













































































““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 peacefull, 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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“l pity, Mary, thy son and thee.’’

| 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.

| 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 Balliano
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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.

Jjan 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 | to them.

Ill be a woman

when | want

not when the moon’s pull makes false tides
inside my heart-gut.

How can | prove it to you?

Your curls bouncing before me

as you high step railroad ties

and | breathlessly lag to envy

a caterpillar.

Some day

soon

everyone will say

what a beautiful insect flutters by.
Wish it was |.

Jjan levenberg
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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 | could turn and change

Like so many Friends have done

| 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. Kelley
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SAYING
by N. Francesco

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

(submitted by
Christopher C. Scott)

SOMETHING 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 | 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 | 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.

" want a jacket,”’ | 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 |
(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,’’ | said, tossing the pea back and missing.
‘“Water's hot,”” he said.

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

““Yes, | 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 | 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 things
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 | wanted a jacket first and
it was to be an easy day and so | told the driver not to hurry.

““But | 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. | had selected a medium and was trying to see how it looked in
a large hand mirror when he waved his arm over the pile.

"“Aw must go quick.”’

“Yes,"" | 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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| 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-
tisements (‘'‘Double Bubble,”” ‘“Senya 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 “15¢ " written on the wrapper. It was
the same bar | got one other time. Its edges were frayed. | 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 Miki. He was drinking gin and Bireley’s Soda,
and Miki had a two-dollar mint julep. The girls’ drinks cost two dollars;
G.l. drinks were fifty cents. | still had ten dollars.

““Jonnie,”” she said, sitting on my lap. *‘l want mint jurep, too."”

| 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 tips 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,”” | said.

‘“Feel like sushi?’’ he asked. There was a sushi bar around the corner.
Kayko took me there once and we had eb/ and taco with pickled ginger and
green tea. The eb/, 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,”" | said. “/I'm going to stay over again.’’

“Where?"’

‘| don’t know,"’ | 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,”" | 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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