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Winter Walk: a vignette in the manner of Beowulf

Down each cement step descended I while behind barred a
blind-barrier, the brilliant, blinding beams of the porch-beacon.
The cloud-covered night-orb, the fogged lunar-lobe, and sparse
stars shown above. Silence embraced the still silhouettes of barren
branches with nought but the humof horsepower heard in the hushed
background. Continuing on the car-path, greeted I bare bushes,
numbing night, and howling hounds. Lights by the lane continually
illumined my path. A lit lamp, a plush plant, or a pleasant painting
saw I through the window, sighted in the warmest of nocturnal
apertures. A dreary gray-staired stucco stood dark and domineering.
Filled suddenly the way with rocks and curves. The street-beacon,
a light against the heavens, stopped I and looked up at. Rested a
comfortable chair in a living room, where, silence broken, blared
a television commercial. A hostile hound, a vicious fox terrior,
a howling head, sounded ready to rend me asunder while his
terrier tag tinkled. Quickly dodged the dog ahead. Sickly sallow
sodium-light and idle iris slid by my glassed gaze. With frozen
feet hurried I home after my winter walk.

-Ina D. Huston

Symphony

Now the clock strikes three times;
Crickets serenade.
Amid the raucous laughter
A cello is played.

Somber tones winding----
Winding through a cymballed wall—
Winding and waiting-
The tympanic fall:

Hard mallets upon taut hide
Let loose a shivered sound,
While dancers atop a mechanized box
Whirl round

and round
and round...

-Robert Smilovitz.
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Three Cheers for the Red, White and b I u e s

1.

Now romantic hero (though invariably defeated).
Now tragic (time burnished) figure.
Now diversion for small boys
And foghorn mouthed, makebelieve men,
Now maker and seller of longdead icons.

Once fierce and wildly, flashingly, beautiful.
Once horrible and livingly ugly,
Once destroyer of icons (long dead too),
Now servant and self seller to same
What became of you as you became?

2.
And you.
You also destroyed; you only destroyed,
Buoyed by pure white right (rite),
Levelling in elevation,
Elevating in levelling.
Again, self-made eraser,
You’ll clean the slate of all that’s mean.
Divide and conquer is your scheme,
For conquering unites,
But, conquered, then divides again,
And then conforms, it seems.

3.

“Sometimes I feel like a motherless chile...
Sometimes I feel like a motherless chile...”
Don’ wurry chile, de day is come
When motherless you will no mo’ be.
You’ll be one of us.••■now ain* dat ••■.
I mean, isn’t that great ■••••nice?
Listen man, who really gives a damn about living
When you can eat at any lunch counter?
Duz you really know whut you is in fo’?
I mean, who ever heard of nigger blankets?
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-Bob Ingalls

Neva

On April 12, 1945, the day on which she was to find out whether or
not she was pregnant----that is to say, the day she was to learn
whether the rest of her life would be a torment of uncertainty----
Mrs. Lomax took a long time with her morning coffee. When she
was all done she washed out her cup with extreme care, then went
and took in her newspaper from her front step and her milk from
her back step.
It was only a little after seven, but she had been up for more than

an hour. Her husband had been gone for half an hour. She decided
she would have more coffee, found it had grown too cold. While it
was reheating she studied all the headlines on the front page, con­
sulted the weather forecast, gazed uncomprehendingly at the war
maps. When the hot cup was in her hands she started in on the
right-hand column which told of the latest advances, sipping, nod­
ding her satisfaction.
It was a day for dedication. Perhaps she could finish the unpack­

ing. First there was the wash of the night before to be dried. Maybe
it was time to visit next door. Yes, the unpacking, the wash. Mrs.
Lomax thought. Then she stood. She was putting her cup in the sink,
then walking toward the cellar door. She thought it was strange
that she had thought of getting up several times to start her work
without doing it, and then her legs had gotten her up. She could not
remember making the decision to get up.
In the basement, Mrs. Lomax pushed back the sleeves of her

housecoat and stooped to the Speed Queen’s porthole. She plunged
her hand into the humid interior. The clothes still held damp. She
pawed for a loose end, and her sleeve fell down. She rolled it up
gingerly. It had gotten wet. Finally she found a corner and slowly
pulled out a nearly endless sheet; she hated these huge sheets,
nuisances.
Adjusting her body to the proper lifting position, knees splayed,

thighs parallel to the floor, back straight, she felt within the
round opening for the last of the sheet, gathered it all in her hands,
and lifted. She carried the sheet to the wash-basket and dumped it,
then dragged the wash-basket over next to the machine, which she
ought to have done to begin with. Both sleeves unrolled while she
was dragging the basket. She pushed them up and squatted again in
front of the machine. She was sweating lightly from her exertion
and the dampness of the wash.

As she reached for the next piece her arm brushed her knee and
the sleeve came down again. Mrs. Lomax stood suddenly and tore
off the housecoat over her head. In her nightgown she carried the
housecoat to the stairs and draped it over the bannister. The base-
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ment windows of her house, she noticed, gave almost no light: they
were sealed with neat impenetrable shrubbery. No one could see
in. She took off the nightgown and placed it on top of the housecoat.
She kept only her slippers on. She was afraid the builders might
have left glass or nails on the floor.

She went back to the washing machine and leaned herself on its
cold white metal panels, folding her arms as though in thought. The
icy touch on her buttocks made her shiver; the skin of her thighs
contracted into gooseflesh, and her nipples hardened. She could
feel the agitated involuntary jumping of the muscles in her buttocks.
She placed one hand on each side of her on the top surface of the
machine and gave a little hop so that she was sitting on top of the
machine. Her feet hung clear of the floor.

How slightly, she noticed, even with all her weight on them, her
thighs spread out as she sat. Mrs. Lomax was proud of her body.
She was a somewhat small woman, adequately curved, perfectly
straight. There was not a bit of waste anywhere on her. Her hair
was long and dark and perfectly straight, her eyes were large and
dark and dramatic. Her skin was tan summer and winter. She was
twenty-two years old.

When Mrs. Lomax, dungareed, carried her wash-basket out back
to the clothesline, the woman next door approached her almost at
once. “Good morning. You’re Mts. Lomax.”
“Yes,” said Mrs. Lomax.
“I’m Lorraine Stern. I would’ve come oyer sooner. You’ve been

here four days.”
“Yes, we have.”
“You moved in Monday.”
“Yes. It was quite a job. We came from Virginia. My husband was

just discharged.”
“And here it is Thursday.”
“Yes.”
“Well, I would’ve come over rightaway. But your husband only put

up the sign in front last night.”
“That’s true,” said Mrs. Lomax. She found Mrs. Stern a little

puzzling.
“We’ve been here almost three weeks,” went on Mrs. Stern in­

formatively. She was a tiny woman, fat, perhaps five years older
than Mrs, Lomax. The flesh of her neck quivered as she talked.
“We’re from New York. Connecticut’s nice. My husband’s starting
a practice here.’
“Legal?”
“Medical.”
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“Oh. Ohl” Mrs. Lomax’s fingers and toes clenched involuntarily;
she had forgotten what day it was. All right, there was still time,
but strange that she hadn’t remembered. Unobtrusively she tried
to read the tiny watch that glittered on Mrs. Stern’s puffy wrist.
“What’s the matter?” asked Mrs. Stern.
Mrs. Lomax smiled, shook her head, shrugged her shoulders;

mock-philosophical. Such simple little gestures, also various
elfin grins, grimaces, moues, all of the greatest charm, were a
natural gift of hers. “Nothing, really.” It was either ten to eleven
or five before ten.
“No, really.”
“Really nothing, I just completely forgot about an appointment I

have this afternoon. It’s all right, I still have time.”
“Oh. Well, don’t let me keep you here.” Mrs. Stern shifted her

weight as though to turn.
“No, it’s really all right.”
“Well.” Mrs. Stern rolled forward again. “My goodness, four

days and you’re having appointments. I haven’t been out of the
house. I hope it’s not a medical appointment. You look perfectly
fine to me. My husband says the health services in this area
aren’t what you’d expect for Connecticut. Medically ill. That’s
his phrase.”
“Really.”
“Oh, yes.”
“Well.” The two neighbors stared at the one sheet Mrs. Lomax

had so far hung on the clothesline. It was an aluminum pole type
clothesline, hexagonally strung Mr. Lomax had sunk it in con­
crete the previous afternoon. “Your husband practices in Harbor
City, I presume?”
“No, right here in Norton. But his hospital affiliation is in Harbor

City. Tell me, Mrs. Lomax, what does your husband do?”
“My husband is a Certified Public Accountant,” said Mrs. Lomax.
“Oh, a C.P.A..” said Mrs. Stern. “Here, let me help you hang

those clothes.”
“You’re very kind,” said Mrs. Lomax.
Working next to her little fat neighbor, Mrs. Lomax felt like a

tall woman. Another person now, she found it easy not to think of
what was coming. It was a delicious movement to reach into the
basket and take a small garment, then to stretch with it upward
toward the sun and pin it. on the top strand. She felt as graceful as
the slight breeze which tugged the clothes-pole very gently in a
counter-clockwise direction, turning the pole just slowly enough
so that the two women filled it as the strands swung past them.

The last item, an awkward double sheet, they had to fold so it
would not drag. “Well,” said Mrs. Lomax. “Thankyou very much.” 
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“No trouble at all, Mrs. Lomax. Say, isn’t this silly? Call me Lor­
raine.”
“My name is Neva.”
“Oh, how pretty! Where did your mother get that?”
“The Neva is a river in Russia.”
“Oh,” said Lorraine Stern. “You know, that’s funny, I didn’t think

you looked Russian. But come to think of it, I guess you do.”
“Everybody says I look like a wild Cossack dancer,” said Neva

with a little laugh. “But actually my ancestors are from Germany.”
She wondered how she would get downtown.
“Really!” Lorraine clasped her fat hands, and Neva spied the

time: exactly eleven. “So are mine! You know, this is really quite
a coincidence. And there’s another Jewish family, Polish I guess,
Kaminski is the name, right across the street. And that’s it, as far
as I can tell. We’re the only Jewish families in Success Hill. Not
a soul for blocks around. It’s all very Anglo-Saxon. Say, wailed
Lorraine in sudden horror, “you are Jewish, aren’t you?”
“My husband and I are agnostics,” said Neva distinctly. “Is that

what you wished to know?”
“But you’re Jewish?” persisted Lorraine.
“No, I just told you. Agnostic.”
“Yes, but Jewish agnostic?”
“American agnostic. German descent.” Small start, “ My goodness,

it must be after eleven. Thank you for helping me.”
“Wait.” Lorraine raised a tiny triumphant forefinger. “YourGer-

man ancestors. Were they German American agnostics of German
descent or were they German Jews?”
“The latter,” snapped Neva.
“Well, then you’re Jewish!” Lorraine exulted. “We’ll have to stick

close together. The Kaminskis seem to be very nice, by the way.
He’s a lawyer.”
“Yes. Well.” Neva bent to pick up the clothes basket.
Lorraine seized the other end. “She’s quite a beauty, used to be

on the stage I think. Just lost a baby. Premature.”
“I’m afraid I’m going to be late for my appointment.”
“Oh, I’m sorry!” Lorraine wiggled a fleshy forearm to indicate

remorse. “Say, I’ve asked them over tonight, sort of a get-acquaint­
ed? Why don’t you and your husband drop over? Say, eight-thirty-
ish?”
“I’m afraid my husband will be too tired.” Neva tried to move

away, but Lorraine was holding the other end of the laundry basket
and would not let go.
“Just for say an hour?”
“I’m afraid—”
“Very informal?”
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“I’ll talk to my husband about it,” Neva sighed, and almost stumb­
led as Lorraine released her grip on the basket. “I’ll call you.”
“Don’t bother,” said Lorraine, very friendly. “You don’t know

my number anyway. Just walk over. As they say south of the border
down Mexico way, ‘my cosa is your cosa.’ That means my house
is—”
“Your house.”
“Yes.” And as though Neva’s words had awakened in Lorraine a

sense of responsibility, she turned with a wave and started back
toward that building.

The cab driver was small, with a scrawny neck.
“Norton,” said Neva, as commandingly as she could. She hated

him. She climbed into the back by herself and sat as straight as her
exhaustion would allow. He jerked his head at her in the rear-view
mirror. “What part?”
“Success Hill.”
“Three-and-a-half bucks out to the development, lady.” As though

sure she could not possibly pay.
“All right,” said Neva. And then in the vicious lurch with which

the cab shot away from the curb she knew that she had lost after
all; the man had overcharged her grossly.

He drove with contempt; his neckstared at her. As she was whipped
around corner after corner in the downtown of this strange ugly city
she had to strain to remain upright. She was too tired, she was too
alone, there was too much pain in the future to think about or to
ignore. She needed her husband.

At a traffic light Neva glanced covertly and saw that where the
driver’s photograph and description should have been there was only
blank. There was a moment of panic, she thought she should get
out of the cab now, while it was stopped at the light, but she was
more afraid of standing there ridiculously while traffic honked
around her than she was of whatever else might happen.
There was a discarded newspaper on the seat next to her. She

looked at an article about Yalta. She wasn’t sure where Yalta was
or what the Pact was; she would get Fred to explain it to her. Scan­
ning the few lines hurt her eyes, and her general discomfort coned
and became a headache. She wanted to close her eyes.
Now that there was no more hope, she realized there wasn’t a

chance in a million that Fred whould believe the child in her was
his. Because he had been suspicious; once he had nearly assaulted
poor little Charles. And they had always taken elaborate precau­
tions, she and Fred, not to have a baby. But now one was coming, in
seven months. There was a kind of idea somewhere in Neva’s head.
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Mayoe she would abort naturally. That wasn’t it. An abortionist was
too horrible to consider, certainly. But maybe she would abort na­
turally. Hadn’t she heard something, yes, from Lorraine Stern, just
a few hours ago. The Kaminski woman, she had lost her baby. But
that was different, the baby had been born dead.

Premature.
Neva raised her hand and slowly stroked her throat.
But the baby would have to be so small. Like Charles.
They were passing through residential sections now, mostly in­

ferior to Success Hill. Development, the driver had called it. Well,
it had to be called something. Everything was a development
these days, practically. To Neva development ment something which
would be a slum in five years. Success Hill was different, mostly
professional and white collar, some factory. But managerial factory.
The houses were large and set far apart and at differing angles
to the road. It harly even looked like a development. Really, not
everyone could afford to buy into Success Hill. Fred had had to take
out a full twenty-year mortgage.

Maybe she should simply go to him, smiling with love, and tell him
he was going to be a father. He would probably believe It, things late­
ly had been so good between them. And even if he didn’t, he surely
wouldn’t leave her or anything like that. But she hated to think how
his arms would war with his mind when he held her, or held the
child.
Streets began to grow familiar, and the driver rasped “Success

Hill. Where to?” “Up that street,” Neva pointed. She hated the idea
of showing this man her address. But she was a snob, she knew it,
she admitted it, and she didn’t want to walk up the hill to her house
past the Sterns and the Kaminskis. The driver looked at her in the
mirror. She looked away, and realized that he knew what kind of
office building it was where he had picked her up. “Turn right,”
said Neva. They started up San Jose Drive. Neva took money from
her purse. “White house on the right.” She gave him four singles,
turned her back, and walked up her sidewalk to her front door. The
cab didn’t pull away until she had her key in the door.

Neva kicked off her high heels and dropped her purse in the little
vestibule, then found her key was stuck in the front door. While she
was struggling with it the paperboy, a beautiful child, came with
the afternoon paper. The Lomaxes took only the morning paper.
Neva turned him away acidly. She knew she was being cruel; for
all his height the boy could not be more than seven or so; but she
felt silly standing there flatfooted, not much taller than he, her feet
stinking through her nylons. When he had gone she went to get a
pliers, and returned with it, and broke off the key in the lock.

Now she could not take a bath, as she had planned, or change, or do 
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anything. It was about five o’clock, she sank into a chair in the
living room and wept softly, watching the half-open front door. Af­
ter a while she took aspirin and turned on the radio.

She took some.cookies to nibble on and crept back into her chair.
Fred would be home around six. The radio gave her smooth instru­
mental music for awhile, then launched into something called “Wild­
erness Road,” a children’s program based, apparently, on the life of
Daniel Boone. There was a mixture of organ music and tom-toms,
then the story, which turned out to te based on a moral issue: the
slaying of Old Two-Toes. Neva quickly tec a me fascinated. She sat
with her legs tucked under her, a half-nibbled cookie in each hand,
and listened.
Wham! Wham! A midnight pounding on the door of Dan’l’s lonely

cabin. “Injuns,” mumbles Dan’l. “Where’s m’ gun. There ’tis.”
The sound of it being cocked. “Who’s thar?”
“It’s me, Dan’l! Don’t shoot!” Jeff Barnes, a squeaky sherrif

from nearby Booneville, who has dared aten-mile struggle through
the forest at night to consult Dan’l. The problem is Old Two-Toes,
who has been rampaging. Jeff begs Dan’l to exterminate the menace.
Dan’l calms his visitor and makes him ted down for the night.
The next morning finds Dan’l in Booneville investigating. Sure

enough, there are the huge paw-prints, with the tell-tale signature
of the left hind-paw; Old Two-Toes. Yet Dan’l is loathe to kill the
grand old tear. A flashback reveals that when Old Two-Toes was
Young Two-Toes Dan’l released him from the trap which had
maimed him, and the tear subsequently saved Dan’l’s life from a
pack of wolves. Furthermore, the tear is worshipped by the local
Hoppewa.

Abigail North, the lovely young schoolmarm, adds her entreaties
to Jeff’s. But there follows immediately an emissary from Red
Cloud, Chief of the Hoppewa, swearing bloodshed if the bear is
shown the disrespect of being hunted. Dan’l wavers. Then he knows.
“Where’s m’ gun.”
Commercial.
Neva got up and her mouth was dry. She went into the kitchen and

poured herself a glass of milk. She wondered briefly about the
Hoppewa, and then she wondered when Fred would be home. It was
five forty-five. Then she remembered the front door was open. She
hurried back to her chair. Dan’l was on the trail. The hounds were
baying.

After a few minutes the program was interrupted by the familiar
cultured voice of John Charles Daly with a news bulletin. “We in­
terrupt this program to bring you a special bulletin from C.B.S.
World News.” Neva had always thought Daly sounded a little af­
fected. “A press association has just announced that President 
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Roosevelt is dead. All that has been received is just that bare
announcement. There are no further details in yet, but C.B.S.
World News will return to the air in just a few moments with more
information as it is received in our New York headquarters. We
return you now to our regularly scheduled program...”
There was a little static, then the gutteral tones of Chief Red

Cloud. ‘-White man speak with forked tongue.” Neva shut off the
radio.

She went into the kitchen. It was five forty-nine. She decided she
would remember the time, and in later years she would say, “it
was five forty-nine. I remember, because I went into the kitchen
and looked at the clock. I was listening to the radio. That was when
Fred and I were just married. We were living in a development in
Norton. I remember how upset I was.”

And she was upset. She could not remember when anyone other
than Roosevelt had been the President. She knew the Vice-Presi­
dent—Wallace?—was supposed to take over now. She assumed
America would win the war anyway. Roosevelt had helped her family
during the depression, that was sure. It was a black day for the
country. Neva thought she should lower all the blinds, and so she did,
in all the rooms. The clock in the bedroom said six. It might be a
little fast. Fred would be very upset. She hadn’t started supper!

Neva ran back to the kitchen, slit hot dogs, and slid them into the
broiler. She had trouble opening a can of corn, stopped to set the
table, returned to the corn and bent back the lid against the counter
edge, dumped the kernels into a pot and threw away the can. took
lettuce and celery and tomatoes and radishes from the refrigerator
and started to make salad. The kitchen clock said nearly ten after.
Fred should have been home at six. Neva went to the front door.
Fred was not in sight. The only person on the block was a little
girl of four or five with hideous facial burns, sitting on the front
stoop directly opposite, watching Neva’s house. Neva went back in­
side and turned on the radio.
There was more news of the President’s death. Mrs. Roosevelt

was quoted as saying, “I am more sorry for the people of this
country and of the world than I am for ourselves.”

Fred arrived home at ten to seven.
Neva hugged him as tight as she could. Her husband’s size and

warmth flowed into her.
Fred circled her waist with one heavy hand and stroked her hair

with the other. “Sorry I’m late.” Atonceshe felt the purpose in his
body.
“Your supper’s cold.”
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“That’s okay.” He kissed across her hairline.
“But Fred, what took you so long?”
“Cobb wants me to get settled by the end of the week. He was

breaking me in all day.”
“That ugly conceited little worm!” Neva broke away and began to

pace.
Fred slowly eased himself down into one of the narrow kitchen

chairs. He stared at his cold hot dog. “He’s an amazing man.”
“Cobb, Cobb, Cobb. Cobb, Cobb!” Neva strode furiously. She swung

around and the clock caught her eye. “Fred. I just remembered.
Something terrible happened today.”

He looked up.
“Darling,” said Neva. “The President’s dead. Roosevelt.”
“I heard,” said Fred. “That’s terrible. It’s likeour father died.”
“Yes,” said Neva. Her own father,perhaps, though hardly Fred’s.

Her own father had, in fact, been quite active in politics.
“Cobb was actually happy about it. He’s a reactionary. But God,

this will be a day of national mourning forever. Millions of us loved
him.”
“I loved him,” said Neva.
“Yes,” said Fred. He got up andwentto his wife and put his arms

around her again. “I missed you all day, darling. I miss you now.”
She did not hold him, but rubbed her forehead against his chest.

“But darling,” she said softly. “I forgot to tell you. We have an in­
vitation. We’re supposed to go next door to the Sterns’ after supper.”
“The Sterns. Who the hell are the Sterns?”
“A young couple. She’s a blabbermouth. He’s some kind of a doctor.

I haven’t met him.”
“She invited us?”
“Us and another couple, the Kaminskis. Mrs. Stern is rallying the

Jews.”
Nothing.
“I said we’d come.”
Fred sank down in his chair again. “Well, let’s eat, in that case.

I’ll have to shave again before we go over.”

Fred was unable to extract the maimed key stub from the lock,
but he had the clever idea of locking the storm door from the in­
side. Neva wore a simple dress, very texture-y. When they left the
house by the backdoor it was twenty past eight, and quite dark; there
was wind and sparse drizzling rain.
The brilliant orange bulb over the back door lit their way as fai

as the corner of the house, and then the streetlamp helped them.
Neva’s heel got caught in a crack in the foot-wide cement sidewalk 
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which ran the length of the garage. On the gravel driveway she had
to take Fred’s arm. A tall couple huddled under an umbrella, the
Kaminskis presumably, strode from the house across from the
Sterns’.
“Roosevelt’s dead, Roosevelt’s dead, Roosevelt’s dead, Roosevelt’s

dead.”
The burned child Neva had seen was playing in front of her house,

coatless. She was bouncing a rubber ball against the front steps.
Her mindless chant, rhythmic accompaniment to her play, came
thinly across the wind.
“Roosevelt’s dead, Roosevelt’s dead.”
Neva and Fred hurried then, leaning slightly into the wind, but

even so the tall couple had been admitted and the Sterns’ front door
closed again before they turned up their neighbors’ walk.
The door was opened immediately by a medium-sized, premature­

ly balding man with the regulation medical mustache. He had the
newcomers’ coats over his left arm; with his right he waved greet­
ings to the Lomaxes, shut the door behind them, shook hands. “Sam
Stern. How are ya. Lemme take ya coats. Terrible thing.”
“Yes,” said Neva. He was, she recognized atonce, the ideal mate

for the chubby duck she had hung clothes with in the morning. “I
am Neva Lomax.”
“Fred Lomax,” said Fred.
Sam Stern took their wet coats with open disapproval. “Shudda

brought an umbrella. Later it’ll be raining harder.”
“We forgot,” Fred apologized.
“We like the rain,” corrected Neva.
The physician frowned in doubt, then softened. Shrugged. “C’mon

in.” He led the way into the living room, continuing on through to
deposit the coats somewhere in the rear of the house.

Lorraine Stern stood in the middle of the living room floor, dwarf­
ed by the towering Kaminskis. Neva, sure that Fred must be gawk­
ing at them, found it hard not to do so herself. The man Lorraine in­
troduced as Daniel Kaminski was nearly a giant, much too big for
Neva to guess his size, but closer to seven feet than six, and pro­
portioned for strength. His wife, also over six feet in her spike
heels, was what Neva thought of as an ex-chorus girl type, some­
what overdressed, undeniably glamorous, obscenely bosomed. Her
name was Hillary. “But everyone except my husband calls me
Honey,” she said with a smile as soon as Lorraine completed the
introductions.
“Oh, I agree with him,” cried Neva at once. “Hillary is so much

nicer.”
“Twice as nice,” decided Lorraine.
“Okay,” said Hillary.

16

“Thank you, ladies,” said her husband, quite seriously.
“Okay,” said Hillary again, a little sullenly this time.
Doctor Sam Stern returned. He stuck his hands in his pockets. “Sam

Stem,” he said again. “4-F. What’s your excuse?” To Kaminski he
cackled, “Oversized?”
“Ignore my husband,” said Lorraine.
“A great soldier died today,” insisted Sam. “I feel patriotic.”
“I’m a C.O.,” said Daniel Kaminski mildly.
“That’s all right. Every man has a right to his own conscience.”

He turned to Fred. Neva stiffened with pride.
“Discharged. One month ago,” said Fred. “We were in Virginia.

We came north and got settled as fast as we could.”
“Very nice,” complimented Lorraine.
“How did you like it there?” asked Hillary.
Fred shook his head. “An awful place. It was worse for Neva than

it was for me. Nothing but men around her.” He chuckled at Neva,
and she smiled. “The guy I worked for, he was a major, I actually
physically had to throw him out of the house once.” He chuckled
again, but she could hear the malice and suspicion. “So here we
are,” Fred concluded. “At least now she can have some female
companionship.”
“But,” protested Hillary, “there must have been some other

women around.”
“Yes, some of the other officers had their families with them, but

mostly they weren’t our kind of people.” Neva couldn’t stand it when
her husband said things like that, but the others were all nodding.
Now Sam began to tell how he had decided to move to Connecticut.

It was not a fascinating story. Also, Sam had one of those voices
which became nothing but a distant drone in Neva’s ears after twenty
or thirty seconds. It made her a little proud, she decided, that she
and Fred were the youngest couple present. Certainly they must be.
Neva also decided, after a moment’s thought, that Lorraine’s liv­
ing room was repulsive: skeletonic little bar on wheels, skeletonic
chairs draped with string to sit on, quite modern, a sagging middle-
aged sofa that looked like a gift from somebody’s mama, and, of
all things, antique twin chandeliers which must have cost a fortune.
Her observations completed, Neva wondered for a while how she
would bear to live, for it nearly made her scream just to think about
it, a lifetime of uncertainty. The bitterest part of her pain was that
though she could not tell Fred he was to be a father—she was sure
now he wouldn’t believe it—it was probably true. With Charles it
had not teen really the right time for her to conceive, she was
almost sure of that. Yet even if she was carrying her husband s
child she couldn’t be pregnant now, she could only now become
pregnant, and that too was so far-fetched, as she now thought 

17



about it, no one would ever believe her. She would have to try it,
it was her only hope, but she had no hope. It was as though the
punishment she had obscurely deserved for a long time had seized
her.

Eventually Sam noticed that no one seemed greatly entertained. He
stuck his hands, with which he had been illustrating his narrative,
back into his pockets. “I guess no one’s much inna mood.”
“Maybe a drink will cheer us up,” said Lorraine. She looked

around to see how this was received; couldn’t read the faces. “Sam,
make the folks a drink,” she decided.

‘ That sounds delicious,” said Hillary, in an inappropriately seduc­
tive voice.
“I don’t want to be cheered up,” said Neva.
The Sterns stared; the Kaminskis looked away. Fred tried to

take his wife’s hand. She pulled away; she realized all at once that
she was close to weeping. She decided she would control herself.
“What’s wrong, baby?” said Fred.
She didn’t know, she would never know, who the father of her

child was; that was what was wrong. She hated him, that was what
was wrong. “I’m just nervous,” she said. “Because of the Presi­
dent.”
The host eyed her shrewdly. “You sure that’s all?”
“Yes.” She had forgotten he was a doctor. “I’m all right nov.,

thank you. I apologize to you all.”
“Nothing to apologize for.” said Daniel Kaminski, and he spoke

so quietly that she felt grateful to him and even felt herself a fool
for having apologized.
“It’s just that everybody is always so anxious to be cheerful,”

she said. “Perhaps this is one of those times when we should let
ourselves feel sadness.” She noticed with satisfaction that Hillary
looked guilt-stricken at once, and glanced sideways at her husband.
“Yes.” he said. “I agree with you. Infact, Hillary and I only came

over for a few minutes. It seems to me each man mourns test pri­
vately, in his own way.”
“A lot of people are mournful when they drink,” Fred pointed out.
“Sure, let’s drink and be mournful,” said Lorraine.
“Lorrie, cantcha see nobody wants a drink?”
“Anyway,” said Daniel, pressing his advantage, “as it happens,

I don’t drink.”
“That’s okay, I drink enough for both of us,” Fred quipped.
Only Hillary laughed. Lorraine shrilled. “You see?”
Her husband walked over to the tiny bar on wheels. “All right.”

His tone was a little hostile. “What?”
“What do you have?” asked Fred. Neva shuddered.
“We have everything,” said Sam and Lorraine, almost in chorus.
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“Rye,” said Fred. “And water.”
There was silence in the room while Sam made Fred’s drink. It

sounded as though the wind and rain had risen.
“Thank you.”
“Ya quite welcome.”
“Me too, Sam. Scotch.”
Sam poured liquor for his wife.
“We’ll be going now,” said Daniel.
“Thank you for inviting us,” said Hillary with a splendid smile.

“You’ll all have to come over very soon.”
“Under happier conditions,” said Daniel.
“Oh, so soon?” wailed Lorraine. “It’s such a shame that poor

man died this afternoon.”
“Damn shame,” agreed Fred.
“I’ll getcha coats,” said Sam. He disappeared and came back with

four coats. “Don’t know who belongs to what.”
It was, Neva thought, a dirty trick. “Yes, we must also be going,”

she said.
“Haven’t finished my drink,” said Fred. He tilted his glass.

Almost wordlessly, they drank coffee in the kitchen. Afterward
Neva worried about the front door, and made Fred call first all the
locksmiths in the phone book (none would come until morning) and
then the police, who promised to keep an eye on the house. Though
it was hardly past ten, they both felt exhausted—the weather, Fred
suggested. They climbed the stairs together, Neva a step in ad­
vance, Fred’s head bobbing at her shoulder.
Fred always let Neva use the bathroom first. When he came out in

his pajama bottoms she was curled up in their bed as though asleep.
“You forgot.”
“Oh. The hell with it.”
“Darling.”
“I don’t want to put it in,” she said.
He sat heavily on the edge of the bed. She saw he misunderstood.

She rolled over and wrapped her arms around his waist and worked
her fingers in the thick rolls of fat. “I’m ready now,” she purred
into his back.

He shook his head, but she could already sense a new tension in
him. “We’ve been so careful,” he said. “We agreed a long time
ago.”
“Yes. It’s all right.”
“No, wasn’t your—”
“I’m safe. Believe me, I’m safe tonight.” She swung her head

slowly, letting her breath play on his bare back.
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He said nothing, did nothing. He began to breathe deeply, and his
pajama drawstring slipped its bow.

He fell asleep easily, sliding down in the bed and tucking himself
against her side like a child. She held him earnestly now, and loved
him so much she wanted to beat her body. She did not sleep. The
hammering rain began to make her mad.

She felt she must walk. She was afraid to go downstairs, so she
walked back and forth in her bare feet between the bathroom win­
dow and the bed where Fred lay motionless. Gradually all thought
was driven from her brain by the terror ceaselessly fattening in­
side her. Each time she entered the bedroom she listened for the
faint shout of her husband’s breathing. Each time she stood at the
bathroom window she could feel the wind through the panes, and
she could see by the orange glare of the back porch bulb, which
had been left burning for security, her clothing, one ghastly hue,
fleeing clockwise from the soaked sheets, around and around the
shivering clothes-pole.

-Jonathan D. Penner

Come, Brother

Come, brother, walk with me, silent we two.
Most tender speech, even soothing tones of verse
Stumble, weak with wordiness, and fall untrue
On the opened heart. Let souls alone converse
Like soaring kindred spirits, coy, touching, blend of pearl:
That high-pitched harmony where prancing trumpets greet
The solitary flute above life’s lonesome suite;
Our banners, independent, thus may interfurl.
Mad: risking all, the object—Brotherhood,
To rejoice with marching songs that teach
Of peace, yet between two hearts preserve a breach—
Futility to fire the ancient feud!
Come, brother, let us walk and learn to live,
And walking, silent, each bid each forgive.

-Joan Bloksberg
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Imagine

Imagine, she giving
her desire her dreams her hands
her plans: to you

Clause

-Susan Joseph

If a has one friend who is more he than him-o and
A finger-tracing shy-girl as real as silence whose kiss
Is a falldown snowday,

Morning at the Cottage

-Raymond Biasotti

Quiet now in this hushed serenity,
The warmth of early morn wrapped about me.
This table where the family will come,
To drink coffee, argue; Dad’s game.
A gleam from the window invades its top side,
Showing a grained, lacquered hide;
Lights on a brown, crumpled bag dead on an ancient chair.
Girls pass the window to church, hair tossed in Sunday’s sea-air.
Atop the marbled mantle like vain, jeweled flesh,
Rest red-riped tomatoes a neighbor had fetched.
A yellowed paper tacked to the wall
Tells In print of the tides’ rise and fall.

And as the buttered toast sits to dry,
Cindy will wipe sleep from her eye;
Little Jeb in his pajamas will scurry around...
Denied some candy, he’ll slightly frown;
Freddy will be chipper and Mitch won’t say much,
While Richard’s hungered eyes will at once all the foo uc

Smells of food, laughing voices, and the clink of cups,
But now only the wind-kissed silence of unborn pups...

-Robert Smilovitz
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Backyard

cold Saturday afternoons
around four
when the big shadows dampened us
Cholly and I’d kick our small football
last time and shudder
then fenced in wander pocketed making up stories,

sort of lost

-Beverly Lynch

A leaf, in falling

A leaf, in falling.
Wind twirled
Wind sighing

Gives its most graceful moment...

-Prudence Hawthorne

The Little Man

The little man,
who had been reading in his cellar for so long,
one day decided to put on his coat
and go out into the street,
and outside it was so cold that he had to
jump up and down to keep warm.
He waited on the corner for a bus,
and the bus never came,
and he waited
till the tears froze on his face,
and the bus never came,
and he turned
and disappeared slowly down a street
leaving the corner in total silence.

-Raymond Biasotti
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On Picasso’s “Old Guitarist”

Long, this sad sigh of a man
rests, strums blunt
on the wooden tear in his lap-

sobbed too hard
it hurts now his raw knuckled bonds
all aslant in the blue’s grip.

-Beverly Lynch
If there is

If there is a God He sleeps,
And man in His gloried image
Scurries about in His nightmares.
Chasing painted balloons.

-Robert Smilovitz

Within

A book unfolding pages, leaves of gold,
With leather cover carved with glowing pride,
Soon loses its appeal and soon grows old,
If only empty words are found inside.

A stately dwelling kept all neat and trim,
With well-groomed shrubs and velvet, sweeping, lawn,
Without a family’s friendliness inside,
Can only be a house and not a home.

And so the same applies to people too,
Concerned with worldly good and selfish pride.
What good will elegance and false charm do,
If just an empty heart is found inside.

Real beauty radiates from deep within,
And makes all worldly show seem very dim.

-Barbara Soricelli
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Let thy hands hold me
Pm incapable of standing.

Thine heart love me
I can’t live alone.

Thine eyes be on me
I am unable to see.

Thy fingers touch me
For I must be reminded of my existence.

And never let go
For I will fall, and never be missed.

-Linda Lerner

Us

We’d played in cloudy fall, chilled
when the scraping leaves stung,
sharing only a tinted tennis ball
when the clay was almost-wet with snow.
Now full bright from fence to fence,
cremation’s taking the courts’ ghosts;
whited players swinging their fiery fans
sacrifice us to the scavenger sun.

-Beverly Lynch

Walking

Walking slowly you and I
(rain rushing down on narrow, timeless streets of Montmartre).
Stopping to look in a store window,
I meet your amaranthine eyes.
Your arms,
still for a moment,
go quick around my neck;
and in the almost-not-real evening,
the muffled laughter of small cafes
mixing with your voice in my ear,
“Je t’aime.”

-Raymond Biasotti
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The White Gray:

Slipping slowly, snakes wrap their bellies
Around unsuckled breasts; and they squeeze.
The milk spurts forth graciously,
Arching a white wave, touching nothing.
Smashing to the ground. Sticks and balls of dirt
Scatter from the slap and return to swim in the white pool.
The white grays,
And grows heavy.
And dries.

-Robert Smilovitz

On the Beach

The ocean was so cool today; it’s waves were silver
white; the sun had bleached the moistened sand in
orange, fiery light. The burnished sphere was setting
then, behind a hoary dune; I sensed they would be
coming then...and coming very soon.

The screaming, screeching, brazen gulls, that sang all
day in terror, all soon became as sweeping thoughts,
but quieter and fairer. And as I viewed them span the
night, they seemed to perch the moon; I heard a whisper,
like a breeze... they’ll be here, yes...and soon.

God’s universe was still and sad, and teardrops men call
rain besoothed the trembling crystal sea, an endless
window-pane. The seaweed spoke in restled tones; the
catfish mewed a tune, I strained and thought I’d caught
a glimpse of....but then, they’ll be here, yes, and
soon.

Behold, they come, my skeptic friend, a poet never lies;
a thousand tiny candle sparks all blinked their weary
eyes. Have you ever touched a fairy-land where dreamers
dreams are planted? While fools have called it sand and
sea, I know it’s quite enchanted. Lo, when my dreams are
crushed by men, my works bereft and trod, I’ll searc wi
candles through those clouds, for someone I call God...

-Lois F. Potz
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The Edges Dilate

The edges dilate to flowing nothingness;
The world walks through me; I through it through I.
A bloody squishing heart keeps time
With the dying flashes of a firefly,
Dying too. to die.
Half crushed and sticking to a board,
Not even the pins’ grim dignity, his.
Is it mine or I its?
Ethereal waves intermingle,
And undulantly scream away—alone,
Silently flowing backwardsideward,
Forewardallandnoward,
Into the silent cacophony which reveals
The burst of demonic apocalyptic fireworks,
Ordered and accomplished
By an I B M. pyrotechnician, who
Graduated Opus Cum MAGNUM, from
Verita, Veritas, Veritatus-a-um.

So die away, die away, die away all.
And I heard him program as I went out of sight
Veri Tatus to all, and to all a
Good nite!

-Bob Ingalls

Ode to a U.B. Toad

But, can you breathe? Gad, I saw him walk across a room, and
suddenly the blood pounding at my temples, the heaviness in my
throat, and a complete Immobility made me so damn aware of
myself drowning in infatuation.
Lord, I’m no fool of a youngster who can become such a creep

over a guy. For who the hell is he? Am I not just as desirable to
some ordinary toad—is my hair less shocking, my eyes less
penetrating? Isn’t the sex I display just as alluring? Oh damn. If
you were only that toad I could love; together we could jump the
stinking lily pads—in complete unobtrusive harmony, or in other
words pure hell.

-Esme Rollin
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Reflection

When I lean against this tree and you hug me,
And my hands clasp at the narrow of your back,
And I look into your eyes, I see leaves, black
On the pupil, brown on the iris. Through two small trees
Your eyes search for me...there I am; I see
Two faces, particolored, smiling through water...
And the wind blows sweeter...

-Jonathan D. Penner

Risen

My sunbeam
I am a cloud in your path
I take this stream of you
to lighten my own dustiness
for I am risen only from dirt
and you have toyed a hole of need in me.

-Beverly Lynch

The Old Lady

The old lady crossed the street slowly. Her head darted from side
to side in fear. Fear of some wheeled death which would crush her.
Fear of the flood which would drown, suffocate the bit of flame;
harden the candle. She pressed close to her a bag of bottles.
They clinked and squirmed. The bag ruffled her shawl and felt
strange upon her milkless breasts. Her breast’s eye surrendered.
She reached the curb.

The flesh of her ankles was squeezed up and over the rim of her
hard leathered shoes. Shuffled, crotch-strained movements glided
her over the pavement. Her body bathed itself in the shadow of the
buildings. Bathed and clung to let the others balance on the curb,
swing about a pole, spit in a trash can.

An opening in the shadow and she fell in. Shuffling bac' o
the brown bag folded neatly upon ancient lines. Back along;
shadowed path; across the chasm of fear, and up cha
stairs to her room.

-Robert Smilovitz
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Seaside

Seaside—
Leaves rustle around my ankles.
Wind twists my hair in coils
And presses me close to him.
Shivering arms to sheltering ones,
Hungry lips to his.

Gold and russet, yet lingering green,
Sighing and never still,
Ripe but unready to be plucked—

I am Indian Summer
Waiting for Autumn,
Impatient—fearful
Yet waiting still.

-Cerulean

i went back

i went back to the waterfall/ to the
sound and utter silence/
i sat and saw it claw at earth and
slash at stone/ then
i climbed to a place just over it
and watched its heart beat/

thousands of pearls flailing rock
cascading racing over and over
one another to glide into
stillness/

i listened long to its hypnotic rhythm
and then
i threw back my head and screamed and
laughed in pure ecstasy of joy/ screamed
to try to make my voice heard above the
riot of whispers/ but its pulse was all
that reached my ears/
submissively/ gladly/ i let myself slip
into its savage/ breathing/ throbbing/
essence/

-Kathleen McGrane
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Respect

Walter Jackson was a rich man, and he wore new clothes. He
made his money from poor men, and he felt that bv breaking these
men he had earned their respect. Walter liked to tell people that
he felt his role in life was to l>e a father and protector to his town.
In his own way, Walter was out of place. He reflected ujwn him­
self a good deal. “I am good, kind, and generous. I have made
myself what I am, yet have not become overwhelmed with my­
self. I would never turn anyone away from my door—not even those
who have stood in my way. When I die, jjeople will say I was a bene­
factor to my town.” Whenever Walter was in a’pensive- mood,
he would walk down to the creek and repeat his creed to himself.
Returning from one such walk, Walter met a fellow he knew to

be a clerk in his employ. He fell in stride with the man and en­
quired as to his health.
“Fine, Sir, and yourself?” came the reply.
“All’s well with me.”
They walked along a bit, and Walter suddenly realized that it

was an odd time of day for the clerk to l>e away from his job.
Feeling that the clerk might somehow l>e cheating him, Walter
demanded, “Why are you out walking at this hour? Shouldn’t you
be at your desk?”
The clerk looked up, as if struck. “There was an accident—my

youngest was killed....”
"That’s terrible! How horrible! How unjust that one so young

should lie snatched from your Ijosom. You must be out of your
mind with grief.” Walter sniffled as he spoke. He took from his
wallet several bills and handed them to the clerk. “May this be
some small comfort to you in your sorrow.” Walter then left
the man to ponder his great tragedy and went home feeling very
much the humanitarian.
“I am good, generous, and kind....”
“Your father is a good, generous, and kind man, dear.” His

wife broke into his thoughts. She was speaking to their son who
wanted his father to go to a club meeting with him. It was to be a
father-son affair. “But he is also very busy. He has worked hard
for the respect of this town, and he cannot afford to lose that re­
spect by neglecting his duties.”
“No, son, 1 can’t go with you. I’m sorry. The people in this town

have a certain opinion of me, and I must do nothing to make them
change that opinion. However, son, if it would be of some small
comfort to you, you may have anything you want as a present. You
understand, don’t you?”
“Yes, Sir.” The boy stood and looked down into his father’s

*ace- “Yes, Sir.”
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As time passed Walter Jackson grew richer and more people
called him “Sir.” He believed himself to be a true philanthropist.
The creed had become modified to: “I use my money wisely and
to help others. People admire me. Those who challenged me and
were defeated have found good jobs under me. They have never been
wanting for the comforts of life. When I die, people will say I was
a lienefactor to my town.”
Walter shriveled and wrinkled in his old age, but he wore new

clothes. He died one day and was to lie buried next to his wife. Many
people were at his funeral, and they spoke quietly about him. The
time came when it was necessary to have an epitaph .inscribed on
Walter Jackson’s grave stone. The town got together, even held
an official meeting, so that they might choose a wonderful me­
morial for so wealthy a man—but no one could think of anything
to say.

-Elsie Behmer

Times in Youth

Ambition blossomed, then.
sprung
from stems tingling incense.
Atmosphere lost matter
in the fields, the window box.
in the godly burning bath.
On the throbbing stems the bees worked,
cloying.

-Beverly Lynch

If

If
the story he told that night was true
as I sat' between lumps in my throat
and self-consciousness,
the story of the three Kings,
one a pimp, one a queer, one a semi-hipster
if the story was true,
the kid’s name was Freedomday.

-Raymond Biasotti
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Falling

Good, last night in the clung shadows,
hanging, as it were, from happiness, ’
from the moon white off over there.
When we touched the lights went out
in a shock with the air, delving us
to the darknesses of one another.
O, it was deep you then,
all wrapped with me in night,
together a drunken bundle in the cool.

-Beverly Lynch

But

But there is no place.
No corner to hide in
No spot to run to
No one to grasp.
Just remain—Within yourself.
Back and forth: from strange to evil,

and then again.
There is no door.
Just a wall—Yourself.

-Linda Lerner

A Prayer

With all that I have, and am, be it one breath. 1 plead that the flow­
ers of Spring bloom in the remnants of heaven’s showers, and not
in blood...that snows blanket themselves upon a land of man’s edi­
fices, and not empty craters...that mouths of bates bite hard the
bud of breast, and not life-gone hunks of flesh...that the animals
of the woods have berries abundant, and need not scrape deep
through rubble...that fires bring glow of warmth, and not stench
of flesh charred black...that night cascade stars of comfort to
hoarts united, and not longing for half a being... that sperm flow
to the sea of womb, and not to the belly of nothing...that all this
be mortar in the tower of up, and not memories in the dungeon
0i down.

-Robert Smilovitz
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Dark

When it is dark we see the most;
Our eyes are the widest open.

When it is dark more light shines upon us
Than at any other time.

Our minds work their best
With no light to distract them,
No crowds to divert them.

When it is dark we are ourselves.
(and more)

- Linda Lerner

On a Bench

I’m lying on a tench in the cool, giant dawn
watching the pale blue sky sneak up on space
(growing slowly like love)
Limbs which were first outlined as perfect black
acquire texture and color.

I think I will stay here and smoke
and embrace my lovely morning
(no matter where we are)
In a while we will be old and correct,
but now, and for a few more minutes,
the gentle pain of boards against my back.

-Raymond Biasotti

Memories

Time tears us from our memories, and breaks the common bonds
we held for each other. It replenishes our hearts with new loves,
dreams, and expectations.

A bird on a willow could listen to beauty playing her mandolin so
softly, and know that the song she so mournfully sings lies too deep
for tears, but not too deep for remembrance.
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-Esme Rollin

Treatise on the Crusade for the Social Acceptance of Every Licorice

Jelly Bean as Equal to Any Other Jelly Bean

Enough! Enough' of this Evil dominating your wills and corrupting
your standards!

Are you men, that you allow yourselves to stand in so wrongful a
judgement as to inflict the abominable cruelties of Prejudice on
poor, innocent jelly beans?

Have you souls, that you can be so unfeeling? You brought them
here; you made them the beans they are. Are you fit, fools that
you be, to influence the manners and morals of your children? And
do you suppose, in your most infinite of presumptions, that your
God in His heaven would ever degenerate to the level that you do
when you discriminate so unjustly against licorice jelly beans which
are no more inferior than any jelly bean of another color?
Rally to our Cause and to the Cause of all true Humanity and

Brotherhood!
Equality is our dream, and Equality will be our prize. The beans of

all the world will one day look to you as the champions and true
forefathers of true Democracy. Enough of this inhuman discrimina­
tion!

Come, rally to the Cause! Our crusade is for Equality, and Equality
we will have.
Remember: Colors abound are not profound, for a Bean is only a

Bean.

-Prudence Hawthorne

Why when the seed has burst

Why when the seed has burst
Must the petals wither and brown?
The earth moves but a little
To let pass its pregnant guest,
And the rains soothe
Its fetal pains.
Time watches the beauty bloom,
While the blind march by.

But always death cradles her blossom,
Squeezing when she will.

-Robert Smilovitz
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Nature

When God ordained the seasons, His angels, were
the birds; His vestments were the months; the
stars His sacred words.

The bunny and the chipmunk, the woodchuck and
the squirrel, became the little .altar boys upon the
altar world...

The daisies formed the candles, flickering in the
grass, and thrust their faces toward the sky to
brighten up the Mass...

Then God made man His priest...sent Eucharist for
His feast...returned to Heaven on the wind, with
lightning at His sides, and sent upon the darkened
earth the lightning bugs as guides...

-Lois F. Potz

To Him

To him that bleeds these trees of red and yellow
Do I give the name
Birth.

To him that pulls the ribbon of waters over stone
Do I give the name
Movement.

To him that chisels the mountains and trees
Do I give the name
Strength.

To him that stirs the angered winds and turbulent seas
Do I give the name
Fear.

And to him that has given me you
Do I give the name
Love.
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-Robert Smilovitz

Change of Pace

For twenty seven years straight,
At the end of a factory shift,
A man shut off his machine
And went home.

Each day, as he worked,
The man would talk to the machine,
And, as he told of his family life
And other things,
It helped the time pass.

Man and machine,
A binding friendship,
Two companions in a modern world
Intimately related.

Then one night
At the end of the shift,
The machine shut off the man
And went home in his place.

Father

-Richard Shea

His hands reached out to take the babe from her breast,
For she now slept; her head soft upon the pillow.
He lay the now drowsy babe between them;
with his fingers stroked gently its forehead.

Each of his fingers strained from within,
That they could be gentle vessels of his love.
The babe’s little feet; its toes curled and
An even row of white flowed across them.

He moved his hands aside the babe’s cheek,
Down the crumpled slope of its neck,
And about the corner of its shoulder;
He felt the shoulder mold itself into his palm; yielding....

No hand would love that shoulder so.
The babe slept...
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Summer fo Fall

Summer to fall: Winter to spring:
Only very young
Or old

Know death.

-Prudence Hawthorne

Snow

Snow -
clean and sweet, in my mouth,
in my eyes, in my hair, loosely -
WHISPERS

-Kathleen McGrane

Instrument of God

There lived a little shepherd boy, among
the Jewish hills; he dwelt in caves, he ate
of plants, he wrote with pigeons’ quills.

An angel used to come to him, each week,
the seventh day...the little shepherd boy,
you see, did not know how to pray. He asked
the angel, “Teach me please, so I can talk
to Him, the one who made the earth and birds,
and taught the fish to swim.”

The angel said, “Raise up your eyes, and know
the will of God...take up your cloak, and
shepherd’s hat, and don’t forget your rod;
you will go forth from these the hills, to
gather from hell’s den, the weakened souls
of children grown...the darkened souls of men.”

The shepherd boy went out those hills, so many
years ago, to teach and raise from death to
life...to be a prophet bold!
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-Lois F. Potz

Suppose We Say

Suppose we say that God is the universe, and all the universes,
and everything of which we are aware. That is, of which we
are hypothetically, theoretically, metaphysically, intuitively, and,
mostly, hyperconceitedly aware. Or, possibly, of which we are un­
aware that we are unaware.
This supposition is justifiable, as it equals in legitimacy the

most sublime guess that has ever been placed before us by the
finest philosopher or milkman, theologian or accountant, mystic
or parish priest. (Or, even as good as an I Be Am machine).
Proceeding from this assumption, let us examine and identify

the cell, tissue, or, maybe even, organ, of which we humans
represent, at most, cellular, at least, atomic (or possibly sub-
cellular, sub-atomic, or sub-subic) particles.

I feel that we and our miasmlc earth will find ourselves re­
legated to a somewhat humiliating, if physiologically neces­
sary, realm within the community of this Divine Body.
Convinced of the correctness of my position, and having Hypo­

thesized, Observed (particularly Observed) and Theorized (that
is, having received the blessings of the Holy Trinity). I submit
that the earth and all on and in it perform the vital process of
ridding the Body of Its spiritual poisons.
This waste (which is really, inconceivably, waste) still re­

taining the warmth, or a portion thereof, of the progenitive
Body, and a portion, also, of Its chemical (Spirituo-chemistry)
composition, both of which will ultimately be acted upon by the
time-catalyst, roams, rolls, reeks, shrieks, roils, bolls,Rubbles,
bursts, ferments, foments, and, in the word of e.e. cummlngs,
“unlives,” until above-mentioned catalyst performs its sanitary
breakdown, and like a good “universal cat” buries its own.
(Possibly, it is, rather, a dustcloth-catalyst which dusts the earth

in a dusty room. But assuming, as we must, that some of this dust
will rise, is more than I care to assume, and is inconsistent with
my theory. I will, therefore, disregard this possibility, or, better,
leave it to another study.)

Having, thus, carried my theory to its logical and irrefutable
conclusion, I finally submit that we, good people, are but movements
of the Unmoved Mover.

-Bob Ingalls
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Sing

Sing my fellow people,
Whisper to the skies,
Wrap the warming sun
With love’s laughing eyes.

Kiss the yearning winds,
Caress the spreading seas ;
Clutch the precious gift
Before it quickly flees.

-Robert Smilovitz

Lone Song

I can smell your hair
And the skin of your scalp. I press my face there

And that hot pushing place
Squeezed and my pressing face
Squeezed, crushed in grimace,

Will be bruised. We don’t know, we can’t care.

When that horrid need,
Not love, but the sudden sick archaic greed

To be not one but both
Is all of us, no oath
Says it, no pledge of troth,

Nor your teeth and tears, nor the singing of my seed.

Flesh cannot execute
What’s wanted. Legs can’t enwrap, brains can’t compute,

Hearts can’t hold what shakes
Us, dumb, dying, breaks
Us as it breaks, what aches

Aging and can’t talk, and is dead, and is dead mute.

-Jonathan D. Penner
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