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C^o*^. . . .S,  onLet .  . .n
i^t tlrc

U.tenn.rtg lhgazLne od Yottb Coll,ege o( PenruqLv*nia.

l l |e wish to Thank .

Deb Magni & her staf f  for  k lndness, prfnt ing,  layout assistance; Deb Alvey,

Terry Wood, and their  f r lends for enthuslasm and typing; J im Kel ly and The

Student Senate for  graciousness and monies;  Er ic Salman & The Spartan for

advert is ing,  technlcal  assistance, numerous courtesies;  ;  I ' t ike Ondanko,

Adrlenne Sender & IIVYC-FM for good blurbs and good cheer; Cathy Velez,

Kim Wantz & The Student Act iv i t les Center for  courtesies and conveniences;

Raksa Himathal ,  Leonardo Baranda & The Internat lonal  Club for f r lendship,

advlce,  salesmanshlp,  and poems; the students of  E310, Creat ive i l r i t lng,

for  contr ibut ions and considerat lonsi  Dean DeMeester & hls staf f  for  en-

couragement and advlce;  Paul  E.  Diehl  for  generosl ty and spfral  b lnding;

Charlie Dye for patience and equlpment; Bob Hoffman for sponsoring the

Annual Wrl t ing Contest ;  Rick Battelger,  Dean Barnard,  Heywood Knight,  and

The Engl ish & Speech Department for  lnsplr ing and guidlng many of  the

young writers whose work appears before you.

Bob Hoffman Wri t ing Cl tat ions:

Clndy Sweltzer,  r 'For the Bul l -Leapers,"  "The Long } |ay 0ut" ;  Martha

Debacher, "A Dream of Stl l l  l ' laters"; Sylvla Bouman, "Letter to the

Brlghtest  Staru;  Tracy Cur io,  "An Old Blrdr"  "Your i la l lu;  Dennls l , lyers,

"The Catt t ;  Susan Flnk,  "Anlmal Crackers , t '  "The Music lans. t '



Credlts for Art l, lork:

Tomle Kumamoto --  of  Aichl ,  Japan --  for  three cover drawlngs, four ' ,seasons

for hai ku , " "Bul I Leaping , , '  ' ,Star l ' l lrror r, '  ,,Garden }|al I ,,, ,,Sprl ng Lady r', for

let tdr lng in Japanese and Engl ish.

Deb Alvey --  of  York,  PA --  for  "cheery Bird,"  r 'Zeni th-Neck Blrd,"  , iGrasses, ' ,

and "Boatman."

The ESP Staff:

Andrea Davls .  .  .  Co-ordinator,  L i terary Edl tor .

Deb Alvey .  .  .  Art  Edl tor ,  Typlng Supervisor,  Sales.

Tsani l, l i tthoft . . . Business Manager, Campus programs.

Baron Barley . .

Cynthia Gonzalez

Keren Dotan . .

Cindy Sweitzer .

Kr ist ie Ziegler.

BenMcKul ik. . .

.  Advert is ing,  Layout.

.  .  .  Internat ional  Club Representat ive.

Conrnunlty Relat ions.

.  .  Print ing Arrangements.

.  .  Art Assistant.

Faculty Editor & Advisor.

l,le welcome your particlpation. Please send

manuscripts and drawings to Dr. McKullk c/o

The YCP Department of Engl ish.



noimlng, tun-{inel, . .

liglrt. . . . $-atne,t {LlehwLng tinL6 . .

Lea.{ and pelnl gLotA,

andrea davrs 
#/

tuiytfuwpa pbnh datrn

in tJiA pudd.Le Snoutirg ...

to di.ooppeatt

ttacy curio

{atfhg l-envet

fuittn the g,Leerl and. bIrc

to ti4hf

ge::ald fra"zLer

uheae the ehillnat Etotrd

totttstg utunbt to the gee6e

a coin liu -- {ott4otlwt.

martha d.ebacher



The Student

Lilze a btud. Le.t, dnee

adtett cane(ul run tunLng

tii^g urcntune wi.(l 6odll . .

. . . l invi , ta?. .o

Faathen tlan ttatu,

Vean a(tut qean

the lwnizon ertend.t . .

nevel lLetQl, tng. . .

boundaniu unpnedietable

enen tQt orut q wi,tluin.

T,uiA 6W,* w,W be giltet.

uti.th eduttage nevelL-end,ing . .

begond tlte niaht

And the chi.tLt ducending.

Suzanne Shul I
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Jounrl

In tclwol theq told ne tn uni.te down
evQJLq thou4ht thnt mde if6e.L6 btwwn.

Todaq the tlwuglut o6 dQtflL vi,ti.tel.

I uLLed i.t. tlwutl, not be --

Not ty detlh, qou und.etufuM,

btrt tlv dQtfht o( tlwte o$w con{itun

tnlw wd uilat T an.

Orce I unote lalnottl ,,trla4 I d,Le (itut,

hrt the tlwusr"t ,i.t6el6 ild,

,funaAiniflg petaotra gnieve don ne

aA 7'd gnleve don thur.

TodaA I Let. a wodd lthall I aag?l teste ne:

. i-t, v,tat 6.inelha

"Tafih{ulttut, {ai.th[u,Lnett,,

Ilebatu advi.tel,

tJuugll I dit rct. netn thete lpteei.retUl,

Todaq, rnfuiu%.q, weL!., Le,t ne teet

othat thougl*t $fiLten in and otrt o( ne --

I cotill not frne than wi.th (i.deli.tq,

to I ltut Let. then lon thein thadouul die --

Pothapt one doq theg wi.(l oinele bacb,
6a,i.th{u2 and. al,Lve.

Oeb ALve4



Thene dhe unnen wlw believe

tlat' once thue tfida d nnfLiufia'(' eivi'l'Lzd'ti'on

whue vi.oL,erc'e and hatnet u'llLe von-eti'aten't'

Ther1 dnean oi goittg bach tn thn't' pbt'e'



FOR THE EULL-LEAPERS

The bo& di.d not ahtngt d,Le.

The otwul eheetel,

but. twt (on denth.

The bull di.d, not lwve to die {on them.

Vottttg nailesu put{otued in the oJlua --

hn ndAtend,A, boa.h.{Iipt, ;ome)taailftr.

l,l2 done dtwn the boeb od d bu.Lt.

The e.tuutd. eheutel,

btrt ywt, don deolh.

Vouttg tmi.detu o{ counage and grace,

tili,tlwut cenunowia,t 6twttL.

Vouttg naAeu o{ tttte:tgth atrd tpeel,

tui.thtout, blo o d-ned upe.

The bulL dil, twt lnve to die dott then.

Thwt, pnietttettu placel tihq g;wunt

on the hQrdt od btuve auubdt6.

The etuuil. eJteated,

o,nd goddutea u)ene thanbed..

Now, tuttlel, nosu ane tnued

ta paaud nu utilh 6und.d6.

The uouil ttjll eheu6,

and a eti.coas ttotl in the 6un.

clndy sweltzer



THE }IAREHOUSE OF DREAI,IS

(in memory of tfendy)

it, una Ln the bacbtwon o( an eJtine c,i.tq

cotutebt and fil.en hielt

thae un6 tw nurt to pq7 -- rcthfuW tn buq.

we toft. Ln rhad,e and. rtenn

clta*tia in the wdaetotue og bnoben dhen6.

oun talk uw tlnw

utifh wondt con{ontabLu old

at theq wue rpobwt theq d,Lel

rmhhs oun tvottt Llght

aild SIad gon the cool utatett

we ilunel in oun glata.

ot, IaAt, ute gnao elnv,iled

a,U. the dnearnt w Inngat ahelJenel

Iaq etaclzel and brubwt

tottel about, on all Ei.d.u.

a moment, [on egu

a nonent. {on M4lu

a tatt dninb pttti[,Lel . , .

and. we netutut to the ei.tg.

John glngr lch



THE CAT

The man came out of  the garage at tached to his house and spied the

black cat  hal fway between the woods and the hal f  open garage door as i t

was sneaking i ts way inside to steal  the k i t ten's food. Al though the

Tom was wel l  fed and groomed, he had made a habi t  of  steal ing into the

garage'  perhaps merely to make his presence and avai labi l i ty  known to the

soon-to-be-matured females that the man cared for.  The man had chased

the Tom away on previous occasions, but had come to the l imi t  of  h is

pat ience due to the Tom's habi t  of  p i l fer ing food and marking the

terr i tory wi th his scent.

The cat,  caught red handed and knowing i t ,  stopped dead in

his t racks and cr inged whi le star ing the man squarely in the eye.

Ful1y knowledgeable of  the man's capabi l i ty  of  doing him harm and of  h is

own gui l t  of  thef t ,  the cat  hast i ly  sought the intent of  the man.

The predi tor-prey exchange between the man and cat passed by the meet ing

of eyes inst inct ively informed the cat that  the danger was not immediate

and that f l ight  was not necessary.

The man re-entered the house and went upstairs into the bedroom.

His wi fe cal led, 'Hel lo ' ,  f rom the other room, but he was too intent in

his purpose to acknowledge her greet ing.  she knew from past exper ience

that his "c losed door" meant that  he was concentrat ing upon a task and

that interrupt ion at  th is moment would br ing only a f ragmented and

contextual ly unintel l ig ib ' le response. He would not al low anything to

interrupt his concentrat ion.

He opened the bureau drawer.  The smith and wesson .357

revolvet  lay wai t ing in i ts holster.  Gl  is tening from i ts I  ight  coat ing

of oi l ,  the pistol  was removed and unlocked. The man opened the cyl inder



and loaded the gun with a quick loader.  Leaving

a safety precaut ion,  he made his way through the

and out the basement door.  With the caut ion and

tomcat had meanwhi le retreated to the shel ter  of

the cyf  i  nder open as

house, down the stairs

craf t  of  a th jef ,  the

a laurel  bush in the

the danger hadwoods to hide quiet ly,  watching and wait ing unt i l

subsided.

The man quiet ' ly  exi ted the garage and took in the scene. The

cat had vanished from sight as the man had expected. The man sensed

that the cat was near,  and made his way steal th i ly  around the side of  the

house to insure that the Tom was not in the open before searching the

woods where he knew the cat 's chances of  e luding him were greatest .

At  the far  edge of  the c lear ing that made up the yard,  a smoke

9rey, medium-sized house cat was enter ing f rom the woods. About ten

yards into the c lear ing,  the cat not iced the man and stopped short .  The

man closed the cyl inder,  cocked the hammer and a' imed. He est imated the

range to be thir ty- f ive paces and judged from past exper ience that the

cat had a 50% chance of  the bul let  missing him. The man also knew that

i f  he at tempted to improve hjs posi t ion,  the cat would use the opportuni ty

to f lee into the woods and would subsequent ' ly  escape.

The eyes of  the cat and the man met.  The man had never seen

this cat  before.  He slowly returned the hammer to the uncocked posi t ion.

The cat f led.  To sat isfy his cur josi ty,  the man walked to the p ' lace where

the grey cat  had entered the woods, but the cat had disappeared.

From his vantage point  behind the laurel  bush, the black cat  d id

not wi tness the exchange between the grey cat  and the man, but he djd

sense the presence of  the man in the backyard as he of ten did whi le

ant jc ipat ing hjs absence before enter ing the garage. The man of ten went

about hi  s busi  ness ' in the yard,  unaware that the bl  ack Tom wai ted on' ly a



!
T
F
F
F
t
t
T
T
!
T
T
t
T
T
T
t
l
I

few paces inside the woods for him to reave long enough to enter the

garage to do his marauding.

Proceeding to the point  where the woods was closest to the

garage door,  the man re-opened the cyl inder of  the weapon and gazed

intent ly into the woods. when he reached the point  c losest to the

woods, his eye caught the black Tom. Feel ing secure in the many

obstacles his agi l i ty  could use to advantage in the event of  a chasen the

Tom merely gazed back at  the man whire he closed the cyl inder,  cocked

and aimed the pistol .  The range was less than ten paces with no

obstacles in the l ine of  s ight  between the gun and the cat.  The

man knew he would not miss.

The force of  the project i le rol led the cat two paces further into

the woods, al though the shot had entered from an angre above him. '

Sheer terror projected from the cat 's eyes as he real ized the

fatal i ty of  h is misjudgment of  the man's intent ions.  The cat thrashed

obscenely whi le t ry ing to regain enough balance to retreat.  The man

could not end the misery because the squirming cat made too poor a

target.  The Tom regained enough equi l ibr lun to. f lee wi th a cur iously

macabre s idewinding mot ion.  I t  was obvious that the cat could not

proper ly control  h is hind quarters.

The man watched the cat make i ts way and recoi led wi th horror

at  the prospect of  the animal eluding him and f inding i ts way home to

present i tsel f  to the empathy of  i ts  master.

After 30 yards the Tom could make no more progress and wri thed

sickeningly.  The man advanced to wi th in f ive yards of  the cat,  cocked

the hammer and aimed at  the s l ight  hol low behind the front shoulders,

inside which he knew the vi ta l  organs of  the heart  and lungs 1ay.



IInstant ly,  the cat  was st i l l .  The man's hands shook. He picked up the

body by the tai l  and surveyed i t  wi th a confqslon of  emot ions.

The cat had been a s leek, handsome ai i imar of  loung adul t  age as

evidenced by i ts c lean, whi te teeth and general  excel lent  physique. As the

man had suspected, the cat was an unneutered male and a pet,  as evidenced

by the col lar  i t  wore.  He put the cat down, stowed the revolver in his

pocket,  p icked up the cat again by the ta i l  and took i t  across the creek,

where he kicked dir t  f rom under a bush and bur ied i t .

The man returned to the house and made his way to the bedroom where

he prepared to restore the gun to i ts proper p1ace. His wi fe stood in the

hal l  outs ide the bedroom.

"Did you shoot a cat?"

"Yes,"  harsh, but wi thout repr imand.

"That bl  ack one?' ,

t tYgs 
.  r l

"Not Abdul  ! "  cal led the l i t t le gir l  f rom the other room. He

softened his voice to reply to her,  "Not Abdul . ' ,

The man locked and replaced the gun in the drawer wi thout c ' leaning

i t ,  contrary to his ordinary habi t .

Both the wi fe and the l i t t le gir l  knew the man would be quiet  and

must be lef t  a lone for awhi le,

denni.t nAera
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sf{oRr $$ BLUtn

I lee a ttrce. So?
bnenlhe arl. llllo wi,(l cane?
Ooet i.t. nvtten?

Heta btncb. He,6 wMe.
Ltlu,t'a the {ut?
A(ten theq fuup the bonb
AI2 o( u util,L be colotlett.

UP FROffT

Yeatt adte-tt yeot 0)e tillen tltit aoil
Denied the hriwiean (neelon ouM --
furanoiW.tel?.We wene cltatd bq (aeetett

aheett

aly.ry+u tulgod,. and" bunned olive,
Chi,tdnen iltovel ou.t ol ti.aht.
Mothetu douled bq tlle- tuaL{ul

uLeept,

lt)z tsyt tn the Nonth, (on a belten elwnce.
atanet tlte tufth in the eqe: anothett 6,LSht --
Thi-t Lhe the enug lnt invitibil,Ltg " -

oh tro eloarlg leett.

Yu^, w.e.pQ.oun tlwu'(tetu to the hd,
he,Wen builn 6,@m L.A. tt 0.C.
Ye,t utho would. Inolz u in the eue

a.t ane in;- u:iui; ?-" -'

tle (ought.in all o( the unaa,
u)e .^tule the onel up (rwnt.,
Yet, qou wondett, t4ou afuu4, Uou oae anazel,

al, the tlwndar 06 the aix.tiu?

Ounban 6att i,t,
a^t di.d. Huahe).

So tno all the mititu -uho 
{ie-ntetq explnden --

Llhen equal).tA waa dewLel.

Andrew Ringgold



PUNK

'rThrash aln r t  t rashl i l
Agalnst ,  y€s --
Anarchlst ,  no:
Whether Surf, Skatcboard, Sklnhead

time and energy to go.

mus ic

Wr i te House
black house

rlch house
poor house --

Psychedel lcs of  the eight les:
rr0l , r r  Buddy, r t loud and fast  ru les.  r t ,

l,ler | | protest
t i l l  the day of  change --

Hope for that dayl

Novr
Letrs playl

SONG FOR BRIXTON
(or t ' t iami )

Barren streets,  crumbl ing fast ,
Days are short ,  n lghts donrt  last ,
No place to go, al l  just  roam.
A lonely man, wherers hls horne?

Any future,  chl ldren of  today?
For todayrs dreams, tomorrourrs pay?
What on up over that  h l l l? t lhors to say?
Say,' Bf Ind l'llce , aktl, ALe tta hitl* tndag?'

I  hear the c l l f f  roar,  on a blar lng box:
Deep ci ty r iots,  nel ther whl te nor black,
People jobless, and no one horne --
And the man, the man, hers st f l l  a lone.

We make our
to rock

Andnatt RLrqgoLd
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JAZZ I'IAN

Now that. ytishf hat pulrcd i.tse,?-6

6at W.tt the thmb-taclu

deil4ned to l@I-d the ahqtine $j,?l --

gold,en &uh d,U. qwtebt.i.Lvet,

oact"Lghf,s rc{uing to ilhunfuvle ua,

comea the Jazz ttran to tpea.b hi.t c.tean s14ht --

Enahe and. ba,te, , ne,t aytd, hotuu

aurcatning all and aobb,Lng,

$ni.c.ben ard. ttnangl,Lng --

bd, wounded, mtte,

awll tolb tefldng et the niaht.

conceivel and" abonted.

Ln thi,t yra)rllott oi.tq-ehotet,

sfuAinfuglound.. .6ot t

Lotetu eone ta win E ninnuu to eheal,,

tea-ui4ge-tu 6 ehet,t -bttoo de"tu

lwfning Llght dot what,t tueht,

hoolznla, hetpntet, houaemen,

thie6, hatken, ltanbuu -- qoul ttnet --

dtrta,iglthnan, dunnq, oJtum

l,Lonelq, Low, ott Lodtl

Gentlemen on Laliu abotrt tnwn,

The Jazz Man twurw to qoun 6ong.

Gerald Frnzler



ln nq utolh'n

I've woLn manq a 6hoe

bwe,l'in'| mq ttwnb

to the t^)ind. ...

Had rwtluln' to wtn

n' notluin, tn Inae.

Be h,ome agaLn

tohu the new tnowrt (allln,

be corwLn' home Soon

when '1, u./L ...

Rirght '(one the wLytd"t clwnge

lh.nns. nahe tlat pln Ln.

THE FAOEO ELUE JEAN BTUES

It'd been Some tine,

l,laq be ju,tt a bi-t, tfurnnge

tn hean the eclto

o{ nA Mrf le . . .

Thue 6dnQi bhtu byww

notJt Ln' nuctt) 6 cha nged.

8e lwme again

wlvn Oecenben't cowtn'

Eeen a bi.t. o' L,tne

I  been gone , , .

T une om ltopinl

ywtluLn' mtrc.ht 8 etnnged.

$i&!;

s Gerald Frazier
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THE r.rUStCtANS

"Come plnq wi.th mer" I wbi.apat lnw

into the gentl"e ilght,

The ivabtunetrtt oae (inelq tuned

the melndA iuat h;tglrt.'

He ilwtzu luit head, and tLowLU movea

M,t bodq towMd the doon,

"T eanrwt. pla"q thiA dicble fume

don tnng l)ve hnown the 6cone.

0i,tconlant i,t tln rmqun Ld bQi,t

tlroe. moatu the tenpo ELow,

The intttoduetLon dou not. ptlove

tlp coda,t ,"mA t-o go.

ktee,t ttwugh in wond"a well, hnown

tln nelndq maq be

TIte Lhbtte clwngu la,tut on

ittta the nLnon heA."

But, weaning tlutn tui.ttarne doutn,

I ptut the na.tlut on;

He nailu up ld.t irubtwnent

dA T U6t the baton.

He it Lging in mq ben tuvLight

6ott I, the cilue 06 lLia dd,Lglvt,

Irave well tttm,apo*l the tcote.

susan f ink



THE BLUE BALLOON

60 b,u$ht, bnLgl* bLue.
i had. to baing it lwne
dnd. fuinn i.t

Inoae
U 6f.od,ted

. dLoatet to the eejl,itts
bouneel agaUut the coiting

ao bni4lut blte,
and [ull.

li $eoten tha,t U unu.Ld bruutl

i fuiturQt U Loode

dloabLng boweing then dt)!l.

and oh, the thinga that i,t. bnowht, baeb:
binthdarJ W)tLLu-, tttteut clorw,
pilrad?A, dd

Intt and lntt
od gi4glu.

Vott o6 g4eSlul

bq nut dagta won

u t*4 d*ttwt to the'ffirf 
o&n6 lwppen tlat 6oat?l

ha.td the 6ize.
nut danbut.
danhut and ana.(Ien.
ana"(lut
and the danbut, d.anbu bhrc
dirn LtdAhed the bni4h.tnua .

L nel tfunb-taEhed, i.t,t
Ettittg to the ceil,Lng.

now all wda gone3
the elount,
the bacbqand. bin thdap,

gone. gone, g,ne,

wute the geglu,
the poand.u.

Hin U o&tn6 happen ao (att? |
4o .tightlq., t.Alrttq and eane{ullq, 

' '

i han tied the atning aaound iit niih.
\rt $iIL, 6til,t. tonelww and. to 6oon,
too mrch eAeapel.

c lndy sweitzer
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The tun thinu

on the nai.tbox.

Mg {rtlud,tt Lellett

ia untun.

o
-

\-

Motuittg Slntahitte . . . AIL!

Ftwtt LLu itt the ahadau)

od tlni t)tee.

nartha d.ebacher

Fat, geue M.t.

on a nippLe o{ ite.

The tu ii Inw.

nartha

A gneq ut4rill

Ledvet a quith. qwittt tnail

on tJte bilght

o

O

o

o
o

tlaey curio

e+'UtLA tlwfte.
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a pigetn

uth.izzel

bg nq heat

hit wingt

$htffaL

Inudlq

a,t he Wu

' o{{

in aeattch ,

o{ hrtclt

atop a

hialwLte

,* .0 ' .

Meannhi.te

a snall

bnoum funlte

ti.Let*

bq ng (oot.

tnudgu an

lne,larcIaf-yl

to 6'inn

a place tn

tLeeep

The snow of winter

cascades from the sky above
.a l

on a c lear cold day

ref lect lng the sun's rays

wlth a look of  resplendence.

Scoti Woo&tnil

When dusk ls deeplng

the chcerful volces of chl ldren

go hcne one after another.

Suddenly I  not ice

therc ls no volce In thc street.

,

*

{

\ '

(

9'
ifr
L
I)

Z

t
o
I
L
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INQUISITION, JUNiOR GRADE

Hiram took a swal low of  cof fee and said,  "We1l,  what went on at

church today? Did the pr iest 's sermon teach you anything you didn' t

a l  ready know?"

Fair ley fe l t  h is spine st i f fen as he braced himserf  for  the

regular sunday dinner inquis i t ion.  "Not much.. .except that  we,re

supposed to t i the regu1ar. . .uh. . . I  th ink that 's supposed to be a dime

for every dol  I  ar .  "

His dad shot an ominous look in his momma's direct ion and said,

"Got to give the cathol ics credi t  for  start ing'em in young. what 's

i t  supposed to be? Give your k ids to 'em by the age of  s ix,  and

they're brainwashed for I i fe?"

Fair ley 's momma started to open her mouth and then closed i t

just  as quicklv.  Hiram focused his narrowed eyes on his son and said,

"Don!t  you never mind no t i th ing,  boy. Hel l  !  you ain, t  earned your

f i rst  dol lar  yet ;  and, when you do, i f  you're wise,  you,1' l  keep i t

away from those pr iests '  fat ,  greedy paws."

"  Father Laban's hands aren' t  fat  !  He ai  n ' t  fat  no p1 ace at

al ' l  .  He's long and skinn.. . l ike a hot dog."

rrsame thing! I f  you're smart ,  you'11 keep your money away

from his 1ong, skinny paws. He's st i l l  a crook l ike al l  the rest--

sendin 'a l l  that  money to l ine the vaul ts in Rome."

"Father Laban a' lways tel ls about how your money's gonna help the

missions. "

"What he says is one thing--what he real ly does, wel ' l ,  that ,s

another story.  Someday you'  ' l  1 get wi  se to i  t .  , '



"  l  I  i  ke the pr i  ests at  school  .  They p' lay baseba' l  1 wi  th us .

Some of 'em are pret ty good,"  Fair ley said,  jabbing the end t ine of  h is

fork at  two elusive peas and eyeing the strawberry shortcake wait ing in

the table 's center.

"Hel l  boy!  Don' t  you go admir ing them pr iests and sisters too

much! Al l  I  need's a pr iest  in my 1ine. Your great-granddad would turn

over in his grave. He had no t ime for cathol ics. . .said the church of

Rome played both s ides dur ing the c iv i l  war.  The Pope wanted to make

sure he'd picked a winner.  0nly reason you're at  that  school  is

because I  gave my word to your momma and that c?azy clan of  hers."

"You mean you promised the pr iest  when you marr ied momma, don' t

you? Now you got to raise me Cathol ic,  don' t  you?"

Hiram gr i t ted his teeth and said,  "Fair l€J,  d promise to your

momma means something to me. I  never worry about a promise to a pr iest .

They sure as Hel l  don' t  worry about theirs!"

"You'd only have to worry about breaking a solemn vow. That 's

a mortal  s in,"  Fair ley said,  handing his empty plate to his momma.

"What do you mean t  a mortal  s in '? Sin 's s in. . .wrong's wrong! L ' ive

a r ight  l i fe and let  God pass the verdict !"

"0h no! You die wi th a mortal  s in on your soul--you go straight

to hel l .  See, Dad, Jou don' t  know everything."  Fair ley met his momma's

eyes and popped a plum-sized strawberry into his mouth.

andnes. david



t
t
t
t
I
t
t
I
I
I
I
I
I
I
I
I
I
I
t

ANIMAL CRACKERS

We had, an Annuinn ea.t,

who uta^t grlossQ, enoturoul4 (at;

0)lrcn wa.Lhing, he undd.tel,

He a,Lto uw codd,Led

Attd. cou,tdn't telL a noach (non a na.t,.

A tttopienl di,th we c!,LLQt sorn

alept i"n a jan {u"Il o{ jarn.

lli,t tooth una Lo dweet,

*1d, ttia pnovel. aueh o blQai.

He gttut evaLA ddu bq tln gtun,

0un puppg tili.tll haiJl Lllze a mop

gttut &ut on hetue,t{ Iitze a chop.

0)e eoughed and we Eneezed,

We clwboj and we wheezel,

Vel. we gnoomol hu and btuthed hett non-ttop.

susan f lnk

STEAK AND POTATOES

Thelte' onc.e uraa a cou, in the wd

who contentetLq chuted on hett atd.,

LLong ume a dantat

u*w mott suheL7 als.ttnet hut

when he td,U, uVou'd talte good

uti.th a tpud!"

Tracy Cur lo



THE TYPE}'RITER STRIKES BACK

Dcar Slr or l ' ladam:

I  rcslde every day In an Advert ls lng Off lce at  Walnut and Vlne,

and every day I uork non-stop fron nlne to f lve. Should you thfnk

that yg have got p'roblems, let me glve you a few samples of the

type of thlng that passes through my body every weeki

t f  Repalr  Servlce or The Buslness Qff lce does not sat lsfactor l ly

resolve your problcrn, please . .  .  Pack a lab in your bagl '  r  '

Why are monumental plctures monumental ly boring? . .  .  DF. Horton

Slnfster says,

I  keep chl l l  polder,  paprfka,  and red pepper In the
refr lgerator;  l t rs very . . . .  Whoever thought a cal l  g l r l
r"lould add a new shape to photography? . . . of courser at
th ls stage of  the gamer sclent lsts were merely developlng
a total ly new type of tqnato and . .  .  e Yes, to a large
degree, but why answer the phone and mlss part of your
favor l te W shovl? .  .  .  wel l ,  l t  has to do wlth our ego
needs .  .  .  .  lJere you, lncldental ly,  looklng for sonrthlng
unlque? .  .  .  No, these are the blocks --  red,  yel low,
and blue -- wlth funny eyes that look at you. . .  .  Hov,,
often do you shampoo your halr? . . . You do? . . . Thent
the nonrent the mlcrourave ls turned on . . o .

Thls man came Into the of f lce th ls mornlng and sald he could Improve

my servlces --  by s l lpplngrrprogramsrr Into me, f loppy l l t t le dlscs

that. . .  I  haveafeel lnghe.. . .  Wel l ,  I  dogetservlcedonce

agaln th ls year.  l f  you wlsh a real ly ef f fc lent  Job done, s lmply

Very Truly Yours,
a\

'-: j ,:1. /Y-,).

l .  B.  H(uddled).

6uz&rme sh]u,(l
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A }JOI'IANIS FEAR

Last Saturday, my nine-year-old daughter,  Michel le,  began a walk

up the street to her f r lend's house, as I  watched from our l iv ing room

wlndow. From st i l l  another dlrect ion,  a young man appeared, walk ing

behlnd Michel le.  She turned once and glanced at  h im; then she took a

quick left between two houses and disappeared from view. Almost wlthln

the same moment, the man broke into a Jog and took the same left turn.

As I observed thls fifteen-second scene, my back stiffened with the idea

that this person might lntend harm to my daughter. As fast as I could,

I made my way out to the back yard to my husband -- call ing his name

several  t imes, each cal l  sounding a l i t t le more urgent than the last .

As I  hurr ledly explained to him what I  had seen, my legs fe l t  l lke a

pair of t lghtly wound springs, ready to leap over the houses towards my

daughter.  l ' ly  husband caught the intensi ty ln my voice and, dropping

his tools,  raced up the street.  I  watched him run and the cold f is t  of

fear c lutched my heart ;  my head spun with a picture of  my l l t t le gir l

being hurt .  l { i th c lenched hands, I  wai ted on the lawn, lnwardly scream-

Ing "no!"

l , ly  husband returned, walk lng s lowly.  He smi led s l ight ly as he

approached me and explained that he had seen the young man enter a

house and that Michel le had met her f r iend and was playlng. My chest

heaved forth a slgh of relfef; my body relaxed. Our eyes met wlth a

look that sald,  " I  wqs afrald .  .  .  . "

I
I
I
I
I
I
t



This fear --  I  hate i t .  I  hate what i t  does to me: the suspf-

c ion l t  arouses, the mental  exhaust ion l t  causes, the f reedom that ls

lost  because of  l ts  b indlng gr ip on my l i fe.  l lhen does thls fear take

root? How does it grow?

It begins when you are a l lttte girl and your mother frowns,

shakes her finger at you and warns you not to talk to strangers.

Your young mind perceives an anger in her. You and Mom have talked

about strangers before and the subJect seems to make her tense. You

cannot figure l i lom out, but you know enough that you wil l not be

speaklng to any adult you do not know -- or at least one you do not

feel comfortable around. After all, how does someone qualify to be

a stranger? I t  canrt  be that smi l ing old lady,  or  that  other l i t t le

glr l  on a pink bicycle,  or  that  smal l  boy wi th a puppy. They are

not strangers, for Mom, does not seem to mind you talking to them.

But you have seen her body stiffen when a nameless man comes to the

door. You have taken a walk with her and felt her hand squeeze your

f ingers together when a car s lows down along side you, You've

watched her Jaw tighten when a man leans out of a car window and

asks direct ions.  You begin to catch on to these signals of  caut ion

from Mom. "Bewar,e" is engraved in your mind.

As you grow older and more responsible for  yoursel f ,  Mom's

caution becomes your own. The t'bewaret' sign looms larger as you

l lsten to the newscasterrs dai ly reports of  muggings and rapes.

The couple you babysit for lnstruct you to keep all doors locked

and lf you answer the phone never to let the caller know you are

the si t ter  and you are alone.
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You land a summer job before your freshman year and you find

out that  a salesgir l ,  who used to work at  the same storer wiS db-

ducted last  year ln the parklng lot  ln broad dayl lght ,  u,as beaten and

raped. You know now to have your car keys ln your hand as you leave

the store,  and always to park under a street lamp at  n ight.  I t  is  a

beautiful evening; you would l lke to go to town wlth the windows down,

but "bewar€rr  - -  youtd better not;  i t rs not safe.

Then one day you are all grown-up wlth daughters of your own.

You look at  their  smooth,  lnnocent faces. Goshl  Theyrre beaut i fu l  I

You want them to remain beautiful; you want to protect them. Yet you

hold them to your breast,  and at  the same t lme, wish that you could

f l ing open your door and let  them run free. But ' ,beware,,--  you cantt ;

i t 's  not  safe.  And you must teach them that.  You feel  angry because

you have to make th€m afrald --  Just  l ike your mother did.

Ju[q Nwnan

Tlw Qui,tt,

Slte

aLeeq in bt i^td
hut ant dtnped Loodelg ftound hcJt Lovur.
Tlvq eudd.Le in the untn plnb qw(l-t.

He

tlvLvetu in hia tult
benea.th a aetutcltA aun7
thinhiry od ld.t wi$e
whiAe tlte bonbt explnde

He wi^thu {on hut . . .

blanbel,,

ne*ibu.

attd tltat. wilwl

\
,'^i1

pinh. quil-t,

Tracy Cur io



A DREA}I OF STILL WATERS

Onewu
o[ (au,(tq nen
turntuLng, . . turtwlng . . .
wi.th (ail-tq ne
ovut Linu anl Isnu
tn aave tlnt. vnnn out trcdinaLq
(Iaodittg . . . (Lood,Lttg . . .

TrtiLb oad, bubble,t ulL,
btwtdittg wi.ttt the whi.te rwi,te
in nA puzzlel brlditt.
lvtound. tlat, eeatelua uund,
I wenve nq dnean
o( a afuange negLeetQl ltnd.

Now, I thinbl undesutand.

Qwiel,,tq, I ni.te,
so mA befina.te doun't ornhe,
then con{tan"t
tlat ane,Lent poncelt tn bealt.,
and indu,Lge itt gryUr4g ne4uut.
wLth a i tg7te and a dtu^h,

At:d I ,u$h
tlLiA 6drr.UA li6e nQneati,tq
lwhinh, tlit dnq, I Labonel to tepitt
aA an equal, WJdnaL in nq Love a((aia.l

tuLh to bel,
6u.UA eonaci-oua nou),

The Sihence

to(tlq bnLtttu Ln nq el,M --
a loutrd ltve Ircnil (ot qenu,

Brrt cannot. anawen,

And. nwt tn ne,
Mq ltuband
aleeplng,,  .  tLeeping .  .  .
lwi.tlaut, phmbing on hi.a rwilndl.

Het[ nuLtttg uteL, i.t 6eulu .
An I the uwtqtl oi hia dnestug

l'lartha Debacher



iaing ni4ht, t gand.wt,

apnhgLine gale

blau 6no6t-mouthel ot 6t

neutbotu fudt tfuiddau

a.ndrea da,vis

the ptry tleepa thate

rcse tucbel" beAtteu hi.a Wu

eau

Suntta Llu,tt.

t:racy curio

tle elena rydng untel

aptathu ger.tLg on tlrc nocbt

ne$.e$.ing

the 6un.

aza*eta blnom

tllaih fuudhen fuu --

an oll, nwn

Lenvu the gand,en.

ge:nld fra.zier

scott woochrard.



L live in a duLinq

a pLace o( (eo,tu teoa.t

Lauglltal

win

MY WAR

Angela T.  Wal lace

,L 6.tght a baltle endlut

(eel vatoun

in unn orL pegce

nut daq

nut dutinq

do i duuwe rcthirtg od God'a

6itti.ts?

aonel,l,met L deel, unttonfhT

to pnat1

when i unt in unh wi-th

nqtel[

i cnioi in a Loud. voieet

\tHY nu* i tu((ett AG0NY?

AQ.t i {e}l oaLeep

and" dnotned

06a

oi Li6e and lwpe

b.rt i wa,t tt).[l in utan

elenchia nq lrunrr.d

utnnppitt4 ny thie,(l

tnowd nq Loitu

I a.iel, in a bud voine.t

VICT)RY in aAR ng tou,L I nU 6Luh|
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ini.de

nut (eeLirEt

**o:t: : ,"*"n'

ditut tine

Lottttg pttt. od met

deep iuide

anothut pad. opesu . o .

the ttenl ul{:

acconplithing a.Lonet

ao (ni4htening --

the won(l oLeeps e2o6e . . .

nut (eel)ngt:

Ha,te then

hide dnon then

dhiefi. mq healti

llo 3

accept --

Ude it change

L an clnnge , . .

I
t
I
T
I
t
I

turt I aha,u deol

u*u I anr

Mil.6t the di({ettencQA

o(gnowth,, . .

NE}' HE

Angela T.  lJal  lace
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YOUR l,lALL

The magnff lcent garden wal l
is  pol lshed
Plnk marble
Surrounds- a flowered nall.

Inslde, the f lowers bloom br ight .
Beautlful . .
Bespeckl e
The garden ln the forenoon l lght .

pnart<tlng creeks wlnd gently through.
Laughing,
Slnglng
0f thelr travels past and ventures due.

0utside, the garden wal l  stands tal l  and proud.
Conceal lng
The bounty
That grows content wl th ln i ts conf ines.

l$. I peer at the burnlshed outer surface
l f ishlng .  .  .
Beseechfng
Entrarrce to that prlvate paradlse.

I  know wel l  I 'd f lnd del lght  beyond.
Petr i f led,
Cold and grey
Garden wal ls holdlng grandeur ln t ight  bond.

Ttnc| Cttiio



ONE DAY IN I{AY

ChaJr4en uti.th Win,

lle buutt (twn the doon.

She,

\fuAhed (non alni,ati.on o( tin,

6ta.q8 in.

Ftwn the fucb hetge

He owtchet the aivat lap genil.q

on the amooth nud,

uhihe hi,t hen*

{.151rt6 the awel}l

od Innclq lnve

tlnt pound hi.a memouq.

She rcu hin

dtwn tlrc wittdow above,

And., tle, i.t the pote bhn ahfu*

tlrc ilonel iuAt AQAteNag,

tlnuAq (adu dtAnq,

dt hut uwm bnea.th

doga the coll. pane.

She ai4lu

and. Iwga henel| dot unnnth.

The ain

tno enll (on ltraq.

Hartha Debacher
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THE LONG l^,AY OUT

Inside the bus, i ts engine made a steady humming kind of
sound which changed in pi tch every t ime the dr iver shi f ted gears.
susan l is tened to the sound unt i r  i t  became annoying. I t  was
late af ternoon and the sun was br ight  and very hot.  There weren,t
many people on the bus. susan was glad about that .  Today she
didn' t  want to hear the conversat ion and laughter of  other passengers.
she just  wanted to s i t - - just  s i t  in totar s i rence. Arone, in the
back sect ion of  the bus, she sat by the ais le and stared at  the
seat in f ront  of  her.  she tr ied to th ink of  something preasant.

I t  d id not work.  she tr ied to th ink of  nothing. I t  d id not work.
she counted the hor izontal  str ipes on the seat in f ront  of  her.  Her
mi nd wandered and she kept ' losi  ng her p. lace.

The bus jor ted into a rower gear and edged onto the exi t
ramp. The dr i  ver '  s voi  ce i  nterrupted susan '  s thoughts .

"we wi i l  be stopping over for  a 45 minute dinner break.
Please return to your seats prompt ly at  5:15. Thank you., ,

Susan wasn' t  rea' l1y hungry,  but  the bus plaza was clever ly
arranged so that there was absolutely nothing to do but eat.  she
walked over and stood in the cafeter ia-sty1e l ine.

"Your order,  p1ease., ,  The woman behind the counter did her
job so rout inely that  she did not even have to look up to know that
she had a customer.

"The special ,  I  guess, ' ,  Susan answered.

"  Corn,  peas ,  or  mi xed?' ,

"No. Uh, no vegetables,  p lease. ' ,  This reminded Susan of



I t

at

the army mess hal l .  Except,  Susan was missing Mary,  her lunch partner.

susan hated most vegetables.  Mary hated almost everything else.

worked out perfect ly.  They both got some of everything and swapped back

the tabl  e.

Susan had f in ished going through the l ine.  She carr ied her t ray

to a vacant table and sat down. She stuck her fork into the puddle of

gravy in the middle of  her mashed potatoes. Susan twir led her fork unt. i l

the pi le of  potatoes became a l ight  brown g1ob. She almost laughed out

lound thinking about the mess hal l  lunches with t r , tary.

Everything about the army was dreadful ly ser ious.  susan and

Mary decided that to avoid going crazy f rom the ser iousness, they had to

be as s i11y as possible whenever they got the chance. Lunch was the

pr ime opportuni ty.  They would go through the' l ine,  survey the damage to

the food, and then decide on the day's game. susan's favor i te was one

which Mary had named "food face."  I t  was only played on mashed potato

days and involved seeing who could sculpt  the best l ikeness of  a dr j l l

sergeant.  susan usual ly won this game because she had the patent on

sauerkraut hair .

come up with the

whole concept of

,  oniho oird :would

consider i t .

" I 've got i t  th is t ime,, ,Mary exclajmed one day between:mouthfuls

of  stew.

"Botul  ism? No supr ise to me," Susan repl  ied.

"No, a game the boys wi l l  l ike better than war."

They also had an ongoing contest  to see who could

best al ternat ive to war.  They had decided that s ince the

war is absurd,  their  a l ternat ive must be even more absurd
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" Great I [. lant my broccol i ?,,

"susan, that  is  not broccor i .  I t 's  or ive corored mush., ,

" I t  was green three days ago."

"Yeah. So were the pork chops., ,

"  You're gross.  What 's the game?,,

"Are you ready for th is? I t ,s cal Ied eat out. , ,

"0h,  dear.  My mother was r ight .  The Army does turn

innocent young women into obnoxious perverts. , ,

"come on, Susan. |de know who the obnoxious one is.  This

happens to be an innocent game. Each side picks a team of twelve
g' lut tons and the players spend a week consuming as much food as
possible."

"Nope. t^ lon' t  work,  l4ary."

"And why not?"

"Wel l ,  I  just  don' t  th ink other countr ies wi l l  want to

compete wi th us.  Let 's face i t ,  they just  don' t  have our ta lent

for Overeat lng.  By the way, how did you f in ish your meal so fast?, ,

Passengers began to leave the cafeter ia.  Their  movement

brought susan back to the present.  I t  must be t ime to leave. she

checked her watch. I t  was ten minutes af ter  f ive.  she grabbed

her coke and headed back to the bus. soon they were rambl ing along

at the same bor ing pace as before.  She moved to the seat by the

window and looked out at  the scenery.  They were travel ing through

an area of  p ine covered hi l ls .  susan was too t i red to focus on each

indiv idual  t ree.  The landscape became an endless green blur.

she thought about the di f ferent k inds of  green. The green of

the army had always bothered her.  I t  was not a peaceful  forest  green.



I t  was a disturbing green. i t  was the green of  k i l l ing,  and shiny

metal  weapons, and shiny black boots-*a green of  man-made things. There

were better greens. The green of  the pine trees rem' inded her of  her 
I

favor i te place at  home. Whenever Susan fel t  d iscouraged, or depressed,

or just  needed to relax,  she went to th is p1ace. I t  was deep in the

forest .  Hal fway down the side of  a hol low, the p ' ines were so dense that

hardly any vegetat ion grew on the forest  f loor.  0nly a few' large

ferns and some occasional  mushrooms could survive in the dim 1ight. ,

Susan loved this place. The branches of  the ta l l  p ines over lapped

above her head and made a th i  ck green ce' i  1 i  ng.  Narrow beams of  sun' l  ' ight

pushed through this cej ' l ing and spot l ighted the ferns.  The heavy scent of

pine needles and r ich black earth relaxed Susan. She loved the st i l lness.

Everything was such a fer t i le,  heal thy green. I t  made her th ink about the

place which she and Mary had decided was their  favor i te.

Someone si t t ' ing a few seats in f ront  of  Susan snapped on their

reading 1ight.  Susan looked out of  the bus w' indow again.  The sun had

almost set .  0n1y a red glow could be seen above the l ine of  t rees.

Next to wander ing in the woods, the th ing that Susan loved most was

watching the sun set.  That is how she met l ' lary.

t^ lhenever Susan got the chance, she would wal  k to the other s ide of

the base and watch the sun set behind the trees in the distance. '  One

evening, just  as the sun was near ing the hor izon, Mary showed up. Susan

was thr i l led that  someone else was there for  the same reason that she was.

They chatted quiet ' ly  and watched the golden beams of  sunl ' ight  unt i l  the sky

was black.
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Mary was smal ler  and thinner than Susan, but she was much

more conf ident.  I t  made her seem strong. Susan l iked her immediately.

Mary was fond of  the woods and dreaming.

They began to spend ai l  of  their  f ree t ime together.  Some-

t imes l4ary was l ike a grown-up chi ld.  Her laughter made susan feel
good inside. I t  made her happy. 0n Saturdays, the two women would
get passes and go explore the countryside around the base. They

went for  long walks in the forest  and skipped through the meadows,

col lect ing wi ldf lowers,  s inging, and laughing the whole t ime. Susan

fel t  bet ter  than she ever had. She trusted Mary.

One day, they were s i t t ing on a large rock in the middle

of the stream which splashed through the forest .  This was their

favor i te spot.  somet imes they would br ing books along and spend

the af ternoon reading and enjoying the peacefulness. 0ther t imes,

they would just  daydream or ta ' lk .  Today, Susan began to te l l  Mary

the story of  her favor i te place at  home.

"You know something,"  susan said,  " I  never to ld anyone

about that  p ' lace before because I  was afraid they would th ink I

was weird."

Mary smi led warmry and her eyes became a r i t t re misty.

" I  had a place l ike that  too,  Susan, ' ,  she said.  "And I

never thought I  would f ind another place that I  loved as much. Much

I ess,  someone to share i  t  wi  th. ' ,

susan looked at  her for  a moment.  L i t i le splashes of

sunl ight  s i f ted through Mary's th ick brown hair .  she looked

beaut i fu l - - l ike she belonged out there wi th nature.  warmth and

understanding glowed around her.  susan embraced Mary.

I t  fe l t  d i f ferent that  day--much di f ferent than the sister ly
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hugs which they had so of ten exchanged. A feel ing swept through Susan's

body. I t  was a strong feel ing.  i t  was unl ike any emot ion she had

ever before fe l t  for  another woman. Her thoughts whir led inside her head.

Her body moved s ' low1y, inst inct ively.  she gent ly placed one hand on

Mary's cheek, l i f ted her face toward her own, and tender ly k issed her.

Mary ran her f ingers through susan's long hair .  she moved her body

against  susan's.  Then suddenly,  she pu]1ed away from susan and quickly

stood up. susan could not te l l  i f  the look in Mary's eyes was one of

anger or f r ight .  Ei ther way, she knew that she had made a big mistake.

"what are you try ing to do?" Mary shr ieked. " I  thought you

were my fr iend."

don' t  know. Is i t  so wrong?,,  Susan sobbed.

Real ' ly  s ick.  I  thought you were my

away.

I  promise.. . I  just . . .p ' lease, stay and

tal  k,  "  Susan p1 eaded.

"Don' t  ever,  ever come near me again, , 'Mary shouted as she

cl imbed across the rocks to the t ra i l  on the other s ide of  the stream.

"wait ,  Mary.  Please don' t  go.  p lease,"  susan cr ied.  But Mary was

gone.

" I  just . . . I  just . . . I

"You're s ick,  Susan.

fr iend."  Mary began to move

"Mary.  Please, wai t .

unki  nd

co I  onel

i t  was

Fear somet imes dr ives even the most sympathet ic

things. Mary was afraid and that fear drove her

's of f ice.  She knew what would happen to Susan,

the r ight  th ing to do.

person to do

r ight  to the

but she was sure

I t  was very dark inside the bus now. Many of  the passengers



had recl ined their  seats and dozed of f .  susan sat in the darkness

and wondered i f  i t  was al l  t rue.  A dishonorable discharge? could

they rea11y do that? was she reai ly that  wrong? she didn' t  feel

I  i  ke she was wrong. And l4ary,  how coul  d she have done this? l^ las she

that afraid of  her emot ' ions? susan looked down at  her hands. she

was gr ipping the arm rests of  her seat so t ight ly that  her knuck' les

were white.

The bus stopped and a few passengers got on. susan tr ied to

relax.  A chubby ba]d man and his grey-haired wife pushed their

way down the ais le and took the seats across f rom susan. The man

looked at  her and smi led.  Susan smi led back.

"we're going to see our grandchi ldren in Tucsonr ' ,  he proudly

told her.  "Where you headed?"

"I . . .uh. . . I 'm not sure yetr ' ,  she answered.

confused, the man turned away and began fumbl ing through

a paper bag. susan looked at  the seat in f ront  of  her and tr ied to

count the hor izontal  str ipes.
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OERBV EVEI IN KE\fiUCKV

In the further pasture

where the grass ls sweet

earth and sky are Just  touchfng.

A thoroughbred bay --

teeth cracked but shoulders soltd --

dls lodges a dark c lod

wlth a burst of hoof

as the wlnd r lses In hls mane.

He br ld les agalnst  the hard

red breath of sun

etchlng hls shadoul

Into the ground.

He pauses to l ls ten:

. . . far away the hooves whlsper . . .

Below, at  the neat stable,

a bel  I  cal  ls  - -

gent le,  lnslstent --

He does not tremble,

does not shrug or bow.

Arches hls ears ln the red dlmmfng:

. .  .  closer dance the thuddlng hooves . .  .

The bel I has stopped novl.

Even In the dark,  h ls head hlgh, mot lonless:

Feel  h lm .  .  .  l ls tenlng for the roar.

E3l0 | 8J The Wlwle Claas



TAKE-HOME POEM

Vonb tbq a,bnodt n^tiated qellow god,

Tqlut Run, afuid.entt tuuming, babbling,

bubbling bq the tenni.t couttfi and the ggm

(ot the Jel.Lo lunblena.ttt and. ginon g.qingd,

Roclz,Lng tu iytto the tpnLng . ,

St),(l, U ia necuuoJLq tn nmanbau

Ttulh i,t a tutte ehanelonn --

Sonel-itnu i.t, iyuiwlot i,tteld

iytto the apattfunent ninda o{ tfutdentt.

Blanche llaotte* hnut i,t in t75, bt+SlLtLA aA;Uttitrgz

"kge,tt and. oanngeA on a Sundaq adtutnoon,

i.t'6 a plealar* daq in a ni.LUnn un-q6.,,

Snethetu coyrtiyunltq citcle tu,

vowittg tiliflL thloii tqueah.t to become jounna,ti.a;tt,

ttecal(ing the bnirlz neuu in Canpbell coini.dona,

.tlat, mott, o( ua unnt. lwppinua lunde(inel. uncon(inell,

tililt Panela evett otgLe Lar.h to Fnnpe

whurc ahe and. Angie cut Eeoftch anong the dountab*?

ReuILia how, at Vonh, tint. qning 06 ,53

the whi.te peatt blouomt butut. tucenelu upunn-d.6,

tlte l-Lbnanq dootu awingtttg opwt and. open,

qou nea.d,itrg and wi.thing 6*z 6ut iytto the unirniah

?ane.ts. Llagnet ueatel. tld,t poan dtun the
choicet in the ESP Comptftut Ptwgtunr

6ott VC? SpnLng tileelzwtd, 4/24/t3.

|ESP poet, 6 ilLtiat, '75.
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Rebecca Snyder

Beqond the ehangeable aulfidce

nhqtlm W)neva.t

whue enmdotd, ean ex,i.tt.

wi.th the ui.te and (a,(l a,t the brletilL

pound,Lng ane,Lent heilt

etuua.L

LQt..rA nuraLn

in eltenee urchanged

thougll aqunlLt botten the tou,(.

tfiind.A nip the aenaQJ

nelax uti.th the ebb

and 6Lout

tn hnow

Autoat tJte aundane

bneahin4 the gUmuing plnne

quichl,U tnau{omed.

prlsating wildLu

.^nv?A tptnt, theih welnett

on bootd, bLow, bttQuat. ...

Quith .,, 6Lip, nLp tide

pu.tling the bodq fu.eh.

to its aal,tne oni4in

SURF

TTOE
*,

-rusi



AN OLD BIRD

Cassie Troman sat s i lent ly on the hard p ' last ic

bed. She refused to s j t  in the plush electr ic rocking

a special  provis ion at  the Li lac Home for the Elder ' ly .

nurses were looking in at  her f rom the doorway.

chair  by her

chair  that  was

her down

room to

Two young

She knew they were there,  the ta l ler  nurse real ized, and

stepped into the room.

"Goo'd morning Cassie.  This is Karen. She's v is i t ing f rom the

Springf ie ld Home. You've heard of  i t ,  haven' t  you?"

"That fancy old fo lks home, eh? I f  you ask me, i t 's  a

or f lowers 0r.  .  .  "d isgrace how al l  these places are.  No gardens

Cassie glanced up at  the brass bird cage that

where a br ight  green parakeet sat  mot ionless.

hung above her head,

Karen observed the bird wi th a puzzled look on her face.

"That 's Gurt .  She's asleep now, but she' l l  be awake af ter

I 've had my breakfast .  Wel l ,  g i r1s,  are you going to help me to the

cafeterr ia? Lord knows, I  don' t  want the food, but I  enjoy f ight ing

with the nurses down there!"

The tal ler  nurse just  gr inned. "Are you going to take the

chair  today?"

"No! You' l l  never get me to use those electronic gadgets as

' long as I  breathe! I ' l l  walk,  thank you. ' ! "

The two nurses helped Cassie wi th her walker,  and led

the hal l .  A few minutes later the matron came into Cassie 's

t idy up and to see whether Gurt  was in good order.

When Cassie returned, Gurt  was f lut ter ing happi ly in

and chirped a cheerful  hel lo.

her cage



"Ah, Gurt ie,  Gurt ie,  so nice to hear you today. I  wonder i f  we, i l
have any vis i tors?' ,

There was a knock at  the door about a
' looked 

over to see a smal I  g i  11 of  about ei  ght

"Who are you ?' ,  Cass i  e as ked.

" I 'm stacy.  My grandmother is here somewhere but I  can,t  f ind

her and al  I  the nurses are busy., '

"WelI  that 's the usual .

here to save t ime and st i l l  no

suppose you can stay and vis i t

" l ' r lho's Gurt?"

hal  f  hour later.  Cassie

standing in the doorway.

Al ' l  the damned machines they have around

one has t ime for anybody real  .  t^ le1 1 ,  I

wi th us.  Gurt  and I  don,t  get  much company.

The bird chirped cheerful ly and f lut tered

Stacy let  out  a scream and started backinq

in her cage.

towards the door.

be. You' l  l  see. "

" [^ lhat  is  i t?"

I  i  ke Gurt?

"  I t 's  okay, chi  l  d.  Gurt 's  as tame as coul  d

The gir l  stared expressionless at  the cage,

"why i t 's  a bird,  of  course. Don' t  they te l r  you chirdren about

these things anymore?, '

"They taught us about computers last  week, ' ,  she said,  hopefu. l ly .

"Gurt 's  a rare parakeet. , '  Cassie said.

" [^ lhat '  s that  noi  se?" Stacy asked, cocki  ng her head toward the cage.

"  I  don' t  hear any noise. ' ,  Cassie snapped.

" I  hear a c l ick- ing sound. ' ,  Stacy persisted, ' ,Cl ick,  c l ick,

c l ick. . .There!  Don,t  you hear i t? ' ,

I  got

"would you l ike to see some pictures of  other birds

this book when I  was just  a l i t i le older than you. ' ,

Stacy c l imbed onto Cassie,s high bed to get a look

book the old woman held.  cassie turned the yel lowed

at the cur ious

pages andfaded



named the var lous blrds for  stacy.  "pel lcan, sparrow, eagle . . . r '

0n the last  page there was a plcture of  a green parakeet.

"That 's just  l lke Gurt l "  Stacy exclaimed. , ,But that  one is

si t t ing in a t ree.  How come i t  isn, t  in a cage l ike Gurt?, ,

"That 's where birds should l ive --  in the t rees, where they

can f ly l lke the wlnd whenever they want to.r ,

A f rown f lut tered across stacy's face but quickly disappeared.

"cassie,  I  real ly l ike these birds.  And I  l ike Gurt  most of  a i l l "

She stood up'on the bed and reached for the door of  Gurt ,s cage.

uNo, no . . . t t  Cassle gasped, t tyou musntt  touch her.  Shets

much too del icate."

" I  thought you said that  b i rds were supposed to be free to f ly .

You said that  b l rds should be able to f ly  l ike the windl  Let 's let

Gurt  f ly l "

"Gurt  can . t  be I  et  out  l , '  Cassie screamed .  , ,She might f ly

away ! "

A nurse passing by the room heard Cassie,s commotion and

hurr ied in to f ind out what was going on.

Stacy,  who had been fr ightened by Cassle 's strange outburst ,

was afrald that ,she might be blamed, and tr ied to explain what had happened.

" I  only wanted to, let  Gurt  f ly  l lke she,s supposed tol  I  d idn, t

know she wasnrt  a l lowed out of  the cagel , '

" I t 's  okay. I t rs just  that  Gurt  is  a special  k ind of  b l rd, ' ,

the nurse explained, t ry ing to calm the gir l  .  ' ,Aren' t  you Mary Nhthan,s

granddaughter? She's been worrled about you. She said that you were

to spend the day wlth her."

Stacy nodded.



"wai t  outs lde a moment,  and I ' l l  take you to her room., ,

Stacy lef t  the room and the nurse took out an electronic devlce to

measure Cassie 's v l ta l  s igns and make sure she hadn' t  been too great ly upset.

"Get that  damned thlng away from me!" Cassie growled. ' , I  don' t  want

any of  your gadgets around me. I 'm f lne.  Now get out and let  me be alone with
Gurt .

The nurse, used to i t ,  s lmply shrugged and lef t  the room.

Later that  af ternoon, Cassle was star lng out her window at the r t reets

below. Funny, she thought,  i t  looks so strange, now that they.ve banned al l  the

cars f rom the streets.  Actual ly,  automobi les had long slnce been replaced by

high speed trains.  Cassie 's thoughts were interrupted when John parks,  an

elder ly man who had taken a l ik ing to her,wheeled through the door fn his electr ic

wheel c hair .

"Good af ternoon, Cassie.  I  hear you had a bi t  of  a scuff  th ls mornlng

over Gurt. t '

ust i l l  using that newfangled chair ,  eh John?,,

"Yeah, wel l  I  say thank heavens for the technology of  the twenty-f i rst

century.  You'd be a lot  wiser to iust  g lve ln to i t  Cassle.  [hy,  back in the

nineteen-eight les when I  was a k ld,  l i fe was too slow and took too much ef for t .

Now I  just  s l t  back and let  a machlne take care of  whatever I  want. , l

"Dld you hear some gir l  came in here th is mornlng try ing to k i l l  my

Gurt?r'

"Cassle,  I  ment ioned that when I  came ln."  A worr led look crossed John's

face, "cassie,  don' t  you think l t rs t ime you gave that th ing up?'

"Damned girl wanted to let Gurt out of the cage. Did you ever hear of

anythlng l lke i t?, ,
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t tCassl€. . . r ,

"Dear old Gurt . . .She,s always been wf th 0l€. . . , ,

cassle was fnterrupted by a sharp rap at  the door.

"How dare you! "  snapped the women srt f ing rn the wheer chair
ln cassiers doorway. "How dare you show that thrng to my stacyt  I  don' t

want her gett ing crazy ideas about blrds.  you have that stupid th ing
cl lcklng away in that  cage day in and day out.  l . lhen are you going to
real ize that  there are no more.. . , ,

"Stacy enJoyed meet ing Gurt . ' ,  Cassle safd calmly.

"well I told her how crazy you are and not to come back here.

I f  she ever sets foot  in here and you tel l  her more of  your crazy stor ies. . . , ,

' rThatts qul te enough, l4aryr, ,John cut in,r ,Go on and let  Cassie

be'  You know how she is about the bird,"  he said,  fo l lowlng thc grumbl ing

woman out the door.

"l, lhat does she know, Gurt? l,that do any of them know? you've

been by my side for so long now. I  know you and they donrt . , '

That evening, the l ights in cassie,s room were dimmed. The old

woman had been taken down to the cafeteria for supper. Stacy peered in

caut iously and quiet ly opened the door to the room. Al l  was quiet  except

for a sof t  steady cl lck ing. She shut the door behind her careful ly and

t iptoed over to cassie 's hlgh bed. Gurt  f lut tered only a l l tge at  the

I  ntruder.

"Hi ,  Gurt .  r rve come to let  you f ly l lke the wfnd. I  know that 's

what you really want to do. l ' ly grandmother said that you werenrt real ,

but I saw you for myself and I know you are. you want to be free, donrt

you?r l



Gurt let  out  a t lny peep.

Stacy stood up on the bed and reached over to open the door of

the brass cage. Gurt  d id not move. stacy reached in and picked up the

creature.  She cooed to i t  gent ly,

"0kay Gurt ,  go ahead and f ly away --  f reelr ,  she said as she

tossed the bird into the air .

At  the exact moment that  Gurt  crashed to the f loor,  Cassie walked

into the room. Spr ings, wires,  and gears c lat tered in every direct ion

as the bird 's body was smashed into a hundred pieces.

Stacy started to run to the door but stopped before she got to

i t .  " I  knew i t  wasnrt  real ,  My grandmother to ld me that i t  wasn' t  and

that you were crazyl  I  knew Gurt  wasnrt  real ! ' ,

Cassie stared blankly at  the f loor.  "Look, Gurt ,"  she said.

"Look at  the mess our l i t t le v is i tor  has made."

tlaeq a.nLo
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THE OLD WITH THE NET.T

Anld our convenlence foods, dlsposable products,  and labor-

savlng chrorne appl  lances, we are str lv lng,  obst lnately,  to hold on to

the past --  to rescue those t th lngsrrwhich glve us a sense of  cont in-

ul ty and her l tage. we are engaged ln a never-endlng quest to surround

ourselves wl th famify helr looms, ant lque furnlshlngs, and a mult l tude

of memorabl l la In order to combat our ephemeral  re lat lonshlps wl th the

thlngs of our ' throw-away soclety.r Reverently we ruflxrage through

our motherrs and grandmotherrs at t lcs resurrect lng long-forgotten

obJects.  An assortment of  grandmotherrs uooden cooklng utensl ls,

blackened and worn wlth age, now hang proudly on our k i tchen wal l  in

qulet  def  lance of  a l  I  thtngs plast lc,  a lumlnum, or disposable.  An old

wooden bookcase ( lovlngly restored to l ts or lg inal  pat lna) stands smugly

next to our modern refr lgerator --  the warm, golden glow of  oak ref lect-

lng of f  the cold chrome. Our Formlca counters are ladened wlth f ragl le,

old pottery,  whl le our Indestruct lb le (Uut ugly)  Tupperware hldes be-

hlnd cablnet doors.  l . Ie can st l l l  rescue what ls old but wel l  made.

For those of  us forever hopeful  of  salvaglng some smal l  re l lc  that  wl l l

unl te us wl th the past,  f lea rnarkets,  ant lque shovus, auct lons,  and

garage sales are cont lnuous haunts.  The resuft? A pr lnterrs old

type-tray,  for  example,  whlch once found i tsel f  unceremoniously tossed

on the trash heap wlth the advent of the composlng room, nov, stands

In the mldst  of  our modern of f lce as a symbol of  Amerlcan cont inul ty.

Perhaps one way, then, ln whlch we can i lve wi th ln our ' throw-away

soclety,  and st l l l  preserve our man-thlng relat lonshlps ts by mlxlng

the old and the new--the permanent wl th the tanporary,  the dlsposable

wlth the Indestruct lb le.
Katlnqn R. |'0onnell



Lettur to the Bai4htett Stan

Si;ainl, Uou do rct fritinb,(.e.

Vou nage, noaa and. tpu,

Coloutu o( an4ut . . .

No eotntc tand.enut daae

pue.ttate qoun doalz twdto,r4

ao Long aA qoul gdaQrua iluns

6fai2 hqatuica,LLq in tpaee.

&rt dtwm whete I ttand,

Youn daue,itg iA bead,i(uLt

Voun itutnrcel o( naa*ive

eneigA ane btrt a clnatuwing (I)thet,

Thturyh nA eAea, Aou, a ani,tittg 6dthal,

twU gentle donini.on ovQt, oun wLgbt thq,

(Imhing the pnini.tive lwnlett.

Si,.ttilA, I an lappg tlnt. obaatvdfrLou

dton Lonolq poe,tt and ptu*htg

alfiwnomelu on aone tu.tient mLettocoam

dat (rcm goun tnth

do not, cor$e qou to ceaAe to na.nt

Iihe a apoihel god in the tulhet

tJu,t. ane (onevut UouL hone,

in the dome that it nA wndett --

Youn nad. nenndwingt:

Stedq twgie teu dun ettth.

I
I

Sylvfa Bowman
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FLUTE MAGIC

a. prL06e p0Qn

Jotl titl autast the twon nead,tng hnipidu, whihe Ju,LLa crwAEQA

ttut Le4t on the bel, the 6dnen bbe o( hut jeanu in atnittlng eonttatt

to the bttilUant. punple bettpned., The window (nanu hut dace and caats

lvtt ttedtecLi-on banh into the baiahf,tq U,t ,@om -- uwtLng a attange

doubLe ina4e. Abrrott M i6 the i,t one bodg uri.th fr^n hea.d"s. Ar dhe

Lenru domatd, tlte illtt^t,i-on alnttent.

Itwtn tlrc Wgel



I

Tatz,ing up the ai.Lvat gtrte beAi.d.e hen, ahe tnrchet the ain

gentl.A with the mwteninu opewing,,rwtu o( Mozaat,6 ,,l,lagic Flstte,,

thune, the unut od tlrc chanbea attutpting Ltnq eehoet. Now it. i-t

AuLonguL, harl.ut. The nelodq oJJLeetlA wirneq dnon ooart to unll, bpurc-

ing rihe a naque.t baL.L: ce.i,ting to dloott tt unll, an alnott pnediot-

able {Li4ht topeatel agaLn dnd, again. Suddent-q the plwne in the hal}.

ftingt, ttnttwLng the tpel.L. Ju.U-a. atopt.

&fi. aInwLU, fue voice in the hoL lwving notded, Ju,U,q. tdtzu

up hut $ute again. Itt ti.Lvur gUtteu Ln the tend,Lng liglvt. HuL

bdnb iA lunehed, hat hed. LLLtQn tu the Ei.d.e. Hut hain {all.t in a

tdngle o$ eunLa ovul huL 6,Ld,U ahou(lelu, bwtt uti.tlt the inteyui-tq

06 haL e([ont,, FaL.twtttg at. a hi4h note, Ju.Li"d. wtngeA, bu.t. ttetove-tu

hut pla.ce e{[on tludlq.

Soon Julia beconu deeplq abronbed, dlwtyl LLbe a nqph thl.rlugh

a unod 6,i.UQn wi-th uyuuuaL. dne-teni anitmla. Still, Joq $nqglu to

neal., tn puh the muie tounnd the twnizon, tn Lef. if. entesde ovetr

the elgu, lihe ttaLtc {non d ttddi.o. But ahe 6eel.a ev*sranced, dnattn

ivtto the nagic the dhf,i^tt. id wetving a.U. about. hea. FiwIbq, eveyt

Euaipil,u Eueutmbl, Joq a.tLowLng the rwtu to (Low anound hut, to holl

Itu wi.LLLng captive in Moza,nt't tnneA. Slle mitu at Ju,Lia., wlw

gazaA at ItaL tetrcnelq. A Loob o( alroaed nanonLu and ttwughfu l"dtun&q

WAU befutteen them. Togelhut, thwt, the gful,t sit. etu.d,Led in t,i,Lvut

EoW, es i6 the ain wue di,tlQt tilLth the wattbling 06 rnnq bitd.a. Hout

puL$eefX.q ol. peaee theq ane -- tilLtll thenteAvu, ench othett, and

the wonll.



CLOSE TO YOU

real ly fe l t  c lose to you last  weekend.

I t  was not something spectacular

0r easi ly explalnable.

0utsiders wouldn r t  understand,

But the reals we cooked

And the love we made

Seemed to grou.,

And f lot I  ike soft songs. wI have known times

l. lhen Key Largo was just pointless

F.eeping pace wlth equal  ly  point less

Al l  g lowing as br ight

As thelr  calculated l ies.

ta lk

peop le,

l laybe l t rs t lmlng'--  or  maybe l t ts love:

l rm hard pressed to know whlch.

But last weekend

a very ordlnary weekend

I real ly fe l t  c lose to you..

Je{d Sptenhle



M
lWfutee.d gunut

SiAvett stlranda attch. tn the windatt geJleut

pnuael tigl* tudi,a*Lng

pwn danb deed. cetttetu

AtWnetuiMI thdnl cbudA eluttetu

ro LLbe the twmett p.^al,;tng

tundontA beiltL$til.

A tetlon wlwr tJuee dinerui-otu

tean atnanget| inade4uate

ts contain the vibtuti,oru

ML bQingE nu) and du.tL

qet, etth dA cluAing

the landtupe cantwt. be {ixot

The aupplwtQal o{ ench gwtina thittg

neninda u unehmt

to bend uti.th the bneezet

ort 6twp

in the qnirLing uinfu)L utinda.

\*,\ii

S'.::J
N|

Rebecca Snycler
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