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The Crucible would like to express its gratitude
to the following: our advisor, Edwin Moses, for help=
ing us over the rough stuff; Dougzlas Campbell for tak=-
ing us into the unknown world of computers and Jeff
Hilty for guiding us through, once we were there; Ev=-
eryone who has been cooperative along the way- you know
who you are; Most of all, to the contributors, without

whom this would never have come to its fruition,

", ..The excellency of knowledge 1is, that wisdom giveth

1ife to them that have 1it.,D (Ecclesiastes 7:12)
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Tomorrow's Memory for :

'57 Chevy goin through the desert
450 B.C.-- and the sky is blue, still
beyond the clouds

the strange sun

hangs over forests of azure

a party of killers moves on

to the next victim

world.

| pull the cigarette lighter with a
jerk

and toss it out the back

smoking causes cancer

so does birth

and real living.

I'm really burnin' now.

In another universe

our killers attack

tire and train

tracks on his arms

and as the sun goes down
the rooster takes off.

Where ya' goin' Jim?

The other side baby-

-if ya' need me just knock
on the door

find me on the floor
though I'm not really there.

I'll be watchin'

above the clouds

ridin' in my damned Chevy
carbon monoxide
smellssosweet

and the killers come down
touch ground in me

and I'm gone

again.

John Weigel

Kebert Burns




Kanen Canlson
"Descndiptive Nannative”

It was a Satunday night. Barbara and hern g{rniend Ann
wene excdted about what Lay in stone-- a pariy at Sigma PL!
Too many nights of s$tudying had Ledt them mentally exhausted,
and they needed to get out. They had been given two Zickets
o the closed party at dinnex. Little did they khnow the price
they would have zo pay for some fun,

Ann met Barbara at WLHU, whexe she was findshing 1 nadio
dhow. Barbara was all set %o go, f4Lled with anticipation.
She was anxious to get out and f4ind adventure-- whateven
the night would bring hen. She wone a purple cropped sweaten
wLth a pain of Lce-washed jeans. Hen Long blLonde hain was
diyled %o penfection, and henx makeup stowed o044 hex bright
blue eyes that dparnkled with anticipation.

Ann had bornowed a blLack and white dweaten {rom Barbana
with a pain of black jeans. She was a shont girl with wav y
brown hain and Lange blue eyes.

The two ginls made thein way Lo Sigma P4, chattening
exeditedly. They neceived devenal beeps from passing cans,

and they waved and counted thedin appreciated acknowledgements,

; Banbara was especially happy, since she was meeting hen friend,
John, at 12:00 zo g0 o the Alley, a‘houée 04§ campus that was

¢ partying from midnight tilf dawn.

; When they neached theinx destination, Zwo Lange, stean-
faced bouncers wene dZanding outsidsr th: house. They wene
dinecting evenyone to enten by the back doon. The gints
walked inzo the house and wene prompily greeted by a group 04

gorgeous Sig brotherns, who took theinx tickets and totd them

that the party was 4n the basement,




A set of nickety stains Led them to the "action". 1%
was darken in the basement than on the main fLoorn due Lo zthe
fact that thene werne no windows or doons. 11 was not a very
Lange noom, but it could accommodate quite a crowd. The bax
took up one whole wallf and was tended by about three venry
good-Looking brothens.

1t was not yet crnowded, but Banbara and Ann immediately
met up with a Large ghroup o0f friends and began Lo socialize.
They alf had beers and were already drinking. Barbara visdited
the ban, but Ann, who recently had had mono, could not daink.
The barn was not crowded, and 4t didn't take Long for Barbara
to obtain hen beexn.

The drdiving beat 04§ the music drifted throughout the
crnowded sioon, and alzthough not many people wene dancing,
Barbara swayed £o the beat and scoped out the guys. Thene
were sevenal possibilities.

As the evening wonre on, Barbanra nunsed hen been and Apoke
with sevenal of hern friends. Then, across the noom, she
spoited a gorgecus gdg g§rom hen Spanish c2lass. Excusdng
hense?4, she drnifted over £o him and begun engaging 4in small
talk, Laughing overn a stupdd joke, she dropped hen been on
the fLoorn. Hern new griend immediately went fo the bar Zo get
hen a new drink. Hen mind had time to wander fo thoughts
0f John-- she had about an hour more to wadt.

That's when Lt happened. People werne rushing around,
purposely dropping thein drninks, and Lowerning thedirn vodces.

A muamen of "State Police!" swept the noom. Banrbara's eyes
widened as she seanched forn hen {riends. Spotting Ann, she
dashed to hen side and ashed what was happening. Ann told

hen that the State Police were in the house and they wene




naiding the parnty. At a time Barbara knew she should pandic,
a strange calm washed overn hern. No, this wasn'Zt happending.

Thene were no police. 1§ therne wene, they would only break

up the party and make everyone go home.

Bright patches of Light wene wornking thein way through
the crnowd. The police were shining thein fLashlLights through-
out the noom. One policeman in a cap and plaid shint stopped
and announced that this was a raid. He glared about the noom
and spoke with unnaveling authornity. ALL people over 21 with
ID wene allowed toleave. The nest wene Zo be Loaded onto
two buses waditing outside and taken Zo the State Police
barracks.

Barbara's defense system did not break down. This was
not neaf. She was not getting on a bus. She was not goding
to the banracks. She was goding home.

But soon she found henself being hended outside Like a
cow being Led to the slfaughten an& Loaded onto a bus. She
sat close 2o Ann and watched the bus Load up with drunks.
Couldn't these people see she was soben? Wouldn'it they sece
that and Let hen go?

The bus took them to Laman. 1% was a yellow schodl bus,
seemingly 4innocent. But the students inside wene not neady
to be taught a Lesson!

Barbana found henself§ blowing off Zension by makding
fokes and creating amusing Lynics Zo populan songs. She and
Ann Laughed on the outsdide, but insdide uncentainty was nising.
GLancing at hen waich, Barbara realized 4t was almost 12:00.
It Looked as though John would have to be put on hold gfor a
while.

Once 4instead the station, Banbara and Ann werne separated.




Ann was taking the breathalizen test, but Barbara was agfradid

to take it although she had not drunk much. She waited in a
Line 0§ intoxicated kids who wene being called inZo a room

fon processsiong. Banrnabara gazed about the white walled noom.
Police wene evernywhene-- standing by doorns, canrying clipboands,
dinecting people down the halfl to some great unknown. This

was whene Barbara was headed fo next.

She entened a noom with three Large deshs and was directed
to the one fanthest back. There wene maps on Zthe walls and
an occasional picturne. The deskhs werne clutterned with papens,
plants, photos, and ashtrays.

A man with a beard and a moustache who did not Look
at all Like an offLcen, smifed and asked fon Banbara's 1ID.

She handed over hen coflfege ID and he took 4t off to be
processed. He seemed Zo be a nice man, but the fact that
he was citing hen tunned Barbanra against him and the othen
officens who were joking about the proceedings o neldieve
tensdon.

Banbara waited fon about 15 minutes to negadin hern 1ID.
Thene was a problem with Zhe computer. Barbara hoped 4% was
jammed for good. Mabye they'd think fwice before naiding a
crowded college partyl

The officern with the beard told hen Zo have her pictune
taken and then netunn insdtead of waiting anound. He handed
hen a number which she took and 4ndignantly carnied with hexn
to be photographed. When hen picture was taken, Barbara
widened hen eyes and gave a very fadint, .sad smile. Mabye
a Look of innocence wrnonged would make them pity hen and
Let hen go.

An officen was about to Lead her to the bus when Barbara




nemembened she had Zo neturn to the man at the desk foxn
verndification., When she tried to explain this, sevenal officens
crowded around hern asking why she had to this. "Just what

{4 the problem, Ma'am?" asked one.

Barbara had hit the end of the evening's nope. She was
cited, and it would be on hen necond. She had stood John
up. These officerns wene treating hen as if she had no self-
control! And the officen had called hen "ma'am", Banbana's
greatest pet peeve,

"I2's Miss, please." Banbara announced with an edge to
hen vodice and swept into the noom where she belfonged.

Affen all was finished, Barnbara was Led into a room
full of students waiting forn the next bus. She Looked about
her, but saw no one she knew. Fox 15 minutes she waited,
staring glumly at the yellow citation in her hands. This
was what she got fon wanting a Little fun. Right then and
there, Banbara vowed not 2o drink anothen been. That one
been cost hen $§§.50.

On the way to the bus, Barbara Looked up and saw
someone. Hen eyes widened. "John!" she cnied. "John!" She
nan up to him. Neven had she been 40 .glad Zo see him. He had
come all the way to the barracks gorn hen. She hopped into
his car, and drove hex away...gar away, Barbara thought, from

Life in the fast Lane. Needless 2o day, they wene not goding

Lo a party.




Two Days in the Life of a Young Man
By Ed Chatterton

The colonel summoned me to his office. "There's a new officer coming
in tomorrow, Ed. | want you to give him the standard tour, say for two or
three days here at HQ before we send him down to company. | guess we'll
let him replace Lieutenant Boggs in the 269th."

"Sir, you know we've got to get that Phouc Vinh system up before this
weekend. Couldn't we postpone his orientation until next week? | just
don't have the time to wet-nurse a new officer this week. Lieutenant
Walker and Lieutenant Evans need to go Phouc Vinh, and | certainly don't
have the time."

"Take the time. He won't be much good to Captain Knight if he doesn't
know anything about the battalion."

The next morning my executive officer, Lieutenant Sam Walker
brought in the new officer. "Captain Chatterton, Lieutenant Larry Nichols."
Sam knew that | couldn't dump the oriententation job on him this time, but
he tried not to grin. "Larry, Captain Chatterton will show you around the
battalion HQ and go over the overall organization before you're assigned to
a company.”

"Welcome to sunny southeast Asia, Lieutenant." | frowned at Walker
as Lieutenant Nichols and | exchanged pleasantries. "Sam, get Lieutenant
Nichols quartered, and then you two meet me in the mess hall."

"Sir, the chopper is leaving in just a few minutes. | don't have the
time." The disappointment in his voice was poorly counterfeited.

"OK, come on Larry, we'll see where we can get you to stay while
you're here in Long Binh."

On our walk to the quarters, the young lieutenant asked all the usual
questions ofsomeone who had been in Viet Nam less than four hours, but he
also asked some knowledgable questions about the operations of our 36th
Signal Battalion. Of course | expected him to know all the specs on the
VHF systems we had as the backbone of our organization, but | was
surprised to find that he was also familiar with the new microwave
transmitters we had installed last month. When | was in school, they
never taught me much about microwave equipment, so | asked him how he
was so familiar with it. It turned out that the guy had a master's degree
in electrical engineering. He would be no ordinary green officer.

After breakfast | gave him the 25 cent tour of the headquarters
company which | commanded, and we spent the rest of the day discussing
the other companies, their sites, equipment, personnel, etc. | informed
him that he would be assigned to the 269th Signal company in Bien Hua,
just 8 miles away. Since he was junior to the other lieutenants in that
company, he would probably end up as a supply officer, mess officer, and
all the other shitty jobs. There is a saying in the army: Shit floats




downstream.

One of the questions that every new person asks (some more subtly
than others) is "How safe is my assignment?” | assured him that he was
indeed fortunate. The Long Binh-Bien Hua complex is the largest military
base in the world. Nowhere in Viet Nam is safer. Of course he would have
to fly frequently out to the sites, but about 80% of his time would be spent
at the Bien Hua Air Force Base.

| told him that before | was promoted, | had been the executive
officer of the 269th at Bien Huam and that Captain Knight, unlike many
other career officers, was a nice guy to work for, a reasonable man. | told
him also of how we used to watch the infantry guys come in from the
field, and it made us very thankful for our safe assignments. The 36th
Signal Battalion, in its five year history in Viet Nam, had never lost an
officer, and only a few men had been killed or wounded. It had to be the
safest assignment in the whole war.

It was also a plush job: color TV, stereo, air conditioned quarters,
and air conditioned offices. One congressman who visited us suggested a
new theory on how to end the war quickly: just take our air conditioners
away.

We also had the finest cuisine in the history of warfare. The men
would sometimes complain that they only had three flavors of ice cream
until | would remind them of our brothers in the combat branches. That
usually shut them up, and | recommended that technique to the new mess
officer.

That night, as a part of his orientation, | felt obliged to take the
lieutenant to the officer's club to have dinner, sip some suds, and give his
poor bewildered brain some unofficial perspective about the Nam
experience. I'd been there for 10 months - 2 months to go - so | felt
completely qualified to tell him all the truths. Larry and | hit it off fine.
| knew that we would become good friends.

The next day, Wednesday, promised to be especially busy for me. | had
most of Tuesday's work left undone because I'd spent the day with the new
officer, and | had to work all day in Batcom, the heart of the battalion
communications network. | had saved Larry's Batcom orientation for
today. Sergeant Davis could keep the young officer occupied while the rest
of us went about our duties. It would be a particularly busy day because of
testing out the new Phouc Vinh circuits, and there were other troubles
that day as well.

Batcom was a large complex of radioes, telephones, computer
terminals, and teletypes. It was restricted to only those whose duties
required that they have access. It was always inconvenient to have
someone there who didn't belong there, but of course every new officer had
to become familiar with it.

Larry and | arrived at Batcom right after breakfast. Never had | seen
it busier. Overnight, the VHF shot between two of our sites, Dian




(pronounced "Zee-on") and Lai Khe had had so much interference that six of
its circuits were down. All six circuits belonged to an artillery battallion

of the 1st Infantry Division, and the brass had been calling us since 2 AM.
All of us were harried and testy. Men's lives depended on our getting the
circuits back up. This was really not the time to be showing a new officer
around Batcom.

"Sarge," | whispered, "What can we do with this lieutenant until we get
this show back on the air?"

"Sargeant Davis was no novice. He'd been in the army 20 years or so,
and he knew all the ropes. "Leave it to me, sir."

"Lieutenant Nichols, | want you to meet Sergeant Davis, our key man at
Batcom. Sergeant, show the lieutenant around, will you?"

I've never seen a quicker tour. Because Larry had such a strong
background in electronics, he quickly picked up everything the sergeant
told him, but the pace of the sergeant's explanation slowed remarkably
when they got to the teletypes.

"Sir, this is our battery of teletypes. You can see that we are a little
short-handed today, so, with the captain's permission, I've found a way you
can help us out.

"Sure, Sarge, anything."

"Sir, you can see that these teletypes punch tapes, encode the script on
three layers of perforated tape. One layer is green, one pink, and one blue."

"Yeah, | know, they showed us these in school before | came over.”

"What they usually neglect to tell you in school, sir, is that the confetti
from these punctured tapes is, like the tapes themselves, classified."

The lieutenant looked confused, but the sergeant went on quickly.
"Now, sir, the green confetti is Confidential, and the blue is classified
Secret. The problem, of course, is that the confetti must be burned, but
unfortunately, they are all mixed in there together."

ltso?n :

"So, sir, they have to be separated before they can be burned."

The lieutenant stared in disbelief for a moment. "But sergeant, why
don't you just burn them all together?"

"Sir, you know that army regulations prohibit the burning of classified
waste with unclassified waste. If you would just separate these pieces of
confetti into green, pink, and blue piles, we can burn them separately."

The sergeant winked at me.

"Sergeant, that will take hours. Why don't you get a private to do
that?"

"I'm sorry, sir. We are really short-handed today."

Larry looked over at me, his face pleading for mercy. | just nodded my
head authoritatively, deperately trying to keep a straight face. '
The rest of that day the poor lieutenant sat and sorted thousands of
infinitesimal pieces of confetti into three piles while the rest of us went
about our business. | felt terribly sorry for him, but we had to have him



out of our hair that day.

Late that evening, | arranged for Lieutenant Nichols to be driven to
Bien Hua early the next morning. We were exhausted, and retired early.

| was eating breakfast the next morning when the news reached me.
The road between Long Binh and Bien Hua, long considered the most secure
in Viet Nam, had been mined overnight. Lieutenant Nichols and his driver
never knew what happened to them.

Many times since then | have thought of how Larry Nichols spent his
first two days in Viet Nam, the last two days of his life.

/0




The Poet

| watch as the smoke from my cigarette
Trickles upward through my fingers;
Slowly tainting them an ugly brown
Before it rises and disentegrates

Into the ceiling.

My foot taps semi-voluntarily

In time but out of synch

Like the marching of a motley revolution,
But with no such noble purpose.

No great revelations.

No lines pregnant with clever hyperboles.

Thoughts tread slowly, with hesitation
Through my head

Before trickling upward

Through my groping psychic fingers
As they rise slowly, with the smoke,
And disintegrate.

Pavl Chatterton



Perspectives
(Through the Looking Glass)

| like to dress up in dirty jeans and t-shirt
Unshaven, unkept, with hair down to here

And walk into town and look at the people, looking
At the rude little shit all hopped-up on drugs
Looking for trouble and knowing he's found it.

| walk by the people and flash them a smile,

smile they're sure they've seen before on a wall
At the post office.

| like to dress up in jacket and tie, hair
Cut, freshly shaven, and look at them look
At America's future through rose-colored glasses.

I glance at the corner at a couple of guys
Unshaven, unkempt, with hair down to here,
Looking and laughing at the L.L. Bean yuppie
With a Bloomingdale's stick up his ass.

| flash them a smile they're sure they've seen before

On the cover of Youn Republican's Weekly.

Paul Chatterton
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Tunnel

| walk along the grey, clay wall,

Crumbling under the weight of the years.
The once jagged stones shaped smoth by time
Tell of laborers' lives lost.

Millions have passed here without stopping to see
The fire burning in the ditch.

Others look but find only remains

Of irrelevant objects once alive.

The wind blows; a pebble falls.

People spring up clothed in white dress:
Their speech, foreign and lingering,

Yet vivid in its meaning.

A fragment of clay hits the ground,
Ushering them back to their rightful places.
But their voices can still be heard -

Above the wind, the rain, and the ages,
Above the children playing

And the men scheming -

Forever trapped in this crumbling wall.

And after another million have

Passed this sight without seeing -

l, too, shall live here.

Janine Cuccaro




On Eagle's Wings

soaring on eagle's wings

through skies misted silver white

over land new born by a rising sun

as spirits blaze with morning light and the ecstasy of the heights
burnt beyond pain or fear of life

by cold and currents that dwell there

and fight as demons against flight

but blood and bone that was our truth
summon us aloft to these fearful roosts
where dwell our souls if only in dreams
the heights are our lifeblood or so it seems
and we shall ride them on eagle's wings

images

In the heart of the paradox that lights the soul
there rests the reflections of dreams untold
that dance and ripple across the glass

as images in water as showers pass

that sparkle and glow in spectral glory

as a glimmer of regret at roads untraveled
images that endure in the heart and mind
that were lost before they could be found
dreams that echo in sadness their unfulfilled hopes
that have no voice but reflections memory
and still dance in the dark tunnels of time.

Andrew Dailey




CANDLES

As I sit waiting
for the changes
I watch the candle burn
Smoke another cigarette
And laugh at the lessons I've learned

I stare as the candle melting
burns upon all my memories

Covers my dreams in opalescent
mistiness, makes my future opaque

Life's mysteries used to amaze me
Now I'm just amused

broken and tired

but still here and

waiting for someone else to show

As I wait for the changes
to summer away the sadness
I watch the candle melting
Wondering if it will take me through the winter
because I'm burning it at both ends...

Nicole Dommeyer

15



Voices

A soft whisper
A loud echoing scream
Different voices speaking in unison
Panic and chaos
Confusion
All of which are found
In the dark
Ancient memories
Rise to the occasion
Voices of a past time
Scream and lecture
Tearing at the edges
Always negative words
Tossing and turning
Tryving to shut out
The voices in my mind.

White splinters flow with rage
Hot iron melts to a

Red seeping river

Distant shouts

Scream through the wind

A blind rage

Hot fury releasing

Flowing

Always flowing

Until the eruption ceases

. Lavrie Guillermin
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ART

FOR ANDY WARHOL

The museum guard walks slowly
along the corridors at night,
cradling his can of Coke.

He passes the Renoirs,

the Gauguins, the Monets.

the da Vincis.

Artwork revered through centuries
as beautiful and accentual.
Passed along by art-loving
generations.

Suddenly, he comes upon

a montage of different
colored soup cans, set
unobstensibly in rows above
each other.

Then, he sees the same configuration applied to
a picture of Marilyn Monroe.

Seemingly unobtrusive, unoffending,

simple.

Art for a generation.

As he pops open his can

of Coke, pulling the tab,

he studies for a moment

the multi-colored Marilyns.

Then he makes his own embellishment.

He gently hangs the tab
from a corner of Marilyn.

A heartfelt award for
unassuming brilliance.

Wayne Harvey




Variation on S.L.'s "Falling"

The same warm feeling rises
new.
Heat curling in crazy
spirals
from cartops.

June, and wasps

OI' Mountain

buzzi d the old hunger.
uzzing around the old hung oF Sliiritai.

| been wondrin:
How you so calm

when Tech holes in yo side?
OlI' Mountain,
spoze you must be patient-like.

Tech worsen volcanoes,
wiv de smokin,
and now guy on t.v. say
they find holes in de sky,
so mad Sun cancers those folks.
Why you just sittin dere?
You Amish?, O you of de sittin religion?

Behind the old shoprite in Lackawanna, Pa.

through a crack

in the abandoned

tarmac rises

a solitary thistle
thriving

River all choked up,

roll white bellies

and crazy eyes skyways.
OI' Mountain, least she run.

David Houston
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The crisp air of early morning. . .

The crisp air of early morning
feels good in my chest,
and the walking feels good in my legs.
Crossing the old concrete bridge
means less than a mile to the highway,
and then maybe another mile
to an optimum waiting place
where cars pull over easily
and I can be seen in time
to be stopped for.
[ stopped to look over the edge
and to peel the first orange of the day,
and as I throw the peels onto the water below,
I sing a quick prayer to Carp:
god who sleeps under snags
in mud.
god of the dogs sleeping across the feet of old people
on back porches where bluegrass sounds
floated past, June.
of canoes drifting downstream
through willow shadows.
Wind blows a strange curl,
turns the kind of wind
that in summers turns shaking
the undersides of leaves up
brings evil spirits to leaves up
sinister orange, jack-o-lantern orange,
all fallen, the evil spirits raise them.
A rain on the river
sprouts suddenly
like tiny steel dandelions.
It may be a bitter walk home, after all.

Dovid Houston




| can hear the Dopler effect

in the fuse-burning sound of tires
as they slice through the rain,
and | watch headlights

pushing great walls of darkness
up the long slope of the highway.
this afternoon | made the mistake
of leaning against a guardrail,
now the wet spot on my jeans
drapes cold against my leg.

My head, too, is wet and cold

but | don't wear my floppy black hat
with the psychadelic hatband,

for fear of scaring off rides.

It hardly seems to matter,

| haven't had a ride in hours.

20




I'm tired,
tired with fear.
A woman in Relix
talking about "Jack Straw"
says, "the reason for their desperation is not explained."
| can't explain why I'm here
standing at the side of the highway
26 hours after | decided I'd be home by sunset,
with no money,
and down to my last orange,
which hangs heavy in my shirt pocket.
I've been saving it,
though its bright color has brought me no luck.
The rain has stopped,
but everything still hangs with grey.
Colors are blocked by mist,
seeming washed out,
overexposed.

2l




David Houston

"The EtymolLogy o4 Confusion”

Rusti Williams woke up, shifted in his cardboard home,
and Listened to the pounding of the train as Lt passed a few
feet above. The sound didn't exactly awaken him; he could
sLeep thrnough the sound of a train Lf§ he chose. 1% seemed
to him that one could grow used to anything; he hardly
noticed the cold, handly felt the discomfort of the weeks
since he'd bathed, the way his Long and unwashed hain felt
diffenent, heaviern; Zthe way his grey corduroys, fLannel
shint, and socks clung Lo his skin. Even the hundreds of
pigeons Zthat Lived on the bridge, nesting in noohks and
crevdices 4in homes built, Like his, of the wornld's nefuse,
seemed to have grown used Zo the tradn.

The bridge was old, decayding, crumbling. A wdide white
scarn 0f clean concrete had appeared on the weathered-brown
suppornting pillarn when the ice squeezed up, and at about
the same time he had begun to hear a new sound 4in the train's
nhythm, a highen-pditched echo of the heavy metallic beat
0f the wheels. Rusti knew that the bridge was dying. Men
had come ouf in a schoolbus-colorned pichup truck and
Looked at the white scan. From wherne Rusti was hiding he
could hean them Zalking about "the site o0f the new bridge”
about "stanting wonk as so0o0n as Lt begins to get warm 4in
the spring”". They had neturned with more men who stantled
the pdigeons and Left siakes in the griund marked with
fLuornescent tape. AX the Raven's Eye, Rusti had overheand
the ofd men complaining about the company that was "bringing 4in
men grom outsdide to wornk on the brnidge this summen, while men

ndight hene in town ane out of work."




And suddenly Lt was qudiet agadin, the train had passed.

Rusti crawled out of his box and into the night. He pulled

his dinty green sleeping bag anound his shouldens and Looked

up at the skhy. 1% was dark, but the moon glowed Zhrough the
clouds, seeming Lo move as the whole skhy s€4id sLowly Lin front
of 4X. He Looked down the nivern valley towards the Lights of
town. The Landscape was moitled wiith patches of s2L{LL unmelied
snow, which glowed ominouslfy in the pale Light. The ain held
the cnisp smell of anothern snowfall on the way, and Rusitd
blinked to be sure thene wenren't already a few fLakes being
carnded Ln the breeze. 1IX was very Late, he decdided. He

didn't have much time Left before he would have to Leave.

Thene werne two Aoutes from the bridge where Rusitd
Williams Lived %o the Raven's Eye Lounge. Duning the summen
he could only walk up Zhe access noad to the two Lane highway
that Led into town. Dunding the winten he could cfimb down
the bank and then walk alfong Zthe frozen ndiven to where the
nivensdide ban was Located. As Long as the niver was §fLirmly
frozen, he prefered to walk that way, not only because L%
cut the distance 4in half, which he would have given as his
only neason, butf because he was thus able to avodld encountens
with townsfolk.

Rusti was fadirnly surne the niven was safe to walk on,
though £t had been above freezing several afternoons in a
now Lately. He decided, his Legs being stiff, Lo ftake Zhe

Longen noute and he khnew he had fo get qoing rdight away.

When James and BilLy McCullen hined Mra. Williams Zo

wornk at the Raven's Eye, they wenre Looking fon someone
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willing to work strange hours and for Little pay. They
wene also Looking for someone sympathetic to thedir particulanrn
problem, on at Least quiet about L{t. The fact that Rusitli's

mothen had been Irisn was just anothen pint Lin his favox,

Rusti glanced up at the glowding orange s4ign, "Raven's
Eye Lownge", then pushed the doorn open. He stepped into Zhe
warmth without shaking the melting sLush 0f4 his feet. A4 hdis
eyes adfjusted, he noted that there wene stifL several customens
seated at the tables, Zhough there was no at Lhe bar but James
and BilLy. Johnny Vito was on the stage, talking Zo Zhe aud-
ience as he built up to anothen song. H4is keyboard man f4iddled
around with the organ, bonred.

"Well, I've onfy got time for one more song tondight,

I'd Love %o go on but James wants to close the place, an

Rusti stopped Listenina £o Johnny Vito, and began
collecting glasses from unoccupied tables. AL the bar Zhe
two ownen's prnepared fo cry. RustL walked into the back noom,
pulled the stning on the dangling Lightoulb, and {LLuminated
the ugly yellow paint which blistened and peeled from Zhe
walls in Larnge patches. He filled the sink with hot waten,
added 4o0ap, then began adding the glasses he'd collected.
Dead bugs from Last summen Lay in the dust on the counten,
Legs 4in the ain Like cantoon nigon moriis. When Rusii netunrned
to the barnoom, Johnny had begun to waver and moan his way
through a song. "The Lasit one", RustL thought with a suppressed

s4igh.

Rusti moved the chains 4into place, dumped the ashitrays,

then vulturned around the Last few customens, s0 that they did
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not hesitate to Leave when Johnny's song f4inally came Zo an
end. Rusti swept 4in to clearn the Last tables befonrne thedin

ownens had even buftoned Zhein coats on wrhapped thein scarves.

Johnny foined the fwo men at the ban, which occasfoned
fresh drninks fon all. Rusti moved the Last of the glasses
to the back noom, Zthen began sweeping. He nemembered o Lock
the front door, and crossed to where he could heaxr Johnng
Vito telling a story. He paused Lo Listen. As farn as Rusitd
knew, Johnny Vito was the only act that the Raven's Eye had
ever had, and he had been appearing once eveny couple of weeks
fon a Long time. Still, every Zime, Billy and James would
praise him forn his singing, comparing him to othen imaginany
acts they'd had. And then one of them would ask Lo heaxn
Johnny Vito's storny, fust what even had Led him to fake up
his Life of mounnful singing. The answer was neven the same,
thaough it was always interesting. Usually Lt Lnvolved a
crueld woman, a cheating paninen, a tragic misundenstanding,

on something Like that, always something to fusiify his blues.

"...40 we had a couple of tons of canaries to haul up to
this neseanch centen, and we wene almost therne when we got
to a brdidge that had a three ton £imit, and from the Looks
04 that brnidge 4t didn't seem Like 4t would take one pound
more. So I 44gured the truck Litself weighed a Zon an' a half,
and the binds wene two tons, 40 we and the binds was oven
thnee an' a half tons. And we'd come too farn to tuan back
now. Welf, even then I was .singing some and my son would
accompany me on the trumpet sometimes. And 40 I says Zo my
boy 'l want to try a Little expendiment, now you go Lin the

back and Let the binds out of thein cages and when we stant
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over the badidge you pzag on your trumpet. That way we'll
scare enough of them into {Lyin' that the wedight'll be

Less enough and we can gei oven okay. Welf, my sdon was
playing his own funeral song back thene, cause the experniment
fjailed and that ofd bridge went down £ike a house 0f carnds.

I was thrown from the truck, but my son went ndight down 4in
that dank waten. And I've been singing the blues neven since,
all 'cause 0§ that old failed expeniment.”

"The binds wenre deaf?", James cheched to see 4§ he'd
got the story ndight.

Johnny hesitated for a few seconds, Zthen answered, "yeah, '
that's night." He knew his stony had failed. Too much silence
and not enough feelings, he figuned.

Rusti nealized he'd been waiting forn the storny Zo end,
though the three men wene oblLivious to his presence. He
netunned to his work and gindshed up, finally. He Lthen ZXuhned
out all but one small Light, but the men were stiLL engrossed
in the stony tellfing. Rusti knew that the stonies would not
end until the bottle 0f scotch that they wenre passing was
empty. He also knew that they wouldn't, at Least at Zhdis
point in the moaning, mind L4 he sat down and jodned them,

"... 40 Thene we were standing 4in the Zradin staitdion

with all those people around, and heeping Lt qudiet, fhough 1
was clenching my 4818 4in my coat pochkets, and sucking Lin ainr
between my fteeth, and, you know, nolling my eyes, the whole
bit. The whole Zime she was glarning 1 was mad £ike that.

But than she walked away. Just slowly turned around and
étnaﬁﬂed away, without glancing back. Welf, 1 knew this was
it, she wouldn't come back this time, and 1 walked agten hen.

I know she heard me but she wouldn't tunn around. I wanted
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to at Least say good bye and that 1'm sonny Zhings turned
out that way. 'Wait', I sadid, and she spun around, a glanre
already beginning to build up in her face. And she said
“What?' allf sarncastic.

Welf I just wanted Zo grab her up in my anms, you know,
and k{44 hen and tell hen she was okay, that 1 wished 1
could change, that 1 Loved her. I wanted to at Least hiss
hen goodbye if this was the Last 1 was going to see hen, but
thene was anothen part of me that didn'zt want to do that. 1
couldn't get all that in words, couldn't decide whaz I was
going o say, 40 I fust neached out and put hy hand on hex
shouldern. Weklk, she didn'zt move, didn't neact, just stood
thene stiff, and 1 couldn't do any more. Suddenly I was venrny
sonny my hand was out Like that on hen shoulder. 1 wanted
Lt 2o shnink away, I wished I hadn't done that, on that she
had understood, waderstwod what 4% meant. Bui I couldn't
just yank it on back again, not night away. She waited fonr
me Lo say something, and 1 sighed and Looked away, avoided
hern eyes and Let my hand fall, and fjust sont of swallowed

hand deep in my Zhroat.

Well, a Zrnain pulled up and spilled a Lot of people out
on to the platfrom. A Large familfy Led by a Large chattening
woman with a brown suitcase banged between us. 1 stepped back,
and a crowd of commuterns took up thein path, growing thicken
as more people moved 4in. 1 guess something distracted my
attention, cause I Looked away for a minute. When I Looked
back she was gone. 1 stayed thene 'till the Last thain Legt,
searnching through that crowd buz I nevern did see hen again.

Veah, Zhat's when 1 stanted dr.... singing the blues, I mean."
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WLth both McCullens now s0bbing away, Ma, Vito hnew it
was time o ask fon his pay. When neither o4 the brothens
could get the khey into the cash negisten, they tunned it ovex
.to Mr., Vizo. Rusti neminded him that they also owed him ten
doffars. Johnny gave him a twenty, and a Look of condpinacy
as he stuffed a wad 0f bLLLS into his pocket. As the men
dresdsed to Leave, Rusiti noticed Johnny heft up a bottle 04

Vodka.and sLip it into a tean in the Lining of his coat.

Aften sitting inside in the dim Light fon s0 tong, *he
fourn men wene dazzled by Zhe sunlight that was beginniing to
LLLuminate the street and buildings outside. A thin Layen
0f dnow Lay undistunbed on the sidewalk. Johnny Vito tunned
Lo Rusti and 3aid, "Have you ever noidiced how a Littly snow
coverns all the wonrnld's impenfections?” Without wadlting fon
an ansdwer he Lunched aften the departing McCullens.

The footfalls of tae three men jaded. An orange itniped
Pdper cup scraped along the sitneet, dragged by the wind.
Othenwise it was silent. Rusti considened Johnny Vito's
final statement, not dure Lf he agreed. He didn'zt wanit to
cateh up with 24s §riends, s0 he szeppad down Lhe bank zo the
Lce.

The wind whistled through his coat, dtrnongen out on the
niven, The sun had nisen dinadighit ahead of him, and the Light
neflection off the plane 0f snow-covened ice forced him to
clode his eyes as he trudged headfong into the wind. The ice
creaked and complained unden his feet. There was the farn off
dound, also, of a train approaching. He hept moving Lnto the
Light and against the wind, 80 that it seemed the sun wa 4

pushing him back. Suddenly the Light was blocked, and he
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Looked up to the welcoming shadow of the badidge.

And then out of tae shadow came a dark pounding blLux.
The scrheam o0f wrenching me“al tore the ain, as whail seemz2d
a giant black §4is% descended, a huge sifLhoueite of blackness,
then the huge train crashed down on the Lce directly 4n frent
0f Rusti. The shadow was gone, the whotfe thing was coming
down into the water, caumbling in a great #noar that was sZ.LLL

ovenpowened by the scrneech of metal. The pigeons were spiraling

upward 4in a great grey fLluitening exploscon. Cans venc

crnashing at crazy unpredictable angles, randomly creafing
new and tennible points of grnavity. He f§2.t the Lce movding
under him, felt the whole thing Zipping up, hurtling him
forwand into the conflagration, the great burst of flames,
only it wasn't fine but the incredible whiteness of the
bubbles nushing up between him and the sun, of 4Lce fragments
§Lying, drnipping, and glistening 4in the cold white Light.

He felt a great weight goding down, drawing him, 40 that
suddenfy he was in the watern sfiding qudichly againsi Lthe up
rushing curnent, and Lt was getting brighten as Zhe heat

pressed Anto him.




Is Anyone Paying Attention ?

His voice drones on

Losing itself amongst rows

of children slumped in chairs.

He does not care about stale classrooms
And lead-eyed students ,

But of .things. he thinks

He could hawve done.

He fingers the knot in his tie
And remembers when he was president
Of his fraternity in college days gone by.
( - Wanted to be a Ce¢ngressman ,
or something such. )
He spies Jimmy's drooping lids -
o Jimmy ! Who was our' 26th President 7"
And Jimmy has no answver.
He shakes his head in frustration.
(But Jimmy will be Governor one day)
He retrieves a broken piece of chalk
hat had rolled underneath his desk...earlier
nd begins to roll it between his hands.
remembers the cane and top hat
om his senior play'in ' high 'school.
reamed of being an actor ,
¢ vsomething. istuchybit sisi)
SeCaroyn  l What e mublie gpinion 2"
And Carolyn has no answver ...
For no 'onea''is '‘paying attention.

A

e
(D

(Though Carolyn wins two Academy Awards one day)

The Hel et ners L,
And he goes home to his empty house

Full of dirty dishes, half smoked cigarettes and

Empty picture frames in the attic.

He has no need but memories

To keep him from deeming his 1ife a failure.
He doesn't know why he goes on,

And in afew years he will die .

From neglect or some other social disease.
Never knowing that it wasn't the students

Whoiweren't (paying attentiony

4
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Melissa Kauffman
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The Midst of Despair and Dancing with Cats
Sarah McMillen

The jerk behind me honked his horn. | snapped my head up, instantly
alert, with the guilty knowledge that I'd been daydreaming, actually zoning
, holding up traffic, what little there was. | looked from the jumbled
pavement and stepped on the gas. | wasn't going anywhere; | was just
driving, letting the concept of motion, the sight and sound and feel, delude
me into a sense of purposefulness. It was easier that was.

Today was wrong. It had that feeling of disconnection, fuzziness,

that made everything seem meaningless. | searched for reasons, coming up
empty, without answers, and a nagging twinge behind my eyes made me
wish I'd gotten home a little earlier the night before, or drank less, or

stayed home. | don't know what to wish, but | clenched my teeth and
squinted slightly against the pain, and the light.

The late afternoon sun cast a glare on the rear windshield of the car

in front of me. - The road was pitted, crumbling, and my car jiggled and

rumbled over the worn spots, complaining that it didn't want to be here.
Here, in this dying town. | shouldn't be here, | thought. This is not my

town, this college town where nothing ever changes, this stagnating

landmark. | should be home, in the city. But, there isn't anything there for
me either.

| slowed down behind a faded blue pickup and turned on the radio,
remembering why I'd decided to stay here for the summer in the first
place. Frowning, with the sense of inadequacy that always accompanied
the reason,. | kept driving. Driving on the strip, where every imaginable
fast food place crowded together, forming a kaleidoscope of edible color,
scents mingling. McDonald's, Dairy Queen, Denny's. Orange, red, and
yellow. Trying not to notice the locals, in their faded flannel shirts and
heavy work boots, leering at the traffic and spitting chew all over the
sidewalk in front of the firehouse. Passing Mr. Donuts' and Ruby's Beauty
Shop and turning onto a side street | never knew existed, just to get out of
the stupid traffic.

It was a quiet street, residential and subdued, little shoe box houses

on little postage stamp lawns. The June yards had tasted their first
mowing and the air held the sharp tang of fresh cut grass. Newly sprung
Panzies bordered driveways and Azaleas tried desperately to cling to their
ever dying blooms. Old men crouched on front stoops, cradling large
bellies. | drove on slowly, pensively, while "House of Dreams" blared on
my radio. | thought about all the work | had to do that night, pushed my
hair back and leaned on the steering wheel, driving with my elbows.
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| kept wondering what was the point. Not driving certainly. | know

the point of that was an excuse to keep from doing what | was supposed to
do. But, what was the point of doing anything at all? An inane Madonna
song came on, happy, plastic, and | wrenched the dial savagely, losing the
station, replacing it with another, almost as foolish but better song. At
least it didn't deal with love. I'd been working too hard; | was thinking too
much; | found myself looking for answers and | didn't even know the
questions. | blew off work today and class to drive around and be
depressed.

At a stop sign, | sat listening to the radio and wondering what the

next step was. With life; with now. Left or right? Did it matter? Left.

Onto a treelined road. No Cars Parked On The Right 8AM to 6PM. Precise
little houses wiht well-pruned shrubs. On the right came a child with a

well worn cat. The child was four at most; the cat, significantly older.

Both were engrossed in themselves, and each other, and the day. | slowed
to watch them.

The cat, tabby-ish and grey, stepping sedately and blinking in the
sunshine, watched the child. The little girl, completely unreserved, a
frizzy halo of fair curls framing her smiling face, sang to the cat and
danced a skipping little dance around him, the short skirt of her jumper
twirling smartly around her legs as she tossed petals from a daisy,
probably snatched from some unsuspecting neighbor's garden.

The venerable old tabby suffered himself to wear a gaudy daisy chain

-- most likely from the same garden -- and walked on while the child
paused to adjust the chain and rub the old fellow behind the ears before
tossing aside the petal-less daisy stem and dancing on, the flower-printed
skirt swinging, the soles of her saddle shoes barely skimming the
sidewalk.

I realized | had stopped. Driving. Thinking. Breathing. | stepped on
the gas and turned off the radio. | had a class in fifteen minutes.

32

-



Earth and Stars

| walk through timeless darkening Space
carrying with me a host of

Others

who whisper inconsequential thoughts
and cling to my shoulders

increasing my Burden,

stuffing raucous, maniacal laughter

into my pockets,

creating bills | cannot pay

as they gleefully shread the back of my shirt
with their overgrown toenails,

inciting those who shriek

goblin-like by the wayside

to join my journey.

All the fears,

all these nameless Fears,
nameless because | dare not
call them properly,

simmer on the back burner
and threaten to boil over.

| forgot and left the lid on.

Whereas you,

sparkling with the joy of naivete,
do not realize

and carry no Burdens

of overwelming thought.

Somewhere

you found my lost Innocence
and claimed it as your own,
making you shine brighter

as you headed for the Stars
on this crisp winter night.
Orion tightened his belt

to guide you

while | remained Earthbound,
held immobile by the Others,
who dragged their scaly Claws
at my doorframe

and stared with loaded bloody eyes
in my window,

Sarah MeMillen




moving only to let you pass

as Artic winds whistled down the mountainside
and the last brittle leaf

on the antique maple in the yard

fluttered to the ground.

Before

| warmed my hands

over the blazing coals of your Intensity
basking in the brief warmth

until darkness came,

and you were lost.

When you came to me

with Sincerity pooling in the

depths of your eyes,

speaking quiet words of
contemplation,

molten metal seared my stomach
and clenched tight around my lungs.

Why did you sit there

asking stupid questions,
watching the flames flicker

into Nothingness,

when | did not know the answers,
and do not know them now.
Blackness descended

as you stepped on me,

grinding your heel in the steaming
warmth of my open gut

and the razor Claws of the
mindles Others

tightened on my throat,

bring Blood and gleeful, insane
Chortlings

as | curled, fetus-like,

inward on myself.

Orion marches across the Sky
relentlessly hunting

you soaring skyward,

a weightless, eluding illusion,

while | remain Earthbound

laughing quietly and holding my head
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as Tears trickle through
my Claws.

Late In Life

Thick sunlight
Blazed

Through the crisp
Blue sky

And rested on orange-yellow

Leaves

And me

Walking on the white
Sidewalk

Greeting smiling

Faces and

Experiencing the childish
Sweetness

Of a peanut butter

Cookie.

Sarah McMillen

Underneath

Unfortunately,

You know me too well
and read volumes

into my every utterance.

Grant me

some illusion of privacy
And

although you can reach
to the depths of my soul
tell me that you can

only see

the two goldfish
skimming on the surface.




Perpetual Motion

Sarah Me Millen

Ever ride the subway? | do every day. For hours. | get
off work from the deli and go home to change; get rid of that
slimy salami smell and the film left on my hands from
Processed cheese. Showered and dressed, | walk two blocks to
the subway entrance. | step carefully down the littered steps,
over old newspapers and candy wrappers, into the dim and
dingy station.

The resounding clink of the subway tokens sliding into
the slots and the rolling squeak-brraaackk of the turnstile are
my favorite sounds, next to the steady thrum of the subway
train itself. They're the ovation to adventure, appetizer to the
main course, the "show's about to start" feeling of an opening
night. This welcoming fanfare, combined with the ambiance of
the subway terminal, makes me stand a little straighter:
breathe a little quicker; smile a little wider; basically, feel a
little more alive. It's the anticipation of the never ending ride.

For just one token, a funny looking thing costing less
than a can of soda, you can ride all day and all night if you
want. It'll take you the full length of the city and back, over
and over again. You decide when you've had enough; you're in
control. Choose a stop and climb up to the sunshine. Up there's
the real world where little guys like me get stepped on and
high school drop outs like me "ain't worth much". That's what
my boss says. He graduated from high school and talks worse
than | do.

I quit school in My senior year and came here to see if |
could make it in the theater. School wasn't helping me; | didn't
fitin. Everything moved so slowly that | felt like | was
standing still. | don't have any thing against education. |
mean, if you really want to learn about photosynthesis, or
study the table of elements, or find out exactly what an adverb
does, that's great. Just don't expect me to stand around
watching. | guess I'm not super-intelligent, but I'm not stupid,
either.

Once | got here, | found an apartment and started work at
the deli. | have to take a bus to get there; it's almost as good
as the subway, but not quite. | also found out the theater's
almost as bad as school. You line up to sign in; you wait to
audition; you go crazy until the show is cast. Then you start
all over again. | gave up on the theater, but | still work at the
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deli. It's been four years now, and I've got my own apartment,
my own bank account(with almost nothing in it), my own life,
and my nearby easy-access to the local stop of my favorite
Entertainment Express. It's a simple life, but | like it that

way.

I'like living alone. No one asks me where I'm going every
night when | head for the subway. No one messes up my
apartment, except me. I've also got my own mess. No one
disturbs it. | rarely do; I'm never there, really. Usually, I'm
running somewhere.

I'm always on the go. | get up at eight, run to the shower,
speed through breakfast, and fly to the bus stop. When | get to
work, | run all day, slicing, wrapping, weighing, preparing,
cleaning. Although, | do hate rearranging the deli case. You
have to stand in one place too long, lose momentum. My boss
always comes back and tells me what to do . ... Put the
capacola here, no, there, wait, put it back: start with the roast
beef; make sure the cheese is wrapped real tight . . . . Mostly, |
ignore him. | do my job and do it well. He can't complain; he'd
never get someone to put in the hours | do.

Most nights | can't wait to get out. | work 9:00AM to
9:00PM, slicing meat and making hoagies. | stock shelves when
there's no one to wait on. I'm on my feet all day and all night.

I go through a pair of sneakers every two months . The boss
lets me eat for free, though.

After work, | wrap up a hoagie and grab a can of soda. |
say good night to the boss and listen to him grunt. Then I'm
free. Down the street there's a bench across from the drug
store where | sit to eat my dinner. Watching the people is
great; they fascinate me and make the subway that much more
interesting. But that comes later.

The boss doesn't like people; they bother him, always
wanting something we don't stock. He'll stomp around after a
particularly annoying customer has left. His boots make a
calumph noise . . . . Calumph! | hate people! Calumph-calumph! .
- .. He never bothers to include himself in this category.
Sometimes | wonder what he thinks he is, while | hide in the
back and laugh.

| watch people coming and going to the drug store,
mostly quick shoppers. A pack of ciggarettes here, toothpaste
there, usually only one or two items. The prescriptions are the
best. People come out carrying little prescription bags of
their medicine and look around, paranoid, like they're afraid
someone will think they're an addict or an AIDS carrier. After
fifteen or twenty minutes of this, it's time to move on.
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The bus shows up five minutes after | do, on a good day.
It's usually pretty empty, lots of seats and few riders, but |
grab a strap and hang on. You feel the wheels turn better
through the bottoms of your feet. The vikibrations have an
intoxicating rhythm; the elixir of movement flows through me.

The ride lasts longer that way and my feet know each
jiggle and every jolt intimately.

Then, it's home for and hour, to clean up myself and wade
through my mess. There are sheaves of papers everywhere,
notes and things. | write plays sometimes when | come home
from the subway. It's usually late and everything is quite. I'm
too full of a mindless, driving energy to even think about
sleep. It's easy to take the subway passangers and the scraps
of their overheard conversations and turn them into real life.
Families fighting, lovers loving, whinos whining; it's all there
to be transported to a new location like a street corner or a
super market to a new location like a street corner or a super
market or even a home, completed with my ideas on life life
outside the subway. | did publish a play once. Copyright and
everything. They put it on in a little out of the way theater
down town. | didn't go see it. | wouldn't have been able to ride
the subway. God knows | wouldn't be able to do without that.

I'm always running; | have to keep going. Being on the
move, on edge, in the running, keeps me alive. Run hard enough
and long enough, you forget what you're running from. Look at
other people instead of yourself and your problems become
theirs. Try not to think too deeply and never probe your mind.
Frightening things hide in there, too deeply and neverprobe
your mind. Frightening things hide in there, dark and ugly and
lurking that are not even fit for the light of day.

Whnat to know a secret? | didn't go to work today, and I'm
not going back again, either. | found out the truth about life on
the subway. Today was my subway token day. 1 go once a
month to buy a bunch of tokens, enough to last me for a long
time. They fill my whole pocket and | keep them there until
I'm done with work and home again. | like to touch them and
here them jingle. Each step | take brings forth plings and
cla-links from my pocket, sweet music of the turnstiles,
reminiscent of the steady thrum of the subway.

| got up early today to get my tokens. Judy, the
attendant, knows me. She babbled while she counted and |
responded, reading graffiti and savoring the distinctive
subway air.

"Stocking up again?"

"Yeah," | answered absently. | was reading "Caffine
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Kills," in bright red letters three feet high.

"You sure do buy a lot."

| didn't think that needed an answer, so | looked at the
floor and nudged a cigarette butt with my toe.

"I haven't seen you in a while."

That didn't need an answer either, but | said "Um," just to
be sociable.

"So, how've you been? Is it nice out?"

"Well, the sun's shining; I've been running."

"Orange and green swirls spelled out "Die now before
someone Kills you."

"Oh, that's good. Getting in shape for spring? It's
almost here. You know how time flies. | threw in a couple
extra. Anything else?"

"No." | was scraping my tokens off the counter and
shoving them in my pocket as fast as possible. | needed the
subway; | was dying to ride.

"Don't wait so long to come back! See yal"

| barely heard her. | was already at the turnstile,
listening to the clink-squeak-brraaackk of safety. One token
spent and an empty train just pulling up with the hiss and
screech of metal upon metal as the train slowed on the iron
tracks. | almost ran to the last car. It was empty, The
plastic seats were chipping and greying. The metal poles were
finger-smudged and the hanging-straps were frayed. The route -
map on the wall, covered with cracked plexiglass, was
obscured by magic marker graffiti, "Dead or Alive?" Beside it
was a wrinkled, curled poster stating "Uncle Sam Wants You."

| took a deep breath; | was safe. Safe and moving. The
strap felt good in my hand. | ran my thumb along the rough
canvass. It was worn, but it was real. This was real, the
subway taking me underneath the city, not the above-ground,
"real world" of opposites. Light versus dark: sun versus rain;
rich versus poor; hot versus cold; day versus night; life versus
death. It was all there and | was part of it. But now, | was on
the subway and | was running. Running on a steady track in a
world that never changes, except the faces.

First stop. The train stopped and | balanced carefully,
pushed forward by momentum. This terminal was almost
empty, but a few people got on. Mostly mothers with children.
No one got got on my car to my disappointment. | wanted
someone to observe, some mortal in this instrument of
technology. The train started with a jerk and | was glad |
hadn't let go of my strap.

| watched the walls of the terminal cruise by, grey and



sooty. Picking up speed, we reached the tunnel. Immediate
darkness. It's funny; far underground there are these little
bright spots. Each terminal is an oasis of light in an unending
maze of tunnels. The tunnels are darker than night, lit only by
the subway trains. You reach a tunnel and the windows go
black. | like that part of the ride best.

Inside the train, it's safe and bright. Rain and snow
never reach the subway world. Trains come and go with
regularity. There's a continuity here not found in any other
place in the city. If you look at the window, trying to stare
through the intense blackness, and then look quickly at the
ceiling of the train, it's more dazzling than sun light. This
light in the dark is comforting, accompanied by the rattle and
clank of the train cars following the endless tracks. And it's
comforting to know you've paid your token; you can ride all day.
Time doesn't matter.

Down here, away form the bustle and distractions of the
real world, there's no need for time. You can't tell day from
night; it's all the same here. Time is an interchangeable
currency. You can be a miser, stretching minutes into hours,
hoarding every second, or you can squander those same minutes
and spend oblivious days and delirious nights running and
running like the wheels on the tracks.

| did that once. | don't wear a watch and subway time is
so very different when you have no appointments to keep. |
went down after work one night, riding and watching, picking
up new ideas and knowing | was safe. It was wonderful. |
' came up three days later, hungry and unshaven, amazed to see
the sun and nine-to-five activity. | went straight to work, to
an angry boss and harried customers all wanting to know
where I'd been. | told them | was sick: | looked it, but | felt
great. Since then I've been careful. | ask people for the time
and store their answers and accents and faces in my mind for
later use in my writing. But, | hadn't missed work again, until
today.

| was feeling the exhilarating rhythms of motion. It
could have been seven in the morning or seven at night. The
second stop brought as much entertainment as the first. | was
still alone, but | didn't mind that much. New faces would
appear eventually. | had plenty of time and no time at all.
Time was irrelevant. | started playing my favorite game of
sitting in every seat and holding every strap, each time
becoming a different person of the assortment I'd observed
through my years on the subway. | was about half through the
game, and having a great time when | reached the third stop.
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That's when | stopped counting.

The doors opened with a throaty whoosh and | looked up
expectantly. A herd of people pushed in and milled around,
choosing seats. A man sat down nexdt to me wearing a tweedy,
threadbare coat and an expensive watch. he was exceptionally
clean and well-groomed, smelling faintly of cologne. | figured
he was about sixty, a businessman, with a military past. I'm
good at that, picking up little clues to figure out what
someone is like. He seemed the most interresting of all the
passangers, followed by a bag lady, two young lovers, and a
sixties throwback with long hair, beard, and ripped jeans.

"Excuse me, young man. Do you have the time?"

A deep resonate voice interupted my reverie.

"What? Oh, no sir. | don't wear a watch."

"Well, that's all right. It's not important. My watch needs
a new battery, | think. | keep losing time."

"Sorry | can't help you, sir. Where are you headed?"
Getting people to respond is always interesting.

"To work, of course. I'm in real estate. Fascinating stuff.
Been at it twenty years. All sorts of properties.”

"Really? Where did you work before?" | asked politely,
almost sure of the answer.

"Army. | travelled a lot. Fought in Korea."

"What was it like?" | wasn't being polite now: | really
wanted to know.

"Don't usually talk much on the subway. But, since you
asked, it was ugly. | was glad to come home and set myself up
in business. We had some hot times over there, | guess. War is
war. People die; your job is to go on until they get you."

"They?"

"The enemy. anyone | guess; death.”

"But why? | mean, why go on?"

"Now you're getting philosophical. that's just how it is.
You can either give up, or stick it out. It's your choice but the
result is the same."

"Pointless?"

"Oh yes, definitely. But, no matter. | like life. Face your
problems and keep going. A most enjoyable occupation.”

"Life?"

"No, real estate. Are you interested?"

"l write."

"Just so long as you like what you do. . . and do what you
like. Here's my stop. It's been interesting. Good-bye."

| watched him go mand thought about what he said. He
was right; it was interesting. | studied the floor and took a
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deep breath. A faint trace of cologne still lingered, spicy and
clean compared to the flat, exhaust-ridden subway smell. |
wondered what time it was. The next stop found me out the
door and through the terminal. It felt good to walk. | went up
the stairs; daylight grew brighter. Out on the street, the city
hummed with activity. A light breeze was blowing and the sun
felt good on my back. The sidewalk was busy and the streets
were filled with traffic. The bustle was compounded by car
horns, engine rumblings, street vendors, and snatches of
conversations. Music poured out from stores' open doorways.
The sun flashed off high-rise windows and the smell of
roasted hot dogs reached out to me from the corner stands.

Swept along with the crowd, | started thinking about the
play Al was working on. It wasn't very good, an old man in a
shopping mall. | could do better. | wondered what people do in
places where there aren't any subways. that started a few
wheels turning. Maybe | should find out.




Prodigy

A hundred empty hands
Reached out through
Blackness

Reaching, grasping,
Awed by the power,
Seeking the prodigy
Who

Cowered in the corner of
His own insecurity,
Naked and afraid.

A hundred hungry voices
Whispered

"l want"

In cracked and aching tones
That caressed the prodigy
Like sandpaper feline tongues
Who

Cringed as he

Shivered in the stiff wind

Of whispers.

A hundred angry shaking claws
Raked the hide of the prodigy

-- red trails raced down his back
Pooling in the blackness--

As they screamed

"l need" at the prodigy

Who

Managed to stammer

"l only tried . . ."

As the hands engulfed him

Stripping the flesh from his bones.

Saralh MeMillen
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Meaningful Encounters Saralh MeMillen

His footfalls echoed in the cool summer night. He looked down at his
worn boots, faded a light brown from sun and daily use. They were too
comfortable to replace despite their appearance. Above them were equally
faded jeans, palest blue and broken in the way he liked them. His white
shirt would have been appropriate with any outfit. Now, tucked in the
front, loose in the back, it gave him freedom of movement: the rolled
sleeves and turned up collar completed his casual, jaunty look, as
distinctive as a trademark.

Glancing up, he caught his reflection in the mirrorlike glass of a
darkened storefront. The whole street was like this, one row of closed
stores facing the other. His image followed him in each window as he
wandered the nearly empty street. He paused at the camera store, closed
like the others. Its showcases were empty; the expensive stock was out of
sight. The mirror-window showed him perfectly. . He puzzled over his
reflection, not totally disappointed in what he saw. He pushed back an
overhang of dark hair. It needed to be cut, but he kept forgetting. Dark
eyes stared calmly into dark eyes. His face was just a face; some were
better, some worse. Mouth, nose, eyes. Change a feature, be someone else,
he mused. Turning, he continued his seemingly casual stroll.

It was late for him to be out, and he wasn't sure where he was going. A
restlessness was brewing in him. He came to this town to relax and meet
people, to get away from his humdrum life. He was looking for a
meaningful encounter. Few people were roaming about this time of night.
Most were home, or seeking diversions in a multitude of bars. Vacations
always depressed him. A fun-filled time, parties and whatnot. You're
supposed to have a good time. Too bad they don't sell fun in cans, like beer.
But, beer can give the illusion of fun. He left the business district,
heading for the nightlife he'd heard about.

He turned a corner too quickly, walking right into someone. Startled, he
drew back, but the other person fell to the ground. It was a girl in a
waitress uniform, probably just getting off work from some late night
cafe. Bending down, he asked softly, "Are you all right?"

"Oh, I'm fine," she said quickly and smiled to emphasize her words.

"I'm sorry,” he said, reaching to help her.

"No, I'm sorry," she answered, taking his hand and standing up.

" | wasn't looking where | was going," they said together and laughed.

He inspected her curiosly, caught by an amazing flash of blue eyes.
Unselfconsciously, she looked him in the eye, glancing pointedly at their |
still clasped hands. Flushing, he released his grip, and she shook back her
dark hair and smiled. "I should be going. | have to meet my friends." He
was staring and felt foolish. She started walking, disappearing into the
night, but called, "Nice bumping into you." He watched the night air
swallow her, stuffed his hands into his pockets, and resumed his quest.

The lights were brighter now; laughter and music filtered to him. The
first bar he came to, The Bopper, glittered and twinkled and seemed to pull




him off the street. As he reached for the door, it was thrown open by a
burly bald man in a red t-shirt, who shoved a sloppily drunk and obviously
underage boy. "l told ya to keep it cool,” he bellowed. The boy got up and
staggered off, Red t-shirt looked up. "Yah comin' in or what," waited a
second and slammed the door.

The street was cool and relatively quiet again. This was not the place.
Shuffling his boots and pushing back his hair, he looked around quickly and
then started walking. He passed the Fox Club, Hattrick, Magic, Greenback
Saloon, and the Surfside. At the end of the strip, he saw a bar, not quite as
gaudy as the others but just as noisy, The Matchbook. This could be it, he
thought.  Unwittingly drawn by the loud music and raucous laughter, he
walked into a different darkness.

A light ahead illuminated a cash register; a wizened little man held out
his hand. "Five bucks," Took a quick look at his watch, "No, it's after one;
three bucks." The cash register shrieked, opened, and swallowed the
helpless bills. "Thank you." The little man grinned and bobbed, showing his
teeth as uneven as his register keys, and waved him inside.

Here the sweet, humid air of summer has been stifled. The atmosphere is
thick with scents, sights, and sounds. Smoke shrouds the room as frenzied
bodies circulate. An air conditioner pumps out a fresh, synthetic citrus
fragrance, overpowered by the smells of alcohol and smoke, and too many
intermingled perfumes. A sense of cheerfulness is stamped on everything
from faces to napkins. But, stronger than all this is the beat of the band.
It echoes through each body, overwhelms the heartbeats of the patrons,
reverberates through the very barstools and glasses, and emerges in the
rythmical gyyrations of those on the dance floor.

He stood inthe doorway, taking it all in. Fun, he reminded himself, is not
found in aimless wandering on almost empty late-night streets. He walked
in, avoided a couple in an intimate embrace, and approached the closest
bar. There were several here, at least six, all lined up and competeing
with each other. Each was a study in activity, as fluid and rythmic as the
beat of the band. Pressed between a tropical print and a flourescent
stripe, he was plainly visible. He nodded to the print and smiled at the
stripe, who in turn looked at their drinks and pumped up their biceps
another half inch.

He looked for the bartender, a picture of efficiency, and attempted to
catch his eye. Immaculate in a ruffled shirt and crisp black bowtie, the
bartender performed a mindless function. Never changing expression, the
bartender worked the crowd, drawn by a flash of green. Approach, pour,
take money, keep change; relentlessly inebriating the customers who do
not notice as their piles of cash dwindle to a scattering of coins. Wanting
a drink to still his restlessness, he pulled out some bills and laid them on
the bar. The bartender immediately stopped and looked up inquiringly.
"Whiskey sour, please." The bartender nods, pours, shakes, and serves. A
glass appears and the cash on the bar magically disappears as the




bartender glides swiftly to the other end of the bar.

Stirring his drink, he eased away from the press of oversized muscles. A
pin stripe shirt with black suspenders weaved uncertainly toward him,
sweating profuselyand slurring "Bob, 's at you?"

Suspenders knocked into him. "Really sorry man. Slipped."

"Wrong guy,” he said, and twisted away, squeezing through the dancing.

bodies vying for drinks..

He approached the next bar, stopped short, and looked up in amazement.
A line of women, every imaginable shape and size, clothed in a myriad of
colors from boldest black to flaming fuchsia, preened and posed for
maximum effect. Appearing identical, their similar mannerisms
compensated for their diverse features. Sculpted hair and painted mouths
made them look vulnerable but inapproachable. Legs crossed precisely;
shoulders flared slightly forward; each portion of the body positioned
artfully. A pervasive sweetness filtered past him; each woman's perfume
mingling with the others, becoming one unidentifiable scent befitting
their sameness.

He watched them cautiously, sipping his drink, and ran a nervous hand
down the faded smoothness of a jean-clad thigh. The one on the end was
lovely, but there was a rigidity to her and an arrogant tilt of the jaw. She
gripped her glass too tightly and drank through clenched teeth. Next to
her, a kaleidoscope of color was ordering.  Bright red hair stood on end,
supported by a band of gleaming gold. Brilliant green silk cascaded over
flaming orange leggings. The effect was dazzling, but it hurt his eyes.
Apprehensively, he continued his study. Jet black hair glistened over
silver lame. Shining, as if in armor from head to toe, she defensively held
her seat and fanned herself rhythmically with a matchimg lame clutch. To
her right, a woman in a black sheath looked past him, stategically leaning
on the bar with her ankles crossed provocatively. He'd seen enough.
Running his fingers through his dark hair, he took a deep breath and
immediately regretted it. The air was stale, not unlike the inside of an old
shoe, and in no way resembed the summer sweetness of the evening
streets. He turned away with a nagging image of blue in his head.

The voice of the DJ cut into his thoughts. "Summer Silence will be right ‘

back, but now boys and girls, it's magic time. Grab a special someone
nearby and get close on the dance floor." He heard the beginning of a
popular ballad. Then, overcutting the romantic tones, "We're working to
please you all night tonight. Here at The Matchbook, we want you to enjoy
your vacation. Remember, 'If you can't have the one you love, love the one
you're with." So come on, get up and dance." The song continued and couples
wandered out on the dance floor.

At the next bar, his money disappeared just as quickly, and was replaced
by another drink , stronger this time. Again no change. He glanced at the
woman on his left. She appeared like the others; no heavily muscled
companion hovered nearby. He knew a good thing when he saw it . She
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looked up cooly, feeling his glaze. Her heavy lidded blue eyes narrowed
slightly as if to focus. "Would you like to dance?" he asked, feeling the
music pound inside him. She smiled stiffly, more a grimace than a grin.

"Pardon?"

He flushed and repeated the question. "l said, would you like to dance?"

Her interest returned to her drink. Stirring, she said to the nearly empty
glass, "l think not."

Undaunted, he asked, "Then, can | buy you a drink?" But, she was lost in
an intent study of the water rings on the bar and the tightly drawn tightly
drawn bicep of the madras shirt to her left.

He moved on in the darkness, not sure what to do next. Pausing to get his
bearings, he wished he were somewhere else. There were too many people
here, too many superficial assignations, too little air, and too little room
to breathe it in. Out was all he wanted: he didn't care how. Barely
avoiding the writhing bodies moving in precise, involuntary rhythms, he
crossed the dance floor. He set his glass down on a bar in passing, hard
enough to scatter the ice across the immaculate surface. Tucking his
shirt further in the front of his jeans, he searched for the door. Finally,
he saw the reassuring gleam of an EXIT sign. Smiling for the first time
since arriving, he walked quickly toward the door, feeling his boots
connect smartly with the polished parquet.

The door handle felt cool and good in his hand. He pressed down, and
pushed the door open into the night. Breathing deeply of the night air, he
stepped into the safety of the streets. he shook back his dark hair and
smiled as he turned the corner, thinking of blue eyes. He was still looking
and it was late. Listening to his bootheels echoing on the pavement, he
pulled back his shoulders and laughed. He passed the Hattrick, stepping in
time to the loud rock beat.

The night was glorious and he was on vacation. Relaxation and
entertainment. Life , it was said, is a tragedy full of joy. Who said that?
Was it Horace or Malamud? Malamud, he decided. Well, he could use some
oy. Hearing sounds of revelry and diversion, he turned to face the Fox Club.
This could be it , he thought. Unwillingly drawn by the loud music and
raucous laughter, he entered the bar.




Sarah McMillen

A Homecoming

We walk through the dry grass

of the park a block from home,

stepping over the late brown leaves

the crisp December wind scatters in our path,
snuggling our chins deeper

into the high collars of thick wool coats, =
you in precise linear hunter's plaid

and me in the solid navy of your choice,

as we discuss the wa#ight of the world,
nations firing on nations,

arms treaties, hostage scandals,

predictions of the first heavy snow,

and your plans for my life, {

on the crunchy brown footpath

in the thin light of this grey afternoon.,

Mine still looks so small next to yours

which 1s square and solid,

moving under the thick dark shadows

of the oak branches overhead that c |
determinedly cling to their long-dead leaves |
as I still hold my beliefs. !

I compare our faint shadows ‘
|
|

Maybe that's what this walk is about.

Hot chocolate sends small clouds of steam

rising from styrofoam cups |
like words of ratiomal thought from your mouth. }
We drink in unison,

slow warmth stealing down our throats

to loosen reserve,

and I feel its heat through my gloves

and on my burned, quickly numbing tongue,

making my words come out

thick and fuzzy and senseless.

I hear before I see

the long lazy V of wild geese

above the oak branches

flying effortless lengths, coasting on currents of air,

going home to warmth and security

and long-missed faces,

to their own territory and half-indulgent

examinations under paternal eyes. (no break)




They travel companionably southward,
telling jokes and stories for all to hear
and their loud honking laughter

carries on the wind.

We pause and you point,

cup in hand, at them

barely visible in the dull sky
between a break in the trees,

and say something about hunting,
Cold, I pull my collar closer,
dragging my ragged sneaker toe
across the loose gravel

which clatters um beneath my feet
but crunches under yours.

You turn wxx to me with that
Let-me-tell-you-something look in your eyes.

A false blush of chill belies the solemnity

£ of your voice and I know

I am in for another soliloquy

on responsibillity and growing up.

This conversation brought to me today

by the word Maturity

and the number Seven,

to steal a line from Sesame Street,

Maturity, as in lack of

and Seven, as in months before graduationm,

an inconceivable time period

stretching out before me in long langorous coils
as the path before us wanders off into the woods.

Your voice rings out, weaving through tree trunks,
deep and impassioned,

but I am no longer here with you.

Mentally, I am literally hundreds of miles away
on a roadway heading here,

singing to a too-loud radio

with windows down and heat cranked high
accompanied only by scant luggage

and visions of homemade pie

in the warm kitchen with the family dog's chin
on my knee as she begs with her eyes

for some scrap or even my hand on her head

and your wife fussing

over my too-long hair

and ragged jeans, setting a cool

white glass of milk before me,

wiping her hands on an apron.

No one really wears aprons anymore
and no one B really knows what I should do
with my life except to get out of this cold.




We turn back and you drape
a heavy arm across my shoulders,

giving me the standard
Its-only-because-I-care ending

and a few transparent

testtered snowflakes trickle through the trees.

You stop to tie your shoe
and I walk on, listening to the crackle

of leaves under my dirty sneakers,

stopping only when I see

a solitary goose flying across the winter sky, . -
westward, and laughing to himself,

a great loud honking laugh.
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Deep Red Wine

Deep red wine

Spill through my head
-Don't let me forget
To forget

I don't want to know

So much time

So many men dead
Don't you forget

To forget

That no one will know

Deep red wine

Empty our heads:-

Don't let us forget

To forget

We have nothing to show

All this time

We're born to be dead
Don't anyone forget
To forget

How little we know

. Ste Plneh

Zoldi
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HONY $- Webster

Super—-Mom of ‘83

"Good morning, America. I'm your host, Faul Janely,

and on our show, Women of the BO's, we are fortunate indeed

. t0 have as our guest, Mrs. Virginia Over—Achiever, a wife,
mother and professional career woman Qha has been elected
this year’'s Super Woman of 1988. Good morning, Virginia.
It is a tremendous honor for me to welcome you to our show."

"Why thank you, Faul, it is a pleasure for me to be
here to represent the Super-Women from across this nation.
1 feel my appearance can help assure other women around the
country that they too, can have it all if they are willing
to plan and organize their lives. They, too, can be as
fulfilled as I .am at this moment."

"%hat's wonderful, Virginia. Let’'s begin with a lcok
at your background. Where did you attend school?"

"I was fortunate to have been accepted at Georgetown
University in Washington, D. C. where I majored in busines
management and political science. Not only did I do well
in my studies, I also participated in student government
and sorority activities. I barely had a moment to myself,
but the experience was extraodinary.”

"Didn‘t you have any problems keeping up with such an
active and demanding schedule, Virginia?"

“Well, I did suffer from an eating disorder, anorexia,
I believe it was called then, and I also had to overcome

two bouts of mononuclecosis, but as you can see, a

L]
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determined spirit and a will to succeed will help overcome

n

any adversity.

"What happened following your graduation, Virginia?"

"Hard work and agressive determination made it
possible for me to be interviewed and then hired by the
State Department in Washington. I was recently promoted to
Director, Fersonnel Sectioq, Security Division at State. I
find this is a challenging and rewarding po%ition which has
fulfilled my every dream for success in the business werld."

"What do your co-workers think about your fabulous
success?"

"l am afraid I have to say that I really don’'t know.
Unfortunately, time constraints have made socializing
completely impossible, so very few people know me well
enough to know how I feel about my success. I must say,
however, that everyone who works for me is very polite.
Last Valentine's Day, for instance, I received a small
boquet of daisys with a red heart that said, ‘Roses are
red, apples are green, if you said let’'s party, we would
all scream.’ This lét me know they have a great sense of
humor, something I appreciate.”

"It certainly sounds, Virginia, as though your career
is offering you rewards other people only hope for, pbut I
see by your hyphenated last name that you are a married
woman . May I ask about your family?"

"Of course you may. I am so proud of my family. My




husband, Oliver Achiever, is a Lieutenant tolonel in the
Marine Corps. He has always been so supportive of my
career ambitions and my desire to retain my own last name
in some form after our marriage. My hyphenated -last name is
not so much a statement for feminism as if is a statement
of my own personal independence. 0Oliver and I met here in
Washington, and we see each other as often as possible when
he isn’'t actually stationed in the area.”

"When he is living at home, how do you manage the
housewortk and chores?"

"We are again fortunate to have a live—-in housekeeper.
Suzanne not only looks after my children’'s needs while I'm
at work; she also assists Oliver when needed. It is
wonderful to have such dedicated domestic help these days.
We couldn‘'t afford her if I weren’t working."

“Yes, I know finding good help is hard these days.
Does Suzanne do all the cooking?

“No, only breakfast and lunch; she has another regular
employer she must tgnd to in the evenings. If I'm mot
goeing to be home, Suzanne will fix something for the kids
and their evening sitter will serve it to them. When
Oliver is home, he helps lighten the load by eating at the
club every evening. This way, if 1 do come home for
dinner, I can =simply stop by a fast food restaurant and

pick up supper for me and the kids.

N

"Oh yes, Virginia, how many kids do you have:
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"I have two terrific kids, a boy 12 and a girl 4. I am =o
lucky to be able to financially provide for all their
needs. Both attend the private Montessori School in
Washington, and they are both doing OK. We are fortunate
that the school keeps in ciose contact with the parents
when any problems arise. I speak with the administration
often. They really care. My boy is very interested in
gsparts and never gets hame till after 7 p.m. because of the
various practices he must attend. My girl takes dancing,
gymnastics, piano and riding lessons during the week, and
both go to the Athletic Kid Club each Saturday to werkout
and swim."

"Virginia, your children seem to have an exciting
life. Do they have any favorite hobbies that they like to
share with you?"

"Well, Paul, I go to one recital and one sporting
event each semester. There just isn't time in my schedule:
to permit any more. As é matter of fact, my children’s
favorite hobbies change so quickly I can hardly keep up
with them. My daughter’'s last known favorite TV show was

Sesame Street, but that WAS quite a while ago. I1°11 have -

to get together with her again sometime in the future to
talk about her favorite things. We'll do lunch.”
"Do you and Oliver ocwn your own home in Washington?"
“Oh. na! We feel that ownership really restricts our

ability to do what we want when we want. Since we are
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rarely home for any length of time, we rent a beautiful

four bgdrcom apartment located in the Watergate Complex
near the Fotomic River. It has every conveniences without
the hassels of yard work and ‘Mr. Fix—-it’' projects that
take time away from necessary homework time. Yes, Paul,
our home is our castle, a place where we can go to get away
from the outside world.™

"Wirginia, you sound as if you have everything fully
under control. What would you say is most important to you
this minute?"

"As of today, my family is most important. It is
necessar? for me to make sure that they are all provided
with the best clothes, equipment, transportation,
edudcation and quality care at home. My family is my first
priority”.

"And how often do you get home?"

"Oh, I check—-in at least twice a week when I am really
busy at the office to make sure all is running smoothly.

My job, you know, requires me to travel quite a bit. Next
week I will fly to Saudi Arabia for a two week conference.
At times like these, the kids, Oliver and Suzanne are on
their own, but because they are as enlightened and
ambitious as I am, they will all do fine."

"I'm sure they will. Virginia, what is your reason
for flying to Saudi Arabia?"

"Paul, I am so excited! I will be representing



America at a woman'’'s conference being held there. & inidd

speak on the subject, "A Career Woman Can Have It 4&411." &:+f
course, before I go I must see my doctor for any shots
required and get my prescriptions refilled."

“I hope you don’'t mean you have a health problem."

g 1) g T o I get 135 minutes of exercise daily in the
State Department gym at & a.m. No, I find that when I am
over stressed, my heart begins to race and 1 lose my breath
and sometimes consciousnecss. My doctor toid me I was
having severe anxiety attacks."

"Isn't that dangerous?"

"Goodness no! In our marvelous society two little
pillé twice a day., a seditive and a beta blocker which
slows down the heart beat, correct any problém.”

MWell, Virginia, wouldn’'t it be healthier to just
change your lifestyle, slow down some and get to know your
husband and kids again. Wouldn’'t you like to enjoy life?

"What? Slow down! Enjoy life! What do you think I am
doing. This is the most wonderful time of my life, and if
two little pills are all 1 need to keep going, then so be
it. After my speech'in Saudi Arabia, I hope all the women
there will be motivated to want to be a Super-Woman jﬁst
like me.”

"I am sure, Virginia., that you will affect many
attending the conference. Thanks again for being with us

on klomen in the BO's."
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In Justification of Murder thihe CUCCQFO

i

For years now a rather simple Proposal has beesn inadvertently

overlocked in the war for world peace. As I assume I will very
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scon fall prey to this madness, I intend to presant

9

to mankind a foolproof design to end all war. The proposal
consistzs for @he most part of this: simultanecusly launching

1 every instrument of nuclear capability in the two gresat
suparpowers, thus relinguishing all sources of tenzion and
controversy. Now this relates several arzas for consideration.
First, it will eliminate all war-causing elements. Second, it
will purgs the world of the pain, bhoth mehtal and physical, which
enanates and multiplies with war. And last, it will eliminate
the extravagant expenditures of several cocuntries for naticnal
defense and the military. With the resolving of these thres

issuee, there will be no means nf disharmony remaining to

/1]

{ unsattle the nations and individuals of the world.
By strategically aiming all the United States arnd Scviet
warheads towards evenly distributed cities throughout the werld,

the potential will be created to estroy every weapon, larges and.

small, on the face of the =arth. The nuclear weapons of either

0

the U.5. or U.8.8.R. possesz the ability in themselves tpo
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annihilate every citv on every continent

m

Howaver, I feel cnce will suffice. Deductively., this will r=sult
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human beings or the
There is also the emoctional stess
of the deceased and mentally impaired must
urndergo. With the typ2 of impersonal destruction which I
proffer, nmot only will there be no blame to place, but withina
minutes no one will be alive to fesl the slightest regret nor
suf+ering.
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However, the predominant concern of all higher—-thinking

persons of any merit or compassion is natiocnal defense spending.
EBillions of daollars are being spent in the U.5. alone toc protect
this countiry. An egual amount is being needlessly expendsd by

the Fresident and Congress to campaign their respective sides of

the causs. The circumstance for this will be immediately removed

since there will be no weapons against which to deferd. With the

@liminaticon of both defense and excuses for arms initiative
(cccasiornally referred to as 5DI), the govermnment-supported
military can be all but wholly dissembled, relocationg the

unspeakable amnount of money distrubuted in pay and benefits to
the rec=2ding upper class. In addition, all costs of retribution
to allied and victim countries will be gradicated, as will costly
resaarch concerning the inevitable disease and illness asscciated

with nuclear warfare. And as an extira benefit, Reagan will be
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ricatad from the embarrassing predicaments into which

he ssems =o prone to involve himself when it comes to arms and
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ving of such.

11 other solutions to this perplexin
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problam have kbeen

il

O
-t
h
.
B
m
O
-

in the past. 0One is aptly referred to as Star Wars —-—

—

probably bacause it resembles a poorly—acted, far—-fetched,
sgiences fiction/adventure movie. AFnother proposes to wins out

the land and evacuate the Earth sc that when all-out war erupts,

there will be nothing left to destroyv. ~And still a third

suggests muwrdering the world’s children thrcugh any cng of a
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of atrocities cu bB=ing vanguishing all

Tuture soldiers and statesmen and eventually Causinmg the natural

extinction of the human race. While each of thes= CCS=Ess58s
chv the foremost drawback to sach 15 the terrific
@xpense of such proposals. A5 can be readily seen, my sclution
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ficial and the onlvy Plausible remady.

Hopefully, the lsaders of the world will soon tire of the

Gistir2ss and tribulation and use their initiative to employ the

M

&bove-suggested peace-making acticn.
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