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Dedication 

DASTE ALIG HIF.R I 126,H321 

I n g ralr!..l !riblll e U'l' drJicatr ,h i. iu", to DaN!,. A ligh itri. S eve. 

bulld,.,.d y'ar, }WVl' prove" Dante II mlln of all lt'a'Oll ' , of all l i mn. 01 all 

"'a " "rr vI men . H e hal milch to . oy to II' today. if U't' 'U·jll '",t lake th e time 
to enter hi, vi ,ion. 

D an te had been a 'U'underer the grrtttrr part of hi, l if e. pl'lI1lilru. 'U·jth­

Qut lamil!! . alld lInju'lly t'~ilt'd from hi. btdov,.d Florence, But wha t kept 

hi m from rr' "ntml'nt, de.pair. or jndifftrrnct" 'Wa, a pert'llliv r (Jwa,.",neu of 

th e FatJu,,,lu)fJd 0/ God . 1'1a"" he U'Q' able to l'ndurt the wick,.J" ,." of mall 

olld IIQt h,. tUto'If,d,.d at hi. glXH1",.". 

Danll' U'1'1I a droftg, eOllrag'o", po,.t, who alwo., . maJt' a ,harp diltinc­

tion b,.tu'""" right and wroNg. And tne grt'atnt , t·il f or him 'U-a. to betra!l 

another, I n the fro zen 'wa fer' of the icy lake at h,.Il', center, he l'lllc~d the 

be t ra!l~rI af one'« frit/ui, one's coulIt ry, one's God . A nd /J allle had an­

other and darker in,igltt , that of lit,. lwlt ,ouls wham ,vt'n H elt will not 

aeet'pt , th t' uncommittt'd that are to bt' found in e'(Jery U9 t'; he picINrt" th em 

a, j t'atNrt'lru, aimlt'u, u·andering in mt'aninglt'" ci rclt', before H " ll ', [Jat". 

What ' p.-uk. to . , f rom Ihe pagr' of The Divine Comedy i, Dalll t" , 

milld and '0141 - hi, CON rag". ,corn. con fli.c tiOnl. alld reee. The jillrrt trib,dt' 

U't' ma9 make to thi, port i, to read him, 10 foUou ' him through th t' I nf t'rn o 

to the P urgatorio to the u ntripd al crnlrr, tht' Paradiso, 

-c-Rev. JU ~.Io'. I'J1 T RO\' AT O 
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The Prince and Time� 
By JA )lt:1l R. HAL L••JR. 

Lonp; .fter long-....go but shortl y before one-upon-a-t ime, there WII"i a 

prince. 

- S o ,'ery much there 1'1 to do. So very much there ts to do , 
he would 1I11J' . And whe n night co mes, it ClOm'''J n ·ry 
quickly. I .han lind time to do that which I wish . 

ThUll in '!Icardl or time lie lid olT. T ha t he might catch time. That he 
mil/:ht have enough. 

The peallant a sled : 

- My Prince, it is true that J must get in the harvest, J ­
a pour pt'asant- am not able to gil-e time. .so t ime ha ve I. 

The smith of the ,·maJOte a~ked : 

- My Prmre, J have no time hut my own. Though I deeply 
wi,h t hat I might, I 11m 1I0t able to gh'e time uutc you. 

The p j-i nee asked eve ryone in the vfllage. .so ext ra time had they. The 
p rince asked everyone in the kingdom. Xo est re time. For to have ext re 
t ime alI were too bUlly. 

Now to ask eve ryone in a k ingdom (such as then they we rc ) deman d s 
f rom one a la rge dea l of ti me. Once young, ti le pj-Inee fdt old a~ absorb in FC 
him. I -sha ll- find -ti me harden ed into I- must , for old age was ab sorb ing him. 
T o countr-ies arouud this wo rl d wen t d ie old p rince ( st ill a prince wa ll he, 
for his Cathe r W ll lI too busy to d ie ) . 

- N o, hut tell us if you find t lle sec ret, said bu sy heads -of ­
stale . 

No. N o. T ime wall 1I0t to he had f rom other s. H ow dej ected d id t he 
pr-ince go hark to hill kltlKdolll. How. H e walked til e ~ treeh of Mil village. 
Up he look ed end d own . 

- T hllt I mil/;ht ('lItch ti me, he sa td. 'That J mi~ht hevc 
enoug h. 

2 

An old womnn, broken and ben t, a pproache d. 

- My Prfnce, eald she, I IISi ve hca rd t hat une 01 11) ' have all 
t he time t li"t one wts bes, if nne woul d ca tch Father Time. 

-Where, 0 Womoll, may J tin.1 thiJl F lItlu:c r ? 

- l ie l lvee, 0 m~' P r in('t', ... top " mountain. the.,' 'ill)' , a moun­

ta in hi,lth. rall~d . lind jllKlCC'd . A mountain hard to climb. 
There lin:'! lie, Ulill I: a tllcr T ime. 

S he pointed to a p urp le IJellk ill the west. 

-It h II che nce, "'aid tile old prilu."t.'. It ts a chalice. 

H e cl imbe d t ile mountain , Up, up to the purple peak, There he found 
F ather T Ime. ( W ho looked no older than the pzince.] 

- I .....oul d here time, the old petace said. A lifetime J have 
sea rc hed for time. J have for Jt0ne whl te c1l ar~rs , moab, 
end fair d am"ds in dillt r eli .~ . J havl!' forA:0ne all things 
p rin("l"ly . Even th e 1I0ly Guil. A ll of mv life I have 
sa id : Would til/it I \\'oul, 1 beve more time. Sow J would 
1I1II ' e ti me. X ow. 

- :My So n, u id Father T ime. T ime - time is mad e, not 
given. 

- S till ... , persteted d ie old p ri u(·e. 

- As you would have it, my Son. Hece tve th is jar , After 
J leav e, OJ.'t"1I it ; for there is all the t ime you would have. 

The old prince - how Ilis hands d id t rt~ U1ble - t ried to get the ca p 
fr om the j a r. H e strained his liKed h t"art. And the j ar fell empty from his 
li feles s hand. 

------Ill-----­

•� 
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• • 

Dream 

I took that d ri ve this !Iprinp; day 
But it WIlllo 't the w ",y 

I d reamed. 

The wet , the mlsty verdurous ,'aile:!. 
Mad e me want to stop & ...ee tully 

What had ken dream. 

But second j.;t"ar wall running uut 
And anyways it began raining oul 

{Theae thilllPl somehow don't happen 
I n dreems.) 

Watch out! that bulldozer t here 
Off ti le slippery, na r row d ir tro....dst de 

missed by a hai r! 

Yuu crack np when you d ream, boy! 
G oddamned yu llowbugs that move e4rth & st ream. 

O ne C4n ,ltet h ur t cut here it seems 
The re 's no room fo r dream s 

Unless you wa.lk 
And it'll too fllr tv walk 

And it takes too much tim e ~ not like dreams. 

P H IL I'ARI RI 

Our Trojan Skaynay� 

one lest d r II. g as then apollo 
put out t he sun in the llliht ray"lIra 

" wha t t he bell," !aid the D ay 
an d pulled up the covers 

slow the mnon ea eorcd then the Iiffirice fabric 
and btxame It broken oran~ neceo-wefer 

T urnus b rushed the dp;lI.l"t'Uf'ashClI off hia da rk suit 
and saw : 

AEN EAS ill the wall llired journal� 
AE N EAS at the busstcp .•.� 
AE NEAS between the dark stdewalkeeeeks� 
AF.XF.AS in the d rugstorewindow ...� 
AE NEAS th ru the Y-Why-tree!l .� 

ho rn.- shouted AESEAS 
bedroom liA:hu spelled A-E-X -E.-A-S 

on the nigbt grass .. 

the bills in hi s pocket were headed A EN EAS; AEXEAS must 
be paid . . 

and that T HIXGS HAPPEN. 

" what th e hell ," said T uenua, 
that AE N E AS didn't owe him Il li ving 

. . , hut a d)"ing 

an d th e next day a trujan killed a rutultan . 
- s ine clementia. 

JU·IES R. HALL, J!t. 
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Q uoth th e spide r to the fl y,� 
"Thou'et the apple or mine eye!"� 
Sald rriend ~Iullc" , " 0 , Arachnid ,� 
As .II. poet ~rou 're a hack, ki d !" :� 

Quoth th e spide r to the bee,� 
"Come, my 10"e, and d well wi th me. "� 
" S pi der, not tor all your money� 
Would I " bee" ~'our Apia na honey."� 

Quoth the .pider to th e lint,� 
"0, ror you with 10" e I pllllt. "1� 
Said the Wurkee to th e suitor,� 
" Cha nge your glasses, ~I ac ; I'm ncuter!' "� 

Quoth the spldee to the wasp,� 
" Your sl ender 'Raid j ust makes me gasp!"T� 
Heplied i rll ~ cihle H yuseuop tee a,� 
" W ba t KaU ! I shouldn't even talk. to ya."� 

Q uoth the spider to t he worm,� 
" 1 like your shape ; wel l-sta ck ed end linn."� 
' 'I'm sure you'd lind me much too ge lid,....� 
S"id that L umbricoid A nnclid.� 

FOOTNOTES' 

• It II " 11:00<1" I', ...t like Eliot ca n use footnotes, wby eau't a rotten one? 

I lle p ack ed a ':J.!I ; US<:.'d Sufeguu rd, gummy roll--<J Ds, mes<.y ere..urs, d rl}lp lng .prayt­
smI he stil l stunk, 

: Kok the dIfficulty of sounding the do ub le ccnsonaut. That'. Engllsh fo r you I 

"The ep ithets, by the way, a re generic r ather t han H ome etc. 

' I've got a milli on of th em ! 

'A~\'O r d i n g to A. not ed enb'lll ologlst who st udi es hi s blo. during English 1I0Ve! 
cllUillles, ~yl de r s don't l' an t , But what docs lit k n()w~ 

ev ery Slid condition, reall y, 

TDon't look at me - tht·y rhyme in New England 

' '' Cold ; fr"un." POt'tlc ltcense fo r "cold-blooded," 

6 

Q uoth the sp ider to t he tlea,� 
" Wo uld you my pll. r10r like tu see?"� 
Answered lea p iJl,lt Cte noeephalts,� 
"Sure - ir yo u like' ery" i pd.u : ' ~
 

" Your d allhin,lt motl eJ ' o st r ikes my eye,"� 
Q uot h sp id er to t he butterfly.� 
Said Lepidoptera a morphou..,"� 
"Sor ry , Fve gotta metamorphose. '� 

Quoth th e spide r , "Come to supper,"� 
T o a "pri ngy , ra t g rllsshopper. 1I� 

Answcro:d him th e wise Romalea,� 
" You must be elck . Come, now, whllt lIi1s ya?" ll� 

Quoth tile spi de r to the aphid,� 
"Come in. Don 't a('t &>I if I' m rabid ." l1� 
T he louse replied , " I really ean't,� 
You ,.L"C. I'm wet-nurse to all ant.""� 

Q uoth till: spide r to himseH,� 
" Despite my title., po wer , ~H,n
 

I'm d oomed to cursed solit ude .1•� 

Wll o ,,1.lIkes the web ?" " It'. me - Gertrude." "� 

Q uoth th e sp ider to hia ma te ,� 
"Let's get to bed ; it 's growin,lt Ie te."� 
" Claud ius,'· dea r, lIlat suits me fine ;� 
Bul lirst, on ) 'OU , I th ink I 'll dine: " P� 

. An itching skin cond ition CII Uo.nl, ac tually, by a bacte rium. lIe ll, who's fu ssy ? 

rc.Admit tedly, t he t e rm " motley" may be just a bit t oo d ashing here. 

11"~ 0 de finit e shape," Use d I()() ~e l y he re , of course. 

U A ny port In u storm. If you cen r hyme them better - go ahead, 

u U e really doe sn 't know he is, Sad I 

HAnts a re said to milk aphids like cows, A mon g cynical young ants there is .&id 
to be a provcrb r if ap hid j uice Is so cheap, why buy the aphid? 

t eEntire llne lifted from liomeonc's poem on Benedtct Arnold. 

ieSomc Romll.n t k he'd mllke wit h tha t attit ude . 

HCf. Hani l~t . 

l ~Cf. J1anil ~ t. 

lPRel ax _ it wasn't Frid ay, 

7 
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A l a ~ ! thllt :\f /l.chi8\·elli lln spider 
Came to rest, lit len gt h. in ~id e her." 
Provld...d he the whe eewlt ha l 
T o make his wife II ca nniba l. 

T here is no mor a l to thi s ~ tory 

Excep t - that li re is tra nsitor)".21 
I' ll firrish ", itl. a qul bble '" old: 
Remove tile i('eu - my tale is to ld. 

TIle glecomett! trees 

a rt' cordoned nfter thc wind's pa r ade: 

hllvin~ thrown all th ei r ('ou le tti 

a nd roared hoarsely 

and wa n d wildly 

they stare at the ..Irewn litred 

toAny 5port In a dorm. 

Il So quoth Beowulf and E vrrrmall. 

u~ Pun." HUh t'l'utury. Dr. Johnson detested quibbl('s. 

u lno i .. ~lid. Su, t hf",...1 

I detest Dr, J ohllA(>n. 

and are naked 

and empty . 

For what the)" t1 11'('W 

W A! them 

and their he- re wind is 

HAR O L D D tPvy where 

R . PAl'".ELSKY 

The Murder 
Rain, Now 

Come with me a ro und th e town ­
She' s just pu t 011 IIl:r en ning p:own 
Sh e's decked out fine, a ll in black 
wfth twink linK lIeq uen ll 0 11 her back 

Hllin , now.� 

And bringing down, like men's ideas , ( I' ll tak e yo u to a murder )� 

....11 til e loos e lelw es. 
Com e with me a round th e city 

Patterning Though I lllll~t warn you: sho w no p ity 
The peop le llaving cups or fun

t ht ' pave ment: 
Are truly hll. l'PY - cver)" one 

('ollage. 
(Xn sho t will echo) 

8 o 
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w e'u drive up t. his street, del ve up th a t c--. 

Look out! Look out ~ Don' t hit th e h.t 
0 111 drunk fa lli ng off t Ile cu rb 
II i, :\oll-.Existenre d on' t dl vturb Bide My Time 
( No bl ad e will flbll ) 

Lis ten to that jumping ba nd 
Come with me an d we ' ll stand 
I II back and watch tile dying youth 
Attempt eapeesslon of t hei r "truth " 

(No pipe will thud) 

Look : see that couple over- tlu"re 
D o be ca reful, do not stare 
Unless my eyes a re in a blurt 
That's a H e - no - that's a H er 

( .so ellr will c rash ) 

I.ook at t hat fello w take one more 
Then sta~~cr. s ta~ r out t llc door 
W h" t a time he lias had ! 
Wort h it - though next morni nK's bad 

(:\' 0 blood will flow) 

Well , t ime i~ late: time to go 
Ilopc you have enj oye d t he sho w 
Oh ! Just before we say good -by 
L hate to as k - y ou know I'm shy : 

Did Yo u Enjoy The Murder? ... 

J .un:s R. H ALL, JR. 

:\' iKht p lece, face alone, 
pipe lind month smoke exuding 
.:IlI the wa lk i, slowly peccd. 
The calm or d ark 
with scaree the breath of breue 
lean,. the tl'eC.'JI po ised 
end weeds dill. 
Stony shore 'neath the beacon 
bllnking to Ieteods far out, 
blinkillg back Ulcir being. 
Tile steps to "llOre round 
alld worn stones set firm. 
The rock" boulders of my pl llt'e, 
stone-gray ill the bJ..rk night 
with lone a muon 
h id in)l; ih nearest stars; 
se nding light on ri ppling wn es. 
The cha llllel o f lilolht d ar ts 
a nd liways, Sllt'd c.lcli in flig ht, 
:HI the lake lightl y flows 011 . 

T he g ray-black W 8\"CII trickle 
011 ti le roc ks below a nd 
touch the toes be ndl ng e'er the stones. 
Ru t when t he pipe d ies lind 
t he night lies still far still, 
through pine and birc h p ace hack, 
moon light a nd wtnd .s liJl:ht ­
a light flash , creehl, th e jl IU'C quick 
lind th e skies llleir moillture drip. 
Night pluce, s turm alone. 

RI CH AH}) \Vun 

10 II 
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FRONT STREET 
Dteey drunk PHOENIX 
On Front Street wine 

lly R.-\¥ PAVI;LSKYDarkened from city soot 

Of II crumbled� lintifluity w e-won 
Reddened from a wounds child lying in bed. ntcht he had know a" a , if thereIt was darker� than any '" . tI -n ('loBin!!: his eyes to secBearing birth into a� ' 'i" first cpenmg II. . ~ d 

t .e rd an unseen eel mil, . .J dry bv the dike- oor ..llattleborn ern. ow . tI late room squeeze . 
"I'll have 'UmR any light In Ie b .tumble, strike, and grope. 
Red mudples, please btl only knew them y s h tep : leavesThere were trees, u re I' t d his eve ry cellop ane s .

like 1" turtles comp Ica e Awl rocks I L ,u;y . , tFor dirmer� 
Crusted fingers� crashed under his feehng fee. f steps lost to any ob­
Dirt-caked 

sa-face "lanced at every cw , e ymun-Luminescent compu., ... "I t moon. leaderless pl atoon, e\ rDesert flage of stars WI IOU , f 
Away server in the cam?u urate lumiIlescent compass aces. .p, 

} 'ar for himself checkmg se II of black and tree made 111m 
Away d Ilk ice 011 icc III among the pa ',. Five fcatbers 

Running down Some so~n I e ~ His teeth were in his tungue s W,IJ. ored the silk 
taste adrenalin : dry till. h d f him and the brass talons sc I Roll 

Day intu night� ived d died II. ea 0 .. f his stomach.f flame live lin S'I t turtle wlI.lbnjl; or 11. 
Straight streets ~jght to his right: dive to leftTur:I:~st to midsection in third r-on. , .L I , d , Breath gune.down e un Winding wide� 

Into� 
think !lrenade :� 

Converg'lug i't" of polled torches urn bathtub plug'. glug� 
• . narowness� b 

Where lined plura lies� 
Into one� 

One� two� f k 
Massive glow Kruntl(]b thud, tree.in front 0 roc . 

Of tumbling buildings go d . don t no where It 

Falling to a sky (three) . 
Shaken to the ground leap-cringe, face in leaf corpses 

Where sound 
Slips slowly raking back ya .. , ear((our) against hu/;"e pulsing egg 

From sight 
And a filthy shadowed TI lu . ute at the ceilingedI in the leaves starmg m ' else­minescent face ay di torurue untoothed, bemgIC� , tl its nee e- ,."Figure falls facing platoon. It did. nut say a dtrec ion, 

Himself for the first time. w here in tile mght.

I� 
i2� 13 
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quietly 
i observe old lad ies on the bu ~ 

old lad in 
with fu.n on tllcir c1lceks 
and whl sk ted brea th 
who hold ti,lthtly to thei r dn,lts 

and boldl y st rip young men 
IItraini ng at their leashes 

billious in lace 
t h..y cackle deeply 
in gc tte eed "oil'("s 
a nd claw toward their canes 
th rough yel fo..·ing gloves 

tlley bl ink seducn-ely 
like circus downs 
who hav e swallowed eggs 
of s na kes 
a nd they fa ll to s leep 
vacantly 
to be filled in in dreams 
like wilted 
powdered flowers in a vase 

)hKE GOOD"'J:'Il 

old men "it on Im'i{"S 
a mi sna p suspe nders 
ju dit'iou , I ~' 

g ro w 
whi ..ke rll t lte ('olor of 
d ead IlkIes 
and t rap 
sh0J>pingba~ 

bet ween th eir 
bcuewhlte Ilairle..s 
k nees 

and )'ounp: me n 
wundee wllllt lost 
t~allu rt's 

lie in tile 
scroto m-hke shopp in~balt" 

uf old men 
droning lonewa rd on buses 
their eyes s ilotJ.tt:d s toIlt~wa rd 

their whillkcrs 
twinkli ng 
like shllttcred pearls 
and s i nFti n~ of d eath 

14 
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I 
f17inter N ostalgia� 

Void of white ness fa lls the snow 
Into sill-er bands rai sed hill:h 
Regal voices soft a nd low 
G ran ting wish es (rom th e sky. 

Instant sorrow fills this breast 
~ oiscll,:ss drea ms e lJ~1f t hi 'l soul 
h ollitiOIl seems to wrest 
Aged mankind from tI.is knoll. 

In to deeper t rances fall 
Lonely isl and feels the colt! 
Ov er every pore do call 
,"oiel's seeking from the fold . 

E ve close !lOW come to me 
Youth and beauty virgin hright 
O n ', Ill! com e set me f ree 
Uu tll now a lone with fri~ht. 

J 0 1lll:t>1I G . G E :'IIIIVIIO 

A Hj. a." Type Lesson 
( 11 l['fU "'""" b"lil'l ,..d that ,,, .. In......llt / ',u. 
Id"l. "rad campid.., U'aI C""UiNd ,llli'''1 i ll 
tlr. mal.. pa,IIn.t. 1"4. wo mb U'<III fM,..ly " 
I'I.tVtI f'" 'h" mormllc"";,, body. 110m.. ""..!... 
t o g row.) 

J . HOIIlIIN'8 

16 

Homunculus.� 

whole man ronC't"il'e d� 

by one.� 

Inca rnate offspring� 

Of men who need� 

no lo ve.� 

Not so!� 

Conception witho ut union?� 

No life.� 

No man� 

Gives birth� 

Alone.� 

When Winter Seizes� 
A welcome ('ba~ it is th at's sent Irom heaven� 
to filII, ll uati~ on us when we're rott ing in ro utine� 
left over f rom warmer months. A .....elt·ome change from� 
the OTIl'e animating po wen of new sprin.lt become deed with� 
pauin)t: UIOllt!JOi . Hath er , when we became dead� 
to s jl(ht , sound and smel l.� 

A weleome du.nge it is, admi t it or no,� 
to send UII in a way from radllg engines , squealing fi res,� 
beer-canned beaches and bikin is - to se nd us in� 
where we ('Il ll ta lk and know each oth er Ioey ond me re names.� 
There a r('n' t a ny places t o go now, exce pt h ( ~rc
 

where we know we're better ofT than outside, for a change ­�
i t'll cold now, wlntee's cold, and we 're furprd to� 
stay together.� 

The OllPC tlnimatlng powers of new sp r ing an d summe r . .� 
when we, hands in po ckets, lIlood IId'lre tho-,e nocturnal� 
trt~ ell silhouetted al(ainst a Iullmooned Ilk)' ­
when we, eaeh a lone, s tood aud watdleJ� 
thdr oulermos t lender edgell, t hei r reaching t ips� 
Kently pulsa te with ea ch breeze.� 

T he t ree' look more beauti ful res to red ,� 
after hav illg lost their life-blood� 
to their roots for a while, in ground protected .� 
after having bee n s t r ipped naked an d barrell...� 
only hall there� 

And when it all is gone, th ese 100it thi llg!i of beauty� 
WlJidl We s trai noo so futilely to keep, become� 
a welcom e change ind eed, recalled. . .� 
more thanked than if t ile /;IIOW IIC\'cr d issipated� 
th e sultry lIir of summer, nor kill ed the s limy growth� 
developed ill our pool of stagnancy - th an if the fros t� 
and lee never were sent to halt th e Et rowt h� 
of sea weed tha t tripped and tanjol;lt ,d ou r fe et� 
a .~ we groped alone at the edge o f dusk , .. . in sensate.� 

PHIL PAn l ~ 1 
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SwiCtly they pas' 

lODY� 
By ),IIKI: Gooewr x 

I have come home to the bed of my boy hood slijZhtly drunk and wI;4\'inl/: 
wit h dreams unstrnng . Poppa is de...d, and J od.v, my little brother, sleeps 
beside me ; hill hand. fugile u gla'!I, his hearf a sih-n hird. 

J ody is a !long NO lI10wly pillycd that oftent imes Il i ll bones ache. All the 
hidden stau a nd mA.lCie drea ms unpeoj eeted in his sku ll will h.l-e him reeling 
soon. Let him sleep a nd gathe r stre ngth. 

I fee l him Jl,:r<J wiuJl,:, ta wny lion~ revel in Ili~ haf r. H ls m"" Ht ic rootJi seek 
d own thro uJI,:h the l.He'd to the co re of the ea r th, his fiuJten are a trens p ereut 
b rilliance all they litre4 k of lilthtn inJt over my IleMt in sleep. lie will sea rc h 
my heart deep Illld bury me in his spangled uni ve r-se. Gy psy e)'es hilS rn)' 
J OOy, 10np: black spide r web las hes and puddles of fi rc flk~. I 10"e h im. li e 
i, 10)" fa thror 's seed spr ung to flower. 

)(y mot her is a derk warm womb fertile and s ufferinJl,:, ('Ultivati n~ in j oy 
delicate flowers of blood from the ea rt h. )Iy mother ill ('ydell lind in her 
Hpinnio g my fatller W 1J,H my stcr)·. Emptyness and quiet light. The source 
and prod uct of Ill)' mot her 's fitful blooming. Only from the llllillllinp: womb 
ca n my spinning royes see. 

I did IIOt unde rstand him , my fa ther, he was. the s tr ing, mJ mother 
music. Slle echoed and loomed out of his em ptj-ness wl'llving ('{lIon o f 
pS)'cholo Kk nl sonK but 41w4)'8 8111.' retur ned t iptoe to hi8 silent spri nK, My 
fa t he r' ~ only IDII Hic was t ime itself ti cking off my mot her's H' ib one by one, 
~ ucki llg milk Slid growing like ballootlH, her children . 

October wind abov e th e sug ar shingles. Blind Ht~IlHIIOllH ten sion of a 
child 's hand grop ing . 

Cireu.• quilted night, my little brother .lody shiver s in tented dreams 
lik e a silv er hell unrung and running in you r chill. H is slende r hands ill 
sleep have s t rllilwd my hear-t. and found the pain. Sc art:erow~ rend hill wind 
and hill IIft:nth comes tumbling in blackbird air pakIJc~. POppll is dead. 
Only Held mice remain squlnteyed llNleep an d t remblfng in funny rurry balls 
beneath the leaves of corn between the breaths of hay, Jeck Fro.~t builds 
cities of ice from th e minted breath of .lody's tinkling valleys . r need not 
tell him now , Poppe is dead. 

),fe by, 
T hese fledglings cr ess, 
And I 
\\'110 twi ce their years 
Almost 
T his " ' /lIe of tears' 
)'f , post 
H ave ke-pt, mus t hie 
th 'de 
A nd let tllI"m !f.r! 
.\.Ias. 
U n(t"lf'lin~ hand , 
Run, p.... ss ~ 

Fl.\' on. no r _dand 
To ,-i"w 
),11 temple's flu )" 
Wi th hue 
o r IIsh. nor stay ,� 
T hough meet� 
It be that yo.� 
Rdru t . . .� 
F or t his I sue.� 
)'fr due :� 
Just give me pleee� 
pry d ue !)� 
To se t t he pact"� 
For YOU!� 

musings� 

of� 

.An .And!'n! 

G a,r , ca refree band , 
'1'oo sooo 
I 'QlI'Ulearn to s ta nd ­
T oo soon 
You 'll lear-n to wait 
Whil e boys 
Of fly ing gait 
And j oY!' 
Unclouded. d ash 
r ou by, 
Unthinking, rash . 
A, 1 
Uo now, then gou 
Will be 
Too quick to ru e 
their glee 
And mourn their wa st e 
Of eeel , , . 
And curse their hll~tc 

And feel 
Your patience tr ied 
And bruised, 
Your ebe r tshed pr ide 
AlmHed! 

19IS 
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Run th en ! Be gay ! 
You'll know 
'1'00 suon the day 
You ' ll . 10"1" , •. 
Wh en then 
Wi th haltin,; p;ait, 
Denied 
Your plece, you wait 
Asi de 
A nd helpless s ta nd. 
Forbea r 
To r"primand; 

And there 
Benignly greet 
These boy s 
O f f1Jing feet 
And joys 
T hat mock defee t ­
But pray 
As now do I 
That they 
Will one day fly 
T o t ruth 
That never bends 
A nd youth 
That nen'r ends ! 

CLARE NCE A MA S S 

By G, KOEPSEL 

" You're relllly going out like that ?" I sa id.� 

" Why not?" She said.� 

" You could ca tc h cold li ke that."� 

She laughed Cor a moment, and came to me smiling and bit my finger,� 

" O uch !"� 

20 21 

" T ha t's what I th ink of ('a tchinK cold. You are absol utely pricele ss, 
you know." 

" So I 've not iced , )lm'll mor e of thi .'! , though. and I shall depreciate 
qu ite qu ickl y ." lI t'r teet h were \'ery even and small a nd left great, bruised 
dotted ltn es on eithe r side of the fi n~r . " Someti mes I've a geed notion to 
send ) ' 0 11 pllckin g hack to marna." 

" You would n't dare. I'd pluck out your cy(~s first:' 

I decided to chtlnltC the subject. 

" What are y ou going ou t dressed like thd Eor? Peo ple will t!Jillk ) ' OU 

are \ocr); Ilau,ltht)" indeed. ~I aybe I should beat you once in a while ? You 
know, the ndglloors have lIup:ges tcd it to me 0 11 occasion." 1 went to the 
couch and picked " wpy oC T ime ofT t1..e l"Offee table. ~I y picture was on the 
cover. I wall famous ; aC"'C'Ording to the lady of my heart - notorious . " It's 
1I0t a very ~ likeness." 

" T rue," sh e said, "the)"'n:: Cor ((ot tt-n to Include the ho r ns." 

"You've touched me to the quick 1" 

" I might eve e." 

"Hmrn." I was in a di fficu lt situation, T he last talt passed b)" t he 
legisla ture was becc urlug uupcp ulee - e.!! ped a Uy with my wife, All Car all it 
llfTeetin,l{ my political Cuture, I was unco nce rned. I was sure no t to be re­
elected in the Corthcoming elect ion. The public wa s t ho ro ughly devoted to 
my op ponent . It d id worry my pe rsonal li fe, I did n't mind so much when 
my wiEe bcl1:ll11 working 0 11 ti le otller pa rty' .!! campai~ n. H ow ever, this m.dtcr 
of demon st rati ng in the st ree ts oCthe state ca pital did cau se me a great dea l 
oCconce rn. 1 had orde red the poll ee to clea r the st reets al ong her route . T Ile 
city was d eathly quiet th is morning . I had decided t o go hide in tbe bomb 
shelte r unti! it was .11 OH~ r. 

She was on t he inte rco m, callinA' the clIr around to th e sid e portal. T he 
parade would star t I rom \\'ebster Sq uare. 

" You mus t ad mit, dear," sh e was 8l1.y ill,l( to me, " t hat it i , qu it e ingenious 
to prott~ st wtth a rccreettcu of Godi va 's r ide. That wall over taxes too, you 
know." 

"0 , yes, yes ; It 's so very t rue ," I've no time to waste, I thought. For­
ward to the btl-out shelter ! " I wish you wouldn't though, Godiva didn 't 
have national televislun coverage ." 

" D on' t worry, prinrep .'!; I love you \'ery much, even while I'm workill,ll; 
(or you-know-who. E very envelope I lu-k, I t hink of you. I love you 
madly !" 
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•• 

"You've been readin}r Do"to,'enky llllain." 

She lQ'inned at me . " But A("t il'c love i _~ labor sud fortitude. I think. 
U's absolutely love..ly." 

" It·. subveealve, is wha t it is. J ' ve e good mind to 1000k yo u in the closet 
and not let you out." 

"Don't he "lIftr,' wi th me;" S he »aid. "Lf you do. I ' ll cry ; 1 do ..nyIH'Iw , 
somet.imea, beeeuse 1 know 1 make yo u unhappy . But I do love you." Sh~ 

thre w he r a rm " about me , dll Jo( i ll lwr Ililiis »nd bega n t n~nb softlJ. 

" 1 apprecinte th at, I really do , but pl ease sto p (·rJiIlJo(. You' re da wiuJ( 
Illy spine a ll to "h ft,d". Bes tdca yo u'II be [a te for t ile procession i f you don' t 
hurry." I sl a pped her on ti lt : p..... h·rio r, lind led her tnwltrd~ t he door. "I 'H 
see you to tile ca r. " 1 th re w hcr coat ove r her s llOlIldeu. " I don't supposc 
tlley 'lI mi nd i( )·ou weer this until tl lC dernonst eatfon I..·" ins. Ne w go and 
piC'ket to your heart's content." 

She got Int o the ('a r, tllrew me a kiss and rlMrrd off. \\'hen 1 wa s no 
longer gill 'ernor, I'd have a tt"frible time kecpinll up with ln-r trattic tickets. 
1 tu rned up t ile ~tcps and walked back to th e Iib rar.v. 1 took hee copy of 
Cri"'e and / ' lIl ni. h", ..nt from the .dl('h t:lI and took ti le del'awr to the bomh 
shelter . 

Valentown, AGhosttown Hall� 
( D"d ica, . d t o J . Shddo. Fld,." ft'ho . aNd aad udoud til" 1869 

S1I0l'pi., 1'1..- 1M '."'n g"'ro'~) 

Xur Exit 4.'5 that takes JOu 
weesh l st raight east or west , 
ghost velentow n waits , 
a ga unt lleigh t of t imbe r walls, 
pan es stretched to weathered ( ramcs, 
stari ng blankly Int o the wind . 

1ts wood onc e unseasone d 
with th c ~rt't'IIl It""S uf hope . 
a sp ringtime eommunlty 
exulted ill i t~ y ou lI~ urtlldll.~' ~ ' 

Xo w it looms II s t rang-e thi n.z;c. 
('a~t up f ro m the "ea of ti mc 
011 ou r salld s o( sled a nd glass. 

..� 

" Valenti ne 's folly!" , buil t tc 
mee t a railroad th a t got 10~t 

somew he r e. H ere had bee n 
the dream, then the wreck 
of the promised. end. But 
like an a~ Leer a lone 
on t he heath , it howled down 
fllte lind rhllnce , shook off 
the bony hand of Nothing , 
to stand now, a door to ti le J1lut : 

like a human, a ll ac hie ved So methinft.. 

Rev. L. H ':T _L E R 

.Iewel in Il juukya rd , 
you a rt' 

Abnormal ap;aillSt nau seating norm ality 
)"0 11 walk two 

Xak t~d a mong nll, squ erad cu , 
you g h'e 

I C'icl es to dt"~ert dw ellers, 
you light 

Candles (or the blind. You 
you are m 

Exploder of their graves Autumn's 
rainbow 

bursting 
windblown 

bouquet 
disrupt ing 

lor YOlL 
R rc x '1' ''' 0 0 £ 0 
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There l!I th iH p.dr 
of dogs, 
neighbors of mine : 
th e nne a German shepherd 
stl'llight s trayed from Wittenocr/t, they say; 
t111 ~ ot her a molding mauled mongrel, 
his pure a nd primll.l p ar ent a~ 

ill miscege-nd ic meandering 
long lost lI i~h t of .. . 
I neve r sa w t hem approach 
but wit hin snll. rli n,l{ di llun<"e 
sa \'e now a nd then 
when a t each other's throa ts 
the" rent 
the peacefu l pa.rillh ai r 
with pie rcinl( screeches 
and pomJXIus do,ll.',II.'Y th reats 

~ 
-~ 

I've even seen them 
lie togethe r 
of a n a fte r noon or eve 
without a slla rl 

a growl 
or hark 

( at lcest a hostile one ) 
I do ma rk though 
they still 
tote t llcir own hon es 
unready yet to share 
their r nrtel agenou" susttnence. 
I t's doggone encouraging though! 

E� 
QC 
11� 
ill 
E� 
N� 
11� 
§ 
ill 

So 
small wond er 
one sooty ci ty night o f late 
s('4r~ly eenld I 
aye ill)" nayin/t eyel 
seci llj{ this veey cani ne duo 
c ross the boule vard 
' hi" to ha unch ' 
in peaceful dOA"lI.loJtUe, 
thei r con certed goa l� 
the sel fsame crossway lemppole� 
that Iigh h the farther side ...� 
I note� 
of late too� 
th ey '\'f~ taken to visiting� 
each ot her'" yaeds, poeehes,� 
pens even ...� 
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