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leaves shiver outside
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my stomach growls, i'm hungry
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SIGNIFICOLOGY
SIGNIFICANCE OF LOCATION
- Rich Ottum '74

, peen asked by this publication to report upon investigations
mporary philosophy. By far, the most intriguing topic I
covered is Locus Significology. I refer specifically to an
nnouncing the field, written by Jerry Shaw, published in the
: Phﬂosophical Studies Journal of the Thrasher University

ghaw is currently a junior at Thrasher University in Lan-
virginia, His work has passed largely unoticed, except-
recognition by the National Hockey League, (The reason
apparent later.) The Thrasher University publication
his article after it had already seen rejection by Better

nd Gardens magazine,

ome

. Significology is a field of philosophy and science, which
necessity of time, in any form, to account for or theorize
the functioning of the universe. To call the field con-
ry is perhaps inacurate. The true origins of Locus Signifi-
as Shaw informs us, date back to the era of Aristotle. These
had been lost to history, however, until the publication of the
rticle last year, As father of modern Locus Significology,
tmowledges a debt to an earlier generation, Shaw’s triumph
independent duplication of the doctrine, before he alone
red the original presentation., Without the intellectual pur-
| the Thrasher University junior, the field of Locus Signifi-
‘might have been lost to history forever.

7' Significology was the invention of Chronostophennes, a
(80n of Aristotle, Historically, little is known of this neglected
her, The only documented entry of his existence, (other than
_‘mﬁngs,) is a court order for his execution by hemlock,
by the Greecian Committee on Unaristotelian affairs. The
i of Chronostophennes date apparently to a two year prison
spent on the island of Crete, where he awaited trial.”” 1

discovered the original manuscripts of Chronostophennes
Thrasher University Library, mishelved under writings on
» lergy, Accounting for the preservation of the manuscripts
Hicult task, Miraculously, they escaped the little known Amer-
irge of the nineteen fifties, in which the Disney Corporation

L the burning of all the published works of Wilhelm Reich,
180rizes the savior of the Chronostophennes writings to be the
'::ner of a drive-in optimology center, who later anonymously
Writings to the West Virginia Thrasher University library.




ude, the angle of solar

: it !
ation 18 guanaPERREER h’s eliptical orbit

e and perigee of the eart
ask Johanns Kepler.” 6

A concentrated effort is needed to introgd
field of Locus Significology. Again, Locus Si
necessity of time in any form to account for
universe, philosophically or scientifically, TH
alien to modern civilization, In our society, and :

over, the individual is conditioned to respond to the
tions of time,

n loc
apoge
- " introduces Nicolaus

i Shaw intr
with astronomzf a;l,]:cut;msei’gniﬁcology' copernicus.;. he
an ear’y he?(: d against the Judeo-christian trgdl 1on;
gl e g rch was to step outside the confines 0
ot the il Heaven is above, they said, hell below,

] ions. = (s
E aSSigr'leLOfl?:center of the universe, Nicolaus Copernl
.rth occupl

i bout him all the writings
k. ise. Having gathered al ; ol
E Other:::l::tric universe, he _ventured md;lpeir;de‘r;ta e
e s concluded quite simply, that the Mg
e - +th could be the center of the universe. e
- t ¥ iionomer in prison,”’ 7 Shaw is 00“V¥?1°e‘tihem
' san:l zt/se sponsored his efforts, rather than St; . :ome o;
p should ha iven backing, who can speculate the (:)ca i oy
e e i‘;eady assigned the earth a more (:h i
Bavir;g :se he could have probably located the p
the unive ’

nd hell within a few miles.’”” 8

‘““We are told when to terminate our softbal
miss dinner, We are told that it is too late
watch the ¢‘Untouchables?’” on television, We 2
is the time for all good men to come to the
short, all our actions reflect a deadline or s
time.?’ 2

The Shaw article is divided into two basic pa
with a discussion of time, its scientific misco!
society. The second portion confronts the philosopl
of Locus Significology, In the Socratic traditioti' :
confronts the reader with life examination rhetorie,

al g g g C g 1]
4c]p tes t]le l‘eatest (:][a“all e t() LLocus Si n][] ()l() v

‘ . 1y. Logically,
“You were born not in the best of times, nor th of man, and attacks the prﬁblgﬁ‘m::‘gg:?:g :ppears ade-

You were born rather, on a kitchen table, in a 3 uration and eventual death of :iee Here again, Shaw draws

forbid, Philadelphia,? It is evident, that Shaw demonstrate the passage °‘i‘ (;I-lséussion of physical matter

the significance of locations in our lives. ¢‘Sociolog s knowledge of the sciences. A di

sage occur not in time, but rather in place, '

ill order Mat er 1S anyt ing whic as mas an OccupleS
You ost your Vlrg d t h h h h s d

i ion.
i tomic components of all matter are in constant mot
d 3 The ai . p
of your older brother’s Chevy, or better still, o there is motion, there is
lacrosse field.” 4 ictionless vacuum, Recent inves o nd molecules in what
: hydrogen, nitrogen, and carbon AEOA ic understanding
e dubbed the vacuum of deep space, With this bas g iy
let us turn our attention to thﬁ h(‘:l:;zl‘g similar in func-
i ell,
1 A reanism is called the ¢ S B8
o 1o comose ussue. Peerle o G LN
B erati issue structures. In ko 13 g
. I;av:::nbﬁafedtl and hearts stop. Tissue deteno;:;:tmmlotion,
ed by cellular "triction. Living cells underg(: :o:nsport oxygen
their atomic counterparts. Blood cells mus 1; x, Friction is
hout your body. Muscle cells contract and re ::1f .'ction o
I toy all your "bodily functions. Where there is :;erem;e. Ex-
erioration, Friction destroys all matter without pr

L your car’s new steel belted radials.”’9

friction, There is no such thing
tigations have discovered free

Especially persuavive to Shaw’s arguments con
nificance of location over time, is his handling of v
the laymans absurd clause number one; ‘‘reme!
days?”? ¢“Remember the good old days at Fort C
the mess hall fights? Remember too, that while y
in North Carolina, your best high school buddy was
where into occupied Czechoslovakia? Throwing
the mess hall was dandy, but did you ever try to di
into the hatch of a Panzer Four? John Wayne mad
then again, he was stationed in Hollywood, Were th
old days, or were they rather, the good old places?’ 5

o
q ’

Shaw’s scientific training is apparent
investigation into the history of time itself. Sha
merely an arbitrary division primitive man assigned
of the sun, Astronomy will tell you however, that
set are not determined by the passage of time. *
because the earth rotates on its axis, More Sp
rises because the whole goddamn planet changes
spect to the big yellow thing, Seasons are not d
passage of time, but rather by the dictates of climate.




THE RIFT

We stood quite still at first, They said not}
beseeching, saying all, Clinging to one anothe
holding hand, they fused into one, I could no lo ger
woman, husband from wife, F.

The earth began at last to shake, I sighed with
my knees, It started quite gently with a gradual m
noticeable than the good-night-sleep-tight mes:

It just started, that’s all., But it grew quickly
I took its shifting into my spine and held it there
and unspeakable beauty, At the climax I heard so.

cry out with terror, My hands were bloodied as 1 liff
my face,

Later, men and women gathered about me, murm
and eulogies, I shivered in hearing them speak thu:
man-hands on my arms I began the resistance,
through my eyelids and tempted me to behold her b
fear. I yielded and smiled at what lay before me, .

All was green and silver where I knelt, Though I ¢
me, I felt their body-warmth and heard the strz
Stillness, save the voices, prevailed, Then I turned

to my favorite child tune with a movement full of lov
and melody, §

Just beyond the crevice they stood in the same 5,
Fog and blur engulfed their image and their outline
Multiplying my stare, their eyes took on a sing
first pierced my forehead, then my head and h
through my veins, With a movement that was re
they began to sink into the earth, 1 lifted my
dried blood clutching at the palms hoping to d
of my pain, I saw they crumbled oblivious to my mi
a time there was only the fog and the blur,

IRST SELECTMAN

: ting
ther grey town mee g
::f:::t:ihere, perched on his cold stone benc

Impeccably hunched like a pinstriped bullfrog
Coated with ageclouded slime. 3
Bug-eyed, his spit crusted tongue cked il
But slide by with every orange-bac

Bug. Starved, :

His administrative bowels growl.

Carl Tillmanns ‘74




A DREAM CHARACTER WRITES OF. .

a small

beast

of timid dimensions

to be loved

and fondled by

the breast which

hovers close to it

and to be simultaneously pulled apart
and eaten inside out

till the mouth hangs

like a cow’s unmilked udder
and the eye becomes

a socket

emptying of light
the way a fractured hourglass
rids itself of time
through the crack

i

Dick Cameron ‘75




ORG CITY

ing .
half asle
‘:f.-ustling of your clothes

weaves through sleeps half drawn veil
{vait for your breasts

ressed against me

only to realize
you were

" leaves sca

watch out

you're next on the list

of the man next to you
whose wife has just left him
and he hopes you are a friend
of her Italian lover so he can
hate you with good reason.
don’t worry--not yet anyway
for both his thighs !
are wooden and embracing a wheelchair
you can keep him happy !
if you try by saying you

are his mistresse’s short lost brother
sounds reasonable as you look up
chin out and he says he knows

that you don’t know his mistress
doesn’t have a brother and

he doesn’t have a mistress anyway :
at which point with an eye in his gleam
which he squeezes to open a door in his th
he removes a plastic butter knife
smearing your visuals with strawberry jam
of poor quality.

jumping up with seedy eyes
quite unable to see to breath, beginning to:
up great clods of a double heat and serve hz
with heavy mustard and the crowd
not wishing to get involved applauds
with tearful eyes as the sanitation dept.
washes and polishes and crushes your gutte
with a truck of yellow bright made possible
that turns a corner into a shoe store
and tries a 142A .
and you begin to wish you really hadn't bes
next on his list.

ttered by the wind
Bob Smyth ‘74

LOVER

A slow soothing of separa!tion,
and the rythmn of the spine knows

its dream. L )
Boundaries of flesh resist the summation

of two waves, but

thwart not the perpetual flow.
Taut expression of the arms bares
the motive of minds,

to transcend.

To crawl in and share her borders,

to be what one loves.
A token effort finds one blessed. . .

in part. ]
Bow down to the child,
it is a memory of futility and grace.

Eric Odor ‘74
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merican History Workebooke- October 3, 1992

- Gary Parks 73

PTER 9: THE RYATT ACT”

= during the reign of Kaing Richard I, the famous Ryatt

i)roclaimed py His Majesty. Among other things, beades,
e, naked bodies, loong haire, gatherings of moire thaen
ople (except for footeball gaemes, church weddings, and war),
> letter wourds weire banned froum public or private use, The
sure letter wourds is whaet wille concern us today.

the laete 1960’s, maeny people protested the Government’s
s toward its own citizens and the citizens of other laends. Theye
he actions weire unfaire, exploitative, and, believe it or not,
Imagine soumeone saying thaet our great Government is
1d die before theye would say suche a

all Today theye wou
he law would see to thaet! But baeck to foure letter wourds...

»se heathen protesters would spout the foulest language pOS-
in order to embarrass the Government, Shouting as a group
would bring forth a slogan thaet compared Kaing Richard I
the results of the animal excretory process or accused Him of
Hng in unnatural actes withe His mother. Running naked through
s of Nixon, D.C. and smoking dangerous narcotics while
under treees, these maniacs caused a problem thaet nonne,
evene the dedicated policemen and nationalguardsmen, could
ol, And the worst parte was their language.

children, while watching the ragged mobbs get their juste
sings froum the police (seene in the daily newes on the boobe
¢ heard these foule wourds and innocently repeated theim to
ted mothers: the children weire thein promptly beaten. Men
i heareing their wieves say suche obscenities in bed, and feared
. their combination cooke-laundress-dishewasher—dryer—duster-
e er-general picker-upper-beauty queen - fulle-tieme bed partners
€ becoming liberated and would leave theim-heaven and the law
’ And so it weint, The foure letter wourds first uttered froum
lipps of the protesters spread throughout the laend lieke a plague.

_’!‘-: Richard I decided thaet theis flapping of foule tongues muste
L Not being One to use drastic meanes toward an end, suche as
ig the use of tongues, He instead issued a decree thaet would
W no one to express suche evile wourds. No wourd of foure let-
S was permitted to be saide or written. He figured thaet without
I favorite wourds the protesters would be powerlesse,

“mng had to be donne about all the wourds thaet weire foure
B loong but weire necessary for all communication. For a while
people weire injured or killed because no one could yelle,
I out, (doun’t ) (stepp) in (thaet) (houle)!’’ or soume similar cry.

14
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But linguists caeme to the rescue, bringingv.
the old wourds theye could remember, And so
standard language-the Kaing’s English,

As you all can see, the effect of the Ryatt ag
beene tremendous., All of those obscene foure Jef
beene legislated out of existence. Great is the |
ernment and of old Kaing Richard I, We haeve gotte

Daily exercise:
All wille faece the flaeg and repeat the patrioti

FOUCK THE COMMIES; UP
TO HELLE WITHE THE RESTE OF

Sitting long by the benches,
Maybe only a banana peel
Soon to be theirs,

Eyes watching out of beards
At eyes watching back,

To seare little children

And to lure

Pigeons chasing peanutshells
Looking for what is gone.
Newspapers lying flat, _
Resting, soon to be moved again,
Hiding, someone and their beard.

Lakefront winds blow by,

Benches standing fast and empty _
Newspapers stuffed with peanutsh
Lying dead by the park trees.
Pigeons have gone home to rooftof

+  sitting on the step *

Pa’s overalls formed .
rivers of time & memories

And window sills |
Hasel ‘74
Where someone is looking Judy Has
At a night hiding.
Vaughan Matthews ‘73
17
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THE BEST MAN

: ivert
He had tried to dive
clean, too neat, hen
It wiszo:l°°but it only sputtered et zﬁlgm_
p the teleV S elt vertically every few ment. Just for fun
on, B8 o+ his only other entertainme ted paper. He
seemed to °ﬁe-te Marcia on the mOtf’l cr(-i‘s . pest Mar-
e might M e Bible and had written congee papers
\ts from UD :nt white and so he crumpled up
PN lue w -
' “"antop of the red Bible.

erility.
. +n the
- Heather John,
TUESDAY MORNING
She was standin
of the bathroom

streaked Basic Blonde,
over her breasts, and
turned around, sizing up
least she had no stretch m

was thick, curling loose
down her back, It mad,
her thighs and buttc
arks yet,

He detested cities.
. is coming to Chicago. him
Il Marcia’s J0e8, e im In their busy-ness, e ncat1a
helmed hlm’d.s u':nd piled-up traffic. Once, alonfi(:'etreated
pushing Cooy e wpon a tall stone church an e
1 treets, he e‘;::lshed in the cool and still :lat:r Chirst’s
pmentarily crucifix suspended above the_ ted w,ith blood,
d the TaT® Cond nailed to the wood, pain g grotes-
F° m!e-sw.efelt uncomfortable, challenged by edestrians
+h death. 1:: yielded himself up to the pressing p
e, and SO

Not yet. But Gavin wanted children,

“Why don’t you want children anymore?’ Gavin
day after she had found him punching out her little whi
them into the toilet, ““When we married you wanted the

‘“That was five years ago,’’

f the

itting back in one o

the double bed, si bear

Bieroor s, For v Gars e ol lav o
ather- . . be like fiv 5

‘“You even said you loved them,?’ . and those five days were going to

“I still do and that’s the problem---I could nevez

§

“I really don’t understand you,’’

DAY AFTERNOON
‘“No, you don’t,’”’

¢clock, A sound sleep~--
. It was already one b just want-
¥ ead full, ﬂ:igst to make, no apologies to make fo;ejwhich g
ring, no bre she slipped on a gold velvetine ro the bR,
sleep. s1<:;:1ybedside table and stepped lightly gow's‘ome calan
ar ‘md:; i: seemed, into the kitchen. ﬁ"nat‘zreafter her first
- floati ) N inst the co 3
Up nose, and her thin turned-down m her head, But leamngoﬁgms‘;se reconsidered her ear;’e;
. -dried concoc ’ -=-=-2a bal
A B e, Oloon and her good cup k. God Gavin liked
R ssibly break up a marriage. Than 1 sink and watch-
otk the dark liquid into the stainless stee like toward the
el uddles which moved amoeba- na Ellvor,
e t:lm?hl:enp rushing into little streams on
al, now an
ing with other dark drops along the way.

TUESDAY AFTERNOON

A fog was enveloping her in the bigred stuffed chair, The
in her nostrils, the s

moke hot in her throat, She drew in
held it,

Glasses of champagne and little roasted sausages-- i _ 1 lways a bore, Walking over to thet!
wedding, Talking and dancing and sweating in her lo lesday afternoons were ahv;ozer trom its hiding place and :t?e
Parading down the aj : : 'dosll::;',g she Ot;okc::rt:etthio attach the long ih;e:ot:xkll‘:ago :31 3
b - uff balls in
B chasing small p ; but not
o Sozl'szt;ﬁ w;‘sat the air blower was in rezsrsr?om for a
m:om'sv:itchl it gt:o Inhale. She blew them zoultm r:ing g
' tube in both hands,c her fate
grasping the metallic ide nozzle up to her .
: he brought the w tapped a
su;cess. A: lszltx;nfl ier. And then with he; :g:thﬁmiﬁg and
on t]lrxi:gsﬁl;er and grey cylindrical body an

his rented Suit, grinning at the dressed- }
She coughed and exhaled and tried to raise herself fi "0}
» but sank back into the red so. :

ftness, remembe:
Wwas gone and the windows could stay closed this once,

up guests,

TUESDAY NIGHT

Gavin hated the small motel room, he hated its sma

19
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the blowing stopped. Wednesday afternoons we
So was every other afternoon, 1

WEDNESDAY NIGHT

His second night in Chicago. The few beers i
in the motel bar---The Red Lion---had done i
sterility of his room or warm the chill of Ch
ness of the city, Some of the others on the ¢o
an afternoon architectual tour of the city, but he ¢
ing less desirable than tramping around the I,o0 s
to look at old buildings, even if they were of th,
Willingly he would forego the pleasures of the cj
off Michigan Avenue, crushed on State Street
his heels in the museums,

He missed sitting in his red easy chair at 510
quiet Bartram Street, puffing cherry tobacco in hi
out the Daily News crosswords, watching televis
liked television; it was not just an escape from ¢
great guessing game; he could always guess the outc
ly episode within the first five minutes---or rathe
because of the commercials. But Marcia did not s
about television, TV bored her,

“TV bores me,” she had announced one night in tt
Monday night shows, .

‘“A lot of things seem to bore you,” L
3 SDAY MORNING
‘A lot of things do. It’s this damn town---it’s t00 j

soft blue sofa,
too small, And there’s nothing to do. iy

ili hed .
ath i laster ceiling, stretc ; sl it
i, iy, v iz e o320, benl L
' m:Jther o’f none, fourth of f?ur;m’gzt I“;,:tSWhO peabs iy
ttle r her name in . a
pfa I1.3‘gr1{a/1!z:;-lfzelf/tesisters, one of the blonde 'halr?disbhtl:eegop-,
e seesled to notice she had grzy tey;e):;).s ;2333125 i‘n o1
2 the ones that were good to o hich Cyn-
i x.-s with the smiling face, teasing eyes-- t?i %cmea\:'cia 'l
and Sharon and Beth came to naturally but which I s o T
Ble to put on. Yet her outside had covered up her t‘}“ i
0 one ever k.new how bored she was or how muchss jeu;t i
Qi eone---not laugh or Play s gameclémoring voices
her inside. But no one cared to talk, not over g Y
he deafehing‘ beat of a band. And then her sisters B e
e away, leaving her to be a Morley girl when she w
girl,

‘“‘Well, you could work,”

““And that’s not boring? I’m not going to slave ove
or stand all day behind a counter getting varico
have to. And I hate Women’s Clubs, church groups,
all those other dull organizations, There’s really no
that I want to do,”’

Gavin could not answer her then---quietness and sm
niceness---all these were what made life worth livim
ing occupied him, but did not capture his undying dev
cation, Still, the profession was a source of great

his word unchallenged, his instructions followed, his
equaled. Marcia urged him to try for a principalshi
really too comfortable in the classroom to want to 45.“

floating in and out of her mind. Part-
told administrative problems,

“tures paraded before her, s of people speaking but not

:  tense laughter, tight little group

20 21



talking, spilling beer
times when there was
don’t kiss me, just hold

with wide smiles ang
Some quiet, wanting ;
me. Talk to me and holq ;

Gavin who sat p,
who always
rn, pencilled the
All of a sudden, after ten yq
oticed him again, her dark ¢
of peace and quiet, The candlelit dinners at eg
restaurants, evenings at home talking, watchin
parties, gentle words, the revelation of fea.ra.
her inside out and she fell in love, And So five
ried Gavin Stewart and only death could pa t
Scared her to think about it, But at least
away. She wondered if death were boring,

But Gavin had rescued her,
ond grade, Gavin with glasses
rectly and when it was her tu
So she could see,
perhaps she just n

-

She sat up on the sofa,
chimes rang out their five
door. Rising slowly,
glided to the door,

hearing heavy steps o’xi the
note signal---Some---g
smoothing over her ecr ]

“Who is it?’

back from the window beside the door.

It was Ben the Best Man,

THURSDAY NOON

Facing himself in the
how much he disliked eal
sitting on a backless st
were magnified b
his face full,
of his mouth
little lumps of Scrambled egg on his plate,
he hid two dimes under the saucer,

Was it her face, her figure?

mirrow above the malt 1
ting alone, hunched over z

y his lenses and stared back at
colorless, Suddenly he felt old, He

Turning on the stool
to the cashier desk gua
ing hair and bulging b
out a special code on rows of black buttons, He
cropped hair, The red hands with thick fi
the loose flesh on her arms. Marcia would ne
Marcia was a Morley,

‘“There’s yer chan
in a small round tr

the coins quickly, hesitating at the counter,

‘‘Anything else?”’ the cashier questioned brusquely.

22

she called, hesitating, then Pt

ool, staring at his own refl

and crumpled up the white paper, tossi
Reaching intc
Marecia ~~:,

» he slid off its small round s
rding the entrance, A large w
reats snatched his check and a

ngers and la r

ge,” the cashier gestured tows
ay attached to the cash register.

i 1
17 he picked up a chocolate mint wrapped

9 ) n plastic
ybioﬁ‘i'nd dropped two penmefsr::xlxaﬂgl:elearge lady
| silver moving quickly away

oountel‘ ’

g d at it.
He still wondere
ley. A Morley.
rried a Mor

v.‘ m thmlk.
think SO. 1 do
r real well, don’t 1?”

p’t think it would work,”’ he protested.

ow her siste
™

”
vork out too well for both of you. |
] i ow she’s
int, 1’ve seen enough of Marcia to kne
the point.
>m the others.”’

red searching Ben’s cherubic face,

F » He remembe i
’:Tntizf sincerity in his friend’s eyes.

ht---she was different, Behind
gson, romantic, sentimental,t:;xi;
till wondered if he had act 4
veiled by the Morley visag

ri
hood friend was

::ade lived another per
eone like himself, He s
all that was hidden there,

¥ AFTERNOON . Bl o
‘Ben,’ tared at the short man stgn?mg bff:::; he:s =
1 round’ - «Come on in, Gavin’s no e

. " Chlldhkfi;l Chicago,” She felt awkward, n

» ’s conference B

: i d thought

too bad,’”” he said. ¢“I was just driving through an
'S ad, .

‘ owed him into the

i foll
etly closed the door after him and

pm, he room about him.
f the big red stuffed

'  the same,’’ he commented, i“Spedmgtz
¥ liked this chair,” He patted the seal

d sat down, stretching his legs out before him,

5

know, I could really use some coffee,’”’

€. You relax while I fix it.”

| she spilled the brown
i am‘ld to be vibrating at an
ee, a cup of coffee for

uld not spoil a friend-
1t transparent and so

ver
]

kitchen her finger
onto the saucer, Her nerves sec;n;ﬁ
igh frequency---it was just a cup O o
d. No reason to be nervous. A bad cu;;! g
he scared her, he always had. She

e her,
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Carefully she poured the hot water into the cup
him, commanding her fingers to be still all the
the sofa, clasping her hands together, They were col

vin?’

' i ery corner,
though I know this place, ev t

3 a.c:kg in the sidewalk, every knot in a};

familiar, Gavin likes it here, though. 1}; kx::; s

e Sx(~)espect him because he teaches their kids.

: 3 o LR

R :lel tz,ere, very happy and comfortable.

: red.
:? dust, every cCT

“I usually don’t make coffee for Gavin, I hg

1

‘‘Not bad. A little weak, but it’s okay. How is Gayin

ed the butt of his cigarette in the tray on the coffee table.

ey uast ) 1.”?
eeks, Travel.
Srei : need is a vacation, to get away for a few w
I | cial, We have money,
“Fine, She had a new baby boy just last mg fon’t have the money to'fo Iarxg::rle :(;::,t g e
it. 3

put we don’t save

ing I
1 love to buy things, records, clothes. It’s the one thing
joy doing.”’

r

“And you?’

“Fine, really,”” She fingered a green throw pil
He leaned forward in the red chair, his elbows on his
in one hand, She liked to look at his hands,
looked at him, His eyes dark, intent, looking at he
stomach suddenly felt tight, empty,

pping his fingers on his knees. She went on.

i re. I don’t feel like
the desire to go out anymo : #
) evensal:sze faces, houses, trees. I go to somelpa;‘rrtl;els :;lv e

" thv?ives’ meetings and stuff but it’s all so dull.
B ”
““I’m fine, too,’”” he said, i 1‘ s’ mestings axd S bt

““We haven’t seen you much since you moved,”’ sped his hands on his knees.
“I’'m afraid I got caught up in the business wo
now I’'m sick of it all so I'm planning to go out
figure it’s not too late to try something different sin
I’ve bought a trailer, put all my stuff in it, and a
any time now,”?

se
know, it’s a really nice day. I think you should sh?:l xogi -
cm::ks in the sidewalk, the knotty trees ainitt)l::sr ol et
; F : s g S
ind running into one of your ne vy
] :ve:hem 1::e that looks like a troll, if I remember right
10 ’

miled, ‘‘Yes, he and his wife still live in that house on the

““What are you going to do out there---farm 7’ el i

“I don’t know, really. Run a store in the mounta s

e Soia, rushing paSt en as he go up rom e

d
men’s cologne seasone
ar, detecting the stropg scent of e
e stale smoke of his cigarette. She pu R i
ok behind the door and stepped onto the porch,

the door,

“It sounds exciting,”” she said enthusiasti
nothing to do here.?’

““You feel it too? I wondered when you would.’
her uneasy, He was drinking his coffee, obsery
cup down. He flicked some ashes from his ciga:

the bla ck f1 a ni s
ecks Spe(}kle the ce day, the trees waUed l'ed alld g‘Old agal"st bab} blue

i her
@ could feel the cool air coloring her cheeks.tshh";n“l;‘ﬁkmg
ek, watching the moving leaves, listening to_ t: s’idewalk-
" ce until she stumbled, her foot caught in a hole in the
‘‘Have you been smoking ?* he asked after a while, arm,
that,”
‘‘Yes, a little,” ! lought you knew the cracks in the concrete better than
A ion to
“I can smell it,”’ lasped his arm. “I’m afraid I wasn’t paying much attention

“I'm really bored.” She explained, pinching the
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They paraded do
house, kicking at
the curb all the way
herself in the old

into leaves, reraking them ijng

wn the Street, pointi ng

1 RNI] G
eaves lini;

2
ed. He tl‘led te“, eleve“ tlmeS tO call her but
er

ted to

end, He had wan

answ he phone on the other ulating the conference

g cked UP tthlm tell her how Stm'lghbor's"'She was not
0 piles, anc to expec 's she was at a nei 2 t a movie,

forts. All of a sudden she fejt very young., ¢ to be. MaY;':e Sal: a friend’s, at: ,‘:}ﬁ;ﬁf’h:rder down

- y's though: M2 d. He presse
They brushed their shoes on the brown prj . sslna was even dea
in and then collapsed, laughing on the Sofa,” "

“That was nice,

top
Gleason to s
have asked Mrs.
He should
pedal.
'’ she rubbed her hands
though, *? N

; ssumed
ight, He had just a
12 were all right., He I r. Gleason
e to seeif ?Yerw: lrg‘iend. i smcaixram Street
yd been Vissltt:rliay, walking up and down
alive ye
‘I think some m
and searched throu

y ca
oﬂ the antOI wa and "laneu‘el ed his Ir up the cur Ved
eth

blue Ben
Ben had come after all, Out of the
So Be
gverpass.
She watched him

West and
lans to go out :
ing about some P entioned
nim last week, t:;ktggm this week. When he had m
] ‘ - bye

rémove the disc from its coyer. &  say good
balancing it, his thumb in the center hole, his {
hand strong, yet delicate,

i e must have
Ben had seemed disappointed. But h
cago, Ben
w , junior high
k. anywayéCHOOL AHEAD warning r;leal,lrs :l;e ;J::;row e
mthe B et st familiar frame ho ’ el
: oy traveiledsg:s the Schmidts, the Pz:‘lktlhe cor,ner.
ol toGpeiefor’e their small house
aming to a S

He fitted the record o
and turned the knob to reject, The record d;
arm rose and descended gently on the rim,
a4 song filled the room, its regular rhythms,
melody familiary, strong, Sparking in her almo
pictures of barties, young friends, the family,

] me
: in, calling her na

; ditopai, WRIER Tt e i oh

' e vas a]a;:ndd‘;:émssil;:nt in the doorway, he liste

i .‘ [) louder. an

in the stillness.

DAY AFTERNOON

‘““This really takes me back,’’ he said afteras he s

““I haven’t played this for ages,” she closed her eye

. ing again into

h t pulled out of the filling Stzt“:nt’hrennelrgeyf-le"el' e

] + had just pu sun stared a t mirror

“You know, I always liked being with you Morleys,* w flow of vehicles. i elgvéown their visors: and ";sth:n o

“1always had a good time,” i e back. Marcmhfahgguld see the heaps it ? riﬁs:u directions.

e before her ds of wire hangers poking ou ne suitcase were

 back seat, the heads to pack. Stuffed int'o her ((;)art of a wedding

had been tqo many cosmetics, some silver But she had really
paperbacks, :f":lives and tools for Ben.

ent) and sever

cared about the clothes.

The music swell

edto a climax,
to the final drawn

now racing, strong, ¢
-out note, :

““Again?’ He rose and picked up the needle, plac
band, He sank into the sofa beside her and his 2
hers,

ad, his strong

-es intent on the road, rig
is dark eyes inten alive, She co

R over ol B, el, She felt S e Lot of eon-

. ds relaxed 3‘: rth:'ar: cre.eping down the same

j plated the othe

oated through her head, recharg

it went down.
5 e the sun before 1

: e, all trying to catch

ellifluous emotion, She could fe

her, hear his breathing, She slowly slipped off her s

then the other, and surrendered her person to the music, to
flow of notes, its racing throb of rhythms, fervent, pi S
rising and then sinking, softly, into a harmonic close, Emb

stirred by the sounds, the propelling, engaging sounds of
forgotten song, she was no longer bored,

The familiar notes fl
merging her in its m

ars know
eople in these C h
] : t none of the p - think how muq
i'S strange to think :ihauxf they only knew, "fSte-ridden lives in
it us,” she said alotl;l e.}” d abandon their routu;en Wik SFRUn
€y°’d envy us! l”beth e laughed, glancing at %grthrough the T6TE0
e for ours.” S small children sxgnallmgrt od with laughter.
D front of them, ?ﬁrg: hands, their faces conto
back window with thei
26
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Il
Ben smiled. ““Look at those little clowns, |
like that,” He lifted one hand from the whe
turned his acknowledgement Squirming with gels
over the back seat, ducking behind 1t o
“I really like kids,” he went on, ¢ 1ook forws
sometime,” 1

“I’m afraid I’ve never looked forward to Subjec
bearing---however cute or clownlike they n

““I thought you liked them,”?

“I still like them---but I think I would a},
my time, among other things,?’

‘“I see,” and Ben accelerated, propelling the
wagon,

Flat fields and white frame farmhouses flashe
moving pictures pro

jected by the sun on ‘j:

in her front row seat, watching the scenes fro n
parent screen, ., , '
“I don’t think I’ve ever been qQuite so happy,”
“And I don’t care about anyone else in the world but us

She looked at him; he was still squinting, his a
luminous in the falling lig

He glanced at her, “What are you thinking ???

¢ F ey e
: A ‘ s AT |
N _. i 7 P "‘:S::S-» L
“I'm just looking at you,’’ she answered, ¢“And you? A - i

oot
“I was thinking of you and me

; t
twenty-five yez ited that I think I mus
We are remembering today, I see myself, my hair happy,” she said, ““and 1 feefll'S‘;,::(:p the visor and tur‘x;e(:
: : : : o S0 ) . »» She flip Cicke] red a
ll;ﬁng o retcr:lliimng Ch;l‘l;’ n.‘g;u ging m): tmar:gaand : ;y much in love with you. bfi ght with expectation; he sta

or something on with you next to ) k at him again, her face in the grey light.
well, I guess we’ll have a party then,”? ] d and then grinned back at her in
“Yes,” she said excitedly, “And we’ll be thinking abo
guests covet our happiness,’’

i cenes ob-
d, its regular s 4
indshield darkened, e
- o t’he vgllackness; she watched Benes e
e dio and then closed her e{O t.he ol
- lmO& or; thebar& of her seat, she listened
* 'lmnst e low
he new soundtrack.

““Yes,”” he spoke thoughtfully and reached down to switch
twisting the dials, select

inga station between the static, spul
ludes,

The soft tones floated away with the bold billboards

barns, a sentimental Soundtrack for her windshield mo'
into the mirror on the visor,

straightening her hair,
gleamed, animated, She touched her cheek, Still soft, smooth. vI

)
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In the dampness of my place

i etched. _
::,:: the water trickles
Out of the light,

Into the darkne:s.lI
walls rise ta .
Roci:;e my prostrate flgu-re:
?\:lsd a mossy, verdant ceiling
Confronts my face. |
Tiny black bugs craw
In the moss and_
lug glides pain
lB\esforge me is the openness O
With the trees,
The sweet grass,
he wild flowers
Xnd the rushing fall of_water
Over the bare Butler cliffs.
Smells of spring life
Commix as they reach me.
Then, all at once,
| remember my cave
nother time. _
IB“r::ken icicles appear at its ent;ance,
nd.
I watched him unfold Reaching for the sn;\:;):‘cgr:::
and fly across the moon There_are bare tree
and it was the juices of swollen appl e .the i :
SRR v Dt 'blsetsa)':-rickle now.
precisely your remarkable throat E water‘fau . uf e v
ond the sl f 5 Inside, | lie on the ror:)Cks
and the smell of you in my arms AR
and the shadows becoming their o

O my love

listen

last night | walked

through the trembling town
with a coldly moon &
dead at the closing of my hand
and seven flickering stars said
nothing at all
as | huddled i
in the concern of the languid lamg
hushing myself at the approach
of a singularly contented pigeon
who had stopped to notice a still fc
tensed in the comfort of a street co
turning turning '
from the tired shadows
that lean
against the lamp’s sordid light

fully homeward. )
f the air

Of my ceiling.
it was us The rock walls
in the face of the dead moon At my sides

eating apples. Are no longer moss-grown

i d.
But grey with froz.en mu
| curl up tight against the cold,
But recall . ‘
That it is not wintertime
At all.

David Toole ‘74

Val Evans ‘76
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