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My heart aches, erd a drowsy numbness 9?%9?
yM 86N A, ne though of hemlock I hed diunk,
f Ll 8= g - +ho 4-7__‘-1..;‘;.
Or gmpbieﬁ some oOu-l cplate to tas &r a3
" one minube past, and Lethe-wards had suik,

Barbara Terry

The Glorious Cause

Its awful hot and dark in here and
Godfrey keeps on saylng 1 wanna g0 home
wheres my mommy2 And then I tell him to
shutup and he starts crying. Then I feel
bad and pat him and say how he shouldnt
cry cause everything will be alright. Only
I dont know. It smells like when Godfrey
wets his pants in here only a million times
worse. And all the 1little guys and the
girls are crying on a count of there sick
from the ship roling or there nose runing
or something. The big guys ate all the food
only the brede had worms. Stephen says how
we should pray to the mother of God to save
us only I dont know 1f 111 work. I tried
it a lot of times and nothing seemed %o
happen so thats why we hardly ever listen
to Stephen anymore. I guess Gods mother is
like mine she doesnt always give you what
you ask for only my mother wouldnt let any
body put me in here. She didnt want us to
come and cried and told me to be & man and ,
take care of Godfrey on a count of he was
littler than me but sometimes mothers are
awful silly. And she put our cloths in
blanketd and rolled them up and give us
cheese and rolls. And Godfrey took his toy
dog only he dropped it in a bush when the
big boys laffed at him. And all the mothers
stod around when we left with red noses and
kind of slobbering and kept saying god be
with us and watching us march away. 4nd
there were so many of us that sometimes we
had to march in the fiejgs only it was hard
on a count of the grass was over our heads.
Pretty soon we stopped singing and talking




and the little guys got tird amxd slowd down
so I had to carry Godfreys blanket. VWhen it
got dark we neeld and sald our prayers but
almost everybody fel asleep and d:1dnt even
eat. I can hardly remember much after that,

. Only we valkd. for.en awful long tilme and
sach Lime we passd a village there were more
children and there mothers sewed crosses on
“thers #hints and they took up ths cross. s
beggd food in fhre towns and plckel. grapes
and green apples 1n the country and Godirey
and I got the direar only we didnt dle. Vie
left the sick ones kehind to get well. I
never saw them agzin. I remember it rained
along time and it was awful cold and a girl
startd cofing and next day startd mumbling
and twitching end sc did lots of others.
They dled and W3 aft them. My shoes wore
out and my cloths had holeg and pretty soon
the people wouldnt give us food anymore and
my stomich huct. Some of the chilcdren wanted
to go back cnly Stephen said no cause then
how could they walk acros the sea like
Moses and the children of Isreal. And a few
more days and one morning we could smell
doad fish end it wgs hot end a brseze blow-
ing. And most of us that could started

. running and when we came to the water we
ran in it and played. And then Stepken
called us all together and we prayed for
the sea to part and Stephen streched out
his arm only it didnt so we did again. But
i1t was no use and luckely some ships nearby
came sent from God only if there angles on
them there not pretty. I would rather see my
mother. I hope we get there soon i dont feel
good &nd Godfrey wont stop crying. I hope
we save jesus tume only 1ts hard to think of
that now.

William Teunis

Dorothy Ellis

1

In the honeysuckled fence
Lurks the nest of excellence,
Secpet twigs that cannot fly
Cancer's green bureaucracy.

Schizophrenic flesh rebels,
And the pale promiscuous cells,
Not content to staund and walt,
Lawlessly proliferate.

2

Dorothy at last is gons,
Fitful bright phenomenon,
Firefly of neurotic bent
In the marsh of government.

Civil servants sucking spoons
Through jthe office afternoons,
Turn psnplexed when clattering keys

Hinted Wright disharmonies.

Npow her jmatch has flared its flare,

.Ashes .sgattered God knows where,

Everybody walks once more
Fearles$ through each office door.

194
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One there was who liked to pose,
Go where intimacy * goes,

Pull on love till self-defense
Shrank it to indifference.

Sonnets typed in pain outlive
Faults we guiltily forglve,
Wishing our familiars dead

Across the sword she took to bed.

Sharon hkocn

THE NEED

a part of me fell
and 1 died with it.

a amile has lost 1tself
where 1 have never bsen.

the flesh of a face cean hold only so much
before it bursts forever.




Bev Hauss
Mark Schulman

Before the Crisis

She sat on the steps
with a book
which she did not
read
but only kept in her hand
to remind hew,
of what should be done
She pushed her long halr
avey ifrom aer feca
and squinted toward lne sui
to cateh the last glink of late afternoon
The 1litsle beoy naxt deor
a rad-nead
skippa® snd heposs np the steps
tc tsll uee that his
baby sistew we talk, you and 1
new bad threo teeth we contem
She smiled at tle purlty , - vy plate, he and she
af childhood but where in whose kingdom do we sit
4/ waved at the little boy where may we lie
when he ran home to dinner
The sun dropped
And a breeze began to blow find be
She stretcheg with feline grace
and walked to the house




Carolyn Mason

The Sea Above the Sky

0 Cerulesn seas flash laughingly on,
bathsd in a pool of azure,
which” . hangs in stolid pallor below
the hyaline waters.
Descending never it roars on and on
with cesasaléss ardor,
where billows ashed,3ing in eternal
wisdom, upon the grar kling skiesy
where fleece and emobers
emhrace with beauty soleun,
end dance’ joyously on cnd forevsr

On.

Robertae Koch

Now lettsfs cen ngt 86 Yomorrow

The unwordable is not sald
on stamped paper.

Now in our time. I can not
speak with words
of former mouths, or angwer

eye touch with hands.

listen
I know a dance. light on light.
love the opening of petals in the soft
sun love the soft petals in the sun.

The unwordable is not aaid
with stamped paper
or form.

YOy must come with the whispering eyes
of tomorrow come bringling

my arms bringing with surprises
and all wonder

trembling in my blood.




Mark Schulman Ron Boroson

To Caryl Chessman

So much for Califorgia

massachusetts, yes:
those puritans

could do ‘,
eny thing ¢
anytime
so that miscarriage was not So hard vision
to uﬁderﬂxq
thders
But Vihy does he sigh?-‘the-_
| Califorqia, and my Young girl's legs crossed high=--the
Californié . ' Friendly rub of time. i

f

| wﬁ much for galifornia

i




ﬁlaina Levin

Truth

Blinding

Sun~--Man hides from

You behind parasols

Of ignprance and sunglasses
Of fear.

In his

Little house he

Fabricates his own sun

With a light switch and forgets what
Dawn 1is.

MELUK OO0k Luicis

Aum

I

The ©Child was young then and mother
has suckled him thou:h father had been angry.

And now seven, free to the undestroyed
country, he told them he would walk short-
pants. among the land he had never known.

Father had laughed at the Child when he
said he would roam the land. Seven, he had
replied, is the mothersboy age; eleven was
the time when you would leave your mothers
skirt.

No, the Child had insisted, tomorrow 1
can walk alone to the low valley. In the
daytime, though.

Father had laughed but mother had cried.

What the hell is the matter with you,
father had shouted.

Mother only cried and wouldnt say her
blessing at supper, and vomitted the home~
baked apple pie in the living room on the
old stained rug.

Father had eaten the rest of the
apple pie and warned,mother, Clean that up
before I sit down thers.

The Child sobbed softly in his crib
that night, but clutched his Cecll, and
moaned less, but wished father had not
burned the 1ish. -

Mornings, mother made & meal for the

Child, a hotgrain cereal that was a&lways

good. ]

The Child asked, Vihats the matter?, for moi
mother lay in bed pale that morning. She
said, Nothing.

Closiny the door he saw father




Is she coming ouu or Tresting Llue rustu Ol

the day, said father. reenness of the lake st
The Child wglked past him. Father opened . . getting sun. o BRarslsd Hig g the
the door. = © =~ it = N The Childs small fingers grasped:a
freakfast. Its times ol RS ERC flat rock,liberating it from its weed
The Child turned and saw mother roll in dungeon. A good $hrowing stone.
the bed away from father. In the sunset the lake water exjst-
Go away,:away, yod. dont know what YOHP¢ ed placidlyjexisted only to the red sun
doing. above the motionless valley. The sparrcw,
Father slammed the door. too, and the rabbit, knew, -~ only the
The Child went to the barn to ¢url in Child blinked in the reflesfion of the sun
the warm hay, but the trown mother cow : dying below the bill transferring i1ts life
mooed .yerily to warn the nursing calf, to the attentive lake.
and the Child remembered he must not remain. His hands ecesxing the throwing stone -
The light in mothers room in the house to 1ts greatest efforts the Child ropefully
went on, casting .nhadows through the torn casd the rock %o the darkening water.
shade. ‘ . i But it akimmed the rippll suriace
iie walked to his secret place. And af- three times and plunged below the black {ar
ter it was over, he again felt that ecstasy from the greentreed shore.

of somethingness thatb he reserved for he
and his secret place.

Then the Child slept in the tranquil
grass windblown by the calming warm morn-
ing breeze.

11

Awakened by the heat of the midday
sun the Child felt hunger and whinper-
ed crawling to the house ffor ls sustenance.
lie pushed his weak legs thrguegh the .
itchen door. rather sat head in arms at .. 1 .’
he table. The Child realized father and
waited the command. Father sab. He said
npothinge. : S
ind ' he ran forward to walk the low valley,
long pants on.
R The low valley was far and handsinpocket
he approached near in the cold evening.The blue-




Stephen Maurer

I am going to destroy the earth
no I will not let you destro
Im sorry but '

‘a conversation -~

y ‘the  earth

I am definitely going ahead with 1t

regardless of what you say

well Im sorry too ‘
but Im just not golng to let you do 1%t

I consider it i T
my patrlotic and chsuvinistic duty

- go stop you

and how are you going to stop me
when I have made up my mind

already

Why should I let you know
then you dont know yourself
on the contrary I know Very well
but how will you be sure when you dle
that in fact you have died
and that in reallf®y

Vhat

I have not just then
destroyed the garth

oh but what if you dle first
oh thats impossible =
since Im determined to destroy the earth
Im sorry but as I gald
I just cannot allow myself to permit 1t

well

lets walt and see

Gov e

- 2 =z

Mother I am sick

Bring me a bowl

of consecrated chicken soup

and & slice

of Saint John's bread and butter
Let me partake of God




Mark Schu.man

In the barber shop

The barbs: agsked how many
CoLorews
were there in
rmy school

And I told hin AT

he had Lavbered me too shoert
M

I wanted 1t
longer

Gev

a solitary bird
sits on my whito fence
and sings to please itself

(e




Me

Roberta Koch

refrain

The boys try to comfort me
with oranges
and apples they give me for lunch.

At parties they touch my hagyp -
and hold me close

with smiles ang their eyes
asking,

All the time
I know what Jour hands do.

Yasterday another's letter cameg,
I am waiting for g poem, it saiqd.
I still believe in you.

Viell, what should I do,.
How strong must I be,
ot to answer touch for touch,
thq letter. the eyes.

; All the time
! what your hands do.

.Sharon Koch

our web
our web
thrusts us- togethar
1f we dida't like it
wvhat vould it matter.

here we aps
and splendid -too

is our lau hter

.n 2 park of
hOIding A ccbrrebs.,

bondiqg ve touch the earthk

irt is so cool
Aaedie and smooth

we vipe its softness on each other

1y just lovely
lovely too bad

ve're so enwrapped
in ourselves
wve forget

to love




Judy Perlmutter
Me

Kiyoshi would have - been a Samurati

Had he boen born two centuriaa~earlier.”

He was proud of the warriorttpaditiqn )

Tha+ pan inpgad through his ancestral pattern
Bat 1% 1s tls twentieth century '

And Kiyoshi werks ia g fastory

Fitting belts with the strong hands

Moent %o grasp the swift clesn

Sword,

-

ELaveE LEV/IJ

T

Desath

Armored o
Shadow moun :

loping tree-top to
g?ilage s kingdom of glddy

Sunbeams.




Mark Schulman
Msa

An occurence of an unfortunate
L , .
hajure in a famous Institution

The subway rolled to &

: to the, rilnt as nm.;}igg o

j . *OTEeN: In the”féfta prtcod

: by a thoughtful ccuncil
& He, kissing her one

E last time, smiled

E as his hands

: touched the

third rai}

Sharon Koch

THE SEJSE OF: IN A SEJSE

I am still here.
what of the darkness
‘ (and the shadows on the wall)
the times when I'm not qulte me
(or really anybody.)

You may take me
and of course 1'll teke you,
: what matters is the fact.

I have put myself high on a shelf
where you can look down on mé.

The ©01d man of the street
doesn't rscognlze mo
eanymore. The young man
doesn't waat to.

Ve have come to & connection
that has made us possible
and all things

not witliout including
tongues which color us
pink with delight.



Me

William Teunis
MISS SNELL

Cne Satirdn
tréay morning in hpril, three child-

Sin stk
ettt L

S b

NELRmy

] :I.J,: N 5y

_ startled and the
Quickly they looked aboug thggin

ST Wara. all eight year§ olds
WO glgtare naged Dottty and
-b W '...' ’ :I‘_ Ra) a2
hird Sra&, aal would RP2obably have been
N :.’; & 4'3
L Saken up positions about

BOULN Y hgad anma

o W E Dead aud btlsd in a hard knot .t

; a
ahor% bz iwse Wb T
< WA EWIen Thy givls and ten yards -und
B & sonvrlyad
Fomrtlyed Twith silent .lguchter
ﬁiﬂ;pﬁthﬁfﬁ~
to ses 1r
Horgce had darted groung . them some.
near the ;
he wood,, ‘the fileld waa berfectly flat

Aave gon - I

&gone, but he wgs nownere in sight. The

POIL WS Di,.yur Ling
S Ranyang Blind Man's B3
. Wff in
& LA, a fieldo
' a boy mamsd
rir N 1'::.'5--'3 LT Pinirwe %5
e r*h:;\:&&:?;_fﬁfw iivad nmaxt door to
(D T TaTa o bhe gsame roow i
RME: mw in the
P’:‘-E:"i Ik 1:-:\ E W ey % -
whcuwgtm'H'Etfjm 220« verdy If thelr motheprs
Lz e e M :‘ v ,._‘.:: “th# N ®
nut Ga,a.*—;;,.;i EAV VeSS é-,;ﬂa:? I3 o . to dI.y» h‘td;
i Ao givig hytt
w3 00a1 racrs x 1
| o et &L . WARra by '
tha* - siesiag g ﬂhufﬁu ﬂ”? s Sowi) gL
YRS, Wiin g towal Wrappaed
af: ':_"I. 2 Vuew e e
N “?ﬁ?:u,,_fﬂuﬁ GO0LLiy . for tham thirough
GOZA Wowni. nla hmn?ﬂ.omﬁstraﬁchada ﬁﬁ was -l
EXL SE e s o m e .
deslward Jo LM ‘ﬂ::“i;.-' t‘ &y Bolk)
o oo 2 it ol LAY Uil bent ov g
: AR, PEIBUS with Lhsip handd 1o o Al
ot ‘ WA, and shut
(%) 1:..-1 HE i,r’! £ 1 ey H Vit i
L= LU 8 I&J!U \T-Lbab & 5 1
ORBL~% "k pat o e St § A 5
PAL~Y "brale @rag g minant lgtepe ng&?;agaghay
Bosh gipls
2irls ware g
frightened, e
how
v ardfiwas sz
- tle.sg&ggin%z@. Ha was not, Excapt:
obe at the far en; of the fleld
ang there wa
] re hp tr
god ! ; ¥ €838 or bushnes :
© hida behing. There wasg Ng gt o e
| ®aer, ‘he eould
girls.lgoka? at egch other,
ere’s Horace?" Lotty said. |

®How should I knowft™
®M,ybe there's a hole somewhere and he'S
hidinﬁ im it," Lotty said without convietlon.
‘Horacel™ Dotty shouted.
"hat?" shouted a voice.
"Where are you?"
®fouldn't you like to know?™
The: volce hagd a gueer echo to 1t.
"He's over here," Dotty said. "Come
on ." They walked forward cautiously."There’s-
a cev® or something thers," Dotty said. “Look
"Let's go home,"
"Coms on,'" Dotty said. She wglked ahsud
a few more steps and stood looking down,

Lotty came up beside her.

At ‘their feet, in the middle of the fiels,

was what looked like a well.
up around 1t gnd conceglg@ * 1t. The mouth
was narrow gnd sbout five eet long. The
shaft -widemd -~ toward ths bottom, gbout
twelve feet down , where several stones from
the rim i had fgllen. The whole lower part
of the well was rather muddy, but there was

rnio. Water in it.
"ihat are you doing down there?" Dotty

asked.
"Nong of your businass," Eorace sald.
He wgs sitting on a pile of disloged

stones and . rubbling hls knee.
"How did you get down there?™ Dotty

va.Skedo ;
®@od, what e stupld gquostiom," Horace.
Wrust like a womai: « I fell in,™

Both girls began to laugh.
“How do you think you're going to get
out:?" Dotty askes# after a while.

“Don't worry about 1t," ?oraee sald,
WI'1l get out whea I want bo.

I don't see how," Dotty(said. "It's
aver so deep and it's steep ai anything.
And it's muddy. I don't think you'll ever

sald.

Weeds had growsn.

H

1



f

get out," y
"Do ytu like 1t down there?" Lotty
asked. Lo i

"No," Horace sald. "It's too muddy
and there's oo many snailg, "

"Snails, ugh, " Lotty sald. "Serveg
you right. "

Screzmad agg sore it offr and shuddereg
after she's thrown it away. She rubbed
her sleevs 2-rose her throat and rubbed
her hand on hep dress. "I'p 80ing home, !
she saig, "y hope you rot down there, ™
’ "Gocdhya," Eerace saiq, _
Lotty began to wall away. Dotty
hesitated” beside the well for a rew
- Seconds and then ran after hepr sister,
. Yetig tell hig mother,",Dotty saiq
M the 112 c¢asch is. "

They walked &Cross the fiela and
through tie n2el: of woopds that surrounde
1t, dowrn &he hill, along an overgrown
road, across the Planks in the mud of th
housing devalopmant-ndeserted on Saturdg
with its unfinished houses and empty

WES a sweil L.iclk bungelow, with
Eroilises w9side the front door and with

; Tees, which made her look Iike a differer
- person, they - recognized liss Snxll, who

.- ‘had been their teacher in kindergarten.

/

/

She was now giving lectures in g course
_célled;Principlaa of kducation at tpe

' 1.80 directing
3 1versity, and &i.so A
bnatgn;?ish Language Arts Curﬁicglggen
= the county high schools. sse ne
ﬁog dark hair and a hawk—lékz 2%'her
. oun. led. On
around and smi &2
$;§22is was droop}ng several inch
wer than the other. N
= "Hello, glrls," she sal e
Dotty and Lotty Linthlﬁgm. o
W "Uh-huh, " Dotty said. "Eello !

1] g - -
" si firs
Snelﬁwhere are you coming from thi
s.~..oN 1 a "
c2 9 . s
mornhﬁz,ve been playlng in the woods,

Dotty sald. e Aot
- Myt All by'JOULSU%:;E us, ¥ Loty
"aorace Leach was wi P
id. . is Horace?" Miss Snell
= aAnd where is Zorace?” j}‘_# )
aSKed~. Lid e *.‘n el s Do*.t,'] said.
Ve felll doFina well, e
"Great heavens! 1s he a’ ‘

AL — » NIE oy e bt
B e A e i

said. o S by
"H: ns! %ho's withochi 29
nﬁggzgy. He's all by h;maﬁl;é? o
"And vou just came fgﬁm there? 1
haven't tbld anyongdolse.
"Ho," Dotty said. : 3
Mgg; Snell started to sa;uioggwn
thing and then stopped. S%evp Ry
& d -8 ggor. "Girls ," she ol 1y
gggdWSEhg égood straightlgﬁd looke 1
. "here is this wel ? .
them"'It's in the middle of the gé%mOds |
field on the other sidﬁvongigsgudb »
'said, pointing. "Ve v '
égfﬁg zgitélg his mother. He'll never

et out by himself." ‘ g
: "I see," saild Miss Snell. B




'F-‘
1f you'll jusg walt fop . i L she wes csarrying
_ me, we! ; ut all the equipmeni C
e there and gee What we cgp &o. Nij 53 back gn the ground bssid ‘her and sfid,
! inside whije get ready, " ne - “Iiow, girls, as socn as I ssk fir eny-
- tghe fogk the girlg by the hand 2ng thing, you must finilit ;hﬁ€2"QUlckly
°Mm into her hoyge e S hand 1% to me. rilghtt
behing them, "Ig pe huré?ﬁhuggigskgge waoy = "All right," Miss Snell," they
MJvIang, "J Dotty gaiq . said. "
°3 Snell  ppened o d "Glve ms the rope,
kitchen ang took uft some rs;gfrmégnths Loitly and Lottty poanced on the
she turneq on the' Nat water fn *h, rope together and handéd 1t to posia
8ink ang washad hep hands VIgor5§§1 "Herace, " Niss Snell“?ailea down,
With soap, gp, Tal 10to anothop ppoy, LW going Fo thraw  you 4he end of ol
ond cams pggi Carcying a fipgtegiq o * this rope. and I want you t. catch 1t.
k1t aﬁﬁta“b anket, ‘ Shz greasped cre end of it 8851255 heg
HOW Weine g11 pe " hest wita her lert hand, and droppe
"'Gome,lgirlsuﬁ ady," she Sald, gg:bresﬁ into the wsll. led
the Yay * back to & " "Ilve got it," Herace called.
Snell was humning o it élsnawed.é.{lMias "Now. asar, I wans yeou te W ap it
Walke 80 fast that the girils c;ulng- al .08 eraund your stomech, tlen b?f“g
FoP R with hﬁr Lo show héy ‘the @éy'ar ==K 1% 19 LEvwson your legs ag? e;ouudvfzge
forentY: " she gaiq, g 20 WEe. ¢l 4® gour nook, tle a big rAE
on, Lofers” we 885 thenm ﬁbrace e ?ivcomasjua there, and neld it like I'm
L8 well i3 all din ~Hm = i ing. Sez?i
DOtt}};ﬁSa-}d.’: pajltir) n Iy“l iss 8 Glll"! do.l.flg"a.eg Whj_z," Horace Said; "t%is
L9 '% be SL1Yod™ Magq & o ems like an awful ot of fuss.
"'Hibu .aald th Was : s ’mn?ﬁl 3;1";:3""' Secms::'ll \h I gavi That's the bOY'
Whon & Well, didn't oy o™ Yo as y: That's the 14
Ston, b, 2o¥, 83% Neay th oyt 4 Now, bress yoir fest againct the side
& N glans Llyiag Ub out of 1t and 0L Lhe welli--%hab's it-- HOW:" Miss
ay fard&nlhvaca whistlixig. Snell ngave o tremendcus hea;;e 01’11113he
- Mlss Sns; a0 Up to the ag rcpe and vwalked away from the well,
| g ] / 2 pe e ‘o 5 = s +-
:hﬂ Wall, "Edrgca W she.: orieq ge!::E’E,. with the rope behind her taut and
® £00d to segq youl™ : y E grinding the gray wesds and dirt at the
Ho Eblloa-MQSQ Sn&ll»mfﬂbnaca Bl edge of the well. Horace yelled. The
"whWEs 81tting on the PIle of pocke o ° girls looked down from the opposite
k 8t"d0!you want 2" . side of the well. ﬂ%eep your feet &
‘Sr oo come ‘to get you out," yig against the wall!" Dotty yelled. "Miss
| Feelﬂgﬁid, s 5 Snell, Horace isn't doing whattgou "
» all pighy, o Horace told him. He's all up against the walll
"\:.rf;hogwug. "y didn't,much_ ke :gig. Siace "It's muddy and s]ippery{:: horate
} A shouted angruly. "Let me down!
Missyg Snell gavye he¥ hair g pat. She ; "I know it is, dear, I know 1t is,




Me

I know it is," Sang Miss Snell, “pug
you:ll be all right, You can come to my
house afterward and have a nice hot path*
and get clean again. Wow »~=" and she
walked 1 a few more steps away from the
well., Swest was trickling down her -
forendad. She stood and panted, bent
backward by the rope, her legs bow-~
ing. A

¥ "Let me downs" Horace yelled,
"Let zo the ropel¥ _

"You canit let £0, Mlss Snell,"
Dotty cried” ‘'he'g way off the
rocks!" i

"Heave % idiss Snell cried, but
she coula only surie forwerd a step
this time , 2ag 'irnediately was
forced. to take hal.l g stap backward
as the taut rope over her st ou ldsy-
pulled her.

"Dotty, Lotty, come ang help me
pull," Miss Snell called.

The ¢irls ran to her and tried to
holid the rove, butbt it was top high, so
Lotty ran behing Miss Snell ang locked
her  arms arcund her waist. "Come on,
Lotty. " gig said, "get behing meJ i "
Lott, ran and held Ler sister, and the
two of tiem bushed, leaning forward gt
an angle sygainst the taut ang Straining
rope, which disappexred at the edge of
the well. "Hegyg ™ lilss  Snell shouted,
flora_ce gave a muffled bleat which was
cut off.fﬂwy,_lynged forward furiously
but their feet ,rcmaﬁmwd.almost in the
Same place,

WAfter severgl Soconds, Miss Sneil

gaqud3 "Wait, 8irls, let's just rest

for a minate, If % all just lean ahead

'lik&‘thish the 1 pe won'; puil us back,

and we cyn colleck oud bregih, They
atood.breathing heavily for g © uple of
r-'r "'l. = r . ¢ ) .

. T

I

r back into thei™ ‘-
migzgeiugzi?géginaiith a cry of “"Heavel"
:gey mengged to advgnce three more :Eeps.
Agaln they rested. They pulleg again.
They rested ggain. They pulleinﬁgs *
Then they rested for smve£§1 2 b .
Finally Miss Snell sgld,, zui Lone
more hegve ought to do ift, gir -

Miss Snell's haglr and ayes w:th :
wild gnd she molistened her lip; xi h
her tongue, She gave a sortT? wegﬁér
ghe to egse her muscles, thk znd il
o e
blouse hgd come SR
kin colored a grayl |
§§Z63§3‘€§a’: “Dotty! Lottyd ready-—~
set~~HEAVE Y | A
The two girls pushed hgrd g 3
came. ashaad severgl steps wit%}acgis A
slipping and fallingi Lotty
side, Dotty tor thc¢ cther. -+ Benad
Lottty falt the aemp grass o
her gnd lgy there for a moment E%nd hs;
A cry of wonder from Lotty startlse
soked up.
e sﬁga%nst theppale sky MissSnﬁl%nng
was leaning fnrwizd one:hgtrgggg igead
with both erms, r ey arin e
: 1 and behind her, at
2§§§§t§§§ g% the rops Horsace's hegéw .
lready emerged from the well, si ehfg s
:ith his ¢ es rolled whitely back, ;
face & degd color, and the taut rop
wrepped twice about his neok.




Ma
e rk Schulmgn

Swey Worss, Qo

' natuneﬁin—aﬁfamouavénﬁ%&%ubi&a

into the warmth of ferfier edeng &o forth
... sayoth she |

ﬁtyfhally naVé?fin ﬁﬁﬁtﬁ' :
11:3 g vonmh
of my walst long blaek hair
sleep thyself prenatally-
Quoth she i

‘. and so went forth i

but mayhep the sgiktis
£ ; stice
~30lely frigid than the ngght

Sharon ¥Kach

AFTER THE DRINKING

Wilth wine japanese or any kind
you can fool me

by saying the world's

crazy and ourselves |
toujours we are

of the samése..

«»+s80d your eyes slanted
or otherwise, Tell truths.
Tell truths of our existence,
In the very exlusion
of delusicns
naming peonle
pretending
and bright lights

But when the smell

end spell of wins

is broken. 4And the air
turns out the 1lights.

whet has your hand
wild and’groping what has it
to say to my eyes

over apd.under and there.
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