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Guernica
It is appropriate that the light be all
electric bomb
in a shape of the eye;
they used the electric idiom.
Perhaps this fact will
help us
fix the picture in pain.
Simplified people are there also:
arching, screeching, fusing —
coalesced in agony,
burning out like light bulbs
while the sky goes off like rockets.
It is appropriate that the light be an
electric bomb;
something the child could scarely see
come screaming down.
Some searing thing it must have been to focus a horse's cry
to pain.

—Nick Decosimo
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—Ernest Varner
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Turning myself into halls
Blinded with sunlight on glass faces,
A musty sense of antique rhymes,
Living for an hour within themselves,
Remained.
For hours in shuffled out concrete grooves
I've grasped for images flashing
Out of sight at a moment's notice
Like fixing on a scene
From a passing car.
With a notebook full of intention
I've settled at the bottom of a long wait.

—Paula Weddle

Morning darts in like a yellow bird
And hops between the highs and lows
Of our design.
The window's silver edge
Has watched our bodies molded
In a craft of love.
And when this room has molted
winters and springs,
The morning light will rest contented
in broken chairs.

—Paula Weddle
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—Jon Coniglio

Sunday Afternoon
You sit there, surely, on my couch,
A quiet smile in your eyes —
On your mouth — that travels down
To the hand that carresses your pipe.
A brash blind of words build
To disguise truth — parting —
Making inept words mean much.
Vacantly you move —
A pipe gathered with a shirt,
Short shift of a common farewell
And Sunday ends.
You were gone before you left.
—Evelyn Sullivan
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Childhood Reflections
We collected rocks to buy an airplane
4nd wheels to make a wagon.
My gang made plans to fight a war
On Friday afternoon at three.

Hurts were big in those bright days.
We loved and lost and loved somemore,
And though my sweetheart promised me
Her hand (someday when we were ten),

She forgot until today.

—Tom Snow

—Jon Coniglio
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And So Alone
The baby was magic. Neat little drawings in medical books always showed babies as
curved creatures held by their cord in the watery blackness of the womb. Her baby was
different. Some days he'd stay in his nest, resting, and allow her to go her way. But as he
got older and larger he became more and more possessive. Out he would come, and roam
about her body.
In the department store looking at cribs, she had almost made her choice when he
came rushing to her brain, her mouth; he made the sound that surprised her ears.
"No, I want that one."
He even turned her body to point in another direction. Her body reacted with a start.
Her face flushed red and the clerk cocked his head sideways and stared at her with
puzzled eyes.
"I, uh, I just changed my mind," she stammered.
Every day that passed was less and less her own. He came into her fingers to feel the
gowns she bought for him. He directed her to visit only women who were as big and
swollen as she. The babies spent their time conversing through their mothers' throats. He
flashed about in her eyes and picked out the color for his room. He got into her hands
and knees and helped her scrub and scrub the house in a mad fit of cleanliness.
"I want it this way, and that way," on and on he pushed her.
She obeyed, gladly sometimes, grudgingly sometimes. She was helpless in his power.
Her only real resentment came as more and more he separated her from her husband. Her
husband tried hard to love the baby. He patted her big swollen belly with pride. He'd kiss
the little knots that poked out as feet and fists kicked and flailed about inside her. But as
her stomach pushed out farther and farther in front she felt as though she saw him
through the wrong end of a telescope. Sometimes his voice echoed and rebounded and
she saw herself on a raft drifting farther and farther away.
"You're beautiful. I love you — — — — love you
love you
The words bounced about in her head and the baby rushed up quickly to stop the
sound from coming in her ears.
A baby machine. I'm a machine, she thought. Even when I sit perfectly still, with my
hands folded in my lap, I'm producing My powers are marvelous. My body is
magnificent. She looked at childless women in pity and disgust. She looked at old women
with a touch of fear. She wouldn't let herself think of the day when her powers would
leave her. Her mother-in-law was superstitious.
"Never look at anything ugly, you'll mark the baby."
Whenever she saw a cripple, or a dog crushed on the highway, she'd stare in blind
fascination. She and the baby were stronger than anything
"Mental Retardation affects 3 persons out of every 100," the poster read. She and the
baby laughed together.
"We're stronger than anything," they said in unison.
"One day Danny won't be able to get up. He has Muscular Dystrophy," said the
wet-voiced announcer on television as Danny fell and fell. Warnings of birth defects and
miscarriages leaped into their consciousness daily.
"They're not talking about us. We're stronger than anything," she and the baby said
together.
The doctor's office was comforting and protective. Mounds of bellies full of babies
surrounded them in the waiting room. Toothless babies stared up from every magazine

cover. In the examining room, two plaques on the wall asked "What Is A Boy?" and
"What Is A Girl?"
"It doesn't matter, we're us," she and the baby said to each other. The doctor would
feel and poke and press and listen.
"Strong heartbeat," he'd say to her abdomen.
"Fooled you, I'm up here," the baby said silently from her brain. No one knew their
secret.
* * * * *
At 4:30 he kicked her awake. The pain in her back was more definite, a stronger
pressure than that of the past few weeks. For an hour she lay quietly, the baby stretched
out inside her from her head to the bottom of her feet. The contractions began to get
harder. The baby began to shrink. Soon he filled her only from her shoulders to her
knees. He was uneasy. He tried to jet back to her head, but a sharp contraction pushed
him down.
"No." her body said.
At 5:30 she woke her husband.
"Honey, let's check your watch."
By 6:30 the contractions had moved from fifteen minute intervals to only five.
"Go call the doctor," he told her.
The baby slipped out between contractions and jumped to her head.
"No, I don't think so, not yet," he said from her mouth.
Her husband called the doctor. She showered and packed in a daze; her brain could
barely function alone. The baby was fighting and struggling to possess her, but her body
kept forcing him down and down.
* * * *
"Sit in this wheelchair, honey," said the nurse.
"No, thank you," she said politely, but the nurse pushed her shoulders and sat her
down. The baby machine had to be checked. The hospital swung into much practiced
action. Everybody else knew what to do. There were Grey Ladies and Candy Stripers and
men in white and men in green. The baby by now had been forced back into the womb.
He was furious. He fought and struggled to get out, back into her body; but her body
only pushed harder and harder.
"No! No! No!" it said to the baby.
She watched from her head, bewildered and sad.
Her doctor came.
"I'm breaking your water," he said.
He used something she couldn't see and couldn't feel but suddenly she was in a
miserable, soggy puddle. The baby was enraged. His last defense against the outside world
was violated. The struggle between her body and the baby was intense. Her husband
walked beside her as they wheeled her to the labor room. The baby separated them again.
"I love you," her husband said, from far away.
Each little room she passed beyond the soundproof doors was filled with moaning,
sobbing sound.
"I'll not cry!" said her head to her body.
"Leave me alone!" said the baby to her body.
"NO! NO! NO!" said her body.
"See how beautifully she relaxes," said the nurse in her efficient voice to another
outline of crisp whiteness. They were working a crossword puzzle.
"N.C.O., now what does N.C.O. stand for?" said one to the other.
"Non-commissioned officer," she told them. But they didn't hear.
"Did I really speak?" her head wondered.
The baby would not stop fighting. But her body was fearsome in its determination. It
pushed and pushed and pushed.
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"Out!" said her body. "Get out!"
She became weary of the struggle and climbed out of her body to sit on the railing at
the head of the bed. As she looked down at her body, she heard a long low moan.
"Poor girl," she thought from her perch.
The nurse pulled apart the legs of her body. Her body was numb to everything but the
pushing They all heard a baby cry from the hallway. From her vantage point on the
railing she saw the nurse run into the hall.
"Clear out that delivery room! Now! We can't wait any longer!" A panicky hoarse
whisper.
Then a soothing voice said to her body, "You're doing fine, honey."
"Oh, hey, I'm up here — on the headboard," she told the nurse.
The nurse jumped, then patted her body's thigh.
"It won't be long now, honey, why, I can see your little baby's black hair just a
shinin'!"
Black hair!
She decided to leave her perch and go see for herself.
But suddenly four, eight, ten hands lifted her body onto a stretcher. She got down to
her body's knees, then jumped up on the shoulder of a man in a green coat just in time to
see him shove open a door.
"DELIVERY ROOM ONE" said the sign.
Her body was slung, pushed and shoved about. Knees were grabbed, buckled, hands
tied down.
Her doctor's voice! Where was he? Where could she go?
Back to her body's head just as a mask clamped down. It smelled rubbery and old. She
was caught.
"One more push," said the doctor.
She jumped about in fear and rage in that little rubber mask.
But there was no escape.
*

*

*

*

*

When she awoke, she was looking out of her body's eyes at her husband's face.
"It's a boy! A boy! Boy!" He was giddy, trembling, stumbling over his words.
"He's perfect! Oh, he's a big one! Nine pounds even! Twenty inches! Wake up honey!
We've got a boy!" She closed her eyes again, unfeeling.
When the drowsiness finally left her, the nurse brought the baby in.
"Honey, the doctor said to tell you that the bruises are just from the forceps and will
disappear soon. The scratches on his face are from his own fingernails before he was born.
We've already cut them."
She tiptoed out and left the three of them alone.
Forceps! Well, he didn't give up easily. They had to pull him out. She gently put a
finger on one of the scratches. He fought so hard, she thought to herself. She looked up
at her husband. Black hair!
The two of them. Black hair and round faces!
Why, they look just alike! I thought all along this baby was mine — but — black hair!
"He's so pretty, honey," said her husband, "He looks just like you."
Me?
The was stunned. How can he be like us both? she wondered.
They huddled together — three pieces of life so marvelously connected, and so alone.

—Linda B. Shumate
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"People Are Abstract"
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—Theodora Makres

Frankenstein
Baron von Frankenstein, Doctor of Medicine and Head of the Anatomy
Academy, discovers the secret of creating life. Retiring to his castle and
attended only by Ichor, his valet, he attempts the construction of a monster
from anatomical leftovers. Having finished the body, von Frankenstein, using
a Van der Graf generator and a Franklin lightning rod, calls down "fire
from Heaven" to shock the monster into wakefulness. He fails. Retiring to
his library he meets an American Woman who has happened to drop in. He
tells her he has worked for years attempting to discover the secret of creating
life; she blushes and says "Why, gracious, Baron! It's no secret!" and
promises to explain it to him before the night is out.
Meanwhile, back at the lab, the monster, guarded by Ichor, awakens.
Ichor seizes the opportunity to get rid of the villagers, whom he hates
because they told him he has bad breath. He directs the monster to the
village, telling him to "kill and murder." The monster leaves. Ichor shuffles
about the laboratory, playing wee, weird melodies on a Jew's harp and
dancing a hornpipe.
In the village, the monster — who is eight feet tall, carries himself
awkwardly, cannot talk, walks through stone walls, and breaks oak trees in
half — is at first taken for Baron von Frankenstein. The villagers realize their
mistake, however, after comparing von Frankenstein's signature with the
monster's. Infuriated, they form a lynch mob. In the meantime, the monster,
misled by a displaced street sign, is heading back to the castle.
The shrieking and bloodthirsty mob, armed with paving stones and
rolled-up newspapers, bursts into the castle. The American Woman has gone
home, but the Baron is found in his bedroom, dancing the rhumba and
singing that he has discovered the secret of creating "life-oh." He is
defenestrated. Ichor is chased to the top of the highest tower; he leaps into
oblivion, leaving behind only a fetid smell. The monster itself is never
discovered, for it escapes, disguised as a totem pole.

—Davis Cope
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" BE SURE AND GO TO CHURCH ON SUNDAY"

—Lane P. Lester

Picking Bones Out
Of The Salmon
These ivory slivers of forgotten piano keys
Once sang in halls awash with weed —
An unending recital of flexing life.
But now they are brittle
And snap in your fingers like eggshells,
Which are signals of life
As these are of death.

Family Tree
The leaves come down as brown and brittle as
daguerrotypes falling from the closet shelf
The familiar strangeness of yellow-browns
drifting with mellow grace.
Like ageless insects in their amber,
yesterday's generations peer out with amber gaze,

—Sue Westbrook

As each hierglyphic vein in the leaves
is inscribed by the stylus of lost years.
Perhaps the leaves give the truer tale.
since they had no camera to deceive;
So I will put the leaves in my closet and
rake my ancestors into a pile to burn away autumn.
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—Jon Coniglio
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—Amy Goldstein

The circle is a cycle
Reflecting conflicting
Portions
Free will
Distortions
Yesterday's mourning
Freewheeling through
Tonight

—M. Kirkpatrick

SUNDAY7PMHELLER
Madness is all.
The little road maps
with a thousand lines
crease you as they crease themselves.
The dusty sky contains you image
and your thoughts reflect in the trees.
Your steps are myriad and
your days are done.
The leather of your boots is worn.
You have only a handful of poems,
a mouth full of dust.

MONDAY9AMBORGES
You worked longer than I have.
You became more than I am.
But light is on my side
since you are in darkness now.

—Nick Decosimo

Pardon my words,
you will never hear them.

- 15 -

Macpherson
He's lived in that little cottage in the woods all his life. People around here call
him Macpherson. I don't know where the hell he got that name, but like I said,
that's what they call him. His place is situated on a high bank, surrounded by
huge pine trees With a little creek running in front. He hardly ever comes to
town. Whenever he does come, you'd think it was the Second Coming.
Everybody just stares at him. I mean nobody goes over to him and asks how
he's doing or even to congratulate him for staying up in the woods for so long.
No, they just stare. In fact, now I may be wrong, but I think these people
believe ... well, damn it, I'm gonna say it anyway. I think these people believe
old Macpherson is Jesus. Well, it does make sense. What would you do if you
saw Jesus coming down from the Wilderness? You sure as hell couldn't go over
to him and congratulate him for staying up there for so long. Don't get me
wrong. I'm not saying the old man is Jesus. I'm just saying that he COULD be
Jesus. It seems whenever I talk about this subject, I get all fired-up. But there
ain't no reason to. You see, I believe what I want to and let these other people
believe whatever the hell they want to. Just between you and me, though, I
think these people are crazy. But look, this is America and everybody has a
right to his own belief. I like to think of myself as an open-minded person. If
they say he's Jesus, I say he COULD be Jesus. I just walk through town, head
upraised, thinking I'm one step ahead of the next guy. Well, anyway, today is
Sunday so I had to get dressed up and go to church.
If there's one thing this town DOES believe in, it's church. I mean I don't
think this church has had one Revival. Hell, these people revive that church
every Sunday. Well, look at it this way: With a "certain person" living so
nearby, they wouldn't want to give a bad impression. Today was no exception.
It was completely filled with standing room only. Everybody was starting to
sway back and forth in unison. You know, gettin' ready for the services to
begin. Damn, these people really go in for church. Sometimes they even jump
up and down in their seats, screaming "yes, yes, oh God yes!" I hate to tell
you what THAT reminds me of; but the Preacher told us about thinkin' those
mundane thoughts, especially on Sunday.
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Anyway, I was sitting there and thought the man two seats in front of me,
swaying with the others, was Mr. Paarberg, but I wasn't sure. Now Mr. Paarberg
is a reasonable man. Not too long ago, we were talking about Macpherson. And
he said that as long as he has lived in this town, "that man" has yet to perform
one miracle. He went on to say that if he, this Macpherson, was really Jesus,
then he would have proved it to us by now. Therefore, he concluded, there is
no evidence to substantiate the fact that Macpherson is Jesus. Now, damn it,
that makes some sense. He runs a delicatesson, but I think he should have been
a lawyer.
It was an unbelievably warm day as I walked away from the church. I was
passing the drugstore when I began to hear the usual chatter of the old men in
front of the antique shop. They talked so damn loud that I tried to look the
other way as I approached them.
"Hey Joseph!" they all screamed together. They began waving me over in
their direction as if they had some drastically important news to tell me. But
I knew what it was about: Macpherson. People talk more about Macpherson
on Sunday than on any other day. It's strange, but I always get the
impression that these people are reluctant to just come out and say, "You
know, I believe Macpherson is Jesus." Instead, they try to make you say it
first. Well, anyway, I screamed back at the old-timers and said I had to be
gettin' home. I don't think they heard me, but I guess they got the idea as I
continued to walk up the street.
I strolled in front of the cemetery and stopped. My wife was buried there
about five years ago. She was only thirty years old, but just died in her sleep
one night. I don't know to this day why Mary died--and probably never will.
Well, I decided to go see her and pay my respects. She was the most
compassionate and understanding woman I ever met. If there's one word to
describe her, it's. . .well, I guess it's tolerant. Yeah, it's tolerant. As I walked
through the cemetery to her grave, a very strange feeling fell over me. I felt
like I wasn't the only one in the cemetery. As I stood over my wife's grave, I
realized--I wasn't.

—David Fleisher
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Frozen shadows from streetlamps—
to trees — to the grass
not moving
like the midnight clouds
that quietly amble from dawn.
We sit in the still shadows
frozen in our thoughts
in the night
that dares not to move
but hovers watching above.

Antiques
Filigree beads of ivory
still carved in ancient Annam

We talk in thoughts while we touch
knowing nothing moves.

enclose smaller beads of ivory
which other spheres include
all open work and manifold

We hold still the night
that holds the frozen shadows.

and freely movable
carved around one another
from one single piece
no obvious aim.

-- Michael Mahn
And thus the war in Vietnam
is like a filigree
throughout the spheres
behold minor wars
enclosed by major ones
but inside freely movable
and listen! they rattle
by human hands moved
such intricate work
from one single piece
filigree spheres
no obvious aim - - Dreams are fragile things
Too delicate for tears, for life.
—Ingeborg Solbrig
So insure them against chance of mishap.
Build a small house to protect them from the weather.
Have children for company.
And buy a lawnmower for the lawn
And a vacuum cleaner for the vacuum.

--Mary Rita Cooper
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"Loneliness"

L. Scott Johnson
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"Carol"
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—Jackie Denton

How Students Came Out Of The Cold
"You said you had a problem?"
"Yes, I do."
She stared into his eyes. They were brown. More than just brown, they
were cloudy brown. There were secrets in those eyes. Secrets to be shared,
but yet they weren't sharing, they were wanting. They were looking into her
and she felt as if they knew everything already but were just seeking
confirmation.
"Well?"
"I feel very strange, you know, discussing my problems with someone I
hardly know."
He leaned closer and his hand gently touched hers. "I know you," he said.
She was staring into his eyes again but this time more comfortably. The
secrets were there. The wisdom and experience of years lived were in the
eyes. It was all there for trade, her problems for his wisdom, a fair exchange.
She was relaxed and eager. She became aware of the growing silence but she
wasn't alarmed. She knew, without looking, that people around her were still
talking, still living but his eyes had taken her in, accepted completely, and
created the privacy needed for the confessions she wanted to share.
She began.
"I know I'm not beautiful, I'm not charming, but surely there is some
quality about me someone would like. I have been rejected by everyone. No
one has . . . " She knew she had to say no more. He understood. The details
weren't important. He understood and she waited for the wisdom of his
eyes. The knowledge that would set her free.
She waited warm and secure. His eyes blinked and she again became aware
of those around her. She was refreshed and happy and glowing.
He leaned back in his chair and then said, "I have what you need."
She watched him push a pill across the table with his finger. "Take this
and mark the end and the beginning."
She touched the pill with her finger tips as he stood to go. He leaned
towards her, eyes wide and said, "Take it. You can pay me later."
She watched him leaving, nodding to acquaintances. She looked at the pill
and was reluctant. She waited moments, hours until in the rising smoke from
her cigarette, she saw, once again, the eyes.

—Roy McClendon
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Beyond the parked couple
Trees close around:
One must always look behind.

Perhaps a hungry owl
With snow-quiet wings
Will strike with cold claws:
There are feathers here to prove him.

Perhaps a big dog
Will recall his wild blood.

But always only silence and the cold,
Moonlight and loneliness.

Then at turning point a fallen tree
Stripped of bitter bark
By the starving hares.
John Ower

By David Brown
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By David Brown
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Second Chance
"Now, boy," my Daddy said, "You know I don't like to hav'ta whip you. Now can you
tell me why you ain't done those chores like I ast ya to?"
"Well, Daddy, I just didn't have the time, if you give me another chance, I'll do 'em.
You know I will."
"What makes you think that you deserve another chance?I mean, tell me why you
think I shouldn't ought to just go ahead and whip you right here and now." I hated these
big talks of Daddy's worse than his belt. He had a way of making you feel so low and bad,
kinda like you let him down personal.
"Didn't nobody ever give you a second chance, Daddy?"
"Well now, that's true. I've got more'n my share of chances to do good after I didn't,
make it the first time." When he said this, I saw that kind of glazy look in his eyes, like he
was seeing something real far away that I could never see, and he quit popping his belt in
his hand. I knowed he wasn't gonna whip me then, and I believe he was as glad as I was,
`cause he didn't like to punish no one, not even a dog or a horse. He never hit nobody in a
rage, never got fiery or angry when he whipped us but always did it real serious, like it
made him the most weary man in the world.
"You never knew your Granny Thompson, son, 'cause she died about a year before
you was born. Well, I'm telling you you missed something. I.E. — her real name was Liza
Lee but somewheres in her life that got twisted around to I.E. and that was what
everbody, even the government, called her — I.E. didn't like me as much as your mama
did. She tried everything, every motherly trick that she knew, and she was a very smart
woman, to discourage your mama from seeing me. The only person I ever knew to have as
much spirit as your grandmother is your mother. When we first started courting, things
was very uncomfortable all the way around with those two swapping hit fer lick, and me
caught in right in the middle. Your mama was the youngest child — she was sixteen when
I first saw her — and she was the only one left at home with I.E. They say that it's hardest
for the youngest to leave the nest and I guess there's some truth in that. For a while, your
mamma and I had to sneak around and do our courtin' on the sly."
"Daddy, how come you did that? You always told us that it was a sin to lie, and ain't
sneakin' around jest another way of telling a lie?" My daddy was a very honorable and
true man, and this confidence that he was sharing with me was quite a surprise to my
twelve year old system of ethics.
"Son, I'm telling you all this 'cause I trust you enough to understand it in the same
way I'm telling it. I'm trying to teach you a lesson but meybe this here belt would do a
better job'n me."
"Oh no, daddy. It's just that I've heard you say many times that you never wanted
something so bad that you had to steal it or lie fer it."
"Your mamma was one of those things that I did want bad enough to lie for. Besides,
she and I didn't think it was exactly lying. It was just something we felt we had to do.
Anyway, it didn't go on for long, 'cause as soon as I.E. realized that your mamma and I
was gonna see each other no matter what she did, she made the best of a bad situation
and things settled down a bit. We went for rides after Sunday dinner, and went to Church
with I.E. Well, we got married after a year or so, and we moved here to the farm and
started to settle down. The idea of I.E. being alone in the city didn't rest too well with
your mamma or me and we tried to git her to move out here with us. No, sir. You would
not do for any reason. 'I'll be alright,' she said. 'Don't worry about me. I even bought a
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gun to protect myself with.' And she did too. I.E. had gone and purchased a thirty-eight
police special, and that's no ladies' weapon, 'specially for a little woman who didn't stand
more'n five feet tall. She used it, too, on two separate occasions."
"You mean my grandmother shot two different people?"
"No, no, now I didn't say that. She never fired it, she just pointed it at these two fellas.
You see, she kept it by her bed when she slept at night, living alone in a little apartment
she had rented downtown. One night some scoundrel broke into her place while she was
there, meaning to steal whatever he could, I reckon. They's a lot of meanness in the city.
Well, I.E. sat up in her bed with that cannon pointed straight at that poor fellow — I wish
you could of heard I.E. tell this story herself — and said 'Mister I'm giving you two
things: One is the chance to live an honest life, and the. other is thirty seconds to get out
of my house.'
"I imagine she was as scared as he was, but she didn't show it. That fellow left pretty
quick, I imagine. I.E. was no one to tangle with. 'Bout a year after that, the same thing
happened except that she was cooking supper and some colored man tried to climb in her
window. I'd rather climb down into hell rather than into I.E.'s lap when she was
righteously indignant. That fellow left and never came back too.
"I.E. died — God rest her soul — some years later about May or so. Your mother didn't
fare too well under the strain, and after a couple of months of her moping and mourning,
my temper began to get a bit short. It wasn't that I didn't miss I.E., for I loved her almost
as a son, it was just that it wasn't doing anybody, espcially your mamma, any good to be
so put like that. 'Don't bewail the dead,' I said, and kinda unkindly 'Mourn the living for
they've got a chance to use what they've got, and most of us don't.' When your mamma
didn't 'feel up to' going to the Fourth of July dance with me, I stormed out of the house
like a bull and went by myself. 'When will you be back?' she asked. 'When I'm good and
damn ready.' I shouted over my shoulder.
"Daddy, I've never known you to talk that a way to mamma before."
"Well, son, I never have since that night. About three or so in the morning, I staggered
home a little drunk and more than a little foolish. I'd forgot my key, so I just pushed the
door in with my shoulder. What I saw there sobered me up real quick. It was pretty dark
and late, and your mamma, just like I.E., had gone to bed with that Police Special under
her pillow. I guess, at least I hope, she thought I was somebody trying to break in — your
mother always expects the worst — and there she was, pointing that big gun at me . "
"Daddy," I broke in, "You don't mean to say that she was gonna shoot you 'cause you
left like that?"
"I really don't know for sure, and I don't think your mamma wants any body to find
out. Knowledge like that is might painful, so don't you go and ask her. Anyway, whether
it was her drunk and stupid husband or some housebreaker she was shooting at, only she
and the good Lord know. She did pull the trigger though. I thought my life was over
when I got a second chance. The gun didn't fire. 'Christine,' I yelled. 'It's me. Don't fire.'
She dropped the pistol, and we made up our differences, and did a lot of forgiving and
forgetting. The little click of that hammer just sort of released all the tension and strain
that had been building up between us since I.E. died."
"I wonder why that gun didn't fire?"
"That's the biggest second chance that I ever got in my life. The next day, I was
wondering why myself it hadn't gone off, so I took that old special apart. It seems that
I.E. had carried that gun for years and never bothered to fire it. She'd bought it brand
new, and, somehow, it didn't have no firing pin. I don't guess she ever knew that, or
maybe she did. We'll never know for sure. Anyway, your mamma and I decided that it
would be awful ungrateful of us not to take advantage of this wonderful second chance
we got. Next spring you were born, and that gave us all the more reason to be thankful
for that chance."
"I can't tell stories to you all day, boy. Don't you have some chores that need to be
done?"
"Yessir, Daddy. I'll do 'em before supper."

—Tom Lifsey
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Unshaven,
Sweating and reeling
With discovery,
Their eyes are rivers
Of wind, sun and
Cold shaking night;

Sonnet

The bus stations
And beer joints are
Full of them--astronauts.

Through ages of mankind I seek allegiance
—Bob West

To thee, warm-emotional rite of justice,
Unwanton of life's precious jewel of honor,
/ plead for thy most honor'd and glorious presence.
O Apollo! thou whose ancient temples guard me
O thou in whom I cry for peace and love
In reverence to thy being, I plead for oneness,
In an attempt to realize my life as One.
I plead to you for patience and endurance
For I alone, victim of my destiny
Struggling to perceive the misunderstandings of reason
Perceive destiny controlling my other Self.
The deification of a god's glorious song
Apollo, grant me adherence to Hamlet's throne.

—Veronica Higgins

Man-made comets that burst on command
In the night burnished
With a pallid sulphurous haze
May blind gray owls
Deftly swooping down to catch
Rodents watching the show.

—Tom Conway
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Look Around
The student center is a crummy place. There's something about this kind
of place that attracts all the creeps. Why do I come in here? I'm not sure. I
come in here, though.
Take that guy coming in now. He'll walk over to an empty table, drop his
books real hard and then wait to see if anyone is watching him. Here he
comes. Clump go the books and now he's watching to see who is watching.
I don't know why I come in here. Oh, I look at the girls and every now
and then look to see if they're looking at me. They never are. I smoke
cigarettes and drink coffee, at least that's something.
Every now and then something special happens. Once, one of the bridge
players said "shit". She was a girl, so I looked around to see who it was. She
looked at me like it was me that yelled "shit". It wasn't though. I just
looked around to see who it was.
Sometimes there's some good conversations. Just a few minutes ago a guy
emphatically stated that the U.S. should give A-bombs to the Arabs so they
could get their land back from the Jews. He looked at me like he wanted
support or something but I ain't got nothing against Jews or Arabs either. He
left.
One time this girl sat at my table. At this table as a matter of fact.
Anyway she sat down here and I thought about how I could talk to her. I
was still thinking when the guy at the next table left and she moved over
there.
The professors come in here every now and then. They sit with the bridge
players.
Sometimes I read and write or pretend I am. You can see me in here. All
you have to do is just look around.
Please.

Roy McClendon
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—Ernest Varner

- 28 -

Your Bid
The earth shakes violently
And the cries of the dead
And those who wish they were,
Drowns the noise of the shudder.
Two clubs!
A red glow fills the sky.
And the smell of burning hair and skin
Chokes the nostrils of the man
Who says, "I live here."
Pass!
My God! My God!
A mother cries as she gazes from a window
To see her son racked by the contortions of death.
His playmates gaze, while one runs away scared.
Two no-trump.
"If we don't get food to them soon
They will die."
Says the man on the screen
And the interviewer turns and says
"More in a moment."
Three spades!
And death creeps up on those who,
Laughing, never know.
Slam!

Roy McClendon

-
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The Gallery Walk
In the Bomb Gallery
The clocks clicked.

In the Host Gallery
The servants
Chided.

The rain fell
In the Lilac Gallery
Without seed.

The children skipped
To a red rope
In the Blood Gallery.

In the Out Gallery
The tickets
Were discontinued.

In the Fern Gallery
The offshoots
Bleached the floor.

In the Sword Gallery
The young men
clattered switchblades

As of old.

-- Paul Ramsey
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—Carolyn Lea
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The Great Motorcycle Race
The great Motorcycle Race! Down U.S. 1 from Maine to Florida, open to
all cyclists, authorized or unofficial, and Whambam Harry, the greatest
cyclist that ever peeled an apple, was in it.
Harry worked desperately on his cycle, making last minute adjustments to
the fuel tank with a plumber's helper and adding his secret racing mixture of
methedrine and Spanish fly. Harry's friends gathered around him: they
laughed and sang and drank Ripple wine and threw up. And Sweet Sally,
Harry's chick, went from person to person, foretelling the future.
"I saw Jesus Christ come down from the sky in a dream. He said
Whambam would win and lead a march on the Pentagon. The waters of the
Potomac would part, and we would march on dry land. Then we would
dance around the Pentagon in a circle, singing 'Wherever He Leads, I'll Go,'
and on the seventh time around, the Pentagon would rise into the air, spin
rapidly on its axis, and fly out the window!"
At last, Harry stood up; he tippled some Ripple and wiped his face with
his oil rag. "Wow, man, wow! I'm finished." He drank some cough syrup.
"Wow! Blow my mind!" He drank some more Ripple: he was ready to go.
He walked to the starting line. "I'm gonna win!"
"Wait, Harry, wait. Don't start without your cycle."
"I want to go NOW!"
"Wait, Harry. That's a good boy. Get his cycle over here. Stay with him,
Sally."
"I love you, Whambam."
"Sally, go . . . . "'
"Here's the cycle, Harry, get on it, boy. Help him up there! . . . Don't
push him so hard. You over there, help us brace him."
"I want . . . I want . . . all my friends . . . "
"Yes, Harry, yes. He'll never stay on this thing!"
"I want all my friends . . . to love me!"
"We love ya, Harry, we love ya! Get some rope. We'll tie him on."
They tied Harry's hands to the handle bars; they tied Harry's feet to the
rear wheel. But he still slumped to the side. So they tied his head to the
headlight and pointed him south.
"You're gonna win, Whambam!"
"I'm gonna win!"
"You're gonna ride all over 'em!"
"I ride all over 'em! Damn right . . . tell me when the race starts, will
you?"
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The signal was given, the race was on. Prompted by his friends,
Harry . . . but let us quote the local underground press for a matchless
description of that first moment:
Harry sat on his cycle and pushed it down with his
foot. There was a roar and he went off. Screaming
"Here comes Whambam here comes Whambam!"
How to describe that incredible journey, that flight like an arrow through
towns and over passes? He broke all known traffic laws and left behind him a
trail of consternated citizens, frustrated police forces, and empty beer cans.
We waited for him at the finish line. It was night, and in the Floridian
stillness, we heard the distant mutter of his motor. A misshapen figure on a
cycle soon came in sight. It was Harry! but gummed and goo'd o'er with a
vast mass of smushed insect bodies. We caught a snatch of "I gonna win the
race! Gonna win this mother . . . " and then he was past us, across the beach,
and with a hiss and splash, underneath the blue sea.
Atta boy, Whambam!
—Davis Cope
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King Lear
The shocking thing to me is that the pages are blank. The horror of it will
someday crack my common sense. "I have a journey, sir, shortly to go," I
whisper. But I was heard not. "Damn you! What did I expect of nothing!"
It was then that I caught the sight of his one eye. You might have thought it
was a speck, caught by the light. But it held me, and as I watched, it grew.
His glittering, evil eye. Until at last it loomed from the page. It was alive and
pulsating like the in-and-out breathing of a frog's belly. The larger it got the
less I could breathe. I tried to scream but there was no sound. My air, my
breath had gone, my life was oozing out into that one enormous eyeball,
which had now the look of a jelled watermelon. Then, just at the moment of
my last life, I felt a great calm, like a sleep. I am nothing. "So this is death?! remember smiling. "And all I leave is a giant eyeball." "What news from
Limbo?" someone was shaking me. And white arms took up the place
whence slid the Albatross.

King Liar is a one-eyed Jack to most people around here, but I've seen the
other side of his face. I do not impugn the truth of Lear nor the writer of it,
but it's aftermath-- the post-mortem, that conglomerated monster corpus
delicti; that insufferable, foul, stinking creation on the slab, as it were; that
Armageddon in which all imagination must, in time, submit to the knife--be
it wielded by harebrained idiots, simpering old men, or enlighteded
educators ....I refer to us, we talkers of it, we mouthers of it, we drivel at the
lips, symbol seeking charters and graphers of it, we methods and elements of
style and character analyzers of it, we structural outliners of it, we theme
developing comprehensive plot discussing bibliographical researchers of it,
we intellectualized leeches of it---we vermin....I refer to us.
Lear is of such a blend as to make liars of us all, if not liars---fools, but I
prefer the kinder term. It is a play that we understand immediately, even the
most common among us. Which, in itself, presents a blind spot for the critic,
from the beginning--for it is his job to make us understand, not only to make
us understand but to tell us the worth of what we understand. And to secure
the lock, it appears an unwritten tradition that great plays do not appeal to
common minds, or at least we do not look to that appeal for its greatness. We
skip over it with, "Yeah, that's alright, but that's just part of his genius,"
give the ass his corn--if you will. Or else the incongruency of common people
having uncommon minds would lay heavy upon our philosophy. (What
immortal hand or eye, dare frame thy fearful formality.) Shakespeare is not
form in himself, but the reason that form is in other men. Whereas there may
be different levels of imagination, there is only one level of understanding--a
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thing is either understood or it is not. And while those rare among us may
refer to it as some splendid reverberation throughout one's being, it is
nothing less simple than the taking of a breath and knowing what it's like.
And unless--for the sake of one's wit, he would distort thirst for the desire to
urinate--the story he tells a peasant is the same one he has for a scholar. It iF
a curious mixture that we base will have a feeling about Lear, as if we has
looked into the mirror of life, but because we are base and our words are
locked up in our long term ignorance, listen in silence, beguiled by the misty
eyed speeches of our great thinkers who will accept nothing less than
fantastic notions for the cause. I think Shakespeare sees the universe through
a transparent eyeball--and winks with the other eye.
As I am both the morning and the evening star, I will tell you how
Shakespeare makes a play. It is very much like a pie, and four and twenty
blackbirds. The crust may be a fairy tale, like the kind of stuff Tolstoy
found hard to swallow "Lear has no necessity or motive for his abdication;
also, having lived all his life with his daughters, has no reason to believe the
words of the two elders and not the truthful statement of the youngest; yet
upon this is built the whole tragedy of his position." Then comes the
interesting touch of Shakespeare. to pour into this, something more real than
reality. This is perhaps the only receptacle that will withstand, because what
you do is scald and hack away everything but rawboned truth, until it is like
something we have never seen before---like looking into a mirror, for the first
time shaved of our beards. It is a magnification and expansion of that which
is bare in us all---human feeling. And though we have never loved so much
nor hated so earnestly, it is something that we all know. . .it's what makes
the blackbirds sing, "I did her wrong," "0, I have ta'en too little care of this"
and "Look there, look there." The cause is something so faint we never
notice.
—Naman Crowe

Today I will create
Myself
A benevolent man
And send him down
For spirits
In a bright aluminum can.
— Cranford Vance
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The Leader
A hike to the park was always an entire day's journey whenever the gang decided to
take it. Evie, Chuck and Mike always had to get special permission to go since the park
was half a mile away and they would have to cross Dodds Avenue. Don never had to ask,
since their maid was in charge of him during the day and she never cared where he went
as long as he had his lunch, didn't get into any trouble and stayed out of her way.
It was Mike's idea to make the trip today. Don usually decided on their plans because
he was ten and the biggest. Chuck and Evie were eight and Mike was only seven. Evie,
growing up in a neighborhood without any other girls, took part in all the boy's activities
except their fights. Mike had only moved into the neighborhood a few months earlier and
was still learning the rules and customs which had grown up among the others. Don was
considered their leader, although he often relied on Chuck and Evie when any major
decisions were necessary.
Mike had been the first to find out that the older boys were having a B-B gun war in
the woods down the street and upon hearing this information the others quickly decided
to agree to his plan of walking up to the park. They knew from experience that any
"little kids" found hanging around the block during a war would immediately be drafted
as messengers. Usually the younger children were eager to be included in the games of the
older boys even when it meant doing the dirty jobs which no one else wanted, but being a
messenger could prove an especially hazardous task. Although it had been declared
against the rules to shoot at messengers, the underbrush in the woods was rather thick
and most of the soldiers were apt to shoot at anything that moved — without waiting to
see who or what it was.
The four children set Evie's house as their meeting place and then all hurried to their
own homes for permission and food. They all wanted to get out of sight as soon as
possible for it was unwise to refuse a request from the older boys and they knew a
recruiter would be sent for them as soon as the need arose. Within minutes all four were
running down Evie's back alley, carrying their rations for the day.
Upon reaching the railroad tracks, two blocks from home, the run was slowed to a
walk. One of their favorite pastimes was to sit in the ditch underneath the tracks while
the trains passed by overhead. But today there was no time to wait for a train and they
walked along the ties towards the park. Now that they were safely away from any scouts
for the war, conversation was resumed.
"Raymond was in his yard when I went home," Chuck said. "He's gonna get Junior
and Scott and meet us at the fountain. I told 'em about the war and they don't want to
be around if anybody comes looking."
Mike was always the practical one, and always worrying, "Y'all don't think the guys'll
get mad if they can't find nobody, do ya? I mean, they don't really need us, do they?"
"No," Evie answered. "They think it's cool to send messages but mostly all they say is
that they're gonna sneak around and shoot at each other. They can do that anyway.
David got shot in the head once. If Mom knew there was a war she'd make Raleigh mow
the lawn or something. She's afraid they'll hit his glasses and cut up his eyes."
They quit talking then and concentrated on searching the grass by the railroad tracks
for empty bottles. There was a factory there and the men would sit by the tracks while
they ate their lunches. The kids always hunted for bottles and then turned them in for
the deposit at a store on the way to the park. Their searching proved successful and by
the time they left the tracks each child was carrying as many bottles as he could manage
to hold, from time to time dropping either his lunch or a bottle and they would all stop
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and wait while various articles were picked up and rearranged. By now it was almost ten
o'clock and as they turned onto the road they could feel the heat from the warm sun on
their bare feet.
"I'll bet we get a dime apiece from all these," Don said, "Raymond and them won't
find hardly any at all by the time they come. Hey, Evie, watch it! You're gonna drop the
Kool-Aid."
Evie quickly regained her grasp on all her belongings and the kids continued until they
came to the store where they would turn in the bottles. They, received almost forty cents
for their finds. After much discussion and indecision the money was spent on candy and
gum which would keep them until lunchtime. The children left the store and ran the rest
of the way to the park.
Going by the duck pond, Evie stopped and opened her lunch bag.
"Wait a minute, y'all. I want to feed the ducks." With that she took a handful of
cookies and began breaking them into crumbs and tossing them in the water. The boys
stood by a moment and then began tearing the crusts from their sandwiches and feeding
these to the ducks, too. A contest developed to see which child could get a duck to come
closest to the fence around the pond. Chuck was soon declared winner when one small
duck reached its bill through the fence in order to take a piece of bread from his hand.
After all the crumbs were gone the children continued to the water fountain.
The fountain was fed by a natural spring which also supplied the water for the duck
pond. The water was piped into the fountain in such a way that it was always flowing and
never needed to be turned on or off. Since the water came from underground it was as icy
cold in the summer as it was in fall or winter. The other children hadn't reached this
meeting place yet, so while waiting Mike and Chuck started a water fight which ended
only after all four were thoroughly soaked. Then they settled down to the more serious.
business of making plans..
"Where do you want to go, Evie?' Don asked. "Up to the old trolley car tracks and the
gate posts or to Dead Man's Canyon?"
"Let's go to Dead Man's Canyon," she answered. "Mike's never walked the log yet and
besides Raymond told me that they went to the gate posts last week."
"When'd Raymond and them come up here?" Mike demanded. "I didn't know he did."
"That's cause we were helping the guys fix the tree house," Evie explained. "Last
Wednesday after it rained so hard and the roof leaked."
Just then Evie was interrupted by a cry of "Hey, y'all! Where we going?" from the
entrance of the park. Raymond and Scott came running over to the fountain.
"Where's Junior?" Chuck asked.
Scott replied while Raymond got himself a drink and renewed the water fight with
Mike.
"His mother said he went down to the woods with Jerry this morning. Boy, I'll bet he's
the only messenger they've got unless some of the kids from Sixth Avenue went down
there. Where do y'all want to go? Let's go to Dead Man's Canyon."
"Yeah, that's where we're going. Mike's never walked the log before." Don had already
started towards the path before he finished talking and the others fell into a semblance of
a line behind him.
The way to the canyon led over a hill, through several gullies and then up the ridge.
Here the path branched off in two directions. One led directly up the ridge, across some
old tracks which were all that was left of an old trolley car route, past two large stone
posts which looked like an entrance to an old Southern plantation, and finally to several
Civil War monuments, overgrown with moss, commemorating some bygone battles which
had once taken place on the ridge. The other fork of the path led to Dead Man's Canyon
and then beyond it to a section of vine-covered trees and rocks, where some of the boys
had once found a snake. It was in this direction that the children now turned.
By the time the children reached the canyon they were out of breath and stretched out
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on the ground to decide upon farther plans.
"Do you wanta eat here or after we get across?" Evie asked.
"Why don't we go across first?" Scott suggested. "We can sit on the rocks down the
path towards the snake vines."
"Nah, let's eat here," Don argued. "Mike's never crossed it and he can do better if he
doesn't have his hands all fulla stuff. Besides I'm hungry now. Okay?"
"Yeah, Scott," Raymond added, "there's more bugs at the rocks and if ya go to the
ones real near the vines a snake might come while we're eating."
"Heck, Jerry and Jo Jo are the only ones that ever saw any snakes and they probably
just saw some old dead vines. But, okay, let's go ahead and eat," Scott agreed.
The six children opened their bags and passed around the jars of Kool-Aid. Halves of
sandwiches were traded and the last bites of the candy bars were finished. Evie's mother
had given her enough cookies for all of them, but due to feeding the ducks and snacks
taken along the path there were only two cookies left by lunchtime, so Evie gave them to
Mike as an added bit of encouragement before his first attempt to cross the canyon.
After they finished eating, the children were ready to cross Dead Man's Canyon. The
canyon itself was little more than a gully, with the distinction of having a tree which had
fallen across it and which scanned the fifteen or so feet which made up the width of Dead
Man's Canyon. At its deepest point the canyon was perhaps 20 feet in depth but where
the log crossed it the distance was only half that. The bottom of the gulch was covered
with grass and had a few small bushes scattered here and there.
"Well, come on, Mike, you go first," Don ordered. "We'll all watch you."
"No, y'all go first." Mike pleaded. "If I watch everybody then I'll know how to do it
better. Let me go last. If anybody crosses behind me I'll fall cause the log'll shake. I know
I can do it if I'm last."
"Okay, okay, scaredy," Don taunted. "Just watch all of us."
Evie went first, almost running across the log. The others crossed after her, slower, but
with the cocky assurance of children who somehow believe that they're invulnerable. One
by one they walked the log with a gracefulness that they would probably lose before they
even became conscious of owning it.
Finally it was Mike's turn and he reluctantly stepped from the ground to the log. He
walked slowly, hardly hearing the shouts of advice or the teasing coming from his friends.
"Don't go so slow, you'll lose your balance."
"Hold on to that branch if it's shaky."
"You're slower than anybody."
"Come on, you've almost made it."
"You're gonna fall! You're gonna fall!"
Mike reached out for a branch to steady his last few steps and missed. The others stood
frozen for a moment, as if hypnotized by his scream. They could see him as he hit the
bottom of the canyon and lay there. The distance seemed farther than when they saw it
as they walked across on the log and Mike's body seemed dwarfish as they stared down at
it.
"That's farther than when Junior fell from the tree house and broke his arm," Don
whispered. "He hasn't moved. He's dead."
"Let's get out of here!" Scott cried, and ran blindly away from the group still standing
by the edge of the canyon. The rest stood in indecision for a long instant until Evie,
without saying anything, headed for the path into the canyon.
When he realized Evie's intention, Don stared a moment longer as if dazed and then
resumed leadership.
"Raymond, get Scott and bring him back here quick. Chuck and me'll help Evie. Come
on."
As if released from a state of inanimation Raymond and Chuck immediately followed
Don's orders and started in opposite directions to carry them out. Scott, however, had
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also recovered from his momentary fright and came running back, so the four boys began
to climb down into the canyon together.
By the time the boys reached the bottom of the canyon Evie was helping Mike to sit
up. He was shaking but at least he seemed uninjured. The boys stood silently while Mike,
leaning on Evie, rose and walked to them.
"Hey, guys," Mike said feebly, "I didn't make it."
Knowing Mike was unhurt, the boys, practically incoherent, began shouting and
questioning him.
"Are you okay?"
"What happened?"
"Why didn't you say anything after you fell?'
"Will you cross again?"
"Can you make it home?'
"Aw, I'm all right," Mike began. "It knocked my breath out but . "
Mike stopped, interrupted. The boys all turned and watched in amazement as Evie sat
down and broke into tears.

—Mary Rita Cooper

"Hooker's Night Out"
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—Lin Clark

Strategies Of Student Action For The Seventies
or How Students Came Out Of The Cold

I met Charlie Powell when I was studying at the University of Sussex in England. He
came knocking on my room in the dorm one day, and since I was lonely, I was eager to
talk, especially to a fellow Californian. But Charlie had something special to talk about —
he was an- evangelist with the Campus Crusade for Christ, and he wanted to help me
accept the challenge of Jesus Christ. Although I wasn't really interested in being saved, he
struck me as a very nice guy, a clean-cut all-American type, earnest and obviously
committed. He was strangely illiterate for somebody who had gone to Berkeley; for
example, he had never heard of James Joyce. Perhaps it was just intellectual snobbery on
my part, but for some reason, it mattered. The next day I ran into another American
student, a friend of mine also from Berkeley, and I asked him if he knew Charlie Powell.
"Charlie Powell?" he asked, "I always wondered what happened to him." As the tale
unfolded, my friend told me how Charlie Powell had been the Student Body President at
Berkeley in 1964, when Mario Savio and the Free Speech Movement arose, and the era of
student unrest, long festering, finally exploded. Charlie was a conservative, elected, like
many presidents before him, as a fraternity candidate, in an issue-less Mickey-Mouse
student election. Now, all of a sudden, the students he was supposed to represent in his
modest, unaggressive style, were demonstrating, protesting, and getting themselves
arrested. Charlie Powell couldn't take it — it blew his mind, as we say these days; it
turned him into a nervous wreck. It was only good fortune, if you want to call it that,
that rescued him from being more a victim of history than he already was. The Campus
Crusade came to town that very next week, and somehow, he managed to pull himself
together, and with the fervor of a convert, to become a functioning human being again.
I'm sure it wasn't easy; the gleam in his eye as he spoke of the strength that Jesus Christ
had given him had a hint of despair in it.
Charlie Powell was almost a victim, and his story carries a message for us all, who are
susceptible of becoming victims in our own separate ways. The message is not simply that
student leaders sometimes lose touch with their constituency, just as administrators do.
The real message lies somewhat deeper; to explain why Charlie Powell was left out in the
cold, we must also explain why all student politicians promise more than they can deliver,
why they promise action, involvement, and dynamism, but produce only lethargy and
apathy. The reason, I suspect, lies in the nature of the relationship of student government
to the real life concerns of the ordinary student on most campuses. Students are in
college for a wide variety of reasons, which can be roughly grouped into escape reasons
and search reasons. They are escaping their parents, their upbringing generally, the draft,
and the job market for high school graduates; they are searching for lovers and mates, an
occupation offering financial security, an identity of themselves as human beings, and
occasionally knowledge for its own sake. Student government has little to do with any of
these needs, and hence largely deserves the lack of interest it has received.
Like their parents, and most other Americans, students share only a passing interest in
politics until it touches their personal concerns in some ways. Many of those alarmed by
the student unrest of the past few years assume the students want power, or control of
the University, but in fact most student involvement in politics over the last ten years has
been very sporadic and transitory. Students have been able to transform themselves from
quiet fun-loving beer-drinkers into enraged activists and back again with astonishing
alacrity. This is neither good or evil in itself; it is simply an expression of the way most
Americans engage in politics — they only take it seriously for short periods of time.
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Yet it is clear that students can be mobilized for political action, by issues and
candidates of all kinds, ranging from Eugene McCarthy to James Buckley. Probably the
most important of the issues has been the War in Vietnam and related issues such as war
research by univerisities, ROTC, defense industry recruiting, and the draft. As we look
ahead into the seventies, I would like to suggest that the wave of protests over these issues
is now past, partly because they have been absorbed into the normal democratic political
process, such as it is, and partly because the War is now so manifestly unpopular that
American involvement is being rapidly phased out, though by no means immediately, or
completely for some time to come.
The second big issue of the sixties on campus, though often lost in the turmoil of the
war-related protests, was the almost total destruction of the University's role in loco
parentis; this has meant the abolition of most parietal hours, co-ed dorms, relaxation of
drinking rules, and in general less supervision of the student's control of his personal,
non-academic life. At a national political level, this has now been codified by the 18
year-old vote. If you're old enough to vote and to get killed for your country, and to be
treated as an adult by the law, then you are old enough to decide what time to come in at
night. Again, this issue is now largely played out, mainly through the capitulation of
university authorities when faced with massive civil disobedience. Partly because this is
mainly a commuter school, the dorm students have not mobilized effectively yet on this
problem, but I suspect it is only a matter of time. On the other hand, as my friend
Moughrabi remarked, "Any girl who is stupid enough to buy that cookware shouldn't be
allowed out at all!"
The important point, however, is that as we enter the seventies, the two major foci of
campus involvement in politics for students during the last decade have been greatly
diminished. Yet, as never before, students have tremendous freedom of action and
awareness of themselves as potential political participants. During this time, traditional
student government has been left out in the cold, content to pass resolutions and score
parliamentary debating points, and eventually to succumb to recurring crises as Charlie
Powell did. It is now time for student government to come in out of the cold. What is to
be done?
Another story: When I was a junior at Stanford, a fellow named David Harris ran for
student body president. Subsequently he has achieved some fame as the husband of Joan
Baez, and as a federal prisoner for draft refusal. But this was the Spring of 1966.
Stanford, like Chattanooga today, was still a quiet campus, only a little nervous about its
proximity to that radical place called Berkeley across the bay. Nobody seriously thought
that "it could happen here". Vietnam was of concern, but it was far away, and we all had
secure deferments for the time being. People were less interested in student government
than in TGIF's and final exams. In a word, everything was normal, or so it seemed.
David Harris changed all that: he ran on a frankly Utopian platform with lots of
impossible ideas (some of which are now being implemented). Among other things, he
wanted to abolish all grades, major requirements, fraternities, and elitist remnants in the
university. He wanted the Trustees elected democratically by the entire university
community, from the President to the cleaning women. He wanted to scrap the intricate
bureaucratic machinery and replace it with participatory democracy. In a word, he was
crazy, yet strangely compelling. His two opponents were much more moderate, yet they
shifted noticeably during the campaign towards Harris' position. One was a fraternity
type, and the other a traditional student liberal politician, experienced in committee
work, but out of touch with the students. Neither could really meet Harris' point, and he
beat the fraternity man handily in a run-off, with no funds, no organization in the
traditional sense, and with very little desire to do the job. He had really just wanted to
raise the issues, and he had ended up winning.
To understand the student movement of the sixties, it is essential to understand how
an avowed radical was able to win overwhelmingly on a previously conservative campus.

— 41 —

For at a microcosmic level he demonstrated what was going on across the country during
the entire decade: the growing awareness of the average student of his responsibility to
take charge of his own education and his own life. Harris won because he spoke to these
dominant concerns. He was convincing even to those who were put off by his long hair
and blue jeans, which were by no means the student uniform then that they now appear
to be. He provoked them: "Look, this is your life you're leading, your very own mind
that is being meddled with here at this university, your decisions that have to be made.
What are you going to do about it? Are you going to let them lead you around forever?
Are you never going to take charge of your own lives? This was his pitch — the appeal to
the student's sense of involvement in his own education. And even the fraternity boys
listened, for he had something to say, and he said it well. In this context, his utopian
program was relatively unimportant; nobody really cared about electing the Trustees —
the issue was to lead your own life.
It was a marvelous moment, and as I look back now over the years, a wizened young
man of 24, a junior faculty member whose colleagues warn him about the first grey hairs
on his head, and yet also as one who is about to become a student again, I am tempted to
look back to the mid-sixties as one of those precious open moments in history, when it
still seemed possible to change the world, when we still believed in ourselves, and
amazingly even in our elders. Our cities, though tense, were not yet burning; our war
casualties numbered in the hundreds, not in the tens of thousands; we were optimistic,
naive, strong. And yet it was lost somehow, corrupted, some have said, by its own
idealism, drowned in the same violence that it reacted against. I don't really know.
But it may not be too late; perhaps there is still a chance to reclaim the challenge that
David Harris once set before us. To do this, students will have to redirect their energies,
so fruitlessly wasted in empty jousts against the administration, toward the faculty.
Through the sixties, politically active students have sought help from sympathetic liberal
faculty in their battles against the Establishment of the administration. The latter was the
enemy to be defeated, its offices captured by sit-ins. Students had good reason to
perceive the situation in this way; for college administrators acted poorly time and time
again; they were trapped by the historical moment, and many took the path of Charlie
Powell and fled. But I want to suggest that those times have passed, that the issues that
the anger of the sixties fed upon: the War in Vietnam and in loco parentis, are no longer
so crucial. The time has come for students to turn away from petty bickering over
constitutions, judicial systems, and the like, and to concentrate on the serious business of
confronting the last relic of unchecked authority in the University: the faculty. This will
be a hard fight; you will hear the phrase "academic freedom" invoked so often, it will
lose what little meaning it still retains. You will hear repeated the stale arguments about
the immaturity of the young, how they are in college only for four years, so how can
they take responsibility for directing themselves, much less judge their teachers. Now, all
these arguments do have a grain of truth in them, and, more dangerously, they have the
weight of a sacred academic tradition to bolster them. So they must be met, not with
shouts, but with intellectual openness and honesty. And you will win, not because of
superior numbers, but because you are ultimately what the university is all about.
But since these are intellectual issues, students must not be misled into avoiding the use
of political levers. The faculty plays politics to the hilt, let me assure you. They have
developed the use of committees into a fine art of frustration. For students the usefulness
of serving on committees lies not in being able to cast an occasional deciding vote, but in
the opportunity to study the habits of that strangest of mammals, the American
University professor. Know your enemy. He is it. Students must be astute enough to
exploit crucial divisions within the faculty and administration. It is tactically unwise to
challenge any enemy who is stronger head-on; learn from the Viet Cong, who have
profited greatly from this maxim. Similarly, the administration, and this is particularly
true at Chattanooga, is always eager for allies in its perpetual wars with faculty clumsiness
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and obscurantism. Under the proper circumstances, you can work with them, instead of
against them as in the past. It won't be easy, I know; old habits die hard, and the danger
of co-optation still remains. So you will have to have your wits about you to keep from
becoming like Charlie Powell, but it is still worth contemplating.
But much of this is secondary; students can only achieve these political goals after they
have done some long hard thinking about what a college education means in the seventies,
and what it will mean in the 21st century, should we all live so long. The Faculty, with a
few remarkable exceptions, literally have no idea about this. They are engaged in
throwing back at you what they got in graduate school, brought up-to-date a little. It is
not simply a question of relevant courses; all subjects are equally relevant: ancient Greek
as much as Black History. The problem is in making the material relevant to the student
and his mind. This means taking an interest in the life of the student, finding out what he
wants to know, how he thinks he can be helped, and then working in that direction. It
means breaking down many of the false barriers of status that separate students and
teachers, and consequently often inhibit learning. This is not a plea for friendship, group
therapy, or sensitivity training, but rather a call for a return to the idea of an academic
community, for engagement in a common enterprise. This inevitably involves an end to
the arbitrary submission of the student to the faculty's definition of knowledge and what
is worth knowing, not that the faculty is always wrong or oppressive, but that they may
be, and perhaps we should find out.
Sadly, most faculty are unaware of this problem; they think their students admire
them; they think they are effective teachers. In fact, they are slightly ridiculous, assertive
in the classroom, yet frightened and withdrawn outside, good at ideas and abstract
reasoning because it protects them from disagreeable aspects of reality, and more scared
of their students than their students are of them.
And this is the secret weapon of the students: not their vaunted strength in numbers
and their threats to shut the university down, not even their claim to being the next
generation to rule the world, but their condition as students, their openness to change
and experience, when others are closed. Prize that fact; it is valuable! For it is the very
essence of the educated man that he remains open to new truths. In most faculty
members, this openness has been driven out by the professionalism of graduate school
where they were offered job security and membership in the gild of their choice, if they
would only go along. Yet they have made a crucial mistake, for even as they engage in
feverish research in order to publish, not perish, they have lost the very essence of their
calling: the notion of inquiry as the pursuit of truth, not the pursuit of prestige. It is a
message administrators running a university on the make should heed as well. Socrates
said that the wise man is he who knows how little he knows. Students understand this,
for there is much they do not know, and paradoxically it is their greatest asset. Use it
wisely.

—Jon Reider

on, off, on, off; the neon light continues
like the breathing of our minds, the rhythm never changes
carressing the bare wall, the enduring light persists
as God watches idly by, the neon light continues

—David Fleisher

— 43 —

Nguyen's Canteens
Nguyen picked up the battered canteen from the grass and looked at it
solemnly. He thought it strange to find it there, and yet as he went out on
the walk that morning he knew that he would find it.
The stamped insignia, "U.S.", was on it and he looked at that for a
minute, then began walking back towards his home, a humble grass hut that
had been rebuilt many times over the years.
Nguyen entered the hut and opened the wooden box that was in a corner.
He sat the canteen upright next to the Japanese and French ones. He
regarded each, then closed the box. Nguyen was getting old and he wondered
if he would still be alive to add more canteens to his collection. He knew
that there would be more. It was part of the history of his people.

—Michael Mahn
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