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Eichedinhi,facewcre thcscrawling,crawlinglincsofaquestion. This one he won't 

evtr ,>nswer. {life eoc-s on wilhin yoY and without you) The quo,1ion lin~rs momcn1adly 

•nd is st"rvtd by • complemen ta,y ansW(:r •s good 11uk is foUowe<I by iood wine, wh;,;t, 

And when 1 heard Llwl foomeps 

Joe a.no kMw lo1s of •nswrrs. Som, times he k,..w 1<>1wers t>tfo,e ht knew 1M 

quntioo,- He learnt<! answcl"I, he prepared •nswers, when Jot hurd • quts1ion ht 

challenged with hil rnonumcnl of knowledge, his • nswcr. He knew 100, questions. lot 

was III atman>c . OM day I u kcd, "Jot, when w~I It ra in in Layton, Tenn,,see/" I rn lly 

didn 't exptct an '"""'1''· ~id Joe, "Ten-, bc,lns lhe molhtr of Uyloniond pOSJ,nSing 

• htight rr~1i.,., to st"ll levd ol 600 r«1. rain will pass on 1he third down, or in laymen's 

1erms,on the 3rd of Marth. Lay1on,beingof1hes;,mc,!houldupc,ii<nccptttipiution, 

rclativt to its own ruli1y, on o, aboul the sime day.~ Joe said thlt. 

And when I hurd 1he footsteps 

As• child growing up on the lower southside,Jot knew life fo,wh11 it was. Hi!fllher 

didn'1 know. Jot knew hi l f11her didn't know. Joe's fa1her wo,ked for !he D•ily Oil 

C,omp;,ny, .lS , dcre k m1intcnancc nun. He didn'1 i....., much lime for q uestion, much 

less for lnt"'1tl"I. His di~tion wu, ;i.ccordini 10 him, predestined. lot's father didn't 'P"nd 

much lime wi lh lot's molh<,r citMr. Jenny, !hfc ""' Joe's in5pi,1tion. He IPffll much 

of hi, time thin kins •bou t an an1W1t r to the p"u llng perpluities of her fcminl,.. 1r,.a1omy. 

Joe', favori te 1imu were ~nt when terminal smolderi ng of =olutlon were dark 

in 1he a ir wi th wretched hatred, <lashed with color. The tou nds and ~•l!s of comrades 

talking of armed revolt could st"nd Joe runnin1 home II fast ios his ten ynr old fN'l 

could carry him. Safe in hi, room he lost himsclfinopcntdbooksofC. Wri,t,t Mills 

And when J hurd lhe footsttps 

I've known lot now for five ytal"I, off •l'KI 0<1. I mu him one J•n..,.ry ~i1ht on 

the (Orner of 7th •nd 61,n Strtel. I w;,s on my way home from wo,k. I was lost in 



• book I bought in lhe fi..e 111d dime •bou1 • linlo boy who rulf<I the WOfld with sublime 

powers, like filling mon1rdK with • single glance, when I r1n smi,ck inlo joty. He 1ttme<I 

toh....,hadalreodyrelld it. He began 10,puk ofrulinglhcwor1d1fldoftheprcscnce 

ofsupcrnawr1I ulentf. Since thn night we·•• met on scwri l different occasions. I used 

to like Joe. He could 11lk afld lllk Ind t.1lk 11:>oY t 1,0 m1ny topics; qu.oium m«h1nics, 

body building, the physiol<>&Y of inen chemi<;1I reproduction, the mvsic1l i n1lysis of 

prehistoricpucussioninmYments,on1ndon.Joevas 1niM9iritionof1n1t1ic q.,.lity . 
And when I hurd !he footsteps 

Why do I r.i.mblc to about loe' 

Joe's dud now. I - I know. Joe couldn·t li..e 111ymore. More me1ns mon,. Joe WIS 

much more; his more wu to much more, his more w11 to much more then mine. I just 

cou ldn't !Ike It, hi! being more that is. But don't 1e1 me wmnr., I loved )Of. I can s,,e 

him now mndini 11 my door, his old self righl there 11 my door, ,..dy for any question, 
hitcyesbrightonthean1wc,. 

And lhen I heard !he fOOUltp'1 

Listening, listmi111, ~srenina. So many words formi na in mouths 10 &low and 

illuminate• 'lalk lhru the halls of higher lurni"I to• fountiin flowin1 hxlcl lhru the 

wins 111d conglomer•le &lob of minds, mouths, mouths •nd more moy lhf. I Hated loe! 

Joc newr listene<I to me. He turned my words direction1lly. My wo,ds were never 

good enough for him, he II.ad 10 1lw1ys star\ combin, my w<><ds for beuer alignment, 

he could new, leave well enouah alone. I knew he cooldn't do 1h11. He th inks he's so 

SITIUL If he could only have listened for • cl>iin,e he cookl l>iiw 1ttn how sm•t I 'lal 

But )Of, ro, he nCYCr ~stoned. He's ll'lays Wking. He's in the dark room now. Ha! A 

&oodplllcc I mightlddfor 1 blindmo1Jlh. 

And ig.;iin f hear hit foomepl 
Joc wn, bm row he's not. 

But pt<ll'lt who aren't alwllys will t,e. 

Joe wu once, bl.It now I im. So is 1ht problem ,olvtd? 

And when I heud the footst~ps, his wmina --bul how oould - I know 1Mt 
can'1be.l killedhim. 





n.,.. 

"1 wu informed you $pelk for the people of this town." The mon removed his 

hu and smiled ili(Chlly. 

Oendenon nodded and sat pcrfeclly stil1lookin111P >I the min. The room held 

only Oendenon's chair and he did not offer it. Ckndcnon·s friend, lohn, whom he'd 

bun talking with before, sat on lhe bed. John did not offer the~. 

Finding the min Ile sought, the stun~• bepn; "You're EnzliVI aren't you!" 

Oendc,"°"' r,od,ded. He i.poke with • slighl ;KCtnf which hinml of his origin. 

"Well . ," the man laUlhe<I u lf they shared something in common, bul SOO<'I stop~ 

when Clendenon didn't join in, "Well, lc1'sgetdow11to 1hepoin t ofbusiness."The man 

bcgan1oop,cn1c1s,,. 

"8usinnJ1" Cicndenon uke<I raising his brows. "Wh.>.t busintsS ha-.: I witll you?" 

heconti....,edln1poli1ealooftone, 

"Well," he laughed quickly, "None yet ... l ... or myawxiattsand I hawesomething 

foryou," 

Ore-ithadl>cenfoundinminy;weasofNewfoundland. 

"Yes, - he continued unt;,sily. "We 11.>.ve a deal for you 11nd you, people. We'rt w~ling 

1obuythis llndfor1 goodpri<:e," 

Clendenon IJ.t there st1rins II the min, wuchl"I be1ds of sweit sprout i nd roll 

Thel1ndspecul11orw1i1edforsomereply.He , 1oleslimpw'lofthoorderinthe 

room ind found only the n«nsitin of life, "He must be mo,,ing," he co,o;:luded 10 him.. lf. 

Suc:ldenly he ~•lized 1h11 Ckndenon hid not yet repliN. Ht looked down 11 him ind 

Oendcoon looked bxk. 

"Mr. Oendenon," he bcpn q1in with forced sincerely, " plu.. don 't think me a 

shrewd min. I'm not. I don't t..vt the hurt to driYe • h:ird deal." 

''On the wn1r1ry . I find you amusing." 

"Mr. Clendenon." The man became uncomlo,-Uble Uld Sp)ke wonsiy. "With the 
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mo..ey Wil'd pay the people for this property they could buybeuer livtt. We'd give them 

jobs." 
Clendenon didn't a,gue 1ha1 l)(>in1 with 1hc 5p<,cula1or. There was no denying the 

picture of the town. It was still poor and 1he man had no way of knowing what had 
gone bdore. "And how many wime,s would it be before they were hungry again/" 

"Never! They'd mine the '1nd. We'd pay them and Lake all risks." 

"You'd grow rich on this land while they'd come to depend on your wages." 

O•ndenon continued to look him in the eye. 
The si,«ulator lowered his voice. "You have a distorted opinion of land buyers . 

Only a few arc wh at you s;,y 

Oendcnoncontinued to stare at the man. Thcspe,:ulatorslowlyclosedhisbag,picked 

it up and walked to the door. 

With his back to Oendcnon he s;, id calmly; "Mr. Clendenon, there are 01he, ways 

10 gt\ what we want. We hoped you'd be a . . wiser man." He lingered a moment 

longer. Silence answe red and Clendenon wilc hed the man's heavy neck heave. The door 

Clendenon had entered Essex two yea,searlier. He had walked into town wi1h his 

few posser.sions in a carrying bag. needing only enough work to s,e him th,ough !he 

winter. Essex lay inland a few miles from the eastern .;o;,st of Newfoundland. No one 

of any iml)(>rlance had Lilkcn interesi in the few people that lived there nor the land 

1hey tried 10 farm. The essence of ES'iCx seeme<I disUnt 10 1he cus1oms of the bulk of 

1he people on the peninsula. The fish of 1he G~nd Bank was th e foundation of their 

liV<'lihood . Clendenon was a man of neither background. He claimtd no pla« as home. 

When he entered Essex, several watched him and finally one approached. "Hello," 

the voice boomed, "Name's John, Would you ca,e for • drink? Good clear well" 

The 11oice was sincere and Clendenon liked him. "Yes,thankyou." As they walked 

to the well, people began to «>me out of hiding. Many went on to continue their daily 

business and othe,s 100k the Ol)portunily to sure. "Do you have any wo,k/"heasked. 

John looked up at the sky. Winter was coming in early and many feared they wouk:ln't 

ge1thecror,sinbeforcf,ostsetin."Can'tpayya.''Johns;,id. 

He was given a miall room in the ccn1er of town. It had a !mall bed. John wanted 



10 find • bmer b•sin buc OenMnon .,.id the bu,;ket •lrudy 11>tre would serw wd enough 

since he'd be clme only uncil iJ><ins- A set of !Mlvcs, • a,.;, •nd • m>le were the only 

01hc:r fu,nishings. He _, in•iltd to share me•ls w~h John's family, 

·•s;, ..." John wa1 in 1he room when 1hc: i,peculuor arrived and sin<:c Clendenon 

made no motion that ho lhould leave, ho did not. "What can we do?" 

"My n,.me is Clendenon," He answered without looking up. 

"I unnol lldd<css you by your common r1amc," John Qid with •pology. 

Otndtnon looktd up lneohis f<iend'scyes.." lshan't bcciolltd..,y1hingdsc." 

"You are mon: th.., you, na.me," he Qid with re>'fftn«. 

Ocndenon lurntd and sightd. "You are wrons 

"Youcion notlu•e,"the friend slaltd . 

"But you can lca•c," Clend,non mocked and waited for• reply thal didn't come. 

"fast• stays." Clendenon l>cn l downas iftodrive the idufurtherintohisfricndsmind 

"Essex leaves!" Each word Clime from John's mouth complete and whole •nd they 

joined with the oihcr words ind bounctd from waU 10 wall. 

''Only I Ju..,t Clcndero;>n Qid c;ilmly, rose and turned away. 

"Essex le•ves, 100." John'svoicc,cturncd to i15sem,inglycalm10ne1ohidehis 

"I am not Esse•," Clendenon answered evenly. 

"I see Essex in your foce." The tension •olli,d bock and forth. 

John's eyes fr'I01/td round 10 the barewalls..A thin threadchainhun&silcntly there. 

lthelda$t»>llroundring."Yoob,cakthcwhok." 

"Thestr«ts,crnioin, the ptq>lest.ay. "Clendenonpleadtd. 

"The heart but luves.." 

"If I am mo,c, !hen if I Inv,, my spirit remains. It w~I suffice ' Ocndenon got 

up and w>lktd .,.., to lhe bucket and bog,,n 10 wash his hands for dinner. 

"No,lhePfOl)ltwillforgc1,"hisfriendpleadod.Johnwaittd,"Sirl" 

"My rwne is Ocndenon," ht Qid flatly. 

Johnwcnttothedoor,"Sir'" 

"I will stay awhile lon&er," siid Oendcnon thtn he addtd, "Ltt's h._.e a town fflffling 

, , . don't let on what it's .about . no use ge lli ng everyone upset, Mayl>c we can 

allfigurethisoo11ogtther. 
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Duling Ckndtnon's llrst winttr in Esso, ht h;,d bttn ptr~ed 10 11.•y on • yo, 

Kl supnviw, uop rot•Hon • • r,cw method of fumi"I he'd kamtd about fu,thu south. 

Tht lu.r,ost lhu follow,:d that winltr wu • succtsl,. There w.-; plenty of food for tht 

comin11 win ier •nd if in lhe years 10 corn• tht crops continutd to flou,ish, 1he town 

mighl bt ~le to w,11 IQme of the ir excess prodvce to r,ca,t>y town, •Ions the coall. 

One 1• 1• •f1ern00fl • im.n •nd his 1wo grown up sons come toClendcnon's room 

sho<tly.ihc<lhth.irwst.Hecarcfullypulll!"d•Yn•nrioisuSptndOOon•lhinclu.lnfrom 

hk pocket •nd hdd it up 10 Oendtnnn. "Ol\ly thilll l have of v>lue to me •nd my 

-andii.v•lueisbtyondme.su«:.Wewin1you1oluvcit."Thtim-nlooked1tr•ight 

lntoOendenon'styts, "Tlunk you, Mr. Clendtnon. lt'silu. rd th ing1owatch yourkids 

go to bed hungry. I'll h•ve 1r•nd<hildren soon." 

" Mr. Wilt , I Qn't take 1hi s. lt was just an Ide• I heard • long 1he w•y ind I wa, 

During 1he winier that followed, Ocndenon's ;,dvice was often §Ought •fter 

Speculators, buyi111 up l,nd tlut misf>t be full of i,on ore, wo-ebfginning IO p<H$Ure 

1he ptop1e of E...,, tog;,,., up lhei, land •nd wiy of lift for ionothtr. They lurned 10 

Clendenonforguid•Me.Tolu.ndle1hisproblomht'dhive10Sptnd•notheryeir,•nother 

Thedoor d~behind John and all 1hewordsof thed•y fo11fromthewallsin to 

silenc• . Oondcnon stood by lhebucke1,silen1ly,C-llrefully wioshinghish•nds. He stopped 

and bepn to Lough. "Ifs curi~, don't you think," he uktd in• fliPl)ln t tone, "how 

lifewill:supand lh•kesyourh•nd!"Oendenon'shiondJhook 1he,ir."M.oytlu.~1his 

<Ullee1~ He im.de • llfJe bow, knocki"B • cup from the tlble iot its completion. "Oh, 

wry cup! Plust forgi"" rny ctumsir'ltss but you - I'm dancin11 w~h life. When we f.-,ish 

I m,y be in admiral .. 0t1businttSn\lln . .. ptrh1ps1politicianor•pauptr."Oendenon 

btgan to dance 1round and around the room wi th his imagin• ry pmner. " Wh•t if you 

de,I me• life I Qnnot h¥1dlt,Life?" Mound •ndaround hed•nctdqui<;kly•nd list,1ly. 

Ii< suddenly stopped. "l shl,tl be a fool!" he 1$1<.l!"d thoughtfully. "Is th• I wlu.\ I am 

Life! Yes," he d«ided but without ,orwiction, "• fool. When shall I s1an! Now! 

I •lrudy begun?" He b«•me flil'P'nl "l•in but• lh«ad o/w,,..,.,.,,..Y ume through. 

"All thest peOple WOt'Ship me they worlhip a fool. Yet, ewn fools c•n be wiw, 

and 1hey gel •w•y with it. M,ybt that' s what hH hlpptn«I here 
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l uncrtd wisdom 1nd tM people don't r«ogni,e my whole . . or , was J wi,.e btfo,e 

Ind I'm I fool oow1" Clt~non ~lktd slowly 10 his btd, I.lid down ind (tll ~-

Tht curying baa; lyir11 upon tM OlhtfWise emply sl'lel~ wii1td for Offldenon. Tht bucket, 

lhe !Ible Ind ch1ir w1i1ed. Tht -II rir11 w~nded on 1he thin thread ch1in w;,ited 

on the em pty wi lls in 1he emp ty room. 

The wind blew cold 1nd pushtd the illvsionof lifeb•ck • nd forth through lhtdark 

slttping town. Only lht p.te;illg of !he sentry Wil ,u1. Ht Wi tched 10 gw.,d Es~~ l~ I 

no one ume or 1":nt while 111 opinions by 00¥1:ted ind 11 <<SL Wills 1nd doors WO¥Cn 

in ..-.I out bet- din ind sr.ass UOOd erect Ind htld 1he individw.l diffe,encts o f the 

whole. The pllltrn lu"'ed up i nd down wilh irrcglllar desizn ind ro.e in slisln p,ouusloM 

to embou the whole. h is•sm•II, ~I sturdy one room hou'>C that holds the thoughts 

andbt"i ngofClendenon.Thew1ll s S11ndd0i,tand tigh1 1nd longplankscircledtound 

to hold the convus,ations of men bottowins life from Clendenon 

Clendenon ~lked out 1aw1,ds !ht rommon sttttl. People 1lready mullf<I a,ound 

1M wagon which would """' stand as his pl1tform. He IN"'tlled ,11 how fist • =m 
could sprud. Starts out like • -11 g:low of fi,e hiddtn by ull srm •nd in • momenl 

grows 10 • huge roi,rins force.Ashtclimbtd abolrd1hcwagon1nd lookf<I down,1he 

people looked b1ck ,t him as ch ildttn do lhtit mother when the C!\Jtl wind blows h1,d 

1ro und their little llvts. He saw ind read al l tha t w>1 to De known in !heir facts. 



Jingles and Pu1w wcr,: ,he names friends h.od given them and so 1hey were known. 

Jingles had her name from being so dainty and s1cpping so lightly tha1 • friend had sa id, 

"Really, dear, you w;,lk •s if you'd jingle if you really moved quickly!" From 1hen on 

she was "Jingles." Put>ey was 1huscalled bccau>e she was a bit pushy and thefimonc 

who'd sa id she was had t>oenoverheard and swiftly changed ii to"Putocy" whkhsounded 

"cute"' and "offbeat" so i1 dung. Sil ly names, but the Sisler~ 1,ecmed to like them and 

they were different. You"d not be likely 10 run into another with lhe same. In their 

circle the girls were ,•cry popular. Although 1hcy were twins, 1hcy were no, iMnti(al; 

Jifl8lts had• shy quality and was first 10 s,y "Pleaoc" and "Thank you" in her own 

quiet way, while Putsydcm:tnded ra1hcr tha" asked inalmos1 everything from herwpper 

co affrc1ion.WhHel inglesw;thgrayeyes,hada1awnylookaboutherwithgoldcnhighlights 

on her head, Puis,y wu pinki!,h wilh blue eyes, and always wore black and yellow and 

whi1e colors, while lingles stuck to browns and gr.o ys. In !Jlon,thcgirlsweregood foils 

for each other and wcnl ne,rly everywhere together. They'd slept in the s,mebod for 

years and often wcm out with boys of t~ same family. 

Bo1h girls had their families young but Putsey was the first to contract an alliance 

•nd the first to h.ovc • family.for a while it looked JS though Jingles, wilhherc.lmer 

w•ys, mighl be an old maid but ;, h.o ndsome masterful fellow came 10 1he ncight>orhood 

and swept her off her feet and into domcs1icity and fam ily t;kc a young Valentino. lndeOO 

wch he >ecmed 10 be, for .ofter the children came he began to stay out late with the 

boys and finally didn't come home at all. By 1his1ime Putscywass,nl<'d into matronly 

ways ar,d commiserated with her sister, lamenting so long •nd compla ining of males in 

general in such 1crms and such• shrillm,nncrth,toncdayherSpOu>e. 100,ju>t wa lked 

out and disappeared 

So the Sisters came logethcragain • nd raised theiroffspringinthesamchousr,taking 

1urnswa1chingover1hcyoungoncsand 1akingupwith 1hciroldfricndswhoralliod'round 

and saw to it the\· were soon back in 1he social whirl. As 1he children grew up and 

left home, the sisters drew closer to each 0111<, r. J ingles nearly •lwaysbowcd kwingly 

10 Pu1sey's demands, and Putocy protcctcrl lhc gentle Jingle; from 1he harsher aspects 



of life when V.e could. Other gentlemen callers ume IO chu with 1he Sfflen and often 

suyod 10 supper if Putsty asked them, Ji11Cladeferring 10 l'u1sey in these thinp. 

The "'girls"were notinterattd in matrimony, thouzh,l>llvinghadquiteenou&t>oftl>llt 

sort of thin&- P,ecautions were uken IO preftnt •ny further familyinY<>lvemen1s,but 

the gentlemen I a lier, were encouraged to •iii! and tilk and ~•lly !he Sis1ers' home benme 

a meeting place for good con~rs.ition and plus.int ~freV.men1. Whal used 10 be ullcd 

a "S,llon" was held by 1he Sisters regularly and iddtd a cerUin tone 10 1he arn. True, 

11 1imes 1he gentlemen grew a bit un,uly, sin1ina the good old songs at quite a pi"h, 

and the neighbors would complain, The Sis leis, however, s.,w to it that disturbing Jtntlemen 

were not invited back so all wu ao:complished with pr~ dKOtum 

The Silters lived l>llppily t•ther. An oc:cnsional tiff was quickly smoothed owr. 

Now and then JifiSlts would ,und up IO ht!' slslet and f>utsty would then ba<:I: down, 

ijh most bullies. f>utsey ,eali,td in her l""llt <elatift lhere was a p0inl beyond which 

she couldbecOfflequitefi<m. Putsty rtt0gni<tdhttownf0tcefulw•yshad1obecu<btd 

enough to hep the ~ally ~fl' comfo,ublt Nt,ngtmen1 l>llrmonious, and did her best. 

Then gently Jingles would fo,gl•e her, gift her a ki»on the cheek, ilnd all would be 

The Sioters are still living and are still populu in their feline circles. )inates, the 

tawny tiger mipe with gray eyn, and Pu tsey, the black, yellow, and white calico with 

pinkn-•ndblueeyesarelhearbimsofcatsocietyinourneighborhood. 



/'cter walked across 1he dus1y circus k>1, 1hc tkket cilrried in his hand inside hi, 

jeans p,0cket, his sore b.lek musdcs st raight with pride and a new ;i wareness of himself 

as grown up almost, He had worked hard alld•yhc lping1hccircus1ose11leinandcarrying 

bucket after bucket of water 10 1hc clephanis afld 1hc other animals. 11 was 1hc annual 

visit of the circus to th e lonely prair ie town for its OM night stand. All lheboys in 

the !own had crowded around 10 watch it unloaded from 1hc1rainand had begged jobs 

10 help so 1hey could get a ticket 1<:> 1hc show. Peter had been one of the lucky ones. 

He was tired but too keyed up 10 be ~cepy. He had hfs tkke1 now, in paymcn1 

fo, his long day's work. It seemed a very fair exchange IO him, chances 1odoany1hing 

for wch • reward came migh1y seldom here. 

He walked qukkly, purposefully down the alley to the back ga tcinlohisyard, past 

thefencestop?Cd byhollyhocksofmanysh•desofpink. Hismo1herhadonlyhollyhocks 

inside thcirb ;iek fence,sheconsideredsunflowc1$"Common."Pe1crdidn'1carc,hethough1 

the Howe!$ were all pretty nodding their heads in friendly fashion to 1he boy from1hc 

white painted high back fences. He twned into his yard and du1ted al his trouser$ arid 

s1amped his fut IO rid them of excess dust before entering the kitchen door. 

His mother turned from the sin k where she and the hired girl were mixing sausage. 

"Wipe you r feel on the mat ,don't just stamp 1hcm,"shesaid,"After alltha1playing 

in 1he field 1hey're p,obably muddy, 100.'" 

"Wasn't playin', Mom" Peter 1hrus1 ou1 his hafld wi1h the ticket on his palm, "was 

workin' for a free se;it to the circus ionight" 

"Wei!. I guess you'll have to ~k your 0;id ilbout th,1, young man." his mother 

said, "You know he's going up 10 O.,erCrcek for ;1 load of gravel in the mornin". Ha, 

10 g,: t going at four so he can get b~k tomorrow night. You'll be in bed when 1ha1 

show 51a,ts, I'm 1hinkin"" 

"Gosh, Mom, I can sleep in the irutk tomorrow on the way." 

"You know your Dad sleeps while you dri~. So now, no more a,gumen ts, boy. 

Talk1oyourfather" 



Peter knew bener lhan to argue, but his hem did , scumbling lurch•• the tt1ouzt,1 

of miuing what he'd wo,ktd l<l hafd to get. Su,ely, jUit this once he could sleep while 

his Dad drove instead of the oiher wiy around. A<>d why did they h•"" 10 10 tomorrow? 

The next d•y would do u well. While he wis.hed his hands ind face for supper and 

raktd a comb through his su nburned blond hair ,hecon,inced himselfthat,just lhlson«, 

he might make• uy and win ag.,..nst his father's firmness. 

Througll their supper ol ~ked sqlUSh with AUilge .cuffing. green be•ns, corn ar>d 

mincemeat pie, Peter wu mostly silent trying to 1hink of !he rigJlt _,iach. His pue,us 

didnot110ti«hisp~oce~1ionwi1hhisfood,1thisig<ehe'USUllffyatee""rylhinglikt 

i, young,healthy puppy and had seconds :;,swell to foll the long bonkinessof a growing 

teenig,r. He mechanlnlly filled himself while thinking. Tonight, aftc, SUp?tr would bt 

the right rime, he thou&ht , when Dad is in a good mood with the good food and his 

f•voritecipr. 

Afm sup?tr, ~-, t,;s fllthe'r pushed back his clu.ir, lit his cipr, and looked 

directly at his son. 

"You get to bfd by -,,, boy," he said "long drfYe tomorrow a<>d pknty of work 

loldingthegraffl." 

"Dad,W<lld I go to thes.howatthecircusjust thisooce? I go1aticketby working 

alldayhelpinglhcrc." 

"No way, boy. Can't hive you fding ;asleep at the wheel. W'ld mhu yoo didn't 

mess with thooe circu, people, anywi,y." 

"6ut, Dad, please! I worked l<l lwd all day f<:O" i, ticket! JUil this once!" 

"6oy, you heard me,didn't you? You han todri"" the in,,;k andwt',,.,got 10 

go before foor in the morning. So fOIJel it." 

"D1d , please!"hch1dn'tquitcthccoor1gctosuggesthisfatherdri,e1heuuck. 

"Why I'd be good ;as new with only foor houfl sleep, the show is o,u by midnight." 

"That's all, younptul'' His father pushed himself 001 of his chair and wtnl 10 the 

hall closet "I'm goin' over 10 J•M's NI< l<lme poker, Liz,don't w•it up." He put on 

hiso,,erc~tandhudcd rorlhedoor. 

"l'll lun !he hall light on, John." His mother followulhisfatheroot the door, 

and when !hey were by lhe ca, spoke softly. 

"You should've lcl him 10 !his once, John, yoo know he worked hard to urn th~t 



1icbt. ~•ns • lot to a boy his :,ge. He's gening big now, you know." 

~He11 get ,;:Ne, it, Should h•"" asked mc lirst about workin' ..ith that l)\l(l(h. ru 

ord,r that """" rifle M's been wantin', thal'II lix thinss. Ci.n't ict hirn think he can talk 

me out of things. Once I rn•ke up rny rnind, 1hau how it is1 Soy's gcnin' big alright, 

fct tin' real grown up, 11guln' with rne like that" 

"Well, its irnpon•nt to hint." 

"Th.us enou,h, Liz. Sec lie 11QCS upstairs by .c,...,n, G'nigt,t." 

TIie bthcr dr~ off to his card g,,rne and rnother returned to the ho- to 

Fl the hired girl II thedi)hcs.She toklhn.elfhcr huloband -sl)fobablyright,btH 

K1111<where deep iMide !he felt the ~in of tc••S when !he saw 1he rn;,..ry °" the boy's 

Promp1l ya1sevcn1hoboywentupstairstohisroorn,foomcpshe<1vily1readingc1ch 

11ep and shooldcrs slurnptd, In his room he could look out his window x.- the 

hollyhocks•nd wnnowers •nd xroos the town 10 the cndl...,;pr•irie. Hecouldheutl\e 

circusbandm.,si<;andcouldSffthecircuslightsc-lSllnc:thcirglow:,pinstthelowclou<t!. 

that ,no\'fd above t"4: town. Might me•n nln bnher _,th tomorrow, but 1he road north 

to Oe,e, C.cek would be d,y. They'd ne«I the gn....,1, too, for 11\e r<»d into the fa,m 

beforo the r;,in got .11 it m•king • slick, s1icky ir•ck o( gumbo mud, but did ii h<1~• 

to be tomorrow? Seem, likcjustonce,forthccircus,hccoutd h.-·egot togo. He finally 

fell •sleep nm hearin, on the quiet pr•iric •ir 1he drums ind sounds of 1he circus music. 

Much later he heard his father rctu,n, ,novi"I a Httle unstHcUy into his ~rtt11s' room. 

lcsscpoured•IOOOdrinkwhenhe~themeninfo,poke<.Heknew~wouldbe 

.uleep in 1hc truck before they....,,. out of 1own in the dark dawn. 

About a mon1h la1or hi, fatl\er pr..sen1cd him wi1h 11\e new •ifle wl\en it came in 

from the city bick East. Pcm was pleased wi1h the gun and thanked his fath" nicely 

When he pu! it in his roorn he hung it on two hooks btneuh a wiall plague ht h.od 

m1dt 11/hich htld tht pl"'t o( honor. Tht pla.gue -sbue •~cep1 for a little pi.tee of 

cudboard on whi,;h -s p,inttd in 1lrtady fldini ted ink '"A1las Circus Admi1 OM." 

M<l,g,,retP;ackcr 





He wu reinforcing him<elf wilh his third scotch •nd w11cr • dcl1yinl the confrontation 

with his wife •"II dlughter H Ions H he could • metlculously twistir-.g tho top bac:k on 

the bottle • •nd u,dully plxint it t,.ac:k in !he cupbolrd • pu$1,in& the <>1hcr bonltt 

Hide so that nol 1nothcronc I01Khcd his• so th•L it W>od well in front of1Hthc 

others. ready to be c•llcd forth 10 duly quickly and ~oothly, when rn,xt ii was needed. 

He It.ad to w1lk between !he two wo,m-n to &<1 to his ch•ir. the one,whose•ery 

rounzbelu1y wHolwious1nd petllapstnti1nc«lbytheflowofadren1linbtinzpumpcd 

intohcrbyhcrgre111ngerolf!e!l«t•1hcold-erone.whostbe•utyhadonce1M-cnob•iou•, 

but was now m.1de brittle by the uccssiw, dem1nds on hu body from the poison of 

too many years of the anger of negk:c1. As he pass«! through the no man'1 l1nd. he 

w•s ,id<ll«I by 1he glutt of hue 1nd resen1ment from bolh uf them. He w11 somewhlt 

,...;>'t(I ••he ,.nk into lhe uccu1Nc fcclint •nd smdl ofhisow:r·sited,genuine leather 

chl.ir. h rom;nd«I him lh.. he had call«I 1his mtctin& • 1h11 he wu in ch•fll' • ,o he 

look• gern,roussip of his drink, the add«I 1r1nsflliion of;, puff from• cig.ue11c, and 

drew his balding self up to a1&Ume his proper pc,sition. 

When the phone r>ng out, he wu •ware of his effort 10 not seem 100 reliewd, nor 

too Cliff • but ,11he, lih ;, ~nllcman, pcrlormin& his call to duty • 11 he wen\ f<>r1h 

to 1nswcr ii. It wu ringin& out for his <i&hth • no nin1h • command pe,forMlr>ee for 

the e,,cning, he g;i~e his fuH aucntion to the phone • turning his back on the women. 

"Ves )~ • yuh , :,orry • the wires hive been • linlc hot tonight • st1rtin1 that rn,w 

go,,ern~nl housingprojtct in Ariton• you know• Everybody'•ttying to~t in onlhc 

kill sin« the sLory b<Oke in the papc-r - Hey!· thll'$ the best news l'.-e hid tonight 

When un I pic k it up? • Did you pt the gold color«I exccu1;,,. model like I w-111ted! 

- tu,J;;. sy,tem 1nd o~ygcn ~ulppcd? I'm zoini to h1w, to do .omc hiC,•flylng on this 

one, you know -Sounds likcyou'w:got thconc•Couldn't bebcmr timing-l'U hop 

a oommc~ial b1ck tomorrow evening 1.-.d pick it up Wed nesd ay morn." 

He was fcelin1 so right inside, H he sit thetc MVO<illl this good luck • the way 

lhlt cwry1hinc w•• filling into pbcc, ;u.t so • !hit he didn't nm nolice when hisd~gl,tcr 

got ~p Ind left the room. But the W,m of her bedroom door was profound enough thai 

c,cn his feelina of ,igh iness couldn't igoore it. 



He 1urntd on hi< wife, n his fuling of $Clf·rightncss wH melted awiy by 1he l,lam 

of the door, inlo $Clf-,ighteousr,ess -"Whal thehctl doushe mean•flo11ncif11ou1of 

Mrt and sl:ammi"I Mr <loo< like lh;tt • when ...., stijl h,.ve this school 1hin1 10 talk aboul! 

. Miybe she's forl()t1en 1ha1 she wis the one Cllugln u,,oking the marajuaN!" 

The wife . in a ....,i ry voice• trying 10 control its own fire of ingcr • conditioned 

by ~lessness In its effort H •~plainin1 • e,cplained ~in. l'leYCrthelest • "No, stie ha.sn"t 

foriotttn,no1foroned,11medmin111e•She-ns coun1i11J IOOl>uvilyon ittog,t your 

au en tion. your undivided attention. for even• few minutes. But •hen she's 501 a 

lot tolurn ,h,.sn'tshe?. ifstle lhinksshe's&Oingtoget theattentiol'lofanimportant 

min like you • q,er • liule 1hink like plllr,z caught with mirajua11i.•• 

Hi1 moment of fear ofdefu t had pas$Cd ·had beenmadetriumphan, by the phone 

ca ll• and he drew himself up• "You'll 1eewhethershe101 my ancn1iol'lor not-Af1er 

IN.I lousy counseior inmruplillJ my meetins 1hil. afternoon • with his imp0n..., t call that 

,ouldn't wall - ....,II, I got the 1ifls in the office to work on thephone, knowingd...,,n 

well thu you would do r,olhing but argue about it - Wc'YC got an appointment with 

a private school in Santa Barbara • in the morning - With • liule pr•-•• they'll take 

Her old pangs of fruslratlon started u ting at her insides again . "In the morning ; 

Fm youcan '1dothai toher,Youcan'tj...st ya nk heroffto sornepriY1teschoolwitho11t 

tYCn discus.sins !his whole lhing with her!" 

~The hell I ca n't • She walked out on me when I was wil ling 10 talk about it • 

didn't she? - Now, she 'll jullgct her fancy ti il ou t of that bed in 1he morning and 10 

He felt uron11Sst«l"f3in-Helosseddown1hetutofhisd1inklikeamanof 

decisions • "I'm 1ircd • l'm 1olng to bed - You a n come or no1 -" 

Uwasar,othcroncof ll,OJenightsofthcMllofrigidityforhc,•Heslept like 

,n innocent babe thu h~ sor,e to bed with ils bonle. The tound of the 1larm aw~hned 

lier to lhe ""nsation of dru.d - Jnd pain - from her finger 111il1 billng into tile fleih 

of her palffll. He wa< already ,oming out of 1he shower. She had hoped against hope 

1Nthe would r,ot pu,sh thema11c<thismornins.lnstt~, he caledout1Shedrnsed, 

with very definite mDYements - HComc on • se1 up or we're l"i"I to be late!" 

Her app,ehcnsieeness and fu r in the deep knowledge of the feelings of a Spumed 



woman rmde her plcild - "Pl••~. Jim • don't lfY to push !his th,ough with ht< - until 

we'..e hld I d,,nce to Ulk •bout ll this (",'Cnina ·" 

With \he mounting ~., of one who is not uKd 10 being b!ocktd • he turned on 

ht, wi1h d ipped words - "You hurd my tcclephotle convc,s.ilion - you know lhat I'm 

WPl>OJtd to fly b1ck to night to pick up my new plane - 1•... got olht< mmusofbusi...,. 

to take u ,e of while I'm there 100 - It m.1y bt two or threed•ysbd orc 1 ,e1 b.lck 

• I don't w•nt this whole damn men du u ering my min<l • We've got the appoin1mcnt 

11 the i. hool this morning· I can ju11 get us there in lime· We're going! - " 

He buri1 into the daughtu's room in • m1nncr meanl 10 shock and stmegica ll y 

llllCk - Y1nking b:ick !he covt<s from the cn,:my • he bukcd out 1hc ordcri - "Hurry 

Ind get up an<l ge1 drcsstd - you',c '°'"' 10 S.,nta Bubu• with your mo ther aJld mt.'' 

Wi1h w1,y eyes made wide 1wake from lhe K= of lhrut in this rcmuk, she 

''Wc'w got in •PP<>intmcnt there 1osullbouttnrollingyou in1priv•tcschool-

Maybe they un ICuh you how 10 grow up -" 

Grippin1 the sides of her bed with flstsc lenched while ; H if to hold on to• r:if1 

-jus1bdore1oi ngover 1watcrf•ll,shehe1d hlseyu wi1h thequietd«i•i•enmof her 

wor<.ls - "Oh, no you don't, you ••• not 1cuing rid of me !hat way • I 1m not going 

to 1ny i.hool - •nywherc - I'm not leaving 1his btd!' " 

She wu caught off gu•rd by 1he ~in of the mength of his fil"II blow on 1hc 11de 

ofhcrheild,Sheyelpedou1inher~in1Jlds.u rpr is4:- Tursof ultima tcdisbcl icfesgped-

A"1"• of many ye,,l"I' vinug, wu ""°pl"i his «>r1trol ptes - and he scrumed out 

• "Get the htll out of that bed now!• if you don'! want lht shit but out of you 

She onlydtnchtd lhe sidttofherbtd thehirdc,-hc,cyesdritdbytht>(Ceptin<t 

ofre•li1y -"Bt1t i ll you Wini - 1'!1 not ~•.. this bed-" 

Not•r,other tu rnorc,ydidshc >llowMrself i S hetore into her with all hi sfrenly. 

The wife hi d run - half-n;ik«I • full Speed • for the daughter's room >t the wund of 

one yelp of pain, knowing well !he s1ren11h •nd foryofherhusb•nd's ~lf-r igh ttousness 

-1n<lherd1ugh1cr's ncedtodcfyi1.She flun1 h"~llbody-m•dcl1,gtwilhthe 

inna te stren11h of 1ll 1he ages of t~ molhtr cru ture ftghting for her VOU"i· ;tg•inst 

lhil l1ulk of frenzyflllli"IIIMrchild. Hlsvue, iu rprisc•Jld shock at findin1himsdf 



in the floor -let = •I"' • flcetingfeelingof disgU$t. Onlyan executivcofhiscali~r 

could pick himself up from the floor with the decorum that he managed - and tum 10 

speak with such composure 10 these two deb.ised examples of woman-kind - as he did 

Disdain chose his words carefully - '"Okay, okay· l wash my hands of it - I w;,s ready 

to try to work oot my solution· but you're b01h too damned high and mighty 10 have 

any put of it-" Then turning to his wife • anger almost = apt<! again - "Now you 
deal with !hat wench yourself!'" 

The daughter still clenched the skies of her boo. the wife w.os crumpled in sobs 

He was grateful th at his suitcase was alreidy packed - He swooped it up with his 

brief c.ase - aod w.os out the door • with the door slammed, just appropriately to show 

his indignu ion. He h<1d driven ;,II the way to the corner whtre healwaysturned -whe n 

he realize<! with a jolt th.ot hewasonthe way tolheofficc -•r.dhehid notyet thought 
ofthe ex"utionoflhisday. 

By the time he had reached the r,ext coro,r he had lit a cigarctte-hid .o fewcalm 

puffs· and had the order of his calls and business all worked Ou\ in his hH d • 

He had decklcd - It would not be until the last moment 1ha1 he would tell the 
lit\lestenogr.ophertorush home and pack herovernightbag·herserviceswouldbeneede<I 

on this trip. and after all she deserve<! ;, break from the office 

He smashed outhiscigarene at the!">exl cornuand straightened his tieinthe ru r 
view mirror. and was reidy to meet the day. 



"You about ready to call it quits, lee?" John shouted from across 1he r,ct. 

""l!"d be wo<th conceding just to gel ou1 of 1hcsunforawhilc,"" lecshoutcdback. 

"\\'hat do you 1hink, Trev/ ernr 
"Fine wi1h me," " l said, yearning silently for,n.oi,-conditioncrand a tali, coldbe« 

"'You called it, John," Bill shouted, coming up from 1he back-court. 'Tm so hot 

my sllades are steaming up." 

'"Tha1'swh;,t you get for not keeping your mind on the game," Johnchided,digging 

hi> p.onner in 1he ribs and grinning 

"Aw, knock it off," Bill retorted. "If you must know, I was thinking abou1 my 

wifo-she w.on1s me to clean out the garage." 

""Whatcvcryousay,Bill," lohnrepliedin a neu1<• ltoM,ashcinspec1edthes1cel.l,lue 

"Hey, why don't you guyscome<Nertoourplacefor a coupleofcoldones,huh>" 

Lee suggested. 

"Yeah, fight on!" We gathered up our gear and headed for 1hc park;ng lot, still 

ribbing each other and generally enjoying the chance to get out ofthehous,:,forawhile 

BHI swore at hi, new Vega when it refused 10 sun right away. M.lybe he lhoughl 

he could"'"'" it into obedience. "Damn thir,g. I just go1 it Monday, and !hey haven't 

go1i1adjust<:drightyc1." 

"Ye,h, I know what you me.o n," 1 sympathized, thjnking of some of my own 

problem>. "It 100k the dealer six lousy months to 11"'-ighten ou t au the bugs in the last 

earl bough t " 

""Some of thos,:, foreign cars take forever to get lined ou1. lee's be<n having • hcllu~a 

time with 1hn Porsche he got a litt le whHc back," 

"l noticed he w.os riding with John today, " 

"Uh-huh . Bl.ostedcar'sinthesllop.ogain." 

"Poorsonofagun. lhos<,mech.onics'llcatyou alive." 



"Don'1 yc-u know Ill" 011J 1ouen1cd fetvcn1ly as he 1wun, the Veg.1 around 10 park 

lnfronl ol Lu'1houst. 
"Come on in lhls wayt LH ulled Offf his shouldtf H ht Opened !ht g.lflCC door. 

"We can grab the beer on 1he way In." We followrd him into a suburbanite's drum-.> 

de.,,g111111conUinln,1w.>ther, drytr,lndJ«ondar-i>nd~y1ook.,.kyOlymp;.., 

from lhe ..,ci rdriJcmor th.al ...,ar<kd lM door it,10 the hoi.rst. 

"Let! Is 11\iot yew!" a -~•, woke called from i nothcr pi>II of Ille houw. 

·11 ...,. Is, dur," he responded. 
• well it'r" ha '°"'" chl,-..d abruptly when 5ht c- itito the room and nollccd 

lhe rest of ut,-"good to we you ,.,.,.s 'f,lin." She pautt<I fo• • m_,,L "111 ict you 

- w.ltn to 1111 !hole cans on." She -nt into 1he kitchen and .iutod w1ol(:hins 

•ound, looklns for lhem. 
'"Ann, I think we'll Ju$!. JO in tho <kn," Lu uid, .oundinc a linle bi1 uncomfonablc. 

"I lhint \he COHICfl itC In lhtte, anyway." 

"No wonder I couldn'1 find them." Shcfoll~ us 10 the other room 

"Come on In," Let liwi1al at the doolw,y, s1ulins 10 wave us into a warm, 

,;omforuble-lookln,:l'OOfflwi1h1.,,.,ybcM11iful1nd.,,.,yupcMn'CPff1ianc;irpc1in1he 

" Pleuc don 't step on the rus," Ann orde,od. Startled II thccdgctoher-..okc, Bill 

,e......,al his foot from the rua: with consldcrable ha.s.cc ind mumbled an apolosy u he 
backaloutoltheroom. 

"Wdl, If you c.on't Hep on 11, maybe you un So llround it," John uid, t,Yl"I 

unsucussfully to l-lllvlfll the oilu.lllor\. "It's SUN! p,elly, that'1 fot SUfe." H,e IU<led forw•d 

onto the IPfill'llng h11dwood flool. 

"Pluse," Alln ukl, her YOiicc • little ilw"pc,. "I just w1xal th.at )'flle..Uy," 
'"OIi. Sor,y," lolwl ulcl 1wtwudly. 

"Maybe we'd ,II be mor. comforllblc in the kitchen," Ltt s.i,id jovially, shooting 

muninlful loot 11 his wife is we suntd back from the den. 

Whcft we Cot 10 the kildlen - were truled to • tpectxle of clinHinJ chrome 
and acres of lmnwoculate Formi<;I. There wa1 a Llrse ml"°Slny table off to OM side, 

Ind wc approachtd 11 wi1h 10methl111 akin 10 wuinao.. Hesiunlly wt YI down. 

~1r you don't mind," Ann s.i,id, jult • we wtre bqinninJ 10 relax, ''tho..e arc an1iquc 

i 



chairi. CO<Jld you please si t somewhere else?" 
"Le1'sjus1 sit on the floor," Bill suggested. '"By the time we find ano1herSp01, 

the beer will be too warm to drink" He got up from his cha ir and settled himself on 

1hefloor. Asthcothcrsfollowe<I sui1,Ann reappore<I wi1h a spray·canoffurniturep0lish 

"Here, ltt me get you something 10 sn on," she said, setting 1he pofoh down on 

tho table. "I just scrubbed chis morning.'" She took folded grocery bags from under the 

sink,handedonetoeachofus."'There."Brisk!yshepo!ished1hesea1ofcachchair 

and 1he sp01 where each beer can had sat on the table. 
A1 last~ could turn to the once.cold beer, and as I lifted mine I happened 10 

SpOI a droplet of sweat running down my wrist. Before I could put my beer down and 

wipe it off, the droplet slid down to land or, the linoleum. Oh, Lord, I thought. here 

we go again. Why in heck did that drip have to mi$s the paper bag I wassi11ing on? 

I studiously avoided looking al ii, hoping !hat if I ju,t ignored ii Ann wouldn't no1ice 

it. lgues-sldidn'thopchardenwgh,becauseshespomditasshcwasle••ingandbobbed 

down 10 wipe ii up. " So,ry," I said . She didn't even look back 

"Well, it sure was a good game 1his morning, was,,'\ it?" I ,emarktd. I could almost 

see my words falling into the silence like rocks !hat a little kid plun ks into a c,eek. 

"Sure was," Lee agreed . "We'll beat you guys ~ xi time, you beuer bel ie~ ii" 

"Not if Bill keeps his mind on the gome," John said teasingly. 
"Think;ng Wou1 dean ing out the garage on a day li ke today i,;enough to make 

onyoody°s shade> steam up," Bill added d,fcnsi.. ly . 
·•How"s your Porsche doing 1hesc days, Lee?" I asked."! hear you've bun hav ing 

some problems." 
"That's one way to pul il," he said . "The mechanic's had the damn thing more 

than I ha•• · He's bun messing with the carburetor for thru weeks, and it's s1ill alt screwed 

"Ytah," Bill agreed, "they take fore.er 10 !;x those things." 

"Bytht\ime thecar'srixed,you justabou1ha"" 1oscll ii topay offthemechank," 

Lu laughed, 
"Oh, th at reminds me," !ohn said, puu ing down his beer, "I'm gonna ha.e to run 

I promise<l my d•ughte, I'd ta ke her car down for • luri<l•up today, and I'd bencr gel 

going.Thanksforthcbeer,Lcc."Hcgotuptogo. 



"Yeah, thanks, Lu, but I'm gonna h¥<e to So, too. My wife h.atcs for me to be 

pc all day on the W10ckends.." Bill took his lu-.e. b•rely managing to hide his relief. 

"Welt, I'm sure Jlad you guys stOppcd by for• while. We'll h•ve to ict IOJ<lhcr 

:i,;, in. " 

"Sure thing. Hey, lee, you ' ll havt: to come by. Wil,h I could ,1ay but I've got the 

wl>ole front yard Waitin' for me, so I'd beuu t.ake off, 100." He'd Mw,r know how really 

th.,nkful I was th•t I'd promi~ Mary I'd sct •lier 1ha1 yard. 

"Don't work 100 h.a<d, TreY. s« you later." 

"Right. 'Bye." The th,u of us hcided for the door, •nd u it dosed be-hind us I 

c1uit,1•glimpseofAnnpkkin1upthepapcrba,sW10'djustv1cated. 

Once in the car BIii a1ked me, "How in heck dou lee put up wi1h th•H lf Nancy 

wn forever c1.,.nin1 and picking up and pu11in1 my 1ue1ts on pap,r bags, there'd be 
,omethingsaid,betlcveim" 

"S.me here. He's too nice " guy to have to put up with 1h11. There's u,othu sid< 

io i1, I'm su,c - there al""'ys is - but still. 

"Yeah. I know whu you mean." He shook his had. 

Cyn thia Com bs 



TcnnisShoes•nd"Things" 

When the large hand-carveddoo, 0pened,he had a quick awareness of expensive 

furnish ings andad«:ora1orarrangcmemof"1hings."Hiseyes~restillJdjusting to1he 

sharp contrast from the bright sunlighl .• but his other senses came kttnly into play 

His nose caught the peculiar aroma of sterile purcx. He fell ;,n immediate ca ll toban le 

be1ween it and the aroma of virile sweat that surrOllnded him from his big black body 

- No, th;,t wasn't fai, - it came from all four of 1he men's bod;es -- white as well as 

black. The tennis had been lusly . He had fell warm inside - a port ofsome1hingsharcd 

wi1h his friend from 11aly. They had held their own agains1 the other two professors 

from this oil-slllined town - Now -· he had a qu ick scn5,11ion 1ha1 the wMm feeling was 

being drowned - in pun,x and sweat -
Ke was being pushed ahead, since he was in the fore of the group. He stepped 

unceria;nly from the narrow cmry-hall in!O the large room. As one tennis sh~ - with 

a big black foot in it - r,ank into deep, oink-beige pile oftllerug-hewaselcctrocuted 

"Oh! No!! - not oo the Persian rug with your tennis shoes•" 

The foot sm,p!)«l back - the eyes caught S<ght of • female creature, or was she 

part of !he furnishings? He bent over ;n confusion 10 remove 1he tennis shoes from his 

feel - two big splashes of sweat fell from his forehead 10thep0lishe<I floor-His friend 
rushed forward .. if he were trying 10 ..,e • netball·· re;,ppear<XI in an instant with 

a fist full of p,.pcr things - motion~ quickly to him to w;pc the rest of his swut off 

- at the same 1;mc 1h,1 he daubed fran1ica\ly at the sweat sp0ts on the floor·· as if 

1heywerespill<Xlblood. 

Then sudden ly, pink-beige compOsure w» regained. His friend stood up and was 

smilingly introducing the piece of female furnishings- "This is Elaine, my wife -"The 

S1erile purex smell came b,1.ck to overp0wer ewn her perfume. 

"That Persian rug came all the way from Europe withu1-you know·-Elaines;,oils 

it like a child. Forgive the fuss Q\ltr !he ternw, but if you don't get any li111c 1hing 

1ha1 drops Ofl ii off immediately, it stains like cruy. Now on to more imp0rtant things 

··" andintolhe kitchen1heywe<edcftlyherded. 



Bui he had 10 StoOP down ag;iin to work his foot bxk inlO the tennis ihot that 

he had P¥ti•lly ,e,,,_ccl in his confusion. As he did he felt ih<ivelled up im.ide. Once 

lntheki1chen - helookedfor1placewhe,ehemigtnno1 benoticed.Hefoundaffiendly 

lookingrockerintheco,ncr,•ndmr1edtose11lehisl•11•bodyin1oit. 

"Oh! Pl -- ease!I - nol 1N 1 cha ir - it's ov,:r a hund,ed years old,• gift from my 

Her voice puih«! him ou t of the rocker a,,e, 10 join the otheri at the bar. 

Tho liquor hung in his throa1 - momenis beamc heavy with d~•..; a11emp1s a1 

"How is your English lit cla,s Wping up1" 

~Oh the usual, y<>u know - one or two .tmp onn - the 01hers - run of the mill." 

"Say did you catch rhe T.V. show on Dickens last night?" 

Thank Godwmeonedecided to""aihtheball;indendtheset-"l'vereally gol 

togo-wife ', exp«1ingmc1opickhorupa11hebeautyparlor." 

He rushed in to uke advanuge of the opportuni1y, and stammered his way out -

intownligh l again. 

Thedoorw the house had closed -aoothergamewuo=. Thefricndandhehad 

lost - bur he could tell - tho hot sun would draw forth sweat again. 



The wn w;u hot •ad grttn coming through 1he t•tts, p•lt, ~ill, in 1he orly morninr,. 

The ,old writhed up along • sully foiled with 1crtt, and 1he r.ingc, ab<wt re.,ed dry • nd 

1urk ;uid jagged, Thcrew>S >!rl'l( II ofcuolyptus-only no 1;., o.ak,hethough1. If 

there h~ been live oak ii would have been just hkc8e,kclcy, cl imbing deep intoscc,ets 

ofgr«n,•nd whenhe 1hought 1h>lshebcg,1ntomo.>n~hNotloud, 10me1hinglike 

• loving ut, •nd when he turned from the ro.>d for • ioCCond Look >I her 1he jeep hil 

•ruland lh<pve•cry. Goddamn godd•mn 

""You're perlectly wre Gonzales is not in Tiraque," he said in Sp.>flish to Eusebio. 

Alw,ys c;ilm, he 1hought ><1v~ly. Discipline and all that. Always the anlhropologiSI 

"Si', "icllorClark. 0emc1rioSuvt<lr;1 lookt<I forhimyestcrdayduringthe fair. They 

"H<'s •lw•r• in Tiraquc. He's alw11ys in Tiraq..e evt< ~nee we'w bten here. Ewry 

time we KO to t11e fair he's there, trying 10 gel us to drink with him, 10 tah • ride 

"The one, ,njicr.able day or the ye•r - maNkouchu, Eusebio." 

"Si', sc~or."" 

He l>ught<I at himself, al whu wn nearly the extent of his Quechua. The old Inca 

saying - ,1rong, ~mple: M,,.nakouchu. it is r.::,t right - itemed cr,ough. There w;,s oo 

need IO ·~- H, felt ll~utly w,........i ;ind l\'laxcd his grip on lhe wllttl. 

The road sn.>kN higherintothehills,thinanddus1y.The1mellwuthkkofdry 

grass and eucalyplus, and 1hc rar13e re.ired li ke aged flesh in the sun. H, ,s.,.w • peasant 

high up toiling behind oxen, crude scra\Ch plow hung acros.shissliouldcr. Toiling to the 

top. Inca had been here; Inca were still here wotking their plotsofwhrat and pot.HOC$ 

The •OM! vttrcd .abruptly frtt of the timberlifle: nothing but lhc bed of•,..,;.,~ 

that ro,utd during the riiM, ruts and rock, shirp •• knivn. Somehow he shifted in10 



trilClion In 1lme 10 avoid stJllin&, It wu don. Each he•~ and lurch of the jttp, POiied 

KWl'ltlffle' II • perilous~. rac:ktd her where n lay on lhe 0.- in bilCk. 

"li.oldher,EIMl>io." 

NSI'. 1 am trying." 

"Lio on her If you hive lo," "' n JIVC llulc Wrp u;n, If only I tlad morphine, 

hetltought,orcou!nebuyln1nys1oreln8olivi1.Chrlst!P1111heboicof1nincon11uou1 

clfld tf« w,1rPf(I like rubb<lf, 8.ong, up lhrough piled i,cr«, twist and t.-n. Who could 

have forHCen 1hi11 Appcndici1il; prolubly, or septicemia BANG, r,;,11ni: the ~•P in • 

damned rodeo un1II they broke frtt 11 La11 on lop of the mounuln and 1ode along the 

tdp of !he ran.,:. A br«H blew. The sl<y wH close, dttp and pure and dow H only 

in the mounuln1, and for a time she didn't cry anymo,c. The ,Old was twely wide enouat, 

for hS jttp, and 10 lhe rlpt Ille Up.Mm of the Codubambl Valley ,himrncrcd In hue. 

Ht t.aw !he pealtl and struttd '""I" beyond ru,chlng all the way to Potoll In -

dlfKlion, LIH= O,.co in anothtt. TIM, valley w,11 d,y ill a bone and lk!IH:olortd, w~h 

hffe and then, str1"S and patdiff of IJfffl'I. All wH w,1,hed a fa.int dark in lhe dSUnce. 

"We've nc~r bttn on thl1 road befo1e, have we, Eusebio." 
"No, ,ei\or," 

"Surumi , feft.o,. The Virgin of Suruml. TIH: people IJO 1hcre on bu,ro1 lo be hnltd, 

oronfoo1,forthereareno!Olln." 

Sickness, he thought. We l~ in II world no• an Inn but • hospilal. 

"When do !hey IJO, EUl<Oio!" AIWJ}'1 IIH= flddworktr, probinC, 

Nin ll)finc, seAor Clark. The third of Se-p1embcr." 

"We must try 10 Sft 11." A gr,vcyird. 

A \lllllty of bones,• chunel houle, thi1 beautiful land, smelling so frah. He 1,1w 

1helonslinclaborin11hrough themounulns,wi1hfLarqeycs,ln thedu.t:,undttlo«htt 

bHrln1 the imlgc of s.Ml1s. It g..e him 100Kflesh. Tiley cnmed • src1lon of the rmd 

the pos.o nts hod lined with 1tont. 11 stung hil eye, wi1h 1eu1 of dread 10 fee II, mi~•d 

with his ...-1 furioul dr~ lo fathoms II 111, 10 know. Tiley climbed 10 hiJh. The ••~ 

feU aw1y ICarkly on both 1idn, wilh the \lllll<'f on one hand, the rich brown fleldsof 

hlihaclend1onlheoihe,wl1hhereindlhffe1tiny~1plowln1, 

NYou're IU<t: lhffe's ll donor in Mutl1.N 



~1 hope they're not mist•ken." Or, the Olhtr ~nd. wh11 choict did 1hty have? 

Cochabamba itstlf, tht dly, was very hr. 

"Sehor Clark." 

"Yes, Eusebio:' 

" I m"51 tell you. This roa,d." Thty w«t threading• p,,tjcularly narrow 1o«tlon-

..r roo:k dr09 on eithtr side. "h is where I ~e ho•d rumors in the 1owns, rumo.-s 

only bur r,"'luen1ly, ,~, 1he pe1wi1s of Tor.llapa kiUtd one of their mayo«lomosdurinz 

lht ~volution. They sho1 him here and threw his body down. Emilio Ldu,:nlt. You 

remember, ,.,;;o,:• 

"I thin k so, now. We h•vc ;, in 1hc no1c1. There w•sfighting, 100, here." 

"Si', "'hor. The peasants fought with lht polkc. M•ny died, nor here bur 1hcre:· 

E'-Mbio poinltd •hud whc«, the •~d dtS<tndtd .olona • ridge covered with sandy 1horn 

cxtui.. "Thtre wis wi,, l>erween !he country and the towns. They say," he added, 

with• d•~ of the MOOd In wh ich the deed wis done, "they say the pclsanll refflQl'ed 

his balls •nd maM him UI them l>eforc they shot him." 

No wonder, he thouJ111 as they drOYe. No wonilcr. L1fuente, drlhing back from 

inmvicw, Hke sedimen t, an odor cropping up •gain •nd •g•in, Lafuente, t ven now h~un1ing 

tht d«•ycd hKlcndl h.oust, the ruined garden, 1ht stllike sound of wind in Euc1lyplus, 

talk of an old pc...ni: "Tht mayordomo ,..,,. 10 my hthtr to 11ke l sllffp." Thin 

as 1 ... with l>elfd like I ffl<.>l'ie Malay, ¥Oicc buely lUdible: "My father didn't w1n1 

10 give ii to him. He hit my father in the fxc with his whip. He hit my father In the 

eye and put it out." Anolher man, )><:in to Parra: "Ile caught my d•uihter In• field 

watching the ~eep. A child. Twelve years old. He forced her •• " 

"There," Eustbio'1 W>ice broke in as they descended the ridge and sw ung Into tht 

valley where !he he•1 rose up •nd hil !hem like a hand, "there," poimingoutoYcrl 

h.atd dry eroded ftcld IOWHd • fringe of euc:alyptu1 I.Ill ,g1in1t the sky, " the ,..,,pci,inos 

btlonginz 10 Joi.f Riv.al mc l those of Sinfora.o Virp1. Priv.a re ••miff, s,oflor, no lcs~ 

Thty were kilting each other. After the patronu were driven off there wn no l,lw. 

"There Sinforoso V•1ps died," p0in1ing 10 • gulled r•vineab<wewhich !hcep were 

arui r.g. "Thc,e Hinojosa."'rooflcssru in of•house, ",erybad pa1,06.Thepe1san11thrcw 



him down a well and stoned him. There," pe,inting suddenly to the midd le of aooth,r 

rield COVfftd with scrubby twnom gr,.n, hard and p,ile and eroded •I lhc edgl'l. "There, 

from iree, Demetric> Ouos w1s hun&, He hMI been Minister of Hocienda underI 

Salamanca.. " 
The roild unfurled whitcly,ffldlns<>Ver theVlllleyfloo<. Thefieldswc<tnQlhing 

bu t bouomland cover«! with 1ras.s, d ividfd by low mud walls and stands of eucalyptus. 

Hm, and the"' a pcaunl WOO"kfrl; bu1 Len did l'IOI see him, he felt only lhc ..,n mi~td 

with Eu~ic>'s voic: e pounding like a hammer. Ht couldn't breathe, his he,d hun and 

hchadavisionoffieldsunduredll&ht,hangcdmanonablacklree 

There was a jolt , a scupina sound. Silt ~. •Sc-fK>r," Euscbio'sduli: flctw~halmosl 

perfect Maya nose loomed towud Mm ou t of red mist "Senor Ouk, are you well?" 

"You nearly left lhe r~, senor.~ 

" I'm sorry, I hut. ls there any water left/" 

•or wurse senor. Euscbio handfd him the untem from whic:h he drank dttply 

of hol waw thic:k with l-loluone. The world wu pale and very still in the sulled jeep. 

An.a In b'°'k wddenly p.w • cry which filled it all with sitvef. 
"Hold her, EUJd>io," u !hey rode on. The piercing little cries lu<ned to moans. 

"l ;im,senor." 

Goddanw,IJOddamn-heglancodbacknher; blllfltlndi:u,f-b,thedinswcn, 

scar on one cheek. Blunt and thick-lipped, quite )'(>Un&, she rocked with a frown on the 

floor of the j,tep and flung suddenly b~k (Like when she comes, l>e thouJlu, like when 

Woitsonme) and Eusebio aught her and sheixkknifcd, moaning. 

"She's comins," he munered in English, "she can't stop comini," with deliberate 

cruelty half to kill the bore<lom of the drive, t1,.e fa1igue, half like• kid in the country 

ulking11re~nding to himself. With deliberate m1ehy l>e prnsed lhe x«lemor down u 

far a< he d•r«l and let himsolf think of lh• timn !hey hMI been togtther. It tore him 

like • iword, the ma~w: Rwboned girl, who l!lO¥td lht ox with one blow of her h:uid, 

open and pas.sionate in her bas;c n.iturt - it broke him beyond himself 10 C,15' her 10 

this, away from• torment he sensed in her. 

Shefreedhim.SIM:burnedhimdownlodiamond,bcyondhisusual,perpctualstlffnns 

and will, and he frce<I her. 

The road seemed cha~'"5. The n,ounuins never ,;.a.me any nearer, and 1hey rode 



through b•,. nelds which restmbl«I eroded rubber, •nd giunl rubbtry CM:tus lunged •t 

them from the roldslde. A sm., 11 chapel stood in the distance, b!i.ck •••<»• askew 

The town C1mt on thrm suddenly. White H the u nh from which lt w•s made, 

!llvuins.iltn<t>s•ins1thesky,i l 1«mtdatfi<st•nim•outofAriosto,d,iftingvasudy 

above the o r\h, They entered • street which ,ockcd the j«p drunkenly. All the white 

hou~ had shut 1heir rough doors. h wn noon·· 

Dead, he !hough!, dud. The deadest town he had ~t ltffl of •II the dead towns 

of1hev• ll<y,ofth(!p,..,.ince.Thchouseswcrelow andwindowltts,wi1hthateh«lroofs; 

no1 a dog,no1 •cat orbird"oss.«I thcir p,i th .Ahead,theineviUblechurchcastapure 

A 1irl sat on tM threshold of• bl;ick op,n door. SM wasdrt1&Cd in black and 

hild • long fate. The blackness of the door seemed even deeper fo, !hewn beatin11 on 

lh<houst,and$h< caught hi1eyeand held it a<they p,,.»ed. 

Htstoppedthejttp. 

"Pardon me, st!\oriu, where is the doctor!" 

"The doctor1" She looked aw•y, and then straight at him. He, eyu were C"'1CS with 

fore1b...-ningin1hem.Htfelt1hehe1t 11mmtt..-.,ibly,thep,,.inand1ust.>ndd~miorl. 

""Yes, st~oriu, plnse. The doctor" 

She was not H young n lhe first looked, wi th smudges und<r her eyes from th< 

j>u<ldice ir'I !he rqion. Her bee lho,.,.,d nothing a< he smil«I impersonally. She said wi1h 

forrn;,lpolilentSS: 

"Or. Salazar is on Vindiola Street. Two blocks boyond the plaza, on the right.'" 

"Thank you vCfy much." They drove on. The 1irl's p,iin mixed with An• and hut 

Li's • d•nm, he thought they entu«I the plai• and drv,e around, must bt, trtcltts 

and hump«! like the back of • b•ld Mad with dogs brawling in mud befort the police 

smion. The mud was liver-colored the stulon op,n but sllcnt,thegrcat rt<ldogsdr;flcd 

offinaraggcdtuifl.EUStbiobtpnalo"f:storyhe1hou$h1 hisbosswooldlike1ohear 

how Mucla was t~ birthplace of the ir'lfamous Mcl1><ei0 who, when ho wH prnldtnt 

of th< Rtpublic, rn;,dc his white horse governor of • province. 

l1's not • dre•m it', not • dream, riding down •n alky which sn•kt<l off the plan, 

VA DI A all !hat wu visible bnwun rustt<l pocks on 1ho tn.>mel $lgn. They c•mt 10 

:ino•hor squ••• with• few trtts •nd houlO of the '"m• style•• !he others but larger 

with the b,ass plate btside the door: 



DR. )ULIO SALAZAR, L 

MEDICO 

CIRUJANO 
Stop the jeep, jump out, E11sebio as alwayshis5quirc,hisS.n,;hoPanu ludins1hc 

w•y, pressing the bell. 
Silence In !he '°4,blfd Slm!I, wncl1 of dust, binr smell of duns. Un co,,c"nluttd 

on the bluing white house with tile roof and Slurdy door, the shiny bras.1 sign his new 

The dooro~flnallyand:anoldwoimnpecrf<IOIII. 

"Yes. He's here." She bf:llowtd - t~I. with • shock of iron hair •-pt bxk. She 

resembledsomeoldsoldiers'pries1inherf",e,nness,herplaln ,bl.ack,11ripnldutldres.1. 

"lh••e•~rson,vtrysick. lsitpOSsiblefor thedocto,toseeher'" 

"Yes.OfcOllrse. lnthevchkle?"Shtstruc:khersurprisinglylonsned< ou11hed00<. 

"8rinshim in,caballero. lndial "Shem11mblNinljlp>ftn1surpriseas1hemenhe!ped 

Ana out of the jeep, big and pudy ;., her na1;.., blo<M and .tin, and they lurchN 

Into the house. "This way, sei\or." She led 1hemxros, a broad pavod courtya,d 10 a 

room whc:,e 11lass doors stood o~"• 1nd !hen •anished. Ana gro.oncd al c•try >lei>, !Odden 
and sweaty ..,inst his faee as when :§l>e soi drunk M>d kepi b.lnging into thinp. Uh 

Sant.a Ro..,io barely two weeks ago when they dancN ... 8011gaiMillu flvN in the 

courtyard against the s.un. He found himself in tears, twning his face .tyward, s•unt, 
dnperate as :any ~asanl on lh< way 10 Surumi, among the rocl:,;, cavcrn<, wind of the 

mounuins, praying to the Virgin Pray fo, us now and in the hour. Pray for us. In the 

dim cons.ulllng•room now, smooth '"men1 floor, white metal examln•tion I.able only 

sllif,tly diipp«I. Pr,y. She cried when they a.,id her out 11pon the utile. 

The white wall1 bruthed "coldness; again he fell the drud, and angu;sh, sccing 

her hand hanJ down. Water dripped somewhc1e; the sun was br,iltt ootside 1ht door. 

He ttmemberfd all that imooth brown hand could do, youns u,d still :a bit yagut ao-011nd 
theNge,asifstillgrowlng.He!llwherbody."Whe,eisthat fuckingdoc1or'"lnEoglish. 

Eusebio lookfd at him bbokly. The water drip~d, drip~ dowo the wre of hil brain, 

all mixed up with jumbled preciw imagesoftheslauc:obine t f~led w~hdrup,:oureomycin, 



be performed in ,n emergency. 

Len turned. A m•n m,od creel in 1he d00<w.;,y. who strode • t once 1oward him 

..-i1t,o,,,1 so m1><h • gl• nco •1 Eustbio who siood • •II fi,,·e feel of him • in 1hr w•y, 

sothatthel.>11fthadtoscurry toone>idealmos1lib •ninse<1inhis rumplodshin 

of • poor 1own workman, his plain wo,k p•nts. 

" A ,usordcnu."" The doc10< l()(lk Len ·, hand ind seemed >bou l lodkk hishcols, 

nodding his h..,d erect and miHury. Ho wu young, wi1h wet b l~k curls •nd • blue chin 

Rubbedlook•roundthteyesof•mand,ivenbywork; ye1hewa$SOSIO!n. w absurdly 

stiff and milimy, it wu hard to take him se,iously. The , ..1s ~d bttn tendod so c.,rtfuly, 

almost like • 1kl's, wot and gloamin&, Tht furr.,,..·s in his brow aboYo tl>c flOSI' we~ •ery 

"This~ she 1hen, I• lndi•." The doctor moved to the 1able. Why don't you drop 

that word' Len neuly loilid, "How lon1 has sh< been illl "" 

""Since ycsmday. She suffered pain - mild pain from time to time before. I gave 

htrEntero,ioform•ndshealwaysgotbouer."lfl'dknown,hetl>ought.lft'donlyknown. 

Hr ,..w with sudden bl indin1 for,:e; he migh t have known, he might have JVl'SS<:d; but 

he hued ...n for • day to lnve his work, the foun t ofhispfidc, his~•II, inde lible 

"Wh•" ••• you from?"' The doctor probed the i..ay of 1he wom,,n who &ro.>ne-d 

""Toul.opa."" Goddamn goddamn. ""A h.Kienda in the mountains. I'm studying the 

"I know it . P•rdon me."' The doc tor lef t 1hr room. Tho wa ter dripped. The walls 

wtre white. ~ath, banished thrOUJh one door, lurked outside nothing without•~ OOlhing 

"Euscbio.""ubatlero lndi••II that The sun turned wbtlydark. 

" Si',Sfflor." 

" Do you ,emember 1ha t lime wo took Ju• n Najr•• 10 lhe oc u1;,1 in Coch•b• mh•?"' 

"Si'. ~!\or." 

••You belie•ed if we had no1 b«n 1he<t ht might not hl"' been treated 100 wtll."' 



"There are doc10,s who were of the Ro,u ." 

~~l'lort' Eusebio ulled our. Len WH already thrO!Jlh the <loor. He turntd back 

briefly. 

"Stay with htr." 

~8utodlo<"•" 

"Suy with her. I order you,' and his field uslsun t wen1 back inside. AloM In the 

counyardhepi,ctdfu,iously.Silence.R.lgingt,o,,g.>invillua,pinst1hewn. Thtcounya,d 

wu b.rgcr llun ht firi.t thought, the hou.. larger than it first =med wilh tall s,econd 

story wd bak:ony at the far end with a rail of frail dark wood. 

Silen,;e. Hist>tWpounoed.''Ooctotl"Hculltd. Ag,,in. E""rythingflu11e<td rtd and 

black. II wH hard, he knew, 10 force the doctor to work in a coun1ry where doctors 

often r<fuscd to love lheirhomtsto•isil lheS<eneof anaccidcnt,whtr<di.Uncnwtrc 

grntand theygai,ge,:I rogcthe< likelheep. 

Fool! I should have gone 10 Cochabamt». But why? What', 1he mmcr with me> 

What do I lvve 10 go on? 

Yet a numbness crept over him. He moved stripped somehow, hard , 1he guilt and 

dri"" for b,owledge mixed wi1h dread worn 10 fire around the doclor's wet, blKk, gleaming 

The .iair to the s«ond story c,uktd lightly under hi> foot - soft sp<ingy 

wood withawobblybannimr. Heclimbcdupandfoundtworoom,givingonthet»lcony; 

he pulhtd open !he door 10 the fiN. Oa,kne.. engulfcdhim likeab,low,likca tongue 

hauling him in and turning him da,tdly before the walls , dim, u,owy. Like• wild growth, 

the darkness, in wlvl seen>ed 10 be• combination bedroom-study: wall lintd with book•; 

The darknes.s 1hiMed. He made out a pklurt oo the wall above 1he bed and moved 

da.t<. 11 WH lhe portrait of big men ;,, black wiu done in the style ol • ce<tain kind 

of8olivianportrait•painting,flat,extr,:n>eandunr,:al.Mous1aches,srernexpr••sion1,narin8 

hm and ridins boo1>. One was dressed in a btmcdalltd uniform of tt>t Chaco War. 

I kne"' it, ht lhoupu, I knc"' it with numb ind mdcn ctrlilinty =n before he 

caughl the names in br1ss on 1he frame, Cara. and L,d,snu and S.lamaoc:a, names of 

the s,nt families. The smeU of lho old lvci•nd• house d1ifttd ba,;k, brown and dank, 

1hes,ealikesoundofwind in Ille trtts. He thouih1 of Lafutnteand probtdthcpor1rai1 

for some hinl: it gaw nothing. The vO<ce of J~inlo fliUtd like a lhadow thro.,gh !ht 



,oom, ind the nttS in the ~ins voonf<I 111<1 cruh·d in the wind, thou&t> not 1t>e 

wrtnchinggroanofeucalyptusbul lighl",sof1cr .. Httdgtdouaido. Tt>edo,;torstood 

on the verge of the suir 
"Doctor!" 

TM buer n.,.,er tumtd but stopptd, stiffened, b;,ck to 1ho sun. His almosi geometric 

figu~ stood out with brut:.I d.lO'ity. 
"Where are you going?" sor'IOf>bi1ch trying to -•k 

"Pardon me, se,\or. I have to leave . I h,ve an emergency." 

"But you can't. You can't have more of an tme,gency" 

"Are yoo s,yin& U,,,t l Lie, sdior?" 11 was s,id quicltly, with tot.al 1ppuen1 u...alntss, 

but 1he air wu still afterwards. The doctor stood motionlt», as if suSpelldtd ;ipiMt the 

Thedo,;Lorstm,:dforward.Lengrabbedhisshou ldor,"Scflor!'' 

He stiffened like a spring, """"'once turning his head. "Plu~."Lenrcmovedhishand. 

Hefeltdeuchtdandpeculi1rlyunsu,p1istd,11ifxting1pmifl1pl1y,On t0pofhis 

mind the words ,aced Tt>ey're rnl fu<rows rt>c,y're rul pain ..-.I just below Why her 

why I,.. why all of it r'IOwonher. 

The man stopped. Len heud his own voice like the voice of someone •I~, 1;ke • 

forcealmostlillingtheair,h.lM,mctallic: 
" I insist you answer. I d-on't luk fttling for yoo, but I insist. I s,w the picture. 

Y.'ho are they! Your ,ebt~s'" 

"My stepfathu. My brother, my uncles. Alt dead." It s..me<I the doctor spoke also 

toneless.Ly and disembodied. 
"But my God! Whal difference dotS i1 make/ You're a do,;tor. You h"'t sworn. 

"But this airl, It's not her bull. She wasn't tt>ere. She', so young," 

"I have to leave. 1 cannot trot her in any ca~. The infection huldvanced 100 

far.lh.lven'tlh<medicineandequipment." 

"Butyouhavethetqu'l)menl,"-'l,lintt>edoctors.liffenf<I.Lenlurthtdon:"You 

have - 1 un't believe Doctor I beg you. We umc here. Wt would t».ve aone 10 
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Cochab>mba, but we c,mc here. We can never mike ii now. She' ll dit. J you. As 

• m,.n, I b<i: you. I love lhis 1irl. She is 1ood. If you ..,..... """'cl • wom1n •·" 

'"You! Lo>1e ' Th;, t?"ThedoctorJlW •Liuv, like•cl>op >nd turnfd in the sun, 

ind Len w.os ,ernovtd. 11 • II moved , w;, y from her on to him, the proud, stiff, incredulous 

face blazing in sunligh1, ar\d Len was removed. Orihing ouiside h imse lf, he felt his fis ts 

b1u k ihe doc tor , - shlng the delic, ic whi1 e and chee ks, >nd mi nd less mou1 h, saw 

him 1opple b.ockwird through 1he riil 

" l0m ~ rry sc,ilor," Stiff u.d miliu,y 11 ~w,ys •· the doc tor"s face btome • m>ik. 

He rnovul on down the sulr. h ""'S st ill not 100 b 1e - stiH not too lite 10 grab ,1,,, 

wet black girlish head , nd ihrow it to !he stone. 

He was gone. The w n,purc si!ence.Bougalnville•. Sky • d• rkcning,dcepc ni n1domc 

No1hinghadchangtd.Lcnbrushcdat • flywhoh>d se tllcdonh ischeek <1 nddcscended 

Bx k in 1hc consu ll inJ•room !hey got Ani to her fee ,. Ou1 the dOO< and i,no the 

jcep ~in,ou1 .,..inxross 1hcfitld s. 

··He wot1ld n't lr'o t her. He just would nol 1ro 1 her. He's of ihe ROM:•." 

"II happ,:ns, sellor. A bad lhing." 

Nothing. His hem bu rned in the hell wrningd1rk a<: ross1hcfitld1. Nothingfor 

no thing. The doctor danctd like;, toy A su, ordcnc,. Mocking, nodding >nd clic king, 

•n .w11ar, famili,r, under the ~d sky, the r«k of b1111t, the h>ngcd ma n, the black 
cross - Len spoke 1hrouih tears: "We'll try for Cochabam b>. It's all there ;s." 

' 
0Bad a, 1he roadis.'" 

.. r undcrJtlNI , ~ nor." 

"I love you, Eusebio. You•~ my fr itfld .'' 
" You are my friend also, scn<>r." 

Roier Simmons 



Tho Revisit 

I went bKk there 1onigh1, bi<:k to• place 1hi1 I h;adn'tbeen 1os.ince I w.uaboy. 

h's only a tiny niche, thlol place I wmt b ack to, otstled in amongst Olher niches 

aboutitss.izcthlotrMnbleinaodou1ofthe..,r,oundin1countrySMk,andlikemostof 

i!S kind, isn't ducribtd in any of the in,etuant tr•vel foldus ch at so ohen li!ter my 

duk anynx,re,•nd my mind. In fact, hardly anyone knows abou t it•t • ll,justthosc 

who might have stumbled u?(>tl it i<:cidentty, and people like me, who were fortu,u. te 

It was buutiful !hen, and I am h•Pl>Y 10 »y, ii has rtrm.intd so, untouched by 

gaudy florescent tighis, and noisy mKhincs, and m.ommo1h ob<lisks of chrome .ond >1ecl 

th;,\ mark the rcsUcss world of "clv\lintion." A pcdect example of New England rur.ol 

life th a1 so oflen reminds one of h~madc applesauce, piping hot, .ond thic k chunk, 

of gin~rb•<<ld, and pop«>rn chloins dra~ fcst~ly :a.round a.n ew,rgrecn tree II O,,i$1.mas 

It wH • long dr~ from the ci1y, and ;;,n Nduous °""• with f'f:mnants of \he last 

w,ow slu!ohing the roads which bec.ome roogh« and more ,u.,row as I drove. I kept going 

though, drivin1 myself doggedly into the night,and itwasp.,stmidnightwhen l achie•ed 

the lop of the la>1 $1,o,t hill aod bq,ln my winding descent into town. The nigh t was 

<It¥ and ,:iuiel, and my heart faifly flew with joy; it Sttmed that th.ere was only me 

•nd thedarkened 1ownleftin 1 worldsurrounde<lbysky,1ndsta~. • ndmilesofwoodl•nd. 

Themects were wet , 1ndthebuildinason the tcn orsoh•lf-cityblocks1h11 comprised 

lhe immediate town!ohip hung togc1hcr in a thick pell of snow, theird i51inc1ive brick 

f•ndes and colonades obscured In lht dim iLow of lhe tall, hooded g.is suecl b.mpS thlot 

doited exh corner so that they lost all aulonomy. Yet, st~I, they m•niged 10 preen 

A f•"lli le 1110w begin to fi ll by lhe time I c,05K(I the old Arch Rive, bridge on 

1he other side of town. It s hu.y, g,u. rlOO pilings we,c whilcwa,he<I with snow. 1 stop~ 

rr.::,menur~y, and rolled down the window 10 ci tch the guu ur.>I sour.ds of 111< ,i..,- as 

it churntd along in ilS bed, im~C<I by ite and winier debris. I ,cmember it ran free 

in th. "'mmt<, .>nd so clur 1h11 you could itt 1he 1,1nd and bits of rock lining the 

bonom. l used IO fi!oh there, when moss and lichen dung to the ancient b1idge,perched 
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atop the rock• along the Mde where the sun !oho!>e through the !reel. The heal f,om 

the stones penetrated my jeans and warmed my sm•II, flu bottom. 
The memoriel fttufn in vib1ant blobs of winter, and sp,ing. and summer, and au tumn. 

They ~ntr me. 
lci"lttlbackbythehou.csofmyboyhoodfriends. Passcdonfromgencmion 

togene<lllion,theirfirstnam,:s,and thoseof1heirtons',werenotprintedonthtma ilboxe,; 

instnd of their h1htrs'. 1 saw the yellow schoolhouse whue °""' I attended classes 

It was still 1tanding, and l)l'Obably, still uK<I, with its high, beamed «illngs and cr.ormous 

ps hole< tlut u$ed to inte<mitttnUy spew stum thfoughout the Ion& win1trs' day, 

Beslde the school, lldjoining 1hc churchyard, w;lS i, small park enclosed by • white 

picket fer,ce, where on a Sunday school picniu, my friend , Buster Knorr,~ his Boy 

Seoul compai.s expl01ing, and when Howard S.ncheon i,nd I fell into • 11rcam hun1ing 

forit,ReverendClearyputou1socksicrossoneoftheou1dOOfgrillstodryandscOfched 

I drove by the hou"' where I h•d lived i,nd wa11a1isficd with ill appearan«. The 

porch swlns hun1 in its usual placeatthcsideofthehousc;1heelm trenlloodproudly 

out on the wide expanse- of l11wn ~•• t had hold my iu~ ••"'I• fa shK>ntd out of 
old trac1or tires, and used to sir drinking summer lemonade. I longed to enter the big 

1rccnbarn in thtb:.ack, townellthe,...,slyhayi,ndperhapssitokethtsoftmuuleof 

• horse-, but I colild not, i,nd instelld, passed quickly oo. Fo, I had fOffeited my right 

10 trttpass 1huesome lhirty,oddyearsp,ev;ouswhe n I sold 1hehouse1011rangcrs,whrn 

That, ho~vc•, is ill the pu1, and now it is morning, 11nd I cannot linger anymore. 

Of late, I ha•e b«n criticlled fo, ~ing unusually smug in mysu«csses,11ndcrass in 

the sccu,ity ofhavins grown up in a hot,.., referred to for acnerat,Ons by the n1me of 

its inhabitants. I c11n only blame it on .ld-.nced a1e. Fo, Jam no lonicr • m<ft slip 

of • boy romping through the wOOlls wi!h U.nny, my &0ldtn mritver, II my side. My 

moustache is g,ay, i,nd my fisu1t mis$h1pen , (as is likely 10 happen when• man crowds 

the age ofseventyl. It muns linle to me. 

I hani b~k iwhilt , 1azin1 111 the .;mple magnilicenco of 1he ma1chlti.s white bdort 

It, like mt, mt Its indistingui$hable - ic into water, aOld me in10 1no1hcr life which I nev,r 

will ,ully know. Thtn, I reuu1, my tirn "'"kins plt,>S,afl\ cr1shing soul'lds on 11\t watery 

p=ment. 



Bu! I \ea,·c with no rcircts, I have dOM what I had come here to do. I h• ,·c brushe<l 

tht - from my ,nolhtr's gr~e, •nd from Fuhtr's, 1htlr va.nitc m>tktrs sunding so 

su>iJhl ind tlll in lht tiny church Ctmtllry. And I h>~ sa t beside wh>t wu commonly 

referr•d to as 1ha1 "dumb old thinking 1ree ." iu mmk pmiaHy hollowed. >nd ii, gro tesque 

branchts ruching like 1cn1adcs 1ow>rd the sky , where I bu,;ed Lanny when I w.. 

Yes, I .,.,,, ~k there 1onigh1, b.lCt to the pl>ct whert I fcH in low wi1h Macy 

Kellin 1hci,ix1hgradc,1ndha ttdherby 1he~cnth,andwhcrc l o n«punchtdS1cwm 

Holl~ in 1hc nOl-e •nd m;idc i! bleed fo, s1calingmy pct frog. 

Yts. I wen\ blck therc~in tonigh1,b1ck home. 

S.,ndr• C. Chroman 



Tho room,larzcenough,Sttmed$Uddenlytoo~all 1ohold1hetcnsion1ha11ripped 

tl>e Wellington family. Like an iron vise, its jaws tightly d•ml'ffl on •pipe for the threading, 

it held e..:h questioning member in stU<lned s.ilen« ind stlntd tl>e easy itn'IOsphere with 

which their mHls ~e wont to be lilken. This wu ll>e time, when ll>e lights Wfle low, 

when coolMSS had dtscended upon the world, when the labors of the day had been 

disu.rded, 1ha1 all the grie•.,,cH, problems a,ld perplc .. itin were air«I, discussed, !,Omctimes 

rath,erheati:dly,•ndseu!ed for 1hcnight.Jarneshad1akena,h,.mtageof11>epolicyand 

"I mca<l h, Moth.er' I'm lea•il!J! r c.an't suy l>ere anymore!" Ja....,, seventeen and 

mugglin1forminhood,puWda.1klehispla1c,11leroasH1ttff«linauleathcrinhis 

mouth, 1he potatoes nat and 1u1elcs1-

Despitehl!cffortshisvoiccquavcred,f•iltd,andhtcouldn'1110p1hth•rddry50b1 

thatr~outofcontrol.Htjcrktdup,rappinahiskntH!harply"l'inst1hc,edaeof 

tile uble •nd bolted like• wounded bobcatd¥ing:anytotnlc,hisl.air. Hi1chalr turned 

ovtr,!haneringthesilence. 

John, u head of the family, ..1 a1 ihe head of ihe table. For• flee1ing 11:Cond 

an u-y expression •rr•nged his features, u though he condemned himself, but just 

as quickly his uswl op1imi1m rctu<ned, "Th.est are ha•d yurs for the boy 11nd growing 

up is not euy," he, ..id. Ht WIOQk his h~...Yet, r t11nnol !hake the feeling that just 

p0ss.iblythereis!<)rnethinglrouldh•vedont,orleftundone1ha1mig,lha•ehclped. 

Mary, the mother, wu $hocked Into !alcnct. Her glanu took refu~ on the pre\\y 

knife holder thu James had n-llldt for lier in wood!h0p Lut ~.,. Htrcolorre<«ded. 

Herlipspressedtlghtly~tl>ertostoptheirtromt>lins-Suddenlyhc,knifeclmcred 

Wrply 41ins1 Mr plate u thou,h lhe last of lier streng1h dr.,ined •w•y. 

Stan, tigtncen illld • ye,ir Qldcr than )~mt~, looked 11k.1.nce J1 tile flttin11 fi11urt 

of his yoongcr brother. "Well, I wish he h~dn'1 ..id 1h11, but I know how he feels." 

"Has he been drinking, john1" Mary Wellington, still young for her ye.11'1,P'<• • 

sobbing sigh, her bee crinkling with II white, st•ain,d dismay as if shew~ toini to cry, 

but the 1e..sdidn'1 fall. 



"I don't know," John answered , 001 li f1 ing his eyes from his pLote. "Sornc1hing's 

wrong wi1h him." 

"1 ,metlcd hisbrulh and I don'I think l'vewncllt<l•nythinglihil before. Could 

it be dope! M•ry P•~d hu hand cwtr her face u if !he lict,t wu 100 bright. then lht 

1ms ftl l viddroppcd onhcr1uo,slillh>nds rcs1ingquie llyinhcr lap, 

"lf......:lllimO'offa11hcHiffs•ndyouknowthty',ealoro it." 

Slowly wilh ,n old droop to her !houlder,, M• ry rose •nd followtd her son into 

his btdroom. He lay wctchcd ac ross the b«l, r,cc down, unmoving, feigning slctp. 

M;iry s., 1 on th e bed beside him, blink , at• loss for• beginning.. siltnlly rubbing 

her h.and along his back, altern11in3 ils course with llffecliONtc pa1s. 

"Son, don'1 you love u, •nymore? Wha1'1 the m•ncr with home!" 

James wheeled ewer, defiance lighting the fire in his eyes and whipping• lash 10 

his voice . "I didn't Ry I didn't love you! 1 didn't 1,1y anylh.i"I wu wrong with home! 

Tim', the way yoo always do, Mo1her, rnd something ln10 no1hi"1!" 

"Then why do you wan1 TO leave?" 

Willed, he replied. "Mother, 1'vc got to think. And I a n't do it here! I've go110 

gel Mraightencd ou1 oomehow or I'm going 10 i- my mind!" 

"But I doro't undersl.llnd, Wouldn't it be bencr to doyo,,,rthinkingherc,wherc we 

can lo•• you and an help you? Off<:r<tr there at the Hill, you won'1 have• chance. 

Yoo think lhey're your friend, but they'll lr,,,i tear you down." 

Like a titer James sp,ang up and prowltd the r~ius of the room, fuming like a 

ca&td thing.. "Thal 's ju,1 ;1! You don 't li ke them! You never did likeanyofmyfriend,! 

Youdon•1 ~likeOebn.andyoudon'ltvt"nkll,()WherlAUyou knowiswhlo1you•ve 

hw d, whlo t Mr1. Manin told you -.I she doesn't know! She doe,.,'1 like her ei1her!" 

The s1orm spm1, he dropped into• chair, head in hl1 hands.Calmcr, hecon tinued. 

"Mother, what <10 1hey do! )usl tell me thall" 

Mary fel t aflOll l, lost. How did one bridgt the chasm crca ltd when thoughts coUklc:? 

1'1yd>ology w•• adept at 1c lling why they do but she had ne.,.. run auosslhetheofy 

tell ing her how to close the g,1p. Ye1, somehow she mu,11~•k confidently and n01 1riMmil 

hcrfrum•tion 10thcboy. 

" Why, Jamel, look al the condition you're in now. AH they th in• about ispanyin1 

and hiving a SoOd time. Life ii mo re 1h1n that and everybody knows their place is• 



rtgulv dope h,..,o,n. 1t·s no\ 1hat I don•1 likt them, Jamts, i1's whit )'OIi do when you're 

with them th at I don't like." 

James sprud his hind, in• ~lure of futility. "Whit's wrong with huing" cood 

time? You wouldn·t even kl u, I" 10 the puk by ou,..,lves. And • and you run all 011, 

Jamts, you know wh y. Thll p,.rk is • ttgulu hllngout for winos •nd addicts. You 

know ..., found 1hl11 de.-.d m,n down the rt-. And if • grown man c•n"t tah c,<t of himself, 

it hii tol>edange,ousforchild rcn.And n forrnnningyourfriend,oH, l cm ainlywon'! 

allow them 10 do things I don't iollow you to do." 

"Yuh, cUi$! l"m si:itl IHvi"I!" 

Mary, silent fo,, momtnt, stood •nd wonde(ed wheres.heh.ad failed this part of 

her fltth . She 1rie<I so hard to leac h him 10 be • man but somewhere along the line 

she hadn't giv,:n him the backbone 10 stand alone, 

"Well if you h.ave 10 lta-.e,H ltastw;,it ,...,,~ mo,nini- Maybtyou'l1fttl differently 

The morrow w;u definitely improve<I. Stan got lht "r Pop promis,cd him for 

g,.-.dwtion. If ht left now ht mlst, t nt- get IO CCI under lht wh«I . 8 11t he still intended 

10 ie,-.e when the rist,t timt c•mt. 

He wasgladforhisbro1her,yetstrangelyun..uledinslde /ike a dcti,lnedstormdoud 

held bac k by 1ht wind, He m;ade turn ,nd apin around the cu .-.dmi,in& 1he hub np,, 

1hcopaintjot,,lhesharp,clt:inin1.,.iorinspi1eoflts • ••nd1oldhim1"0lf1heoldtt1 

should have • o r fir$! . His time was roming. He didn'1 h.ave a lkense yet. But Stan 

Sot .all the breakt. He just won 't u good ;u Stan. Somehow ht didn'1 redy r;lle •• 

"'Hop in, 0.um! 1'0p .ay, 10 take her down to Mac'1 Automo1ive and have her lined 

up. Fi"" eighty..:ight! How'1 that fo, d,ea p?" 

Jamcssur1ed11Sun·s•nhan1invita1 ion.Hehesitated,wanting10.,tfused,unwilling 

to 11nl>end .and dfa:frttly clo)ed .1 ctuncr to emerge from 11\e eoeoon he wrlpped arouJ\d 

his1;tlf-absorp1fon. 

"I'm &<>i"I with Pop, He"s uking lhe uuck up, too. I-It •~td me to go with him." 

James sea.Cely no1ic:ed 11,f tuns.hint 11>1;1 darkent<I the ihadows, nor heud 1he 

hypnotic swish of the tirtt 1urnlng into the wind. Why did l'op ha•• 10 keep talking , 

andtalking, andtalking? 
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"Yt1, Pop, •hos.e were 1he s<><><i old day.." 

J•rnes wondered whn the prog wu doing rigtu now. Swimmini protwlly. 

"wt,.wN.t,l'op11rrlmtd lh•tJollnkeptinte.,upllni,lamesd,ewhisp,t«cup,11ion 

doser. Maybe Pop wouldn't see he didn't waot to ulk. 

"Wh>t-oh, yes, Pop. We'll go hunting toge1her some1ime,;. In • mis1y rain when 1he 

niat,1 is black and we cao"t sec the moon on the fl • t of the IN~s." 

Jamcscltnched his teclh to keep frQfflscnamini- Wllydidotdpeopleli~,omuch 

in 1he sw1? Surely Poi, knew he couldn"t be in1c,csted. life wu fo, living and the p,1st 

"Yes, Poi,, I know life is differeot now." 

At Mac's Au1omo1lve lame, id!y stalked among 1he old tires like • wide eyed boy 

on 1om-w.alkers. He 11rinned at the kid with the yellow Ford wailing his lmn. 

Doing his duty, the :M"rvicc man, trim and lithe,ncat in,piteof hisgreue-splo1ched 

CO'>'eu.Jls, spoke to Pop ln an aff«ted manner of impon:rnce. 

" Bud,what younctdis•-idlrrarm." 

!•mes glanced at Pop, witchi"l fo, the slow pin he lWlmtd when he w~ being 

'"No11<,bu1 i1',no1tven u heavyuthcor.cson lhosecars overthere .Vounecd 

aheavy dutyona p,ic k-up truck." 

HThat'• the on,e !Im camo on there. I OO<l't sec why I should chaoie now." 

~well, they don't make things like they used to." 

'"What do !hey COlt?" 

''l"U put one on fo, eiitnecn dollars. EiV,t for lhc arm, ten for Labor." 

Pop whistled. '"That one will do. I don'! haul heavy loads anyway. Those cats are 

heav;er thanlhattruck,1hc rrontcndespeci>lly." 

"lsuppmcw.But youdor.ceda hcavy duty." 

"Just ii~ mo a li~up. I'd com< QUI bencr 10 buy the a,m and putit on m)'!,Clf, 

andprob~lyAVe twoo,threcdollars buyifllilata cu1 ,..1estore." 

~It'd still hive IO be fined up after you put It on." 

'"Yep. I'd brini it up here • nd g,i it done for f",ve eighty~ight and ~ill o;ome out 

The service tnlln didn't grin with Pop but turned to 1he y,Uow Ford. J• mtt wuchcd 



s11$1)iciously while the man went over the c.or, in<:h by inch, like• detective. 

"You nttd new plugs, an idler um, brakes r<lincd, o~ filter • nd a tune-up." The 
service man busied himself with• boll here •nd there, turning this, twisting th• t, and 

gi.;ng • squirt of gre•se ocusion•lly . "Plus a few minor things like• lu ky radiator." 
" I don't think th>I old a r's worth ;,II th.ot," the kid •Mwered, • worried frown 

wrinkling his bewilderment. "I just h•d a hundred dollarsworih done on it abou t two 

"Well, ii needs a hundred thirty-five done on it now!" Snapped 1hc service man 

The blond he:tded kid lookcddubious."O.K.,go•hcad, I guess." he agreed 

James guped, then boiled. He cooldn't decide whom he was maddest a,, the boy 

for being such a nitwit or the anendant for being suc:h a slicker. 

As afternoon approxhed, • b>.seball game wlicited lames' attention, then there was 

the l•wn to mow and watc,ing to match. He cle•ned the back rose bed for Mother and 
tidied up the garage . He r,s\ed an hour at the te\e•ision watching I Dre• m of Jeanie 

and Wagon Train. Momtn\llrily, he forgot h;s threat, but as night fan approached. the 

old impulse to n-.:;,ve , the restless pacing, the closed in feeling returned wilh renewed imp;ict 
like a forceful charge of banle after a brief p;i..se for reinfon:ements. He endured until 

ten and the family un• wue in sl~p. 

With • stealthy , lithe motion , cautiously like a wary animal stalking its prey, he 
sl id ov<r th e window sill into the bright moonlight, used down 1he window without w 

much as a whisper, and Sped wlth swift, muffled stepsuound the corner of the house. 

f>llusing for• moment, he crouched in line with the peach tree path, black and sharply 

defined on !he lawn, until h;s hea,1 st09ped its palpitating and then he ~lipped the catch 

ontheb:.ckya<dgate. 

Clammy w;1h dew, it felt cold to hi~ touch, lifeless like the dead weigh t in his heart, 

• nd he hesitated• moment, undecided if he should turn back. Found out and exposed , 

he would likely end up in jail. His youihful lip> turned into a cu<I gi,ing his bee an 

expression of disdainful dcrliion asifhismcrcdisp;uityurriedenoughcontem pt iostop 

!he force of continuity, Could he do this !O Mother' She'd never live it down. She ,;et 

such ,10,c by appearances as if • patio, • swimming p0ol, and iwo C.Ot$ in !he garage 
could produce the uhimate in happiness. And'1ieworked h.,denoughitit,babysitting, 

Uking in ironing, even cleaning house , anything iosupplement the incorncand keep her 



l>oys e<1ual with society. 

Bui i'op , he wouldn 't care, not on the outside anyway. His duty ended when he 

hv,dcd Mother the paycheck. "Boys will be boys," he 1old Mo1hcr. "Leave them alone 

They 'll grow up." He couldn't blame Pop though,double p<ices for every ncccssi1y,the 

little man starving while a certain few raked in all 1he money. Poor man money! l>m<'S 

ste,med and raged, $h aking the thing like his terrier $hook • ra1, all 1he wh ile knowing 

!he futility of mere c,.,..,tionsbut unable to 1toi>. 

Suddenly he laughed, a genuine,comfortable laugh . Mother did look so funny when 

the brak~ went out and she knocked a hole in the garage. Thre,,hundred ar,d fony-nlne 

dollus ar,d fourteen cents wonh! Tha1con1ric1orreallygot paid and for founecn hours' 

workar,dafourfootspace. 

Pop really 1old him off! Go1 si~t y-s.even dollars back. Mr. Evers thought Pop d idn't 

know a thing al>out carpentry. But Pop sure fooled him. Told him dght where he w:is 

No, Pop wouldn't ure if he $hould wake up aJ'ld find him gone. Bui Mother! fie 

hated to tangle with Mother. Her l>oys didn't ramble around and roam !he streets at 

midnight 
Cklbert waited for him at the end of the alley, Wouldn't Mo1her be su,prised if 

s.h e really knew Del? She made a point of him and Stan kc,ping the best of company; 

shun evil companions like the Hills', she said. Del could hell and damn along with the 

bes! of them but Mother couldn't see past hissmoo1h,suavemanntrsand dose-<:rop,>ed, 

blond hai,. Too bad Dclcouldn'tgetoverhisobsessionwithhorscs. lnfact,Jameshadn't 

really c~pec1ed Del to go to the rumble a1 all. James expected to find him mooning 

on the corral fence w• tching som• brand new filly prance in the moonlight. 

Keeping well 10 the shadows, the two boys made their w•y down Stein S1,ce1, crossed 

MucusWaya11he;n1ersectionand\urnednorthonChaplin.Tenminu1eslater1 heyhurried 

across Wave,ly Pa,k to the west side where the hum of voices • lready rose and fell, 

occ..;on,lly ,,.eking with anger like 1he hard clap of thunder aher a fla$hof lightning. 

·•wh01's 1he rumble about tonight?" Del asked •s fragments of s.en1<nccs and wo,ds 

with wierd ;ntonations and strange, menacing meanings sliced the air 

"No idea. Th•y don't need a reason, they juSI rumble for the fun of it " 

Trying to se• everything in 1he dark, yet trying 001 to be seen, ,lames and 0,:1 

approached as the fury unleased and clubs cleaved the air, knives slashed andfo1Sflew 



Any and eve,ything avail.Ible -s med for weap0ns and 1he sw•ying, swirling mns 
responded with .tmp c,;es and groans. Trnh cans rts0unded against The u r1h adding 
10 the din and clatter. Cursing, sweiring, yelling and "yin1 roared in waves of fronzy. 

"Stoi, 11>em! Slop the cowards!" • voice rough! with swagger yelled and • bu,ly 
boy11ruked ac,oss the light. "They're sneaking off in thoe ca.rs!" 

Junes whisUOO for Del. "W•m't that Kimball>" he hissed. "Hey! Del! Are you there1" 

'"Gone 10 the '°'' "I, I betcha!" 
Around :and :uound the p;irk era.Md the ca.rs, ,oaring, tcrted!in&, brakes K<t:1-ming 

like :,gonl~ln1, hunini things, the impaci of mtt.ll against me tal ripping 1he air . Excitement 
coursed through James, aching for a chance 10 join thtftght,which s.poke tosomenetd 

deopinhisbfing as theworldofmuslc~•ks toothtrs. 
Thewildorgiestop~assuddenly;,s itbeg:u,andrtd,fbi!'li"Jlisflts:andtcr~ing 

sirensmovodinasthou1h,;onjuredupwithiClfflestr....,eln,;antation.8mered1ndbea1tn 
jolopiottcanercd aroundany av• ilablec:ornorand/ame, ,unaccountablyrtten1ful,slunk 
acro,.s themeot, hiddinibehind a p r-,ewhil e the police searched the park. 

"They ~ren't hurt inz anyono btlt themselv'tt!" James ttiou,ht. ""They weren't 

Blind unreasoningfruw.iion 1urfaced and hew1"hed•b1t1lebtin1w1gedforhim 
about him, and with him but he s1ood as one looking on, • bystander,unable to enter, 
e,...n toddend. The whole •ffair wasout of hishi nds :and hebfc:uneasone hypnotized 
actin1 out• will 01her th;r,n his own. 

"Kill!Kill!KiH!"TheoneC<>t1tendershoutedo-,er, ando,er, and~r:,g1in, J;r,mes 
stood wide eyed while w.i w,s of dis~ir .and fear ch;r,scd each other through his body, 
pimpling his flesh. "Do whll you feel like doing, In 10, do your stuff, get ii ou1sid•. 
This islustbfingyou,indirid.,.lism!" 

Thentheessenceoforangeblos,omsinter,iened. 

Tom in two direc1ions like a mi- l(htd tum pvlling ~ainSI ei<h ottw:r, Jimcs 
didnotfttllhtsround un6erhi5fecti1$hew:alk«!btnoathlht~,st,tofb.oltle,lht 
intrrnal, ln>ud ible¥Oices<ontendi ns, full d1riefth11hc«>0ld notbfhimself;r,nd full 
of fu r of th• unknown fo,«sof lfft,fullofinsecurityand inadequcn~. Through his 
V\'inscoursedhismothc,'1blood, enough 10 11-ly thev;o!en1.-.c1ion?Enough1ocounter"'" 



the welling tide of resis1ance? Was there • safety ••l•el Wt,ere were the r.-sponsible 
impul~? 

G,ad11,11ly his breathing beo,n,i quie•. The police c•rs loft the p.,rk, •nd l•mt1 Sle,>ptd 

out of the shadows, tall for his a,gc and fully dc•doptd like his father, in faded ie•M, 
with !on11, w••ing, brown hair unglod now wjth the brene, eyes steeled and greyed as 
clouds cu<d led K <O!,S the moon. 

"Whit's your namt, boy!" 

l•mn stopped on • h•lf \urn if • pis101 shot swiped him 10 one side , hem 
h•mmering as • trim, imposin&, unifrnmcd figure matcr>li>cd in the mec1. 

"hmtS Wel1in11on, si,."' Strange how poli1e he could be~" In 1he face of 

"Well, now, anybody 1ha1·s .lblc 10 w•lk wouldn', been •-rumbling, would they!" 

The boy ..,Id nothing " Enemy!" he 1hough1. " Theirs •nd mine!" 
"You know I could r.,.ke you in! h"s p.111 curfew." 

"Yo, sir," l•mts mumb led, his head ,oarina like the wind behind • pl•"" befo,e 

bein11 airbourne, whirling all reasonable thought, mesmeriting the function or hi, br•in, 
p,..encing his belns aware of the concern in the man'• •oice, until all he..,,.. was the 

fu,, dispair •nd 11ief that rode his soul. Thtn !he chought wuck him H •n enlig:h1nln1 

Hash of 1ruth. He might oot be prolific enough to whip the wo,ldbut bef0<ehim51ood 
•n unw~ling part of it. With • sudden 51>un of adrtn•lin, effonleH power flowed 

imoothly,withaR thefo,ceofur,le•slled reprtMion, knocki"ILh<:ernblemolhisp,oblem 
to 1hc p.,,ement in• crumpled, b1u1hlcss heap, his knee c11ehin1 the office• in the Slomuh 

l•me• went. Swiftly, he kr,cw, fo, in minutes tu, llood on main wec1, blood •nd 

bre•throa,ing.~ 1he1hea1er,thelibr•ry, thecorncrdn11s10<e,thtbank,ulllont1, 

11litming1r.dgold like the we•hh cached iMide 
With deliberate hesitation, lik e a deadly ,obra biding his lime, he e•s.ed 10 therea, 

of 1hcbuildin;,ttW!uteinthcni;ht,fooled1roundinthegra!6awhilc•ndsk>wly..,un1ered 

But • sudden emptiness cn3ulfed him like 1he ,ulmin•1i•e c~p«111ion wi1hou1 the 

conwmption ,•nd a g,etn sickness 1h11111ftledhim, like«x ksln1r111Uns1inc1n.Ove, 

his shoulder• red t••il spiulcd, staining !he sl<r. For 1momen1 the sharp silhoue11cof 

• nigh! bird loomed •gaiMI the slow. 
He entered his window the w•y he left ;1 1<-.d wen l lo bed. He smelled the orange 



b"'-omsmlnsled with the wild,M:ficl,centofJmOke,1u,rlfdhisface101hew1lllnd 

8trth, Crow 



There is a lot of 1ulc wliv• on the back of his 1ongue; throughou t his mout h and 

upper thr,nt, the sticky s.limt of s.leq, refuses to diswlse. He Hies an imaginery bile of 

lemon, but lhe ruse is today in,.ufficicnt and the luicts <dUie 10 now. He gets out of 

1he bed, w~hes his lac:e Ind combs l>is haio". He dresses himielf in lc¥is ind sweat~irt 

while !he coffee is b<ewlns. It is the ooffee which firully sing<sthe scum, carrying ii 

down hi, scalded lhro,1 Into an empty stomxh. ornc~lly, 1hen, he i5 1wako. 

He searches xross the ki"hen noo,, whkh he finds asvac1nt<1shishc1d. Hesighl 

quie1ly against his rii:ht ~ouldcr 

"'I 1m a writer and 1 ha.e no ideu again •nd I am sick •nd feel like homemado 

dog ......1e1ndtha1 i5 1my.Thati5j,,..iifie11ionenousJ,for ...Hhest~1hislhough l 

ind lt1nsi1 llounduin1on the kitchen t~es. 

The young writer's n•me is Lloyd Floyd (when sisn«I at the bollom of• m.1nuscrip1); 

hi1givennime is John Borits. )ohn,Hht~•h htre1fterbedesignited,isw1ging 1bllt1e 

1pinst normali ty. He •aries his schedule and habiu so H to mlKimiie abnorma lity. His 

worst fur is th at he m.,y be thought predictable in the eyes of God, or some other 

lrwisible aitk . So H he -...lks x ,oss the living room ,ug he m1y b<el k into • polka, 

ootbec-hefeelslihd1rw;ins.bu1t>ec1usehereo,elsinll:,wn:lity.Orhem.1ybegin 

• complicated discu»ion of met•physics wi th his dog. Oiowlil. The dog tmks lt 

ll>PfOl'ri•tt bruks In his mister's monologue and seems to uodersund. This type of 

l'IOnKn,. has occu~ regular ly at lhe Borges' place for • number of years. John schemes 

that it will m.akc ln terrning reading someday for hi,, 1ulob i0jlrl phy, 1f1er he btcomes 

ric h ind famous and powerful. 

"My re.odus will want to koow about my MOS\ intima te thoughts and habijs." thinks 

John, Md !hen he griM monetarily. 

Mon, immediate \roubles <eturn 10 his consc:iouw.ess. A w,iltt with noldusislike 

" I •m • wri ter," he Sllys aloud , trying 10 rtcowr some p,im• I es~nce. "I am• wriler. 

Yes, I am • wri ter." Chowzit barks amiably and Wl nts to play. Jo hn givesChowzi t • 



kk:k in tht: collu, and the mlrtyral unine luch uil under lhe ,;off« uble, 

diuppearing from Yiew. 

In disgust, John finally de<:idcs to uke KNI>' ac:1ion. He decides he hu be-en lying 

uound thcl>ouselon1enougt,1ndil'spisttime,looip,1sttime,to fi llthe•acantliflOleums 

In his noggin. h ukes the ro,m of • dec ision, such • decision is s«ml wo,lhy o f • 

John dlinks it O"tr Ind .tgt«S with hlmself 1h11 ii is the bw. decision he's made 

In quite oome time, oo he decides to IMOUnct himltlf. ,\hem. 

" I Lloyd Floyd,"IN:lhouts,"ll'lallventunoul thisdayinsearchol thelo$lidul 

And when I II.ave found it, I will write lhe 1re1test words of my life, ind all tlN: holy 

critics shall lcnow thn r am u rut u rieal!" 

Ho lose< no time, ps 11r1;gt,1 to the front door and ~tcps outside in to lh• mornlnJ 

air. le is • ple.aundy wum day, with huge flat.t>cllied clouds owrfte.ad. He fills his lunp 

with usi:clcss air and ,.;,t,s.. 

"Confronution with the Core is whu I nffd," IN: muses, "and there u the ,;ore 

of my smiou crrvironmcnt will I find the lost idei. M This thought giws him cwn sruter 

'°"fidcnce ind be begins to~ abou t the front yud. 

The first thing hcseesis lhetargecherryucewhlchg,ows tolh• lcftofthe'"mcnt 
w~k. A=ding to pl.in, hemakcstfforts to"confron t thccorc"of1his lrtt. Scnse-<t;ita 

pou,s into his Mad from the ttte. HelN:uslherulll&ofwind through 1....,1,andsmclls 

the faint odor of the blossoms. He plucks a d'lmy from !IN: drooping Mmbs and the 

llin-pun fruit Wies quite bluer in his mouth.. He 'Pits the onl seal onto the lawn. 

Theseedwalgesitsc,lflntothcv,as,sanddis.>ppear,,.Hcfunhernoticesthewaythellmbs 

branch Ind sccpan.tc,diffusinginlosmallerandsmaHerfingers, unt il 1wigslu-,.,1blOW>m• 

and frui t are IOincd. All of It. The whole tree displacing the atmo.phere ju11 so, and 
It covldn't possibly be any och er way. John wraps his ums and legs oro..nd the trunk 

of the cherry tree. In this r.erce embrilCe, he feels his 0""' Yibrlltions mcldin1 with IIN: 

vibratiotts of 1M uet. Then llt dimbs 1M trtt, feclint !lit menglh of the tree beneith 
him, testing its llrength by gentlybounci,.up afld down on its strong limbs. Then he 

climbs quicUy down from the tree, observing 11N: mHG.l!inc dance of the ueo's ll'lldow 

;,crossthel;iwn.Andheloobupthroughthet,uandob~••thefas1fl.uhingsunligh1, 

dlffus,ed ar.d .1ngular, li ke !winkles of b-rohn sl•u through the leaves;ir.d branches. 

https://gentlybounci,.up
https://owrfte.ad


''There is no id•• hen,," thin kl John. "I wlH go wmewhtre else. " 

Hewilks•crosslhedicondnlawntothesoutheutCOfMlofhishooscwhtrefi•e 
Of 1i~ paPff plfflts grow up 10 the cdp of the roof in ,_,, 1wkward reiiment. lu he 

ruc:hes 001 his hllnd ind !ouches the luf of the nurnt pWlt,dusiypolen is lhoolc 

loc)st unupect«lly from the SUik. The pollen qul<;kly disperoes in lhe llr and $OMC of 

II is unh~pily i.uektd up John nomil• •nd he sneun, sneezes, he __._,es, he 

Behind the paper plants, • mel.11 rod Ions up ;ipinst the side-shingles of John's 

houk!. The rod is used to turn on the l•wn's sprinkler system. This pi.niculu S!)rinklei 

1yiwn is not particularly efficitnL When It is turr,c,d on, as John nowdemonstr•tes 10 
himself, the waler d1mpen, the pavement h1lfw,1y acros:'I thesu..t.Cars11\dboyi;on 

bltycles hne 10 1111ke • wide arc 10 avoid getting wet. The man who designfd this system 

-no RobenT,ent Jones.. It isdefini1tly abnormal John letsi1SUy. 

Now, John confronts the "P'inkltr S)'lltm. 

He sea ilv.t there ""' eight«n sprinkler he~, nine uch on the two lut,es of the 
lawn. The waler spn.y< in10 the air In i,n,gular fin,.. High spouts of wue, shooot 

flomboyantly, trombltng like peacock futher5 In the wind. The water is misttd by the 

~1i111 wind. II filters down like prismlc jewels Into the grus. John mempts lo smell 

1ho waw but only i.ucceeds in smellini the cherry blos50ms once again, which produces 

among sense of deja vu. John bends over the Sj)rlnkler he.>d neuesthlm lndpl•ces 

the flat palms of both his llllnds over the spoutlns w1ter. The water h<uks into a foim 

ofm1nyb,t,bN'Sinst.1ntlybuming.ThewaterisbcntintoS9ldershopesasi1rushesoff 

the slick umbn,lla of his hinds. In the ~In, the water b..-ns ~h Nim in10 the nefVfl 

uphisumsthroughtheb1ekofhi1neckUld5qui r1sin10hilbrain.Hewatcheshilhand1, 

dttuhed from thisfulingofcoolness,reiiltcringthedu1ni1flo..-.if110him.Heil 
notonly1wi1eofthecoolntss,heis1wueof his1wan,nessof thecooln.ess. lntr01ptetion 

pilesuponretrosp«tion. 

"I 1m thinking to myself," he 1hJnk1 to himst!f. Ho hum. He sund1 up 1nd w1lks 

back 10 the m.oin .,.lvt. Then he turns the S!)rinkler s-;11tm off and repl1ces the meul 

"Thtre is no ide;i hert," thinks John. "I will go $0ffltWhere elk!." 

He brinp I llldder from the Jllrap,. He ln1>1 it 11g~ns1 the roof. Tht ladder is so 

old 1tu1 it'• e-en odds on it falling apart whtnevtr it's ustd. One rung ii missing nor 

the bottom and the side planks;ire warptd badly. In fact, one of the pbnksh•• split 



ruMins from top 10 bonorn .and has been ,.,;,cd toecthcr on four scp,arat• ocus.ioM.. 

So, :as lohn MOUnlS 1hc ladder, he tries no1 to l>oune• hi, weight :as he moves. He tries 

to mainu in • flowing aiility of motion ind a•oid 11rc;;sful jerks ;ind bumps. He think, 

of the mo~rnen, of uts, no """"cd dfon. Cats, yo;;, \hat's the key. John ..any gets 

into believing himself a <>1 ashe •s.:ends the ladder. Purr, 1hink>John, reallygc1!ing 

intoit,pur<r,pu<<rmn 

Phnss»t!!! gon the nt, smiled from a laiy snoote on ,he cd&• of the roof as 

John's hud bobs in10 •icw. The n t is quick to claw 1he end of fohn's nose and ic•mpu 

~• his shoulder and do...-n O>e ~de,. He Spits on the tnd ol his finger ind d•bs the 

blood 1g•in and 1gain off tho end of his smarting r,ose until foully it quitsbltt<ling. 

What • bummer, thinks John, disc.,..uing a wdden animousi1y tow1rds cat~ He a1o;o 

discowrs • upxity for •iolent lhoughu and supprCSl,cd ob.ctnitie~ But, 1he ligh,e, side 

is saved from the fires ju11 then by \he unui,e,tcd conjuring up from his lilllc us«! 

m.emory flits of an old high school foot~II chctr. 

"That's OK! Tha1's all right! Stand up, sit down fight fight fight !'' 

He is able to tauih • lillk at lhis and finds himself smilins for \he first lime that 

day.Hefof1Ctslhe~nu1inhisn<Kf:andt.aktsawatstraddll"1lh•1opofhis!hinifed 

roof. Many near and fa, away rooftops .caner in every direc1ion. 

John can feel the wind Mhinz underneath hi1 ums and o-u his knees and pLlying 

with his hair like rippling wheal. All the roofs ha .. escorts of tree~ Trees with leaves 

d•nci"ll in \he wind, trees wa,ing and swaying, making 1he sound of sif1ingcharcoal 

TelCYision u,unnae and chiml',Cys and no1hing to tell one man's house from the next, 

not rea l!y. And his smile folds up in his face al last. 

He ciln ..,. in th• kitchen window of the houw behind h;s own. A middlHgcd ~Y 

whom John has never met is washing brukf:ast dishes in the porcelain sink. She is frame<:! 

by yellow curtain, ti«! back II the sides. As she finishts the dishts she wip,s her ums 

off with ;i '"hite 10...-el and ll'IO¥ts •"""Y from 1he window to anrnhtr pi,11 of th~ house, 

hco-life1g1inin.,;1ible. 

Ano\hc,- tum of the held. He StcS lhai the tat is now crouch«! low in 1hc grass, 

~lalki"I the fea,some buuerfly, carefully, I lil!le do.er, stop,!TIO'Ve ... stop ... POUNCE! 

-and the buncrfly flittrrsaway effor11essly :as the cat cranes its coll ared neck,watching 

it wilh jc1louseyts until it di..ppeu,ow, the fence into the ncxl y1rd. 



Ho - to his grHt diUpp<>intmont th;,\ the back l1wn l'lffds to tile mowed. Th1t's 

;, pcrpolualily, he d«idos.. Then he isc.augt,1 in the un,1tsof1d<1ydm>m,;,n1irbo<n 

'"'"~ with wings 1111d,ed. If he could fly, how he would torture 1h11 m~m)le al, 

l)«k its he~ •nd bHt hi,. wings in uiumph, and fly 1w1y O¥er lhc ci1y; fly CM"r the 

city, fly •nd b«ome famous: John the flying hum•n or mhe,, Lloyd floyd, floyd 1he 

Flawless flyu, 100 much 1lli1001io,,, lot's see. Ht mull, this problem of 

title for awhile. Ho broods ;,nd contemp!l!H whit lllme 10 1ive himself if he could rally 

fly, but he unnot Wlisfy hirMClf. 

So,helotsi t drop. 

Ho loot.• on, l.ut time """" the rooftops ilS fl, ilS he un .,., with 11K smile gone 

completely aw1y now. Then 1K ocramblH down the roof ind down the ladder and hops 

from halfw1y up to the lawn. As he lands, he turns his •nklc, •nd now hh- mood his 

completely turned for 1he wane. 

"The<c •re no ideilS he,e," thinks Jolln. "The,e Ne no idusanywhere! Who,e h-

AndilShCisKlltedon thegrilSSffl~inshistwlslcdankle,andfttlingmo5l 

dnpondcnt and vacint of c,euivity, an idu wdclenly oc,u,. to him. 



Wit w1n1ed none 

1nd l >11~1htrt sinn 
pni1 

llttl lflps ,rlil in !hot ptdt,I 
porch«lonlimbitld>1m, 
1hty 'Pft.od their 1iry u1i1ou 
beckoni,ia;COffitlglirl 

•liJl'tl Jtnl1y dugon 
fly 1w1y 1pln 

ft• mud> 
youm1ys11y 

Full moon, scared rider 
11t1<:,pq IO 1M Ille. 
Dono1 lookback, 
Thinknol,i l isl.l lt. 
U1haed >1eul, poondirc 
hooves 1nd hu n . 
ThotbridJtisnm, 
you ire 1w1(1td. 

by Willi1m Windtr 



The curuin pullro slowly. 
StinroJisttsec:hofd. 

Slowly shuffft.d fttt hlll IQM. 

The cflilrs~rc emp1y. 
Dus1fr!lonlhl,~ 

Wi11i;11" Winclu 



INf 1M •IS(>Clon. 
Sobro el•I•, 
•l ,incol:, 1M ml Lido, 
IOlytomt,uulllndo, 
w:le•~llliu•ltuccrtoro. 
a.;o In olatbllnc..s, 
,Jfo,,,do, 
huye l,s 1itfr•, 
melmiJino. 
VslentoqueEspa.lU w:me •ub-1. 
Vmed•pen•. 
ChonntnlnkjM,iu 
Lit nwmoriu dt 111ufio, 
yLnlk hoy. 
Vrcna«lltmoci6nlkll..........,. 
Otll inrntMud rttUfl"', 
nuev,Venu,, 
llviiJ6ndeldi'a, 
yto!>ell,revuel..,n 
welu1,~nod.a•, 
!unto al unl-..euo, 
1quelll• .,,,_,a 
f.:i;..~os,q,OI. 

lfi..,..... II U"S'", 
y adem,o me ,olpea, 
ymehume<k«elmurldo 
ynwlolb<urni. 

iPe,o, hombre, que' p.aur' 
meprtsunto. 
Vd~mh••~. 
,nf •llldeluul 
moj,d,olk lo. citlol, 
Al&ultnmeoye. 
V el alrni,,.. ;,c•ici,, el bno 
dcuruovotsu...,quome~m,· 
IV-, vitjo, 

queSucnctiffln! 
Va quo IU nuelll l< fflilfli 
1un unnii'lo a quedmc 
frcnte • ll FUERZA OE LA HUMANlDAO." 

Al b:uhor S..nllgo De S.nii&fo 

https://VslentoqueEspa.lU


Sam,CJ 
Moaning, restless w;nd 
That rKkons Spring', advarn:es 
Pas.ses,tcar inglilyfaces 
Bearing grains that pock, oit, wound; 
Oo,;ng S1cred lily-life bleeds --
Beads the stoc k 
Resigned to strongc< forces -
Sourceless oow 
And sacrifice to summer 's reign. 

Mary Conklin 

The clouded gloom hangs moonlessly 
~ !lowed by the sobs of dorm•nt willows 
Weeping tuneless tomb-dumb tears 
Entoned upon the gluned earlh. 

And not res.ponds the liiany 
And I am im~tent to the womb. 

Mary Conklin 



r han tl<amintd CYffY creotkt 
P!Obinsscntly 
Andyt1thcwar<hha1hours 10ao 
And tho iou•ney all th< ~ •kinp o( I ni&hl!Nrt. 
Tra~rsJng the CO<Wol111ions o( memo,y 
lmtttandlMll._.in 
Tl,rd•rson horseback 
Now houn th.i t into min11101 '111ffll>lt 
And minslo wldl the wnd 
Sand 10 flow 1h,u llourglUKt 1h11 mark 
Nottinw, butlhc~«l>rtwttnh.appeninp 
A void, a MJ<klng VM:uum 
That f«dsonrollin, drcams 
Tofilllhclwllios, 
Oflho,,cc,1wlingmi11U101 
And s.,11.1in lh<m lhru ln<lth<r lOflurfd nqt,1 . 
DrWflltoMlhc.,g;c,,thatoomn 
To scare away thehorst l ride 
Th<felt>mth.l t loffld1mein101ime111"in 
Whffe minuus lttigthtn into Mxty wc;ond,._ 

https://Th<felt>mth.lt
https://lmtttandlMll._.in


Eyes rolled inward, bulbous 
Red-vomcd on;on sr1, ripe for plan1ing 
Twitch across the painting 

come and go 
Re>d the mirrored symbol 
Trace the lines and furrow«! valleys 
Andlhc.,clls-· 
Oh the wel l 
And 1hc image -
Ctouchedin1hcreeds1ran,lucen1petal, 
fringe 1hcgold-cup-hollow-cyc 
The low, is warm in the sn<>w 
Oevouring,feedinglcprose -
Sp01sof 1hclcopard 
8lo1ch 1hc , icw 

Mary Conklin 



SPRING TIOE 

Lay low - the wind blows high! 

l.eopi11S,thrus1N'l1in1n~n1r.ce: 

And roarmt ukn ,e.,.~uq l.>nd · 

Triumplw,t en1ry du,u • frothy 1111:e. 

Soroai1ndl<><:idnow...,tbbl"1slick 

Mirrors iu m.ui,. wilh I p,lt Ind aolden s,nd. 

GQ!t'ful llbilion«, p,lpal:,le reflection, 

T1liim.1nof1fer!llt,pulffl'lgllrld. 

Mupm Ricfl1rd, 

https://l.eopi11S,thrus1N'l1in1n~n1r.ce


Don'! speak to me 
Wi1h love ;n your e1·ts 
Words emrcatir,g, 
Sw,ot cojoling 

I mc>$l prot,ot the tenderness of 
Old hurts 
Long Jud flames whose ashes 
Haunt me still 

8ut your words are warm, 
Spring sun on winter ice 
Theoptive green beneath 
Stirs,soons1ri,es 
To roach the sky; 
The very danger draws me 
Like a far-off star 
Once s«n holds 1he eye 
With iis ice•firc 
Capt ive. 

Nolongcrcanlnothear 
Your wo,ds that ASk 
This5'.<rifice; 
E.ichpleasecks 
To stir against my will 
W~ t I thought !ongdead 

Cynthia Combs 



THE QUESTION 

ShallwelnWl'itins;lfleThePoo: 
All <11rkneu, cruel and drcuy 
OtWUweOple,, Nuh-1.lngo 
And klvt bd,ind lhe ffrit1 

Whm 1omp1ld IOlllfSIC'r/oul=,ws 
Shouklwebywotchi..-1ray 
Our 1en1e ol humorous miens 
Andsin,•~•!"ull.lyl 

Upon• night storm ri1i111 
Could we in$pirewhh chills 
Orwould1,-1,1y1J,i°' 
Reve1/ our lm~i~ wills? 

To duw • pie1ure 1loomy 
Wi1h mounting w•ves of fur 
0, p,ain l wlUI wotds ltut to mt 
Brii,s • jl'l!ik ~;huckle Mlt 

Tisr,o1hi111hard1olrniU1e 
A Wly with wotds of <ltud, 
BUI !em pt ing Sw«I ii is 10 Sl• te 
We'd r1ther LI~~ lnstold. 

Bui M)Ukf ou, Doc1or Solomon 
In wrlllnJ'1 w1y Kl wi1e 
ThelP1touchSff•hollow,m.1n, 
Det-p feelings ~o,.di1t1ui1e. 

hsuw1~a11hidelfldrnut 
Emo1ionifo11rcm~. 
The 1eriou1 poe1's arn 1es1 ruk 
ISIOtllise"'°:'; .ffflinphidden. 

And In Kl r1isi111 h••• them shown 
To"IUlrut.ond tHI 
And common unto ~I •• known 
The poe1's line 5.!"'ri.el11tt reve•t. 

0 
AndKlround.ondrOUnd-go 
In seirch of some wues, ion. 
Tobcdr~1k>ndlndiso 
Orl.lu,h,thatisthequeslion. 

Mlrpret Packt< 

https://ThelP1touchSff�hollow,m.1n


WHY YOU ARE 

C.uelMSS, why do you :llrip my 10UI b>rr, 
Touch with dtc'l)IM 1t,nd1; 
With myotk tyn ll>rt , 

Cruel1y,p,1infecl,youlln1cringdufinat1tt 
diy, 
Sorrow w,1ehn yo., w,ndc-r ,1 ni&hl , 
Griefr~lns;foryou l1~. 

Re.ilily w,1chn throu,11, St'fliffl pell", 
Tr,gedyltS1em.10,chucklinc1'nile :as 

"HAVOC! lrt U1 brr,k lhtS bindins d\;lin!" 

Ctuehyspuk H~ LUl'\tnl . 
Cty OU !! TtU on your~lf, 
Ytll! Cry out! Why! 

Gcr,ld Howu 



Yellow ochfn dri(I down wi1h red 
andmin,lewi1hlhes,HStS, 
1heendof11s.--. 

lr•mt~r11titrwwhen 
my tun blended with the <1ln 
nil ftllon 1hepa~-n1 -
when my youth cried In muted sob$ 

when my he11r1 lld>fd for II man I'd - lnown. 

l•nccn Gve11 



8u1doyoodarcl 

Do yoo date cat the pc>eh, grKI 1he greuy chicken 
~: pan ind ouup bonlc on tl>t 1.>blc 

w•lk fog shifling str«IS which don't 1..<1 to the par1y? 

;:~ misht chi nic grry 10 omb<,r, 

wind, grttn to Mlver•ba<:l«I m,1IM;hi1c "'hi<h 
lhuf0oi,1urns1ooquam.1rinc 

•nd the ,,in comes. mclu eiolcts in10 blue cotb.ihs 
lhcn whirlpools all back to 

11illntss in the ,utuc srcy of <he alon< silence. 

Photog,.pt,y is• mirld ••t 

Then 1hc rose hues rolled, b,o\;c 1hchoriwn, 
1hc1opa,blucdundc,orangcdliombo<dcr1, 
,1nd indigo fired 1hc mouic 
10 morning. 

Symbols dcwloping 
The higllwiy 
Gro,., W.>lhfll out 
No inwdc 
No ouum 
Ending 
8rginning 

Nont for finding or following 



JO 10 the quill 
5mc)lhe, b<,t.,.,.n the mollon ,tld th< 
offerintoyoorself.oddi1;onot1he 

opposi1esor1 

when.. _,,, 
""outs 

ctouclsdribble th<n>Ulvesacrossalldout 
Wlacles or ...t.i1e 
S,IVJ,. purpl« and !Jlvt<1 
=into..+,iflpo:,ls...t.ichlhrow-...t.ip 

fotc.its---· until whales 
W"'ms1rewi1hin 
1hc rulitv of wind and P-v. 

-· 
In nisf'it p«h.,s I IN>Oft 
mlooscopc1, ll'Kint the ...tlite strums and sipS, 
ch1r1incthe,1riatlonsin10 
lislll time _, the sun cff'ff lhtm place MICI dfl)th. 
ThtyareP.vW ..l\fflnd urlh 
and all which imagJ11.1 1ion nn form 
unlillhellt!Ct 
cloud.dribble themKl~acroi.sMIClout 

jam rmwnsinto 

https://ThtyareP.vW


-...bycolornoi!,,e. 
kalcidotcopc QI bl'°'k m~nus 

by s.uffoc,1ing ~ 1ch .. ·ork, 
conglomua!t '111des of sewn order 

>lam p,imcrns ou1 of )'fflttday's upodienc:ies into 1om0<row's 
conjKlllfU 

t»lffahin1\y 

pass parado~cs in 1M byways, mid w1ys ot she< tways 

p;1;y for 1oktn ticktts 
to fc,ri\ wh«ls 

which w1)h 1r•y scrums 
Into backdrop existence 

10 yell ow bug-lighl mi,.ors 
whkh angle images 

IO bctual a,chitccturc 
to ccn trif~lcirclts 

whichustout 
unwanttd p, ttuns 

pull up sof1cned,down c.:,,crings 
as wild ducks sweep mid-air, 

stifOy 1u,n1 tc 
•• "'runkcnci,rni,alcok>rs 

scrum hypMtiu lly 
uorder tightens 

srnot~rins w,um indccrsions 



And fire ond lmOkc ind 
Tidtpool, 
Route 
form f,on, 

~r";;:'.,':.f°'"' 
TM llisf,w• y ...-.dops 
Coldfoi=r 

TMchiwr',w,n,e 
Roui., 
Gro~wllllcdout 
Noin1ide 
No outJ.l<k 
EndinJ 
Bcginnlni 

nc~ from ynlttd•y 
from,_,,_ 
from tl>e hollO'<I' men 

ln\O 
dutM 
«-.. 
kinJdom 
r« 
"'"" 

'° lo tl>e CMnivil 
w•lk Ille byw•y, mid*iY 

(msfttlOYftbrokcnil•ss) 
wH<h the bar, .,,;11, lhadows inside 

slloutpullheuia•• 
Wilk wl'lile Ille lha<IOW'S in1idc 

K<ttch b•nt b•n• 
t/lc bdoons, b¥hu 
lheC.-llopn~•U 
lh• urniv•I p.,ucrns blare 



So.ondt: 
'°"ndinttv"'Pl'nicbtus, 
8mins 
t.o..dlOloudcsl; 
G,owir,ir,ttft$lty, 

A,-.d <t....rt.ffllins ~ull 
Oo,,,n ~""°" t.>ut g.>flgli, 
Twi"l'"I, twitthln&, 
Copiousditlo<linc:c 
O.own,hopeofquitt. 

-
Orowlrclft<>uldbcsi1tn1. 

Conj""'I Loot 

You turn a...S. 10 i!Np 
But I, 
I lie awake, mind ,whirl 
Regrctt inK •od•y'sl1pstt,11<rhal)SCS 
Plinnlng 1omorrow'1 m,.ybes. 
Un~hanging p.,.\lern, 
A tttlder momont, 
ThenlycarnandWOfty 
8111you, 
You turn uidc 10 i.lttp. 

J. H. BilH 



Wtdding Song 

Watt< rocks 
ourbodiN 
uyour 
b<c• lhing 
rocks 
my mind 
Mo1ior'linaus10.ie.p 
10 drr•m bttlck 
oursclwcs 

W•lt<' 
Cr.nhin1 
Swlrlln11ossin1 
fro1hircf•Hifls 
Cumi,isdibinl 
lnw1rd 
Drownins 
S.nd,and rocb 
Widening thinning 
Tow1rd us •nd 11\r cliff u, 
the rocks,.,_ 
Held r,.,,,, drowning 
u,and l~Cllff 
bylOMWMISUongltmhand. 

w,1tt: 
Scp,ir•teslhelM\ds, 
the-""•nd11rucuwes 
1hepktu,es,11'1d Ille mindi.. 
What ocunwp,iutes 1he people! 
n,._ms•l'ld11ructu,es, 
the pirn•es.and 1Mmindo. 

Wattrislhctound 
1hat slants th• • blls 
1ha1 hiu 11.inst 
1hclnsidcw•lls 
•ndwindoWI. 
thit hits 1.J,liMI 
1hr ocun of windows 



- - - - - - - - -

•nd ....us 
W1ttrth.lt 
f1lls .. r,,in 
d,c,ps bl! 
by r,1indrop, 

W,ttr lin 1M,ne11h 
1ep;ua1t<I from u, 
by man m~e hind 
plut~ winyl llrOfll 
u ..,t....,.,, !Mn "'Ide 11>iri,p 
s, 111 yidds to 
thep0....,, 
Ind WIit< roll1 ;and 
movn ¥>d mo1ions 

•mong>t each othtr 
lne.,;hoth« 

LIYin, w.i.!tt jolns 
OVl',0,., IS 
liwllfd "'•let molck 
011<bod~ln1oon,, 
And "'dCOIM is lhf Wltff 
th.itlines 1hesof1love Jensc:..... 
7..:."'~=· 
Witt,wen:tMturs 
l~I IOOlffllOlions 
from im.ide Md 
left 1h<m pl1ln fo, 
1ll 10Sttin1t1,ins 
ofultuponour f:aus 
W1ttr from lnt.klc 
u1f111ing out 1nd 
olllngout WIier 
Hyl,. you, world , can't-~ 
IOOCHnyourdiigvst 
1ndh1tt. ToscJ)<lr11t . 

https://W1ttrth.lt


Whll tuturc h wattr l 
Wh.at colotl 
I HCitminJlt 
in so Mllny w1ys. 

w.uer ue 
and minuah 
Soulsth111ranctnd 
continfn1s. 

So, wattr rock, 
ourbodics 
H)'OUf 
brtlthini: 
rock, 
my ,,,;nd 
mo1ioni1111atoslttJ) 
to drum btsidc 
o urfl: lve• 
And I fo,ztt 
which one ol us is me 
and which one you. 

0, is 1hcrcrully 
,_olus 
slttpl"I 
50f1ly 
drHlmnc 

ofocuns 
wl1h wavcs 
held bxk 

'""nlslUIIUl"ish 
inltl\'~S 
of h.i lt 
•tCffdin,: 

Ltn Wat ts 



STILL LIFE, STILL LOVE 

Sining on 1hc lawn, sun-flocked 
Benralhtheirregu!aroo.kcncanopy, 
Which undula1es dc~Uc,;ly from 1ime to 1imc 
As 1hc warm milky , ;r lolls against 1he leaves·· 
With • brown, and a gr«n , and a black book 
All bu\ forgoucn at my side -
lsuddenlyfttlherpresenccnrar . 
Comes the loving pal, now the brown-eyed glance 
Sprung deep from within lh< peaceful, trusting soul , 
Now the pe<:uliar liquid fragrar.ce •• 
And the silence, her silence 
We sil for some minutes. 
Until the voice, her ~oice ,tt0nues softly and monotonously, 
"You ¥e so quiet," is carried away, and le.-cs off 
As if fore, er, while a few more moments mu1c\y p.us. 
"Yes, I am quic1, it is good to b• qui,1 -
llovc1obeablctobequie!-
Ah, but dear, could you love a quiet man/'" 
The single nod, slow, unblinking, absoluie -
The languid brectc SO<Jghing conffrmation. 

L.StaffordB<11y 

https://fragrar.ce


qui"quit1quit1 
1httlflno1hi111Mlm1,ii1 
mergin1 liiit,1 
twisll"1Slont 

siltnt1S11ut 

blinkirc 
cy•lklicross1hc ..11or1•1or 

•1olnsllheshldoweont 

W•h ls 
,u, blink 

quit1qule1 
""''Ii• lisf,t •lld iwrstilll s1a.. 
n<t1ugl•ss•11hc .. illdo1 

of•irbonosonthccytlids 
insidt lheeytsoleytsol 

man ouuidt lhe KUllll"I §MIi in lime 
the swett>illJ llmt>s of !,pU"t 

1henquit1 cold 1illnow 
1hcnquic1hot lhc soul d,owns 
1hcn'1Ult1no1•1•II 

!he 11lllntS1 rlnp 

nothlf-c 1i1tn11\HI 
empty till 
lhtfumtbu<nsdtad 
!he poc:h no-1'1 fall 
wordlu1 wordleu •II 11 om, 
"'"'lffl1lightint.,islilf:W>ne 



Whipping wind, over yourself you tumble 
Mak;ng • rough ,;de for gay /turf cloud maids. 
Bawdy, billowed skins and curls• iumble, 
Dancing ac,oss your vauh in promenades. 

These ladies clothe themselves in 1hundfr gray, 
Pi,ssion mounting, tumult buHding, to end 
Wr<:stling in a violent display. 
Then,bursting,glOrioustorrcnUthey,..,nd. 

This day full spent, one ma;d dresses for thee 
Uponherbody,mandsofsilvcrlight, 
On her shoulders, your cobah canopy, 
At her white throat, the pre<:ious orb of night. 

Many guises has this maid of the air, 
Eachhcr expression andequallyfai, 

l~ nne 8ukmon 



wi11'1 PO•t• 10 pick bolts 
into The 1brk of my brain, 
androusewhatwnq,uiet 1htrt. 

Yaw"' tnd siltnct thou1h1 duth-ca11wd; 
now, f011nd flttp-callHd. 

Yawns 1i~ way to lallJl>s that all lt;ap up 
10 join me 1Hn1ins lights on a wan, 

slw!"IUS 

\li,cini• Goss 



lune, 

The monlh INI hid tho fflOll when wt stt6fd 

summer evn wllh 1nciet,1 1:wnt1. 

And we Uifd to rah Uk lhe limpid ltaws 

lhatblew~y intoA,CUltS' dimglktl of 

morninc air. 

And lh<n NO¥tmbtr urne ridln, on its darkened ho,~ 

dftCins up the wrinkltd roon 

1ha1 lay bcne11h lht ~tUll 

of lhis f(l(IOIICnt;w\h 

Iha\ bcn1h below my fttl 

lht .ilr 1h11 ylokls b<nulh lho wings of "YSIII 

bullafliH~t~tcrin1howind, 

AAdt&lim~atmorninpC')M 

Andf"rbnury 

lowt<ffl h1 brow on tho •Y• of the month 

and whrl!)tfed to lhc !puled air, wheczin, lh1°'41' 

ill< windy 1ky 

u-. W> t~h the limpid luws sl~mbct on lht 

of this forioncn •••h 



Con1nun1ln 1hemor1.1Jpme 
I 11and rudy111en1~..-1 
thH thefimp0in1 shall be mine. 
ThecrWlln1-
-,,iMir«OUfr~JlylelNllyatme 
lsoulsuttchtorc1u,n. 
The ioh vibrates 
fromthe1.1111w-eobing 
down th,,.,...,, my wry bones 
into my cc«, my coll. 
hbffomesme. 

TIie moment's respite 'f'lll~nds ~st 
and quick illaUI 
eme•smcy tlur~ tow>rd me 
unexpcctantly low and ldt 
alm,m beyond my ruch, my wde11ep. 

Do~ 
11<,1 wukly don<t 
returned Mthina chalk.puff of the bounds. 
My p0i,n? 
Lool<tolhe~perd,: 
empty. 
TIie silenl 1,Unb.,.ktd bleachen 
mockmyinttn,ity 
somewhuc in !he uppe, ,eachts 
IWO tiaht whitc~pts 
lmpUimt f« lhtir turn on the cl.1y 
haw: inte<wined unned arms 
and fi<m you"I bodits 
andk~ 

Affrontod,offffldcd 
llookaway 
waves ol indi1,,.tion 
waill acros, lhtcourtmd l,,pat,out 
cornersof theSUndl. 



Now IO <numt 
bu1 I am distuut distracted 
by Im rude lm rusioro 
ofi~tnily 
carelns. 
I wa1< h a<:<OM lhe cenlff barrirr 
•nd!ft 1hearffifdpolsc 
1hc- reknt~pote-
tte..r1paus..d1..-Jit. 

mynlllnt 
coupk<I with his succns.iVI' p,,eudonym 
moved a ,.,.,tie, bucket into 1M future. 

And if I loo<f 
mylbtoel'ICtlO'ltUnnotir;cd 
will only be iCMal by his r,exl opponent 
u 1ht: momrnt when lhe motul nlllu•e 

becomes a,,pufn t 
WMn lhe MXI corntn6t< 
balancnhl:r,, In terrOf 
wail ing fo, the- serve. 



LAY LOW - THE WIND BLOWS HIGH! 

The M'l ll iwniM 
Ind -MSlmltMo(foam 
In M1ing. , .. ;re pu,s.,;1 
To clalm • cri•in1 $hot• 

Lupint, lhrustinJ In.., 11drn1 rxc: 
Picirqi: conqvnl ln10,,.1 a mtSll>Ofiilnt dlinl 
ind roulna ukcs rnel"Nratins Lind .. 
Triumpl,at11 cn1ry chlorlS • frothy 1,xe. 

So wol Ind lvcid now.., fllbing slick 
MirrClfl ill ""'ini ..,i1h I p.,le Ind l')ld,:n 1,1nd, 
Grudul slbiLlnce, p.,lp.,blc ,eflec1ion, 
T,1~nof1fcr1ilc,:,urs;,.1..,,1. 

TODAY NOT 

No,llhinkno1 
Tod1y no1 
In the morning 
.,.,...., lhe cold fllYMU 
No, N>niJhl 
after the li&1i11 
lndlhe~trr 
•nd lhe T.V, blllZ 
Think then 

Conuini1,,_ 
"Ye I will Illy 
Yts I w1nt 10 go'' 
8u1lod.lyno1 

Prus down 
8tM up 
Gri11ndclmch ~:..:;:w'7'wm 
No, lonipl 
8u11od1yno1 

s- S..umsmk 



•~.maderoul'ld 
srnuhcd "l<iiMt Hont. 

ouilu in curls 
moldfdford1ddy. 

up1ured -n• 
LW,ted wi1h •tflKlion. 

holdins;i.iltntprints. 

l'tbblHprffiN:I 
ln1oquie1form 
)hlftnlbypancrns. 

PtbblHhiddtn 
~oltn in blui,-h 
,t,ini11Csct,L 

l'l:bblet sw1llownl 
rH~ni..., broa," 
delig1tprinlsdlu<,IYe 

l'l:bblnunno1~ad• 
..-.)!led dun 
drfflN:I ..,..w 

In cirdH 
auit,t for,.lu!ot. 

Pebbles; cruohod Sl<IM 
SU.fell wilh 
salinil'ldifft,.nct. 



of i,ir; 
thest<tnit'( 

wr;,ps iuelf 

luilydrift.... 
Ccutlnosq~iok, 

tlml m.ad,lnuy -

orbit,"S<&,tlly 
tobeplucktdby ,...., 

olbrolhi"C robolS 

lU IOmlltdioin11 
Md d<Umi"I mindt. 



L>dy • nl fix 'cm. (pause) 'Cuz none of 'cm ain't no good 

P, ula. (busy with her macramc sligh11y ig,,oring her) What 

Lady. Hor.ey, I'm 'tcllin you, don'1 r.e'va maa no gambl;, or drinka 

Pardon me, but • rt you ialking to me 

Lady•(lookshcr maigh1 in the eyes with her th,ea1eninggreen eyes) Yu hh' 

Ohl Yeah! Sure! Ohy! I won't! 

Lildy· (putsherhaod under the scarf over the bird cage she isurryin&) 
I'm tellin h<r r;gh1 ain't 1 Sig. She should ne'va m•• no gambla or drink• . 

• (looks around for ano1hcr seat) Whal ha,·c you got in there? 

Lady· Oh, ;t"s just Sigmouod, he's my pretty bird 

P•u~ Oh youhave a bird,can I sec him? What kiod ishe? (didn't hear any bird noises) 

Lady (hysterically she puts her a,ms around the cage) No! You cw 't see 'em. (Her 
cy~ bt<ome as big as saucers) 

• Oh, well, that's okay 

Ltdy • All they·• do is take 'yo money. That's what mah huWand did. He gambl('(I all 
my money. That's why I haw, to go on ... 'walfer, now (she looks all around 
her where people arc whispering to one another) 

Lady•Wha1allyou lookina1mc'fo.Ahain '1'craza. Youthank l am!Don'cha,Don'cha\!! 

(P~plea ll aroundhcrarebccomingcmbarra$$ed.Thcyallstanrdlookingback 
a1 her. A little kid in the next row peepsoverthcsea1 tOSC()who is doing 
all1hc1.alking) 

W,11, where ore you going? 

L~y • As far as I ·c1n git way from 'em even if he do come lookin 'fo me 

hul• No, I mean whu city arc you headed for? 

Lady • l'jrntoll'ya.{101hccageor 101hcbird)Didn't'ahjcs1tellherSig? 



(Bu. drM!r •nnounc:tt 111;i1 !ht bus is stOPPin, ln Hollywood. sun scnin& off. 
That i..;ty pt,, OU I of her ~at .rid St-1111 yelling) 

Dllmn all of 'y• who Jill ofr hc'u 'cw lhli pl..ce Ii full of kind'1 1111,cs and 
robbll$.Allklnd"ap,nbluanddrink•~ n..·,w~tmyh...sband'_.,.,,_ Thilpl•c•aln'1 
no ,iood. "Fact i1'1 pwr hell. You'u l>t 1">1'tY if you Hop 11c·ar. My hu~•nd •lw•y• 
_, 'round httr. 

\Bus d<iwr a,J,:1 he, if 1he w•nH 10 pt off hue} 

Llldy • O.'•mudcadbody 

P•ul• • (lhink lnJ to he,iClf) Wowl 111 be Jlad whcn the bus stQPS in LA. 111 b• Jllld 
to pl away from her 

Llldy . (a >he wH plllnJ off the bus $he rlln up ind Jf"llbbcd ht< ind said) (fr•ntic.>lly) 
N-chi11 you•,,.,.mt,e, wt,•t I 1old 'ya. 

P•ub . Yuh! Sure! ot•y1 L;,dy! (Rc1 ;e.td when W ~t sight of !hat Udy) 

lrcnc8oyd 
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The Swan Song 

(Chant du Cygne) 

by Bertha Crow 

Emil, a big and brawny man, abou1 thiny two 

Ann•, hi, wife, quie1 and 1imid, re1iring 

Maril;, ~x yu r,; old, rather fraH 

Grandrnamrna , very old wi1h a determined mind bu! at time,; childi<;h 

Eric,young,1wenty-five 

Agtnts1 and11 

Young dancers 

lngr id ,hventy 

A furni'lhed living room, d imly lit with a blur of white, sheer Ausuian drapes at 
1he window. A large bla<:k c• nJle, lighted, at 1hc fa r w~t of the window. A young wom an 
sits in • roc~ingchair with a child on her lap. Hc.ovy, omino.,s silence broken occasionally 
bya $1ightcrcakof1he rockingch1.ir. 

(entering) Ha,'lhegoncyetl 

Sh! She's awake. You don't want to hurt her feeling,, do youl 

Emil: I know. I know. But wha1 can~ do? 

Emil, where can <;he go? 

Emil: Wh.,.,: can we all go' 

https://rockingch1.ir


It's coming 10 1h.u, 

Oo you think we ""-Y luve to mcwe ;,pin? 

I'm •fr•id it's going 10 be wor.. th•n mo~ this lime. 

Emil We don't know when he's coming, Muia. But come he wn 
(t,b,i• btgins to whimper) 

Hush. You'<e frightenin1 the child. 

h's beu cr for her to be prepared. 

Emil: Mari•, go ulk 10 Gr•nd""-m""-. h 's time for her medicine. You m•y give it 
tohcrifyoulike. 
{•~It Maria) 

Hu it «•lly come to that, Emil? 

Emil· I'm afraid w. There w•• wmmolion down 1he mn1 I.1st nigh1. We're sure 10 
be next 

Couldn'1we ..ndhe,back10 ,en..n'sl 

Emil: Why do you think he ..nt her to 11$? And in a hifed ub, too. I wonder how 
""'"" of his pr~ioo.ts money he h•d to par! with to pay 1he drNet. 

{sighing) You'te righ1,ofcou,... And hejustdidn'tw•nt•nyonctoknow. 
Hedidn'tw•n1 1oietinvdved.(~)h'sjll$tthatwe'resotired.Muia, 
eSpe<i• lly. And G••nd""-mma is 100 old •nd 100 ill lo 1r.l\"CI. 

(p•cing the floor) W, could lohut o(f the al•rm cl«k tonigh l. 

Em il, how c•n you t>lk 10 me abou1 considcr•1ion. Thu 's worse 1h• n Jenson 
not w;,ntins her. Emi l, lohe'1 you, mother! 
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I kr,ow. Don', you think it's hard for me, 100. But what would happen 10 
Mad, ? What kind of beast would she b"<:omc at that Training School? 

But she wouldn't know it. Em il' She'd grow up in their world. (beginning to 
weep) You",c ,ight. But I nn"t deliberately do it. r-.t.ybc, maybe she 'll go in 
thenigh1. 

Emil {siUing with his face in his hands) Maybe. I'm •sham«! to 
ha•ethoughtofit 

(risingar.dcradlinghisheadag.iinsther} I know. I thoughl of 
ittoo,but\couldn'tdoit 

(fising) Mc, eithe,. l"lt speak to Eric. Maybe he'll ha.a an idea 

(silting) I don't trust t~t Eric. He's a double-«lgM man. Coming here 
all the time, friendly, and working for the adminimation. too. 

He"sin•~itiontohelpus.Anna.Heha, accesstoalltheorders.Hccould 
wa,n us in time 

How do you know he isn"t spying! 

(• little impatitntly) Anna, Anna. Our p,ob!cms would all l>e 
over and we would ha•e been pul away long since if he wa, a spy 

I don'1 know what I'm saying. Emit, I just don '! th ink I can run anymore . 

Emil: You know you're goi ng 10 have 10 

(aknocksoondsa1thedoorandaba1>elofvoiccsishca rd) 

(answe,ing The door, excited and happy) That will be 1he dancers. 
They thought it might cheer up Grandmamm •. 

Ingrid. Efic "s friend. Did you know they will marry' 

Emil: But does the whole village know Gundmamma is here? 

Sh!They'llhear! 
(opening the door) 
Welcome. Oh, do come in and make light 1his house 



(The young people en ter and Emil i"'I 10 the doo, and looks in to the night .) 

How the wind is curying on. It is d;,ncing the yOU"J lt..,n. The old lt••tt 
• ref•llingbeforethefo~1.hwhispe,smtheunbofnbud1,110wgay,110wsornb<:r, 
now m<l.oncholy. The cloud is on the moon. I 1hink it w~I r11in toniclit-

Comc, Emil. The violins uc rudy. Let's go in 10 Gr;, ndmamm•. 

The wind is cimns- "Com< •way. Corne aw•y to the age of btiinning. Lu~ 
behind the silence. D• ncc wilh m<. Cham with m<. Whilper with me." (p•ui,, 
shakin& his he.ad somberly) The cloud is on tlH: moofL l think ii will rain tonight. 

G••ndmamm• is c.llins-

An old lady prD!)ped in bed. Marl• 11>nib b<,s,cle the bed,• glas, in one hand, me<licinc 
in the other. Enter Anna, Emil, the dancuJ: 

She will no1 t• ke her medicine, l'•p•. 

(s<>ing to lhe bed) What? Won't t•kc her mtdlcir,e! {!po.king to 
Gr11ndmamm•) Why, you"re • linl• old, little old !ady. Look who"s come to 
d•ncc for you and you won 't uke your m«licinc. (r•iws Gundmammil up ,o 
she on SN) 

Grandm>.mma: Ah-h! Such pretty laues! But I can out dance 11\c be-st ol lhcm. Le• me 
out ol lhis bed. (She nu.kn• move •nd falls back among lhe pillows.) 

Emil: Rcm<mbc, your IH,;i,1, Gr;,ndmamnu. You tlstd to out d1nu the bnt of lh<:m, 
but 110w you"r• • little old, li11lc old lidy who won't u,kc her mcdicin, 
(to Maria) 
Let me h.>.•• that pill, Mnil. (Maril givn him the p;U) I won't humo, linle 
old stubborn lldin. T1kc lhis, Grandmamm•, or you won't be here to 1« the 
morning 

Grandmamma:Why should I bo1he,? I have s,ecn 11\e morning. 

Emil: N.onsc:,,..,, G,and,...mm•. The dancns won't d1ncc until you t• ke it. 

Grandmamma: (Grumbling, t•k•s 1he pill) You're mishty •nxlous to chut 
1hc Pale Pr ies, , Emil. 

Emil: Ncwr mind, Gr•ndmamnu. Wh.>.t's y()!Jr favorite toe·t~pping 1unc? 

{Fidd lers bcg\n 10 1une up) 



f 
f 

f 
[ 

i 
-;: ,&' 

IJ 
ji 

[ 
g_ 

i 
j

i 
;;·

l! Irl
!!i 

' 

' 3· 
. 

;; 
?," 

ii!
 

r 
l le 

, i 
<[ 

I ;
 

I 
l 

i 
_g 

] 
.8 



(plWlint 1hem out tht door) I'll Ukt CJlre of Gruw;imamm.i! Now.., 
{Erk 111,n, ., 1wo uniformed >acnu tn ttt) 

Uk: Let mt uke cart ol htr, ASfllt. 

Eric: Grindm•mm.i wu •II 1h>1 wu htre when r •rri-;td. 

Aattllll St•rch1htt!ouM! 

Tht,e'•noOMhere. 

AFn• I· l hunl musk. (ttitl loolcint around Uld 0penint <loo<,) 

(tmphatk1ly) We don·i w1nt them! We w1nt Gundm•mm•, and I uld 
I'd uke c11e ol htr! 

AFn1 1· We w1n1 thtm 111. They knew they wercn 'I 10 ~••P htr here 1ince the 
l1w WU p.,IO.Cd! Wl,11•1 !ht ffllltN ,,,ith you, anyw.ly? Wt1in' ,oft> 

Attn! 11: Ov,:,r here! Lc1 ', lc»k in the "lllr. 

(Erk lifll Gundm.imm;a oul ol 1he bnl ..-.d hurrie$ l<>wird the door wilh 
her) 

(Asent I Ind A,ent 11 nun) 

...,.,,, II: So--o! tte--o! 

(They all ru!h O<II lht door Ind a Krtam is hurd) 

Sccne l !I 

{enttt M1ti.l, Emil, Anni) 

M¥il: I'm ,o tired, M1ma. Whtn will wt ,et lhtrt? 
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Emil, where are we goir,g? 

There's llO place 10 go, Anna. Th<: law is everywhere. 

M• m:i , when • •• we going home? 

We'll h• •e to find a new home, Maril 

But where? We've come fa< mites and miltt and 1he<c are no towns. There's 
nothing. N01hing! No1 even any 1rees. Whal is 1hat sound? 

That'sthewir>dsighingintherocks. 

h =rids so lonely. Suddenly I'm very old, Emil. 

Emil Yes, Anna. I am •ery old, 100. Even Mari• is very old. The wind is calling. 
"Come away. Come away 10 the age of beginning. Leave behind the silence." 
(Pause. Shaking hish..d somberly) The cloud ison the moon. I think it will 
rain1on igh1 





ASYLUM 

by Frank K.11:i.nilcllu• D1y 

Stage: Proscenium stage wl1h • runway from center s11ge through the midd~ of 1he 
audirn« 

Sening A fl.1gpole on a colltge c;,mpus, pl1ced In• b6ck square, Al the foot of 
the pole ii a mc,mofial pl~uc:. A single backless cement bench sunds 1bout 
ten fHI in front of me pole. II is noon, 

Amiddle~rNn,gr1yh1ir,d<HSNI 
in slacks, shi<I with no tie, ave,ig,: 
looking. 

Young, in her la te twenties, preny, 
dressed in• depanment s10<e pint suit. 

lim Fve hrly 1wen1ies, somewhat handsome, hlir iuSC 
1ouc:hinghisihoulder1,,d<1nshlven,drttitdin 
levii,1<nnisst-->,~e:ater. 

Two uniformc-d _u,ity guards, • pi, 

As the scene 0pcn1, 81;,ke and Mrs. Johnson 11• sining on the bench conversin&, b1cks 
to the fl~le. Fare enters from stage right. He ~ms about to pass by the bench but 
>!Ops. 

(interrupting) Hey!A~n'tyouProf...,.,.81.akc? 

8l1ke· {>tammering in wrprise) Whyytt.Yes,l'mProfessor• 

Fare: And don't you 1each chemimy1 

Sl ake: (obviously ~•curbed) Yes, 

Fire: And this is yoor wife, {noddin11 to Mrs. Johnson) 

Yu, .it, no. Thi, is my o«rcta,ry, Mrs. Johnson, but· 

Fare: Hdlo Mr1,, Johnson! How .,. you? 

Mf1. Johnson (before she can catch herself, looks up 1nd :i.nswers) Fine. 

Fire: {to 811kc) And do you know who t 1ml 
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81.oke: (sJ;gh1ly emb• rrmed) No,noldon't. 

F•re: (m1nu-of•IK1ly) Oh, I didn'1 mun 10 emblorrass you. 11·s O.K. No one 
els.e >round hore knows it ei1her. 

Bl•h: Well M>rn<One mus,. I mun, well. jusi b«•us.e I don'! know d<>Hn't mean 
•nything. I mo•n • 

F•r•· You're right. 

Blab Wlwt do you mean I'm ,ip,t? 

You "re rijhl, jusi beuus.e you don't know doun't mun .onythln&-

Bl• k• : This is ridiculous! What do you w•nt! 

Are you muritdl 

Ell•ke: (as if to a noisy inmviewe,) Yn. 

Fare : And you h•vc two kids ind• btg whil e hous.e. 

Blah: Yes,~ no! l'w CQI three boys and • big white lw:lus.e. Well,• relati•ely large 
hoos.e •nd i1's no\ white. (paus.e} I beli= il'sbrown. (louder) Wh•t's this ill 
abou1?lsthisfot a su.-.eyor-,ethinJ? 

No, no. (He suddenly sic!)$ ftom Bl1ke to Mrs. Johnson) Wllil ~OU I you1 (She 
looks up 11 him .os though he Nd hi! het.) 

M,s. Johnson· I'm Professor Blake 's s.e-reury. 

Flle: He told me 1h•t. {s.elfass,ufflly} I bet yourhusb•nd's•bus!neS<1T11n. 

Mrs. lahmon: (looking questioningly U Blab, who <io,,s not nofice) No, he's• 
po1;«m.,n.Professo,Bl1ke • 

Fare : (to 8Like) Did you read the lnwiptlon1 

Ell•ke: WhH inKrlption? 

Fire: The one it !he 01.8l>()!e. 

Fare Wlwl doe, it s.,.yl 

811ke: I believe it s.ays some1hing :lboul our br1ve men who died in !he war. 



Did you fight in \he wir? 

81.lke· No, 1......ted in •governmen1 l>b 

Mrs. loll.-..on ,uns 10 gt \ up, but siu bick down when Fi re loot, i t htr. She gl•n= 
11 81 , ke •g>in wilh • pludin& expression, 1hlt is IIS.O um>oliced. 

Doing wh , t? 

Bl• ke: Doing whit they 1old me \0 do! (Slowly, pronouncing """'Y word ) Whu do 
you w~tl 

81.lke md Mrs. lohnson look qu«1ioningly U exh other. 

Fare· I wan t 10 nk you :about the IKIU<e you give tu1 Thund1oy. 

{Re1ifNed ufin1,llyhu,ing>pu rposefor 1hecon.,rsation)'l'es,1boutthenecd 
for ch•nging 1hechemical b•l•J1Ceofouroc;eans. But I though! I hold explained 
•••rylhingproperly. 

\laughin&) Well, not everything. I stil! doo't see why you think it' s s.o 
import.ant. 

Blake· Torn1hh rnorep,oducti\'Cofcours,c. 

Fare: What abou t \he s,c1 life you"d desuoyl 

(s.criously) Our needs dicute ce rtain actiol>S. Anywiy, I spent an hour 
expl•inlna tl,aL Oidn't you \ism,/ 

81•ke: (pau..,inturp,M,then ..ys) Looi< , Mt you in some kind 
of uoubt.:1 

Mrs. Johnson on hnring \his, gm up and w•lks qukkty off si•ge Ith. 

Blake· Look, why don't you go talk 10 your cou1>Selor? He can help you. 

f •re: (lo udly) He'll help me •bout •s mud• as you'll help the o"•r,s. You tell me 
you' ll ..ve us by ~moying lht oceans ,nd now you tell me w get 1he sime 
kind of help from my~-



Then lee 1hem help you. Go on •nd • 

F1~ I don't wanl their help! 

What about your pueMs? 

My paten11 are gone. 

Bl1ke Oon'1youhavesomofricnds1ha1can• 

Blake silS bewildered for • momenl, not knowir,g w~\ 10 l,ly. 

Fare: (sudden ly calm) You know what I'"" been doi"ll ioday1 l'vebcensquinlng 
people with my water pistol . (h< pullt a pistol from underneach his sweater 
1ndshowsitt0Blakt)Anddoyouknowwhy?(hl$W>icewundingmo.-cagimed 
11 t.><h word) Beta~ they',edry, 111 dried-up. Theyti111 lheirdesks•l"ld 
dchydra tcbenuse 1hem1n in front i1 all dr~ up too. Hcgoesonandon 
talking Z>ou1 dry things. They're 111 1u,nir13 co dust w I though! t'dwucr 
them, (with con1emp1) the tiule vegetables' TMy're dehydmina and I'm 
drowning. Drowning in your lifeless ocean! Wha t about 1hos, men. (he poinls 
down at the plaque) Th°"' men in 1he plaque. They're dud, dud, and whal 
for, for pun1 (profoundly) The world was lit by licl1tning then like it is now! 
{pause) You've got • wife. I hlld someone I thout111 was aoing to be my wife. 
But she, iii• left. And do you know what she said btfort :she left me? Sh< 

~: ~~/': !"ol!:,~i:,~as.:en:.iy~~n~i:n~~ :;- t~ng"'~;°0:~~i:, 
Shciustgo1 th11intc.itrablesicklookonheru1lyface!(p•use)Youlookliko 
you could use some wuering yourself! 

Bl• k• (1stonished i,nd featfal. He looks at the pistol and utters) Look,101 someone 
to hel p you. Tell 1hem wh11'1 bothering you. 

Fare: (choled) My n-, nobody knows my na.me, nobody knows mt! (He hold• 
thcpi stolhl1hintht1ir.) 

Fattst1mchling1round the bench. 

{trying to ,ound somo1hing like sym~thet ic) Somet ime, we have to be alone. 

Fare: {from Whond Blake) You attfl't, you',,., 101 you, two kol1 and your wife ao,d 
you, (mimmick ina him) ,ela1ively large hou~! 



(swis to :answer) Ye {but then cuchn him!oClf and snaps his mouth shut. He 
pauses, ftus1r11«1) Something"s wrong. bu1 I don't ur>dcrsnnd • 

fare: (t..11\nhiseyn, pu1sthe pistolundtrhisswealtr) Ye,youdoltoldyou! 
You•~ got to know what 

81>.ke No. I <k>n't know! (almost SC<t:imi"') I don't KNOW! 

Bl>ke (M= calmly but s1ill with • rais<d VO<Ge) Look. he<e comes M,s. johl'l!,On with 
• gu1,d. If you don't want any uouble yoo'd b<:ner leave. 

F•re {softly, with to,s running down his cheeks) Yes, I'll go. (p•uws motionless, 
mringotl\lJCltft) I ne..-erwant:any\rouble. (Hisvoicef>llingoff) Never want 
•nymo•• trouble. 

Fare lool:1 down and starU walking down the runwq, cent..- stage. Mrf. Johnoon and 
the two 0t<uri1y gu,rds t<1tu from suge left M'III continue to the b<:nch . 81>.ke starts 
to ,und .a,, M,f. Jolln!,on points and shoou 

fare. ignoring this, draws his water pistol,re.1<:hnou1,and squirts•glr!in 1he aud ;encc:. 
Sh• scre;,ms and one JUlrd draws his gun, aiming il at fare. 

Guard: Hold it! Orop the gun! 

(ffl!Olionlns)S10porl'llshoot,huh. 

Gw.rd Dr09 it kid. 

Bl1kemnd1 igooring1hisuhe looks up at 1he sky. 

fare: (sm1in11 to "Y hysterically) Pie.aw, don 't take me. I waMt to stay here. 

Guard: Jusc put thll down. 

Fare: l'le»t! Ple;u.e! Don't pull me away. (nodding to BL,i<e) He ..YJ they un help 
me hOfc. I won't o= anymore trouble. 



"DON'T! I w1n1 10 my hctt, T1ko 1hom, uke ~yone, bu\ lu,·c me HER E!" 

Fate """ inlO lht security ·-•h...., brub Wouch lhtm, Ht gon p,,s, 811kt ind Mrs. 
JohnJOn un1H lie ruchn the 11-,i,ote. s1>1to LO dimb it ll the 'iCCutily 1u>1ds1ppro;o,:h ,... 
Fire: Ple11"1 don'1! Lu.., me here wi1h 11,tw men. Kill me but don't 11kc mt 1w1y. 

Ltt me b<elk in 1M sun 1~1 \ht sun bruks down bu< plcl~! I wouldn•l, I 
wouldn't do lhiJ. If SU. Wll nine I'd be lhfrc Incl you'd be here ind I'd let 
youi.t1y! 

OncSUltd ,uchcsuplncl fOUlhlypul1JFutoff1hcpolc.f1rchitsthe1'ound,hcld 
nrst,lllhtitftcl. 

Fa,e : (Plllinc ltito uncon,,douiMV) wtu.1 do you do when tt.. lights goou1, the listm 
eoout,CoOUllnds<>OUl,SoOUI 

The 1u.1tds pick hlm up, ont II uc:h shoulder, u he continues b1bl>lins on. They SIU\ 
dt11Jin1 him off •U&• left, his ftcl i.lidirc li\llfflly on the pound. While • 

The lights dim ou t. 





INCUBATION: A NOVEL IN PROGRESS 

Sit....,lion:There -••parry. 
All 3 charauers wue pr= nt. 11«"'-'lt husb•nd doHn"t 

know there Is• couple onThewifedii,,ppHred. H..u..nd lheothetffldoflheliM, 
1tesayslhif!1$th.,tprodu01ton ho<ne •lo<>e Md ulh fritnd 

who is buL 1ssocl11e, •n older man. pttuH1,effec tL 
Thom.issi"lwifehwilhlhi•-11 Wonw1'siden1ily tobe' revuled 
lllbedashe--rslhehusband'• 
phone ull. Call ovor, min and woman only by 5<erie, no1 ~miff&. 

HU!.b1nd'1soewnd oll up0-1pr1k.HUib.indolh ..lllWl,l;}'l- the inltfl!.ilyofhis llffll.lthwifehhomtnow. 

WOFE 
Wllo:hing 
ct""lhyofwuchi,..dla"F• 
"Yo11 wert wonduf,.! I fttl 
tike1do,!"

LOVER HUSBANDcardut phl"lc:11 ct,.,,11:wiu B's dtse•ibe'voke 
Who"s thatl 

dncrii:,lion kltchenbe'lu,,. CIUl~IY 
soothins, rH»u 

l'wbttn1eUin1 w,iOn wllere 
Did l -ke)'Q<I? 
(u.wmption of olderabovt4t,,s..~ ;achliwil>tdll 

(implied inSOIM~) po16iblcans 
man'ssleq,lnsJ 

Desc,~hWmollons niptcap Did she luve with 
B's?IO~wf~ll"P (IOtftOwhcdoesn"t ~n,r,erou, :ys-~fl(lf know whe,c ei1hc,disgust con~ersre 

fu,sot1os1 ••l 
~•lousy - -----, 
jobwo,rits 
WOMln-dllld 
br11ns 
court Clk 
Hkrllon of pity 
checlcingclosoet1 
sui t purchase 
,ulileshulw.nd'•llffll 
conwnfo, wife 
2ndcall-wife'sarri,od 
1Upo1.iliw 
pleld1hu,bche,c•n'1 hold 

Ci&,lrtlle 
p,-nt,"M)fflln'shelpandcor,111:1 

double arrows indlcut reOuive, or dlllil eff11Ct of unit Lhough t 
li,,..r 11,ow indicl11Uspuku1ff11Cti,. «<elver 
Omni,c;e,,1 point of yifw for dirK llons only. Othe,wiK · ill ICfflC. 








