


hotel or inn for them to spend the night in, and he and his mother had enjoyed
wondering what it would be Tike. On the other hand, it was true that often they
had not been able to go to Maine a summer because his father, also a Tawyer,
had a big case that kept him in New York, or his mother wanted to visit rela-
tives in Ohio or make a cultural journey to Europe. It took too much time

to get to Maine and back, they had said. Such summers had stretched barrenly
before Michael. His heart was in Maine, in the old summer cottage by the
ocean, which his Maine-born grandfather had built, family-style and sturdy,
not too long after the Civil War. Michael had even considered staying in
Maine and practicing Taw there once he was through college. But then that

had seemed too foolish with his father's firm offering him such a good job

in New York, and too selfish with his recently widowed mother Tiving alone in
the large apartment on Long Island. And there were certain aspects of city
Tiving that appealed to him strongly, competing with his love for the rocky
coast, the resisting trees, the calling sea of Maine.

And he had his month each summer. And this year he would have his two months.
Maybe next year he'd take two months again. At fifty, perhaps he should begin
to take it a little easier, and after all, unmarried and childless, he really
didn't need the money. Look at the Wickcliffes. Levi was as spry at eighty
as the average New Yorker was at forty. People lived a long time in Maine;
maybe that was another reason for the general acceptance of death as a not
especially unpleasant fact of Tife. Except for the rare dramatic death of

leavin' her behind." He paused a moment. "Shouldn't be surprised if that
wasn't why Gert's taken to fixin' herself up," he added, suggesting, if not
actually giving, a wink. "Kinda anticipatory, you might say."

Michael had Taughed, but he had been quite willing to believe that Gert had
thought of that aspect of the matter. And why not? he asked himself, feeling
somehow happier as each mile brought him closer to Maine.

In the back of the car, the puppies played and squabbled, knocking each other
against the side of the station wagon, and now and then complaining Toudly.
They were house-broken, more or less, but Michael had omitted their usual

big breakfast that morning, as a precaution, and they were hungry. He'd

have to decide soon which puppy to keep, either one of the fawn females, or
the brindle male. He really couldn't cope with all three. Perhaps the Wick-
cliffes would Tike one, or some one else in Rock Cove. But there might be

a problem, both as to limited space and as to probably cost of feeding such

a large dog. There had always been comment in town on the size of the dish
of food he'd made up each evening for Gretel,
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The thought of Gretel made him feel a little upset and lonely again. She

had always loved the trips to Maine, seemingly knowing their destination

as well as he did. And now Gretel was where? Nowhere. He had settled with
the vet to have her cremated. It had seemed simpler, cleaner and more decent,
and what's more, he thought with a wry chuckle, it was a good deal cheaper.
Now there was a Maine thought. The economic consideration, never far from
the thought of any true Maine resident, wasn't displaced by the advent of
death. Take the matter of the bridge for instance.

The bridge was a narrow affair that led from the mainland to the island of
which Rock Cove was a part. It was very old and delapidated and successive
town meetings had discussed for years the problem of having it repaired.

On one occasion, two men "down to their camp" to celebrate a wet weekend -

had driven off the edge of the road, just at the start of the bridge. Their
car, stuck in the sand and rock on the bank of the inlet, had had to be pulled
and tugged back onto the road. Neighbors and residents from both mainland

and istand had gathered to watch. It was rough weather so even the lobstermen
were there, standing with their wives and children beside the summer cottagers,
the quests from the inn, the retired householders.

"I just wish they'd do something about that old bridge," Mrs. Mary Connor,
a summer cottager, had remarked.

Everyone had agreed with her.

"Some day some car's goin' to go off the end of that bridge and right into
the water," said old Don Enderby. "The folks in it'11 be drowned."

Everyone agreed with him too. It was quite possible. At high tide, espe-
cially the high tide of the full moon, the water came roaring under the bridge
with considerable force and power.

But it was left to Jake Boles, who gathered sea moss for a living, to sum
up the situation to its fullest, and for the third time, everyone was in com-
plete agreement.

"Yep," he said, "they'1l1 be drowned, sure enough. And it'l11 cost the town
a hell of a lot of money to pull their car and bodies out:."

This was serious, and Michael, who had never so far been in Maine for the
March town meeting, had heard that the last one had dealt quite exhaustively
with the problem of the bridge. It seemed that if the town raised so much,
then the county and the state would go ahead and build a new bridge. But
the town and its people were, traditionally, slow at raising any money and
the debate had been long and heated. Finally $15 had been voted as a stop-
gap, giving the residents another year to think things over, but providing
something of an anchor to the horribie windward pointed out by Jake Boles.
The $15 had gone for a sign which read "DANGEROUS. Bridge Unsafe. Cross
at Own Risk." This was placed at the mainland end, for strangers and first
arrivals presumably; those coming the other way already knew the worst.

If they ever do get to repair the bridge, Michael had often refiected, I hope

they widen it. Now it was only one car wide, and any car in front which stopped
necessarily held up all traffic behind it, as well as that coming towards it.
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And cars did stop, for occupants to Took at the view, or check the tide, or

ask the fishermen hanging over the railing how it was going, and it wasn't
considered polite in Maine to honk and hurry them on. One time Michael had

been driving in a car with its top down with a young woman from Connecticut

and they'd been held up by an old truck halted mid-way on the bridge. The driver
had climbed down from his seat, gone around to the back, and pulled out a

large burlap bag. Then he had stepped over to the bridge railing and tossed

the bag into the water below.

As he turned around, he'd spotted Michael and his friend.

"Hi, Mike," he said with a broad and friendly smile. He waved his hand toward
the bag, now swirling toward the ocean followed by three curious gulls, and
offered a polite explanation for his stop.

"Cats!" he said cheerily.

The gulls had croaked eerily as he drove jauntily off in his truck, followed
much more siowly by the surprised Michael and his shocked and shaken friend.

But here was the last turnpike pay point. After this there was just the much
slower but far more interesting coastal road to Rock Cove. The seventy miles
would take two hours, maybe more, but Michael feasted his eyes as he drove
along on the lovely towns, the wide rivers, the shipyards and marinas, the
flats where clammers and blood-worm diggers were hard at work. He made the
sharp turn off the highway onto the road which led to Rock Cove. Before

him were glimpses of blue water and the air blew fresh and clean.

The first house in Rock Cove belonged to Mariam Langden, who was a widow of
two years' standing. When her husband, Alton, had been sick, Michael had
asked the jeweler in the nearest large town to Rock Cove to send a present

to the hospital, a cigarette lighter with his name on it, Michael had sugges-
ted. He'd sent a check along to cover the cost, Months later he'd received

a credit s1ip from the jeweler, and after much writing to and fro had dis-
covered why. It seemed that the jeweler had heard Alton was very likely to
die and had figured that Michael wouldn't want "to waste the money" by sending
a useless gift, especially an engraved one, to a person that was practically
dead. And although he had felt siightly ashamed of his fastidiousness, Michael
hadn't wanted to take back the money. He'd written Mariam and suggested that
she might make use of the credit. And she had, buying some "lovely glassware"
she wrote him, and asking him to stop by and have "something from them" next
time he was in Rock Cove.

Mariam was nothing if not practical, even in her sentiment. According to

Jane Wickcliffe, she would never get a permanent for her hair despite her
husband's urging. She said it cost too much, no matter what Alton felt about
it. But the year after his death, on the anniversary of his funeral, Mariam
had remembered him in her own way. She had gone and got herself a permanent.
That was last June, and yes, there she was out working in her garden, and yes,
by gum, her hair did look freshly curled and set, probably the result of

this year's memorial. Oh Maine, I love you, thought Michael. Oh death,

where is thy sting?
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As he drove by, Mariam waved to him; and so did Don Enderby, also working

in his garden, and so did young Mrs. Lily Felton, fifty yards on, practicing
her archery against the workshop wall, so she could hunt deer early next
season., She was fairly good at it too, noticed Michael, and as pretty as a
picture. Several curtains swung back as he made his way slowly past the
yvillage houses. It was just past supper time and people were settin' awhile.
It was a good time to call, but not tonight for Michael. He would go straight
down to the cottage, only stopping briefly at the Wickcliffes for his house
key, which they guarded carefully for him all winter.

They welcomed him warmly.

"Nice to see you so early this year," said Jane. We've been weedin' and an't
eat yet. Why don't you have a bite with us?"”

"I'm so anxious to get down to the point," explained Michael.

"Things is Tookin' pretty good down there," said Levi. "I was down to the
shore yesterday evenin' to get some shells for the chickens. See you got
some puppies with you."

Michael explained, not only about the puppies but about Gretel. The Wickcliffes
took his news with regret, but matter-of-factly. Dogs died. It was too
bad, but they did; no point in carryin' on about it,

“One thing, though," said Levi. "Better check on the door to the spring house.
It's got sorta jammed open. Hunters most likely, gettin' a drink. They
musta Teft it open and now it won't close, Seems like the hinges is sprung."”

"Oh thanks," said Michael, "I'1] take care of it."

“I'd get right on it," urged Levi, who had advised and bossed Michael since

he was born and who wasn't too certain about the amount of good sense possessed
by any summer resident. "First thing you know somethin'll get into there

and get drowned. A squirrel. Or one of them pups."

"I will, I will," promised Michael, feeling touched by Levi's solicitude but
also feeling just a Tittle, was it disappointed? at this evidence of tender
susceptibility. The pups meant a lot to him, Michael, because of themselves
and because they were Gretel's, but it didn't seem right somehow, or fitting,
to have the Wickcliffes worry about them.

Jane, however, fixed things up at once by performing one of the main functions
of a good wife: to elucidate and to underline what her husband has just said.

"If one of them pups was to drown in that spring,"” she said reasonably, "It'd
ruin your drinkin' water.”

Michael felt suddenly happy as he and the pups headed down the bumpy road to
his home by the sea.

Margaret Graham Neeson
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The
Lad Land
lues

In my narrow apariment
I take off blue jeans & pith helmet
and I slide through the mesh,
My wife
lives in the tipi next door & raises
sheep - stalwart think-skulled ram, frantic ewes.
She dreams in circles.
I look at slices of life.
Blue Hawaii on the stereo.
Which horizon are we
heading through, light on each other's feet?
I keep on the move so itvy won't grow
around my waist & work in a shce factory.
My wife
is a topless housewife, all alone on the prairie.
(An ambush a day keeps borvedem away!)

She sighs.
There isn't even a cloud of dust.
Her sigh escapes into a canyon where
Elvie 18 washing his blue jeans.
I squeere

behind my bongos & play the badland blues
over and over again
narrowly.

John Alter
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An Offering
to the God Priapus
for a Lucky Catch

(From the Greek of Maectus Quintus)

On your coast-haunted little island

where the wave-chewed hog's back juts up,

the kind you like, Priap', a steep sea-crag;
me, Paris, the old fisherman

gives you a bony hard-shelled lobster

caught by my fishing rod's luck and whose
roasted flesh sweetened my half-rotted teeth,
but still I'm giving you the shell,

not asking you to fill my fish-net full,

but just enough to tame this growlin' gut.

David M. Gordon
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contributors...

John Alter is a young Portland poet, probably,

Edith Cheitman, poet, philosopher, mystic and peripatetic ichthyologist,
was once refused employment by the American Optical Company because of
"mediocre” writing ability.

R. Clairmont, Northeast Harbor, does not understand his own poetry. Cur-
rently directing the Alaska Repertory Theatre at Anchorage.

Gorden Clark attempts to teach at U.M.A. His fiction, poetry and criticism
have met with 1ittle acclaim.

Herb Coursen's recent book on Shakespeare still leaves this Bowdoin pro-
fessor with his many fine books of poetry.

Peter W. Cox is managing editor of the Maine Times and edits the articles
which appear in it - and, after all, he is only human,

Rachel Butler Deblois, a student at U.M.A., needs to be Tocked in her
Hallowell closet and made to write more.

T. Fallon, of Rumford, is a member of the Maine Writers' and Publishers'
Alliance - a sort of literary "buddy" system.

Leonard Gilley's perverse and crazy world has delighted many readers
country-wide. Surely his English classes at U.M.F. can't be all bad.

Brent Hall is probably one of the few students at U.M.0. who has been
allowed to probe beyond The 01d Man and the Sea.

Alice Larkin has a book out about this crazy crow, "Charlie", in Boothbay
Harbor. Her story is not autobiographical.

Kathleen Lignell and her artist husband move to Lubec from E1 Cerrito,
California, this spring. No explanation has been offered. She may con-
tinue to publish.
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Robert McGuire, of U.M.A., is going quietly mad but claims that as an art
and antique specialist, hardly anyone notices.

James A. McKenna lives in Augusta. Well, somecne has to.

Frances Miller's recently published A Palestine Journey should, we feel
(having recently visited her home town), be followed by Escape From Lewiston.

WesTey T. Mott, as Director of the Liberal Arts Division at Thomas College,
is undoubtedly trapped in the "publish-or-perish" syndrome. We help where
we can.

Margaret Graham Neeson, long-time columnist for "The Skipper®, historian,
and essayist, winters in Pittsburgh and does not yet know her Spruce Head
home will probably be given back to the Indians.

Raymond L. Neinstein Tives in Maine but we've lost his address.

Margaret Park studies under Coursen, we guess, at Bowdoin,

Terry Plunkett, on sabbatical from U.M.A., is currently in Ireland attempting
to institute Swift's modest proposal as his solution to the Hibernian crisis.

Doug Rawlings evidently rides a motorcycle around Bath.

Priscilla Farrington Schumacher resides in Waterville.

Douglas Scribner, former U.M.A. student, by ignoring the advice of his former
instructors, has turned into a promising professional writer,

Lee Sharkey has published widely and done fine work in design and graphics
Unfortunately, she lives in Skowhegan.

John Tagliabue is a nationally known poet, teaches at Bates, and according
to latest guesstimates, has written at least ten million poems.

David Walker's Moving Out is a prize-winning poetry collection from the
University of Virginia Press. He is currently 1iving in Freedom if that is
possible.

Virginia M. Wickes resides in Oakland, a suburb of Waterville,
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