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IMPRESSIONS

People are bubbles:
Touching but never merging,
Afraid of breaking.

Bright dryads dancing
Celebrating summer’s end;
Fall trees in the wind.

The birds fly with joy,
Wheeling high over the lake
Glittering silver.

Bright green bushes bend,
Tossing their heads joyfully
In the playful wind.

Delaware weather
All gray like nullspace might be;
Where indeed are we?

The cold whistling wind
Tears leaves from trees as they bend:
Pieces of my soul.

Glittering windows,
Fractured reflections of sun;
Repeating vision.

Tree skeletons, gray,
Waving against a blue sky;
Guardians of life.



BY THE CREEK

It was on a quiet, warm day during May that I was walking through
the woods going to the creek. I was in one of my spaced out moods,
because, at that time, Iloved everyone and everything, seeing the beauty
of life and nature. So, feeling the way I did, I had to go and enjoy it while it
lasted. The air was scented with damp leaves, rotting wood, and wet tree
bark. Quiet little sounds were echoing through the woods; the chirping of
birds in various loactions, the scratching on the bark of trees by alarmed
squirrels, the pecking ringing from a hollow trunk of by a downy wood-
pecker, and the soft rippling sound coming from the creek. Feeling as
though I was moving too quickly to observe all I wanted to, I sat downon a
block of granite near the edge of the creek.

From that point, I looked about, and realizing the amount of life
and beauty in the area, I stayed.Then I saw them, the shad arriving from
the Bay, numbering in the hundreds. They swam upstream, their
scales reflecting light as if they were mirrors, appearing to be made of
highly polished silver. Their bodies, slicing the water, causing little wh-
irlpools to form on the surface, were crowded together as they passed
before me, swimming through the narrow passageways around the sand
bar located in the center of the creek. After several minutes their
numbers decreased; then there were no more.

From there my attention changed to the bank on my left. It protruded
about a foot from the surface of the water, the current eating away at the
soil in it, pushing the edge further and further back. Moss, some hanging
over, covered the whole bank, appearing to be a soft green carpet. A lone
mountain laurel sprouted from the carpet, covered with masses of
blooms, each cluster brightening up this shady area. Brushing against
my back there were two old wild azaleas in full bloom, their flowers
radiating from the center of each terminal bud, their scent and delicate
beauty overwhelming me. Below the azaleas, I noticed a colony of
mayapples, appearing to be a wrinkled sheet of dark green plastic. In this
canopy there was a break every so often, revealing the waxlike petals of
their flowers.

From there my attention shifted to the other side of the creek across
from my seat, my eyes focusing on a figure moving towards the water. 1t
was a young buck coming to get a drink of water. It stopped at the edge,
its head moving from side to side, looking for any danger, but it
overlooked me. Feeling safe, it lowered its head and began drinking, its
lips slurping the water softly as it drank. Unknowingly I moved, my feet
rustling softly the leaves under them. Because of that, the buck jumped
up and ran, its hooves crunching the leaves quietly. Disgusted with
myself for scaring it away, I decided toleave.

As [ headed for home I remembered all I saw and heard while I sat on
the rock, the rippling of the creek and the sight of the shad run still in my
mind. The beauty of that quiet place was a sight I won't forget for a long
time.



A MINOR FRUSTRATION

I am pushed,

First in one direction and then another,

Through a narrow passage that turns and twists
And sometimes even goes back the way it came;

A passage that is lined with false conceptions,
Ludicrous standards and the many broken dreams
That others have lost for themselves . . .

I am pushed,

Through this passage by those who wish

That they were me;

That they had not so completely squandered their youths
And lost the happiness that they once knew . . .

I am pushed,

Faster and faster through this passage
Occasionally bumping into those things which limit my horizons
But never knocking them down --

As 1 try with all my might

To stay within the confines which have been set for me;
And with sweat rolling down my face,

And my brain pounding inside my head,

1 hear the voice of a man deep within me

Who cries for his freedom.



THE MAYORIANS

Sillik told the sentry to watch for the Centaur Mayorians approaching
the front wall of the Cloroid Defense Reossolator. The sentry, the
operational assistants standing at full attention, instructed them of their
duties for the once-enemy visitors, the Mayorians.

The Mayorians, their people being greatly uncivilized in relation to
our advanced ways, recently became the friends of the Humans after an
intergalactic treaty of both our worlds. The seemingly barbaric people of
Centaur, with the unusual gleem in their eyes that could put a slonok into
a trance, had cheated us many times in their deals concerning the
division of the universal territories for electrolerrescent colonization.
We, wiser to their scheming tricks with our increasing awareness,
gradually realized their intensions, our worlds nearly declaring war on
theirs. Both of our Defense Ministers convened on Xerax and created the
treaty previously mentioned. Still, our people were careful in further
deals.

The sentry, keeping a close watch over the radar system, holding an
antique gun for luck, gave us a signal by using the corrolation
derisserator, letting us know of the oncoming Mayorians. We im-
mediately welcomed the approaching visitors, their men murmuring to
themselves, speaking in their own language of strange zirbs and wimples.
The Mayorians entered through the tunnel beneath the wall, stopping to
look around the complex with that unusual gleem in their eyes. Each one
of them, scratching their central lerron as if giving a signal, kept their
relloxes stationary. All of a sudden, like a flash of lightning striking my
chest, I felt a wire piercing my skin, like a knife slicing margerine. It was
the Mayorians! They have attacked! The wire, crushing my rib cage just
above my heart, putting me into a state of horror, was now on the brink of
killing me, my every movement inscrutiating torture! The incredible
pain on my chest was now rapidly increasing with each struggle, the
stand of wire breaking open my painstricken skin, it erupting bright
crimson, my body surging with pain, my mind desperately trying to
release itself from the agony! Soon I will no longer be able to bear it, my
blood pulsating throughout my body! The memory of my life on Zera
flashed at enormous speeds through my mind, making all present thoughts
a total chaos! My mind, racing its ideas, suddenly became a dead blank --

----- --1 better get out of bed. School starts in a half-hour.



ENDLESSLY TRUDGING

Tho I sleep,

Mine eyes closed,

My bedy in slumber,

My mind trudges on.

Trudging out thoughts

Of how old I may be,

Til my mind

Trudges no more,

Asleep with my body and eyes.

My mind trudges wonderously,
Horrifying thoughts of wet and dark.
Low I lay, as though one has never known.
May my mind, endlessly trudging
Be at rest with my body,

Low, low, wet and dark.



JIM

Back in the time of Daniel Boone and the early American settlers
there was a mountain man named Jim. He was tall, strong, dark-haired
man about twenty-five years old at the time he left civilization for the
mountains. He left his home town with no regret. He wanted adventure;
Colorado was where he wanted to go. He packed his horse with the bare
essentials and left the big city in California. He rode away thinking of how
he would survive. He thought of his many camping trips by himself where
he hunted his food and gained much knowledge of survival. This
knowledge would come in handy.

It took a week and a half of hard traveling, but he finally reached a
spot in Colorado that suited him. He wanted to be alone so he moved into
Indian territory where he easily made friends. They showed him great
hunting lands where he could live. Jim settled down in a eabin he made in
the mountains. As usual he woke, with ease, before dawn ready to hunt
for furs. He took his gun, gleaming as if it were the sun in the new mor-
ning rays, with him. The instant he reached the woods he saw a rabbit. He
took aim, his hand quivering on the trigger, and his mind wondering if he
would hit his mark. The gun sounded with a blast, like a cannon, im-
mediately dropping the rabbit. After a successful day of hunting he
visited the Indians. He walked into their camp holding a bunch of rabbits
in his hand. The Indians looked at him, with hungry smiles, knowing that
Jim was going to be a good friend. Jim gave the rabbits to his friends and
they had a feast. They ate, talking about their friendship.

Jim shared with the Indians and the Indians shared with him; they
never went hungry. They covered the woods carefully, watching for any
game. They watched for animal tracks, ones that would lead them into a
big hunt. One day Jim was by himself hunting in the mountains. He had
tracked a bear to an edge of a cliff.



He raised his rifle and aimed at the bear, its spiral groove in the center of
the gun waiting to expell the bullet. The bear suddenly moved, its head
ducking Jim'’s first shot. Jim took aim again, his eyes focusing on the
charging bear, his fingers pulling the trigger again. The bullet hit the
bear in the stomach with no effect, its pointed shape speeding out of the
other end of the bear. Jim took four rapid fire shots into the main section
of the bear, the bullets disappearing into the fur. The bear kept charging.
Jim took three more shots at point-blank range, the bullets thudding
against the bones inside the bear. Jim froze with fear as the bear kept
coming, his mind wondering when he would be killed by the bear. The
bear, running only because of momentum, came to a stop at Jim's feet,
dead. Jim told the Indians of his narrow escape,shaking with fear. Jim
vowed he would never again hunt bear.

After a few years of living with the Indians, Jim married a beautiful
squaw. He was glad he married her, her beauty dazzling him. He thought
of her many capabilities, hearing her sweet voice from the cabin, tasting
her wonderful dinners. She was very kind to him, touching him in an
Indian way, kissing him in an American way. After several wonderful
years had passed, Jim and his wife had three sons. Jim taught them to be
good at running, looking, and tracking. They were good sons, boys
growing up to be just like their father. They were master outdoorsmen;
the boys thought faster than their teacher. Jim eventually retired; he
grew old, feeling glad that he went to Colorado. He and his wife could
live peacefully, tasting food that their sons brought home, not worrying
about survival at all.



SOLITUDE

Plying his way among the sands,
Waters lapping at his feet, on and on the shining form treads.
Sand and spray glistening as craters small are left behind,
On rushes the soothing water, obliterating any track of the loping form.
A smile spreads over his face as if a sun were rising,
cresting over the deep blue scape,
contentment over an honest toil.
Freedom at work, on he treads,
A whistling breeze caressing his face as he gazes
where he once had been.



ELDORADO

That was enough - the last straw. They weren’'t going to take him
again, no, he was too smart for that. He hadn’t learned the first time, or
the second, but this time he'd made up his mind. Some people are just
slow learners, he thought; they have too much faith in things that don’t
exist. But they weren’t going to get him again -- this time he had finally
learned his lesson.

They never really liked him anyway, they never had. Sometimes they
had been nice and sometimes not, and he could never understand why ;
but now he realized it had all been a game. They played with him, like a
cat would play with a mouse -- catching him and letting him go just to
catch him again -- without ever caring how he felt. It didn't make any
difference whether he laughed or cried, he was only there for amusement
anyway. They hurt him, time and time again. That seemed to be their
greatest talent - they could hurt better than anything he had ever seen. A
unique capacity for cruelty. That was the only thing he didn’t understand:
how could they enjoy it so much? He'd never let them see him cry — he
was careful of that -- but somehow they must have known. They were too
methodical and consistent about hurting to have done it only by chance.
Yes, they knew, somehow they had always known when he was crying,
and they must have gotten a big kick out of it. All except one; she was the
only decent one of the lot. She felt sorry for him; it was almost like she
knew what he was going through, Maybe a long time ago she had been in
his place; maybe she knew what it was like to be kicked around. . . . . She
even said she liked him once . . . . . but he didn’t know weather to believe
her or not. It didn’t make any difference anyway, she couldn’t help him.
She had her own life to live, and there wasn’t any room in it for him. She
never said so, but she didn’t have to; he knew. Now he understood it all.

So it was all over, no more hurting, no more laughing, no more
crying. He had lost the final battle and was now deserting his cause.
Enoughwar, he thought, I don’t need them that badly anyway. I'm tired
of beating my head against the wall. I'm tired of people not carying and
I'm tired of the whole filthy world they live in. There’s a place I can go: a
place where they'll never find me. A place where I won't have to pretend
anymore, because there won’t be anyone there to judge. A place I can call
my own. A place that’'s quiet. There's a place where there’s no more
hurting, no more laughing, and no more crying.
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MIRACLE

The miracle of life is an experience which, unfortunately, not many
people have ever been exposed to. When you have actually witnessed this
miracle, your outlook on life is greatly expanded and broadened. After
seeingsuch a miracle, you are left with one of the most wonderful sen-
sations; you are totally unconcious of everything else in the surroundings
and feel like you're in absolute heaven, because something new, which no
one has ever seen before, has been born into this world. This in-
describable sensation is the most wonderful thing I have ever felt.

Where I live, on a small farm, I am exposed to this kind of sensation
fairly often. Having only eight cows, my family and I get to know their
individual personalities pretty well, unlike most commonplace farmers.
We have become somewhat attached to these cows as if they are pets,
ratherthan livestock. Thus it is all the more wonderful to have seen a new
calf forced out into the world by one of these cows. Two of our calvings
have been particularly significant.

The first occurence was during the first year we owned our cows. We
had already had one calf. We had been expecting another calf for many
days nowand went out to check on the now swollen cow frequently for any
sign of labor.

This particular spring day was a perfect day for anything: the sun
was shining, not a cloud was in the sky, and a slight breeze rippled
through the tall pasture grass, smelling faintly of clover and
honeysuckle. The bobwhites and other birds, warbling with devotion,
filled the air with familiar sounds. We really were not at all surprised to
see the first signs of birth on this fine day, since we had been expecting it
for so long. However, there was always the exhausting race back to the
house to breathlessly tell everyone the good news! Everybody hurried out
to the pasture to see for themselves the birth of our second calf. After
waiting for two hours in a state of perpetual suspense and expectation, we
were ultimately rewarded for our wait with the appearance of two
hooves, then a tiny head, and finally the rest of the body and the two hind
legs, everyone sighing with relief and happiness. The birth took place by
a clear running spring, and when the wearied mother, drained of all her
energy, began to lick the mucous membrane off the shivering calf, his
body slowly began to creep down the side of the hill towards the little
brook. What would happen? Each forceful lick of the mother pushing the
tiny newborn calf nearer to the stream, he eventually fell in and we had to
left out the one hundred pound creature, his coat now muddy and drip-
ping, to the visible distaste of the mother. We stayed and watched the
happy calf as he looked about him in wonder and struggled to get to his
feet. After struggling for about forty-five minutes in frustration, the calf
wavered on his tiny limbs, taking one or two wobbling steps over to the
warmth of his mother, who looked at her calf with pride and seemed to
burst with vanity and proudness in front of the other cows.

Contemplating this experience on the way back to the house, I
realized 1 had witnessed one of the most miraculous, awesome, and
ineffable things that can ever take place on earth; at least that’s what it
seemed to me. In a sense, I became lost in a sense of bewilderment: I was
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unaware of what was going on about me, my mind clearly focusing on this
phenomenal occurence.

The second calving was even a more trying and difficult experience.
Having been informed by the previous owners that this cow’s last calf had
been attacked and eaten by a dog, we knew that this cow was particularly
nervous and skittery. She had been fairly bulging for at least a week. One
chilly morning by myself on the farm, I found about eighteen inches of
afterbirth hanging out of her. Her back strained in an arch, her face
writhing in pain, she appeared to be in great discomfort. During the day 1
inspected her at frequent intervals, but to my disappointment no
development occured. My anxiety waxing as the hours languorously
dragged by, I became more and more apprehensive about this birth,
constantly reminding myself of another cow which not long ago had a
breech birth born dead, and which might have died herself if it hadn't
been for the vet. In the afternoon I finally got in contact with my mother,
who advised me to go ahead and call the vet, despite my unsurety.

The vet told me he would arrive in the early evening and asked me to
drive the cow all the way from the pasture to our little two stall barn. My
father, a little angry and worried that I had not called the vet earlier,
arrived home from work soon, thank heaven, to help me. We were both
genuinely surprised that she did not escape from us en route.

When the vet finally arrived, darkness was gently falling. Now and
then a slight wind whispered through the late spring leaves. The early
evening sounds come back to my mind easily; they were so ominous and
eerie: a pack of dogs howling and filling the air with mournful wails, a
whippoorwill shreeking interminably in the distance, and a lone cow
mooing every once in a while. The barn lights had to be turned on, giving
the whole area an ominous and eerie appearance. My father and the vet
created a halter from a piece of old rope and tied up the tremulous cow.
The vet then carefully “‘scrubbed up’’ with rough, raw soap, the entire
length of his arms trembling with cold. Donning a pair of elbow-length
rubber gloves, he began to probe inside the cow, despite her frustrating
struggles to kick and evade him. Her head finally sagged down to the
ground, getting caught underneath the stall door, where we could see the
pain and terror in her eyes.

During this time, I was in a state of mental conflict and exhaustion,
my mind racing with thoughts of fear, hope, and expectation. I knew I
would be to blame if her calf was born dead, thanks to my delay in calling
the vet. I also knew this cow would have nothing at all to live for; life
would never again hold any interest for her. Struggling with the straining
cow in her discomfort and misery, I prayed she would survive this contest
between nature and herself, and that soon a wriggling little creature
could revive her interest in life. Continuously petting the smooth tufts of
hair on her forehead, in an effort to soothe and calm her, my hope
gradually waned as the vet made some disparaging remarks.

Finishing his examination, he announced a breech birth and brought
out the formidable metal chain which he attached to the heels of the
unborn calf inside the womb. He and my father, as in the previous breech
birth, attempted to pull out the calf by pulling on the chain. Their at-
tempts of no avail, the vet produced a ten-foot long jack out of his jeep,
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which, resulting from the joint work of three of us, finally brought the calf
farther down the birth canal to the point where the chain could again be
put to use. Slowly the body of a calf appeared, slimy and covered with
afterbirth. We were all surprised as the vet and my father deposited a
living calf on the ground. The vet, his brow dripping with sweat, wiped
away quickly the membrane from the face of the shivering, awestruck
calf. The redolent fragrance of fresh hay and straw filling our nostrils, we
felt truly overjoyed and relieved for the cow. Our faces flushed with
jubilation, all regarded the mother and calf in silence. The cow looked
relieved and happy, too, snuggling up to the shivering creature, nudging
him with her nose.

Our feelings were at a high point as we looked with joy and pride upon
the little family in the stall filled with clean aromatic straw. The vet,
smelling faintly of medicines and cow pastures, shared with us some last
looks at the happy mother and calf. It seemed as though joy, pride, and
wonderful emotions radiated out of that one stall. Never before had I
experienced such feelings. My gratitude to God, to nature, to the vet knew
no bounds. That calf has played a special part in my mind ever since, and
will forever, I think. I'll always remember the way he first lifted his head
off the hard barn floor; how he sneezed the membrane out of his nose;
and how, innocently bawling and mooing to his mother in wonder and
awe, he was so youthful and naive.
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DAYSPRING

Fingers of light with the smooth touch of a babe,
creeping over the distant crag,
A new day evolving, light and warmth issuing forth
expelling a bright, lucid hue;
Soft, smooth haze and dew rolling along before the bright spectrum
comes.
Light casting forms far as near they were,
Illuming as onward, gloveward round, it journeys never still.
A dawning of yet more light hours.
A cycle, changeless, infinite,
That deep rhythm of eternal changelessness and right.
All's right with the world as the day is only dawning.
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A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S
FRUSTRATION DREAM

Eddie sat, motionless, on the edge of the seat, listening to the band
blast out the traditional “‘Smoke on the Water."” Then, he saw what he had
been looking for. She was a brunette, slightly larger than his own five feet
size, but he wasn’t concerned about that fact. He jumped out of his chair
and started elbowing his way through the mob on the floor in pursuit of
her. Unfortunately, just as he dodged the last jumping couple, he saw
Jerry Brachfield asking her to dance. With that insult to his ego, he
collapsed into the chair that she had been sitting in, his eyes rolling
around and eventually closing.

Eddie finally pulled himself together, gathered up his energy, and
strolled nonchalantly over to pick up some punch. He finished the drink
off in the usual one gulp, and proceeded to retreat back to the origin of his
sojourn. The nameless song finally came to a dissonant halt, and as it did,
Jerry came over with the girl and took a seat right next to him. With a
very condescending grin, Jerry leaned over to Eddie and grinned.

“What's the matter, chum? Got the old dance hall blues as usual?”
snickered Jerry.

Eddie couldn’t take that sort of abuse, and he quickly rose, leaving
Jerry and the girl rather bewildered.

“What was that for?"" wondered Jerry, half to the ceiling and half to
the girl. She looked at him and shrugged.

Across the floor, Eddie took a seat from where he could watch Jerry
and the girl without being noticed. They sat through the next number, a
slow blues thing, and Eddie burned inside thinking about how unlucky he
always seemed. After a while more, Jerry and the girl left, arm in arm,
and that just killed poor Eddie. He dozed off in the chair for a while, just
letting his troubles all slide by.

The next thing he noticed was that somebody was tapping him on the
shoulder. He came to, looked up, and there was the girl. She asked him to
dance, and he gladly obliged, getting up and following her out to the
middle of the floor. The two of them squirmed around for a few numbers,
then, during a horrendous version of ‘“‘Brown Sugar’] Eddie stopped.

“What became of Jerry,” he demanded.

““Who's he? That big blond guy?”

“Yeah, that big blond guy.”

“T haven't the foggiest. He left me by the door and went up to get his
coat, and I haven’'t seen him since.”

“Well . . . Oh, forget it, let's dance.”

“Why did you want to know?"

‘“‘Because . , . well . . . Oh, to hell with it. Good night.”

Eddie walked off, leaving the girl in a state of shock, and proceeded
to tour the school in a semi-stupor, thinking over the night’s events. After
having visited every point of interest in the school at least twice, he
retreated to his domicile.

Upon entering, he perceived a figure stretched out on his bed. This
turned out to be Jerry, who stared up at Eddie with a grin.

““What are you doing in here?’ shouted Eddie, who was more than
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slightly puzzled by his visitor's presence.

“And where’s Kathy?” replied Jerry, ignoring the question.

“Who is Kathy, and why should I know?"

“‘She is probably wondering where 1 am.”

“Oh...why did you take off on her?”’

““So you could . . . you know. I saw you giving her the eye, and I
figured you wanted her,so..."

But Eddie had disappeared out the door as Jerry spoke, and he ran
down the stairs to the dance as if a steak sub was waiting at the bottom.

Upon reaching his destination, Eddie searched the crowd for Kathy,
and found her quickly. However she was slow-dancing with Greg Brown,
much to Eddie’s chagrin. The open arms of a nearby chair reached out
and enveloped his weary body, and he lay back staring at the ceiling, his
mind swimming on the inside of a heavy gray cumulonimbus.
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THE BENCH IN THE PARK

The morning came and the sun awoke, spreading its rays over a
weather-beaten park bench.The bench had stood there for many years,
providing a seat for those that needed it. In particular a man, as old and
weather-beaten as the bench, with a newspaper tucked under his arm,
often came and sat there. He would sit down, reading the newspaper or
watching the people who walked by him. It was hard to tell which of the
two he liked better, but when he spoke of the park it was of the people and
not the paper. Today was not to be an exception, for the old man appeared
as usual, with today’s paper in its normal place. Wiping the bench free of
the morning dew with his handkerchief, he sat down with the utmost care.
His hands swept over the chipping green paint, the scratches and grooves
feeling rough beneath his calloused fingers. In one place he happened to
notice neatly engraved on the wood, ‘‘Johnny loves June,"” the inscription
encircled by a heart. He sighed as he read this, thinking of days that had
long passed by. This was just another addition to the ever-growing of
romantically intertwined names forever appearing on the bench. So he
sat there, his mind engrossed with both the past and present.

Relaxing there, a strange click-clicking sound approached him,
getting louder and louder. Eyebrows raised, he saw a remarkable woman
coming towards him. Her hair, piled on the top of her head, was dyed jet
black. From her ears, sparkling earrings dangled jauntily, her wrists
jangling with the tingle of numerous bracelets, Her face was long and
narrow, with dark little eyes shrouded in a blue cloud of shadow and
shaded with heavily coated eyelashes, moving slowly and candentially up
and down. The long, pointed nose was outdone only by the garish redness
of her lips, curving downward at the edges, giving her a look of
haughtiness. She was dressed in a leopard-spotted fur coat, collar and
cuffs trimmed with black fur. She wore high heeled shoes on her tiny feet,
taking dainty, mincing steps, makirg a very loud clicking noise.
Altogether she was the type of person you would want to stop and stare at,
and indeed this was exactly what the old man did. As he studied her, a
woman of obvious wealth picking her way along the path, he tried to
imagine what she was really like: whether she was married or had any
children, what her job was, where she lived . . . This was what he enjoyed
doing most and he did it as often as he could. The sophisticated lady,
nearing him, shot a proud glance in his direction. He caught it but smiled
in return anyway. When she actually walked in front of him, he noticed
that she was carrying a cigarette between her long white fingers that
ended in a bright red, its smoke curling decisively in the fall air. At the
appropriate moment, the old man opened his mouth to say “Gooday," but
instead of hearing a pleasant return, the stranger flicked the smouldering
ashes of her cigarette at him. He grunted, watching her slowly
diminishing in the distance, the click-clack of her heels still ringing in his
ears, Painstakingly pulling the paper out, he opened it at the Sports
page and became lost in its magic.
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When the sun was higher in the sky, the sounds of childrens’ voices
shouting in the daylight, made him look up once again. He was not
disappointed, for about twenty five yards in front of him three young boys
were playing catch on the cold damp grass. The boys all looked the same,
wearing shorts down to their knees, in some places torn, and grubby
shirts, gaping with holes to expose grimy undershirts. They were shod
in ragged tennis shoes, legs and feet splattered with mud, their hair
tustled and their cheeks red, with the excitement caused by their game
and the sharp nip in the air - quite a contrast to the previous passer-by.
They chased each other round and round in circles, continually falling
down, their voices echoing in the clear, morning air. The old man gazed
thoughtfully at them, his mind again thrown back in time. He saw himself
as one of the little ragamuffins, happily playing with others in the warm
sunshine. But as is always the case, he was awakened, his dream shat-
tered by the stark reality of the present life. He watched the small boys as
they continued their antics on the grass. The voices stopping suddenly,
the old man noticed the boys pointing at something. He turned around,
looking for the object of their attention. Simultaneously, feeling a twinge
of pain in the back of his neck, he jerked sharply around and understood
that he was the one they were jeering. Another pebble thudded on his
weary shoulder and he sighed, wondering how long this was to go on.
However at the sound of a sharp shrill voice the boys vanished, their leers
and rocks left behind to taunt the old man’s memories. Once again he
returned to the Sports page of the Daily Times.

He sat there reading on and on, the rising sun continually getting
higher as if it was trying to touch the sky. He was disturbed again, but this
time with the awareness that he wasn’t the only one sitting there on the
bench. Looking out of the corner of his eyes, he spotted an elderly gen-
tleman dressed in a shabby brown overcoat, a scarf tied aroynd his neck,
gloves adorning stubby fingers and a hat resting on his almost completely
bald head. His legs, stretched out in front of him, were crossed,
seemingly in a state of great relaxation. Between his hands was stretched
the Daily Times. As the old man looked, he saw his neighbor peeking at
him, his eyes moving cautiously around. At one point their glances locked
and they smiled briefly at each other, then hastily retreated back to their
papers. They sat there for some time, until finally the sun had reached its
high point in the sky. Abruptly, the old man put his paper down and
turning to his companion said, ‘Do you come here often?”’
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October 8, 1974

Well, Philip,

It’s time for my weekly letter, as it’s Tuesday again.

I'm sorry that you didn’t get my last two letters, but Martha read
them, then hid them or burned them or something; she won't say. She
keeps saying that it isn't anyone's business. She says that just because
our marriage is on rocky ground doesn’t mean that I have the right to
announce it to everyone. I don’t know what she's talking about. Rocky
marriage? Us? Never. Sure, we have our little squabbles, but there's
nothing serious in that. Every couple quarrels at one time or another.
She's hung up on my work versus her and the kids. She thinks that there is
a conflict between the two. Where? 1 work hard so that they can have
everything. I even work on weekends so that I can send Donny to a good
school next year. Where's the conflict in that? Martha and the kids and
my work go hand-in-hand. Without one, the other couldn’t exist. My work
supports my family, and without my family there would be no necessity
towork as I am. I ask again, where's the conflict in that?

Would you believe that Martha is actually making me go to a coun-
selor with her this evening? I've got work to do. I don’t see why she has
the right to cause me to be unprepared for work tomorrow just because
she wants to waste my time going to an unneeded counselor. I tell you, if
she wasn’t my wife, I wouldn’t stand her making me waste valuable time.
After all, it is a waste of time and money.

Until next week,
Your brother,
George

P.S. I wish that I could understand Martha these days. Her ideas are
getting stranger and stranger.
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October 15, 1974

Well Phillip,

It’s Tuesday again and time for my weekly letter,

Let's see, what’s the news? Well, Martha’s pregnant again so we'll
have to be looking for a new house. You know how small the old one is,
and with three kids it’ll seem even smaller. I have got to get a promotion.
Between inflation and the costs of raising a family, I'll need the raise. I
have a game arranged with Mr. Sayers on Saturday, so perhaps I will be
able to impress him to such an extent that I can gain influence with him.
A raise would be quite nice at this stage. He has already complimented
me on the way in which I get work done quickly, so I think he's coming
around. He’s just the man that I need. He is influential enough to get me
to the top. Then I could provide Martha and the kids with all the luxuries
that they should be able to have. We might even be able to live like the
Simpsons next door, if I work it right. They just traded in for a new Caddy
this year. I'd sure like to be making the kind of money that he is. Then I
could take my wife to Europe each summer, too.

I don’t know what has gotten into Martha these days. She doesn’t
want me to play golf with Mr. Sayers on Saturday. She keeps asking
questions like, *‘Aren’t the kids more important?’’ -- *‘Don’t you think that
you should stay home once in a while?”’ “‘Sammy does want you to watch
him play. He's first string catcher now.” Sure I'm proud of him. After all,
not all eight year olds play as well as he does. But, why can’t Martha
understand that I'm working for the kids? I want them to have the best, to
be proud of their old man. Mr. Sayers is the man that I need to help me get
them the best. So, you see, I have to play golf with him. It's the only way.
Sure, we used to have squabbles when we were first married, but then it
was because she claimed that [ didn’t work enough at my job (which was
true), but now she's saying that I spend too much time working and not
enough time with her and the kids. I wish she'd make a definite decision
on how hard she wants me to work. She wants me to spend more time at
home, but she forgets that when I spent a lot of time at home when we
were first married, we had nothing. Now we have everything that she
needs to make her happy. Oh well, she’ll snap out of the mood that she’s
in. All that she needs is a pretty bouquet of flowers and a dinner out at the
best restaurant in town. It works every time. Anyway, once she becomes
busy with preparations for the new kid, she won’t have time to be so bored
that all that she can do is complain.

Until next week,
Your brother,
George

P.S. Do you realize that I've been married for ten years as of yesterday?
Where does time get to?






