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HELICON

MR. JOHNSON AND THE MAGIC NESCAFE

By Ferdinand Buckhold

Mr. Johnson hummed quietly to himself as he strode, as weH
as a softly built man of forty-five can stride, briskly past the row
of small white houses on lower Beaver Street. The autumn sun was
delightfully warm where it caressed the faintly gleaming bald spot,
the exact size and shape of the ecclesiastical tonsure. As a matter
of fact, Mr. Johnson rather prided himself on looking quite like
Saint Francis in the picture by Giotti where the good man is feeding
pigeons in the courtyard.

Not that he was a member of the Catholic faith, although he
had a high regard for the Pope’s executive ability, or that he felt
particularly monkish at the moment. On the contrary, Mr. Johnson
felt—he patted the bald spot gently, seeking for a work to express
his mood exactly—he felt distinctly—hirsine. Hirsine ! Mr.
Johnson smiled to himself. Wonderful the way the mind clung to
odd scraps of the past. Here he had been walking peacefully along
in the late afternoon sun, thinking of Saint Francis feeding pigeons,
when into his mind had popped, tapped, as it were, out of the bald
spot, a fleeting vision of Mary Kelly in a white dress with a pink
bow. Mary Kelly, whom he had left one soft night twenty-odd years
ago in a positively extended manner. Yes, a positively extended
manner.

If Mr. Johnson hadn’t known the neat houses with their blank
faces were concealing aproned wives awaiting the arrival of the
6:15, he would have skipped up the path to his little house. His
little nest bordered by a thorn hedge—and not at all like his neigh­
bors’ . The house on his left had the gable on the right. The house
on his right had the gable on the left. Mr. Johnson’s house had its
gable squarely in the middle. The only one in the whole block.

If any one of the freshly powdered matrons, peering behind
the picture window with can opener at the ready, had been asked the
one word that came to mind at the sight of the plump little man in
the grey suit, she would have replied unhesitatingly, “Contentment.”
For Mr. Johnson fairly reeked contentment. Not complacency, not
a cat-like satisfaction with self, but a true contentment. The way
in which he rocked easily as he surveyed his half-acre empire. The
cosy manner in which his rounded belly nestled so...so contentedly
against the flannel trousers. With a tiny grunt for each step, Mr.
Johnson mounted the cement stairs and turned the brass knob. He
was home.

Any thoughts of tearful Mary Kelly, kept for over twenty years
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in a little-used corner of Mr. Johnson’s mind, were immediately
swept away by the enchanting aroma of freshly made coffee. Mr.
Johnson’s olfactory nerves, keen and polished from constant use,
mercilessly slammed the dusty door on poor Mary Kelly. Slammed
it so hard, poor Mary, getting unwieldy as she was, barely had time
to snatch away her ringless left hand.

Mrs. Johnson, Helen to seven people, six of them fellow teach­
ers at Washington Grammar School, was a neat little woman with
shiny brown hair. She watched her husband gravely as he came
toward her. Her hand halted over the coffee cups as he bent to her
and kissed her on the mouth. After a moment the spoon began its
steady mixing of the hot coffee, and before he lowered his head once
more she said calmly, “Coffee’s getting cold.”

“Eh? Oh, coffee. Yes smells good.” Then as he caught sight
of the brown jar, “What’s this? Instant Coffee! Why, Midge,” his
voice half stern, half playful, “you know I don’t approve of these
substitutes. I’ve told you before...”

“Yes, dear, but you know I get home only an hour before you
do, and it does save so much time. Besides, you haven’t tasted it
yet, it’s quite good.” Swiftly she stirred in four lumps of sugar and
a generous supply of cream. “And I can make it just as you like it
by adding the exact amount of powder. Now tell me if that’s too
strong.”

Her husband brought the hot coffee to his lips and sipped
cautiously. The petulant frown eased and was replaced by a pleased
surprise, “Why the stuff isn’t half bad.” Smacking his lips judic­
iously. “Could be a little stronger, though. More cream, too.”

“Yes, dear.” Helen Johnson kept her eyes on her own cup.
“I’ll remember when I make you another cup.” Without haste, she
turned away and carried the roast to the dining room.

Mr. Johnson had a second cup of coffee with his dinner, a third
after dinner, and a fourth with his dessert. With the fourth cup, he
had consumed an amount of liquid equal to precisely one one-hun­
dredth part of his body weight. The amount of the powdered coffee
was exactly 26.9130 grams. These facts, in themselves, meant
nothing. Some months ago, however, the factory in which the
powdered coffee was bottled had been in the center of one of the not
unusual summer storms. A terrific bolt of lightning had struck
near the factory. The conveyor belt was stopped. The special lamp,
which imbued each half pound of powder with 400 U.S.P. units of
vitamin D, flared, for a split second, agonizingly bright. The white
c aa women screamed. The manager appeared from wherever it is

a managers dwell when they are not managing and, somewhat pale
of face, reassured his squeaking charges that neither Zeus nor the
Atom had arrived. The piecework system triumphed over mere
lightning bolts, and the bottle that had stood under the flaring lamp
was packed along with thousands of others.
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It could have gone anywhere. It could have been broken during
shipment. It could have been sent to Japan for reshipment to Korea.
Of course, once in Japan it would have gone to the Officers’ Club,
or the staff sergeant in charge of the mess would have taken it to
the thick-legged “geisha girls.” He at least would have derived
some pleasure from the bottle, being in a formidable bargaining
position. It went, instead, to Mr. Johnson’s house.

After dinner, as Mr. Johnson lay in his bed, he could not
sleep. He attributed his restlessness to the brief tingle of good
spirits that had overcome him while walking from the station that
evening. He turned his head to where his wife was lying quietly in
her own bed and listened to her even breathing. He raised himself
on one elbow, but as her breathing changed to hiccupy little snores
he sank back, composing himself, determined to sleep. Gradually
the events of the day unrolled themselves, cinema-like, on his
mind. He relaxed as, amidst appropriate screen credits, he ap­
peared. Dreamily he saw himself as he arose that morning. A
still robust—maybe a trifle too robust, but not unduly so—figure
of a man bounded out of bed yawning luxuriously. He crossed the
room to the raised window, stripping off his pajama top as he went.
Counting aloud, he easily touched his fingers to the floor fifteen
times. A dozen brisk knee-bends and push-ups followed. Glowing
with vigorous health, the manly figure glanced toward his wife’s
bed. Oh 1 She was watching him admiringly. Knew what a fine
fellow he was. Guess she was pretty lucky at that. Of course she
had to work, but then lots of married women worked nowadays.
Besides, teaching school wasn’t hard. He should know, shouldn’t
he? Wasn’t he the head of the English department in one of the
largest high schools in the city?

Mr. Johnson cuddled his pillow happily as his private movie
switched to the main feature. In it, he sat, supreme ruler of Room
206, while rows of adoring pupils stretched endlessly before him.
Each face grinned engagingly up at him: the girls, young ladies
hanging on his every word, the teen-aged youths eager for knowledge.
But alas, this too must end, and Mr. Johnson saw himself riding the
4:40 back to the little wife. The journey to the suburbs was, as
usual, highly entertaining. Mr. Johnson held the audience spell­
bound as he expounded on the more scientific aspects of the psych­
ology of child care. He knew that although he and Mrs. Johnson
didn’t have much luck in raising a family (his wife was probably a
naturally frigid type—most women were anyway) the fathers in the
crowd listened to him with obvious admiration.

Next, Mr. Johnson saw himself walking home, eager to reach
his wife and castle. He reached for the steaming coffee...

“...Probably got gas again. Honestly,! can’t take much more
of this. Now what’s the matter with him? Sounds like some kind of
an animal. Lord, they say love is blind. It must be true—he’s in 
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love with him, and him thinks him is just the most pwecious... And
in the morning! Honestly, some day I’m going to have to burst.
When he tries to touch the floor without bending his knees---ha,
ha...and the push-ups...ha, ha, ha...and to think that insufferable,
stuffy, egotistical old woman is my husband I My Husband I God, if
it weren’t for Jim, I’d ...Henry, Henry! What’s the matter ! Stop
that yelling! Here let me turn on the light...Having a bad dream?”

Mr. Johnson shuddered as his wife hurried to him. He leaped
wildly out of the far side of the bed, trailing the bed clothes after
him, knocking down the night stand, crashing over the radio. Even
as he fled to the bathroom, he heard thetoo-familiar voice pursuing
him. “My God I He’s done it at last. A perfect raving beauty ! ”

Ashe cast a last agonized look at his wife, the final impression
he had was her figure standing transfixed in horror. The voice went
on. But her lips were not moving. Sending the lock crashing in the
bathroom door, he stared, mottled with terror, at his bulging-eyed
reflection in the mirror. He knew he had heard his wife’s voice
while her mouth was wide open, rigid in a round arc of astonishment.

When her voice had first interrupted his reverie he had glanced
toward her, ready to admonish her with a fatherly, yet stern, air of
command. Only by opening his eyes hugely was he able to verify
what his first look had told him. His wife’s face, half revealed by
the murky moonlight, was relaxed, eyes closed, lips slightly parted;
motionless as in deep sleep. He bent forward, supporting himself
with both hands on the floor. He held his eyes tightly shut----opened
them suddenly. For a moment his wife’s dim face swam before
him, amorphisized by tears. His gaze sharpened and cleared, and
holding his breath he fixed her in an owl-like stare. As if by com­
mand her head turned toward him, and he stared in fascination at
the tiny indentation just beneath her lower lip—her quite motion­
less lower lip. The voice droned on, the damnable word sinking
into him, slamming him deep in his suddenly queasy belly.

Mr. Johnson lived, somehow, through the night. He didn’t un­
lock the bathroom door. To his wife’s bewildered entreaties he
said nothing. When she finally went wearily to sleep he said nothing.
Until morning he crouched, his fingers tight against his ears, afraid
to meet his glance in the mirror.

Before dawn he dressed stealthily in the dark. Starting in
terror, hands clasped tightly over his ears whenever his wife tossed
uneasily in her sleep.

He ate nothing. He took the early train to the city. The
passengers stared at the flabby man of the wild eyes with his fingers
over his ears. Their comments were not kind.

For two hours he walked along the still wet paths in the park.
The bums, healthily flushed from last night’s canned heat, waiting to
put the nip on somebody for enough for an ‘honest-to-Jesus-shot’,
said nothing. At least their lips didn’t move. They noticed, though, 
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the paunchy character in the grey suit with his fingers in his ears.
Jeez, that was what you get for trying to get ahead. Look at that.
Probably one of them Wall Street boys. Got so many bonds and
stocks he’s going off his rocker trying to count them aH. You
wouldn’t think a little Gladys like that would get all that dough,
would you ?

The human mechanism is a wonderful achievement. It’s un­
believable what the body—the mind—can stand. Many men have
lived on two quarts of whiskey a day, and little else, for years.
De Quincey ate as much as 320 grains of opium a day for over two
decades. There are records of solitary confinements of forty years.
People have lived through the Inquisition, through Indian scalpings,
through incredible tortures of mind and body.

Mr. Johnson went to school. True, he went by a somewhat
circuitous route, slinking with bowed head along vacant alleys and
almost deserted streets. It took him a long time, but he got there.

The pupils, the initiates into the mysteries of English gram­
mar, had been assembled for some time. The wittier and more
daring of the boys, acned faces aglow with their own temerity, were
beginning to imitate, with sidelong glances at the giggling tight-
sweatered girls, the absent Mr. Johnson, when that figure appeared.
Every head, as one, froze to attention. A beanpole of a lad stood
rooted on one leg where he had been studiously depicting his teach­
er’s habit of absent-mindedly popping sen-sen into his mouth.
Finally his single stilt-like support shuddered under his airy weight
and sent his great length crashing to the floor. He lay there bliss­
fully unconscious, surrounded by a pool of his own blood. So en­
tranced were the students, however, that no one paid him the slight­
est notice. It is said to this day that the concussion he received
when his head hit the radiator has never been entirely cured. It is
even hinted darkly in the privacy of the Republican Club that he is
nuttier than any fruit cake, but as he is one of the leading states­
men of the day, and a favorite of the constituents, these grumblings,
like the digestive rumblings of society matrons, never quite reach
the surface.

After their initial shock at their pedagogue’s wild appearance,
the pupils began to see certain humorous aspects of the situation.
Mr. Johnson tried pitiously to adjust himself. He screwed up his
face. He rolled his eyes. He clutched his body in a literal attempt
to “pull himself together”. The more the miserable man fought,
the louder the children laughed. They were yet children, for the
American offspring do not mature as rapidly as do the children of
some other lands. Some say they never mature, even though they
reach ninety, but this is probably just jealous talk because we eat
in a day what foreigners eat in a week, and hunger is not conducive
to honest opinions.

Mr. Johnson, however, cared nothing for this. Stuff his 

5



HELICON

fingers in his ears as he would, lecture as hard and loud as he
could, the mounting wave of ridicule and hatred reached such a
magnitude itwould have withered a battalion of giants. Mr. Johnson
collapsed.

He was taken to the best hospital and there was measured,
tapped, and prodded by the best psychiatrists with the very latest
theories. The human mechanism, to repeat, is a wonderful thing.
In spite of these good men he recovered. Slowly, but he recovered.

Today, Mr. Johnson is as good as new. Perhaps a little
thinner, a’little haggard (although some say this makes him look
more—-well, manly). Of course, he remembers nothing about his
experience. He’s perfectly.happy now. He has a boy whose name is
Jim, and he has great plans for the lad. His wife seems happier, too.
The only thing that one might comment on is their rather strong
aversion to coffee. And Mr. Johnson, for some reason, absolutely
abominates Nescafe.

Prometheus
Fettered Prometheus

‘ Encircled—immobile,
Constantly you observe
And are observed.
Circuitous hues,
Red and blue,
Blur before your eyes
In diffused saffron light.
Darkness shrouds
Your very nakedness,
Affording solace
From glaring day.
Morning strips away your cloak,
Bares your soul,
Your vigil of night ends,
A new day shines.
Your gigantic stature dwarfs me
Like towering facades facing you.
Admiring gazes—yes,
And new faces.
Your bronzed eyes
Steadily stare into space
While you recline with infinite grace.

Robert V. Pugh
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Margaret

Margaret never said much
To people outside tlie family
And was never called “Peggy”,
And wouldn’t try out for the class play,
Or pass notes
Or paste movie stars pictures in her locker,
Or go to parties much;
And preferred reading Dickens
To playing “sardines”;
But Margaret hoped to travel
Through France some day,
And saw black whirlpools in a coffee-cup.

Until...during a “good year”
Margaret went to a hospital
For one of those new-fangled operations;
And after that her father scraped together
Another thousand dollars
So that Margaret could:

Live in a room with two other girls
(In a building with ivy vines outside,)
And study dusty subjects
From new-smelling, shiny-paged books,
And carry a meal-ticket,
And go to fraternity dances
(With late permission on Saturday nights,)
And bonfire pep-rallies in the crispness
Of early fall.
Margaret crams before exams now,
And studies hard...when there’s time after Bridge;
She looks at her profile
Every time she passes a mirror...

And Margaret has learned:
Love has two arms,
And two legs,
And a handsome face,
And a crew-cut.

She is crying...black, mascara tears,
Washing away a feigned brightness...
A frame of falseness
False as the laugh she laughed tonight
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And the tenderness with which
She mouthed the empty words.

She has managed to kill another night
Of sleazy, lamplit city streets,
And crowds of nonenities endlessly turning windy corners.
And the smell of tomato soup clinging in narrow hallways,
And taffeta-rustling struggles in taxicabs.

Now, in the coldness of the late hours,
She sits in her shabby, one-room place
Cradling a box of letters
Whose openings are jagged, yellowed.
(The smooth-edged, white ones
Lie neatly piled on the desk.)

And she is thinking black, mascara thoughts
And the now tell-tale eyes
Stare blankly at a dead future.
For her mind is sidling around
In a low-necked, lacy blouse
And a tight slit skirt...
Trying desperately to seduce forgetfulness.

By Hlona Somyas

Spring Verse

Oh, youth neglected me so with its sight—
An iron cell about me cast, to shield
Its joys from me and brought the mind to wield
In age while the body groped to win its light.
Perhaps in those auspicious days
As I surveyed the spring in bush and ground
Or as the beasts their paths loped homeward bound
Then—I may live known youth in thrilling ways.
Yet youth was there in others. I alone sought
And saw thy conception on a rose near a stream.
Unreal, a mist, yet true; and youth I sought
From love of thee. No heart more young did seem
For grown is thy image it so abounds
For thou art youth and in me thou art found.

By Frank Trcka
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By Nathan P. Zeidenberg

It was a strange trio that walked toward the funeral parlors---
a doctor, a fisherman, and a carpenter. Although he was dressed as
usual, Arthur Griswold, M.D., seemed to have been fitted out for the
occasion. He wore his usual grey Homburg, his grey pin-stripe
suit, and a dark tweed overcoat. Only one departure from his usual
dress could be noted. He wore a black tie instead of the reds and
yellows that were his habit.

Next to Griswold walked Pasquale Favretti. Although he walk­
ed with an easy stride and carried himself like an athlete, he was
obviously uncomfortable in the black suit he wore under a brown
leather jacket. He walked in the center of the group. People re­
membered Pasquale’s eyes the most because they were shocking
blue, contrasting sharply with browned, weather-beaten skin and
dark, curly hair. Fishing agreed with his soul and he loved life
and his work.

On the inside of the trio, gently skimming the edge of the
hedges bordering the sidewalk with his hand as he walked, was Ira.
Ira was nobody. He worked hard, earned a living, supported his
family. He was old and tired, but he never lost his sense of humor
or the idea that nothing was quite so great as life or God. To him,
life was God and he told people about it. He was happy. Troubles
would come, true, but they would soon pass or be forgotten. Not
that he didn’t have his share of worries, God knows, and he didn’t
hesitate to tell people about them. He couldn’t be pitied, however,
for to him worries were nothing but signs of better things to come.

Ira Di Cecco was his name---and his claim to fame was the
fact that he was born in Italy of a New England Yankee mother and
a Neopolitan father. He never went into detail about his past, but
people had whispered that the reason he was never serious was be­
cause he was an illegitimate child.

A strange trio it was—a doctor, a fisherman and a carpenter.
They were all good friends. Griswold had hired the carpenter to do
odd jobs at his home and soon both became fast friends since they
loved to talk of philosophical things.

Although the carpenter was nearing seventy, and the doctor
was not yet fifty, Arthur Griswold had reached that stage in life
when he had much in common with old men. He had stability, good
sense, a wise, tolerant, open mind, and respectability. He had so
much more in common with Ira than he had with Pat, who was
closer to his own age.
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Pat, the fisherman, spent his days on his own boat, THE
LUCY BATES. He had bought the boat in Boston years ago and
never bothered much about changing the name after he had taken
possession. Now he had grown to love the name almost as much
as he loved his beer and the girls down on Wooster Street where
the fishermen spent their evenings.

Pat was forty-ish, but he never lost his youthful appearance
and his swaggering, braggart ways. He like to “give the girls a
line”, but tonight he was somewhat subdued. He was in the spirit of
a wake. He had lost a boyhood friend.

The three entered the funeral parlor. Pat had hurriedly re­
moved his leather jacket before he entered. Griswold held the door
and followed Pat and Ira inside.

Immediately there was the oppressive smell of flowers--huge
garlands of roses, small sprays of chrysanthemums, potted palms
and calla lilies. The flowers engulfed the room; the funeral
directors had cleverly placed them so as to get the greatest drama­
tic effect. Spotlights hidden among the flowers shined upwards,
making the calla lilies appear grotesque, and causing the palms to
throw huge fingers of shadows on the opposite wall.

Beyond this were the murmurs and soft whispers. A few
persons in the far corner supressed a laugh—probably at a joke
one of the group told to help pass the time. And the sighs! It must
have been the heady odor of the flowers. Every few minutes some­
one sighed. It would be a heavy sigh, one which could be heard
throughout the semi-still room.

The funeral directors had done weH. A theatrical looking
spotlight, suspended from an alcove on the opposite side of the room,
picked out the heavy bronze coffin. On each corner of the coffin, as
if supporting the molding along the top edge, was an angel. Each
angel was weeping, in exactly the same manner.

On top of the coffin, the closed part, was a blanket of white
gardenias. Although they may have been pure white when they were
first put there, the edges of the petals were curling and were begin­
ning to get a little brown in color. In the center was a blood red

A.gain 016 funeral arrangers had triumphed. Shining down on
the bianket of gardenias was a blue-white light, making the lettering
on the white ribbon stand out like neon: “ From Your Loving Wife’ .

Walked t0 016 COffin 3nd kn(?lt On 016 red P1U!h
Reeling stool. Griswold, hat in hand, stood to the left center of the
2°?“’ lo°kiigiatthe man Who had been his roommate at medical
tanemhi?? ka made 1116 Sign of 1116 Cross’ alm0St Sim£'
lower half Af6*? aloud ^hronze plaque which was studded in the
lower half of the top of the coffin.
ember2 Fontane> born September 17, 1910, died Nov-
wtth a Lh .<’a 7 read- He add«Mn a gruff voice, having mingled
with a sigh, And may God have mercy on his soul.”
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Griswold watched the two men repeating prayers, their lips
moving silently, almost in unison. Then he turned and walked slowly
in the anteroom to wait until they finished.

“A brilliant man, Fontane, a brilliant.surgeon,” Griswold
said. He, Pat, and Ira were drinking coffee in a quiet luncheonette
after they had left the funeral parlor. “Remember him in medical
school. We roomed together, you know. Got to know him well.”

“He was a great guy, Doc. We used to play down the docks
aU day long when we were kids. His ma’d beat the hell out of us if
we stayed out late,” Pat said. He shook his head sadly then took
another gulp of coffee.

“Good doctor, was he?” Ira was staring out of the window as
he said this.

“Well, it’s about time you said something tonight. You’ve
been pretty quiet all night. What’s the matter, the wake got you
down?” Griswold laughed at Ira.

“No,” the old man drawled. “Just thinking. Not good to think
too much, especiaUy of the past. But at funerals and wakes you just
can’t help it, can you?”

“Guess not.”
Pat spoke up, as if he hadn’t known the other two were talking.

“Remember how he always said he’d get out of the fish market and
live up on Johnson Street where all the swells live. Always said he’d
be famous—a famous doctor. That’s what his mother wanted him
to be. ‘Get outa the fish market’, she’d say. ‘Get outa the fish boats
and the salt works’. Always pushing, that woman. ‘Get the smell of
fish outa your clothes and the scales outa your hair’. I never forgot
that woman. She’d yell at him about that like it was the last thing
on God’s earth. And by God, he did it.”

“Do you know his mother?” Griswold asked. “Never saw
her or met her myself, even though I’ve known Bob for almost
twenty-years,” he added.

“Yea---see her everyday down the fish market. She still
hawks fish down there. She usta fish in the old country, never
could do much else.” Pete paused for a gulp of coffee. “Did you
ever know the Doc’s real name? It was Roberto Giglio Garibaldi
Fontano.”

Ira signaled the waitress for a second cup. “Like so many
Italians he thought to be ashamed of his nationality could get him
Sces’ S?,ld’ “Maybe n did- Look at me. Seventy years old,
and a nobody.” ’
Griswold°aIkeUd.aPPr°Ve Sh0Uld h3Ve changed his name?”

not doT tOuSay What Roberto thought best. I would
not do it, but perhaps for him it was best.”
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“Say—-she wasn’t at the wake tonight! ” Pat exclaimed.
“Who.”
“Lucia. Roberto’s mother.”
“Maybe she came earlier.”
“I don’t think so. Ira, you know her best. Why?” Pat seemed

perplexed.
“It’s a long story,” Ira said. “As all my stories are. When

one gets old, the stories get old, too, and much longer.”
“Enough of all this, you old fool,” Griswold said jokingly.

“Tell us.”
Ira lit his pipe and began his story. “Just forty-five years

ago last month, Lucia Fontano and her husband came over from the
old country. She was born and lived and worked in a family of
fishermen, a family which was of fishermen for generations. She
knew nothing else, and cared for nothing else.

“They were young at the time, I knew them well from the old
country. Nobody would play with me when I was a child because
they called me The Bastard Child. Only Lucia. We were fast
friends. Even with her husband I was a good friend. It was he who
helped me learn carpentry. He was a carpenter himself.

“They were here only a few years when Roberto was born. It
was all most unfortunate, since at his birth his father was dead. He
died of the consumption as they called it then. But his mother made
a vow the day he was born.

“ ‘He will not smell of fish as I do!, she cried’. I remember
the day for she had been in labor for almost two days. The mid­
wife was with her day and night. She screamed through the night,
the pain must have been terrible.

“Then there was silence. And, with amazing strength for a
woman who had just borne a child, she made the vow before the
statue of the Blessed Virgin.

From that day on, Lucia worked to give her son an education.
She hawked her fish uptown and downtown, morning until night, push-
mg a small, smelly, leaky cart before her through the streets.
Everybody knew her.

She gave a woman on our street money to take her boy to the
bes-school in the city. It was a private school. You know it—
wopkins Hall. She saved every penny to buy him good clothes in the
best stores. And she gave the school a false address, just to prove
to them she lived in a good neighborhood.

Even the name she changed. His was Fontane, not an Italian
naxn® like Fontano- He would not suffer scorn because he was no
like the other boys. She told him never to tell anyone at the school
what church he went to. If they asked, he was to say that he went to
the First Church of Christ.

For years, until he grew into a teen-ager, he thought he 
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went to the First Church of Christ every time he went to mass at

St‘ ^Theday of his graduation she paid a woman on our street
who had a fur coat to go to the school to pose as his mother.
smell of fish,’ she said. ‘I could never stomach those people up
there, with their high noses, anyway. But they will help my Roberto
get to the top’. ,, ,, ,

“Then Roberto went to high school. Again, it was the best
school in the city. Again it was a private school. I often told Lucia.
Think woman,I’d say. ‘Think! What are you doing to the boy, he 11
grow to hate you sooner or later 1 ’

“ ‘I don’t care,’ she’d say. Lucia was a stubborn woman. ‘But
he will not smell of fish 1 ’

“The day came when he went to college. All this time money
came from Lucia, usually in a dirty envelope she borrowed from me.
I saw her goto the bank, week in and week out and send Roberto money.

“One day, when I was not too busy—and I must admit that
since it was a warm June day I made sure I was not busy—I went to
see Lucia. We talked, drank some wine. She showed me her bank­
book. The first page started with $8,000. Each week for fifty two
weeks she went to the bank and drew out money. On the top of the
second page, the balance read $8000. She had earned more, saved,
begged. Some say she stole—who knows?

“At last, she showed me the final balance. After four years,
the figure still read $8,000. ‘Roberto tells me it’s enough for
medical school’, she said. The woman was in rags. She closed the
book. Then she put it away and excused herself. She was going to
the Salvation Army that day. They were giving out old clothes and
she needed a dress.

“Well, medical school came next---and that’s where you met
him, Arthur. All the time there were fraternity parties, drinking,
and girls. And Roberto fell in love with Frances. Frances Adams,
her name was then.

“She is not Catholic, you know. And I told Lucia that. ‘That
n° matter- She is a Protestant, and they will make my

Roberto the great doctor I know he will be. They will help him.’
fnrn o THe.marr]ed Frances Adams in a little town near here be-
back to worJ't t Peace- Lucia was hurt for a time' but went
back to work to see her son graduate from medical school.”

“niKaUSed f°r 3 moment> re-lit his pipe, and continued.
Roberto’s mXr W’o.^rTthUr’ g°°d D°Ctor 11131 *ou are> who
ly in t£ ey^s ? lra aSked’ 10°king at 016 doctor ^uare-

lived abroad AtA?t^e^“alWauyS 010116111 she was divorced and
liftia k A* least that s what he told me.” Griswold felt a
little ashamed to^ave caught his dead friend in a decepUon *

Yes, continued Ira. “That’s what Lucia told him to say.”
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“Lucia’s a gnarled old woman now,” Ira went on. “I often
used to tell her not to work so hard. Her son was well established
in practice and his fame as a rising young surgeon had spread far
and wide. He had money, she had no need to work.

“One day I was telling her all this, as I usually did whenever
I saw her, when she turned on me with a fury I had never seen be­
fore in her black eyes. Her hair was grey, stringy, sticking on her
head from the fish ooze. She had a habit of wiping her hands on her
head when she had finished handling fish to save washing her dress
too much for fear it would wear out.

“Oh—youlaugh! I’m serious! It was not at all funny. That
day she turned on me she told me her son had not accepted her in
his house. The house she had built, she said, with her sweat. She
would get her revenge. He ruined her, made her a hag—I thought
the woman had gone mad.

“She had gone to Roberto’s house, and, as usual, knocked on
the back door. Frances answered it, and called Roberto. He sat
with her in the kitchen because his wife was giving a tea in the other
room for the Wives’ Club. They were the wives of other doctors.

“ ‘This I thought was good,’ said Lucia. ‘They would help
him get to the top. But then Roberto told me not to come again—
even to the back unless I telephoned first. Then he told me that he
was ashamed of me in my rags. Honest rags 1 ’

“ ‘I asked him if I could come to live with him,’ Lucia told
me. ‘I told him I was tired of working and I was getting old. He
told me he didn’t have the room I ’

“From that day on Lucia planned revenge. For a week she
was sullen and silent. She stayed away from the Fish Market. For
one week no one saw Lucia. I decided something was wrong, so I
went up to see her. She received me into the room, her one room
in the cellar of a fish market.

“ ‘Do you like my new clothes, ’ she asked. I was astounded,
my friends. I saw her dressed in a velvet dress---blue, I think it
was—with a pearl necklace and she had on a fur coat.

Then she ran to the bureau and threw me her bankbook. I
saw the balance on one of the pages-—$8,000. She had kept that
balance in there for many years—too many for a woman over sixty
years old. Her eyes glittered like black diamonds as she snatched
the book from me and turned to the last page.
, i “ <Lo°k’’ she yeUed- ‘Look at the money I got I ’ I saw the
balance said zero and in big red letters was stamped ‘Account
Cancelled!’. H

“The next day>a bright Monday morning, the fish market was
busier than usual. Lucia was at her old stall, hawking her fish.

“ ‘Come,you fools!’she yelled. ‘Come buy your fish from the
great surgeons mother, Mrs. Fontane! I am the great Doctor
Fontane’s mother! Buy your fish from me !’ ”
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“She was dressed in her velvet dress, her pearl necklace and
fur coat. Her hair had been done like in a beauty parlor. She look­
ed beautiful, with lipstick and powder. People were gathering at her
stall, wondering, laughing. She still yelled. And she kept hawking
her fish that way all day long.

“When the moon was rising over the water, the fish market
empty, Lucia was still slumped over her fish cart -- the coat was
sticky and smelly. Still she croaked, ‘Come buy your fish from the
great Doctor’s mother 1 ’

“The next day her son came to the room underneath the fish
store. We didn’t see Lucia after that for a few days, but soon enough
she appeared, dressed in her old clothes, ready to hawk fish. She
told me in secrecy that her son offered her a weekly sum if she
would never again admit to anyone that she was his mother.

“And that, my friends,” Ira concluded, “is how it ended.
Lucia still hawks fish every day. She lives underneath the fish
store still. But maybe that will explain why she wasn’t at the wake
tonight.”

Griswold stood up and put on his coat. He didn’t say a word.
Neither did Pat. Ira sighed, put twenty cents on the table, slipped
on his coat and said goodnight.

“We’ll see you at the funeral tomorrow, Doc?” Ira asked.
“Yes, Ira.”
“And you, too, Pat?”
“Sure -- of course, Ira.”
“Then I’ll say goodnight.” Ira walked slowly out into the

street.

The next morning dawned clear and cold. The funeral procession
was being lined up in front of the parlors as the three friends met
at the door. Ira suggested that they go in for a last look.

They stood for a moment, gazing at the dead man, now lying
in a room devoid of flowers or draperies or theatrical spotlights.

“He looks at rest -- now,” Ira said. The others said nothing.
The room was filled with people — doctors and their wives, who
were buzzing about how they had heard it rumored that the mother
-- over seventy years old -- was flying from Paris that day for
the funeral.

There was a constant watch for any sign of a stranger. The
three friends heard the rumor, and Ira winked solemnly at the other
two.

Suddenly there was a buzz of excitement in the entrance hall.
Someone was fighting to get inside. At last the newcomer was allow­
ed in.

She stood still for a moment in the doorway. Then slowly she 
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recognized Ira and came toward him, turning her eyes neither to the
right nor to the left. Lucia’s eyes were black and cold.

“Ah, my friend Ira,” she said, extending her hand.
Ira shook it. “Lucia -- why didn’t you come last night? But

no matter. My sympathies are with you. How you loved your son! ’’
“I accept your sympathies for the death of my son, Ira. For

the death of a nineteen year old boy about to go to college! Love,
you call it, Ira, my friend. Hate! Death was his punishment,death
was his due.’’ Lucia Fontano turned toward the coffin.

“I would spit in his face now. But he is dead. It is the answer
to my prayers, Ira. Did you know that I have prayed for this day for
so long? Ever since the day he said to me that he would give me
money if I would not admit to being his mother again.”

Ira turned to see if anyone was listening. The room was still
— talking and buzzing had ceased. Lucia wore the velvet dress --
torn, patched and stained -- the fur coat and the pearls.

“I prayed for his death -- and God has been kind to me.”
Slowly, Lucia turned away from Ira and walked slowly to the coffin
and knelt on the red plush kneeling bench and made the sign of the
Cross.

Even after the room was cleared and swept of the bits of
flowers, the heavy odor of the roses and gardenias remained. Only
now it was mingled with the odor of fish.

Bitter Sand
I hear the ocean,

A voice is crying,
Of love’s despair

A heart is dying.

I see the waves
So calm, serene,

Yes, I must follow
My constant dream.

I feel the water
So cool, so moist

For I must follow
I have no choice.

I drift along
I see the sky,

Just one last look
For now I die.

By Virginia Tennant
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The Crosscurrents
The Players: T. S. Eliot, James Joyce, Kenneth Patchen
The Place: A dusky, silent bookshop in Greenwich Village
The Time: High noon on a warm day in midsummer, 1935. Our

players meet there, hesitate, turn and stop to talk
Eliot speaks:

ELIOT. To this
Abominable extent we remain
As helpless and lost
As the young bird
Whose incorrigible wingspread
Sassies the brace.
O such unbridled stabbing I
Is there no root beneath
This distempered path
To hold down and validity
One symmetrical tree?
Why have we lost our way in the dark?

JOYCE. I fear
You measure an infinite
With a spooning hand that has
No more grasp for grapes than
The dubious J. Alfred has
For marshmallows. Lockatree
And the feathered
Nicelynestlesnaps. Stays. Starves.
Symmetric three dimension dies. Death. Dead.

PATCHEN. Dear Old Dirty Dublin strays
While the benighted Profile brays.
Both of you stagger mawkishly
And blind yourselves with birdbaths.
You cannot perceive
The moss-cushioned root swelling
In the shadow of my eye
Because your lids are sealed
And smell like stones.
You are lost within
And cannot escape to the surface.

ELIOT. You, my good Sir,
Dangle beautifully from the tree.
Unhappily, you dangle
Not from the tree’s branch
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But from a blackened crust
Emanating from the flesh.
Mr. Dedalus creates a branchless
And insurmountable beanstalk,
Which only a Finnegan
Would have the temerity to ascend;
And you, Albion, spiral
With his bark
And suspend yourself groundlessly
Without form or pattern.

PATCHEN. When I admit
That my life is like flies
Rasping at closed screen doors,
I do not pretend there exists
A screenless door through which
I enter and depart. No.
I sketch, I study the contour,
I blink my eyes at the sun, I feel
My ripening thighs,
I have created a pattern
As intricate and fine as
The interlaced wire
Breeding the screen.

JOYCE. Slush.
Both of you slop and splatter.
Splinkersplot. Soarless
Wonders of the earth using
Other hands and masks, bleeding
Your throats with
A scarletful of anthems.
You, Profile, turn in your hymnal;
You, Albion, your diploma.
Schoolboys. Shoot me with snow.
Prometheus illbound. Weepswallow.
Shall I rock you to sleep?

ELIOT. Stephen has
Divorced the verdancy
Of his portrait because
He detects the imperfect stroke.
Justification abounds, Dedalus,
And I greet you cordially.
But you don’t adhere the principle,
And the soul segregates itself
From the body.
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The leash snaps
And you soar purposelessly;
The guest (pardon the expression)
Of existence, the cloud-sitter
And breaker-down of barriers.
You run ahead like a lust.

JOYCE The word
Has been spoken.
Ah women bewailing the waste.
Profile loves spiritually. Spirchilly.
It’s a soul your wooing
And a finelyfinitefeat. Flab.
I shall chop off my head
And observe the soul at work.
You listen to the voices of tombs
Hammering smallsculls
With dull hatchets. Help!
I’m being chased by a God!
Googlopglam. Seen my new set of fangs?
Is that all
You care to tell me, my child?
When did I have you last?
Pious Profile gives a dollar
But hates the change.
Your infallible ruler
Has but six inches.
Sexitches of whim and whigger.

PATCHEN. The Profile’s
Eternal brush-stroke
Of Wednesdays, furnaces,
Dead fishscales, and jellybeans,
Coupled with Finnegan’s
Mad and dissonant rocketing,
Submerge and turn purple
In esoteric waters.
Your viscid wings are
Heavy with a waxed night,
And you drown
In your own death.

ELIOT. Flesh
And Albion are blood-brothers:
The romantic lyricism
And green apples of a forest
Braying in the spring rain.
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Run on, Albion, soon
You will meet the arid wall
And know its impassability;
Soon you will return.

JOYCE. Impasse.
You both remain in a seed
Affording no escape
To the breath above.
Profile retreats not far enough.
Backupabit. Ascend.
And you, Albion,
Give me your hand.

By James T. Mehorter

Ellipse

Stars dipped into the sea
Lighting a misty chandelier
Beneath a curling.veil.
Across the void
Intoned a single voice,
A throbbing drum-beat from a passing age
Whispering enchantment.

Nature bowed her head,
The sprawling cortege threaded past
And merged into infinity.
The whisper grew into the fullness of a song
Until the empty nothingness,
Left naked by the transient souls
Was filled with harmony...

That hushed to breathless silence
Broken only by the lisping of the sea.
Suddenly,
A separate, babbling tongue
In crackling dissonance
Sought out each vacant niche.
The song began again,
Broke
And ended-sobbing.

Arthur B. Toft
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By Robert V. Pugh

The shadows lengthened across the steep cliffside, shutting
off the brilliance of the day, clouding Eric’s mind.

He wondered, as he stood there, just how long he had been
gone. The noise from the water below, as it rushed through the
gorge, had made him unaware of anything else. The peace and
solitude of nature everywhere had clouded his mind and caused it to
wander. Although he imagined these thoughts as something free
from previous deliberation, there occurred to him the reminder
that this was something that he had often mused upon.

Had the time come after all, he questioned himself. After
dominating his spirit for twenty-six years, was it only to end like
this? This was not the place for such an ending either. Perhaps
this sub-conscious inner self had predestined his life to this point
and would not give up now. Not now. The time had come. It would
be such a simple matter to throw himself from the bridge into that
rushing whirl below. Through his dilated pupils he fancied an image
in that whirl. There it was, a sample of that peaceful solution that
he had yearned for. There, in the center of that abysmal depth, was
his escape.

No other day had seemed as glorious as this. All around there
was nothing but brilliance—a glittering, and on the surface, clean
world for all to enjoy.

There were so many familiar faces too, he noted. Among them
was there a true friend of Eric’s’ No, they too were superficial
creatures as had been his former contacts. That was it. They were
contacts only. An acquaintance, not a friend. Notone had possessed
more than an ephemeral quality, nor was sincerity one of their
traits. It was still a world of competition—of appearance as well
as finance. The preening birds were evident here too. One vied with
the other for prominence in this new social whirl. But it wasn’t new
after all, only the setting had been altered, in as much as a constant
aura of gaiety prevailed. Previously this had only been witnessed in
certain places, and only on certain occasions, but here all were con­
cerned with prominence in the stratified society.

Who was the choreographer responsible for this sequence? It
appeared to be more on the Robbins level than that of de Mille. It
was still that whirling-dervish atmosphere that prevailed. A mixture
of somnambulism intermingled with reality suggested the auto-
fantasy of Eric.

Vice was evident here too. The surface cleanliness soon van­
ished and all mankind’s lasciviousness was apparent. There again
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was what Eric had fought against so vigorously —had in fact
obliterated a past life full of misgivings, only to find himself deeply
immersed in a similar situation.

Escape, he soon realized was impossible. This constant run­
ning away still did not solve the problem of living with his inner self
as well as that exterior shell which encased and plagued him.
Dichotomy of soul and self, even through Eric’s solution, was only
momentary. His body looked down upon his soul for only an instant
—and then, that too followed and man and image were united for
eternity. Within the whirl, Eric’s limp form spun swiftly, slipped
out, and continued over the falls.

The Contest

It comes in hard on the wind-side

A sea breeze—strong and deceiving,
In the city they called it “wind”,
Where there were growing things
Whose surrender announced its coming.
But in a sea breeze path
There are no branches to dance

And thus it comes...
In hard by the wind-side...hard.

If one has a good reason
For being there
(Like we did...he and I)
Then one doesn’t mind
Goose bumps for a coat.
And the footprints which we made
Stood out sharply,
Arrogantly displaying their togetherness
(“They” called it “defiance”.)
We tracked down the undulating sand waves
Leaving dents, with a dark side and a light.
And thus the moon saw her face there.

In the split second
Which is the present moment
When there is yet reality (not remembrance)
They called it “youth”
The reason we came
The few who knew
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(Who neither lived in the city,
Nor had to “see” tilings grow)
Named it.
They called it love.

The split second being ended
It is over too.
You can feel the sand cooling beneath you,
See its marks upon you...(signs of a split second’s limit.)

And you realize you must finally (and definitely)
Get up and go away now,
Because it’s over now,
Because endings are cold.
(Outside, around the edges
Of your globular, tearshaped split second...
It is cold.)
Not cool, like the sea breeze.
Cold. Cold and dank.

A boy with a metal box
Manufactured in that city
(Where growing things are “seen”)
Fired his mechanical weapon
And trapped the present moment into performance.
He sent his gloss paper copy
Into the contest...
You could hear them crying outside the city
When the judges awarded him first prize.

You could hear them crying with delight,
“His use of shadow and light...perspective,
The footprints...symbolism.
This boy looks promising 1 ”
And they sealed the prize money in an envelope
And sent it generously off to him.

He is sitting in Josie’s Bar now
With his girl
(In the city...two blocks from the light),
And he is telling her,
“I really want to take in Paris someday.
Jesus, they’ve got it made there.
You know, you can buy three beers in Paris
For the price of one...................... ”

Illona Somyas
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THE CROSSING

By John L. Irvine

“Thirty days left...and then! ” Dan Walsh snapped his long
thin fingers with an air of finality. Five months ago it had been six
months. The five months past seemed more like five years, five
long years, well lived and well worn with the passing of time. He
had crowded enough sensation, enough thrill, and enough just plain
living into them to last him through eternity. “And with some left
over,” he often reminded himself.

“Suicide! ” had screamed itself into his brain in big bloody
letters when he first realized the meaning of old Doc Taylor’s words.
“If you live carefully, Dan,” he had said, “You may last for a little
over two years, but any undue strain will shorten your time consid­
erably. There is a cancerous growth between your heart and lung
and right now it’s a toss-up which it will reach first. It’s rough
boy, but being your friend, as well as your doctor, I thought it best
to tell you.”

“Thanks,” Dan grumbled. “Yeah, thanks a lot.”
“It’s not that bad, Dan. You’ve still got some time; it’s up to

you how you use it.”
“Two years. Big deal. How long have I got if I don’t live

carefully—as you put it?”
“Six months maybe. A little more. A little less. It all depends

on you, son. Any great strain will probably cause the weakened walls
to rupture ahead of time. But that’s no way to feel. You’ve got some
time why not make the most of it?”

“To hell with that noise, Doc. If I’ve got to go I’m going out
in the proverbial blaze. I’m going to turn everything I’ve got into
cash and take off. I’ll do everything I’ve ever wanted to do and I’ll
go where I want to go, and when ithappens—well—it justhappens.”

All that had happened five months ago. Five long months that
were filled with five hundred years of living, and now with Paris in
the Spring, a Beaux Arts Ball, and all the rest behind him he was
going home. A man likes to die among people and places he knows,
Dan decided. He didn’t know why, but that was the way he felt.

He lay back on his bunk listening to the huge engines throbbing
in the depths of the ship. As the ship rolled he would, for a minute,
see the pale full moon hanging in the cloudless black sky, and then
as it rolled on the other side he would see the light from the moon
as it bounced off the black waves of the ocean. The pulsing engines
seemed to be repeating his phrase---“Thirty days, thirty days, 
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thirty days, thirty days.” The steady rythmn soothed him, finally
lulling him to sleep.

Clutching fingers dug into the fibers of his brain, they clawed
it up, stretched it to the breaking point, and then let it snap. A
piercing scream tore the sleep from his eyes and seared them with
a white hot flame. A persistent hooting of the ship’s whistle tore
him from the heavy arms of Morpheus and her sharp nails raked
across his ribs, digging into his flesh. He rolled over and buried
his head in the pillow trying to shut out the sounds. Suddenly he
realized he wasn’t dreaming. All this was actually happening. It
was real. As real as the shock of the cold steel when it hit his
warm feet as he leaped from his bunk. He hit the deck, took a step
to steady himself and then lunged across the cabin landing in a
heap in the corner by his trunk. Another wail of the dying ship’s
whistle brought him scrambling to his feet. He grabbed his life­
belt and was suddenly a part of the turmoil on the open deck.

Everything was chaos. People, or what would have passed for
people under normal conditions, were everywhere, screaming,
tearing, fighting for survival. Men were crowding women overboard;
women were trampling their own children, and the captain was
shouting and cursing ineffectually from the bridge. Dan sickened
as a boatload of women and children, badly overloaded, hit the
water, floated for a second, and then sank. Others were being
swamped as fast as they hit the surface. Loaded far beyond capacity,
a lifeboat would struggle to stay up, almost awash, and then like
some horrible, many-armed monster the hands of the drowning
would reach up from the water and grasp the gunwales, dragging
the boat and its cargo to the bottom of the sea.

“Poor fools,” he thought, oddly detached. The ship broke in
two and slipped under with a great gasping sigh. Bubbles and refuse
marked the spot.

Dan sank with the ship, drawn down by the compelling suction.
His mind worked furiously for some means of escape, and then
seeing none trailed off to silly thoughts.

“It’s like going down in an elevator with the lights out. Fifth
floor, pots and pans. Fourth floor, radios. Third floor, shut the
door. It was almost funny. His descent slowed as his mind reached
the main floor and he started up. Someone without a life jacket
bumped him, still going down. Grabbing fingers raked his arm and
passed by. A roar of swirling bubbles roared in his ears.

His head broke the surface in a swirl of phosphorus. The
round moon spotlighted the section of the shifting stage where the
tragedy had taken place. As he gasped air into his aching lungs a
woman, floating on a piece of wreckage near him sobbed, released
her hold and sank. The sea was empty. Horribly empty, except for
the refuse that littered its surface. A sandwich wrapped in wax
paper floated near him.
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The full meaning of his predicament and of the plight of the
others finally penetrated his mind and he began to shake. The cold
water finally gained recognition and he had to keep moving around
to keep warm. The silence was stifling in its immensity. A few
small fish broke the surface, feeding on the bits of food while
larger fish fed below. A woman broke the surface in front of him,
gave along sigh, and returned to the deep. His scalp crawled. May­
be she had been the one to clutch at him and whose nail marks on
his arm stung in the salt water.

In the grey light of false, long-in-coming dawn he saw a life­
boat floating a few yards away. It appeared to be empty. He paddled
over to it and heaved himself at the knotted rope that ran around the
gunwale. His fingers grabbed it, but the rotted rope broke and
dumped him back into the sea. He cursed the laxity of some marine
inspector and swallowed a mouthful of ocean. Thrusting himself up
again he grabbed the gunwale and tried to hoist himself up into the
boat. His bulky, cork lifebelt kept hooking on the edge of the boat,
stopping him. Hooking first one arm and then the other over the
side of the boat he managed to get rid of it. He tried to throw it
into the boat, but he dropped it and it quickly drifted out of reach.
Drawing himself up slowly he got one foot on the side of the boat.
His wet foot slipped on the wet wood and he plunged back towards
the ocean, his hands clawing air. His waving fingers brushed the
gunwale and he curled them sinking his nails into the soft wood. A
searing flame shot up his forearm as the middle nail split to the
quick. With the last desperate effort of a dying man’s punch he
swung himself up and over the side of the boat. He lay, spent from
the effort, his feet trailing in the water and his sides heaving as he
gasped for breath.

When he finally lifted his head he saw first that the boat was
empty. The emergency provisions were in place and the mast, sail,
and tiller were lashed under the seats. The direction sheet crumb­
led in his hand. Cursing, he set them up as best he could, finding,
to his surprise, that the boat would actually sail. He slaked his thirst
from the water cask and ate half of a wormy ‘survival’ biscuit.Set­
ting his course due east by the compass that had been in the sur­
vival kit, he settled back to wait. He knew land was not far off.

“If I can keep this wind I should make the coast by tomorrow
noon,’’ he said aloud, more for the companionship of his own voice
than for information. He knocked wood, wincing as the split nail
throbbed, and started to think. He pictured the headlines when he
got in. ONE MAN OUT OF TWO THOUSAND PASSENGERS
LIVES! He smiled as he saw Me -------*—------- -------

He knocked wood, wincing as the split nail
to think. He pictured the headlines when he

-- A.T.XZ inuuoni'ijj
He smiled as he saw his picture on the front page, then,

as his mind brought something out into the harsh light of day, the
smile turned to a bitter laugh. The something he had forgotten
until just now. The something that had been pushed to the back of
his mind in his fight for life. He had about one month to live. He 
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laughed aloud. Some joke. The only man to survive has a month
to live. He laughed harder and suddenly the laugh turned to a
cough.

He drank some more of the water and settled back to wait.
At least he would go out in a blaze of glory, he thought, he would
have his picture on the front pages. His eyes grew heavy toward
night and he settled into a more comfortable position, locking his
hand on the tiller. He was tired, but he had to stay awake until
tomorrow. He coughed again and was still.

The wind died with the dying of the day and was reborn as the
moon rose. The night wind, blowing from the opposite direction,
filled the sail and turning the boat around started it back in the
direction it had come. Dan made no move to correct the new course.
His blind eyes saw not the last act of the tragedy. Blood ran down
his chin and dripped onto his chest. The water in the bottom of the
boat became crimson.

The sea sucked at the sides of the boat as it slid towards its
destination. A gull cried and rose from the surface, wakened from
its slumber. The stars shown brightly. It would be a fine day
tomorrow.

Black Star

Too proud to die, I live and living I die each day.
To find the sky a gray and graying, It whites the green
And brown and black a cloud and clouding, It paints the gray
Like careless brush of painter painting those shrouds of day.

Black star within the orbs of black-white
Reckless sojourn through the black night.

Too old to wait, I go and going I wait the hours
To search the sky to seek and seeking I find the blue
A black a black a glow and glowing, It leads to bowers
Where careless flames do burn and burning, It kills the flowers.

by Francis Trcka
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Forlorn Roots

(A Ballet)

The wind is behaving very strangely lately. Its manner is un­
couth and no one cares to tame it...

You—You out there—can’t you hear me?...
Hush—listen. Close your eyes and listen to
More wind. An inadequate collar is pushed up around my neck.

The wind is strong, very strong—and I am frightened...
And yet the trees—sway and sing in an immoral ecstasy.

Their movements are consistent and continual—they have
no beginning and they have no end. The mortal wind is no
more—and a bright burst of light arouses the trees to
reality.

They have reached the ripe age—and they are strong and
proud—all that is needed is a breeze of encouragement
—and nature is the servant of mankind.

No resistance—the cause is just. Relax and fall nobly. And
for action in the line of duty—a scarred and petrified
monument remains...

And outside the forest: —

The freshness—and the exuberant zest of youth—Where has
it gone?...

The freshness is no more, and the fire has disappeared into a
lifeless spark.

The sensitive child—the simple youth—merging into a pit of
black confusion and becoming a misled Being...

Naive, inexperienced and witless—the glory that is youth —
is now the victim of dissipated minds and false words—and
the obvious pitfalls that no one is ever seasoned for...The
youth falls...The eyes continue to see and the heart con­
tinues to beat—but the once all important arms and the
once all important legs are no more. This human stump
with its tearless but foggy vission—and a slowly paced
rythmless breathing—is dead. Quite dead.
The tree is dead—but another will take its place.
The boy is also dead---but another will take ITS place...

By Irvin A. Heibman
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THE TRAIN

By Illona Somyas

Everyone is shivering on the platform, for the train is always
late when you run out with a flimsy sweater, thinking it will only
take a minute. The soft fog is turning to drizzle on a morning which
does not require of one, the facilities of discerning color. It is
“here” without sunshine, without the greenness of Spring, or the
whiteness of Winter. We are standing in the unimaginative black
and white of reality, outside a barren, stony station...hideously dec­
orated with the sound and sight of goodbyes..... and he is dressed in
khaki for the season.

For the hundredth time we both peer nervously down the
tracks, parallel till they submerge into the nothingness of distance...
and still the yellow headlight eyes can not be seen.

Good-bye is the faint perfume of Mermen’s Shaving Lotion, a
face still tan with the summer’s sun, and merciful trees, shedding
misty drops of water, giving it a sound--------- Goodbye is a hideous
pretense of half-intended promises, of insipid grins...missing their
mark of bravado...a finality of empty jabberings, and last minute
addresses no one really wants.

A small, leashed Pekingese is yapping about its master’s
trouser cuff, and powdered tears are staining the make-up of a
plump, fur-coated blonde who is clinging helplessly onto a bored-
looking sailor. A conservatively grey businessman mechanically
pecks his wife (with the flimsy sweater) goodbye, and, pretending
to read a newspaper, curses his luck that he missed the early train.
A red-faced, drooling baby is gazing glassily at nothing, and, allow­
ing “Mama” to pump its arm up and down, monotonously repeats,
“Da...da...Da...da...Da...Da,” in practise for the big show.

And all of a sudden the farewells, which have turned into a
hum-drum lull, become desperate and final, for we hear it—hooting
at us way off in the distance, becoming mercilessly louder as it
chooses one side of the parallel, and we see its eyes bulge larger
and brighter. Everything vibrates with its impending nearness,
and suddenly and screechingly our view is transformed into the
shape of the hideous, soot-skinned train. For one awful moment
it screamingly protests this stopping...grey, commuter hats roll
along the platform—women’s skirts wave up about their faces,
and I get a speck of something in my eye.

A train is an empty animal. It’s slate-grey body neither
absorbs nor reflects any of “it” ...of blood-red poppies waving
beside stagnant ponds...the rear-ends of miner’s shacks, and the 
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sooty pants they wear...the modern, smooth-planed city building,
with the commercial words in front...defining at once its nature---
like bad make-up...trucks hosing simmering summer streets, and
handball courts with Mulatto boys at dusk. It has seen beyond the
last door, and knows the meaning of “forever” yet it would be in
vain if I waited for it to try its hand at philosophy. Its echoes have
bad memories.

The vacant animal stirs restlessly now...(hypocrisy snivels
into a handkerchief)...It takes a deep breath, then heaves itself
forward, its breathing falls into the rhythm that its legs and its
powerful nostrils make. Portraited faces now wave frantically
from their grimy frames. The fat-faced baby drools, “Da...da”,
the shaky Pekingese strains futilely at its leash, a harsh voice
screeches, “Remember, Benny...Dean’s list! ” And I turn away...
refuse the last long look.

I stumble exhaustedly to the inside of the station, and slouch
down on a worn leather stool. The pudgy, thick-lipped young soda­
jerk winks at me, and I notice that a fly is vibrating about some
shiny stickiness on the counter-top. A baggy-coated old man on the
next stool hacks raspingly into the silver stubble about his chin,
and I clasp my hands to my ears. I order a cup of coffee and some
flaky Danish pastry. The bald-headed, suspender-stooped monkey
in the ticket cage has a warm, fat wife at home, and a son perhaps
who is old enough for........“Hey Buster,” yells my thick-lipped
admirer to someone across the tile-floored cavern, “Gof my draft
notice this mornin”...” My hands drop to the counter ledge...my
ears are beginning to ache.

The train is completely gone...I can’t even pretend to hear it
anymore. It is time to go back now, and fall into the rhythm of
obligation which I have broken for the moment. I shall go back to
their raving and ranting...their forcing of intangible “things” which
I cannot fathom for their uselessness. What good is any of it? In
my heart I know that for all their exhortations, when they are
through, I could carve my initials in their desks.

What good is anything?...A cold, unfeeling mechanism knows
the answer to “forever”...has seen behind the last door, and right
now, sitting on its wickered guts, are living ones, on the impermanent
side of the door, who say, “forever.”

There is some rotten moral to all of this. Oh my God, it is a
painful thing to hear all this...while the world is putting a pistol to
its head.
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SEPTEMBER STORM

by Stella McHenry

I was only five when it happened; nearly twenty-five years ago,
but I remember it as if it were only yesterday. It was a Friday eve­
ning in early September -- I remember that too, because I had just
started kindergarten that week, and I was blissfully organizing Sat­
urday’s play procedure. My mother and I were sitting on the front
porch, she with her knitting, and Ion the porch swing with my Angora
kitten, Streaky, purring contentedly beside me. Mother occasionally
interrupted my thoughts to ask questions about school and my class­
mates. She was very pleased that I made friends so easily, though
she didn’t comment too much when I talked about my favorite friend.
He was a new boy in town. He and his widowed mother had just
moved here that week and lived in a little house near the railroad
tracks. They were the first family of their kind to move to our com­
munity and it was very fascinating to me too, because I had never
seen a Negro before.

Mine was not a southern town. It was a suburb, thirty miles
outside of New York City - small - sleepy - Republican - whose
urban culture seeped sluggishly into the mind of its apathetic in­
habitants, who in turn, half-heartedly retained it in the same fashion.

That week the town began to exhibit signs of life. At first,
awakening was slow. Apathy struggled with surprize, and lost; con­
sternation battled with dread, and was defeated; confusion spread to
undercurrents of worry, swept clean with anger. Hurried whispers
of people echoed cavern-like through the streets.

That Friday night was very still, with the exception of late
summer crickets and an occasional hoot of an owl in a nearby tree.
The air was oppressive - a night for rain. The sky was very black;
it opened suddenly to let a white streak of lightning through and
then closed again. A peal of thunder awoke me from the drowsy
warmth that the gentle swinging motion produced. “Streaky” ran
under the swing shivering with fright at the noise and the flashes
that lit up the sky. Forked lightning webbed through the air, splitting
the increasing crescendo of thunder. I had no fear - the beauty of the
blue-white pattern fascinated me.

Suddenly my eyes fastened upon a flickering dim light off in
the distance. I watched it approach - it became clearer. Curiosity
mingled with awe and I looked to my mother for explanation.
“They’ve come”, she said.

The light became stronger. I could make out shadowy figures 
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silhouetted silently against the red and white fire that bobbed along
drunkenly before them.

It was a strangely frightening flame - for its beauty and
warmth gave off a malignant, evil odor. Then the light dimmed
and moved away. I saw a few remaining sparks as it disappeared
in the direction of the railroad tracks.

My mother sighed heavily, picked up her knitting, and wearily
rose from her chair. “It’s bedtime”, was all she said.

The Promise of Shadows

I caress the snow, scheming for an eternity,
And believe, like madmen, who have ridden past the sun
For beauty, in the cold promise of shadows.
Through these fingers trickle glittering eruptions
Of light, heralds of a God no mouth can achieve;
Whose mystic salve is not an icy refutation of longing.
With this stroke I shatter the aspect of tortured
Compromise and cached, unsprung destinies that
Lie tightly wound in some secret cellar....
I plot a thaw and welcome the deluge.

By Roger Rubin

The Challenge of Harmony

The rain cackles in proud disobedience
To any loose-fibred thought that screams
For one imperfect drop. For the sky weeps in
A holy tongue, ignorant of the sting of tragic salt.
That weaves its sure path through seas of disonance.
We seek the tonic of celestial pain; can a scarred seed
Bloom a perfect petal? Then our dusty imprint would
Wax noble, acquitted of frailty and fruitless yearning,
And we would reign in pious agony. But this magnificent
Presumption, etched in the acid of beauty and fear,
Meets only unyielding wastes of silence.

By Roger Rubin

32

HELICON

ENTOZOON

By Arthur B. Toft

Lester Markham sat up in bed and blinked at the sun-light
streaming in through his open window and wondered why Roberts
hadn’t called him. It was unlike Roberts, who was the best of valets,
to be lax in anything. Roberts’, ‘It is seven-thirty sir’ had reg­
ulated the years with geometric precision.

Markham was sure that this was not a week-end and equally
convinced that it must be well past ten o’clock. By this time his
office would be full of clients waiting for Dr. Markham, patient and
punctual Dr. Markham, to appear. They would prostrate themselves
before him mumbling inarticulate monosyllables and gesticulating
wildy towards their wide open mouths. The pattern had been the
same every day for years. Broken teeth, decayed teeth, rotten and
foul-smelling teeth passed before him in an endless parade. Some
would be cheerfully brave teeth, others tensed and frightened teeth,
but all chatteringly afraid of the decay that was working within and
which they trusted Dr. Markham to halt. The dentist sometimes
felt that it was his mission in life to clean out the decay of every
generation that had ever existed. And he was tired of it. When he
returned home in the evening he would see the ghosts of by-gone
molars insanely clicking in a dance of frustration around his dining­
room table, snapping reproachfully at his evening meal.

The thought suddenly struck Markham that Roberts had never
mentioned that dinner was often left untouched on such occasions.
Roberts’ inevitable melancholy would compel him to refer, respect­
fully of course, to obvious waste of this kind. Markham felt a
peculiar sensation in his spine when he recalled that Roberts
would not ordinarily go into the dining room to clear the table,
however, for at least half-an-hour after Markham had pushed his
untouched plate away.

That reminded Markham that he was still in bed and that for
once his valet had slipped up. It was high time that he corrected
Roberts’ error and got dressed.

Markham turned on one elbow and looked across the room.
Damn it! There was something queer about this particular morning
and it gave him a peculiar feeling in the pit of his stomach. His
mouth was full of gum and there was something wrong with his eyes.
He’d had one more than his usual two last night but that was no
reason for his vision to be cut down to two or three feet. And yet
all that he could make out on the other side of the room was a
murky, pink wall with inadequate rays of light reaching down it from
the open window.
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Markham closed his eyes tightly, then, slowly raised them to
the ceiling. He gulped! The ceiling had the same darkened flush
about it as the wall but was broken up by a pattern of uncommon rib­
like design. Markham lay and stared at it. There was a quality
about the ceiling design that was uncomfortably familiar and he felt
his forehead getting damp. In an effort to regain his composure he
looked quickly back to the window. It was still open and the sun­
light, thank God, was still there. He drank it in eagerly. There
couldn’t be too much wrong with him if he could still see the window
and the sunlight and the trees outside...and the trees outside...?
but the trees weren’t there.

Markham forced himself to lean back on his pillow. The back
of his pajama jacket was wet and stuck to his skin. He kept his eyes
unwaveringly on the window and tried to get a grip on himself. He
must think this thing through; he was sick, that much was obvious but
it wouldn’t do to panic. He’d lie still for a moment, keep his eyes on
the light and let himself calm down, then he would getup slowly and
dress,find outwhat had happened to Roberts and see a physician. In
the meantime he must keep his eyes on the window because those
damned pink walls and ceiling unnerved him. As he lay, fighting an
unnatural fear that threatened to swell up and overwhelm him com­
pletely, it seemed to him that the area of the window opening was
gradually contracting. He siezed wildly at the idea that the sash was
slipping and the window closing naturally. All he had to do was to
relate the sash to the sill and he’d be able to tell just how fast the
window was falling. But there was no sash. He suddenly realized
that the ‘window’ was just an opening, there was no frame and no
glass. Then it couldn’t close. He found himself babbling out an in­
coherent prayer that the window would stay open. That window was
his sanity, if it were to close....he struck the thought viciously from
his mind and sat stiffly upright. Sweat and tears mingled and ran
down his face in hopeless confusion.

The nerves in his body were crawling, violent tremors flooded
through his whole frame, down his legs and on into nothing. He
watched rigidly, his eyes frozen to the window. Suddenly he saw the
light flicker as something crossed its path outside. A feeling of re­
lief rushed through him. Someone was out there. He’d shout,
scream, attract attention and get out of here before it was too late.
He filled his lungs and tried to yell for assistance but all that came
out was an inarticulate mumble, a guttural murmur hardly loud
enough to carry to the end of the bed. Hysteria siezed him and his
mouth worked convulsively as he called and called but each time the
same meaningless gurgle was the only result.

A shadow moved across the window again, hesitated, darkened
and as Markham watched, petrified now into silence, two, huge,
grey-green, glass balls loomed swayingly into the shaded opening.
They were like two huge targets with black, glistening centers and 
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greyish green outer circles. Markham felt his teeth begin to chatter
and he started to laugh. The targets were eyes, human eyes peering
through the window and around his room. They revolved up and
around and gradually fixed themselves upon him, lying there shaking
with uncontrollable mirth. Markham knew he was mad but it was
funny—the eyes were funny—the whole situation was ludicrous,
and he shook with the humor of it all. The eyes continued to stare
at him unwaveringly and then suddenly they were gone. The burst
of light that took their place nearly blinded him and he fell back
sobbing quietly.

The light had the softness of sunshine about it no longer but
was hard and white. It hurt his eyes but he didn’t dare close them
from the glare. Somewhere in the back of what had once been his
conscious mind he could remember vaguely that the light coming in
through the window was vitally important to him but he had forgotten
why. He watched absently as the sides of the window began once
more slowly to contract and the aperture get increasingly smaller.
He wondered what would happen when finally it closed up completely.
It didn’t matter, of course, nothing mattered.... He was weak, ex­
hausted, all hope of comprehension or retreat was gone and he could
relax and wait for the end. Nothing made sense. He wasn’t in his
own room; he was looking at a window that wasn’t a window through
which two giant eyes had just quietly surveyed him; he couldn’t
shout; he couldn’t move. But wait a moment! He could move. He
had sat up and sank back. If he could do that, why couldn’t he get
out of bed and rush to the window? A fever of anticipation gripped
him. He felt almost jubilant. He giggled to himself and wondered
how he should go about it. Should he bother to dress? No, that
would take time, besides the fact that he didn’t know whether he
could find his clothes. Should he make one leap for it? No, the
blasted window had tried to outsmart him by closing its edges to­
gether so he’d outsmart it. And too, if he were to leap out he
wasn’t sure where he would land. The obvious thing to do was to
get quietly out of bed, walk sanely to the window, look out and then
jump for it. Then if he were really quiet about it all, he’d be out
before the window had a chance to close on him completely and
this whole room could go hang!

Markham grinned and eased himself stealthily into a sitting
position. The window was now only about half its original size but
Markham took courage from the fact that it had apparently ceased
closing for at least a while. He felt foolish that the plan of escape
hadn’t come to him sooner. It was so simple it made him want to
laugh again. He tried moving his arms. Nothing wrong there, they
were a little stiff but otherwise normal. He opened and closed his
hands a couple of times and then gripped the counterpane. A shudder
shot down his back and his hands snapped open in horror. His whole
being recoiled from the warm, slimy pad beneath his fingers. He
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sat stupefied, waves of cold shock vibrantly coursing through him.
What was it that covered the bed? His head was thudding; sweat
was pouring from him, he could feel it soaking down into the bed
clothes. Maybe that was it! Perhaps the counterpane was soaked
too. He stretched out his hand once more. If he were to get out of
here he had to throw the cover back and free his legs before he
could move towards the window, but, oh God, the counterpane had
slithered fleshily beneath his touch. His fingertips reached shakily
downwards, faltered and then with a quick movement, he stabbed at
the thing spread across his knees. His nails sank into the spongy
substance and as he involuntarily tried to shove it away from him,
it rasped against the palm of his hand.

He screamed but heard nothing, grabbed frenziedly at the
counterpane and flung it into the air. His legs bucked wildly as he
pulled to free them from the bed but they were anchored by his feet.
The covering fell back into position again but he snatched at it
drunkenly and hurled it back. In the instant before it slapped down
for the second time, the light from the window, that was now a
narrow ellipse of brilliance in the almost pitch-black room, lit up
his legs. They tapered down to the end of the bed and were wrapped
crazedly around the woodwork. His feet were gone and his legs
ended in long, thin points that undulated sensuously as his pulsating
muscles strained to break them loose from their rooted position.
He turned this way and that, pounding and tearing at the counterpane.
His body whipped with effort, and swung towards the nearside wall.
His fists crashed into the throbbing shadows but nothing solid met
his blows. The walls were of a smoother substance than the counter­
pane and yielded sickeningly beneath his frantic punching. Suddenly,
fatigue swept over him and he fell back. The violent exertion had
cramped his muscles; his arms were at his sides and would not
move; he was as rigid as if he had been turned to stone. A nausea­
ting bile welled up as though all his insides were decaying and a
vague retching surged through him.

He watched the pin-point of light way off in the distance. The
window that had meant so much was almost closed but it didn’t
matter anyhow, he could never reach it. He had closed his eyes
when he was conscious of a change. His body was still rigid, his
legs entwined. Then he knew I The window was wide open again
and he saw the spoon-shaped steel reach through it towards him.
There was a hole in the bowl of the spoon and it came slowly down
until it settled firmly over his shoulders. Markham was helpless
in the vise-like jaws and as the steel began to work deliberately
up and down, wrenching his body with it, he felt the choking bile
well up once more. The steel gave one last jerk and as the black­
ness closed in, the scream that Markham had struggled to give
shrieked upwards.
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