I don't know, Morpheus, yet, anyways."
"And be killed as He was, without tasting the power that lies before

you? Come, let's pillage The Garden You and I Can't you taste it?!
"The power tempts me. Lures me. Baits me. Wants to own me!"
"Give in! Satan!!" Morpheus ran his finger over his wet lips and

grabbed Satan firmly by his shoulders. His smile oozed, beckoned,
hungrily. "Give in to it! Give in, do. Join it!" Morpheus' eyes grew wide,
fiery, molten. "Join -n-n us, please! You still have time!"

"Before what??" cried the Devil frantically . . .
"Before you give yourself totally to them, those people. Before you

sacrifice yourself for them. Before they humiliate you. Before they strip
you, beat you. Before you become God!"



Les Rameurs

Lurching from potential to kinetic,
Speed and power in equilibrium.
Banging on her fragile feather sides,
Her human ganglion screams for speed.
Eight muscle sets pull and pull again,
On all or nothing fight to fly.
Her eight painted wings sparkle, catching light,
She clips the surf with rhythmic wavelets
Out of focus to her eye.
Up and out her body lifting,
Soaring low, and smooth, and sure.
Dipping, sliding, splashing, gliding,
Homeward in the wind.

How Far?

The beams of the headlights looked almost like giant arms reaching
out of the fog to grasp the old Dodge. Clay noticed this with some
irritation and switched to low beams, something he rarely did even when
another car was approaching. He was a bit touchy and on edge, at the
time; he was returning home from his American Legion meeting at two in
the morning and was more than a little inebriated, (".Hell, I can still
drive. I know my goddam limit, an' I ain't reached it."), as usual. He was
always easily spooked on occasions like this.

It was for this reason that he almost slammed on the brakes when the
dim low beams picked out what seemed to be a floating figure about fifty
yards ahead of him in the road. Of course, he knew it wasn't really
floating; he wasn't that drunk.

"God-damn - a hitch-hiker. How the hell does he think he's gonna get
a ride this time a' night?"

A little closer now, Clay could make out the details of the hitch-hiker.
Blue jeans and a black turtleneck sweater. Small backpack. Young,
maybe twenty, twenty-two. Longish hair. Student, probably. Clay
distrusted students; when he was drunk like this and passed them hit-
ching on the road he was accustomed to throwing bottles at them. But this
time the only bottle he had was full.
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After passing the young man, Clay didn't feel right, somehow. He
couldn't be guilty for not picking him up; he never picked up students.
But he somehow felt that he should. Two-thirty in the morning, and cold
out there for a sweater. Nobody else likely to pick him up. Well, hell. His
hair ain't that long. Clay couldn't believe it, couldn't even stop himself;
he was pulling over. The hitch-hiker was running up.

"Uh . . . Look like you need a ride, youngster."
"Sure could use one; it's powerful late. How far you goin'?"
"I'll be pullin' off a' this highway 'bout a half mile out a' Morton."
"Well, how far's that? I don' know this part a' Tennessee too well."
"Oh, 'bout fifteen mile. Do you any good?"
"Guess I can't afford to be choosy, this time a' night. Be much

obliged . . . "
"Well, uh . . . " Clay hesitated. What was he doing? "Well, hop in."
The young man gratefully climbed into the front seat and the car

started off, Clay still wondering why he had done this. Boy don't look so
bad, really. His hair was perfectly black and his face perfectly white,
giving him a weak and innocent look. His face was round and youthful,
but his eyes revealed an unusual intelligence and maturity. College
student, sure, but probably not a hippy.

"You goin' to college, boy?"
The boy was affable, eager to talk but unsure of himself. "Goin' home

now, down 'Bama way. Comin' from Holy Spirit College up to St. Louie."
"Holy Spirit. Ain't never heard of it.' Course I ain't never been to

college. I was in the war, Korea."
"Oh." The boy looked uneasy. "I never went to Nam. My number was

low. Don't know whether I'd like killin'."
Clay looked at him suspiciously, the car weaving as he took his eyes

off the road. "Wouldn't you fight for your country, boy?"
The uneasiness grew to defensiveness. "I s'pose I would, if I had to. I

believe in my country. But I also believe in God. Killin's a sin - sais so in
the Bible."

"Yeah, it says that," Clay conceded. "But I think sometimes y' have
to do it."

The boy said nothing. Well, Clay thought, 'least the boy's got religion.
He reached beside himself on the seat and took the bottle of cheap
bourbon. He opened it and the car weaved again as he took a giant pull at
it. Then he held out the bottle to his companion.

"Old enought to drink, boy?"
A grateful smile. "Sure."
Clay handed the bottle to the boy, and watched as he drank. "Better

than pot, ain't it?"
"I wouldn't know," the boy replied with some indignance. "Is good,

though. Thanks."
Clay nodded with satisfaction as he took the bottle back and took

another enormous drink. The car was weaving regularly now. Clay was
really getting drunk. The boy saw, but didn't seem to mind.

Clay became talkative in his drunkenness. "Sure glad you ain't a
hippy, boy. I wouldn' ta took too kindly to ya, if y' was."

The boy was silent, listening.
Clay took another swig. "I hate hippies." It was a long time, several

more drinks, before he went on. "I got good reason to. They make
11



nothin' but trouble." He sobbed drunkenly. "Killed my daughter, one a'
them bastards did."

The rider was suddenly sympathetic. "How'd that happen? How'd
she die?"

"Well, she ain't actually dead. Dead to me, she is. Done run off
somewheres because a' that f—in' hippy boyfriend a' hers."

The young man seemed to share some of the older man's anger.
"What, he steal !er?"

"Naw. He went an' killed hisself from takin' too much drugs. Was
while she had 'im stayin' with us, an' she knew how much I hated him
bein' there, an' she went all crazy an' thought it was my fault he died.
Done run off, because a' that criminal bastard an' 'is goddam drugs.''

The boy nodded sympathetically. Clay drove on in silence for a long
time, taking occasional pulls at his bottle, getting drunker and drunker,
the car weaving more and more, the boy noticing but not saying anything.
Finally Clay blurted out, "No, that ain't true! I killed 'im, an' I'm proud
of it!"

The young man turned suddenly, incredulous. "You what?"
Clay regretted his outburst, but decided to take it all the way. "Look,

boy, I know I uz right. You know what those hippies is like. The police,
they might not understand. I c'n trust you, can't I? I AIN'T NEVER
TOLD NOBODY BEFORE."

The boy, shocked, said nothing.
Clay took a deep breath, then went into a drunken tirade. "I hated

that bastard. I knew he was tryin' to ruin 'er with drugs. She said if I
didn't let 'im stay at our house, they'd run away together. Well, I wanted
to keep an eye on 'em, so I let 'im stay. But it got too much for me, wat-
chin' that maniac ruinin' her, so I killed 'im. Found 'im sleepin' off some
drugs on a hill by the house one time, an' I rolled 'im off the cliff. Said to
the police 'e musta took too much drugs an' thought 'e could fly. Coroner,
he said he didn't think the sumbitch was even on drugs, but the judge, he
knew better. He knew them damn hippies. Nobody suspecks." He became
defensive. "I done right, though. Hehaditcomin' to 'im."

The young man stared at him in awe. "You killed a man." His voice
was flat, uncomprehending.

"A hippy ain't a man."
The rider began to realize what Clay had said, and he became

fearfully reproachful. "But, don't you feel any remorse, or anything?"
Clay was outraged. "Hell, no. I done right, I tell ya, an' as long as the

police don't know - an' they'd never believe you, an out-a'-towner an' a kid
- long as they don' know, I got nothin' to worry about." With every word,
Clay became more frantically angry.

The boy was excited, could not stop. "Nobody has a right to take a
life. That man-might not even a' been what you said he was - the coroner
said he never done drugs, an' maybe he was right, 'n' your daughter loved
'im. You done killed a man an' ruined your daughter's life, an' prob'ly for
nothin'!"

"Now, look here, boy. I say I know jest what I done an' it was right!"
"Y1 can't take things like that inta your own hands! That's for God to

decide. It's a sin, what you done! An' not even feelin' sorry for it makes it
a unforgivable sin! God will strike you down for that." This last was
much more calm, calm and certain.
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"What the hell are you, boy, one a' them Jesus freaks? God'll decide
what I done was right, when the time comes. He don' never strike nobody
down anyways. That's roller talk."

The boy, seemingly glowing with outrage, was incredulous again.
"You don't believe God strikes wicked people down when they commit a
mortal sin an' don't ask forgiveness like you done? I tell you, I Know this:
the Angel a' Death is comin' for ya!"

Clay was now in a druken rage, ignoring his driving and yelling at the
boy. "Oh, yeah? Well, it's-a been three weeks now, an' ain't no Angel a'
Death come for me yet!"

The boy was entirely calm, solemn, cold. His face was glowing, and
his eyes blazed with a strange light. He answered in a hollow voice:
"Three weeks, is it, John Clay? Well, I'd say your time's just about up."

Clay stared in amazement and fear, deadly, drunken fear. Finally he
remembered the road - but it was too late. The boulder by the side of the
road was too close now, rushing up to the car too fast to stop. The scream
of human terror gave way to the scream of rending metal; glass shat-
tered and flew, frame and body twisted into grotesque, unnatural shapes;
the demolished vehicle bounced off the boulder and over the edge of the
cliff, struck an outcropping on the way down; the gas tank exploded. The
car was a fireball of death before it hit the ground below.

Ruskin knew it was late to be driving on this deserted, dangerous
road, but he wanted to be in Florida the next day. He was also too drunk to
worry about it, and too happy. He was free now, free from his puritanical
wife who had demanded too much of his time and his drinking-money,
free to retire on the small fortune he had stolen from the bank where he
worked, to live it up in South America with all the girls and booze he
wanted. He had had to stop at the bar a few miles back and get drunk, to
forget the way she had screamed. He felt fine now, knew there was no
way he could be caught.

Suddenly, on turning a corner, there ahead in the middle of the road
was a young man in blue jeans and a black turtle-neck sweater, jumping
up and down and waving his arms excitedly. Funny way to hitch-hike,
Ruskin thought. He pulled over unsteadily.

"What's the trouble, boy? Trying to get a ride? "
"I was," he panted, "but I just seen a wreck back there, 'bout a

quarter-mile. Looks horrible! Must a flew over the cliff an' caught fire -
ain't no way anybody survived. I thought maybe you could tell the sheriff
on your way through town. Oh, Christ!"

"Take it easy, there." Ruskin was uneasy, reluctant. "I'll do that -1
guess it's the least I can do. Wouldn't mind some company, though. You
want a ride?"

"Sure could use; it's powerful late. How far you goin'?"
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The Athlete

Playing in the dirt
Some ruleless childish games
Dancing happily on the ashes
Of heroes gone
He grows and learns
To make his place
His cleats leave small
Marks in the ancient earth
Deepening with
His rising force
But bones broken muscles tired
Play has ended
Then traded
Defence to desk
He sits with a TV
Cold cans of beer, cigarettes
His formless belly
Hanging low
Pulling him down like
Arms of wanting earth
His daydreams turn to fat
And Sunday afternoons
Tarnished pride hangs on the wall
While children dance
On the dusty lawn.
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The Exploited Man

A play in one act but four scenes that is sort of dedicated to Carole,
because it was in a letter to her when I first wrote it.

The curtain rises on an empty stage. Two men walk on from stage right.
They dress in the austere manner of men who are more than gods.

a This is certainly an unexciting existence we've been leading,

b Really? That's very perceptive of you.

a Oh don't be sarcastic, please! I don't like it any more than you do.
But really, there isn't anything to do, not anything.

b Well, let's create something.

a The floor is open to suggestions.

b How about a universe?

a And just what are we going to put in this universe of yours?

b Oh, stars? And planets? And nebulae? There are all sorts of things
we could do.

a And just who is going to keep the place in order? I personally
might get bored with it and forget it after a while. Then what's
going to happen to it? You just can't go leaving a universe around
like that. It's messy. There just has to be some upkeep on the
place.

b Well.. .we could make a god again.

a What is he going to do when he gets bored? After all, we are
experts in the field of what it's like to be bored, and I for one would
hate to inflict that kind of burden on anything else.

b We could always make people to amuse him.

a But that always turns out wrong! If we make a universe and stock
it with people then he never likes it, or it's the other way around. It
never works out. Remember the last one?

b Please, you know that was one of my more notable failures.

a Besides, universes are never that exciting. The conflicts in them
never last long enough to be of any real importance, you know that.
It always runs down.
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b Okay then, I have an idea. Why don't we let this god create his own
universe?

a I'll give you one thing, it's certainly different.

b Then he'll be able to project his own idea of what a universe is and
what stars are and what people are and -

a By golly, I think you've got something there. His own ideas of
people . . . That could be very interesting, now that you mention it.
I'd love to see what kind of people he would make. It would be
fascinating, absolutely fascinating!

b But I've thought up all the ideas until now, so you answer me a
question; what do you want this god to be like?

a That is a point I hadn't considered. If we make him too namby-
pamby like on some previous occasions, he might make up a really
simple universe so that he wouldn't have to do any work.

b He might try the same trick we did that time we made a universe
without time. Remember how boring that was?

a Gad, yes! That was awful! Talk about boring . . . !

b We certainly wouldn't want a repeat of that situation.

a What we need is a god that knows power and its uses, someone we
can trust for an exciting show. But what characteristics will cause
him to fulfill what we want? There must be something, some single
thing that we can give him to make him work!

b As I originally pointed out, it is a problem.

a Wait! Perhaps the quality we seek is loneliness! Imagine being the
ruler of a universe with whatever kind of people he wanted,
whatever kind of formations he wanted, whatever he wanted
period, but no one to really talk to ever. No place to dump his
emotional burdens but back into the universe that caused them!
Forever alone, no matter what he does! Never a reason to be
bored, only forever alone. Unable to escape the reality that he
himself would have created. Then he would have to work to keep
from thinking about what he didn't have, companionship.

b You're right I believe. That is the quality that we seek. What kind
of universe and what kind of people would such a being create? Oh
we must see, we must.
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CURTAIN

The curtain rises. Again, the scene is empty, but for a nondescript lump
of white in the center of the stage revealed in only enough blue light to
make it visible. The scene opens with a voice from off stage, the voice of
a. It contains the slightest of echoes in it, enough to hint at authority
without going overboard.

v Let there be a god. (at this, the white heap shows the slightest
signs of stiring) And let him be forever alone. Grant him the power
to create his own universe, with whatever he pleases in it, but
make him forever alone. Make him omnipotent in his plane, but
eternally without companionship. NOW HE IS! (at this the white
heap arises as god)

g (deliberately) I . . . am . . . God. But what am I to do with myself?
Is there no one else around? (the lights get brighter) HELLO!
HELLO? HELLO?!
But I am nowhere. Then I have to make a place to be? . . . Of course
I do! That's LET THERE BE A UNIVERSE! (the stage blackens)
LET THERE BE STARS (stars appear)
LET THERE BE PLANETS AND CONSTELLATIONS AND
NEBULAE AND AND ALL THAT FILLS A UNIVERSE! AND
LET THERE BE TIME, AND IN DUE COURSE OF TIME, LET
THERE BE LIFE, (as each of the above is mentioned, it appears,
motionless until the mention of time, at which point this new
universe begins to move. There is no immediate change at the
mention of life). Well now I have a universe for myself. Now I have
something to do with myself in my free time. But something is
missing. I have the power to make it, but I don't know what it is
that I feel I need. What is it? I suppose I'll know in time, but in the
interim, I wish I had someone to talk to and explain this strange
feeling to ... (he now leaves stage left, while at the same time, a
and b enter the other way, looking around in an interested manner,
as those do who have no real stake in something new, but are
rather fascinated by it solely for its novelty)

b Well there he goes.

a He's done a nice job of putting together a universe, hasn't he?

b Yes, it is first rate, isn't it.

a He hasn't realized that he is completely alone yet, has he?

b No. There will have to be people before he does. He will have to see
people who are not alone before he can realize the full significance
of how alone he really is. (they now begin to wander off stage)

a This certainly is a nice little universe he's made here, yes sir ...
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CURTAIN

The next scene opens against a background of stars, a and b are seated
somewhere visible but out of the way, taking in all that they see and hear.
In the foreground is God with a man who will turn out to be Jesus,
g You must!

j You're out of your mind.

g You have to, for them if not for me.

j You are really out of your mind. You are insane!

g Can't you see? Are you really so thick-witted as to not be able to
see?! You have to. It's what I created you for.

j Your prophets weren't enough? I would say that they have done a
hell of a job. Look at your Jews! A whole damn race following your
every whim!

g That's the whole point! They follow my real will like a bunch of
jackasses being pushed into a fire! Something has got to give soon,
and that thing is going to be you.

j Isn't it easy for you to say. Well you listen to my side for a little
while. I'm not god. I am only a person, albeit a person who has
seen you face to face and talked to you, but still a person. I am a
human being, and as such I have feelings, physical feelings,
feelings of pain. Hit me and I know it. And I don't like the idea of
being tacked up on a cross one bit. I don't like the idea of suffering
one of the most painful methods of death that men have ever
devised. Do you know what happens? You hang there until your
muscles finally relax, and then you die very, very, slowly because
you can no longer breathe. You asphixiate. You suffocate, do you
understand? And this is all while being nailed by the hands and
feet to a couple of pieces of wood. And I don't want to suffer that
kind of death. There isn't anything in this universe of yours that
could hurt you if you didn't want it, but there is a hell of a lot that
can hurt me. And I don't want to hurt.

g All right. You listen to my side now that I've put up with your tale of
sorrow. I don't know where I come from, or what I'm supposed to
be doing here, but one day I was here. I don't know if I was ever in
an existence before this one. But when I came here there was
nothing, nothing at all. What is now your universe was a complete
void. Nil. Empty. And I had to fill it. I made the stars, the planets,
and time, and more important for you, I also made life. But in the
eons that I have been here There is one thing that I have never
been able to make, and that is companionship. I have never had
anyone to talk to, no place to turn when I am down and troubled. It
isn't easy to be a god, not easy in the slightest bit.
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j Why do you want people to even know about you? Wouldn't it be
easier to just go along without people always calling on your
name?

g I have to be worshipped or else I would be so lonely that I might try
to destroy the entire thing with one snap of my fingers. Worship is
the closest thing that I have to companionship. It is the only time
that I come anywhere near feeling as if there is someone who
understands my feelings, (now a spot comes on a and b as the
lights dim on the other two; it seems almost as if they are talking
in between the seconds where the other two speak)

a He tends to get upset, doesn't he.

b Who? I mean which one? Neither is in a very fine humor.

a I suppose I could mean both, couldn't I. Do you think it would
work?

b I really don't know. It seems so cruel though, and maybe even sort
of pointless, do you know what I mean?

a Yes, though I guess he knows what he's doing.

b He (gesturing towards Jesus) doesn't seem to understand that he
loves him like he were a son.

a That's what he calls him, isn't it. "My son, the son of God."

b The loneliness is beginning to get to him I think. He can never have
anyone as close to him as a son would be.

a I just don't know what this kid's crucifixion is going to prove. Will
an entire planet of people fall in line because of a single death? He
certainly seems to think so. (spot now returns to foreground)

j I will not do it, I tell you.

g You will because I'm telling you that you are going to do it.

j No. NO. NO!

g I have tried to explain it to you for too long already. There is no
more time for explanations. You are going and you will live the life
that I have prepared for you and when the time comes you will die
as painful a death as any one of your kind has ever died, but you
will not scream in agony, rather you will say those things down
from the cross that I want you to say, and then when you are good
and dead, then when to everyone's satisfaction you are absolutely
stone cold dead, then they will cut you down from that cross and
three symbolic days later you will come out of the tomb that they
put you in and prove for another four or five thousand years or so
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