


"The time has come," the Walrus said, 
" To talk of many things: 

Of shoes -and ships -and sealing-wax -
Of cabbages and kings -

And why the sea is boiling hot -
And whether pigs have wings." 

Lewis Carroll 
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Latitude and longitude meet only when people 
do not exist in parallel. 

Jillane Fincher 



Impressed soul 

There is a viking fever running towards the 
oblivion of tomorrow 
in our presence 

the dawn of universality, there has been a desparation 
only because we have failed 

in the suppression of individuality daylight has 
illuminated our trusted lives 
this has been before 

in the vortex of misunderstanding i have noticed how 
it turns away from last view 

faceless voices, cream colored underneath the tree 
of yesterday had its grace 
in a swinging hemp line 

farmland winter, the deserts are fading from the sun 
in our end, only time continues. 

Stephen M. Kelley 
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Five on the Road 

Hotel 

Hands into the air 
Big smile on a cocked head 

And funny tummy. 

Yuk! 

Fat Episcopal 
Priests wear black wool Russ ian hats 

And walk like penguins. 

From a Car 

Bat black flap of oak leaf 
Lifting over snow drift .. 

Tsk tsk, just a crow . 

Spring 

A flip of his wrist 
And up, up goes ball, boy, 

And big, twisting dog. 

Sunrise at Kinzua Reserviur 

Yellow ball , white line -
Abstract painting made for us 

By sun and jet plane. 

John Scarlett 
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Five in March 

Soon She 

Spring fever and see -
The lovers kiss and soon she 

Feels his fevered spring. 

Forgot 

Ah spring is here . 
And see the pussywillow. 
And me with no sweater. 

Hot House 

Pussywillows bloom 
For now the sun shines brightly 

In our living room . 

Flashes 

In the afternoon 
Fireflies there among the trees? 

No, forsythia. 

Poet 

Forsythia sprig , 
Lenox vase, and turquoise linen, 

Tickling his daemon. 

John Scarlet 
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The Robot 

Robot moves with 
mechanical intensity. 
Robot is all coiled up, 
but not ready to spring 
- for he's already sprung . 
Broken. 

Token. What token 
will make you tick? 
Have you ever really ticked , my luv , 
the robot with the potentious outside wrapping, 
but who (perhaps) has been tinkered apart 
and sprung all (?) wrong inside . 

He sways, 
but with short and 
mechanical twitches. 
He swings , 
but without me to 
the sound of the House. 

And he never, never, looks at you . 
(even when you stare at him) . 
For his eyes are off elsewhere . 
His eyes are somehow hollow. 
He's not here, he' s there . 
But where? 
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Somehow sprung. 
Somehow broken 
down and 
somehow roboty cold . 
And when he moves to kiss you , 
you know what it ' s going to be like . 

For his kisses are all the same . 
They are all one, quick, methodical move . 
FORWARD. BACKWARD . 
Your task is done . 
Good little Robot! 
NICE little Robot! 

I'm so glad your memory banks 
remote-control motivates you 
to show no emotions. 
To you, life is better that way. 
Well, 
ISN'T IT?? 

OFF - ON 
CLICK . 

There was no other way to turn. 
Your ON button 
is presently out-of-order, 
not to be seen, at least by me. 
Oh well, (the repair man should be here soon.) 

Jillane Fincher 



we people are nine-tenths ("up to our necks in " ) 
water . 
Imagine . 
but tell me 
of what are whiskers made? 

Surely, 
when we die 
you and i 

our hydrogen (two parts) and oxygen atoms 
are most welcome to return to the heavens 
(think of the good they shall do) 

rain on the fields 
rain on the seas 

and on our grave - flowers 
above. 

And my eyelashes nestling 
caressing 

butterfly-kissing 
the hairs of (once upon a time) 

Winter 

Florida 
is nothing 

but a giant 

your chinny chin chin. 

Jan Levenberg 

nursing home 
where people 

go 

Richard Gardner 
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to 
Die . 



MOTHER'S CHILD 

Mother's child was a fine young man 
with great potential :so it seems: 
To take over Daddy's business machine. 

Great possibilities, wonderful future were the 
words of his teachers and they know 
:so it seems: Daddy's caught in his 
machine, he would like the name changed 
to, and Son Machine . 

How nice 

Mother' s child needed nothing a certificate couldn't 
buy, the bargain basements were ful I of 
people to be auctioned. Go take a lookie see 

when I viewed them I voided all over. 

Mother's child looking ahead, around and back, 
he has become a lost child . Oh, where is Stanley? 
Searching is hell it seems when your trying 

to find a being. 

Daddy Machine whithered and rusted, then he 
went out of order, and Son Machine filled 
the position, nobody discovered him yet. 
How long can he last? You know the answer 

MOTHER (it seems!) 

Steve Congdon 
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Umbrellas are for hiding under when even the rain subsides. 

Jillane Fincher 
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WAITING 

The rain pattered monotonously against the window pane, and ran down 
the glass in erratic little rivulets. Inside, the t.v. droned on, more for 
company than for entertainment. 

JoAnn lit a cigarette and took a deep drag. It wasn't her regular brand 
and she didn't like it. She grimaced and blew the smoke out her nose. She 
glanced at the clock on the wall and at the t.v. tab, dissatisfied with each. 
"Why doesn't he call?" she thought accusingly. She got up, stubbed out 
her cigarette in the ashtray on the endtable and crossed to the window. The 
sky was a smooth gray blanket that dripped continuously onto the shiny 
pavement below. Many of the cars already had their headlights on. "It sure 
is getting dark early," she thought. "It's quarter to five. Bill said he'd call 
no later than five. I wonder why he doesn't call . Maybe he doesn't really 
want to go out with me. Well, maybe I don't want to go out with him, 
either. After all, he is colored .... I wish it would quit raining." 

She checked the phone to see if there was anyone on the line to 
interfere with a call. There wasn't. She replaced the receiver and went to 
the kitchen. Peering into the refrigerator, she thought of her mother . They 
never got along, but at least there was always food to eat when she wanted 
it. Two eggs, a loaf of stale bread, some onion dip but no potato chips, a 
little left over hash, and a six-pack of beer was all her refrigerator held, and 
she was starved. She pulled out a can of beer and opened it. The clock 
said five to five, and she thought about the night before . 

She'd been standing at the bar for about an hour. It was a local hangout; 
a place to go if you need a fix, or if you want to talk to a bearded, beaded 
young man about the illusion of God, or if you want to pick up a tender, 
young blond wearing her mother's motheaten fur coat. Jo Ann came here 
because she liked to watch people. 

Suddenly an arm was flung across her shoulder, and the unexpected 
weight unbalanced her for a moment. She glanced sideways, puzzled. Who 
was he? Then she recognized him; she'd met him at a party several months 
ago, and hadn't liked him. His name was Joe. 

"Jeez, Baby, I ain't seen you in ages. Where ya been, huh?" His dilated 
eyes ran up and down JoAnn's body, sending a shiver through her. 

I don't believe I know you," she lied. 
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"Sure you do. We met a couple weeks ago." His face was closer now, 
his breath catching repugnantly in her nostrils. She shrank away from him, 
but his grip tightened on her shoulder. 

"Aw, don't do that, Baby," he whined. "Y'know, I really like you. I 
really do." His voice and expression changed. "I ' ll bet we could do some 
wild things together . Ah! Wild!" He accentuated the last word with his hips. 
"Look, Baby." His face lost it's dreamy expression and put on an attempt 
at persuasiveness . "Why don' t you and me go for a little ride and find some 
nice, quiet place . . . ?" 

JoAnn shifted her weight, trying to dislodge his arm . She was getting 
irritated. She didn ' t like being called Baby, and it was absolutely repulsive 
com ing from him . 

''I'm staying right here, thanks, " she said tersely . "And move your 
arm ." 

"Aw, now, Honey. We' re gonna have a real nice time, you wait an' 
see. " He pulled at her . "C'mon," he said . She didn ' t move, and his face 
hardened. " C' mon, Baby!" 

JoAnn was on the verge of getting nasty and making a scene when a 
hand cam e down on each of their shoulders, separating them slightly . 

" Excuse me," a voice said . They looked up. A tall, good-looking Negro 
stood waiting for their attention . He leaned toward Joe, lowered his voice 
and said, " There' s a girl up there, " he cocked his head indicatively, "who 
says she wants to see you." 

The blood-sh ot eyes stared blankly back at him . 
"A tall blond, " he added enticingly. "She says it ' s very important." 
Joe blinked, and tried to focus watery eyes on the far end of the room . 

Then he looked at JoAnn. His face clouded, then cleared. He shrugged and 
said distractedly " 'Scuse me . . . business . . . blond," and weaved away 
through the crowd. 

They watched him go , then JoAnn turned to the man, relieved. 
"Thanks, " she said . "Is there really a girl over there?" 
" No . You looked like you could use some help. My name' s Bill." 
''JoAnn .' ' 
"Would you like a drink?" 
She looked at the beer she ' d been nursing since she arrived . 
"Yes, thanks, " she said. "I could use one about now." 
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They stood silently while the bartender got their drinks, then stood with 
their backs to the bar. 

"You know, you may be in more trouble now than you were before," 
Bill said. 

"Impossible! Nobody could be worse than him!" Her smile faded . "I 
really didn't mean that the way it sounded. Really. I mean, I just can't 
think of anybody I like less than Joe, at the moment." 

Bill smiled. "Don't worry about it, JoAnn. I'm not." 
After that it was easy. They talked about themselves, their jobs, their 

families, their friends. They discussed world politics, national politics, local 
politics, and how corrupt they thought they were. They talked frankly about 
the racial problem and their attitudes toward it. They talked about nearly 
everything, and when they were silent, it was a comfortable silence. 

Finally Bill said, "Look, I'm starved! Why don't we go get something 
to eat?" 

JoAnn hestitated . 
'Tm not going to rape you," he added laughingly . 
She smiled wanely, slipping into her jacket. "He is nice," she thought . 
Bill had a new Chevrolet hardtop; dark green with a creme colored 

interior, bucket seats, stereo tape and black carpeting. 
"This is beautiful, " she exclaimed . " Everything but the kitchen sink." 

She fastened her seat belt. 
They went to a small, all night diner on Main Street. Bill ordered ham 

and eQQS from a frowning waitress, JoAnn ordered a cheeseburger and 
french fries, then they sipped coffee while they waited. Bill was watching 
some customers at the cash register and JoAnn took the opportunity to 
study him. He was quite good-looking, she thought. He had a light com
plexion, big brown eyes with long curly lashes, a nice nose and mouth, and 
was well built. He glanced at her and she smiled . She felt pleasantly excited 
to be with him. 

"We're creating a disturbance," Bill said. 
JoAnn looked around. Yes, they were. Everywhere she met furtive 

glances, eyes peering over menus, dispproving stares . "You mean, like that 
wrinkled-up, little, old lady glaring over her spectacles, two booths down?" 

They laughed together, and it was like it had been before. Easy conver
sation, relaxed companionship. They ate leisurely, then he took her back to 
her car. 
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"I'm not going to ask you out right now," Bill said as he held the door. 
"It's something we should both think about." He paused. "But I think I'll 
probably call you, ok?" 

"Yes." There was a tightness in her stomach. 
"Tomorrow?" 
''Yes.'' 
A thoughtful pause. "Ok. I don't usually get up before noon on Saturday, 

but it'll be before five." 
"Al I right." 
He closed the car door then and JoAnn rolled down the window. "Bill. 

Thanks for tonight," she said. 
He smiled. "Goodnight, JoAnn." 

The telephone rang and she jumped. It was now dark out and she 
hadn't turned any lights on. She groped for the switch as it rang twice, 
three times. She strangled the fourth. "Hello ." 

"Hello, JoAnn? This is Marilyn." There was no reply, so she continued. 
You know, Marilyn, your sister. I'm the one who ... " 

JoAnn cut her short. "Oh, yes. I remember you. You're the one who's 
always giving me a hard time." Her tone changed. "No. I was expecting a 
cal I." 

"Oh! Are you going out tonight?" 
"That's a good question." 
"Well, I won't keep you. I called because I wanted to invite you over 

for supper. One of the other firemen is sick and Jim has to work again 
tonight. I thought maybe we could both use some company." 

"Maybe we could. Listen, Mare," she glanced at the clock; it said 
5:25. "I think I'll wait another twenty minutes for Bill to call . If I'm coming 
I'll be there by six, if I'm not, I'll give you a call, ok?" 

"Ok, I'll see you later then." 
She sat down on the couch and automatically lit a cigarette. Her stomach 

growled. She wondered idly of it was trying to influence her, and it growled 
again, as if it had heard her thought. She smiled. She wrinkled her brow in 
concentration, thinking more serious thoughts. She went to the kitchen and 
got a piece of paper and a pen, and began to write her questions down. 
It was time consuming; better than just waiting. 
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"Do I want to go out w ith Bill? " 
"Yes." 
"Why?" 
Pause . " He's nice. He's exciting. " 
"Why is he exciting? " Her pen stopped, but her mi nd raced on. 
"Why is he exciting to me? Because together w e attract attention? Or 

is it because of his personality? And he's interesting because he's so di f
ferent , because he's colored , huh? Why was I so glad he had bucket seats 
and seat belts? Because they're proved to be 80 % more effect ive in ca se 
of a highway accident? Face it, JoAnn . It wasn ' t that kind of thing I was 
afraid of. I just didn ' t trust him. I don't really want to have more than a 
casual friendship with him. Last night it was alright beca use I knew it 
could only stay casual , but if I accept a date with him , it ' s bound to get 
more intimate." 

A look of confusion crossed her face. " That ' s not fa ir," she thoug ht . 
"Why should it be different because he ' s colored. The Constitut ion says 
that all men are created equal . The only thing different is th e color of our 
skin. Even our blood's the same." 

There was a long pause, then she heaved a deep sigh . " That ' s th e way 
it is, though. That's the way we're brought up . That ' s why our generation 
is so confused. Society tells us in one breath that we must not discriminate 
against anyone, and in the next, hints, 'But it won't do to get too chummy 
with them. ' Like dating or marriage . That's why I can ' t find any valid rea son 
why I shouldn't go out with Bill, but inside I have this built-in feeling , this 
apprehension . It ' s not fair to Bill or me, or any of us, for that matter ." 
She sighed again. The clock on the wall said quarter to six . 

"I guess it doesn't make any difference, anyway," she thought as she 
shrugged into her coat . " Bill's not going to call ." She checked for her keys , 
took one last look around the apartment, and closed the door behind her . 

At ten to six the phone rang. It rang nine times, then stopped. 

Joyce Huff 
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WATERSHED 

I spawned in slipping glade and shining lake 
By grassy beds . And darting disks and flashing fins 
Were my delight . 

I lightly danced down cooling swirls and warmed 
In sun shafts keen to sink in rapture swift -
Abandon bright. 

Then swelling crest pressed farther field 
Then pressure quested fuller yield 
Fresh-summoned urge. 

An ever-drawing-swifter pace 
Forced rushing run toward fast embrace 
Close new-known merge. 

Now pulsing flow serves thirsty broth 
Now welling strength is willing troth 
To slacken dearth. 

Cou Id torrent burst 
In narrow race 
And roaring drown 
The weeping face 
Of parched earth? 

Thelma Caudle 
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IN HAY 

Straw scratched your 
Soft 
Warm 
Skin, 
And you feel the sun sizzling 
All over. 

There's a mile between you and all, 
Except 
HIM 
Close, 
And your bodies touch in a hand glove style. 

His touch is gentle, and his hands 
Softly 
Caress 
Faces, 
And you sigh as you watch him at work. 

Lips don't pay lipservice, but truth 
Whispers 
Softly 
LOVE, 
And you eat up the delicious verbal meal that he feeds you. 

Now, still pure, but ready for darkness, 
sun 
slips 
slowly, 
And you ask him to wait for a moment. 

A playground of verses comes to your mind, and you 
Sing 
Softly 
Remembering, 
And images you thought long gone haunt your now sizzled mind. 

Darkness descends, and his red eyes glow, 
hungrily seductively 
invitingly, 
And you give your RSVP - TOMORROW 

Suzanne Longmore 



Wonder cut 

As i draw the knife across the kitchen table, 
cutting oil cloth pictures of 
sweet voluptuous maidens 

making candies and breads in kitchens of 1 9 2 0 pastdays 
i bled oil onto the floor 

my knife cuts deeper into the table making a scratch 
of varnished mystery 
on pine boarded misfortune 

and the people in the pictures wear strange clothes 
i bled varnish onto the floor 

and the naked walls in the room, where there is no light 
are black from a fire which 
raged through the last day 

before i slept on my bed in the new place at the woods 
i bled pine sap onto the floor 

and the stairs leading up to bedrooms, which hid 
the loves of long forgotten 
people who moaned in 

giddy pleasure about their lives lived in bed sheets 
i bled semen onto the floor 

and the last remaining column on the portico is black 
and peeling and the 
lawn once filled with 

gay people drinking and talking about the days of leisure 
i bled alcohol onto the floor 

the house now standing with yawning windows 
who draw into the empty 
lung rooms, breathes filled 

with ancient molecules once held underwater by savage divers 
i bled air onto the floor . 

Stephen M . Kel!ey 
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America 

I crossed the Brooklyn Bridge 
From reality to fantasy, 
From Atlantic to Pacific -
Saw the people all below, 
All withdrawn, 
All up-tight, 
Living in darkness 
Hiding from light. 
They cry in their own little Peyton Places, 
And laugh with their comical friends 
At error and disgrace, 
Never seeing another's face, 
Never feeling the need to know 
The why or wherefore of such things 
As murder or as mocking minds. 
I crossed the Brooklyn Bridge 
From earth to sky, 
And saw below so many little nothings 
With so many cares and not caring, 
With so much to give and not giving, 
With so much to do 
And not daring 
To take a chance 
Of breaking the shell 
That shuts them in their lonely hell. 

Marv Lou Bittle 
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neverchild 
by 
In 

oh, neverchild, 
i can't believe that you 

ever 
ran barefoot through 

swaying grasses. 
neverchild, 

i can't see you smiling 
real smiles 

without your face 
wrinkling and shriveling 

like it is. 
no - never! 
neverchild, 

i can't believe that 
your gnarled, knotted hands 

have ever 
grasped a sunbeam 

no . . 
neverchild, 

where did you learn your 
past? 

can't ever know you or 
your never childhood 

but i won't forget you. 
no, never. 
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You 'd Only Laugh 

Ya know, luv. 
I could tell you 
so many great things 
but . . . you 'd only laugh . 

About you and me 
that's what these would be 
and that is why 
you ' d only laugh 

We aren't jus ' fr iends but we're not close friends either 
so it's al I a laugh 
so what . 

My mind intricates 
and adjusts itself 
to fit size 1 O½ -
but not mine (yours) 
you think yourself BIGJ 

If you don ' t know what I'm 
talk ing about, just take a look 
at yourself and 

. you 'd only laugh. 

Jillane Fincher 
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REFLECTIONS ON THE BEACH 

Why am I a piece of rotted driftwood? 
Do I wish to be kicked 

around? 
Do I like to be thrown into the 

sea 
And have the tide bring me to 

shore 
Only to be thrown back again? 
Just because I am a piece of 

driftwood. 

Or do I hope for someone to come 
along, 

Pick me up and brush me off, 
Take me to his home and 

polish me, 
To put upon his wall 
So that I can add beauty to his 

Home? 
All because I am a piece of 

Driftwood? 

by 
Christopher C. Scott 
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He sat on the wall 
for children -
curly heads 
nestled in soft 

pillows 
And he fell -
but he was just 
a storybook creature 
and though they felt sad 
in their childish ways -
because he could not be put 
back together again -
it never really bothered them 
and they fell asleep 
dreaming 
of king's horses and men . 

He sat on the wall 
a dozen ti mes each day 
throughout their childhood. 
Each time he fell 
he would somehow rise 
and jump back into 
the pages of the book 
that mother read to them from 
the next day. 
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Tell them, mother, 
on this blackest day, 
that he has taken 
his very last fall. 
Tell them -
though it makes you 
sick with fear. 

They will be blissfully 
unaware 
in their childhood innocence 
and will ask you to read to them 
from another sparkling book -
never questioning 
the tears 
in 

your 
eyes. 

Lynn Boyce 



A , E, and I 

Alas poor A, 
for she is not beau-te-fu l. 
Her mind wanders, 
in strang e deep 
regions of dusk. 
Not in a 

dark deep hate 
Not in a 

rich deep love. 
Alas she is led by 
false hearted lovers, 
into a world of fiction. 
Releasing private 
passions in the night. 
Little do they know or 
care for her . E 
loves this girl, but 
she is calloused, by 
fickle lovers. 
Alas poor E, 
he loves a girl, she laughes 
and tells him of no-one else . 
He is drafted by 
his loving government. 
Waiting in dawn 
for the return of day. 
He is unaware 
of his wasted love. 
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Alas poor E, he 
ca nnot know th at 
his lover is unfait hful. 
" Is love so blind ." She 
runs 'round laughing, 
loving, and faking it. 
He cannot see , 
for how warm his 
love is, it cannot melt 
a cold heart. 
Alas poor I . 
I see these things in my life . 
have doubts of my 
love . I quiver and 
hide in the depths 
of self. Afraid of 
a force that has no 
shape or colour. I wonder 
of life and love . 

.. m. m. eMM .. .. 



Sunset on Calvary 

Now gooth sunne under wade 
Me reweth, Marye, thy faire rode 
Now gooth sunne under tree: 
Me reweth, Marye, thy sane and thee. 

Anonymous 

REFLECTIONS ON " SUNSET ON CALVARY" 

"Now gooth sunne under wade:" 

Shadows are beginning to form around the cross. Mary stands unmoving as 
a cloud of darkness crosses her face, momentarily dimming the horrible view . 
But she is unaware of the fading light so it offers no shelter or reprieve 
from the sight. It is still glaringly impressed in her mind if not in her eye . 

As the day dwindles into night, so too Christ's life has faded into the 
nighttime of death . The redeemer has been slain and the world is changing 
into the black of mourning . 

"Me reweth, Marye, thy faire rode." 

Now the poet speaks to Mary. He has watched her endure with her son the 
agony of torture and death. He has seen her eyes betray the depth of her 
sorrow while she unflinchingly observed the day's proceedings . He has 
wondered at her strength and marveled at her bravery. He does not know 
what has sustained her . He would not be able to comprehend that she knew 
of this day at the time of her son ' s birth; that she bore this son for this day . 

He is kind and lovingly simple . To stand at the cross with this sorrowing 
woman and offer no consolation is contrary to his nature. He is also too 
moved to remain completely impassive. His mind can no longer tolerate such 
brutality without some external act to relieve the emotions he has kept 
bridled through the day . 

He tries to form some thought to offer solace to the grieving mother. All 
words at this time pale in meaning. None can assume the task . He can only 
express the emotion overwhelming him as he gazes at her face: 

"I pity, Mary, ... " 



"Now gooth sunne under tree:" 

It is becoming darker and the crowd has diminished to small groups scattered 
about the crucifixion area. The night is bringing relief from the blazing heat 
of the day. Mary keeps a vigil at the foot of Christ's cross. Kneeling and 
praying with head bowed, she does not see the man who spoke to her a 
while ago. But he still watches, and as dusk deepens he moves closer. 
The cross has become only an outline now. 

Soldiers who had raised the cross that day assemble to remove the body 
affixed there. As they lower Christ to the ground, Mary raises her arms and 
gently eases the body down, cradling her son to her breast. She remains 
like this until darkness completely envelopes them. 

"Me reweth, Marye, thy sone and thee." 

Only mourners remain. Spectators have gone long ago. The poet sits cross
legged on the ground silently watching mother and son. The body of Christ 
rests limply on Mary, one hand brushing the ground, his head on her 
shoulder. Christ ' s face is peaceful!, no longer mirroring the ravages of the 
day. The sun has set on the saviour at rest. His mother's sorrow is softened 
knowing that her son has fulfilled his obligation to God and man. Knowledge 
that the miracle of resurrection will occur in two days tempers her grief 
with joy. But the poet can only see her sad face. He can only see the 
battered body of Christ proclaiming man's appalling inhumanity and injustice. 

He rises to leave. At the movement, Mary looks up. Once more he must 
proclaim some of what he is feeling. He knows that as a member of the 
society of mankind he shares guilt and shame for this act. His conscience 
must be assuaged. He cannot leave without showing he has found the event 
profoundly disturbing. 

Mary senses his need to speak and quietly waits while he struggles to 
structure the thought which will express the emotions he has experienced 
through the day - the thought that when spoken will lighten the pressure 
of guilt weighing on his mind . Looking into Mary's eyes, then down at the 
lifeless Christ, he becomes devoid of all emotions but one. Head bowed, 
eyes closed, he speaks: 
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"/ pity, Mary, thy son and thee. " 

I believe the medieval poet of this lyric placed the drama at sunset to 
deepen the feeling of gloom and sadness pervading the scene. Darkness 
brings an emphasis to all emotion. Feelings which have been hidden by the 
glare of sunlight and activities of day reappear with the darkness and quiet 
of evening . 

Sunset is also the end - of the day and, in the poem, Christ's and Mary' s 
ordeal. Always present at this time, however, is the expectation of a new 
day bringing possible hope and happiness . Christ's impending resurrection 
is the new day, bringing redemption and eternal happiness to man . 

The reader can relate to the poet's simplicity of expression . In the face of 
tragedy, basic feelings and thoughts are bared with no rationalization or 
superfluous detail to cushion the impact on the mind . The poet was over
come with stark pity and expressed it simply and sincerely . To have said 
more would have diluted the depth of feeling behind his words . 

I feel the unknown poet of this lyric must have been touched with literary 
genius to be able to condense all the facets of the crucifixion into four 
lines of verse. The fact that his work still exists today, powerfully communi
cating the mood and manner of the event, is proof that others through the 
ages have also been moved by the simple profundity of his words . 

Mary Ba//iano 
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celestial gardens of synthetic beings 
florescent dust fills their vacuum minds 
weightless pleasure and sensual experience 
the manna of the artificial souls 

Tom Schmidt 
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More Haiku 

Violets of Spring 
Color of late April skies 
cry tears of fragrance. 

Dandelion weed 
holds high his jubilant crown 
too noble to roar. 

Chrysanthemum white, 
neck inclined upward, yearning 
to kiss yellow sun. 

A drop of sweet sap 
issuing from lilac's flow'r 
falls on open lips. 

Daisy dotted field 
heavy with satisfied bees 
like buzzing halos. 

jan levenberg 
My First Jet 

(New York to Rochester) 

Talk about flipping 
out! 

At ten thousand feet, 
incandescent contours 

of 
diaphanous tufts, 

three dimensional 
floating floor 

of pleasure dome 
undecreed but here -

sheer billow wonder! 

John Scarlett 
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Child, life 
is not all sillyfunwhimsy 
they tell me. Ha ha ha, 
tell I to them. 
I'll be a woman 
when I want 
not when the moon's pull makes false tides 
inside my heart-gut . 

How can I prove it to you? 
Your curls bouncing before me 
as you high step rai I road ties 
and I breathlessly lag to envy 
a caterpillar . 
Some day 
soon 
everyone will say 
what a beautiful insect fl utters by. 
W ish it was I. 

Jan /evenberg 
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Spring has arrived 
And my mind has opened 
Risen out of its winter shell 

Thoughts come easier now 
Once sunlight hits my face 

If I could tu rn and change 
Like so many Friends have done 
I could never wholly face myself. 

The blue sea of air 
Washing my mind 
Cleansing it for pure 
unadulterated thoughts 

The bird is the sailor of the sky 
And waves of wind help it to sail 

Unlike other animals, is the bird 
Because he views the world in 

God's perspective 
The sea of passiveness 
Grey, Blue or White 

John Lyons 



Constipation Melody 

Infinite supremacy overwrought with malignant injustice, 
defiled statues, the romanesque 
plight of dead men 

ashes covering decadence, the lyre of history becomes an 
electrophonic distortion pushed to orgasm 

probing into the division of minds, hands bloodied from 
menstrual leavings of far lost adversity 
constructed flights into volcanic misconception 

deserts in edens are following oasis dreams slightly wet from 
the emissions of noctural trysts. 

Stephen M. K el!ey 
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SAYING 
by N . Francesco 

The grass is 
Always greener 
In the other 
Guy ' s 
Cigarette. 

(submitted by 
Christopher C. Scott) 

SOM ETH I NG AUSPICIOUS 

Jus ' happens to be hanging ' round 
Jus' so happens to be paintin ' the town 
Wipe off your frown and plan Susie Creamcheese. 

Just so happens she comes when she does -
When she is there, but not really there . 

Hey! Susie Creamcheese ! How are you today? 
Do you love me . ... today? 
Hey! Susie Creamcheese, will you walk with me tonight, 
Will your kisses mean something or will they bite? 

I've had my fill 
of your " I missed you, Phil ." 
Now I write with quill 
while silver bullet words meet their kill, 
emotion triggering the will . 

Jillane Fincher 
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The Cat Eyes 

The village was filling with black jackets. From the window I watched 
the boys lift them out of yellow vans and carry them into the small wooden 
garment shops all along Kokusai Street. Some of the shops were still closed 
and the boys had to pound on the heavy tin shutters. The dealer below our 
apartment took two piles of jackets. The boy had taken in a third, but he 
brought it out again, threw it through the twin doors and slammed them shut. 
It was a dirt street and the dust clouds from his wheels floated past him 
where he stopped at the next dealer . 

"I want a jacket," I said. 

"Hurry!" 

"We can buy one later ." 

"Just hurry!" 

Kayko was pulling on a yellow dress. She was a mess so early in the 
morning. We both felt dirty. There was a hotel on Futema Street where you 
could get a bath for one dollar, and we had to hurry to beat the other G.l.'s. 

We stopped at the toilet behind the dealer's shop, first she, then I 
(holding my breath all the while), and then we walked out to the street. 
It was a typical clear, wet Okinawan morning. The sun was large and orange 
and had just begun to turn white on its top. Kayko was unpainted, and her 
black hair and white teeth made her look wild, wild as the silver wave 
crests on the China Sea at twilight when the water became black and vast 
under the moon. We hailed a Skoshi cab and roared away in the dust . 

Al and Miki were just coming out when we stopped at the Hotel. They 
were eating dried peas from a plastic bag. He threw one at me through the 
cab window. 

"Hey Jon! " 

" Son of a bitch," I said, tossing the pea back and missing . 

"Water ' s hot, " he said. 

The cabbie grinned his golden smile at me over the seat . I tipped him 
big. It was going to be a pretty day. 
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"Did you see the jackets?" I asked, climbing out . 

"Yes, I saw them. Got blue silk linings, but no labels . And they ' re 
from Hong Kong and you know what that means ." 

We would have to hurry and get one before the Military Police 
confiscated them . 

"We'll be at the Cat Eyes," he said, walking away with Miki . 

Kayko's father was a garment dealer. His shop was on Oyama Road, far 
from the Hotel; but the cab rate was low and it was much too early for 
Suntory whiskey, and so I ordered the drive. 

It was going to be a hot day and the paper-mache and gewgaw dealers 
were already setting up tables outside their stores. G.l .' s bought little thi ngs 
there to send home . Koza City had grown up on the edge of Kadena Air 
Base like a carny town near a big city back home . The heart of the City was 
B.J. Alley , a dusty maze of shacks within which, if you followed the instruc
tions of women traffic directors who were too old to work any more, you 
could buy almost any sort of sensual relationship . The usual cost four dollars, 
except when the nights were cold and the women had to leave their 
stockings and sweaters on - then the price was five dollars. Other delights 
naturally cost more. Enclosing this paradise, like a staging area , were the 
bars and small merchants. The Cat Eyes was one such bar and my throat 
was already calling for a chaser to last night. But I wanted a jacket first and 
it was to be an easy day and so I told the driver not to hurry . 

"But I only want one." 

" Two for five. Two for five, " he said. 

He clasped his hands in front of his kimono and looked at me through 
spectacles. The jackets were piled up behind the counter out of view from 
the road. I had selected a medium and was trying to see how it looked in 
a large hand mirror when he waved his arm over the pil e. 

"Aw must go quick." 

"Yes," I said, still trying with the mirror . Kayko could have judged , but 
she wanted to stay in the cab. 

"Aw go quick . Must go quick. Two for five or three-fifty." 
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I haggled him down to three dollars and paid. He kept his cash box and 
sorobon in a drawer which he pulled from under a blanket. There were 
blankets piled high all around on skids . The one on the counter was a 
Chinese-type, black and red patch quilt. A beautiful coverlet. The price was 
ten dollars , but no one would pay that much . When he needed some cash 
he would sell it for three dollars . Okinawan merchants did not make much 
money, but they never gave anything away either. 

It was nine-thirty when we got back on Kokusai. All the souvenir and 
garment shops were open now. The mamasans who ran the bars were out 
on the tessellated sidewalks showing their old derelicts where to put adver
t isements ("Double Bubble," "Sonya and Tonya," "Snake Dancer from 
Japan," etc .). Even the Pachinko Parlour was deshuttered . We stopped for 
a game. 

Several boys in bell -bottoms were playing when we walked in . Pachinko 
is like pinball except the machines are smaller and mounted vertically and 
you cannot control the ball. We played three games of twenty-five balls 
each and won fifteen. Gambling was illegal in Koza City, and so the propri 
etress gave me a bar of soap with " 1 5 ¢ " written on the wrapper. It was 
the same bar I got one other time. Its edges were frayed. I took it to the 
back of an adjacent garment shop and the clerk bought it . 

Miki' s mother ran the Cat Eyes . She opened the door for us and then 
locked it after we went in . Bars could not open before eleven o ' clock. If 
she were caught , the owner would lose his " A " sign and the place would 
be put off limits . But the M.P.'s never checked. The bars paid many thou
sands each year for the " A " signs. 

Al was in a booth with Mik i . He was drinking gin and Bireley's Soda, 
and Miki had a two-dollar mint julep. The girls ' drinks cost two dollars; 
G.I. drinks were fifty cents . I still had ten dollars. 

"Jonnie," she said , sitting on my lap. "I want mint jurep, too." 

I ordered the julep and a screwdriver . It was hot without air-conditioning 
and the whiskey would have made me hotter . 

"You got any money?" Al asked . He twisted the t ips of his Fu Man Chu 
mustache . It looked stupid against his flattop, but the Commander had a 
mustache too and so he let Al keep his. 
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"Ten dollars," I said. 

"Feel like sushi?" he asked. There was a sushi bar around the corner. 
Kayko took me there once and we had ebi and taco with pickled ginger and 
green tea. The ebi, shrimp, is best because they cook it slightly and the 
soy sauce balances the sea taste. The taco, octopus, comes raw and soy 
sauce will not hide its taste; after the taste is gone you have to swallow the 
rubbery glob. It ruined my meal . Thereafter we went to the Canton House 
for steaks. 

"No," I said. "I'm going to stay over again." 

"Where?" 

"I don't know," I said, looking at the ceiling. 

"How about the Orion?" he asked, for the girls ' benefit . 

"Oh , Jonieeee," said Kayko, crushing my head into her breasts. We 
understood each other, all right . We agreed to share the night, after eleven 
o'clock. She would leave me a dollar for cab and breakfast tomorrow 
morning. 

There was a commotion in the dim back of the place , behind the juke 
box . Miki leapt out of Al's lap and followed her mother to the noise. 

" Nice jacket , " Al said. "How much? " 

"Three dollars ." 

" Three dowars! " said Kayko, leaning back and covering her mouth in 
astonishment. " Just three dowars!" 

She began to snigger and then smashed my head into her breasts again . 

"Some kind of joke," I said to Al . He shrugged . 

Miki bounced back and sat down beside Al. She widened her face, 
spread her arms and said : "Many coats . Rike this (tugging my sleeve). 
Many coats. M.P.'s outside to get coats without tags. We hide them here.' ' 

The girls laughed wildly. 

William Mair 
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