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The MAN AND HIS TABLE

or P. B. ! 4
_ ceven 03K slats nailed roughly into a circle

- ular wrought iron stem
B ded mushroom L
,nding transverse hyphae into nearby fields

whatever is spilled here -

_;'f heir leaves
ad do not fold back upon themselves.

-h a table can exist only on the earth rim
% Einstien’s relative dish,
tts nurturing fibres converging at the center
of the bowl into which a yellow apple rolls
b evening; the sound of its weighted
creqular form is heard by the man who sits
at this table, who also - hearing the noon whistle -
thinks of a youth in a coalshaft
seeling an orange
testing with his teeth
he tensile strength of segments held
in their net of velocities, until the flat world

urns round again.

For twenty five years his forum
the seven pillars laid on their sides
receiving spores of his laughter -
it is finally a table,
the caligraphy of the surface held level by gravity.
Here at the edge, you can see where the hooked finger
drew across the grain, lifting a splinter,
expressing white meat of wood
with this dark stain on the day
his son returned a victim of night-fright:
“Ten years ago | thought he had grown from it,
but now | must hold his head -
his hands clasped where the shrapnel
made him clutch at sleep -
and tomorrow without any rest
without even a troubled sleep,
| must somehow open the furrows -
the season will not wait.”

“I have seen that more depends
Upon my view of others

Than upon their view of me.”

to Paul Bennet,
founder of Exile,

teacher, 25 years.

A. D. Werder ‘73
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Ours
was what they’d cal|

a barren sort of life

who'd watch from grass-clad |
through polished glass and en
our battered carousel----oyr - '

grasping at the brass ring

always

just beyo, :s’

EYES
Clark Blaise ’61

 into this business of a new country cautiously. First
a place where English is spoken, with doctors and bus-
and, and a supermarket in a centre d’achats not too far
! ease yourself into the city, approaching by car orbus
n artery, aiming yourself along the boulevard that
and tree-lined in your suburb but broadens into the
ac of the city five miles beyond. And by that first

€N you know the routes and bridges, the standard con-

we had love, ] eported from the helicopter on your favorite radio station,
F 0 think of moving, What’s the good of a place like this when

IF neighbors have come from Texas and the French paper
Wy subscribed to arrives by mail two days late? These
e all around you, behind the counters at the shopping center,
€ Oor two on your block; why isn’t your little boy learning
t least? Where's the nearest maternelle? Four miles

And, naive,
they'd call it poverty
who'd never see the rich we fel

because, though divers storms;l"

Debra Tucker

. SPring you move. You find an apartment on a small side-
oy dogs outnumber children and the row houses resemble
@ivided equally between the rundown and remodelled. Your
2re the young personalities of French television who live
= cken, or the old pensioners who shuffle down the sum-
—"4XS in pajamas and slippers in a state of endless re-

—‘h Your neighbors pay sixty a month for rent, or three

% Pay two-fifty for a two-bedroom flat where the walls
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have been replastered and new fixtures hung,
remain, as well as the hulks of cars abandoned in
hind, where downtown drunks sleep in the summer

Then comes the night in early October when your h
badly, and you sit with him in the darkened
bubbling of a cold-steam vaporiser while your wife
in the room next door. Angd from the dark, silently, g
the ﬂl-lit-ﬁre-alley, he comes. You cannot beljeye e e
a rhumy, pasty-faced Irishman in slate-gray jacket a'sk, lifting the windowlixttle bet.ter i M e i
soled shoes has come purposely to your small p y “now you know the city a d w:;lk around must have its
he has been here before and he is not drunk (not pg ch summer to take pict:lrles ra:e]xt cities where rich and poor
you know him as a panhandler on the main boulevarg s too, and that place in theg eople in-between. It’s health
that he brings with him a crate that he sets on end un is especially hard on t .pa tough urban health that will
room window and raises himself to your windaw 1 peen seeking, not just beaug',When you hear of a place twice
there nose-high at a pencil of light from the ill-fifin money in the bargain, m;-t of town free of Texans, English
b o i ity S troi -l ge ot hg-!eethgf r;ﬂ:’ngm a%::tg:s and stewardesses who deposit
ncil,

arbage in pizza boxes, you move again,

- dial the police,

the kitchen telephone; you

R runsmvfiut oyou prepare your wife, not for what is hap-
0

ng up- l; t has already taken place? ’ iy

5 mfmor,W 9 re,” you shout back, I think I’1l open the

E tt::ce ’your time, you stand before the blind blocking

it :o»l; still looking, then bravely you part the curtains.

By he

; the crate remains upright. ¢Do we have any masking
One e

you

. . move you
chaun’s face that sees what you cannot. You are ahoyt s, for you, a city of Greeks. In theT}slummvi:rjéo:dvertlsS; E
dow and shout, but your Wheezing child lies just und a movie at the corner cinema. g
of your wife in the room next door? You could pe

the uniforms are unfamiliar. Both sides
e’éll:egrel!:)l:l’l t:;:ies handle machine-guns, both leave older
d dr’essed in black. From the posters outside theri'elis
e of sex; blond women in slips, dark-eyed peasan: g rt hse
i ‘ be rubble, executions against a wall. You can fol :w y
m the stills alone: moustached boy goes to war, embrac
yed village girl. Black-draped mother and admiringbyoung
r stand behind. Young soldier, moustaclzhe fuller, em rage
prostitute on a tangled bed. Enter soldiers, boy hides un e;
~ Final shot, back in village. Mother in black; dark-eye
e girl in black. Young brother marching to _the front. g
u g0 in, pay your ninety cents, pay a nickle in the lobby

the window and leap to the ground, tackle the man bef
Smash his face into the bricks, beat him senseless then c:
Or better, find the camera, afix the flash, rap once at th
shoot when he turns, Do nothing and let him suffer,
mercy, no one will ever again be so helpless--but y ’
You know, somehow, he’ll escape, If you hurt him, he
worse, later, viciously. He’s been a regular at your
watched the two of you when you prided yourself on bej
alone and masters of the city; he knows your child
plays in, your wife and where she shops. He’s a nati

|V esent
knows the fire-escapes and alleys and roofs, knows the @ of halvah-like sweets. You understand nc:thing, ,{?: ) Now
city’s heedless young. 1 laughter and you even resent the pictl’lre they’re running. 5
L. 0w the Greek for “Coming Attractions’’ for this is a gangster
And briefly you remember yourself an adolescent ey

 at least thirty years old. The eternal Mediterranez}n gangster
-aet in Athens instead of Naples or Marseille§, with smaller
narrower roads, uglier women and more sinister killers.
' an hour the movie flatters you. No one knows you’re not?
k, that you don’t belong in this theater, or even this city. Tha
le Greeks, you hanging on. :

Side the theatre the evening is warm anc: thfﬂ:vi::esigzxa;;i
blond and tall and r ily-built north- Eur ed with Greeks who nod as you come out, e :
consf:itutiona;11 monarc;;n,g sZnsuou’s amouththand“p:geml: o] 3 ;:,n;',l :gi:t; f:;lgdzir;, f,ff,cﬁaf; em;lclzigf:lltl iﬁgdthf:?;lézz ::j];g;g,

stands <ald i
::':)nnlls;;blﬁht.b Ry e i she S Women left outside, chatting. Not a blond hezd ont;r;essi‘iii?a:ilkk
“How’s Kit?” she asks ‘I’d give him a kiss except # N left outside, chatting. Not a blonfd heath:ncoffee houses,
no blind in there,” and s,he dashes back to bed nude, a ‘ -:-‘- ;oih n;ug:_sg;ee:; :::::mf:;lgii sr?nxzn o i torsade.s:
bou?‘?:utx:le;n?’t?e B o ' €8 as they walk. Dry gc;ods sold at midnight fr?m the sldewe;l(l:c.l
You find yoirself creeping from the nursery, turnin ‘. '€ Wandering happily, glad that you moved, you’re rediscove
i : ocence of starting over.,

8 ]

country slithering through the mosquito- ridden grassy f{
a housing development, peering into those houses wh
had not yet put up drapes, how you could spend five hg

less crouch for a2 myopic glimpse of a slender arm re:
the dark to douse a light. Then you hear What the man
creaking of your bed in the far bedroom, the steps of :
her way to the bathroom, and you see her as you neve;




or truck, still intact but for their split-open bellies and sawn-
. The older of the three brothers skins the carcass with a
. knife that seems all blade. A knife he could shave with,
slls back in a continuous flap, the knife never pops the
ver the fat.
'or brother serves. Like yours, his French is adequate.
@hamburger,” you request, still watching the operation on
oty saw-horses. Who could resist? It’s a Levantine treat,
“stumpy legs high in the air, the hide draped over the edge
in the sawdust, growing longer by the second,
sore is filling. The ladies shop on Wednesday, especially
idows in black overcoats and scarves, shoes and stockings.
mangled fingernails. Wednesdays attract them with boxes in
, and they call to the butcher as they enter, the brother
. and the women dip their fingers in the boxes. The radio
overhead, music from the Greek station,
2 et soixante, m’sieur. De bacon, jambon???
you think, taking a few lamb chopsbut not their saltless bacon,
ased you are to manage sowell. It is a Byzantine moment with
nd widows and sides of dripping beef, contentment in a snowy
r brother, havingfinished the skinning, straightens, curses,
its away the tiny knife. A brother comes forward to pull the
Way, a perfect beginning for a game-room rug. Then, bending
. the rear of the glistening carcass, the legs spread high and
“Wh , the butcher digs in his hands, ripping hard where the scrotum
atsamatta?” phe demands, slapping a ten-dollar bill d pulls on what seems to be a strand of rubber, until it snaps.
j a single glistening prize in his mouth, pulls again and offers
her to his brother, and they suck.
butcher is singing now, drying his lips and wiping his chin,
Il he’s chewing. The old black-draped widows with the parch-
 faces are also chewing. On leaving, you check the boxes in the
OW. Staring out are the heads of pigs and lambs, some with
beque st eyes lifted out and a red socket exposed. A few are loose and
que stand. You have 5 Pocketful of bills and 5 Medi box is slowly dissolving from the blood, and the ice beneath.
) flé women have gathered around the body; little pieces are offered
iem from the head and entrails, The pigs’ heads are pink, per-
8 they’ve been boiled, and hairless. The eyes are strangely
% You remove your gloves and touch the skin, you brush against
L ofainy ear. How they eye attracts you! How you would like
o one out, press its smoothness against your tongue, then crush
“1 your mouth, And you cannot. Already your finger is numb
| the heaq, it seems, has shifted under you. And the eye, in
"% BrOWs white as your finger approaches. You would take that
half inch but for the certainty, in this world you have made for
: that the eye would blink and your neighbors would turn

g

» e

Ihen you Ccome on a Scene dil eCtly fr om spaln- Jl i
ln a fIOIa-l top and “hlte pleated Skll t, tinted glasses’

a block from your wife and ¢ p
enement, and yoy hyr ‘
Months Iater you know the plac:e. You trustr{hto'(?>

2::8 :;as;?l’s hardware, He brings home the oily tires from
Pusc rays In the boxes behing the appliance store, ¥
il X hgl €asy back window, at last satisfied, None of hi
ol m, like you, He is becoming Greek becoming d

S o Dart of this strange new land, Hig paty 1o o
¥you can spot him a block away, - T 1

On Wednesdays the butcher quarters his meat Calves a
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Running through rows and piles of
leaves

me in a colorful gale
Kicking them high
above my head-even higher
and you

bringing

ri
sighi
Blue sky, above, upon my eyes

down
below you
and

up!
and

breathing
and

leaves

Falling
once again

LOOKING GLASS

me
alone in rows and piles of leavings

Scientists impatient
with dust storms on Mars
cannot reason
the possibility
that it's some
giant

dirtyoldman
kicking up a fuss
becuase of the invasion
of his privacy.

Molly O’neill ‘74

Alice Colthart ‘72
12
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16 YEARS OLD

a ‘68 green Impala

next to the garage
right side caved in
windows shattered
jagged edges

hear
ing my pants to
le chignks of glass

- :‘o :r:rftl:?l:::-king me for broken bones
) laoy quivering in shock

3 days they’re still in the hospital

inside days . - A
terror, dulled by 3 days 3 yunconscwus AR
reborn staring in my parents

vomit, blood-stained seats
glass, torn text books

a flash or memory
shallowing the sickness
building up inside

| am not fingering seat belts
then hidden under piles of books
but screaming through the city
at siren speed
my little brother‘s still form
issuing an occassional guttural
utterance of pain
a friend’s unconscious spasms p:
more frightening than my brother’s stil
aslight numbness in my face
numbness
my new checkered pants
our house
my old girlfriend
the last basketball game
finally old enough to drive
finally- freedom
am | dying? it
| smashed a peanut butter sandwich
brother’s face once ‘
is he dying?
are they dying?

at scars so quickly healing

the crumpled glove compartment
opens :

?:ﬁlltyactpregistratlop papers

and those books still useable

slowly walking away

the thought comes of

how much is salvagable

the tire, wheels, seat belts, ;

steering wheel, maybe part o

the engine

Peter Porteous ‘74

emergency waiting room
crowded
in a wheelchair 3
what are people saying about my face?
Goddammit nurse, 3
| don’t know what kind
of insurance my father has
my brother is dying
don’t sit there typing
listening to my minister
it's not my fault 2
don't worry . . ... | wish | was dead

14



CHARACTERS FROM NEW MEXICO :

wit
Ardyth Hilts ’73 ‘ peering ::h::::torcycles, his days with the gas company when
-ribed

' as mains for Stalin in central Russia in the ‘30’s
e 3 i tll(;sgof the beer gardens in Hamburg. &b
iiiuliar hot Saturday night Howard and Mr. Poole
] in the years.
ng the changesithesl{::&,s e;f;rslt," rer:,\arked Mr. Poole, ‘“Why
g alsi gthis here land was farm country and you
h :nn::::ltains clear then. Now yer almost scared to drive,

an an me to th all that traffic and all them kids at the university with
’ , - seems

the relatives, friends and wanderers who come to orcycles. 1 dunno what's got into these kids today

free meal. .

“pace of life just ain’t fast enough for them. I guess we Were
Howard lives on Quincy Avenue in the northeast though.”’ ] -
buquerque, and his is the only adobe house on the. 'l‘z;n recall when I was fourteen,” ;ﬂdhii(;:’::%ourf::;:e
paint peeling off of it. All of the other homes ar “to leave that dinky little placein Ohio, ail !:)d e if fulitiwiid
yellowish-adobe color and have petunia gardens in fre 1led it. The thrill of the West was in my blo d?;ary place.”
of the people who live in those houses built them with th i choke if I spent another winter in that damn )
back in the 40’s, as Howard did. o ﬁen the screen door banged sh_ut and Mary Ramsey, a
Actually there are quite a few things in Howard’s r-old divorcee who had three children, appe%lre:;-t 1k oA
a lot about him. The ten rooms are more spacious " Howard! 1 just stopped in for the mail and top
from the outside, but Howard spends most of his tHim . for the dog.”
room and kitchen, except when he needs the big dit " :1 agv‘: a;ﬁ' of last week’s left-overs, but I had to thro:util; G:
study for his double-crosstix. His living room is quite and scraps down the cellar stairs because they got t(:1 smure A
place. From the front windows Sandia Crest 1ooks no i "~ We've had some pretty hot days lately, but Sandy s
blocks away, just behind the next row of squat house e otten meat.”
can be deceiving, especially behind a dirt encrusted | l:e;;‘ward. You got any bourbon in the house?” o
Because Howard is the perfect host, there is always a & b« need a drink bad.”’
chips softening in the heat on the front table, comp !l;:a];zmk hadn’t been very kind to Mary, althougflfl sh:dm:::
ularity with the mixed nuts. Usually the nuts are gone fi; peen pretty at one time. But now her face was a puily red,
ard will empty the bowls every three weeks, whether they spy from cigarettes, and she was much too thin. e
or not, just for the sake of freshness, I low has it been up at Placitas lately, Mary? I heard yo ith
In the living room are also two walls of book s ‘trouble findin’ a place to live since you stopped boarding Witl
of cupboards, the eating table and an assortment of K

stages of sturdiness. The menu from the past two week
only on the tablecloth, which is changed when the p ot:
but also on the floor where the food is swept after ‘7»
Once Howard told his friend, Mr. Polle, that he wan
floor so that he could scrape the leavings from :ﬁ_'
floor and just cover them up with the sawdust so :'!
worry about cleaning up. y

The kitchen is fun, too, except if one steps on a
bare feet, but the most treacherous part about it is th
Howard piles all the dirty dishes in the sink and o
then runs water for them to soak overnight because it”

to wash dishes in the morning. Sometimes the plates ¢ 0semary Roller is Howard’s niece, the daughter of his sister
very well and once in a while he will wake in the z-v' )

Was always a father to her since her parents died when sh

of a dish crashing to the floor. : Small and she is especially dear to him since he never marriec
Saturday nights Mr. Poole comes for beer and I: d no family but her. Ralph is her husband and the two ar
cheese and he and Howard run through their entirer 4 pair, no less than 250 pounds apiece, with a bankroll on
Jokes and stories. Mr. Poole invariably describes his ! never believe to look at them, and six kids ranging in ag
and Howard tells about his childhood in Milwaukee, the T O fourteen, There are Cheryl, Cindy, Diane, Jeannie, Bria

h Harley and Davidson before their names

Howard C. Estberg is eighty-seven years old, bu
one wouldn’t think him to be a day over seventy.
have to travel pretty far in order to meet someone wh
done as much as he has, too, But now Howard sper
time at home, reminiscing over past experlences-

‘es, the kids and I are in an old leaky trailer now, but I’d reaﬁi
o find a place with hot running water, and 1’d like to havg.w
re back that I left here. If my husband hadn’t been such a dirt;
: | none of this would have happened and the kids would haw.
id home now. . . well, at least they’d have a good roof over thei:
~ Ah, that drink was just what I needed. Say, Ralph and ?OS?
said they’d stop in tonight. As a matter of fact, I hear their o
the driveway now.?”’

The Rollers
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and Snavelly, the youngest. Everyone says Snavell
him look like an extra-terrestrial being; they alg
affectionate that it will be lucky if he doesn’t get som
before he is twelve. The rest of the kids are
degrees, but only Cheryl is sensitive enough to depl
her parents’ tumble-down ranch, and she suffers i
this. )

Rosemary is a jolly person who can swill dowu.

; re, but I can’t feed all those
1oading tramps that eat he

s1??
Cecil Robert Lloyd

Lloyd, more affectionately (or unaffectionately)
)

of Howard’s free-
~mbat? by his acquaintances, is one

d to tell how old

R ? s referring to. It’s hard to

‘‘bellywash”” (what Howard calls cheap bourbon and w t:utRall::)o:aguess eoteg 6 A A
L ¥ 1

teen-ounce tumber) as Ralph can. She we rs lay the piano a lot, and never
greasy white shirt;, jeans, pand pointed boot: He to live with his ‘“°t3${, ﬁdh‘;r%yworl? appealing, but lately
tied straight back, and her figure leaves a great y kind of person Wh:it wtglere he gets good pay for talking a
she was in a car accident, was forced to give bir | a job mthclthe cOuﬁcil of Housing and Urban Affairs, and
children by means of a Caesarian section, and once s with the t,}sl underway now is the conversion of some
dently”” shot her in the leg while he was cles § project tha ery school and daycare center in the Chicano
an argument, ts into 2 nu’s old Town. This project has had virtually
Ralph is a mountain of a man, an over-indulgent fat e fer -om t one of 'his, a community center nearby.
real estate broker who is helping to populate an is embezzling funds, but so far not
Valley. Continually investing his money, he owns twe
one in town and one in Placitas called the “Th nde
Grill””, a shabby but busy hangout for the hippies w|
Domes and come begging to use Ralph’s shmvel"|
This Saturday night Ralph and Rosemary and t
tired after a hard day, so the kids glued themsely
television, and Ralph described the trouble he’s h
to find a reliable bartender who wouldn’t peddle
on the job.

“You know John Rossi, who used to eat at you
Howard? Well, he was tending bar for me at the “T
but I had to fire him because I’ll be damned if tha
didn’t try pushing speed and cocaine from behind that’s there.”
when I let him go, he went and stole my car so Ih ’dzzl’f y;‘;’;ts:;f - a;gggigg food, I always say. Ah, this’ll
in the truck clear up to Santa Fe. I really didn’t w g fine.” Not oniy did Wombat have barbaric table manners,
arrested but I had no choice, because he’d be on my Was also quite conservative inhisuse of silverware and dishes.
if T didn’t. What a con-man that bastard is! Now I’ve vhon wieners right off the serving platter, pushing them around
running the restaurant, cooking and tending bar, and

; aked in gravy.
b d a dried-up piece of bread so
the girl with the bashed-up leg, is waiting on tables. ! ‘ uﬁ?eiz ;flir:lished guzzling some beer, the left-over bowl

seem to make ends meet, though, because they are| B o d so was last Thursday’s chicken
feeding all the tramps for miles around for no ng. {’:teﬁzswﬁz };giosnfnoﬂh on his sleeve and ran his fingers
have been up there the other night. Mary Ramsey €c 2 long greasy hair.
She was there. What a zoo!”’ . mbat’s pl’wsic al presence is repulsive to almost everyone
“Ralph, I’ll tell you,’’ replied Howard. “Yo‘u’vdg tomes to Howard’s. even the Rollers. He wears T-shirts,
head on your shoulders but you’ll mever make any mi hite but now graying and stained yellow beneath the arm-t
restaurant because everyone whoever worked for you ‘ S is be ginning to grow bald and his hair is slightly gray, bu
of charity or pity. They know it, and no matter how ni it lacks in thickness it makes up for in length. When he moves
they’ll take advantage of it. Now, either you got to spel hen the wind blows the wrong way, he exudes an odor that takes
running that place only, or sell it and get out for goo . 'SON’s breath away, and once Howard said that in all the years
tearing yourself apart with all your worries. I don’t get. bat lived in Yis c;uar (there’s a rather austere bedroom and
the least important thing in the world,”’ in Howard’s cellar), he never knew Wombat to take a bath,
“It is to you, Howard, because you’re independentl ’S not too incredible 1’f one notices his stringy beard, the brown
all that money from the gas company. You can affor: €S In his neck and the dirt under his fingernails. He’s pleasant

1
Ng

- not unlike the las
\b,em some talk of h
come of it.

bat usually makes hi
clean up the meal, and th
~ He scraped his muddy
“““ into the living room where everyone
stages of sobreity.

Howard, Ralph, how’s everything going?
) in for a chat since I was in the neighborhood. Say,
| any left-overs? I sure am starved!”’

re Bob.”” Howard was the only person who called Wombat
A :

name, ‘‘If you don’t mind wieners, what’s left from tonight

)
in the kitchen. Probably cold now, though. The sauerkraut’s

d’s just in
s appearances at Howar

is Saturday was no different from
boots on the doorjamb and heaved
was gathered in

Just thought
Howard,

18 g



) “"v Sy - the Rollers pecome irritated at his alternating boastful-
(.t e s g ouh, =1t chastisement and think Howard is a fool to let Wombat
“ and Howard doesn’t seem to mind, though, because

re SO often.
now, Wombat settles back after dinner and goes to sleep.
1’

Bob and Mary Gordon

: Gordons are the people who run the «Thunderbird”’ for

B Bob is in his late thirties and Mary in her early twenties;

don’t have any of their own children but Bob has four young

: from a previous marriage, two boys and two girls. The work

s «Thunderbird” is really too much for them to handle alone.
ake the hottest bowl of chile in town,

% is a good cook and can m
4 Mary is a very industrious girl, and even with the kids helping
 wash dishes, there is a lot of work because of all the little unseen

like ordering the food and balancing accounts.

Mary had to quite her job at the University radio station because
‘was too hard for her to hold down two jobs and run a household at
e same time, even though they only live in part of the motel which
but hasn’t been used in a few years.

s connected to the restaurant
Besides, Mary has been pretty tired lately; being a waitress is
¥d work for anyone, but her leg bothers her a lot now, and some-

the pain pills don’t help.
When Mary was eighteen she was in a water-skiing accident

ack in the East. Her fiance couldn’t swim very well and she dove
from the boat in order to help him when he lost his balance on the
klls. But she was caught in the rope and drawn under the motor
¢h chopped her leg up pretty badly. Everyone thought the leg
d have to be amputated but Dr. Weaver did a beautiful job
d now with plastic surgery her leg is just misshapen and stiff.
fiance never married her, but she and Bob are happy now,

n if they are poor.

i Friday nights are the only times that the ¢«¢Thunderbird” is

ly swarming with people. The farmers from the area and
hippies from the Domes come down from the hills, and most
Ralph’s old cronies show up, too. The hippies usually end up
" g some informal entertainment, singing to the accompani-
. 8°;isgllltar and zither and Jew’s harp. Occasionally Big John
mhh‘ drums and if he’s looped enough, he’ll lay on some ribald
» and accompany himself.

The hippies are mostly young kids who have tired of the com-
B o tl!l in the colony up at Taos. Some live in V.W, buses
B 1 rucks up in the hills of a piece of Ralph’s land, and some

rmed a commune and taken up farming. Most of them are
lm"go':;ldescript in appearance except Evelyn, a tall, slim girl
dressack hair and dark eyes. She wears low-cut old-fashioned

coll O:Sdand work boots, and her skin is tinged brown from a
ection irt, but Big John has an eye on her, in spite of her

mte"esﬁ!t‘lness.

Saturday night the crowd wasn’t very large, and the group
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was more intimate-, shifting in mood from nostate
their singing, Big John wasin his finest form,
all the girls he could get his hands on. Most of here
object, but to divert his attention Evelyn g is a history time at ¢‘Okie’s”, a bar in townivés -
their old-time favorite, ‘““Charlotte?’, Big John S 4s most of her She’s a skinny kid who economiz

to oblige, and even if the verses were Somewhat

. ight
college kids goher is hot or cold. Last Saturday nig
the chorus his last ounce of energy h

ey " jitler the vest d when she danced, her friend Leo got
(sung to the tune of “Sweet Betsy from Pike,») mood, an

n g rticle of clothing
] ‘ v““ of ything, since her only a b
AI d e::rth:t gidn’t cover her buttocks if she mov
le cotton dre

Valerie and Leo and Enyaqui

tudent at the University of New Mexico,
5

‘‘She’s Charlotte, the harlot
The girl we adore - :
The pride of the Prairie ‘

is-
uld spend hours together sipping beers and d

0l

The cowpuncher’s whore, »

: all of his

d Leo W would tell Valerie about

Jpiucs MosuzheL::ct that love for his kids was uige Ofrﬂi’

A emf' afurlgm leaving his wife. And Valerie would sy
m

i make sugges i Sometimes when Leo

: tions.
; ' hls hang-up about being black would SurfaCe, a.tld
mnk,

al i se he was black,
\ wouldn’t kiss him bgcau
- Valerie that sh;el 4 s

ime she did.
s equally comforted every t
8roups from the coast were supposed to i 4

man wi assive neck and arms
local groups actually showed up, ] is a powerfully built thxl/‘aﬁ rime R
“Yeah, it was really dlsappOinting,n Evelyn s: iy ot e

k because his arms
thought there’d pe good tunes and .good grass and » B . deceiving, thoush,

‘ S ct that he has no le S. He never lnentions
upforthefa al a 2

er know
di i itti t a table one would nev
Ee ﬁd t;) sri?sgi;ng Sltg:egr;one at «“Okie’s” is ac;uség:zg
o ; when he
N A,  7‘ ce g movergl:s otfhfeheﬂzg by letting his
“Well, honey, you sure always look like a peach to tﬁem' B welling himse}f aﬁis s the floor by lettng his
Big John, Squeezing her shoulder because there w and arms walk and dragging

is such an important
to squeeze. «Say " Bop, Why wasn’t the “Thunde IS love-starved life Valerle 1s
weekend? You coulda made a Iot of dough, **

| | ie’s.
qui is Leo’s opposite, and a friend of his as.?d::lg:n dn
ende his time at ¢‘Okie’s?’ trying to forg:tm 1;11.«'; p:arkayoung >
a :
too, and he threatened to fire me, but with all thos B Boilct Company. En;;z::ln;s s smal, dark youg man
and me would have been running our asses off, and besid a very lithe body, and occas e g s
a holiday to just sit back and groove on that music, »* v Break into a dance routine, < %:t fess of What e fuksbor
“Well, 1 know, the dude who planned that rig oug B s pashse S Valeri,ut sh views i
ass nailed,” replied Big John. ¢Them hokie agents B 1o i fen yany . Gnc e o Vlere
Publicity, and it’g a2 wonder that folks didn’t die afte t his escape from Spain; his comphe B Bislipes it
food at the concession stand, Just imagine, a conces: ur of the United States and t::rhenway s tilbt e,
festivall Man, that’s really low - I mean, you’d never fd he turned and ran the other arc}'mect & tugktlbonen, gl
Woodstock.  Say, Evy, did you hear about Valerie’s 2 BN ite cuccosstul as an 1, e il e deprtod
’ ’ ] Janish or American authorities catch up w. e A
Moid and avoids places where he must show his (il ity P
® himself is a good friend, Okie who tries to se

i
“I wish you hadn’t mentioned that,”” said ;
pretty mad that I closed it because he figured we coulg

“Yeah, it was on the News a couple of days ago. |
Was cut up pretty bad, What happened 77 7

| Mexico
entior - solution for the world’s problems. Oktil'?ei:oal'll(;e::) Egv:) i L1
accident, and as Big John related the gory details, Bob i BN Fosiy's problems, € v o e saved
cleared the Wooden tables and red leather booths, Fro: g folks would turn from revolution to revel: S Mgl g
the place looked dilapidated but cozy. A coyote howledi ' Passes across the bar, Okie tells peop
of Placitas, y :

y Party and be saved,
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Valerie is in poor condition now. She had bee ;
car smashed head-on into a truck late last Satu
knows what her chances for survival are, but a
customers at ¢‘Okie’s” have been donating blood for he

. ew on a large horsebreeding
is not at ail h?;tet’o h:ttf:d fouup;‘ different colleges before
b Virginia, buA degree. After that he graduated from the
I e it.h 2 Master’s degree in anthropology but joined
P dMenc:s‘Zd his fieldwork experience, Stationed in the

and never

Fred Padula ) of Wyoming, he met Barbara there and later married her.

Fred Padula is a student at the University also, .
friend of Howard’s but for reasons different from
is in his late thirties and leads a very independe
He is working on his second Ph.D now, and
a book about the Cuban refugees in Florida. Soon he
his house in Albuquerque and leaving for Miami to w
chapters of the book. k

A Dperson can see everything that Fred has |
five years by looking around his living room, The wal
with prize-winning photographs, mostly portraits and I,
he took in Ecuador when he had an important govern;
consulate in Quito. Fred is an easy-going man but he
with Howard and with Ray Graham about the histo 'y
and the losses the state is taking as it becomes filled v
tourist traps and retirement communities, and as the |
the Navajos are exploited for mining and building pu
.. Fred himself is from a large Italian family in
one knows very much about him because Fred spe

other things and not himself. His closest friends are
and he spends quite a few weekends and holidays with th

farm girl, but she is much m(?re
- s;litx_t:l(;z:t :zwfirS? glangce. ’ She’s a slim vegetarian
e e mig ir. and she is one of closest approximations to
By brow:ll] ta ox;e can find in this day and age. Barbara’s
g : job with Clean Air and Water, and she practices
o l;xe possible at La Luz. To her LaLuz is the one
s 0 ah:lway from the city crowds, away from business
. em:lcailelzpl'1one calls and-back to the land.

from the Mescalero Apache Reser-
o OIEZS tt‘?:)mmillismagordo, but very few people travel so
esgout?ltains. The roads are almost impassable durinfg tl::
censon when the soft red clay is carried down gullies to ore
W nly the Ford pickup makes it through when roadst a;l 4
d away, but there’s something about a storm in thel n}sc;unear e
ives Bérbara faith in a thunder-god, Nayeinezghan ’d Ba};bara
Gods. To the Indians the mountains are sacred an ai s
. this every morning by the view from her kitchen\g'ntheh.‘
ees the sun rise over the light green mass close by o
. it looks closer than it actually is and it takes her a W
Ray his lunch in the cornfields he is planting.

9

| d at La Luz, and even-
e Grahams try to spend every weeken
Ray and Barbara Grag ) they hope to live their permanently, but there is a lot cs>f
r work to be done on the main house and the tw?( guestttl::llljfn;
3 . eeps
more prosperous area than the South Valley. Ray is ¢ ety factory must be tak(:n (;:1a I;lesem’’Il‘{hézeysma.{)l house the
man about thirty years old who always seems to ha o R o the}i wt;[:::ait:rlng b:t is much more of a home
health problem, from ulcers to tonsilitis, but none is s€ n;,:m;ne h:]s :lli)gquerque Barbara has furnishedthe rooms
to hinder him f t t fi ry morning. . ; on their
n(:an nanfi qﬁter?vr;l.gﬁﬁﬂi 1:1;:); forvet}hivio}rlldomhuu things she picks up at the Supermercado in Juarez on
in the North Valley, called La Luz (the light). The s et trips.

goes back to the other La Luz, a pottery factory that gives her a sense of ecstasy to feel the seasons change at this
near Alamagordo in the 1930’s as a sort of mak e- 8, to see the cactus bloom and smell the mesquite bushes and
Now Ray owns the land and is preserving the factory, w the tufts of cotton in late August that float from the cottonwood
quite delicate pottery and orange roof tiles, and he S. And there is something about the trip south from Albuquerque,
of the pottery trademark, a candle (the light), for the h the Rio Grande Valley, the black volcanic soil of the Malpai,
housing development, e towns of Socorro, Carrizozo, Truth or Consequences, e;nd
Tosa (Village of Roses) that metamorphoses the soul. The dr t;e
has the reverse effect, almost one of culture shock, but to the
4ms there is much work that needs to be done in the cities
%y feel a responsibility to take part in the effort.

Quebrar

The Grahams live in the North Valley of Alburque

Actually, his is no ordinary upper-class developmel
and has been photographed and described in “New M
tecture’”. Each home is situated so that every living I
glass wall from which there is a beautiful view of 1
the Sandia Mountains, and no other houses can be
point. It is an ultra-modern complex, but it tastel
characteristic Spanish adobe architecture of the southwes The South Valley, extending from Isleta Pueblo and Boulevard,
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a feather
light
and
free

but separated

eternally
from the body

that gave it life
from the wing

that giave it strength
from the form

that gave it purpose.

a feather
light
and
free

but meaningless

alone.

Judy Meloy ‘73

ckad summer’s shed garments

el legs. y
e i'r‘l"x: c?isp almond-coloured piles

: r recent passing,
1 kli';gret\l: and slept with for five months.

e has eluded my fleshy frail hands.

grow hungry as | ciean ner belongings out of my

rost withered garden,

o Shutb hind se staying

he ga ind-no u . o !

st k:ea gluetip kitchen match to our spendings---

ier spendings lying wetly in

the gutter. s

ny gmoke-watered eyes keeping a short vigil over her
nusky passing.

Bruce P. Andre ‘74
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TUESDAY AFTERNOON

l.
| saw
half a rainbow
hanging,

a shimmering three inches
curved skyward.

Never could find
its tail .

describing the semicircle
with my hand,

following to the horizon - -
perfectly apparent

nothing there.

Now |’'ve added
rainbows

to my list of miracles,
not because

this one

was only half, #
: snuggled deep inside

not even | g
forever
Noah and God ‘ blankets
“And this is the sign. . ."” 1 warm

but the

shimmering value

of what | know is nothing,
this transformation of

air.

illusions reign

Judy Hasel ‘74

Juliet Lockwood ‘73
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ine shared
her reading a movie magaz
ng Sunday school 'e2? the opposite wall as though he would

, plack man staring at
urder it. looked up at me. Extending my
E curlers loo
g . ;h reloddlng at the Italian-looking woman b:‘s,iﬁz
. hertrzilalngle between the three oflus,fa::a:hgﬁemgreen
s along the walls o -
everyone g
oart, including
‘o = d th shed
- God, it had inherited the washed-
' ts head. My God, :
e rati:::r}l' expression of looking at some?i:fe:owciﬁrcliséz
g e t as to have lost the capacity to elicit u;‘ b
e save boredom. And fatigue. I sa
e the soft flesh and lowered my hands.

1 -lines in }
o f;zz;neiler; and seemed to rush toward me as the infant
he lines

th and screamed across the widening pool of stillness

HOSPITAL SCENE

Dennis Trudell ’60

Wednesday I got off the bus at one of the large ho
a man I thought resembled me got off there and
he was going. It turned out that he didn’t look
except from the back, and then only at a certain
time I passed him to get a look at his face we were
to the Out Patient clinic, so I held the door open and
inside, )

In front of us stretchea a long corridor lined on b
men and women, black and white -- mostly black, mo;
men -- waiting on chairs. Each of them held an inf
staring straight ahead. Or down at the floor; the
the adults in that crowded hallway were leaning tog
across to one another. 1 its mou

None of them appeared to have just touched or rds had made.
They all sat holding their sleeping or wriggling chile had he say?” E bt
they had been sitting there since dawn and were pri nts us to sing. e said, near my knee.
through supper, through the night if necessary, forti . e a doctor or somethin?"lan°;':‘ler t‘(I,Oitie per,son beside her,
with wrapped sandwiches and God knows what § Qe woman Was et ecrowly af me. Infackall
bags at their feet. Bottles would be produced an 3 in a two-tone sportcoat gaz “rge turned in my direction, or
wails on their laps, the fat fish of a brown or pink i down the corridor faces we
be exposed, diapers would be changed: the feces toward the nearest ear.

1 thought I heard through it, from behind me.

Same waxed paper that had held the sandwiches, Vho’s that g“y?"otta start singing.”’
come warmer and taste more strongly of urine, m ‘a':ﬁ,, e &
asleep -- but still none would lean forward or touel . ekix;do _»

Or so it seemed as I stood there, and sudde
the man I had followed from the bus (who must ha
day, since he held no child; unless, I thought, he ¢
his pocket) and moved along that gauntlet of ti
moment it was clear to me that if they would move
it wouldn’t take much effort; they wouldn’t have to
to the slope of the next shoulder, no further than

we spozed sing?”?

L mething.”? y
e: . s:g;ﬁ'eoi:gd in front of me continued to build its hys

note.  Turn ng ked down at its mouth.
al not: ing from the faces, I loo
wld;aning- it seemed a cave. I was about to fall inside and
i

K white'eyes.” g
You mean we gotta sing in order to--
Psycho or what?”
got the wrong kind of hospital, buddy.’’
Got a match?” i
Want half this stick of gum?’
‘Hey, did you hear the one. . .”
mns or jist plain singin?’?

Vhad 273
hck:de s:gay from the mouth, from the eyes of the mother,

d m
had hardened to a pure rich brown. Someone gl‘:;‘::ee lou):l
leg. 1 pulled away from the fingers and forced my
, for everyone in the corridor to hear:

manage to inhale the small amount of extra air it wo
speech past the numb weight of those lips, the spa:
would immediately begin to change, To tingle. A
lessness would pour into the corridor and cover their
their shoes from tack heads and cardboard, from s
milk and sweat. It would slowly rise, and their
supple again, their thighs would blush and remembe
would ring with mirth,

If they could only turn to one another and recognize
in front of a woman with a kerchief over some curlers
lines were so deep she could carry coins there. Her ¢ 4
since been washed of any color, ' - "hat T meant was -- I just wanted you to. . underslt?lnd' nothing to

That they are dying., It they could only see that, the - it was gone., The moment had passed amtih adismiss e
of it. The single immense fact they shared, could not I them. 1 shrugged my shoulders and watched setmrin Soalons
as they sat there. As the riveter who bet on the wrong | 4 curse or sneer (a few laughed) and return t°_ am gbus stop.
as he sat beside the young waitress who must explain id or down at their feet. I turned and went back to the
old daughter to a husband about to be discharged from
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= x 30 foot room now had 11 bunks nailed to the split-log, con-
“Hiled walls. The plywood floor was cluttered with comic books,
ines. dirty clothes and rags. The single bulb that hung from the
m;n gave little light for reading, throwing glaring shadows onto
I and floor. Two water basins rested on boards nailed to the
~ and above oné was a small cracked mirror. The two small
in front offered 2 view of the path leading into camp.
we cabin rested on 2 slight rise and the often muddy ground that
od away toward the small white pines was cluttered with discarded
' er boxes, old bed springs, and a rusted out pot-bellied
_ The path leading out of the woods to the rest of the camp con-
i of wet broken boards, laid cross-wise ontwo long logs, to form
anidated bridge over the small stream running behind the camp
The fishing camp, Which restedon the east side of a small quiet
onsisted of eight cabins, 2 crew cabins, the bunk house, a shower
Jaundry cabin, the dining hall and the McKeever’s cabin. The
hall was the closest to the water, with the guests’ cabins
ding off to the sides, andthelawnarea on the inland side, offering
sace enough for the small frisbee games that the Indian guides and
¢ children played occasionally. It was in these games especially
Alex stuck out as the odd one--the old man among the children.
the other guides were near the age of Alex’s third son, Joe, who
19, Alex was nearing 55.

llex half ran--half walked from the bunk house to the dining hall.
w the dining hall on the edge of the bay was a fine dock layout. Two
for keeping supplies and skinning fish stood at either end of a long
.. There were also two dock extensions with places for the eight
s that were out as well as the three empty boats left tied up. The
hing touch was the large boat house’and gas pump. Joe kept the
| inboards he used for runs into Kenora, the closest town, in the
' house. He made the thirty mile run regularly for guests and

A LATE MORNING
Peter Porteous ’74

Alex stood near the door of the dining hall, looking like anything
an Indian guide as he swayed in his stance, one arm wrapped
ind the pole that supported the dinner bell. His muddy rubber
ts unlatched, flopped around his ankles. Hispants and light jacket
e smeared with grease, blood and dirt; and his greying hair stuck
under the baseball cap he wore sideways. His breath and clothes
8d of whiskey--his head still spinning from last night’s drinking.
eyed, he surveyed the bay area, half-hoping to see a boat. As
glanced over the docks he caught sight of the two Murrells, loaded
0 and ready to fish. Ready and impatiently waiting, talking to each
T and looking up toward the cabins. Alex started down the steps
almost mechanical response to the waves and shouts of the men.
sardly he approached the dock, slowed by his self-consciousness and
“ pe drunkedness, but pushed ahead by his sobering realization of
Amportance of getting the day’s guiding done. Eighteen dollars a
o > othing to ignore, and the tipat the end of two weeks was well
*#1 making a good impression. The men were far from impressed
‘Morning. Smelling the whiskey, they ordered Alex to get underway
* $TOWns and shaken heads.

The other boats were nearing the first casting spots of |

when Alex finally showed
breakfast scraps, and the wup ko

the cabins with his u . )
sual frie
the work of the universi wlly amile and S

ty girls who did the di p

Eﬁ){/’uc;eag?d cabins and helped Joe’s wife Ell.gx:;‘or
wmstug enor did the actual planning z,md cook,irig
establins away, planning the evening’s meal in the ms
e uik mclalnt--the dining hall, when Alex stumbled th ‘
ouse to find that none of the other guides 1

The “bunk house?
bunks making it even
had been called in fr
the ever-

.

Wwas in its usual state of disrep
mort-: crowded and inadequate.
om the reservation to help meet the «
growing flow of white tourists who coxxx,xe in July &
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ummer, Alex received a telegram at the post
’

the front
ay late in the s that left him sitting on
island, I want to cast into the weed bed there, And hy d memreservation; a melSﬂSSag:yeS watery, his mouth quivering
have anything for Iunch and it’s 11:30, % Wy shaking hitse lgzig;n said Jonathan had been }flozltrlli iﬂ; 1;;5
‘ Jief. The L mple. Throug! i
Alex suddenly dropped his eyes from a far line of ¢ —om--a bloodied hole in thltfe ‘t‘z cfear- cut case of suicide.”
met Mr. Murrell’s eyes, he twisted the throttle 5 e ' authorities believed 1td0 tify the body and make arrange-
direction of the weeds, The men had put their wind br B l;ad peen to Kenora to iden filled with a bitterness he had
for even though the sun was hot from directly abg ial, he ‘was

but his
o '+ his son’s bur is children lived on,
picked up and was cooling the lake, The boat broke thr, - ‘ fitore. His dreams ffh:d at least temporarily, into
water spraying over the bow. The Murrells turned 3 te man had sw :

but Alex welcomed the cool spray on his ro

' he wh re-
refreshed h nent of ¢ ed ! Alex somehow felt that hiS Ston :va-s not
ate hat H d not pulled the trigger . . .
1! is body and wiped theheavinessoilast nig| is son ha

ple for his own death.
his mind. He felt sober and renewed as he slowed manhad- Jonathan’s death by turning to his
Wweeds, where the men began to cast, " had lessened the Dalnh °§ bg’:; working for several seasons
1, who ha hool after one

Jidest son, Pauw, WUE BTl had left kigh sc
iy Camp With bim. but Alex felt that he would probably

! ’ tective of Paul,
i other year Alex m Pro V4

Bt ﬂn]sh after an h .

e ecti 2 atChing an always anting to kno re
pro ve--w d way W w Wwhe

That is mainly why Paul had left tha; e\;envivr;ﬁ;;
o hile. It was a dark,
) to be alone for a while. o
iy ?w?lin Paul took off in one of the s:;x‘gn xztzgawas
‘ S:lht:n:;’ familiar scene of the bunkhouls):.e i inebefore, ¥
r

: her than Paul had eve 2 a0d
R m‘;g?iz:kf;mgecoming pitch black. But Paul could

ht was
q ide,
the lake; he was a gu il
‘had foundh;s son’s body the next morn}ing.A:’il:;st:a;: Zzg?:ed hz
Row boat, probably on a turn. v
e 1 figcr!ntg:eethroti’:lr; around, for the boat hadbtiil;;;lsed ba
1 ::rkuled as he was sucked in by the motcl))x; - :g ¢ f3ay L
' Alex’s third son, Joseph, arrived at o Al s
mer, Alex had been standing on the do shi oo
and, blinking his watery eyes even ’though by
shadow before him. Grabbing Joseph’s g:jlr o s b
:' B o o caﬂ(lip tltl‘:l ﬁ:ﬁ: rtt)? th};. large inboard,
‘ ckly drowne if
: v'l,:!tite;dt:l: tcg;/uoutyto Red Leaf, hoping the reservation ¢
s into its arms forever. Y
l’?;: zgnhgggkoccasionally broke through the f;:rh:t:ia: 1f1(;§1g1ed
inind. Joseph meant hope and pride for Alex. e
thool and had been offered a college educatio e
Indian scholarship. He had even been to Lo:k ” s,omething
3 week study program. Joseph was going to m: i e
sell As the days turned to weeks, Joseph becam s vy
* guiding and camp routine; something thﬁtwiezut Gy
t Joseph was in camp. Whenever Jofsep o g g e
B e o e oy gl‘:)ody ’water that Paul
* the sudden swirling image of the b g
‘0ated in that night. Alex occasionally g?rom it
*ed the camp, quick, uneasy glimpses gl et
S=-often seeing in their smiling faces the sto

Alex soon forgot the casting and his warm face
a smile as he saw the lights of Red Leaf glowing y
shroud of blowing snow. It was usually a hard

married into during his youth. On his trips into
always went directly to the trading post-general s
coffee with the old grizzly owner of the store, Keen
Was so named for the skill he had shown in his earl:
but he was still known as the village voice on h ]
It was with his old friend Keen Eye that Alex al
pelts for the salt, coffee, canned goods, new traps an
He also went to his sister’s house on the edge of the
his five youngest children lived and where his
lived. Alex also recalled the many times he had pass
looked in through the window to see Indianshe knew IO
occasional white trappers that passed through, But
gone in--at least not until recently. But last season Al
coming into camp late, as he had this morning, Mo
he had wandered off in the night with a bottle or
drink himself into a cold, forgetful sleep. Last winte
time Red Leaf had ever seen Alexgointo the tavern. Wk
to ease the pain that Alex had come to know.

"

Alex had always taken good care of his children, E
to grow up to be somebody, not just on the rese
white man’s eyesas well, He wanted them to have som
he had; to go beyond the logging and fishing camps.
meaning something in the outside world. He saw his
brave and free--denying white authority by th

When Alex’s oldest son had gone to Kenora
Alex had been both happy and sad. Jonathan had
school. He said he was fed up with reservation li
years of high school, he left for the nearest white
Plenty of Indians worked there and Jonathan knew I

Job.  Alex too felt it was good for his son to be on hi
Perience the white man’s world,
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son Jonathan. And his torturing memory seemed to faq
cheap whiskey that the reservation tavern offered,
of his sons’ deaths floated along in his mind in a sea of py
winters; the contrast heightening the pain, ]

When Alex awoke to his surroundings, his palms -
with the hate his memory had generated, He bitterly g
white men in the boat, as they began moving about, A
and face tightened up into a stiff, hard smile ag he 1o
into the water and hauled in the large Northern Pike ¢ at ]
Jr. was happily wrestling in for lunch,




A

STAR SPANGLED PTERDAC

volcano flows met the waters
lush vegetation swamped under
steaming and hissing-

music for a millenium

a speck of brain churned
his emense hulk roared
large trees snapped
twig-like in his jaws
and for the time

he was lord.

yet winds changed, waters dried

plants withered out of his

proud, royal reach

his threatening size threatened -
a swollen foot for a narrowing shc

concrete cascades into the waters :
lush vegetation made synthetically resili
industrial plants steam and hiss-

music for our air-conditioned culture

a tiny electronic computer-center churn:
men and machines roar :
making the world safe for our swellin
tiny countries snap at the sound of
and for the time 4
we are lord.

Billy's
blue-spangled
star-striped
cap
hangs
like the fourth of July
where his hair
curls
like American spaghetti
Front porch lady
two houses down
says Billy’s a red
wears his flag on his head
Front porch lady
must be commie, too
her car
wears its flag on its ass

Suzi Harriss ‘73
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Hong Kong

from here, sky-scrapers
small farms and fishermen-

so many working ants

Peter Porteous ‘74
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Ennui

my great loneliness, like waves

has
gathered, heaved
and
drenched the fibers of my being

before

but

the tide returns and so my sorrow

- - - jadedly: unceasing

Debra Tucker ‘75
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pathetic collapse

My dexterous right hand
has seen more Action
than my left hana.

Yet the left has taken the pain.

Left in the lead
The door flung outward on Screaming
My skating palm comes to pause i
on thin heat-tempered ice.
GlasShatters
My bone shrieks at its indecent exposut
Jagged edges offer severing security,
lead lifebouy for drowning fingers
Pulled out in panic’s pulse,
warmly wet. A life's geyser oozes
Bursts forth in violent escape

spills wasted red on cold asphalt.

Bruce P. Andre
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In place of alphabet
| would plant rhododendron ,

violet, lavendars,

Make |ettered boundaries of black and white
ive way to tender sprouts of

living green, indigo, vermilion

shooting gently from the earth

with the slow-moving thrust of atom bombs

Instead of datelines

a lineage

syllables merging like cells

two into one

reproduction in reverse

Pages compressing into past

evolution moving backward, without loss

like back-winding film,

into one all-encompassing word

unlimited in space or context

speaking all colors of earth, science
humanity

a one-syllable poem

the facial expression of the universe

Suzi Harriss ‘73
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ACCIDENT

7 om nowhere lady. Ithappened too quick,” the partner
’
Richard Glaser ’ 4

b ' r
oy friend remained silent.

ed as his oman say that the girl’s

1 oa s eI £ el remember si crowd gathered. Igea;gnozga:"tments around the block

s AL Bl SHD: WAl bleeding, ( w"- just moved intot:;e suirlllrbs. That explained a lot to the
worm-like scar.) Blood oozed under my rippe had come from

y the pretty, little girl had ridden her

red over the asphalt. I yelled meekly at first, tationwagon and a truck parked on an

screamed again. The car stopped. Smoke ceas
I didn’t cry but I felt awfully weak and scared,
the car with a dopey look on his face, Mrs,

over the lawn, frantically yelling at Pudge for not 1
backed out of the driveway. He stooped an
bike from under the car. It Was a mess -- the |
bent away from the front wheel and the back ti
bit my lip and squeezed my eyes shut as Mrs. Me
against her old-lady breast and took me into the b
the stinging gravel from my leg and elbow, --I
that Pudge -- I don’t know how you keep from
S0 careless -- I hope you can find it in you to fi
methiolate burned. I mumbled that everything
outside. Ididcrythatnightinbed thinking of what coulc ught myself from re
It seemed out of place.

: They understood Wwh
carelessly between a

ming around the corner, I caught

e im(;fa?}?el.bh?: bic?cle cutting behind the truck.
e reank of gears jerked the truck in reverse. There
e clliaht scream, and the truck slammed to a stop.
;rt:c?eai s:mi curiousity, finding her in the silent, drowsy

d the staggered row of
r of my eye, it seeme

' 3 tig;:er. Grimy buildings leaned over the izzr{d\zig
;hlch were encircling us. -- Their eyes bur

9 body face resisted the words.
" g SIeepmsgxching to smooth back the hair from her

om th

I was eight then, she could not be much
blue bike with a yellow seat was nearly se

1 N e back",
ck from the
Paint had been scraped away from impact and it rest _ gruff voice, A blue-cuffed hand pulled me ba
from the curb. The front wheel was turned up:

A bald policeman leaned over the glrl; h:\s :%;I;:gg‘:‘::;g
spinning slowly to a stop. She had not been eck and bent wrist. His fingers bulged i“: b:ck i
have hit her head, but there was no blood. Her he ambulance will be here soon. Please mov aking.to PN
beneath the silver fender of the stationwagon. ed to organized my thoughts. He was ?1)1? fixed on the girl.
feet touched against the imposing, black double ti * who now was on his feet, his eyes s
green moving van. She lay as if asleep, curle t was an accident,” I saw him mouth.
the nostrils of her elf-like nose flared as if 'ho saw this?’’ called the cop. «Look. don't
eye was gently closed. Downy brown hair curve pulled me over behind the clumsy truck. ’
eye and fell across her neck. The tufted purple blou:

othing,’” he whispered. hrieking
but along, gray stain was scuffed over her wh . . .» I complained, and was interrupted by the s
was marred by a swelled scratch imbedded with

with the brown, stacked hair. AL
st R ve I Hos head, but the small head fes, officer. I saw it all from the drugstore here. That
from the shoulders,

derer!??

) threl entire crowd was calling out their story. Pegz;znv;:g
appeared related details in loud voices. Most 5594
ver. 1 moved forward but Jim yanked me back, orfn
n,” he ordered in a brash whisper, ¢things’ll wor;(douv.ve
M hustled me away as the frantic, whooping siren nea;'i .man
d silently to the parking lot. I grew angered at the policeman,

f

Heavy feet shuffled to moans and shocked sif
With one knee on the yellow curb, and the other
my worm-scarred elbow, I leaned against the teleph
and thinking nothing. I heard Jim come from the
in a deep whisper, “Someone already called.”
a dark green suit that matched the truck bent

what he would do if I had been her brother or something.
opposite me. -- Jesus, Jesus Christ. -- Anothe:

uniform consoled, ‘It ain’t your fault, Hank. Ya cou thing was said all the way home. Just before we pulled into
A skinny woman with dull, brown hair piled on her Fiveway, Jim came out of his silence and asked. ‘‘Have you
layers shrieked, ‘‘Look what you’ve done! What h

=€ anybody throw an epileptic fit?”’
d once, at the New York World’s Fair. There(l;a;d bee:oz
of people three rows thick around the guy and I was

“It ain’t his fault, lady,” pleaded the thin D3
see her.”

‘“No. Look what you’ve done!” her beak-nos
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the butt into the toilet and withdrew
short to see over them. Dad had told me the
throwing a fit, but I never saw him, I shook m;

“It’s really weird, They writhe and foam

)

s pe fluidly tossed

think I want anymore,”

1 don’t t«eWell, I’11 do it myself.”

T disappointed. i

like a mad dog. All these people gather around » ne said, looking ed lips, sucking in smoke and swelling i

il e el i : pked with puCke:;slon Ol,l his face. He blew ot‘:t in relgie;,an

ears older and had lived near the cit ed expr hing through the hummin :
:'noved into the neighborhood, v of smoke, quickly vanishing

As we got out of the red VW van, Jim pe
garage window and matter-of-factly said, «T,
I still got some grass. C’mon, maybe you’l] gef

I could do nothing but agree. He cautious
door and I followed him through their Plush,
back of his house and into his room. He motion
reclining chair with the stuffing coming out of t
and stared at the Jimi Hendrix poster across from

“I feel like shit,” he started, *Look, I'm going |
Put something on the stereo if you want to,

He left the room and I heard the sudden hum
I didn’t feel like listening to any music. I didn’ ¢
marijuana, either. I had smoked grass once :
little dizzy and kind of sick. Jim insisted, thot
me stoned. )

Jim called for me to come into the bathroom, TI
from the shower and the mirror was steamed. H
wide open with an oscillating, fan humming on the
chrome vent was buzzing A the beige bathtub, . I, everybody falls subject tto ::;,1:1'. peop
bottle, a stick of purple incense smoked wildly in her and can’t really accep d traditions still baffles me,
of air. The mirror quickly evaporated, Jim ole thing about societies an in the universe -- science!”
wedged a damp towel at the bottom crack. is only one organization that man’s created. It can

‘““There,” he said, and brushed his hands tog aimed, ‘“and that’s st:methlngw hen you get beyond numbers
He pulled two pink joints from the chest pocket of al with the sciences ’cause there’s nothing you can really
cloth robe. The pocket boasted a design of a royal ierete scientific principles, ly an attempt to organize. And
pulled himself onto the washbasin counter beside the i il see, philosophy s only mebody had to die. But it’s
the thick curls of smoke over his nose, : erybody wants to know whyszowhen somebody dies, there’s

‘‘Aaah!”” he signed, and gestured me to sit ac ¢about that little
the side of the tub. “Wait until you try these pap
strawberry.

I nodded. He took a long drag, leaning back ags
I could see him, his terrycloth robe slipped off
forward and stretched the burning joint to me, I str:
trying to keep my eyes away. I inhaled and choked

ot?” he inquired as he took a break, his eyes
why et? =
K hinkin’ about that gir i
' e tI couldn’t get her off my mind. ino:(fl vl
» 1 confessed. truck. The feeling of being enc os:n s
E e ot me. Ifeltdistant and in touch with so i
: ’hbegaenncn:ng;gel (.xueasy and feared that his father :
‘ # rly.
: ome home early. pe
e reaso?’, ‘;w asserted, leaning forward. w“l a;llg Catoi
o man’, about that sort of thing. You kno éd e,
R Sflnlf: get together.” 1 listened, bl:)td offe; i B
e isn’t any god, an s
! ith is that there
| ['ve come up W'

ir ed a-“d his lnouth tWi-tched as he See“\ed tO Stl a.i“
msP

. 1s
ghi word:;ve then. is chaos. This weird force that contro.
we 3 )

ntrollably. You dig?”
We’re separate from
le as other people.

s 8

us and in this chaos thing.
questioning it. It’s too bad,” he stuttered, ¢
it’s inevitable,”

why so soon? Why so quickly?” I pleaded. ot 0
don’t know,” he lowered his eyes. “Well, 1t,h by sy 6
' his confidence grew again, ‘it can’t be helped.

I mean?”

: the frail body cleanly
He laughed, “You have to get used to it. Don’t Wo " Al 1 could thinki 3fsv;ta:res- «But, what about
get you stoned sooner or later,”  knowing nothing of those curio ”
: . i don’t know about that part of your . . . hole thing -- there
The rest of the exchange passed in silence, We who

hat’s wrong with you, man? That’s the

to pass the joint. I kept on seeing him. I felt gross God,” he insisted, then continued as

with this set-up. His hairy legs were parted and | “Man created science to explain nature an
that my head was at the level of his knees, There W¢ lain his own ignorance. *’ ring his
places my eyes could g0, so I cast them to my tenn Mat?” 1 interrupted, but Jim lept to his fee’f’:, gathering
thoughts were far away from the marijuana and Jim. ] € bag of grass, ¢¢Shit, that was the garage door‘.‘ed i rany
““Wow, am I stoned!” he exclaimed, “How are you doir Stayed on the edge of the bathtub and watc
‘‘A little,”” I mumbled, .

if he was recalling a
d he created God
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lack, split in the center by a dim (;'a’s; :J:x;?r;i
was best that it was dark. Ididn want to
: £ nt of my room -- Mom’s prints, 2
mstant arrangmtl%ess desk and bookcase. 1 thought of z
T, th: nusae picycle. It must have been two yez;r;oﬁd
e o maybe thirteen. In two more years s pow
o Iwanted tohave my red Schwinn jet ¢ il
ey harp incline in front of Benson’s house
i eed U dsid it once and knocked both my tires flat.
guborhood Ib ring vanished. I could only envision the
e The awful rush of words and pities rang
1 bZl ;t;l }eZ?il;xz of being strangely iemoved ;e g:ri::r;:‘;vl:i(
' 0 me --
‘ .nworld whl;:ll;eevell‘};(;lte c':ﬁf;f-tf:ble. Restlessness didn’t
e hex.‘e I was, walls and words away from Mon:
e re out something about the little girl with%uI
- ﬁgli was trying to answer. I felt guilty an
E questlonh d unconsciously reached out to smooth he’ar
- I aould never remember touching any female z
e she:i: to touch her’s, not even Mom’s. But I haI
‘scllo::ly so it seemed that it was alright - but then
INConsS s

room Was b
toilet three times, shower orange-scented Gis
turn off the fan and the vent, and flush the toilet

“C’mon, he ordered. We walked out of
he closed the door, he rushed back in the baf
Visine in his eyes,

‘“Here,” he offered the vial to
shut. ‘“What a rush!” he mumbled,

‘‘No, my eyes are o.k.?”

We went into his room and waited, He py
with a loud driving beat I had never heard before
his father never called, )

“Just a minute,” he whispered. He tip-toe
didn’t make much sense to try to hear movement
side of the house with the stereo blasting behind
into the hall, “Dad, Hey, dad?” '

“False alarm, man, no swe
off his bathrobe,

I walked to the bookshelf and stared blan
of Latin books. He had books on Caesar, Gaul
Called the Aeneaid. I knew Jim had never ha

. terrible.
his life, sonder if that didn’t make 1tr$g;emy eyes from the shadowy
““I think I'd better be going home,” I stated, remained in the room, gua

| sounds, I felt part

“I’11 give you a ride, just a minute,” . o e monotor;ztsant:io;les:lmg : st;ength art

He was finally dressed Turning off the amplifi . - e bemgez e & s e
his coat and left the room, I followed, ‘body. I suddenly fr‘i-al;zo s,
‘hamn t me fo
nsil : redan%:i the need to know why the girl haittih drl:;ris:?fd
. erZ ' I felt empty and bored. miserable W: A
smned to remembering. . '
I killed a baby rabbit. I was six, and felt sick f;); ﬁz:
‘ crime, From impulse, the bunny jerked, from . r:azed
! rock .catching the animal beneath its ear. Iuvlvasetriﬂed
it such ;1 target from sucha distance. It stood still, pmarble-’
n to quiver. Its nose became quiet and the '?';:Z,quivering
seemed more frightened than before. ot ooy
o convulsions, 1 screamed for it to run, for ik i
hook for a full minute, then slipped sideways i
ve one final tremble and lay rigid on its side with ey s
"te‘:lnrn?dy il;lt(())«; dream -- the rabbit, the girl, Bex:.:zxé;s
B .*h open, lion-bearing bathrobe, the dark g;:enNothmé
ue, fleeting scenes ran forward and then backward.

in my
uch sense, especially dreaming Whﬂ:h:ivtyt:?fdizﬁzctlons,
heard me.  “What the Hell’s the matter with yo d room. I coaxed myself away from

care, nobody else will bother, ?* y My voice chant into my hands.

. ’
“I don’t feel well. I don’t think I can finish dinner Y€y ... Dave. .. David... stairs, but she
“Then go up to your room and forget about "¢ answered my mother’i orc:en g i g
His face turned crimson as it always does when son *0 say that Jim was on the phone.

m t know ’t think Jim
1 y pla ‘, o ey whispered to myself, and I don
I left plate and walked up to my room, hearing ! or,

calm Dad from his petty anger. Turning off the light, I

me, his eyes p

at,” he smiled

““What did you and Jim do today?” Dad asked, |
on the ham and scalloped potatoes.
‘“Nothin’ much,” ‘
‘“You must have done something, dear,’”” chimed
hair had been cut and frosted this afternoon and the od
rose above the steaming food,
“We just went to town,” I grumbled, feeling my n
being intruded upon.
“I saw Mrs. Babitsch at the beauty parlor today,”
‘“She said that the driver training program would
She also said that you should have gotten a registration
yesterday. Why didn’t you bring it home?” '
““Must have forgotten it,” I said,
“Well, you’d better get on the ball. I you 3
important matters you’ll find yourself way behind e
“I don’t care,”

Dad slammed his fork against the plate. I half-he
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ENCORE

“When | was thirteen, after a Piano recital,
my father was late to pick me up.
| was raped by five on the streets of Hough

(and Stavrogin was among them) 4
“But | never told anyone,”

(never bore the bastard)
She lit a match, then another
staring madly at flames bearing
down upon her fingers
“Since then I've feared sex.”

(always wishing it to come and end
As Matt fondles her naked ankle
with pursed lips whispering to me
- - Did you get laid in Amsterdam - -
Peter embraces her tight waist
nosing her perfumed neck
following his tongue’s tip.
And Judas with gin and tonic,
who | thought | knew for solace,
hangs upon the dancing flames.
“I dance and act and love the theatre.”

| applauded,

encore,
encore.

Richard Glaser ‘74
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reflections disrupt

my sense of balance

i become one with a

Judy Hasel
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