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by Kelly Carlson

Sisters

Hex silken skin, shadowed by auburn hair,
Her slender, tall silbouette clothed in white,
| sew in her, this pretty makden fair,

A vision of beauty new Lo my sight.
Picture of loveliness ne'er seen before.
Though she lived under the same roof as 1,
It eomes (o me that [ know her no mare
Than a distang (riend, and it makes me cry
To let mysell know, on her wedding day,
That my sister has never been (o me

A special someone childhood stories say

I & ber natural duty o be,

Baat [ think more af ber than she'll € er know:
1 only wish thai | could tell her s,




mﬁ,m m

= i

s
1 Twmmwmmw BT
me wm it maﬁm_ mm hm %
Hh nmwmm-WﬁmMm.m m ar mmmmm £
mmememmmemmmm ¢ i mmwwme i
BEE T T yTiEREBEL S8y BeldE T

chE bl
SR HRHMEIORT mmmmmmhm mmm

P — e .




Janus

Freedom of Choice

by Kelly Carlson
Seage Directions: a guy who is going 1o see red when he finds
Eﬂﬁ:rhllﬂ'hﬂﬁl'mhlhﬁh‘IﬂMﬂiﬂn ol about the mess ['m in
campuas of Harvard Usiversity, Soott: What 1

Walls are covered with modern art prinis. Long
desk in rurm::ﬁu: covered with papers, art
books, sketch patints, and charcoul penscils.

Regular lighting focused on room.

400 p.m. on & Priday (the Last day of April).

Churaciers:

Jaumees

Sonll

T

Mr. Blassie
Dir. Wiiherfichd

James: What am | goine 1o do now? (sgh)
(Scott runs into the room)

Scoti: Hi, James, how"s iz going?

James: I've soen better days.

Sootti Hey, whai's the matter with you? 1 know
finaks are coming up, but you'll live. i1 you
fnil, vou fadl.

James: That's easy for you 1o say; you don’t have
a famous Park Avenue lawyer for o father,

Fope 8

Emﬁmiﬁnﬂwhm.mdm quickly reads
D

Scott: Whew! This is one time I"m glad my dad isn't
a friend of Witherfield"s.

Jomes; This is about the Bundredih time 1've wished
he wasn®t. | probebly would have never made
il 10 Harvard if i wasn't for Thomas Bias-
sie's oonnections™ .

Scoit: Would you have been happier if you had
never stepped onto the campus?

James:1 with the words Harvasd amd law were
foreign 1o my vocabulary,

Scont: (picking up a sketch from the desk) It's like

I keep telling vou James, voo should just
have it oui with your ofd man. Tell him baw




around) bun yours migha. (he leaves)
{ Bemes mares at lecer, Bghas fade our)

Sorme Twao;

painting. Father calls James; phone rings Iwice
belore James reaches for 8.
B0 .

Jumees; Hedlo?

Mr. B.: (briskly) Hiell, James, (pause) how are you?
James: {stiffly) I'm fime, sir.

Nir. B.; How are your studies going?

Jamics: Fine.

Mr. B.: | talked 1o Chancellor Witherfield this mom-
ing (pause— James gets visibly tense). He in-
formed me of voar siuation (resches for
) ia whmm . . . Profcser Sooi's course,
{pause) What do you have to say abouwt 87

Jumes; Mothimg, sar.

Mr. B-Well, you have a lot of work abead of you
to raise that average, | wani your name on
thai accepiance lisi.

Jamcs: You could get i§ there even ifl | couldn’t.

M. Bl think it is abour time | siopped having 10
bend the rules for you, fames, you have 1o
siart being sclf-sufficent. Lawyers must be
able to hancle ithemselves under pressure,
I aan confidend that you will make the grade.

James: Whaa il | don't wan the grade? {said sar-
castically)

Mir. B.2We have discussed this before, Jomes. | do
nol want 1o hear anything about your so-
cnlbed *"artistic talemt**,

Jumes: Father, I"'m nod interested in law, | ke to , .

Mr, B Moww see here, James. (pause—ihen cooly) |
will sy this once apd then | will consider the
matier closed; [ youa leave law you leave
home (pause) permanendly, Good luck on the
test, [ will give your mother your love. (pause)
Ciood-biye,

James: | hate him. | hate him and his demn law.
:mﬂuwhmmn:-mmmn

{Tom enfers room. He besianly knocks on open

door and James turms anoand. )
Tom: 1 thought 1 felt (e house move,
Jamizs: Sorry.

Teaw: Want to tnik about it?
James: My Eather . . . (sits in desk chair)

Toem: Scott told me about your problem. (moving
o st down on bed)

Jumes: Well, I"ve received my ubiimaism,

Tom: Bad?

James: Laive school and | leave home (pause) per-
manenily.

Tom: Yions've got to be kidding!

James: Oh (drawn oul) po! I"'m serfous. 1T there's
one thing you can cound on from my father
it"s that ke always means what he saye. He's
nod the type 1o pull strings to get his son into
college, and then stand by and watch him
oquat.

Tom: Mo more cars, yachis, vacations in Europe,
free handouts . . . | don't know James, your
carecr ns an srtist could be a very expensive
ane. (pause) Coubdn't you do ant & a pastime?
Law isn't what 1 would call a creative career,
but if it gives you weakth and prestige .

Ilrnﬁ:{und:hiahtﬂh.haﬁu-mhlw-

Tom: Ii;ummrid!-'in:mutpﬂrnhﬁuw.

Jamies: I8 mot that momey is 50 berrible. It's jus
that 1 nesd something more. | can't find my
happdness in & pile of green paper. 1"ve been
surrounded by money all my life. Sure, it
has made life easy, but casy isn't happy.

Tom: And ant makes you happy?

JamessWhen | draw, ofl my semses come alive,
{pause) | feel alive. Tom, if 1 had 1w sit be-

Puge 9
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Freedom of Choice
Kelly Carlson

hind a desk five days & week, all the life inside
of me would drain away. My body woulkl be
an empty shell.

{Tom gets ap and slaps James sofily on ihe back)

Tom: You're in o tough spor, James, but 'l be
all right. You can make ihe decision (paase)
the one that"s right for you. (ke exits throwgh
the door)

Jame=: But how can § be sure whai's right for me?
(lighes fade our)

Scene Three:

James is ar M desk. Al of his artistic ma
are pushied to one side of the desk, and open
ard noteboolos ane strewn over fhe desk 1o0p.
studying intently. There is a knock at the
door.

ifid

Jumes: (looking over his shoulder) Comein,

{Tom enters and sits on bed)

Tom: Hi. how's it poing? We missed you a dinner.

James: (turning 1o sit backwards in his chair) | had a
It of things 1o do, and | wasa't very hangry,

Tom: You've really boen cracking the books hard
the last couple of days. Does that neean
you've made a decision?

James: No, | haven't decided anything wet. [ just
want 10 keep all of my options open.

Tom: Do you think you can get the grade you
need?

James: | keow | can. | know this Qoil so wedl {he
motions toward the books) that 1 could reciie
ihe court cases in my sheep.

Tom: Well, from what | hear aboul Scoit’s class
you have to practically memaorize everything
im arder to gol 3 decent gradle.

Jammes: Trust me, it°s memorized, (he smiles) 1 guess
the only thing left to do pow b get a good
might's sleep 0 1'm ready ai 540 fomormow
MOEming.

Tom: (smiling and rising from bed) | can take a
himt. [t"s late, | betier Jet you ges some nesl.,
Good hick {pause) with everything.

Jnmes: Thanks, I'm going to ooad b,
Tom: Good might.
Page 10

Jarmes: {as Tom gocs oul the doord Nighd.

(Lights fade out slowly and then go up quickly, New
light is filtered)

{lnmes B in bed. Filiered Eghi dimdy fills the
room. James i (ossing and twrning with dreams.
Tape recorder operated off-stage supplies  all
dialogue which gets faster and fasier as the sene
coniiniges, )

Jamies: The purpase of this letter is to inform you , .,
Jnardﬂmbtm#nilﬂmllﬁ'mm
e .

Scott: 1'm glad thas my dad Bn't a friend of Wither-
Telds .

fnumbunlnhtanmu
Jmhuenmu'ﬂhynurnldmn.n L
Just tell him that you don’t want o0 be a

Mr. B.: 1 want your name on that acceplance list . . .
Leave baw, yom leave home . . .

Tom: You can make the decisaon . . .
e B Leave home, leave home, leave home . . .
Sootiz Just have it out, hase B o, hove itoo . . .

James: In order i be acceped, 1o be accepled, to be

Scott; You don't have to be a lawyer, be o lawyer,
bea
H.I.'ﬂrl:lml..hllultltﬂl.ll..l'ﬂ'l-'fﬂ

M. B:Leave home, leave home, leave, leave,
leave . . .

{(James sits upright in bed very fas; the sound of an
alarm clock going off by his bed has awakened him;
b 15 all sweaty; he slowly puts head in hands; lights
fade out)

Seene Four:

While alsrm clock s going of T the curtain is palled
back to reveal Me, Blassic’s office. Lighis come up
on his office only. A phone begins to ring in unison
with the alarm clock, Mr. Blzssie is ot his desk
reading. As e answers the phone the slamm clock is
turned aflf,

Mr. B.-(into phone) Yes (in flat volcs; Bstens to reply)
sensd him 15, (he rises and buttons his jacket:
b walks around his desk towards the closed
dior)




(James emters room, father and son shake hoeds)
Mir, BL: Hello son, 6"s good io see ol
Jarmesz Hello sr.

i*r. B. moves back to his chair and motkons for
James fo sl down; Janses does so; be s notably
lemse)

M. B | did not expect 1o see you until this evening.
James: | jisst got imo wown. [ haven't been home yet.

Mr. BoWell, | know your mother s anxioas 1o wee
i,

James: ¥es sir. {he shifts m bis chair)

M. B Chancellor Witherficld called me yesterday.
(pause) Som, I'm proud of you, | koew you
could dio 5t if you pui your mind o i, 1 guess
yvou're looking forwand 1o scme vacation
tiene before starting law school in Augiast.

Jumes: | readly haven't thought musch aboug o, sir.

hviir, B Have you sent yorar podification of accepoamce
to the dean yer?

Jamex: Mo sir, 1 haven'i.

Mir. B Well 1 suppose there 'l any urry. When
do you plan on sending it in?

Jurnes: (taking a deep breath; be looks down & the
floor and then directly a1 his father) I'm
nol sending i in sir,

Mir. B What are you talking abous?

James: |'m not returming to school for the fall term.

o, B Jasmees vou musi be joking. You canmed be
comsidering  forsaking a  prestigious  and
prosperous law career for somse wild artistic
famiasy. Thai's what we're talking abowt here
isn'y fr, yvour anistc dreams. (lasi line 5 said
sarcastically and anger is visihle on his face)

Jamnees: {growing angry) 1 B nod & fancasy. A s
whad I'm imerested in, and ['m good ot -

M. B.:I'm good & penmis, b [ don't want (o make
o carecr out ol it.

Jamses: | shoudd have known better than 1o come
here. (hi rises) | can'i talk to vow, I never
could, All you care aboul B yOUT precks
reputation and family name,

Mir. B.: Is that what you traly believe? Yoo think that
I am =0 superficksl o only be concerned

with my saanding in the commumity?

{Jamwes only siwres a2 his father; be is standing
halfway between his chair and the door)
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M. BoMNo, I e that; bui radition is imporoant 1o
me. Maybe some day you'll understand
family pride and how imporiant 1t & o have
wvoulrr o working for the same values mnd

Mr. B We ol sell out in some way, James,

James: | suppose that's true, (pause; then James
koolcs directly mt his father) but I"m nol ready
fovcall it quits yet.

(James murns and walks out, closing door alter him;

Mr. B, is sented in his chair, staring at chosed door;

curinin choses)

THE END
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is heard by my
Eyes.
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by Dana Farlin

Haiku
The spectrum's braghi hues
Held safe beiween sky and carth
Imprisoned, but free,

Astronomy

Spinaing, swirling siars
Sparkiing like the children's eyes
Whao stare with wonder
Astronomy longdien,

Mature's beauty, child’s delight.

Mare Crisium

The Sun was setling

Al as She descended

She enveloped Her lover,

The Earth, in Her ardent embrace.

The Moon was rising

And as She surveyed Her realm
Sl sarw The passion

OF Her adversary, and was envious.

*“He s mined** She cried,

And fior & mameent

Two wills af steel

Were plited agninst one pnother.

Burt the night sky

Was the temritory of the Moon
And the stary
Were Her seconds.

The Moeon hed won ghe firs banle
Bt dawn would bring

A new conflict to the Henvens
And dawn was the Son's domain.
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by Tamila Farmer

There 1s no wind today
There Is no wind today.

Yesterday it blew for bours, pashing
Leaves out of trees and oo the ground.

I wakled in the park until dusk, but

Yo never came.

The wind swirled my bair inomy faee;

Pelor e savw e o1y, and the

Wind dried my face and cooled my hot chegka

Bur voday there i no wind

And | s not waiting for you in the park.
Last night the snow fell and

I asn %0 cold.
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by David Jones

The Ashes of Christmas

Jﬂmmﬂmﬂrhﬂ' m-nmmrru;:l-;::
stared out at the icy Christmas tree in the t ,
The lights fiashed on and off. The lights of the irec
Tdndwbﬂummﬁdhhuqﬂ.ﬂmmuu

! in the head.” John had been told
'ﬂmhlnﬂlf gty oy
eyes. “His brother found
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had Tound the body. His face was white and angry.
uﬂﬂwwﬂmhﬂhﬂmm'slﬂmn;fmn?:
in his eves. The younger brother sister clung 1o
hims Hke traumatized monkeys, Tim, Paul, and Steve
:ibbhdnnlhei:bm-ﬁﬂ.-ndmmidwnun:
TUg.-
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"He kepi making srange jokes about you
disowning him, and abowut wrecking the car this
summer, and something about not seeding insurance
anymore. When 1 asked him if he was bummin' out,
he said, “Yea, tormimally’,™

“Ii"s nol your fault, Steve,” Chris" mother said.
“You have been a good friend for vears. 18 oaly in
the last year or so that Chris staried realfy getting
inthos troubile.

John could mot tell whether she was directing her
comment al the ofhers or @t Chris” friends from
school, but it was obwious that she needed a place 1o
discard the guilt of her son”s wasted life,

“ know you boys drank, and | know Chris had
even gotten high,”” She said it as if now the secret

Wils

could have led him 1o such a violend oot

15 it true that you told him that he was no longer
your son, Mr. BT" Steve blurted out with a tactless
himi of condemnation in his voloe.

“Chets was ot doing well in whooal.” Chris'
father in o confessionnl tone. *“He wenl 10 beoome
an cngineer, and didn't crack a book all semesier,

Fage 19
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Whitewater Blackweood
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One Man's Ruins
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Rose in the Forest

A while ago 1 found myscll
Lost and all alone

In the middle of 2 Forest

And a million miles from home

With 1o oae there 1o care for me
And evil all aroand

A thousand pairs of glowing eyes
That crepi along the ground

‘When suddenly | came apon
A dlearing in the trees

The melody of litile birds
Was carried on the brecee

And there | saw a single ross
Az much alone as |
A simple thing of beauty

| #And a pleasare bo he sye

The comfert that It brought vo me
1 Relieved me of my fears

A lovely light that shone on through
the prms of my tears

1 kneli and kissed the Fragram rose
And then began o cry

Because if 1 kad picked the rose

1 knew thad i would de

—

And s [ lefi iy precious nose
And wandered ofT alone

Still searching for the proper path
To somehow kead me home

If onky | could ke my rose

And keep it close 1o me

Bl ithe forest is §is home

and that's where it must always be

Pape 24

by Laura Main

Beyond My Window .

Things keep leaking ou
and the thresds unravel,

Beyond my window fics

a night

wih warm wind

and milky whispering secrets
thui tickle my cars.

and darkness,
1 don't need to et anybody in,

Bust vodces call me
froimn the pns
aned the [uture—
call me b Ty

beyond my window
aned beave moy hieart behind,

clean before using

deadd vy on the walls of this

my home, my castle, my bomib

and faccless famdliar figuses
bouncing in the hall with ughter
that wsed to echo bul dogsn't anymore
hecause the girls haee Filled it

with soft tapesiries and ferns

whose fragrance drifis me inio

iy oo, my sibent chamber

with books and shoe and a chale
thai was found in & celllar someplace
anc the men that brought it said
“clean before uxing™” on a nole

and tped it 1o the silly green vinyl
the samse codor as the batbroom tiles
that crack and crummble from the wear
off water pow too-cold, now bod-bist
a it burns my froren fingers
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by David Moore

Dean’s Night In

Trtuidm:twunrﬂdmmdewdjnﬁ b¥a
thin wall that pessed on, with high fdelity, sounds
am either side. Om the north side were the Cabmans.
Om the sowth side were the Jurgensons.

The Calmans — husband, wife, and cight-year-
old son — had just moved in and, aware of the wall,
they kept their volces down as they argued in a
friendly way as 1o whether or not the boy, Dean, was
old enough 1o be lefi alone for the evening.

“Shhhhh!"™ said Dean's faher.

“Was | shouting?” said his mother, “1 was
talking in a perfectly normal tone."'

“If 1 could bear Jurgenson pulling a oock, he can
cenainly bear you," sasd his father,

"I didn’t say anything I'd be ashamed o have
amybody hear,"" said Mrs. Calman.

“You called Dean ‘baby’." said Mr, Calman,
“Thatr cenainly embarmases him — and @&

“In"s just & way of idking,"" she sald.

“I°s & way we've got to stop,” he said, “And we
can stop ireating him like a baby too—ionight. 'We
simply shake his hand, walk oui, and go 1o the
movie."” He turned 1o Dean * You're not afraid, are
you boy?™

“I"l b alf righa," sakd Dean. He was very 1all for
his age, and thin, and had a sofi, deepy, radiant
sweeiness nurtured by his mother, “*1"m fine."

“Damn righi!" said his father, clapping him on
the back. *'11"H be an adventure."

*“I"d feed better about this adventure, if we could
Bt a sitter,” sakd his maother,

“If it"s gotng 1o spoil the picture for you,” said
the father, *“let’s take him with ws."'

Mrs. Cobman was shocked. “Oh — it lsa'y for
children, "

"l don eare,” said Dean Amaably, The who ol
iheir nod wamiing him o see certain movies, ceriain
imagazines, ceriain books, coriain television shows,
was a mystery e respected, even refished a Eitgbe.

*“It wouldnt kill him to see it,"" said his father.

*¥.ouw know what ji's aboat,** she sabd.

““What is it about?"" asked Dean innocently.

Mrs. Calman looked to her husband for help, and
god none. “'Ii's about a girl who chooses ber Triemds
uerwisely,"" she sakd.

“Oh," said Dean. “That docsn’t sound very
intereshing. ™

*Aae we going, or aren't we?"" sald Mr. Calman

impatiently, *"The thow staris in ten minudes.""

Mrs. Calman bit her Bp. *“All right!™ she said
bravely. ““You lock the windows and the back door,
and 1'll write down the telephone numbers for the
police and the fire department and the theater and
Dir. Bakdwin.™ She turmed 18 Dean. “You can dial
can'l you, dear?™

*He's been dialing for years!"” cried Mr. Calmian.

“*Sazzssh!" smid Mrs. Calman.

“Sorry,” Mr, Calman bowed to the wall. “‘My

"Diean, dear,"" said Mrs. Calman, “whai are you
going 1o do while we're goneT"

*Oh, look through my microscope, | gucss,” said

“You're nod going 1o be looking ai germa, are
m}lr’htﬂdr

*Mope, just hair, sugar, dirt, sl like that,"" ssid
Diemn.

Hiz mother frowned judiciomsly. "1 think that
would be all right, don't you?" she said o Mr.
Cadman.

“Fine!" said Mr. Calman, “Just as long as the
dirt doesn "t make him dirty,*

“1°0 be careful,” said Dean.

Mr. Calman wincod. **Shhhh!*" e sald.

Caamely. Diean tried to listen to the musde rather
than to the man and woman who were fighting.
Denn squinted ihrosgh the eyepicce of his
microscope i a bil of hair far below, and he turned
ahmhlnhin:ﬂuhnrlmn-l’mm I booked ks a

il
5
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the hair resied.
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Dean’s Night In
David Moore
Dean got a sheet of bens tissue from his bednoom, “NMine-three-thousand! ™
anel dusied at the Trosted dod on the lens, whene the Deeed, [Dean wenl 0 the phone and diabed the
lena bnd batlen into ihe slide. He screwed the lens nLlnhrr
back imto place. HWORDY, " saled] e switchboard operator.
Dean looked down into the microscope, down “Would you kindly conmect me with All-Migha

stop

“If you're going 1o yell, tum up the mdio!™" the
man cried.

Dean henrd the clicking of the woman's heels
acress the floar. The radio volame swelled until the
boam of the bass made Dean feel like be was trapped
in a drum.

sl pow! bellowed the radio, *lor Katy nom
Fred! For Mancy from Bob, who thinks she's the
greadest. For Arthur, from one who's worshipped
hirn afar for six weeks! Here's the old Steve Miller
Band and thai all-ime favonie, Junghe Love
Femember] IT you have & dedication, call six-seven-
dght, nine-three-thousand! Ask for All-Night Sam,
ihe fecofd man. "

The music picked wp the house and shook it.

prickling
senaation spread over his skin, He faced the truth:
The man and woman would kill each other, if be
didn’t stop them.
He beat on the wall with his Fiss. “'Mr. Jurgenson!
Etmil" h:cripd_”hhlmmlﬁmpn’"

“Remember the number!™ sxid All-MNight Sam.
Prge 30

Sam 7" said Dean,

“Hella!" said All-Mighi Sam. He was caiing,
talking with a full mouth. In the background, Dean
could hear clean, clear nmesic, the original of wha
was rending the radio e dooe.

“1 wonder if | might make a dedication,” said
D,

Fari 11

“Dunno why not,” sgid Sam. “Ever belong o
afy organiration Baed as sabversive by the Attomey
Ceneral's office?"”

Dean thought a moment. ““Nossir—=1 don't think
ﬂ-.:ﬂh"'l'l‘!ﬂﬂ

:ﬂum"‘“uﬂﬁlm

“] love you,"” sid Dean. “Let's make up and
star all over again,”

The woman's voice wis so shrill with passion that
il cun ihrough the din of the radio, and even Sam
heard it.

“Kid — are you in trouble?"" said Sain. " Your
Fodks fighting?""

Dean was afraid that Sam would hkang up on him
if he found out that Dean wasn't a blood relative of
the Jargenson's.

"“Yessir," he saidl.

“ A you're trying to poll'em back 1ogether again
with this dedication?" said Sam.

Yo, sald Dean.

Sam became very emational, **0.K., kid," he sakd
hoarsely, “1"ll give it eversthing 1've got, Maybe it'll
work. | once saved a guy from shooting himsel! the

“"How did you do that?"" said Dean, lascinated.

“He dialed up and said he was gonna blow his
bradns out," sxid Sam, “*and I played ‘Happy' by the
Seones,”" He hiang up,

Dean dropped the telephone ino iis cradle, The
muzsic dopped, and his hair sood on end. For the
first time, the fantastic speed of modern
communications was real 10 him, and he was

“Folks!" said Sam, 1 guess everybody stops and
wonders sometimes what the heck he thinks he’s




and Talf electrical engineer! And! 1T 1"ve learned one
thing Mrom working with all of you wonderful people
out there, it's thiss if Folks would swallow their seif-
respect and pride, there wouldn't be any more
divoress ™

There was affectionate cooing from next door. A

IrumMr.lul:mmu—lluﬂ:mu!L::t‘imlt:up
and start all over againl™ Sam choked wp. ““Here's

Childhood dropped away, and be hung, dizry, on
ihe brink of Bfe, rich, viokont and rewarding.

There was movement next doge — slow, [oot-
dragging movemeni.

=B, " sald the woman.

“Charbottc™ said the man unecasily. "' Honey—I
swear."”
0 lowe you',"" she said bitterly. "' "Let’s make up
anl stari all over again®.""

“Haby,"” said the man desparaiely, “il's ancther
Roper F. Jurgenson. *[t's got to bel™

“You want your wife back?™ she said. ""All
right — | won'i gt in her way. She can have vou,
Roger — you mived-up shit,”

““She must have calbed the station,™ said ibe man.

“*She can have vou, you philandering, two-timing,

two-bit juck-ass," she mid. *“But you won't be in

“Charlotie—pui down that gun,” sid the man,
“Don't do anyihing ibat you'l be sormy for."™"

“That's all being me, you worm," she said,

There were thnee shots,

Dean ran om into the hall and bemped o the
woman as she bury from the Jurgenson apariment.
She was a big, blonde woman, all woft and loose, like
an nmade bed.

She and Dean screamed st the same time, and
then she grabbed him as be started to run.

“You wani candy?"" she said wildly. **Bicycle?"

“Ma, thank vou,"" sald Dean tightly. ""Mot this

“You haven't seen or heard a thing!™ she said.
Yo kniow what happens to sqoealerst™
*Yes!" cried Dean.

:

¥ oii"re all abone? sud the policemian.
*Yessir," sid Denn. “*11"s an adveniure,
"I'm soery | smid thad about the guns,” said

Prage 31




Janus

Dean’s Night In
David Moore

Jurgenson, **1 certaindy would have heard any shots
in this house. The walls are thin as paper, and |
heard nothing.™

Dean looked at himn gratefully.

“aAnd vou didn't hear any shots, either, kidT"

gwell 10 the size of a walermelon. *“Yessir,” he
croaked.

The policeman lefi.

Dean shut his apartment door, shafiled imo s
tedrooam, and collapsed on the bed,

The next woboes Dean heard came from s o

Dicdle-diddle-dumpling. '

his mother, “Weni 1o be with his stockings on., One
shoe off, and one shoe on-diddle-diddle-dumpling,
iy sty D™

Decan apened his cyes.

“Hi, big boy," said his father, "you went (o sleep
with your clothes on,"

“How"s my Kithe adventurer?" said his mother.

It wasn't & show for children, honey,™ sasd his
mother. **You waald have [fked the shart subjed,
thowgh. 1 was all about bears—cunming Bittle cubs.”

Dean’s father handed her Dean's trousers, and she
shook them out and hung them neatly on the back of
the chair by the bed. She patted them smooth, and
fiedt the ball of money in the pocket. **Linke boys’
pockets!™ she said, delighted. “*Full of childhood's

Page 12

mysteries, An enchanted frog? A magic pocketknife
from a fairy princessT’

Dvan's mother held up her hands. ““Dom't rash i,
't rush . When 1 saw him asleep there, [ reafined
all over again how dreadfully short childhood is."
She reached into the pocket and sighed wistfully,
“Little bovs are so hard on clothes—especally
wm‘Fl

She brought out the ball of money and held it uner
Dean’s nose,

“Now, would you mind telling Mommy what we
have here?" she sasd gaily.

The hall bloomed like & Wal Disney flower with
oncs, [ives, tens, wentics, and lipsiick-stained
Kleenex for petals. And rising from it, befuddling
Dean's young mind, was the pungemt musk of

Dean's father sniffed the air. ““What's that
ermeld ™" e maid,

Dean's mother rolled her eves, ““MNomtue™ she
i,
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by James F. Muench

A Fable

Thm: onee wké an eviraordinary youmg
man in a oot so distamt place. His same was Andrew
Cleese, amd you may have heard of him, althowgh I
sincerely doubi ji. Andrew wiis a very good yousig
man, Very, very good. Extremcly good. In shari, 100
poad. He was oot well-lilked in khis home coamiry, bai
Andrew ¢ould never understand why. He was, alter
all, abways crusading for the cause of nghleowsmess
andl roraliey.

Andrew was @ fighter. He fought for what he
thoughi was right. Cne day, for instance, he decided
o rod lis ety of pomography. With only a small
fick of his Bic fighter, he was ahle to torch several
smut-carrying newsstands, and fimally one dirty
magarine fromm & certain filihy individual's hamds.
Anutrew laeghed gleefully as the degenerate’s dreams
weni up in smoke.

Unfortunately for Andrew, this faulry individual
was an  impomant  govermment  ofTicial, and
muthorities pat a quick end 10 Andrew's sl
burning cruseade by skapping lim in the slammer,
However, Andrew was able to read an awesome
amount of books, pamphiss, and magarines while

in jail, learning about smu, refigion and social
injusLice,
Ome  day, while reearching deviant sexual

proctices, be came upon &n ofd news story about a
matn narsed Androckes palling a thorn out of a lion’s
paw and befriending the fion forever. Andrew was
fascinated by the sory and decided upon o mew
crusade. He would help ihe animals out of bomdage
ol the soonest opportunity.

After serving his sentence, Andrew formudated a
pan, The idea struck him during a Y. T.C, mlly. His
insparation might cause much grief, b Andrew
didn't care, because he knew he was nght. [t was the
only thing 1o do. He must lel the other animals out
of their cages.

COm o sultry May night he snuck past the elderly
watchman at the pound, releasing every unwamed
et from bondage. He then made the ronmnds of the
nearby howses and farma, frecing all animals from

their sbavery, Wild shrieks could be heard in the
srecls as Andeew, the Mosex of the Beasis, headed
for the mo, He pole-vaulied the fence, broke every
cage open, and liberated the bestial prisomers. Al last
his greatest fancasy came 1o life. He came Tace-10-
face with a limping lon, Heré was his chance o
puido Androcles and live forever in history]

He grableed the lion's paw and yelled, **1 willl save
wvou! " Andrew didn® ask_ He ordered. ¥ ou will be
healed!™

The lion, who was a masochisi, had suck the nail
between his toes because he enjovad it He shoved
Apndrew gruffly away saying. ""No. [ like nails, Have
you gol a hammer?*"

Andrew yelled back, convincingly, “This i my
massion, | must sive vour life by pulling the nad] gt
of yvour paw. I'll be fmous, billed a5 the
rancarnation of Amdrocles! I s my divine righil
Besicles, you might gl tetanus!™

The Bon, with a benign smile om his [ips,
answered, “You're absoborely comect. Come pull
this nadl belone | die.™

However, ax Andrew Cleess leaped forwind, his
mind on making history, eaming rovaltes and
chatting with Donahue, the ion opened his paws and
gobbled poor Andrew Cleese. This was the end of
Andrew Cleese, the divine missionary and social
refprmer. Unfortunaiely, nobody knew or cared.
Bai his §fe was mot wasied. He made a fine supper.
The amimals were eventually rounded up ond
meamed 1o their homes. The outside is & nice place
o visil, but most admiited they would hate 1o EBve
there,

Ag for the lion, he lser made a foriune working
for MLGM. and starred in the las episode of *"Wild
Kingdom," He ate Marlon Perking while the diderly
codger and his sideksck were studying the unspue
mating practices of sado-masochistic hippos. After
thiz, he appeated in two major sit-coas and in one
R erated movie for HoB.O, entitded, “Lions in
Heat."" He lived lappely ever after in Beverly Hills,

MORAL: Do-gooders ofien get done good in ihe
ienid,
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Monsters and Ghoulies

Folks say that monsters don'L exist,
But don't you dare believe "em!
They"ve fooled peope long enough,
And yesterday, | seen ‘em.

1 was lying' under an apple tree
When lo and behold, they came crawlin®!
1 o 5o Fast, it"s hard to believe

| managed 1o keep from fallin®!

Fodks sax that ghotlbe: aren't real,

But don'l vou listen to "em!

They crawd out of their holes about ten o dock,
And they grab naughty kids and eat "em!

(Some sy these poor children are eabon raw,
With only a pinch of wali.

Wia says it won't happen if you aim't out late;
If you are, i's your own lousy fault!)

| seen "em in my room last night,
When all was dark and siill.
They crept adong my closet door,
And along my window sll.

I don't know when [ fell asleep.

I must have been in their power.

If I'd been awake, 1"d probably seen
Them crawl down the drain in the thower.

Maybe I'll stay up tomonmow night...
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Questions

When the great explosion comes,
And the time of doom is near

Willl we still sing ““Happy Birthday"’
With the same amount of cheer?

Will we still look up with pleasure
Al the coming of the dawn?

Will we still play games of foatball
On a freshily-clipped green lawn?

Will we still enjoy the music
O the radio all night?

O will Bfe completely stop
With a blinding Mash of light?

Birds of a Feather

The cickon is only & plgeon
With & job.

The turkey is only a duck
Afraid of water.

The hummingbird is only & bumblcbes
With n penchani for opera.,

The cardinal ks onky a blsejay

With religious responsibilities.

The yelkvw-bellied sapsucker is ondy a sparmow
With a cowandly drood,

The woodpecker is ondy & crow

With a masochistic streak.

The seagull is only a stork

Who dicin’t make it and became a slob,
The bazzard is only an eaghe

Wilh more patience,

The eatrich is only o swan

Whao didn’t fiy right.

This poct is only & farieey

With nothing substantial 10 do,

Soggy Story

You were crying in the pretacis

‘When | met you at the bar.

The salt was melting off, mixing with spili beer,

And sticking to the top of the counter in a slimy mess,

Your beer was bharely touched,

And you locked forlom and frustrated,

Asif the sands of tiene had drifed nbo an earler eeal,
And created & beach for the oosan of tears
dripping on the barstoods.

I mshoexd & amything was wrong?

Diid your husband leave with & cheap blond?
Too many bills, but no bucks 1o feed babics?
Mg, Yo were only slicing onjons.

Walking in the Dark

As 1 walk upon the streets ai night
After n falling rain,

The stars are chearer; the moon is baght,
And my mind is froed of pain.

The bresze is brisk; the night quite quiet,
All mature is ushed and sall

| sand and listen 10 tree’s whispered riot,
Andd begin to feel the chill,

1 think as | walk through inky sky
And tramp the milky-way,

My prevailing question is asking, "“Why
Does night have to bring back the day?"

Puage 37




Janis

James F. Muench

Feet: Onlhuﬂidﬂtﬁl.pinum'hmlhq.-
The Untold Story e the New Worid? on thet fe, of course

Evervone stands on their feet. Everyone walks, runs,
swima, ond jumps with their feet. Fea are all-im-
poctant to us, therefore, and oughi o be recognized
for the quality that God put ino them. Feet deserve
muxch gcclaim Tor ihear accomplishments, They are
probably the most wiclul body part next 1o the brain,
Why, then, are feel 50 peglectesd]? Ome never sees
movies abom feet. In fact, about the only ime one
hears abowt feet is when someone s soaking them,
“h, my leet are 50 sorel™, they moan, until one is
foreed o leave the room, compleely nausesied.
Thas, the time has come [or feet 1o step out of the
closet and demand recogrition, Lackily for them, |
have recognized their plight, end have devobed the
nexl few pages 1o evposing it. Fesl deserve an alring,
for these unassuming pairs have been the greatest
contributors to eman history and fife, and thew
sory deserves 1o e tald.

The English language is udl of allusions, colorful
sayings, and words involving feet. Think of
Words and phrases such a5 ““stand on yous own two
feet", Toothall, footocker, loo-ol-the-bed, foot
odor, and foot-in-mouth, wouald not exist if we did
ot have fest. Words relating to the use of the fest
would also be nonexistent. Where would one be
without kickball, runaround, "Im:kﬂ. out o
yoar', “stand ml™, "1 can®i stapd him™, *“‘run
mroud"”, run drdes sroend”’, and sand sside™.
Wﬂhﬁdpﬂﬂﬂhﬂmmdﬂwﬂhhﬂm

=

phrases. In fact, if God hadn't endowed us with our
Feet, the human race would sl be rolling around on
irs bustocks, like one of those romper blow-up dolls.

Lo, what & disaster for oar species! Imagine the
pain and suffering our ancestors would have
endured before the invention of Preparation H? But,
above all, man would have taken much longer 1o
begin exploring. The invention of the wheel would
have been deloved, since one would have 1o walk to
gather the marerinks Jor i “'Feet-ess™ humans
would sill be huddied around the cradles of

Koman Empire and no European esploration of the
Puape 18




§
=
gt

AEREEL]
i
i

s
i
Hire

that crossed the comtiment, there were vast
murmbers of lhuman fest, presing bravely on towards
Californda and Ovegon. (If the destination was
Califormin, it was probabdy o case of pressing
and Indian nsocassing

i
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fave no meamng. h I
oui off at s ankles! Realizing the scope of
man M‘:m:m&u. is shaken 10

purposes that cowse misery (o other people.
Feel have made a significant coatributéon 1o the
world. They have been a vehicle, through which

gread explorations were begun, great discoveries were
macle, and great deeds were accomplished. However,
they have alio coused great suffering and misery. In
America cipecially, one must be comsclous of the
many good things American feet can do, but also we
muast be wary of the many wrong things they can
assist in. The power of feet should no bonger be
meglected, bul recognized by all. Only then can
responsable decisions be reached in thelr wse, As |
statex] earlier, feet are all-important, People couldn't
run, walk, sand, swim, or jump without them.
Their power is very strong and can be used elfective
Iy for pood. Moah even understood e power of
feet. Do you know why no one could play cards on
Moah's ArkT Moah was always standing on the deck.
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by Calvin Phipps

I'm Young Now

drag on forever. It was cool in the room and 1 was
full of my grandmother’s lunch: cornish hen, com
on the cob, fresh sliced tomatoes. and of course

i
:
E
:
g
:
§

ihat was my dinner. | was stuffed. The cows, |
noticed as | looked oui the window, were also en-
joying their lunch of grass, basley and oats.

;
:
-
5

BFNONG
About the happy yard and singing as the
farm was home,
In the sun that is young once oaly

[ was emthralled. I didn't sound Hke any Bob

Dylan song 1°d ever heard of. | read on.
Tiame ket me play and be
Crolden in the mercy of kis means,
And green and golden | was hunisman
and herdsman,
the
calves
Sang 10 my hom, the foxes on the hills
harked clear and cobd,
And the sabbath rang slowly
In the pebbles of the holy streams.

I stopped and looked out ihe window. Images of
my own childhood seemed 1o bubble up unheadingly
a5 if triggered by the poet’s words. *“The answer may
ke blowin' in the wind,” 1 thought 1o mysell, but
thiy is gresl. [ devoured the next stanza.

And nightly under the simple stars

As | rode to sheep the owls were bearing
the farm away,

All the moon long | heard, blessed
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amang stables, the mightjan
Fiashing imto the dark.
Someone else saw the simple stars 1oal?
shocked, My grandfather and | had spem hours
ing the wheat felds st night and gazing o the

farm away."
Anel then to awake, and the Farm, like
o wanderer white
With the dew, come back, the cock on
his shoulder:
it was afl
Shiming, it was Adam and malden,
The sky gatherad again
And the sun grew round that very day.

Sucidenly, 1 was no longer in the living room of
my grandmother's house, but instead in my
grandmother™s barn, years before. We were taking
ihe horse foc s dadly walk.

“Granddaddy, when will | get to ride ‘ole Dolly?™
I impatiently asked, **I'm eight years old now and
you sadd [ could ride when | was eight.”

“aa, Grandson. | said when you were eighteen,”
he sasd with a twinkle in his cye. “You've got ten
vearn 1o go."

“Cranddaddy!"" | didn't think &t was fanny. I'd
wanted to ride a hosse for as long as 1 could
remember and | didn't want 10 play around. |
wanied 1o ride Dolly,

“Okay, Crandson. How "bout tomorrow? ™

“Yeh, that's gr... well thai'll be o.k.,”" | ssid, |
didn't wamt 10 sound oo exciied. After all 1 was
eight vesrs old mow.

The pext day | was up at T:00 sharp. | wasn'i
going to let a minute of this day go to waste,

*Dia you want some more pancakes, Calvin?™ my
Grandmaother asked.

“Mo, Orandmother, | gota go niding today.
Don't want o gt (oo filled up, ya know.™ T was
filled with importance,

“Wi that =0t until 300 ths afiernoon,” she
sad,




“Urandmasaal-"*  5he  obwously  didn’t
underaand,

The day scemed to drag on forever. 1 watched the
clock hands move minute by minude omfil it was
abmost 3:00. My grandfather would be home soon.
It wouldn't be long until 1 would be galloping across
green pastunes like the Lope Ranger on his horse
Silver. 1 would camp at might under the samsand . . .

“Grandson, where are you?” [ heard my

“Well then Grandson, what are we waiting an?
Let's gol*
We walked down (o the old red bam and ithere

acdjust it just so. Dolly scemed muoch bigger than
remembered her from yesterday. In [nal she seemed

huge.

“Uh, Granddaddy, well, uh, maybe we should
walt wnill romornow. " [ was scared,

*Now grandson, you'ne nof scared are you?"'

**Scared? Ha ha. N-n not me. No, not & all. | just
thoughi, well, it kolks like it might rain.” | knew |
had made a mismke the mimube 1 said . There
wasn't a choud in the sky.

My Gramdfather smiled and got that twinkle in
his eve. ““Well, thai’s good. | woukdn®t let you ride if
wou“re scared. Mighi not be safe. 5o let me help you
up."

I don't know how it happened, There was an
imstam of sheer panic ond 1 thought | might twmn and
ran away in spie of mysell. And the next thing 1
knew | was sitting on top of Dally. It took 5 momen
for me 10 realize | wias sctually sitting on & horse,
Me! On a horse. By mysell And sitting on top of the
biggesi horse ibal had ever exisied, no les. | was
thrilled.

“Can | hold the reins 100, | asked, My
grandfather handed me the rens. My hands shook

as | took them, but 1 didn't let go. | looked around
from my throme, The workd looked somehow smaller
from up on & horse, 1 thowughi fo myself, 1 fell o
sense of exhilaration | had never before experienced.
I was riding & horse! 1 looked down it my
Crandlfather and saw him beaming op at me. That
picture, 1 think, will be forever imprinted on my

memory. Life was absolutely perfect. For a brief
tmytant | had everything | had ever wanted. [ traly
barns...."

words were like a knife opening a part of me | had
long since forgoiten, And T wad  pamiul to
remember, [, like Thomas, khod (ollowsd the
children, *“green and golden™ owt of grace. Was
there any way back? Was that richness forever lost

birn where | had first learned 1o ride. It looked oid,
run down, The paiml was chipping off and several
boards were beginning to fall off. Thomas's words
came back 1o me, “Time held me green and dying.
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by Marla Poor

Up With
and
Across From

the growing and living
of judith holland

Poge 44

Injm.ludilh Roynor was born in Waylansd,

journal. The importance of this journal hies in the
fact thay Judith was moved by & young girl who lived
directly across from her in Amherst and through the
41 years she wrote in her journal frequently ol ber
nelghbor, Her neighbor’s death in 1856 stopped her
jonernal endries until her own death in 1921,

The woung girl who gres io a woman with
Judish Raynor Holland was Emily Dickinson — the
elle of Ambers. The way Emily touched Judsih
was not unusoal 1o the very few who knew her yet
they had no way of knowing thal the shy, reclusive
daughter ol the Sguire was indeed o creative genius
who would 1ouch more people than they could ever
imagine and someday stand in the from rack of
American poets with thoughts and feclings tha
grike and penetrite like bullets, with an originality
af thoaght unsampassed i American poetry.

Wha is written before you are some of her entries
in her journal which give a small, delicate insight
into Emily Dickinson's outwasdly uaneventiul,
inwardly dedicated fife, dedicated 1o a secret and
el - im posed aﬂlpmm — the mission of wiiting &
“letter 1o the world" that would express, in poems
of absalace trath and of the wimost economy, her
comocpts of life and death, love and nature, and of
what Henry James called “the landscape of the soul.”

hﬁu-:t.. 1851

g A Bird came down the walk, he did poet oy me.
He sipped a droplet of dusky dew and then
away. Emily — Squire Dickinson®s daughter —
out bright and early, akso, | don't think she i
beautiful, yet she has gread beauties, Her
jovery auburn, =08t and warm, her hair lies in i
of the same cobor all over her heasd, and ber
teeth are fine. She always is cxguisitely neat
careful in her dress, and afways has fowers
her, Perhaps | need to thank ber for the birds
1 thnk maybe her small garden calls and yearns for
s [riends - the birds. | kave never seen her garden
wathoud one that was singing.

Eiiiéﬁ.ai

Juby 18, 1860
hmml_nhm:mtunnlnduy We sa ofien




ar posm siisched — about the sun
rising a ribbon at & tme. [ did understand nor
k. | don"t know why [ think often of
Emily. She seems to haomt me, or & i that 1 feel

She looked sad. She was swd 'm sure, but Emily
ahways looks sad, She touches me ke none other, |
can'l explain the awrn she envelops me in Albert
thinks | am &lly, | know. Jenny oo boager kicws
who Emily is. | wani o go visit her, Maybe | willin a
week or two after this lerrible nonsense is gui of her

mind and sunk deeply in her heart.

Seplember 29, 1874

I recetved o gift of a letier oday fioom Emdly for
mry visit with her yesterday. She seems s0 reclusive.
The letter is interesting. | cannot make but some of
b She writes In her fumny essignament. Her writings
are dane in creative techmiques of self-cxpression and
she has handwriting so peculiar as il she might have
inken her firsi bessons by siedyving the famous Fossil
bird-tracks in the museum of our college. Yet il s
not in the slightest illiterate, but cultivated, quaint,
and wholly umigue. 1t says:

“After you went, @ low wind warded through the
foese [ @ isies Bl reakimg iF Migh Bt famedy.
When pou had gone the love come, | suppase it
i, The sapper aff tee heart v when the puest has

pome,

Fhavee is so intfrivsic in o sirong gffechion we et
all experience Adom's reticence, [ suppase the sireet
that the lover travels & thenceforth divine, incapalie
el ranrmpilee aiers,

That pou be with me anmuly fear and F awais
Commencemen! with merry rexignafion, Smafler
than David, vou clothe me with extreme Goligth,

Friday I iavied e I way o west mosel. A oo
pacsed the house — still [ feel the red in my mind
thagh the drums are ol

The book veu merion, [ hove nol met. Thark
i for evadernes.

The lown is full of soush and the odors tangle, and
I hear today for the first the river in the tree,

You mentioned spring 's delaying — I biamed her
Jor the oppasite. | would eat evamescence siorwly.,

Vinmie is desply affficted in the death of her
doppled cat, though [ convince her f & immorial

A wouman died last week, youny and in hope but o
fiftle whiley — af the end of owr poreden, [ thowghs
siace af the pover of Death, mod wpon qffechion, bl
ity maris! signal. If i fo ux the Mile,

You refer fo the unpermitied defight to be with
ifrose we love. [ suppose thal fo be the license mor
gravied of God.

Clount not tha! far thas con be hod,
Though surser G betweenm —
Mo il aajimcen, (el beside,
Is further than the sun.
Love for your enbodimeni aff i,

Ir's & supérb letter, highly comstrucied and most
provocative. But | wonder who Emily is.. what kind
aff woman jusi sits and thinks these letters and small
poems up. She's 40 or so years old, Jenny brough
home the best grade in spelling today. She was
ecsiaiic. She has bevome quite beautiful — she is
smaall [Bke a wren, and ber hair is bold Hke ihe
chesanut bur: and eyes, like the sherry in the glass,
that the guest leaves. She favors Albert more than
myseli. Albert thinks ihe oppeosite. [t is a quiel
evemng for thoughts 1o bubble up and then slip like
emotians with no whene 0 go extept the héart,

Jammary M), 1830
v is extremely cold wday. The sun, [ fear, has
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Janus

Up With and Across From
Marla Poor

rested, Deservimg of i, | am sure. | had o restless June 3, 1921

dream night before kast and am just now beginning ! will die today. | know | haven't written in you
to remember. Emily and | were walking in the most for a bong time, pot since Emily's death. But | guess
wonderful gurden amd b pick roses and, my heart in a way died with her death. Her besrt did
though we gathered with all our might, the baske nol die though. | cannot believe whar all has
was never full, And so all day | walked with Emily to happensd since her death. [ suppose | always knew
gather roses and again, and & night drew on, il Ermaly was special — that is the reason she touched
pleasel me, and 1 counted impatiently the hours  me like she disl. She has become famous — lierally
"tween me and the darkness and the roses, and the fumous. | Aind that so hard 1o believe. | lived by and
huaskoet was mever Full wias friends with a super genius. All those nodes and

March 8, 1H30

Char trip to Mt Vernon has been wonderful. We
glided down the Potomac this spring day in o painted
boat, and jumped upon the shore — hand in hand

May 16, 1586

1 cried woday such as no other 1 have seen i my

Tife, 1 hurt today as no ofher and smibed 1oday as no

other, Emily Dickinson died yescerday. | felt ber life

Coming o an

differemt from anyone | had
ved 1o
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s wings. She was guarded with thai
I have never looked ut her in any other
. 1 feel lonely tondght thinking of Emaly sleeping
yard slesp. Emily told me once when we
ng that she did ot care for the body;
ienid soul, the bushing, shrinking
; it hides, for i is afraikd,
| ehink we grow still smaller — this tiny insect life
the porial o another; il scoms strange — sirnge
indeed. 1"m afraid we are all unworthy, et we shall
llmtu.'lnl'!l
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hetiers | called silly. | speak of all this anention, yet
as Emily said,

| see no siars shamng braghl

Mo rainbows rolling down 10 scrape the earth

| s only the crest of the moon

Seever full it appears (o me

And vet my heart is filled so full with Love

And yet my heart i fillled 5o Tull with Love
ihar 1o miyself | hiae
Thaose precieus, beautiful moments in kife
in Y EYes BEVET S50,
It is oaly mine minds eye do Lhey appear 1 me
Life being what i i, is being —""

I don’t feed any pakn today like | have in the past
with this nonsense of old age. It is becoming harder
io write though, but | must sxy what [ feel before |
go. | Feed so minute compared 1o Emily. She said so
much before she went. She wrote “*A Letter 1o the
Wosld™ and we all rend i, We all Felt ir. 1 believe the
warld has o dream. Each person wants his life o
mean sumething %o important. Ben Franklin sad
ihat if vou would mot be forgotien as 600 4s you are
dead, cither write things worth reading or do things
wirih wTiting. 1 hive done nether — only hvang a
pormal e — but | Feel so special. 1 really do
becasse of knowing Emily, | dream of only one
thing mow, it & o doeam for 1 will mever know the
truth. But | pray that perhaps a tiny something | did
or said may have prompied Emily 1o write one of her
beautiful writings. It is possible, isn"t #1? 1 feel wrong
fecling as if 1 am nothing. | rassed a wonderful
daughter and gave my whole 1o my husband and
my family, | perhaps was spocial. Yes, | am special. |
bope others will think 1 am. There are seven lines
Emily wrate. | believe they are true. | dream so.

1T 1 can st omie beart from breaking,
| shall most five in vamg
IT | can eaxse one life the aching,
Ox cool one pain,
Or help one fainting robin
Unto his mesi again,
1 shall ot Live inovain,
And neither will 1, Emily. I will mod Fve in vain®
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by Scott Rector

Hurricane Ridge
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be said, *'1 was starting to really get worried."”” Sue J.
Beked his hand undersiandingly and then began once
again. This time she stayed by his side for the rest of
ihe day, cven ignoring the two rabbits that bolted
scross their path
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shiaking and pesting a drink from the stream, Sue J,
saunbered off into the woods, resdy o dig up the net
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wecasional engle would soar gracefully oui ovwer ihe
msouniain, hoping to catch an arwary marmod.
Having resched the top of Hurricane Ridge, Brad
and Sue I, started down the backside 1o the sechided
vadley where the trapping cabin was located. Though
Hurricane Ridge was a long hike, scemingly straight
ap af times, 1 ackbed liode of Mr. Clympia Sisell.
The trapping cabin was on the backside of the ridge
fnt it was still quite low enowgh ofF the moumiain to
bbe in an excellent spod for trapping and bunting. A
small bui active river ran through the valley aboui &
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Scott Rector
Irm_yr

Hurricane Ridge

" Brad began, *I've spent almost theee that for a couple days now,” Brad said 1o Sue J.

dﬂﬂlﬂﬂﬂkmﬂﬂﬂl’h

“You seem to be quite an ouldoorsman,” Mike
**Have you ever considersd forestry?"

sl
**I"'ve thought sbout it a lot,™ Brad replied, “but 1

just don"t think | could handle it 25 a career."
*1 really love the owdoors though. That's pantly
ihe reason ["m up here. Onee | graduate end stam a
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by Lora Threm

Walking by the Tall, Stately Columns

Walking by the tall, stately columns
i the mibddle of an ink black nighi,
the oaly Hghi coming from the sreetlnmps
and the modsn.
The green of the trees blending into each other
and fading into the darkness.
The Nagpole a sivery tower reaching into the heavens
of the stars, & spotlight searching for others
fike itsell.

The colsimmns are sockely around us, shrouded m
dark; the trees are the faces of the poople
we have seen and Fforgolien.

But the silver Magpaole is a beacon shining out for

theese who can see and appreciate iis special beauty.

Water

Drew strung on the grass
Like diamonds on a long chain
Of a green neckiace.

Rushing. timbing
Tumubiuous waterfall
In showers of sun-
Small children falling from high
Bars and turning wpside-down,

Raindrops fall on the
Black pavement in the early
Morndng's sunrise — a
Time of sarfow has come 10
The land as the night ends.
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by Dave Wiethop

The Fun Lover (for Jolene)
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wmetimes pulled 8 notebook from  his
sabchel 1o weite dewn some of the Funny things

H

kids say. **Oh these young people!” Manny
laugh sofily to himself, *They have such wir,"*

Toward noon, Manny, tired of walking, sa
against a large tree in the yard of the colbege. It was
#ill very warm from a pamicularly bet Missowr
summer, bt Manny enjoyed the heat. He leancd hi
head againet the trée and smiled. He loved the
Midwest. He would never live bere, but he would
like to die here, perhaps. He wrote thai down i
Manny was a'wens comang up with funny things b
that.

Soon, Manny Fell asdeep against (he tree,
chin against his chest, and a irickle of drool slipping
out of his mouth. In time, he slid from
againsi ihe tree to leaning againsi the
from slamber amd the warmiy of the
Summer. He dreamed he beard sirens, but Mann
was always dreaming things like thai. Then
ireamed he saw an embulsnce driving up the kil of
the campus, with men in white coats pouring owl of
ihe back door of 1. Again, he chalked his funny,
fummy dreams to his suboonscious. It was always
plaving tricks on hime When Maonny woke ap, the
men in the white coats were ladling him into a
dretcher and preparing to push him indo the

ambulamoe,

“Whar? What? What do you think 1 am? You
ihank 1 am sick? You think | am a sick old man, am |
rghi? What? Whazaati? Pul me down!"
screamed, trying to sit up and look around from the
sretcher. Hut, ihe men contimoed to sirap Manny
doen, and showve the siretcher inmo the ambulance.
Ag they drove sway, o young person picked up
Manny's leather satchel and carried it 10 the college
lost-and-found,

Muanny had o expluin ai the hospiial emergency
room ihas he simply fell asleep against & tree and
woke up inside of an ambulance. Nothing more had
happened. “'You think | am sick? You take my
blood pressure, you'll see. Strong as an ox. Fit s &
whisibe. | am incredible for my age,” Manny said
over and over, Insiead, the nurse gave him a general
snesthetic and put Bactine on the scrape on the hack
of his bakd head. The anesthetic really was not
necessary, but it pacified both Manny and the nurse,
He was sent on his way.

The old man took & taxi back to the college and
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this crary world coming 10 — sicaling an old man’s
papers?™ be asked himsel over and over. He tried 10
mmile, becazse Manny did not want the young people
to think he was & crabby old man — just a proud,
willy man, 1o whom age made Eitle difference.
dlimbed to the top of the hill, and
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FelUrming
saichel. Barren . and after Manny hung up
the telephone, the obd man counted the money in his
wallet. He had over 5150 in cagh, and be pulled owi a
dollar, Manny felt it was a generous reward for a

;
:
1
i

Bareett left the fraternity howse in s ery, and tag
to the hill. This was going to be fun — he could lell
his Brothers about it later, in a snide way. He
recognized Manny immadistely (rom the big half-
moons of sweat underneath bis arma. All old men
vwead like horsss, Barreti thought, especially this
one.

“And you are Barret,” said Manny good-
naturedly. “Your face even jooks kind. | can tell a
kind face from a far distance.”
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reacting. " Never,

**My fraternity Brothers 1old me....""

Y, smid Manny, smiling, "1 am the Fannicst
Man in the World,™

“That's what | was told,” sasd Barrett. “I'm
funny oo, I'm the funniest man in my fnaiemsy
homase. ' Barrett pushed the door open for the old
man, who walked outside,

“And how funmy & that?” Manny asked, eyes
looking sround, trying to commect with Barrett's
EYTS.

“Funmry. 1 can make people laugh so hard that
pop comes out of their noses,” Barrett bragged. He
really meant it

' Amaging,' said Manny, .
don't understund,’ Barretn sabd,
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“So, tell me about them while we walk, You think
I don't appreciabe & good prank, (oo™

"1 loveit! 1 love it!"™ Manny cried out. **Mo more!
Dom®t el this old man any more. This is oo much
fan!™

“Serious?™

““¥Wiou miake the Funniest Man in the Worlkd laugh
il he cries and yoa ask if he s seriows?™ Manmy
said. **You will be big like | am, someday, | know .
I kmow it.""

“Can [ ask you something else then?™" Barnei

“1 should ask pow a question like that,” Manoy

Bk

“¥ou won'l e mad ag me?*

“Say i, say it," Manny sakd, wiping the tesrs
sy from his eyes.

“Dhd you emjoy your ambulance ride today?"




by Dave Wiethop

American Legion

Inu:l'l icll if she kids me or not, Momma
holds the Sowrhears Missourian in front of my (ace,
allowing me 1o read & half-page advertisement with
black block letters velling out

American Legion Tool Anction Tonkght
with pictures of tools we could buy, along the
margen. That is, if we went to the sisction, of course,
We could buy drills of all sizes, a thousand different
kinds of wrenches and hammers of different bengths.
thﬂuﬂnmhnmlﬂﬁs.iﬂﬂm:,puhl
wrewdrivers, chisels with flar hends, chisels with
curved beads, step ladders, wood planes, drill
presses, vises, calipers, chainsaws, ansils. Plus musch

checidied 1o waste throe months of ¥ Life by Aoating
somewhere between cable iclevision and a

unfinished shon stories thar will pever fimished.
We lnugh about my lack of ambition. | do not mind

it.

D agrees to the ool auction, becoming more
owited after reading the ad more carcfully, He
promises me a PapaBurger from the A&W on the
way back from the nuction. | consent, and climb into
dtfrm|mnl'm:mimm.nriﬁu;nﬂu
the one ambitious thing | will do today.

Wi drive 1o Jackson, the coumy seat, where the
American Legion Hall is located. This is the same
town I took my driver's test in, after Dud drove me
Bnﬂummbmm.ﬂrlmlmiq:hmdﬂfm
chair in the lobby, while | scribbled away on a
reeniy-question examination, | waneed 10 drive back
bome after passin® the final pan of the test, but that
nwﬂhwhmﬂmhﬂmjmmmw
Ihrlmrmm.mnhmhht-r:mnhhuhn:

time until | could handle the interstate,

Tonight, I find [ am going out of my way o svoid
the imterviate. | decide to take Route W, then cut 1o
Route ¥ until 1 reach the comer of Court and High

[ ulinh
gambling, according 0 warped cardboard signs
fastened 1o the wall with celing staples. the
gl doors across the ante-room st two men with
metal boxes filled with dollars. Dad pays a dollar
apiece for us to got into the suction, and signed for a
number — 330, It is odd that we have to pay an
admission 10 get inside the auction, but we do it
because the auction will sell only new 1oals. [ is a
privilege to have the chance 1o buy new tools at an
puction. Or so | think,

In the meeting hall, someone has set up nearly

Fape &4
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Janus

American Legion
Dave Wiethop

three hundred metal folding chairs. Men stand pear
the chairs, a few sit, talking ro one another, and a
bt ful of children in *Dukes of Hazzard™ teeshirts
sep from chair 1o chair, chasing one another.
Momma acts self-conschous, palling her purse closer
1o her arm and sitting quickly in a chair in the back
of the room. There are oaly five other women in the
m&:mﬁm&;wtﬂ:rlmmﬂ'umfm

ihe men in the room. The men and women do not

The men in the room are identifiable from their
jobs. The brown-skinned men are soybean-farmers,
dark from weeks in the ficlds, planting winter wheal
or baling hay. The pabe-skinned men with slight gray
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picked up from Missouri.

“Now, Ah'm from Baffalo Tool and Die,” he
says, making his last word sound meore like “'daa™
than ““die,” and be continues. “An" Ah've got a
trickioad of tools om I the back just like thes.
Al'm bein” paid (o move these fools owt theah.
Ah’m goin” tuh do it if Ak can...” _

1 want to cover my ears. [ dishike Missouwr acoenis
badly enough, bui forced Texan twangs make me
oven more uncomforiable. J.B. explains that he
wanis (o gef rid of the tools mainly so he can get
back (o his “waff™ il we know what he means. OF
couirse we know what he means,

B, we want 1o belbeve everihing J.B. says. He i
the suctioneer, We want 10 know be |s giving us a
pood deal on rhe new bools.

He explaing the procedure for the bidding.
Mothing — not the drill bits, not the chainsaws —
nothing will stant at less than four bits. The cromd
a lintle, He has 1o do that, 10 make that rule,
al least pay the wholesale costs, but that™s
apyway, Hold the numbers you were
igh in the alr, so Barbara, a skinny brown-
ting behind J.B.. his microphome
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knowing there is another woman whose
presence has been ackmowledged in the room. She
puts her purse an the floor, next o her tennis shoe,
The oiher woman is whow her age. Mow, ot leasi she
feeks ahe can belong, no longer out of place.

J.B. stands pensively &t ihe microphone for &
. "Reachy?" he saye. The bidders shift their
weight, and hack phiegm in their throms, A timy girl
siting on her dad’s lap in fromt of us weeres. 1.B.

arcund and grabs a pair of needle-nosed pliers
of the maddle tables, His Texan twang
and his voice bacomes auctionesr prattle:
*Hada fourbizs, fourbiss, fourbits, lemmehearsemty-
fik, semty-fik! 145, 2-33, 546, 1-90, 1-21!"" He
points a1 cach card held above the men's heads,
shouting the first digis, and saying the last digits into
one dollar! 310, 2-3, 45, 14011 LB, stops amxd
hokds the pliers high in the air. *Y"all can sec these,
can't va?"* Y'can see these are quality pliers! Ab am
bein' paid 10 meve this stuff, but if yaren't gonna
tnke ndvantage of these prices, Ah'm not gon® sell
any of it. An" ¥'ll gon® miss out on it, "cause the
pesce’ll go higher as 1 sell the pieces. ¥'got jump in
qpaick with J1. B. beah.™

E
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Mlomnea beans over o ask nee whai [ am thinking.
| am curt with her; | am still sulking because [ had 1o
i something tonight. | do not admit 1 am enjoying
the theatrics of the auction. | mutter **noth-en’."

“Better'n makin® you buy jusi one pair of these
Buffalo needie-nosed plars, Ah'm gon' t'giveyo 1wo
pasdr, just ("get those cabads wp in the air,”* LB, begins
his prattle again. He stops in mock-disappointment
again. 1.B. reaches for a thind set of plers, and then
& lorger palr. He settles om a fifth very small padr, (or
o total of “say, two bucks” A pood sei of needle-
nosed plars Miwo bucks,” he says, ""Where can you
gt o deal lack that?"” He has sold over three dozen
sty ol el e-msed pliers vy the end of the first bid,
Dl has a new 8 of Buffslo pliers, o convinosd
mfter the fourth pair was added,

“Ciood, good, at this rate, Ah'll see my wall in
mo timel™" LB, winces, The audbenes is with him. |
try to imagine 1.B."s wall afier he mentions her onoe
more. She uses orange-juice cans as hair rollers, and
smokes menthol cgareites. She fakes oo much
aspirin, and can drink a horse usder the table.

“Whatt are you going 10 do with live pairs of pliers
ot once?” | ask Dad. He shrugs, but | am cenain
there is & reason. | am not @ moechanic, thoagh by my
Tamdlisl origins, | should be. i was a good deal, Dad
says. He knows what be is doing,

1.8, picks up a chaimsaw and begins the bidding ai
$75 after describing the saw carefully, and starting
the engine quickly, then shutting it off, | pull my
brown baschall hai from the back pockst of my
jeans, and slide it on my hand. While Dad Estens 1o
the auctioneer, and Momma waiches everyone |
coupl (he baseball caps in the room, and then coun
ko many have the same envblem as | kave on mine;
i yellow outline of & trisck and irailer, a large yellow
W, and my last mame, WIETHOP. The hats all
came from Daad’s TH shop, i fecls a litile fonny
looking at your name all over a room [Hlled with
strangers. While you are a stranger to most of them,
wous are also the nasse on their hats. 11's o deceptive
EnamEyniLY,

This is not the fird aoction [ have been 1o, Alter
mry parents had Eved in dties in 5t Louis and Cape
Ciirardeau for mos of thewr Bves, radsing my brother
and sxier as suburbamines, they decided 1o move o
the country to scitle on the farm where they planned
o remain for the rest of ther Bves. | was raised ihere
coming long after my sister and brother, on cighty-
three acres of woods and pastiere, cght miles from
the mearest town. When my father needed o hay
baler, we wend to an auction o buy a used one
When we needed a manure spreader, Dad scouted

the papers untl he foand a Qs of sals godng oo

[ werd along to play with the ather kids dragged to
the suctions by ther perents. There were fields to
rumn aroumd in, and howsss to play under, bud bess of
all, there were other kida! It was one of the only times
I would gt to play with ather kids living on farms —
the other children 1 knew Bved in the suburbs, amd
ithey wene able 1o play with cne another all the iime.
We never learned mamies, and when Momma would
ask who | was playing with, | woulkd fell her ihe
truth: “three yella-haired kids, amnd ome with no
bair.™ Omce, | even sai under & house eating pie with
o vells-haired kid named Allen Friederich. His
grandma died and his folks were selling off the farm
she lived on. Allen and | raced esting pde and 1 wan.
We ate six pieces befween s, and Allen threw op on
the sieps of the howse, Momma made me st in ibe
car for the rest of the afternoon, administering a
punishment for a crime never committed by either
my brother or sister. They were city kids. | am not.

Mow, Momma sis nexd (o me, Bstening o the
mmciioneer. She tellh me she is glad her men are
enjoying themselves, “How can you tell?'” | ask,
poking a finger to tickle ber ribs,

“It's easy vo tell when vou're having a good Lime.
You're dorig something.'” She pulls wp her purss
and fishes out a dollar lor a Coke, “Gel me one,
to0,” she adds. Though she bas not sasd as much,
Mformma is not keen on all the time | bave wasted this
sumanees. Sull, she s patent, and tries to et me of T
the farm once in a while, E:mmmr#ﬁem
when others ask *“What"s Diave now?"

1 ask Dad if he wanis a soda, but J.B. & selling
him & “oome-along," and he can't be boihered now.
| walk along the walls, slipping between people 10
ithe anie-room, where they were selling Stngs. [ buy a
siteen-ounce Coke for Mom, imending 1o share
some of i with Momma, 1 slip back throagh the
padh | had erested throwgh the people, amd hand her
all of &, cobd o touch, | make another quick trip
along the wall, to ake o walk cuiside, and breathe
thee thick, cooling air.

The Yeach Ol Company has a gas siagson on the
comer of High and Court; we passed it on our way
b the Hall. | stufT my bands into my jeans pockets
arul walk there, im the shadpws | create from the
street lamps.

A tan Mustang bounces up High Sireet and pulls
it the Yeach stafion. Two young girls, both with
simmer-blond kale, clmb out of the back seat, amd
lmugh. They dive back in the car, lorgetiing their
enarsey, They are @il lughing when they push upon
the glass doors of the station, | watch them From the
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I make up an excuse 10 go inside. | will buy a
penapaper. The Blondes have sis-packs of Diet Coke
in their hands, and heave has & bag of M&AM’s in

like J.B.
1 read the paper bn ront of the court house, sitting

damp from bhumidity, and | lke back, wishing los
SLATS

I walk back to the American Legion. J.B. is in the
maddle of & Surprize Jackpot Bonanzn, as be calis i,
put together just for this group here in Jackson,

Adready, he is selling all the items on the first (able
— mostly hammers and skill saws, and six or seven
come-alongs, which look a Bitke ke a pulley with a
handle and & thick piece of wire artached o is. He
abso sclls & sandblaster/ on a sand. All this,
be mays, for $125. Did he forget the socket sets?
Make that three socket sets, with 44 pioces in each
ane, the hammer set on the third able, four ball-
poen hammers, a carton of dlearician’s tape, and a
set of five universal wrenches, As 1.B. adds fiems 1o
the Jackpot Bomanra, he runs fo each item with his
hand-held microphose, he holds it up if he can, and
then reminds the bidders that the entire set goes for
§125. No more, no bess. $125, The crowd fidgets
with uncertain exciternent, He adds the BufTalo drill
peess, and raises the price 1o 5200, L.B. does nod
op. He has more stuff to get rid of. Thae's what he
is paid 10 do. He wants o get rid of it afl, so he can
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g0 home.
“An' the mallet set, @x mallets in e’ set, hedl,

b dropped in theah. An’ knives! An' whai o se —
a pockel knife gradustin' up 10 a huntin® knife —
hell, Ah’ll throw in o mah-chitty, too, if ']l make
¥l happy," he says, producing a knife with a very
ihick blade. He swings il around over his head a few
il For elfeci.

“A machete!™ | sy, ““Great! Now we can control
tbhat pesky bear popnlation around our hoase,™

Mornama ghgeles. Dad ignores me.

*An the come-along! I'll give ya'll three of "em 5o
¥ can use “em i pull somepin®, bell T don” care whai
youl pall with them!™ 1.8.% (a0 is growing red. 1 is
as exciting for him as it is for the bidders, He adds
mnother entire table of tools o the Bonanza, for the
same $300, and puis the microphone back in its resi,
“Mow who wands to put up their cabd fen Four
hands shot up quickly, and six others followed
hesimntly. *' Barbara, take thise members! 1-26, 93,
2.7, 303" he shours.

Mo what's the problem beah® the auctionees
msks. *"You wanna see the stuff up close? You think
Ah'm ryin® 'rip va'll ofTT" The bidders fdgeted
amd blew cigar smoke in the alr, O course they
wanted to see the stuff. They always did. Each town,
the crowd woabd pet 8 chance 1o look ot the sarprise
Juckpot Bonanza crested just for them. This i part
of 1.B."s game.

H“Cmon up,” he says, with a sirong wave. He
points to the merchandise on the first three tables
and the wble behind ihe third, “* Al this and the drill
press heah, For $300."° The bidders soaps thar cands
on the wooden floor, and file by the tables, picking
up the knives, fedding the weight of the wrenches,
tugging af the chains on the pulleys.

J.B. iskes a minuie 1o drink a Coke with Barbar
us he waiches the men. Dad migrates 1o the lables,

thimking abous it _

“Any good?”’ | k. 1 am excited because 1.8, is
so excited, | wami to have a machele over my head,
b,

“yeah, it's mod bad,”™ Dad savs, He gives ome of
his holl-surprised Tunny smiles of his, and doe
say anything more until bater,

LB, bangs on the microphone as people
poward ther seats, MNow ya'll sat's"fedT" he
“Alh'm gon” move this stuff 1oaight. Ah i
thal o m'sell, Now, lemme see them sl
woarks., The air is flled with cards
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fung full of air, ten rub (he grease and carbon from
ihe tonlds on my face.
In s timse 10 g0
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for the dag
though he has never hunted with my father.

Mom cluiches the OFf

in ane hand,

and holds Diad’s paw with the other,
“‘Oooh! Asah!" she purrs,

like an overgrown kitten

stuffed into 3 rocking chair,

Diad sarys he wanis 1o plant biuse bushes
along the wall of my bedroom window.
**What do you call those things?""

[ appear from the kitchen,

white cake freshly shoved into my mouth.

even the crickats rub kmess sogether,
felling what good fishing bait they make.
The dog whines 10 go inside,

%0 we beave Mom amd Dad akone

Ay sit i e might ndr.

“It gets hot aloag thar wall,™
Mioim saxs 10 Do one,

“1 donr't think hydrangeas can tolerade el
Dl wipang his glasses

o his thin shint,
ignores what she has said
and laughs ot loud.

“] didn’t spent one red cent
fior Tireworks this year,™




Working

I am sixieen,

and Paula

is the older woman,

turming minceen n three months,
W ke inventory

adone together,
between aisies and aisks

of truck pans.
“Three six nine twelve,”

dark Paula counts aloud,
“Twelve fubes of OLLMOD grease,
“The six-inch ubes,

I ask mnocently,

“0r the four-inch tubes?"*

She moans in seductive tones,

"Sin nches, right here.™
I lay oy compuber primt-out

o the shelf next to the VALYOLINE

andd potice for the firs time:

| sweal,

and Paula perspires, no! Paula
Blows,

fior Chrissakex,

like Riia Haywonh,

in the hot stagram warehosse.
I msowe closer 1o her,

with intentions of kissing

thee sadie of her meck.

Quiickly

[ think of aubum-haired Connie,
also sicvteen and s0 En bove with me,
sitting im the bk

of my yellow Gran Toring,

eyes swollen from crying over
what | will do to ber.

Paula moves choser.

1 benad ovver awkweardly,

and begin 10 sack

the side of slender Paula’s neck,
commitring aduliery

for the firs tme.

She pishes away the boss' son
with a sbow yawn

and & humbling "G wan" sound,

I back from her,

acting unaware of what 1 have done.

Adter my coffes break,
I plan to go to Hell.
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Trailer, with Palm Tree

L We lbave moved 1o Florda 1o die,

We sold our sofa,
our double bed,

and the pair of millk glass lnmps
wills Tiligree shades

w0 we g fravel lm;nﬂli;'umﬂlrnuu

in a Busck and
o Royal Coachman Traveller.

Or trunk is filled

and the parish gave him
o bad plod, near the fir treesd
and of Ming Choy,

We have one another mow,

as before,

bt the sshence in the Busck
whistles in our ears.

We have forgotien

whaal we tadk about when

we are alome,

s0 Papa watches the rosd

and 1 make sasdwiches

fram Underwood's devillled ham spread.

Papa wakes me

when we cross from Georgia
ko Florida,

We are both surprised

we have made it this far.
Papa's hean & nof well,

and 1 spend much time keeping him calm,

I sanile, pat his arm,
and peel a tangerine
we cagerly bought in Peoria,
hamnding ham waxy seciions.

1 am ready 1o settle

at the first palm tree

the first seagull

the first grove of lemons and orangss,
bui Papa insists upon driving (o the sea.
W will park there,

besween a grove and the beach.

B0 WE T SWIETL

and exl rexl, lresh frall,

bke the song—

“all day, adl raght,

Marianme.""

» lwant to bay a bag or cranges

b ship back o Chicaga,

v Ellen and Ming Choy

bus | sight instesd

u pink and white ploster
seashell diorama of the seathore,
with plastic Mamingoes,

scalbop shells and
semalier whiie shells

in a fancy patiern along the base.
A gord connests the bualb
hiddlen behind the lnrgest shell,
whach Eghits and creates

m triee wision of beaaiy,

A vision of Florida,

I pay for i, and have it wrapped,
knowing | will never see it again,

I alip & nobe in the box,
with ihe iksswe paper
placed there af the souvenir shop.
1 wrice:
" Ty Elleny sl Wlivg Chiory, owe cat,
Wi wanted you 1o know
Florida s just greal.
Lawe always,
Wil and Corrine—""
1 add qusckiy;
P, Wemist you, we
really, really do."
Hua, it is 100 late for soch thoughis
we ize here, and
Papa says e b happy.




M. We find thal beach,

but there are no groves,
Just sand nndd other travel trallers,
mll slver ke ours,
all gmall, and full of terryclioth towels,
terryeboth beach shins, fine for sl
Papa ignores the ather people
o the beach,
dragging a webbed-seated lawn char
across the sand dune.
Lﬂi:thli:l.-lhﬂrnﬂer

waich him make the journey
he has waited o make by himself
mll these venrs,

| decide to take a beer 1o him,

but the fridge is full of 1BC Root Beer,
md Pillers, or Suag o0 Sehlite.

There is & small groceny down the block
from the tradler park, where

[ can buy beer For him,

[ am sure chey sl i,

But, 1 will not buy him any,
beczuse | cannot bay aloohol

i front of odher peaple.

A womian alone
buying beer, is a woman

up b0 no good, others will think.,

But Papa desérves more

than soft drinks upon his retirement.

A long, cold brown bactle

wiuald tasce gooxd bo him on the ot beach.

L] L] Ll - -

Will drank beer—

and gin firses—in Wilmingion, near the base,
Ellewy and 1 58t m he LISO,
sipping Cokes, giggling to the music,
and watching the sailors.

Will ships into the folding chair

next b Ellen's and puashes

two cipareties inlo his nose,

nsking Ellen for m light, Elen
furns away quickly,

bait 1 fined i8 fomny, hilarions!

I almst spit soda back inlo the boiile,
I giggle so much. He says

his name is “ W™

aned I say | am “"WH Nog,”

Will 1eaches us about shoe gin

that mdghit, and Ellen spends time

En thee bathirodim on her knecs.

He asks me to dance,

bo @ song, either  Blue Moon™

or “Seardust™ — it was o beautiful,
it could have been both songs,
played al once, Will could dance, too.

Papa sits in his lown chalr

staring sraight abesd mio the sea,
and lets a hand dirop to his side.

1 slide my feet in the sand,

s he may bear me approaching,
and ship a oot beer into his kand,
I sqjueere his shoulders

with both hands,

and say nothing in the swifl spurts
of blowing air, salty 1o msie.

| let him know | am there,

mnel we wasch the sea together,
waiting for the tide to come in,

This is a8 good s our life gets.
In will have to be.
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by Dave Wiethop

Danner Comes Through the Door

Jhmﬁt:mul!ﬂ-unrnd'ﬂlm:r'imlﬂuh

oiber and tries to balance the cup on his knee. It s a

party — & party for Danner®s twenty-fifth binhday.
Mnﬂu' Darner’s girlfriend, has organdeed the party,
to surprewe him when he comes home from work.,
Everyone i here — all of Danner's friends, and all
of Molly's riends, oo,

I waz Jim's wlea (o bay his friend a puppy for his
birthday. For the six years he has known Danner, the
birthday oy has bitched abou not kevding a pet 19
he came home from the newspaper,
has ofien suggesied i, Danmer has

imviting her 10 Bve in the apartment with
M;uﬁmnhnhumumudﬂ:m—
h:nm“mhﬂnlmnﬂuﬁr Adog A
homse, Mo cais. Cats tear window screens and shit in
the upholsery when you're oot ooking.

50, Jim searched the newspaper ads for a good
puppy for Danner. Since Danner hated cats as badly
ns Jim did, Jim simck our the possibiliy of any
small dog — no Terriers, Poodles or toy anyrhings,
Large dogs were oul, too, His apariment was small
arwl the parks around Danner’s aparimend building
would not be able 10 handle the Golden Retriever-
sized globs of poop. Schraurers and Scottics. were
ftoo, Jim had a Scottie when he was a kid, and
:dbdwumninmﬂt!lhhhpwhhhshﬂd.
did not pet much dumber than Jim's pet
e,

Most of the free puppies Jim found advenised
were [rom  people with epormous  Bivers  of
Doberman Pmscher pups. He actually went out one
mighi to look at some Doberman pups, o soc the
allure 8 Doberman had 1o some people. He called
before he went out, for directions 1o the *incredible
ILP.'s" ns advertised in Danner’s newspaper. The
directions led him far inio the country, on & one-
and-a-hall-laned route several miles from the city. It
wis good 10 drive in the country air, and Jim roared
arournd the curves, preiending o be on ihe Tour de
France, apd pretemding to be on o bicycle as well. As
tmatrucled, bhe pulled nto 8 gravel yourd marked with
a yellow newspaper tube and a large sign: Dotiie’s
Cernmics, Bevond the sign and the tube lay a low-
wiler bricge, with a babbling creck Mowing lasily
over it. *"Oh, the glories of country living,” Jim
thought to himself, feeling lost in the beawty and
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serenity of the countryside in the Autumn dusk,

Jim drove his red Buick through the waler of the
kvw-waiter bridge, and was met on the other side by a
pack of black dogs — an beast six, maybe a dozen.
Jim wasi not one for counting dogs when they were
trvang 1o chew iheir way inside his car. Those were
grown Dobermans, and chey all looked hungsy, lim
just looked frightened. He almost yelled for help,
bul couldn't ser anyone to yell &t 1o, The dogs
jumped mt his windows, with big dirt-clodded paws
with crooked claws protusding from each toe, and
emormous red mouths dripping saliva. Some barked
biat miosd just wanbed @ ook at Jim, O a tasie of
Jim," he thowght,

Dottie was uglier than any of the dogs. Though
she was all of five feet tall, Dottie seemed shorter
than she really was, more like & troll or & geoems than
anyihing human Jim had ever seen. She carried a
broom, and when she spotted Jim's car under scige,
she started thrashing the dogs with i, chasing some
WY

“Down, Ceasar! Down, dammit! Get back,
Hercules! Down, down!™ Dotiic yelled in & sirong,
yet distinctly femimine voice. As soon &s mosi of the
Hack and brown hounds backed away from Jim's
car, freshly seasomed with dog saliva, she made
curly-cwes i the mir with her shorn fingers, telling
him to roll dosn his window, He rolled it down with
one hand, and stuck his face out, part-way, He was
embarrassed, "A.::mu'l]ulur'i' he said. *'1 think
'l-'l.-sml'.:mm:

['mD:uxif}mrelh'n The pups are in the
barn."” She siood amids some of the dogs and
walted for him 10 get out of the Baick. “They're in
ibe bam. You have io get out io sse them." She
poinied the broom ioward a large high-rafiered
barn, which needed more than jus encouragement
o continue standing. Dodtie prodded him again,
*“They're nskeep.™

“Coold you bring ooe to me?” Jim asked,
becomifig fdre and mome embarmassed. Suddenly,
be was afraid of dogs. These did not look like the
maoromic Seottie he had known and abused as a kod,
Theese Dobermans could rip inbo your Mesh i they set
their minds to if.

“Dhon'n mind Ceasar,** Dottie said, “He doesn’y
have foeth.” Sure enough, one of the dogs was lying
nginst the barn, fashing a toothless smile &t him,
trying to keep his tongue inssde his mouth. Ceasar
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had a difficult tsme doing so.

Jim rolled up his window after thanking Dottie
for her time,

And sp, Jim settled upon a brown amsd white
Cocker Spanied, which he named **Byline,” after
Danner’s favorite part of his newspaper work. Once,
Danmer told Jim that the newspaper he worked for
could keep one of his pavchecks once ina while if he
could only pet his mame on all the siories he wrole
for . OF course, this was after Jim and Danner had
comumed nearly a boatle of Jock Damiels bourbon
betweesn them. Dunner also told hdm that e could be
a fireman amd a cowboy al the same time if he ever
kedt the newspaper, Jim likes it when Danoer sayvs
thigs Eke that,

Byline is in the batlooom whale his new masper's
friends drink and ralk just owtside the door, Bylipe
?ﬁlmudnis,lndnumnhuuhhum&n.m
Danner’s Fviag and Esquire magazines. The dog

docs not realize that everyone in the room bedped 10
pay for his vaccinations, and hix license, nor does he

Danner comes in. She has told Danner many times

Danner has told her in defense of Jim.
1 guess mod,” Jim savs, ""bud 1"ve abresdy pounsd

He walks through the crowd with his Dixie cup high
in the air, and sits next (o one of Molly's blonde
friench on Danper's soft sofabed. He inirodoces
Birmsell,

“I'm the one who bought the puppy.” he savs.
*I'm Jim." He tkes o sip of his bourbon and
extends his sand to her,

The blomde is named Heather. They're all named
Heather, Jim thinks, bui be decides be hkes her
anyway. She has a nice smile and a smooth voice. 1f
she were wearing a cashmere sweater, Fim might be
prone 10 pol his head on her shoulder while she
talked i0 him. Heather is a photographer for the
saumse Mevinpekfet thid Danner works for, bl she mel
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Danner through Molly at another party. Molly lives
next-door to Heather, and she woukd like 1o soe
Danner marry Molly, She thinks coincidences are
guite amazring. Fim agrees.

Jim explains 10 her that Byline s an AK.C.-
registered Cocker,

“Gehsundheir,” says Heather, giggling a1 her own
Joke.

He smiles n lintle and then gives an awkward, half-
drunk account of Doitie and the Dobermans, calling
them “‘Dobermen.’” Only, this time, there were
mearly fwo dozen, and afl of them had teeth,
gheaming In the night air. Jim finkshes quickly.

0k, says Heatler.

“That's right,"” says Jim.

“Oh,'" says Heather again. She siis stanng
sraight ahead, Ndgeting with her hands between ber
kmees, Jim feels awkward, oo, and somehow foeks
100 1ndl. Maybe he should kiss her now. He doesn’t
know. He lsans doser and she turns to fooe him. **[F
we had some grasa,”” she says, maner-of-facly, "
patiald it hiere and smicke 0.

“Op," Jim savs, backing away. He gets up and
secks out some halry chesse ball.

Molly continses to lean against the Frigidaire
door, chewing her lower lip. Jim geis her attention
Friom scross thie rosoen, and toasts ber with o wad of
pink cheese ball on a Ritz cracker, She rolls her eyes
and sticks out her tongue again, almost laughing.
Jirm thinks she i a bt Bke Byline for some mmson, as
ke bites down on his cracker. Mmmm, be thinks,
cheese halls are always o [ull of good intentions, bul
they always end up tasting like Silly Puny,

People begin o fed the effects of 1the wine Molky
has offered to them at the party. Everyone 1alks and
waves their kands in the alr while they speak. They
light cigareties for one another and pass them back
and forth. Mo one walks o Molly, They know betier
than to 1alk 10 Molly when she i assuming the role
of *Danner’s girlfriend"” instead of just being Maolly
irecnbeiar.

Jim megotiates his way across the room for the
five-hundredih time, 10 stand by Molly and wak for
Danner. He wams Danmer too oome home so the
party will go away, Then Molly maght go e, 100,
and Jim and Danner can get drnk or something,
and play with the puppy. Maybe not. Molty sighs,

“Nice friend vou have,” Jim finds himsclf saying
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i Mally suddenly.

Molly looks wp, from suaring at the foor.
“Hemther? Yeah, She's well, she's really mear,” Jim
cringes hearing the word **neat.”™ It is 5o “Fifties” of
her, though Molly was born in the Sixiies. Jim b
actually nervous, waiting for Danner by the door.
Mollv's anxwety transfers to him, and he starts 1o
wonder if Danner will really like the puppy or .
Perbiaps Danner will change Byline’s name 10
somvcthing more fitting for a dog, like “Mac™ or
“Prince.” Maybe Danner would like magazine
wibscriptions better than a puppy for his bartheay.
Jim just docse’t know anymaore. Again, be wishes
Danner would come home, 50 the anxety will go
away. " Neat party.” he says 1o Molly.

“Thanks.," says Molly, She sars o =y
something clse, but stops momentarily. *“Uh,
could...” Molly starts. “*Could you bring cut tha

j!l‘

“Byfine?"" asks Jim. ““Oh, sure | can.™ He licks a
crumb fram the ade of his mouth.

“Sn Danner cun see the dog right away when he
first cotmes in" Molly smiles nervously, and then
tries 1o swallow it *Dannerll be sirprised.”

Jim squeenes through the crowd to the bathroom,
and finds Noppy Byline lying against the base of the
john, wagging his tail, proud of the fresh poop he
has just produced on the tile Moor. Jim puts a sirip
of toflet paper over the murd, and picks Byline up by
ke scruff of his meck,

He carries Byline, full of claws and tongue —
though sofier than the Doberman — through the
people. Hands fall on Byline's head. and he licks
Tim®s face and hands while trying o look st the
entire room all at once. Jim handds the puppy o
Maolly. **Be careful,™ he warns her amiably.

Byline squirms in her arms, almost too much for
her 1o handle, but she hangs on 1o him for dear life.
“He's 50,50 full aff 1el™ she says. Byline yarks in
her face, and Molly giggbes.

| think he likes vou,” Jim says. “That's what he
just said.”™

“C¥n, really?” Molly says, grabbing the pup’s
mavas, 10 keep him seill,

[ know,” Jim explains, **[ speak Deog."

“He's just like a baby,” Molly giggles. A real
live baby for =s?™ Jim bites his lip and Dunner
pomes through the door.




