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AR GoEED

103 rest of the towng people spdke of it as"bthat abtreet, ™ Jdothing Corde
It was o narrow old gireet, crooked, with ;ul ters suelling of ﬂb::.bn £
bage and dwnnesse he b'i.oa.cbed out sisnd on the cru.vlir ' stone buiide
ings had lon: sincs logh all weauing, nov they ouly 2red enbleus of Lote
ter ti.es for the old streeta

e lirgeved in the str-et for a m.:.le, brying to decide if he should
o on or not. .'inall:, alvost as i had teex pughed, he vent throu h thoe
door. T'e gtopncd :mm.d(. for a ouent to let hig ey es pet accustc cd o
bie h‘tliﬂ-l:l. nte

It wup 8 hollow cave of a roo:, with rudo look .mr: stone pillavs surve
ortin; the eecilin v he wncient bar gtretched alois ore w:il. ! elind
e bar, 4 wirror so dirty it would barely roflect nal a diaronal crack
rucniy; o dovn to a place vhere Lhe corner huc been broken o:if. .round tho
resb of the vallg vere cuntelooking cove like twotig and arped tatlos.

e liriile were al ost hidden by old stele suwke vhiich hun ' near the ceile
ings only very little new blue and Lrow: suoke was curling up to .ix with
the otiaer. "he roo. weg aluost eupty.

‘e ordered a deink fro: the puffi, umsbaven L- rtc,rliba o Aand windle he
waited, hisg e.es windered aboubt thc diny vroon, searchin- eueh bucth. he
ey sosrehad Lu.‘hll thoy stopred vier: a wouan sat alone, he vos dresscd

in all black, rough ieevy Llopk, an:» ¥ .cre was a bully loogononos acoub lere
he looked up, all wso lmowdrgly, and then let her eyes dre, Lock to an wie
{suched Ari k.

e pot tdg drdui wnd noe Bls v to the tooth vhere she wose

” ind if [ sit herey h_ asked, taking the seut opwoglte her.

"o I Jont't mind," she maid, w.rely [lemelins up Lro.. the uniouclcd ;le
ls¥-T: 8

e dravk port of Lis deink and noticed that she olso lifted bers to Ler
lipe and si:ced oaly a little of it before rutting it buek on tie fable.
hie di it very deliver:tel; , a- if she vere tr.in: Ho nale the vayofi lagh
the entire night. 'wore eyes :e% i‘or a8 couert, they both inew, ant looled
away, enbugprisacd for kotdin:. nelfi.er of {hie. gpoke for a viile. he
only sowr s vidch disturbed the reverert silence in the roo. caw fopr L e
sar; Ady e of votbles and 4o hourse :wbberd, r of the dirty Lortendow,

Mot Lach  Jiyy on hore,® gk gald grictly, It w3 Ler enncricreoed pirb.

"erlapn we could yind core soneploce elese,”  sald he,, _

"eg, p.riaps,* and even as she godd it she diveed ler plags and e pbicd
it. '.va... Wi a sifte

"Suall ve o novt ™

"Iosy ull ri:hbe"

@ book her era and biey left. hoy wandered aleowy; tie little siveed,
stop; ing: arei ooking: in opoi. doors, urntil duoy foun. die pluce they wentbe
ede It vas like tie first, ciidy liphied and dirvdy, and ir the bueck 2 tine
r; band weiled o o fou duxcerse - ,

‘e boupnt a whele iro  the L.rivender, Ltool two lassus vhidc:h nad Leen
1;:..11"‘10;'1 on & Girt ggotied a.wror , and foun. 8 bauls near tne dance {loor,

Kiadi)

‘he took the glassos and p()ll thew vith a andkerchded frvo. her rurge.
"Phis ig b bter, dgetd IV e se.:Ld.
"

ege "

e oven have o uande " . ) .
“re b the slasses hack i the tabl. wucd he £illod thew with nc Labile

i liquor. ~‘hier eyez wot 15 tic (lasses caue dovy, [af tiils B Gney woe
ro rot e .corrasscd for Jmom.n_‘.,.

"ould wi. dancoy she asked.

"Wog, ol coarge we cac,” he seid.
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Saa VA GANEEY

fe corked the bottle and pushed it deep into the pocket of his jackeb.
Jhey wade thedr way through the scatbered tailes to tue snall corner which
had been cleared for dancing. ‘e »ulled her close and they started o dance.
she pushed hard against hin, ber firm, lhot stowach scaring throu h the heavy
Llack krdt. ‘’he bLand played loud and harsh, witi a fagt wild Leat.

"et's Lave anothor drink," bLe said al'ter they fud danced avhille,

"Tegy, good," ghe gi;ucd, out of Lreath,

Tier drank al the table, an.i then went Lack to $he dance floor. A fi it
Lroze out at the Lar and afeaid the rolice would coume, they left, wandering
once uose in the uean little otrect.

v here can ve (0o this ti.e%" Le aakod.

"I sor's carey,™ she salde .her, "o uy hotel, T suppose.”

+here is 1194 ‘

At the end ol the streeb.” She pointed to vhere a dim red neon sien
blinked or and off on the front of one of the old buildirgs,

"Wea==yes taur will be fine," he sald, al.ost hesitantly.

"rere, this is 1t," she led through the door.

“he hotle w.s like the rest of the buildin e orn the street. 'he earpeis
La. worn through, md {le drapes had had all of the pattern bleached out fromx
hangin . so lofige. One dirty lifht Lulb burned fron the Mipgh eeilins, afforde
irg orly a shadowy sort of i nt.

¢ folloved her up the steep stailrcase, :nd to the rou.i on the ri-ht.
“he furvled iv ber purse for the key, found ity and swung the door open.
he light frow the hisllway siovn on the bed, It was amde, “he didn't tumm
on the 1li ht in the roou,

‘e dropped his liollow sounding shoes on the thin corpet and let the rest
of his olotics fall on top of thei., .e ol i:to ber naked and waited. Ye
could heee uer undressing in i batliroo... 7The s.und of heavy wool urushing
aaingt the washbegin and soft Linxle of rnetel bubttons hitting the floor
sade hii: wince a little as be lay there walbing.

“.hy au I here?" he wunted to shoute '@ wnted to shout it so loud the
sound woald burst the door oper and ill the hotel full, then ;o roaring into
the wemn little street. ‘o wanted it to furgle out of the bvettles anmd [ill
the eupty, vwaiting plasses, to roll down a cracked nirror and spill over the
bur, znd irto the gaping cracks ir rouph: vwooden floors which woul! take it
back to the street asain.

e ligtened tor an answer to his shiouts it cane iroo the window. It was
from th: gtreet,pulsatin;; through .rawn shades. It flashed on and oif on the
bed. .i@ sut his eyes hard, bubt il glill cane throush the t.in lids. It
went tiricling to the end of hiis body witi each beat or his anxious h:arte
n end offeercd und blacks=eon anc off== And she slipped Leside hime-+s

vouglas: Lall




TISS

The ?11ky morning eir rofracted in orir- lipht oryvatals whers it clroest spline
tered britily opgrinst the frost studded lovm, Fale gréy davm §ntruded up+1ﬁ{1§‘uéam
the precise florer beds ond rrunred shubbery of the smell compeot yorde ;orfect
leofless troes stood deliberotly uprirhte Sriffing diligrrtly to uneorth eny virile
seeny in the frozen sterility, o ritiful yellow monpreol offended their virtuous o
tobleaw, s nding o avirel of steem into thr cwstoline eire . i

P"iga Frentiss so him thus uron orening her pole stiff drorsries to peer catiouse

ly et the winter colds She rarped shorply on the wirdow Y xd ples
stoceato renorts throush the brittle niggyﬁnAm $TT :W?;i t?ﬁebgi;;:ilciiugpfgfigg
his tnil drapging defentedly betwecen his legse ’ o

the trespancer venouished Tirs Ir~ntise turnrd bask to the mirror with her
-~all triumph, The mirror, as elweyé, raflected hor in perfect rirhteonsness and
virtue, 1'igs Tronliass praciously nodded, accaerting the tribute, but there wee ne
doubt in her mind thet rny direenting faction should over preveil agoinst her ehseo-
lute concept of RIGHT,

She tock the hearth broom end flicked en errcnt ash inte the peech colored bed
of coals, The roflections of the glow from the fireplees on tha heavy crear walls
mollowed the nect rooms The room, indeed, looked like on extenzion of the Herbrand
on the wall, the sere derk womb=like tones enriched with srots of pale peach and
zalmon colors, IFiss Prentiss had carcefully plreed o frorile vose hore ond & barocue
doily there os if to comrensate for hor own austers arrerance nnd the roor did
x\\muffic@ to create a confortnble world that helped ignore the mediocrity of life as

hwa school tenchare
The roon shut out reclity as the perdep wpll shut out her irmediete neirhbor=
thoodo She steadfastly refused to ecknowledge thet every morring shs vwolked rast
%gshnbhy houses and thrrurh eluttrred rlleys to the bus geot thet was like an escepe
hateh into +the world of Relland Hells, There "iss Frentisg was tho mainstoy of Letin
and Ancient History for somo saventy=two ;irls of verious rger rnd dismoslitions cnd
cericin werlthy brekrrounds, She aven did her shorring on the averues nery the Tall,
She looknd uron her shebhy nei hborhood as en er:hrucy throurh vhich she passed te
y&et from hor work to her inncr senctum ond likened it to the houses of Pexico,
~ Until recortly ihe archroy hed been rercly existent, now it was inconverient,
:gTha inzonveniorco vins perconifiecd as the rouch unshevon ren vho'd rented the shack
{yooross the high protective valle  iss frertiss hrd beon properly disgraced et his
Quntidy crponrence ond adegquotely erpolled when her surrertiticus investipction
W gigcloned thet he wor an ertist, on artist in ¢ll the bohsmion, dedicrted; crude
gsonsc of tho -vord end he lived so close to hor sesurc worldd
Then, too, thors was the added discomfort of the huge, rengy, black dop that
lived with him cnd rade occasionel predetory foreys into the tidy senctucry of her
gardon, 1485 Trortiss? leether=beund encycloredio had indiceted thet the dog vas
o Dobrrmon Iinscher, but she preferred to refor to him in dispust as "thot arimel”,
Fhot pnimel thet provled nt her ecch timo she pessed the noxt door houss on her
vay to the bus;, That onimel thot interrupted her gerden end her theuchts with 11
his bleek ond vulger masculinity, and brourht with him the seorot suspiclon of hers
thrt his raster laughnd nt her rnd disdained the comfortable islend she had created
here in the midrt of shabbiness rnd disorder. Not thot he should ever hawve hnd the
chonee t6 ser her cozy aperiment but for the day he'd knooked on the door and asked
to une her phone, The bulk of his shoulderaz brnesth the striped T=chirt end the
chisled ongols of his big hands had £illsd her vith n rmomentery slectricity., Yeers
of dicinlin~ push~d vords out of her routh to t11 him thorn vias o poy phone ot the
neviatend hrlf a blook a-ay, Then she hostily olosed the door apninst the nenrness
of him, Aftor he'd pgone she ocould gmell the vitol oder of sweet nnd lindeed oil he
had 1left, clien in tho rusty cir of her pal~ rooms
1485 Prentiss antly disrmicsed the whole unplenscnt ineidort from her morory
end tristod her heir into n stingy coil on top of her howd vhich she reinforeed with
bobby rins., Toir eafely in rlace, encnsod in a cort of ¢ull gluminum weol, she
advoncad upon the drye From the fortificatjon of hor hornerimred glesses everything
fell into orderly precisicn as she sterred into th~ pgerdon, She gasped suddenly en
sho noticed the slinking form of the Dobarmen. She stood rigidly silont beside her
door, leoving 1t sjnr in her despaire
The shimels body rlided -rith a sprincy motion, his padded foet roved restlessly
like ¢ big ccts, he sniffcd everything he passed, moving beliperently toward hors




o locked up md ssw hor, his her N 3

e opvusd his nouth aliﬁﬂtly in adgigzgi§36angigeg§?éngd hig embor oyes fathomlesss

Deliberesely ho moved over ko h 1 ’ gr the reverled the point of ewme fonge
o over wo her md bercn sniffing around her snkles, She shuddeps

ed &t the sten] oold contact of his nose arninst her kmee, She recoiled, ond the

dog movod gwny from her s ho noticed hep épen door, s

She stood passively nside until she eaw him po towsrd her apaptwent, tow
canclucry to defile it with lrrge muddy feet, to gniff indeoentlg at herapegszgglhér
belongings, perhens to roll sensurlly én her sofc or bed, The impeccable virpirity
in her meved her to sstion. She turned on ths dog end loshed gt him with her purse,

Yhather or not the blew struck vns inconaequentinl, the onimal had beem ettock=
ed rnd he turned his intent to the phaolnte destruction of the transgrogsor, ios
Prentiss® mind crystelized for ome owful —oment, ond she sew clecrly the bunched
mugeles of his thirhs, the bleck tull neck rnd tho presdy covern of his multi~toothed
reuthy  Then her senses theweds She herrd the puttursl hetred in his growl rnd met
his lunge uncertninly. ohe fell back egeinst the well end breath was pushed up from
her pib cerge in*o the frostetrinted alir, Out with it ccme o singls piereing ory. of
forr ond utter desperetion, She rut her hands out ageinst his second omslought frene
ticelly ae if warding off fate iteelf, =

She felt the sherp pain of temring flesh as the dog's feng penetreted her hond,
She stood stunned for a momont foeling the numbness of the wound edd the tingling
finside® feeling of the fonmg in her hand, Then she jorked awny, blood streeming
thickly along the inside of her fingers. The dog snerled and through that sourd she
hecrd the mon's gutturrl call to the doge The dog poussed rnd she was nble to stumble
inside an slam the door,

Once safe she regynrded the deep tears in hor flesh, slightly blue at the edges
of the perforotod areas and pulsoting vd th darl: engey bldod. FEech throb increased
the pein in hor hand, The arch of it rose steadily to a orescendo which made dull
red olog her sights, She fell slowly forward wi thout feeling the impast of the floor,
In Pading concinuaness she remoembored the doppe-=it was unl-cked, The man was knock=
ing on the door urgently. "Are you all right?®™ "Are you in there?" "Are you there?”
Blam, e oblomesobig fists againct the woode I didn®t lock the door. Not lle cen get
in} Ye eon gebt ind

¥erion ‘Yoolf

Poemg coming home

Far flung pleins; stark egcirst the sky
“Where rugged mesos Jut

Their shoadow=scarred peaksj

Cloud pirrecing rimrocks .

Agrinst the wide winged sky.

Fallow ficlds lie ouietly

In burnt fold tones of cuturm done,
They 1lie in the dovming hours
Slowly coring out of purple

Ag the morningsgtor evaporotes
Beneeth the 8till flerce sune
Conclsves of erch ongel clouds 111
The wide winged sky, :
Sunshine trumpets mark tho doy pansed,
¥nds veowve hrittle stubble

In the evening ecrth,

Farion Toolf




SPARE THE ROD

Mrs. Marshall locked over the heads of the thirty bundles of per-
petual motion called Section B, sixth grade. "Education doesn't have a
chance nowdays,” she told the ceiling, "not with all the new-fangled dis-
tractions. No discipline in the homes, either. Jpare the rod and they
will hit you with it, I always say."

She rapped several sets of knuckles with her skin-polished ruler and
stilled, momentarily, the restless breeze of whispers.

Norma sucked a smarting fist and pelted Mrs. Marshall's corset-
armoured back. "Who do you think you are, old slat-fanny, whacking me
like I was a little kid? I hate you, old prune face. You won't let me do
nothin®, just like my dad."™ Her thoughts side-stepped the grammar lesson,
an unintelligible blure of verbs, nouns, and prepositions dusting her
mind, and skidded back to the breakfast-time wrangle with her father.

TEverybody wears lipstick., You want me to be a freak? Mom 'ud let
me., Why can't I?7 Why can't I? The slup, slup of dun-hued coffee, well
creamed, had been his only answer. :

Norma crossed her eyes at Rita, hating her red lips. Rita raised one
eyebrow and popped her gum in puzzled interest as Norma's grimace became
a smirk. Her anger lost in sudden remembrance of XKathlyn and her promise,
Norma squirmed impatiently as the spineless afternoon ecrawled on. -

The four o'clock freedom bell stirred the excitement that sogged like
too much bread in her stomach. She forced her desk drawer closed on the
nest of notes, gnawed text books, rsd-slashed assignment papers, and gum
wads; then sidled down the hall as Kathlyn hissed a command in their orig-
inal secret code. "Eat-may ee-may tee-ay he-tay est-ray oom-ray."

With one foot on the toilet handle--the noise a precaution against
spieg-=-Kathlyn clutched Norma's arm and demanded: Myou ain't gonna chicken
out, are you?" '

" YCourse I ain't. Kathlyn, you sure it*ll work? What if my dad
won't let me go spend the night with anyone?™ . .

"Look, I told you there's an American Legion dance tonight and your
old man goes to all the dances. He'll be glad to get rid of you."

Horma nodded. . '

The two girls sauntered out of the restroom, then scurried from the
building as Mrs. Marshall advanced down the hall.

"What's eating you?" snapped Father, his irritation mounting as he
realized Norma had been bumbling around all evening. "You been up to some-
thing?® - ‘
gThe staccato voice of a sportscaster interrupted with important news,
and he didn't think of his daughter again until the phone call came--some
husky-voiced female inviting her to spend the night with Mary Francis.
Busky-voice didn't sound like a matronly housewife. He smoothed his tone
and suggested maybe he should bring little Norma over, but at the reply
he hitched one suspendered shoulder and let his chest sag back to his
stomach .

"All right,"” he said, "Keep an eye on her. Don't let her get away
~with anything." ’

He rattled the daily crime spread belligerently and took his place
with the furniture.

Norma burrowed in the shambles of her dresser for pajamas, then tip-
toed to her mother's room. The dusty stillness of the room, changed only
by the powdered film of timne, pushed the memory of the woman into her
thoughts.

gNorma walked to the closet, unconsciously holding her breath.

She wrapped the rhinestone studded pumps in the pajgmas and closed
the door against the loneliness that pushed against her in this room.



"Behave yourself tonight," came from behind the newspaper. "Don't try
playlg% :oskyhtomorrow, either. Hear me?" ’
a she said, rebellion returning. and with it i it.  "Gud-

night, Daédya“ g, s excitement. ud

While Kathlyn dressed, she snickered about the phone call: "Norma,

your old man is really a dope. He even tried to make a pass at me.,"
V'Norma giggled.nervously as she tried to straighten the uneven smear

of lipstick outlining her mouth, She removed the rhinestone studded pumps

and wriggled her toes against the tingle from their tightness.

‘ "Yah, I guess he is a dope, to make a pass at you," she retorted.

She pictured her father, bushy eyebrows barely visible above his newspaper,

then saw again for a moment her mother's room deadened with dust. No

wonder she went away. He hates me, top, she thought.

Norma foreed her feet into her mother's favorite high heels again, the
shine of rhinastones only a little too glassy, and followed Kathlyn from
the room a. tha doorbell rang.

'hey Jleft the darkened house and Norma's shrill laugh echoed Kathlyn's
as the stocky men helped them into the car.

-= FEllen Bonelli --

THE PARASITE

A parasite 18 one who feeds on the flesh of its fellow beings. Incapable

of life alone, unable to nurture itself, it regencvates iteelf by sucking at
ancther's blood. Evil is the humen parasite, for he feeds on the blood and flesh
of mankind. More evil is the female human parasite, for she is unsatisfied with

one life and must prey again and agin.

As the young tendrils of the perasite curl sweetly around the huge tree, she
charms those who brought her forth, She grows and strenpthens her grasp, sucking
its life away, until at last, she forsakes them for a younger, stronger tree.

Now, the new tree must give nurture to her, for she needs his lifeblood to
sustain her. Slovly, slovly, even as the time passes, his life is drained; he

w28 nothing left to give.

The parasite begins to wither and to seek & new giver of life. She grasps
at the aiy around his dead branches, seeking the life he gives no longer. Down,
down her tendrils droop, groping for new life., Suddenly, one touches a tiny branch.
in 1ts path. With sensuous grace, it curls gently arcund it, sliding down until it
reaches the trunk. With deliverate twists, it soon encompasses the slender txrunk in
its grip, It coils closer and closer as tiny feelers probe beneath its bark. Food,
at last!"” There is new life! 8She sucks hungrily, drawing its life into herself.

. The sapling falters in its growth upward and begins to wither and droop.
. Drop by drop, its lifeblood is drained away. Its life waning, at last, its branches
| hang in lifeless stillness, the promise of its life unfulfilled.

The perasite writheg in hunger, for she must have blood, she must have life!
Shoots dart here and there, sedrching for food, the all important. Food..o.lifec..
she must find food.... ’ '

Dut, alas, all is gone; there is none there for her to cling t0..0.. and she dies.

Barbra Sweatt

‘
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CAVE=IN

Nick punched the button that stopped the loader and nodded his light
at the buggy operator who reversed his position and stamped on the for-
ward pedal:. The coal-laden shuttle-car moved like a ponderous beetle out
the entry toward the ramp, complaining every foot of the way. As the
sound of the machine became remote and the roar of the loader's motor
gradually disappeared, Nick turned to his helper.

"Sam, maybe you better check the roof again. We're too far ahead of
the timber te suit me."

Sam lifted his pick and walked to the loader. He c¢limbed over one of
the monstrous spiked arms and onto the broad, flat head, where he could
more easily reach the roof of the mine., He placed the fingers of his
ungloved left hand against the smooth rock and rapped the head of the pick
against a nearby spot. A elear, anvil-like tone resounded at each blow.

"She sounds okay to me, Nick. Not a bit drummy, and 1 can't feel any
wvibrationa. Of course, that might not mean anything; the last federal
inspector that was here says you can't tell anything through more than six
or eight inches and the stuff that came down in those other pillars is
elose to two feet thiek."

Jam descended from his perch.

"She's pretty heavy, though,"™ Nick commented. "Look at the way some
of the cap-pleces are squoze down over the tops of the timbers. That
damned Martelli! If he wasn't always belly-achin' about percentages, I°'d
pull out of here now. I can't see where .he gets the idea that the Third
Left crew gets five percent more coal out of the pillars than we do. We've
stayed in everyone of them just as long as we could.?

"Aw, he can't make us stay just because he's mine foreman. The safety
committee will stand back of you when it comes to something like this."

"Yes, but that wouldn't stop his dirty little digs about percentages
and yeller streaks. We'll try and get a couple more buggies before she
breaks loose."

The shuttle-car came up the entry, whining for a load, and soon went

- out, whining because it had one. ‘

"Listen," Sam yelled above the dying motor. "Shefs a-talkin’ to youl®

Above the final low hum of the motor came the sound of wood that is
punished beyond endurance. The incalculable weight of a mountain forced
from the timbers high-pitched squeaks like cornered mice. OCar-pieces wers
inexorably compressed until many of them were only half their original

" thickness. The rock overhead was making small pop-corn noises, and through-

" out the area little flakes were dropping regularly. The coal that was left

~ in a small stump reaching from floor to roof was shooting small pieces like
a careless boy with a flipper, while larger pieces ocecasionally broke loose

- and tobogganed to the bottom of the pile.

The two men stood silently facing each other, listening intently.

" Between patches of coal dust their faces showed the color of toadstools. A

. timber in the third row out eracked like a shot as it snapped in the middle
- and bowed grotesquely. ' _
: "Get goin?, Sam? 3She's comin' ini" Nick reached for the starter but-
ton with one hand and the high-gear lever with the other.
' Sam stooped to pigck up the heavy cable that was the loader's life-line.
‘ "Get out of here, you dumb sonocfabitchl" Nick screamed at him.
.Then Sam dropped the cable and ran.
o The popping from the rock had increased to a crackling, them a rumb-
ling, and larger pieces were falling. As the massive shovel-head of the
loader lifted and the machine began to slowly pick up speed with its twin

- tracks clawing desperately for a foothold, the roof dropped.
First, a report like a charge of dynamite, and a tremor throughout the

" mine; then a wind like a loecalized hurricane that carried a suffocating mix-
ture of ecoal and rock dust; then the rattle of a few hesitent pieces of rock;

then--nothing.




The Al Ginary

There cere pats in el rared T 205 on, T vos s-re thirty
miles from town, ot the ¢1ir ves clern, Ceersinnelly ¢ wild
cruary wnuld flatter fren the top of & coniton nod treao,

[ cheoked the sorednunter nilorercessfanr mileas gomth. "Iihouph
there c'es no nime on the meilbor, I tried it onyey. The Orivee
ey w8 mmch smooihepr thon the reed, bLome ehviehens snened - nochan
a8 I Jdrnve into the yord., I stodned Deside ¢ »ialkan traek ond
on old srey erre which hed the Nnod ¢nd cCoors removed,

. An onen moreh Letned on the somiier ouses ‘Jhe €90 story
Wil ldinge withere! Cron o thirst for neint.  ‘The honse, 785 cll as
the ather Latldingsr in the yird, silently reported endaring yocars
of Jldrserds o droyhts, & oy==apemmt the gsize of my sixeycors
0ld aeMcdesrirored fram "ne of the vildiners, Wotlicine e oor,
he sgemmered botad the rov of DI1ossaminge roasboerry bushes,

T 8t~ o’ ot of the orr rrdeshiostitetod, There wes no 1ien,
Hit on the stath side of the horse ves ¢ lilee bnsh, Tt bloomed
hervily MAth ¢ lisnt parale,  hon ¢ Cop spranye ont from under
the noreht #nd yroaed disopnrovil, A smell volee from the srove
brelktanee,; ®lore Tousor, here Tonser.® leluctently, the dog
obayed pnd = impepsd to the trees.

Then, thronsh the corrcl 'wles slinned 2 middle=rged mene e
weg 01 tnd xllnd s AT an stilts,

o do yon ot ® I boepen,

“Nowdy. ®

"Gaald yo tr11 moee=ies {7is the Shart nleca?®

o, this is 1t," he renlied,

I fe0¢ the orr dwor Tell stmit, "I 7m the connty ecoraner, ond
I ¢m vere gancerning theees

® /011, 1%z just o neigibor,® he bLroke in, ® 'been holp'n
then nnt, ®

"o, T seo. ‘Joll miybe your ¢onld heln me ¢ little," T seoid,
ey weye to mile ¢ revort for the records one for the peper as to
thir ciusme of dovthe”

Byasy mern chether 1t os siicide or sorcthing 1ike tha€7™ he
o elerd,

“Yam, thnt's 1te Onfn you tell we fnythine ebont it o€ all?°®

®rll, I os the first one over hepe ofisr he done it. " “hile
the brovcwghinrllarsd aen s s eciine he roised one fnrot on to
the raner of 18 Yeheun tnd lerned on his kneo, Bf¢ o8 (PS8,
Shubert who ceme over Lo rnt me.  Thet's my ploce down there,”

Mis lon~ ¢rm fimed to ¢ ;rans of troes forthor on Cown thr road,
"You knot, 1t's funny how o aman conld be so oflm ond yet he os
wdte o8 thet women - 08.  Yhe stid ¥ 411 you come heln me cnt
don my bay. !iels gy Wimself.? 211, ~hen I got horeesit wes
overth re in the bern-=% lle inficrted @ Nigh baildine ot the for
cnd of the corrrl, FI uwent in (nd the old men es stendine there,
e wesn't any el ot ©1l,  Jell, Yirgll wis over noar the cornor,
YWig kneres were toucghting the pronnd, tnd 11 those ranes were @
mess, s0 I trok my nocket tmife and ~Mile I held him, I cut the
rope just cbove "is head. Then T icid Mim down cn¢ looscned the
ropo from “is nrok. Il free was sort of durnle ond cold, ™




The seryen d00 o et ey o 1&"{"“‘4~ TTN 3] ST S oyt
fle we s tall cnd stomby, dooad 00 v oincay, he wmme . e Gy L '
frome rleoacrs vory clo oo Ga " s oy, A 5@ L ety o 6 o SRR
of "i« foreohweids The neir' ior ok nte is aid e o
ot e drivee sy 'ile T st e toero,

dakin @ derd breath, T sarene’tn?, "o o oy G0®
The ald min remd ined motionTeus, %o Aol v ore . 10

the ~roand irond the ale daor~1lesg ciry, vir T oond T Soi g Vi T s
short brereths,

The screon dhor opened froin ond o Bdn oo G o o f
‘orchs The free under the moreh snandad poels megr mede Toy e 5oads
of hrr Dleck shors s shwe willad ta ju-d cheord of & oo R IR

Mo Go yon doy, man?® T os0id, just os oy thre ot 13y o0

lello. ® Nicdred tondans in ter neek aumaovt o« o o oo

*I"m the connty covaner ond T, "

“Yos?® There o5 devotion in her voice,

Sl

"I, ahy, T wonld like to laok #t yoar Loen,® ot ae o ne

"Yes, you meoy Look vronnd 11 von LTike,® st - 0,

fThank yoa, mon,® It cas Tike ¢ forn Mo o et oo v e
“ithout striking, "I conft be lon~ ® T «boptod o o 40 o 1

"t plecse, swioter,® she cadded, "Hen®t owl i oy
abont 1t.® Iler finrers trembi-od,  “He hasp®t oo 0 oo o0 "
I rememboerad he stern fios omd nedded, T w0 Gt ar o

hemse, T tarned, cri led therigch thes coerod al o, e peeos taed
the Dorn, Tro White=Ticnd cixlves ore Poeane Lapoc s e s 00 5
the adjiernt Lt stare, Farther onut, the her groz0 o0 U Lo

hillside,

A door es open,  Inside, in ne corner bDetias boro of
stonehions, ¢ L9211 Doy st up, e v iboat six foact €11, T
His Ywinad ves ¢ tingsled ropey,

"1l , there,® I cowed un to the stonehions,

Py, ® dle cres ostroenger bnt s veices won't ococit ot
"Are ynn o broihery® I e sked,
", T

. nw

MMow miny bro lers 0o yau ‘v ve)
" Tlye ot siceafive,® lHe fuanbled o o the pove,

®hoare ore they noocy "
Chy, theyre ¢t Teble Jowmtiin Schond UEEEES S LA R
Blarr ol s s, cla=Vipg iy ® ‘
e s ¢ el coim on Lhe stool, B e 3 N s
nlde L. [ pexte® His eyes oy S AR IR I SRS W £ T
10« e tl s’ ot o Fabe Rt chiomr e v nteod i R
pood~d Didm oot here, so od Wi’ Hhive woo o Doy, ® ;
"icente Virvil cut T Dd o oer s dope T o0
20T o't Lno -1 o i sy SO U ' w b
ced®  1is words Deogone Tixm,
Ryanr attier sofd Lt T oronte doed crnar, ' -
heoe=t/es foundady®
Ty ey, ™ Hle Inok~d am ft Bie xifLorn, |
O SR 00 TR AN TTIN - AR LIS ALY & N AL RO L I R A AN “
i cyes o idensds Do 70
BAfi, Tin O Beeeliong o1 ®
He 1noked firectly ot mee ™le didn't hWing b eifi"
" et .
BY was an recidrnt, ¥ e drooned the ropo, ",'hy cante Fbee ooy
to hong LUimself|® i
‘




"An aceident] Jell, "iow did 1t heppen?®

"lle usod to nsoc these ropes to pet Mis boel: straipht, 1o
ti:isted 1€ or somotiing while he ';ea doing some 1liftin« om "11s errg®

RO, ® '

®Y stw him in herr bofore end thet is whoat he soid he oS doinge

*.hot wos he doing on his eor?® I asked,

Outc ®

"y d4dn't you or one of his brothers holp him?®
' "tCause Ded tanght we shonld bo working or pulling eods out
of the ditehes, instend of working on cers.?

"yhore «id he ot the cor?®

e Lonpht 4t in toun while he wes working thore.®

*I sec, Lut how could he help his back in herel®

¥ith 2 laep around himsclf oand over that rafter," he pointod
to & notoh where o rope could heve been strung throurh, "And he
wonld pi1ll himself up o¢nd somohow snap his beek in plaern, NAndes
he must hovee..” I[lis volce weont shrill,

"Yos, ‘Jell, thonk you very much.

I turned to walk out. From the door I heord him umbiing ¢o
himsolf ovor tho ropes. I pot to the pole fonco, erowled throurh
it, andeshesitoted, I walked on, ond cs I possed the nld hoodless
eor I lnoked 4n ot the ongine. UScveral wrenches and engine bolts
ware lyins cround. The front port of tho congine was propped up by
a borrd. I ot in my ocr, storted 4t, ond beeoked oround. Glanoing
breky, I noticoed somothins clso uncdor the old ear, It wes © heavy
blocksnith!s harmer,

wa'{§1iiam ., Soutihvall

The Vind

The wind, the busy farmor of the sky,

Is suthering mis cotton erap todoy,
‘Picking fet puffs of olond or dDessing by
Cthors too thin ond weovily to Doy

Then oiling oll this eron into ¢ errt,

Itve horrd its heels rumbling cs it rolled,
T~ honls mis clancs to ~here te sotting sun,
Tn hanest trede, ~ill turn them into rold,

we= Inync Orton

"I ¢on't know exitetly, I think he was (rying to tolke the eneine

L}




SUCH STUFF A3 DREAMS ARE MADE OF

In her ninstieth year, the ghadowy form of FEthel Vane, # lady post, was raturnad
'to Mother Earth in the precise method Ethel hergelf hud presoribad for ‘ar own burd 41
A strong iron box, free from cracks and drafts and dempness, had seriisr “asen anchopod
the deep dark hol.o Then, when aongs had been sung and poetry reocited Ly her fr,».d«
Ethel was left alons in her mauve velvet cagket banked with fiowers

As requestsd, the workmen waited until the last iimouszine had rollsd away, befors
hey lowerad the remsins into the safety of the iron box, screwsd the 1id down tight, end
locked it with av iron key.
"With 811 thegs precautions, " annoumced the saretaker of rairmount Cewetevy, "!'4
gay the ould lady ought to rest sasy till Gaby's trumpet sounds. ile an all 41 “lower 3,
pvery last spray of roses, 'till there's not one inch of the mundane sart. to e comm, eor
majesty's orders, my boys! Towbstone'!s ready, too, except for the usts of ler copth,
And that can be sand-blasted right here on the grounds," he contivuad.

"What about perpetusl care =- that pervided for?®
"0 indeed] Evergreen blenkets to warm her esch winter, Fioware =« purple pativiic ce
to be planted in the two marble wrns each Decerstion Day. iilsht thew htrul te crowids
ull the comforts for her new ebode..... Well, goodbye, sthel., /ol blessiv: on vou fax
the generous tip for each of the diggersi”
At seven o’clook the iron gates of the cemetery awuny giowl . «hit: ‘o protaol tha
vity of the dead from the vandalism of the 1livin within he yean wgres »f lawn:
and ghrubs end trees, the birds went about their iliving pultsrng, quice 2 llvicus to the
fact that a post who made songs to match their own, wae now A permanent vwsllar emon then
: Ethel Vane knsw not how long she had been reaiing thera in har lsvender ectin sown
on cuilted satin plllows -~ whether 1t was & day or a wilisniom tusre was 1o one %o infor
PTher . All ghe knew was that ghe awoke rested and renewed, just ss e wovld have “ons  on
morning on earth when she falt in the creative wood

9

] Why not write a poem to record this new sxpeilence” Hut how’ tu;idly  ahe had
neglected Lo bring paper cr pencil with her on this twportart Jourray,
Ah, she would racord it in ths heart of hor best dlving frocod o Cittle _usvt
ind Lucy would transmit it to paper for all the wor'd Lo share,
' Ethel engraved the poem of her experience in ths fcart of lucy then overa oe

hs circle of poets gathered to hear the inspired crasiion,
{ Lucy resd =aloud:
WHAT 135 Dohd
Ah, do not say that death is desth
A sllence where no wolce i lourd,

Death hath a volce urmoved oy bresilies
Sweet meditation, ... 1o words
"Any comment on my idea?" querisd Lucy
HER idea--the plagisristi
Ethel felt an irritatlon risiny and slowly amotheris: her. Tha allerctes, whe
ives of earth =~ and no room to swall in! wehnin Hafan

POET!.. PRAYER

0 Poetry, spare us the blame
For rhymse coumitted in thy name.

And may we never be that poet
Who bores to tears and doesn't know it!
wme AT Hafen




SATAN'S ANGEL

He was not deformed--deformities can be beautiful. He was merely
universally repulsive,

"The same thing for you tonight, Mac?" asked the bartender.

"That's right," said the ugly man, "only make it a double."

"Ok. Just a secont~-here." '

"Thanks." , _

"Better pay now, buddy, we had to carry you out last night you know."

"Yeah, Okay."

"What you want to get drunk like that for?" asked the bartender, look{

ing away from his customer's face.

"Jesus Christ. Oh Jesus."

"Egscuse me a minit Mac, I got another customer."

"Sure. JSure.” :

b"Now what wus we talkin' about?" asked the bartender to the rings on

the bar.

"Nothin'. Gimme another double." _

"0k, Mac, if that's the way you want it. Hey! Where you goin'? Com
back and pay for that last drink." _

"Keep your skin on. I'm just going over to this lady's table. Excus
me pardner. Let me through; damn your big fat feet. Can I buy you a
drink, Matam?"

"Sure--oh--ah excuse me, I thought you were somebody else. Really I
would like it, but I have sort of a date."

"Yeah., Yeah I get the picture. Jesus Christ, don't look away like
that." '

"Tt's not that. I'm sure you're charming, but I just have a date."

"You don't have to explain, I get you. Thanks for nothing."

"Hey?! Bartender, mix up another double. I'm coming back to you.
Look out, bud, or 11} kick your ass." '

"Criminy, you sure got a loud voice; ain’'t you ashamed?” said the bar-

tender to the air a few inches in front of the ugly man's face as he wedged
himself into the crowd in front of the bar. "Here’s your drink."

"Shut up your godamned hole and let me drink."

"You bet, buddy, I don't need nobody te talk to."

"Before you go, fix me another drink, and one for my friend here next
to me., Thanks. You want a fight, comrade? I didn't think you would;
you'll drink my whisky but you won't fight with me. Crap, I can't even
pick a fight; anybody would look like a chickenshit beatin% up on me, Can
you feature the neave of that broad turning me down cold like that? Did
you see it? Did you? Wait a minute. Where is she going now? Good Lord,
not that big Marine. He's probably dumb enough to take it too. She's
sure talking hard; by God she's done it; the silly bastard is going with
her. I sure do hate big guys like that don't you, comrade? You ever been
turned down cold. I suppose you have with an ugly face like that. What
are you looking at? Don't look at me like that! Come back! I'1ll buy
you another drimk. No. No! Oh god no. For Christ's sake, bartender, gim-
me the bottle." '

"T better call a cab for you," said the bartender. "Why you crying
about an old whore like that for?"

"God. If someone would just look me in the eye more than once."

"Hey buddy, where you goin'? Let me call you a cab--oh well-~yeah I
hear you. One beer coming up. Who? Ah, I don't know who. He's just

some drunk, been coming in here lately--he sure as hell is. Bout the ugli-

est 1 ever seen, I believe."
"Look out," said the ugly man to the averted faces along the street.

"Third floor,™ he said to the elevator operator at his apartment house

"God, you're ugly,” he said to his pseudo=-self in the bathroom mirror.
"You can't even get anybody mad enough at you to kill you and you can't kil]
yourself, either. Dammn I wish I wasn't so ugly. I wish I was different
than I am. Oh, how I wish.

Se———
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He felt the muscles tighten in his calfs and thighs; he fel i
. t his
ghoulders swell with power. He gritted his pointed tgetﬁ, growled deep
in his throat, and flew out the window looking for a big Marine.

-= David Craftsg ~-
MRS, FARLEY GETS THE GHOST

My parents had gone out of towm that weekend to attend the fumeral of a close
friend and left me with Mrs, Farley, who had once been a neighbor %o us, Mother had
kissed me and left ms standing just inside the screen door, reminding me to be a
gweot girl and mind Mra, Farley,

"You were Just a baby when I lived nextedoor to your mother," she asaid as we
went into the living room, her arm avound my shoulder. I say on the old fashioned
sofa which had colorful 1little yo yo scarfs pinned to the arms, I wss facinated by
the what-not shelves loaded with brightly painted chima dolls and teasups., Mrs. Frire
ley aa:g;n the straw-back rocking chalr opposite me and it squedk®d as it recelved
her we t. S

"What grade are you in?* she asked, taking a worn leathér Blble from the table
bealde her,

HPifth,™

®"That's fine, Do you like scheol?"

"Jea mam, When the teacher lets us draw and paint, And I don't like Arithme.-
tie." T eat stiffly on the edge of the sofa, fingering with the hem of my dress.

"What are your hoblles?" she asked, apparently trying to save the lagging con-
versation. T crossed my legs and mettled back against ths ecushions,

"Most of all I 1ike to swim and skate and yide my bike and go to the movies,"”
She glanced up from leafing through her Bible and back to the pages.

"Yes," she sighed, "I used to go to the movies until it ceme to me that it was
wrong." I became lnterested. _

“You mean it's wrong to go to the show?® '

"It % bad influence on a young mind, Puts evil thoughts and all manner o? valn
imaginatione in your head.” _ :

"But I just lgve to go to the show, and gowboy plctures aren't bad at gll.”

"Ohi" ghe exclaimed, putting on her rimless glasses, “Them’s the worat kind.
With shootin? and K111in! and all manners o' carryin's oni® I felt a 1little hurt as
I recalled how my favorite Western hero bravely chased after the villan or rode out
across the plain to rescue the runaway stagecoach. She adJusted her glasses and
1lifted the Book closer to her fage.

"] don' kmow which is worser on our youmg folks today~-picture houses or funny
books." The attack on fivmy books stung me even harder, but I lnew that I would get
novhere by protesting. She sighed ag if the world’s iniquities rested solely on her
shoulders, She looked up at me over the tops of hor glasses,

"I sipose you'll be a~wantin’ to wear lip paint t0o?" I uncrosaed ry legs and
sat closer ‘to the sofa‘s edge,

"lother says I can wear light pink when I twrn thirteen,” I thought hopefully
of the day when I could own as many tubes as I liked and line them up in n row on my
dressing table, :

"IHt's a pure sin," she mmbled, and my heart sank some rore, "No wonder there’s
8o much meaness in the world today. Women flauntin’ the body the good Iand gave fan,
gmearin® thelr face with paint, kinkin' their hair,..to parade themselves before men'’s
eyes," An unslean sensation began in my stomaoch and traveled upward, This time I
felt angry with her.

"Dut my Mother wears lipstiekd”

© "Yes," she answered, watching my face, "Your Mother's a good woman. You mee,"
she hesitated, "what's wrong for me might not be wrong for your Mother," I was satiee
fied, and so was Mrs, Farley, but I pondered for a moment over the possibility of the

We ate our supper on the little breaifast table ia the kitchen, Mrm. Farley cocke
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ed a boller of hot buttered grits, a pattle of sausage each poured two eups of "gassye
froas" tea, and coocked hoecaltes of. egs bread to eat with waz.emllon'rind preserves

" ‘and butter. "You're golng to ehurch with me tonipht," she arnounced, so after the

dfghes were cleared away and leftovers put in the oupboard, I changed into my pink
starched sundress ond slipped on ry white sandals, lirs, Farley fluffed my sash into
a huge bow and tied my halr back with a pink ribbon, T

As we walked, the houses became fewer and farthor apart, "We Jus® roved in ou
new churchhouse," che sald, as we approached a red brick building trimmed in white.
Below the low fat steeple in bright neon lights f£1iokored the name "Asgembly of God."
Tt was 8:00 o'clock and not quite dark. Groupas of men and women stood chatting on the
lmwm, while children ran in and out among them, - I notleed the famdliar face of a glrl
I xmew at school., Judy Amn, laughing back at the boy who pursued her, rased by and

nearly stumbled into re., lhen she saw me she amiled breathlessly,

"Heyd Do you belong to our chureh? R ' o

lio," anavered lirs. Farley, "shels visitin® tonight. Come alt with ua, Judy."
Two women approached us walldng arm In avn, Thelr faces Vrere pale :dnd without makeup,

"ell, Sister Farley! 1lle missed you at Church last Sunday." = =

" Yes, I know, I been ailin® vith this ole surmer eold ond eouldn®s get out, Dut
I'n Hout over it now," L . L . j

"Did you hear? lMarths Jean got the Holy Ghoat last Sunday might fer the first
time," she sald proudly, clreling her arn about the yowrper woman®s waist, She was tall-
er than her mother, and her wrists were bandaged and the umder part of hep forearts were
gtreaked with merchurochrame,. g L -

#Yes mamd®. continued her mother, "She was at tho altar for two hours and she pray=
ed go long and beat on the floor so hard she puré rubbed the slcln off’n her axms:® The
girl smiled modestly. "Dut she didn®t leave thot .altar 4311 ohe got the Ghost," I
stared amazed, at the bandages wntil I became swore that she was staring at me,

I followed 18, Farley into the riddle aisle and sat down, Iight played on the
brilliant colors of the stain glasgs vindows and shirrded on the blue velvet cholr cure
tains behind the pulpit. I admired the deep vaose of yellow ¢hrysanthemms én the altar
table. The plamis$ took her place at the plano, s, Forley nuiged re with her elbow.

"That's Sister Johna, the preacher?'s wife.” The robust womn srdled pleasantly at
the comgrepation. ler fingers dorted over the keys, jJazzing an old fardliar hyme Dro-
ther Johne stepped to the platform and ammounced thres tines,. the page mmbor in the
hymal., I stood and sang from a rapged book, Iirs, Farley sang through her nose. The
voices around me were nelther smoqth nor in harmony, but loud and £lat in nasnl. tones.
On the laoet verse of the hymm, Dro., Johns removed hls coat and loosensd his tle, Ile
grasped the sides of the pulpit with both honds and began to relots the cold amd brutal
murder of a certain man and IHa etranpe and wornderfu' gift to the world: The Iloly Ghost.
s volce grew thicker and his breathing quickensd, until hls nolsy intaks of breath bee
came a part of his message., Il hung on the ends of hig words and his voice rose and
fell as if her wers chanting, I felt 111 at eace and glanced at lors, Farley, but could
detect no reaction in her face, I looked ovor at Judy Ann but her face was exprossion-
less., A mon down on tho gecond row of the left aisle shouted something to tho preach-
er and another sanctioned it. , :

"Anen, preacher, ameni"™ This scemed to pive the man more vigor amd determination,

"If ya haven® mot the Iloly Ghoot yit, vhy havencha® he shouted at them. M"lave
va prayed to thé Lord? Iinve ya repented of yor sing? Then my brothers and sisters if
va haven't and you want yer souls to be saved fron the depthg of that avful hell, then
corme follow Jeeeesus, and caast yer burdens on the oroasi” ' '

ﬂAann .

"Coat your burdens...on the crossl" , i

Clory to s lamed" I whispered to Judy and she bent her ear closer to my face,

"That's the difference in the Nloly Ghost, and just giy ghost?® : .

Mell,"" ghe batted her eyes intelligently, "the Holy Ghost is...holys"

Miow, my brothers and sistera, you may call re a "hellfire preacher”, ocuz thast

Jus? vhat T an, I don' knov o' nothin® I'd rather preach aboutlm

" Amen )" :
"Cuz I dom® know of nothin® I'm more feaved of, I ain’ pefeared of what any man




kin do ta re...l ain't a=feared o' dyin’, but let me tell you tnat ever tire I think
of them hot flomes leapin'® up arcund thenm lost souls in torment preparsd for the wicke
ed, I get soooo upset, that I can't help but prsach about 144"

"Amen, brother!"

"hat dld Jesus say? lle said, '"Delieve on me and thou shalt be saved,® Yessir,
thas® a1l we have to do. De ligve on the lord Jesus Christ and thon shalt be saved."
lelleluighi®

"Yes, ry zood people, Jesus humg bleeding on that tree...bled at every pore. lle
spilt that precious blood for lost souls like you and me. And that blood's pot gogavin®
rerd" .
P "Projece the Laudd" A pan at the end of our row jumped up and raised his eyes to
the ceiling and 1ifted his armg stralpht above his head, Trembling began in his hands
and coursed down his orms until his whole Lody shook eomvulsively. "Praise the Laud,"
he eried in a quivering voles, Iy heart beat faster and I blushed with a shame I
triet to suppress. Dro. Johns, seelng that he could not corpete with this man, used
that mement to wipe the sweat from his face. He rolled up his shirt sleeves and lean
ed on ono arm at the pulpit, The man in the audience ended his pralses abruptly and
took his scct, A man on the row in back of him leaned forward and tmderstandingly pate
ted him on the baeck. Dro, Johuns continued his sermon,

"Dut that tloed was not spilt in vain, It'11 wash us uhiter'n snowd Do you bew
lleve 1477

"Amend®

fAmen” A chorus of amens rang througzhout the room, Then he screamed at them
his plump face firey red, nearly bursting with ths intensity of his message.

"Then why doncha 1i3e 147" A faint myble fuged with a serdes of groans and
one or two walls., The elderly lady two goxts down with gray bair pulled back into a
neat bundle, mopped her face ahd repeated guietly to herself, "Messid Jesus. Ulessiq
Jesus," I liastened to the soft cocoing of the old veloe and saw 2 wrinkled hand clutch-
ing a small testament lying ¢pen in her lap, I could not decide how I really felt,
s, Farley fanned herself «igorously.

"Oh dear Jesua it's hot!" Tho rixed odor of perapiration and cheap powder seemed
to grow more sickening and I put rmy handkerchelf to my nose ond breathed through the
cloth, The revolving fon at the altar served only to clreulate the waym damp alr.

At 9:30, Dro, Johns eoncluded his sermon., A few left the church, same wrorained
seated and cthers went down to the front, Men ond women lmeld before the altar, pray-
ing aleoud, and the words of each, mingled with the prayer of aonother, There were cries
for merey and deliverence, and ¢s the prayers becarwe more fervent, intense screarring
and sobbing rose from the altar, I pgazed with wonder at the kneeling fipures, and mare
velled at this strange power thal seemed to possess themew-that f£illed them such a de-
gire to reosive it. Ome dark-haired man uttersd stranre nolses, and spoks in a lan-
guage I could not understand. He appeared to have no coutrol over his tongue nor his
body, as he swayed from side to side and rocked to and fro on his knees, Jabbering in
an unknown tongus. A woman gave a plereing serean and her head bouneed in uncontrole
lable Jerks. Iler body wrenched and she erled out as if in pain, "I'm ao happyl" she
shouted and fell prostrate on the floor, I locked avay and avoided looking back for
several moments, A young woran paced up and doun the front wringing her hands and
pleading for forgivensss, Sistor Johns took her hond and led her ‘o the altar ond
knelt with her there, I felt deeply concernmed for one lady who had prayed ond wept
contimigusly. She rose, brushed hep akirt, and strolled over to a lady seated neor me.
I liatensd closely to hear what she right say. She pinched the material in her dress
slseve,

"Mattio, do you remamber when I bought this dress? Uell dld you Imow T've had it
for jus' this leng, and 1t's already coming apart at the sleeves? Dern cheap raterial."
Fragrments of conversation drifted up to mo from the rows in baels,

"IMOO' 1y husband can’t come to church...pot to hit that bottle every Saturday
night go's he can beegood an' stewed como ounday Never touched a drop ¢111 I married

'im...g0ee to show you can’t never tell about a
"lell, Mmdie, you've got one problen and I've g‘Oﬁ anothero 4y husbend’s selfw-




._..i__f,;’.s;t,osuso Don®t roed to come to church,,,thinl's he's good 'ruffl® Judy Arm Yook
oy hand. ' T
"Come 70 down vith me." lichanically I obeyed and selfegonelously .
down the slale. I sew Mrs, Farley kneeling in the group and I felt beitgﬁl&ge:d sd};:r
locked wp a'(.vr:e ond smiled, I found a space dlreetly in front of her and got on my
Inees. At .«...m’c__l' o8 aware only of the rumhles and groons and andible prayers of
?h*" o_;Jx_cm:, th.;t L tried to push then fron my mind amd eoncentrate on my own prayer.
Then T heoard l'rse Tarley, and the lady besids her was praying with her and slapping
Ler o:ant}:e back, saying "Seek 'im, sister, meek fimi® I glanced around at lrg. Fare
ley, Yeors were streaming down her face. Suddenly she made a lunge forurrd and hew
hands caught ry shoulders, her fingers digring into my flesh, She goroansd 1n my ear
until I thought my head weuld burst, and I £limg hey hands frem me and Jurped to my
i:aet, I s‘c.‘-m@le(i over feet and loge, ran up the alsle to the exdt cnd threw opsn the
door, I sat down on the stome steps, plunged ry fingers into my ears and burded 1y
face In my lap. A slight treeze stdrred, eooling the dampness in the ¢ollay of rgy
dreas., Il'h.eied to relmx, ond raised my head and breathsd the fresh alr freoly, I
tock v fingors out of my ears and liatenod deliberatoly. The still air was pleresd
a:ﬂ\{ by the sounds from within the church, Above tho elamor, I thousht I heard Vs,
Farley. .

seoFat 11dNeton

Means Toward An End

At risk of being branded an outright sadist (of furnersal bent) , I have chosen
to cet forth my views on a subject which has long captivated me; nemely, witty deaths
among famous neople,

Destiny has ruled that we imist all pass cn at a given time; yot, some inspired
beings among 1us huve seen f1t to meet this deoree iu a charming and original manner,
It ie to these long=departed spirits that I would respsctfully dedicate this effort.

Ve are all, no doubt, familiar with the escapades of the dynamic danoce innovator,
Ivadora Duncan, Heralded throughout Europe for perflorning barefcoot in gauzy, often~
times transpaerent, togas, she carried initiel sucocesses to this comntry in 1908, The
foet that she was soon to welcome a "little stranger' did not hamper Miss Dunocan's
etago ocareer in the least, and attired &3 sbove-descrided, she coatinued to pexrform
and entertain widely, For unnamed reasons, numercus Americ¢an groups {peculiarly
noticesble in the Boston arsa) failed to take kindly to the visiting artist, and she
precently returned, thoroughly offened, to the Gontinent. It was here that she
attenpted to regain her strangth and composure by embavking with sslectsed friends
on mscorted gay, crosse-country tours, One day, a speody opem oar was aquired and
an oxcursion to Nice suggested--Isadora, for this event, ohoosing to wind a great
Tlowing soarf about her neck., As she sped over the highways, the lady sllowed her
scerf to flutter gracsfully behind the car, while her traveling companions marveled
at the Fremch scenery., One of them, at leagth, was startled to hear a croak from Miss
Durcan and turned to £ind her a decidedly azure shade, head lolling off to the side.
The Gar was stopped directly and it was only thaa discovered that her soarf had
inadvertently become entwined im the spokes of the left rear car-wheel, By this
tima the Breath of Life had escaped and little else remained it to cart Isadora
bom® to be plased on a bier, ,

Another figure fabled in ocur time, Gertrudo Stein, also departed in a distinot,
though less spactacular, mauner, Having repesatedly shaved her skull in search of
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diversion, the celebrated authoress eventvuslly took to her bed for lack of
anything more droll to do, Her friends and companions {noticesbly one Alice
B, Tokles, a hand-malden of sorts) soon began to fear for the great lady's
well-beinz and conssquently spent most of their time at her bedside., A8

she lay paling and chortling softly to herself one blanched duy, the watchers
guddenly drew cloeer, for many of them geemed to sense the end, The room
was utterly cilent and no human sound audible until Gertrude call at once .
sat upright, glassy eyes searching the heavens, and demanded ™'hat is the
gnewer?” Scareoly had her comforters voiced their astonishment at this gueer
demonstration when the lady again bolted up to implore "What is the questions?™,
whereupon she fell back and alept., Seemingly satisfied with her latest ocut-
burst, Gertrude presently emitted a slgh, turned her face to the wall, and
expired, Her nonplussed compatriots exchanged wondering glances, arranged a
sheet over her form, and withdrew to prepurs for the Last Ritess No one has
ever attempted to penetrate the mystery of this death-bed scene,

Too involved to receive more than brief mention at this time are the reaspeotive
demises of Ernest Chausson, fumed french composer, and Vachet Lindsay and Sara
Teasdale, two widely-acclaimed American poets.

The two poets, no doubt tossed together by their art, soon proved to be
greater than friends to one another. But theirs was an impossible affair fronm
the outset and, finally realizing this fact, they resolved to take steps, Vachel,
who fullantly seized the initiative, retired cne evening to put a btullet through
his head, after which Sara matter-of=factly poured herself a cup of Lysol and
foundered,

These are but a few of the many exumples which I might recount in en article
of this nature., I trust, however, thut they will be instrumental (despite their
native terseness) in rotivating all of us towards a more picturesque and
meaningful end.

= 8teven McDonald

Outspoken buttocks in pink beads
Invite the necessary cloudy ¢linch
0f bandy 6y6S.e00 NO extra mufflings here,

=o=Hart Crane
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THis BOOL OF JAisS '

And 1% cawe to »ass ln the days of Franklin that war cometh uzon all the
land and unon all the geas, yea, and even within the alr. for lo, the
paople of Adolph in the land of Joruany .did seek with wuch desire to ovepr=-
cowe the people of other lands, yea, even unto brinzing them into bondage.
And behold, the people of Adoloh In the land of Jermany, and the veople of
Benito in the land of Italy, and the peosle of Tojo in the isle of Japan,
sweareth an oath each unto the other that they should go forth together and
do battle agacinst the people of all other matlons and bring them into bond- |
age.

and the arumles of Adolph did go forth even unto the land of Poland and
doeth much slaughter and amlteth the neople with great fear, insomuch that
the people of the land of Poland did becowe servents unto the people of
Adolph. And the armles of Adolph goeth with all thelr weapons upon the
land of Belgium, and the land of Holland, and the land of Denuark, and the
land of France, and upon wany other lands, and bringeth the people of these
lands into bondagze. 4and behold, the arwles of Adolph desireth to eat of
the bear of Russla and they pmrsueth him even until the time of winter,
and lo, they findeth him extremely unpalatable and his lands inhospltable,
therefore they seeketh to make & meal of the llon of Britain. 4nd lo, the
people of Winston iln the isle of Britain were very stubborn and fought with
muoh courage, and with many weapons of war from the lend of dmerica, umtil
at lest the people of iranklin in the land of Americe d4id also march forth
into battle agalngt the people of Adolph and the people of 3enlto and the
people of Tojo. '

And 1t caue to pass that Franklln sent forth a decree unto all the young
mwen of the land of America between the ages of elghteen and thiprty-five
years, that they must come forth and enter the ranks of the armles and pre-
pare to do battle, And all the young men camé forth as they were bidden
and many there were who were taken lnto the armies of Franklin, and alao
many others there wers who returneth agaln unto thelr homses because they
ware smitten with affllictions and infirmities.

And behold, of the young wen who went lnto the aermles of Franklin, one
was called Jam2a and he was the son of Willlam of a village in the land of
Wyoming in the land of Americe. And when James, the young mnan, departed
. from his homne, there was much weeping and walllng end gnaghing of teeth,

* And of those who wept, none dld wewp so magnlificently as hRuth, the young
woman who was the betrothed of Jaues. 4and she dld water hopr fuce with many
taars and did etrain her throat with loud laumcntations and she did swear an
oath unto James that she would send him an epnistle each day until he should
return, &and Jawes dii dguear am oath unto Ruth that he should alsoc write

&n epligtle unto her each day. )

Then Jcaes did go forth into tralning to become a soldler in the army of
Franklin, and he did frequently curse hls officers and Franklin and Adolph,
and many others iid also come under his cursinga, for he iid dream of Ruth
and did desire to be with her. A4and he salth, War 1ls hell, and at times he
goath into the town and drinketh much wine and drewneth hls sorrow, And
each day he writeth an opistle unto Ruth and each day he recelveth an
enlstle from her, ,

Then cometh the time when Jowes gelloth across ths gea unto the land of
. Britaein to inocreage his trainlng and prepare to do battle ajuinst the naople
' of Adolph, And lo, still he curseth his officers and rfranklin and Adolph,
and meny othars. And he salth, War is hell, and he soeth to a pub and
slurpeth much warm beer and forgotteth hls sorrows. And. lo, he weeteth &
young wowan of the paople of Winston, and she was pleasling to look upon
and they dld find muth in com.on to talk about and they aftsrwards spendeth
many joyful hours together, And each day he wrlteth an eplstle to Ruth
and each day she writeth an eplstle unto him.

Then coweth the time to do battle agalnst the people of Adolph who are in
the land of Frence. and lo, James zeeth in with the -first assault and
wadeth through the water with missiles ell around end seeth his comrades
dle, and he runneth up the beach and diggeth beneath the pround and




Burviveul. and alter many days o ng an going anc £
rades die, behold he recelveth a rest. 4nd he saith, war is hell, and he
goeth into a small cafe and drinketh much wine and cognac and drowneth his
sorrows, ani lo, he weeteth & young women of the land of France who is
interssting to look upon, and thelr language 18 not the sauwe, but they
getteth along wlth slzns., And each day he writeth an epistle to Ruth end

at times he recelvetl many epistles from her ani at tiwes he receiveth none,

because the times of dellivery are irreguler,

And 1t came to nass that the armies of Franklin did drive the armies of
Adolph back to the land of Germany, and Adolph taketh his life and that of
his concublne and hls armies dld durrender. And Benito and his armles
from the land of Italy were beaten eorlier, and the armlies of Teojo from
the lele of Japetn were bheing driven back, and thare waa peace in the land
of Germany.

And behold, James salth, Ocoupation duty 1s hell, and he goeth into the
town and drinketh much beer and schmapps and drownefth hlg sorrows, and Lc
he meeteth & young woman of the land of Germany who 1s the widow of one @
the elite troops of the armies of Adolph. And she 1s beautiful to look
upon, and behold, they consoleth each other in thelr sorrowa and they
gpendeth many hours and many days together. And each day James write'n '@
epiatle to Ruth, and each day he resceiveth an eplatle from her. Aand ae
thinketh, Lo, the time soon someth that I shell return to my beloved ar.
Joyous willl be that day. _

And 1t came tc pass that one day James readeth an eplstle from Ruth and
it sayeth, This 18 to be my last eplastle unto you as I soen marryatb &
young man who wes rejected from the armles of Franklin and who has athered
urto himself meny riches during the time of war.

And behold, Jemes salth, War is hell and women are flckle, 4nd <hen the
time cometh for him to be released from the armies of Harry, he y:i0 cometh
aefter Franklin, lo, he chooseth to remain in the oity of Paris 44 the land
of France that he may learn to become a palnter...after the phi.osophy of
Diogeries. ==Xgith N. Wright
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The sarth vis Von) undeimeath as I zron up 48 hi1, and ry here o :
antly dirty. 4ho wcoze in back of e geat me £lying over ‘t‘.;:::'v;' KEO « v achad
the top I L hod only o 11t my arms and the broeze would cowry ».1n oaé a.uy,

Tho top of tho hlll falt tho full ctrength of the wind, I stretched wr i toword the
sky anl lot the air cool my neck and forchead, glightly domp from ruining, The sun was
hot, and sccral to vie with the wiad for supreminey over a amnll lome tooc, uhose leaves,
shoursh  oli-hidy wiliol, turnod and bent joyfully with tho brecze, Only the wind gfe
foetad moy I stood rejoicing in its freo, changing -oods.

I sat on tho woodon railing-on tho front perch, clinging to another post, until the

ind brovght the rain anc gent 28 to cover, Tho slky wos disual and fageinating, maldng

oavec of tho ecabin, It wms a ulld swoot song, yot a tarrifying song, and I ean't cxplain
uvhy 1t brovght e olation anc hope, The sy turned darfor and an occasional lighitning
£lash ovtlinc. the hugo pine treoc as thoy bent to and auay froa tho wind as though to
aceapo 1to fury, lhen tho terrent of rain came a fou minutes later, I sot watching from
a uindov anl sav that the vind was not so violont nowy letting tho rain continuoe its
gstory of anger,

It wvas an hour bofore sunup ac I lay wotionlecs on the bank of the river, Tho things
of the night hid thausalves, leaving the valley to itself for o vhile before tho things
of tho day bocawo alivo, The air wac still and ovorything was quist, The chill of the
ground, erept into my body, and tho drooyry nothingnocs of the hour erept into my hecrt.
A saall breaze appoared out of nouhere and woke up the river: it aroused quiot little
: wavos uhich gontly midged the cattails mear the bank, The brecze preu stronger, as
thoagh the eoudng cun gove it eneourageient, end it drove the glood out of iy heart and
biroucht poaco, A cquirrol woke, his-chaitering soon bringing ths arca to life, and little
cnimal gounds swoph from tree to rivor Lo grarr on tho brecze, The.sarly unuarn sun, the

vater creoping slouly along the bonks, and the scarcely vicible sighs of life wera muept

together Uy tho vind of uy coatentnmsnt,
—(o Anne Dorny

JONATIIAL

: The nd.ot of dusketiic cropt doun the side of the mountgins and billownd sofftly in
cach s.all glon, The various ehirps, grunts, rasps, and other noilses {rom thome g
animalg vho imhabitol the valley uore mated or stilled ap though in deference to the ape
mroaching night vhich wns cresping in vith tho assurance that comes from long practice,

i The honop of those auall f£ollk wore shut off from tho vordd as the mist enveloped each
. treo and covarol each hole in tha sarth, Tho shrouded trecs patiently stcod firm, lonely

| lookinge—ovan foarful, Tho uind waileld cround in their twanches aund created a reluctant

' otdr in tho heavy Jaup wist, ; , , :

Jonathan gat at the erude opening in the similarly crude- atltic loft he ealled "hig®
placo, IHs parents wore willing o eall it his place and willing %o see that he occupled
it nost of the time, Ilis dasedwlookdng qyes locked cut vpon the valley and saw the pone

. dorous cloud rolling dowm the mountaihs—he did not comprshend very much but he felt the

- sadnoss rolling into his hoart, 118 unintelligent eyes batrayed his cheatod mind but

- thore was o -very human glimior in their dullngss as though his heart and mind did not

coummnicato but his eyes were comnocted to his heards

' Jonathan wetchod the leisure scene, Delov in the yord his father war putting come
petont~loolking iiplassnts in their propor places, and Jouathon's brother wng tending

' goatc and eous uhilch ho had just brought doun fron the upper valleys, -The ragged kids

- otunbled aftor thoir mothers seeking a feeling of protection, yet strayed, and bleated

. curiously and with a sham brovery. The firat regular task of many boys wag bringing home
the flocks, and Jomathan's brother had been goatharder for thres years, .

] Jonathan noticed that the mist had reached ths betto: of their volley now, twining

' cold and dismal fingers around the trees that were near the barm, The fomily findshed up

their tasks and, shouting goyly to shatter the gloom, hurried into the cotbage. TLlock-
necs foll quiekly and was not a pure clesr blacknesc but was opprepuings It shut you off
from oxhsr homos, gad shut you.up within yoursolf if you were alome, and if your heart was




not 1izht tho thoughts imprisoned thore moke poor company., A familiar dispair chalowed
Jonathany eyos, o sat quictly anl looked ocut his windou although he could see nothing,
and he wacn't roally unhoppy, oxcopt for that nameless sacnese. ' '

lo heard his uothor's gutterol voice calling him for supper and ansuered in a voice
Just as guttoral and perhaps a bit .iore thick that he vas goning, Uhken ho entorod the
fire-lighted and lowe-liphted rooa he felt tho warmth of the fire and of the love; he
falt the uormth of amlles and couldn't discerm the plty that tintel them, They ate a meal
that £it the spirit of tholr homew~hoalthy, crude, and satisfying,

The mist was shut outeide and none orept in, but solid cemfort seoped out through
cracks under doors an: around windows, Jonathan felt this rolid comfort and was fortue
nate not to fesl the tension his bLeing there cauvcol. e heard his brother and father
digoussing come nou job in tho villago but only Loeciie aware of their conversation when
he realized coneons vowld bo ncoelol to herd the goate end cowis ie lictensl and hoard
hic wother sugront thot he could herd the poats and eowr and paw hic father nod.  A11 the
niot rolled eout of Jonothan?s heart anld follous( the pold:. co fort out throvgh the eracks
around the wuinlous. o got vp and stool a little straiphter ond a-litile prouder thon
ugual and announced that cinee he had to get up at 4830 %o take tho goats and cows up to
tho gracgy uppor valloys, hold go to bed now, Ile olimbed the ladder to tho loft and
beforo eravling ia Dotuoon rouch soverlots ho sat Ly hie udndow to look out, iiocnlight

diffusod thwough tho nist ani objeotc could be saen arain and all tho objects were aloudy |

anl cobuobey and daap with dew, A s1all helpless pounG camo froa the barns ond Jenathan
g:iled a 1ittlo and tho human glint glowed in his dvll oyes., Jecurity conxiorited hinm ac
ho clopt that nipght and the oon glosnol all n:!.,.,ht on the sorone s=.illo,

~w=de Anne Dorny
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