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I t  seems t o  us t h a t  U n i v e r s i t y  pub l i ca t i ons  such as Orono's 
Maine Review and Portland-Gorham's Presumpscot Journal - and now 
Augusta's Kennebec - prov ide  a unique way f o r  the U n i v e r s i t y  
system t o  serve a l l  Maine people. These pub l i ca t i ons ,  by  opening 
t h e i r  pages, n o t  on l y  t o  students, b u t  t o  a l l ,  prov ide one o f  the  
few o u t l e t s  Maine o f f e r s  t o  ser ious w r i t e r s .  The e d i t o r s  hope 
t h a t  i t  can serve the  p u b l i c  as w e l l  as have Orono and Port land-  
Gorham. 

Kennebec i s  publ ished annual ly  i n  A p r i l  under t h e  

e d i t o r i a l  d i r e c t i o n  o f  f a c u l t y  and students o f  U.M.A., 

w i t h  ass is tance and support  from c i t i z e n s  o f  the  

Kennebec community and Adu l t  Education Community 

Services. Submissions o f  non - f i c t i on ,  f i c t i o n ,  poet ry  

and graphics, as w e l l  as o f f e r s  o f  e d i t o r i a l  assistance, 

are welcome. With n o n - f i c t i o n  and graphics, please 

query f i r s t .  



i n  common a remarkable resemblance t o  t h e  more ga r i sh  chemical t o i l e t s  - 
and w i t h  the  same l i f e  expectancy. Neon l i g h t s  b lazed and screamed a l l  over 
town - over t h e  f ranch ised ea te r i es ,  d iscount  houses, gas s t a t i o n s ,  used 
c a r  l o t s  and s t e r i l e  motels. Today, one b lock  from our  s t a t e  c a p i t o l ,  v u l g a r i t y  
presses i n .  The chicken-processing p l a n t  j u s t  upstream adds i t s  own r i bbon  
o f  decor t o  the  Kennebec below a crumbling business d i s t r i c t .  

Our sad conv i c t i on  i s  t h a t  Augusta i s  beyond recovery as a s u i t a b l e  l o c a t i o n  
f o r  the  c a p i t o l  o f  Maine. But w ish ing  t o  be cons t ruc t ive ,  we propose a 
so lu t i on .  Le t  there  be selected somewhere i n  ou r  unpopulated western h i l l s  
( thus perhaps induc ing  l e g i s l a t i v e  v i s i o n )  an enclave o f  say, some f i v e  square 
mi les .  Le t  t h i s  be Maine's new " B r a s i l i a " !  We propose t h a t  a l l  t h e  many 
b u i l d i n g s  i n  Augusta s t i l l  unravished and s u i t a b l e  f o r  p reserva t ion  be dismantled 
and re-erected a t  t h i s  s i t e .  Besides the  c a p i t o l  b u i l d i n g ,  we recommend a l l  
the  o l d  stone federa l ,  county and s t a t e  b u i l d i n g s ,  e.g., t h e  county j a i l  
complex, the  P.O., the  f i n e  o l d  g r a n i t e  b u i l d i n g s  t h a t  made up p a r t  o f  t h e  o l d  
S ta te  Mental Hosp i ta l  across the  r i v e r .  Repl icas o f  demolished b u i l d i n g s  
and homes cou ld  be undertaken. And f i n a l l y  we suggest a r e b u i l d i n g  o f  t h e  
o l d  Augusta House a t  ou r  ' B r a s i l i a ' ,  as i t  was a t  i t s  bes t ,  w i t h  s u i t a b l e  
landscaping. I t  w i l l  have a f r o n t  porch where we can r e l a x  w i t h  a dr ink .  
Somewhere i n  the  background, on an u p r i g h t  piano, an e l d e r l y  wa i t ress  w i l l  
be p lay ing  " I t ' s  a Long Long Way From Tipperary .I1 

Apr i  1, 1977 G.B.C. 

The s t a f f  o f  Kennebec dedicate t h i s  f i r s t  i ssue t o  our  

l a t e  President,  L loyd  J. Jewett ,  whose support made 

poss ib le  an annual pub1 i c a t i o n .  Kennebec's pages w i  11 

be an open forum f o r  commentary and c r e a t i v e  work. 

Manuscripts and quer ies are  i n v i t e d .  The deadl ine date 

i s  December 31, 1977. 



This f i r s t  i ssue o f  Kennebec comes a t  a t ime when very  few connected with 
our  U n i v e r s i t y  system seem t o  possess a c l e a r  idea o f  where, academically, 
' t h i n g s  are  a t . '  L i k e  the  "Argo Merchant" we appear t o  have capta ins and 
crews whose t r a i n i n g  leaves much t o  be desired; our  compasses f l u c t u a t e  w i t h  
the  proclamation o f  each new statement o f  U n i v e r s i t y  and campus goals; and 
t h e  major concern o f  our c i t i z e n s  r e c e i v i n g  thc  cargo - educated men and women 
and serv ices - i s  t h a t  the  p r i c e  i s  r i g h t .  (For r i g h t  read cheap.) We hear 
t h a t  the  f i n a n c i a l  support  given t h e  U n i v e r s i t y  by Maine c i t i z e n s ,  depending 
on the category, ranks between 45th and 50th i n  t h e  na t ion .  The adminis t ra-  
t i v e  and l e g i s l a t i v e  use o f  the  term "dedicated" i n  r e l a t i o n  t o  highways, 
hunt ing  and f i s h i n g ,  prov ides i t s  own i r o n i c  commentary. Somehow we have 
f a i l e d  t o  understand t h a t  h igher  education, w i t h  i t s  deep humanist ic  t r a d i t i o n s  
t h a t  under ly  Western c i v i l i z a t i o n ,  i s  the  o n l y  insurance we can buy t h a t  g ives 
some hope f o r  the  endurance o f  democratic asp i ra t i ons  and forms. It seems 
t o  us t h a t  a s o c i e t y  t h a t  perceives educat ion as pu re l y  j ob - t ra in ing ,  the  
a c q u i s i t i o n  o f  rudimentary 1 i t e r a c y  s k i l l s ,  t h a t  i n s i s t s  on "cheap" education, 
i s  doomed t o  always be l a s t  - o r  maybe, l i k e  the  "Argo Merchant" . . . 

Over ten  years ago i n  August we came t o  Augusta f o r  t h e  f i r s t  t ime. A c e r t a i n  
drowsy ambience s t i l l  possessed the  town, a genteel decay downtown and t ree -  
l i n e d  Western Avenue s t i l l  reaching l o v e l y  up and t o  the west. We s a t  on 
t h e  porch o f  t h e  Augusta House above the  r i v e r  and were served d r i n k s  by  
an e l d e r l y  wa i t ress  who obviously  disapproved o f  d r i nk ing .  As we observed 
through l a t t i c e w o r k  the  passage o f  t r a f f i c  about the  c i r c l e ,  she went i n s i d e  
and regaled us w i t h  musical se lec t ions  from another t ime. Her hand l ing  o f  
"Over There" s t ruck  us as p a r t i c u l a r l y  good. 

Since then there  have been changes. I n  f a c t ,  regardless o f  o u r  quest ionable 
educat ional s tanding,  we can see l i t t l e  i n  t h e  way o f  a c l a i m  t o  rank ing  
Maine as number one i n  possessing the  n a t i o n ' s  u g l i e s t  c a p i t o l  c i t y  - no 
easy achievement, g iven the  l o v e l y  phys ica l  s e t t i n g  o f  h i l l s  and r i v e r ,  
the c l a s s i c a l l y  handsome c a p i t o l  b u i l d i n g ,  the  elegance o f  the  governor 's  
mansion and the  gracefu l  sweep o f  c a p i t o l  land down t o  t h e  Kennebec. There 
were the  f i n e  o l d  homes o f  Western Avenue, the  s t i l l - c h a r m i n g  w a t e r f r o n t  
business d i s t r i c t ,  the  o u t l y i n g  f i e l d s  she lv ing  i n t o  woods. Yet, unobserved 
from the  f r o n t  porch o f  the  Augusta house, the  work had begun. 

I t  was the  s i x t i e s  t h a t  saw the  f i r s t  concerted e f f o r t  by c e r t a i n  dedicated 
Augusta c i t i z e n s  t o  t rans form our c a p i t o l  c i t y  i n t o  what i t  i s  today. Working 
from the  bas i c  assumption t h a t  any con t ro l s  o r  zoning were p a r t  o f  a Communist 
conspiracy, the  o l d  b u i l d i n g s  were raped o r  razed. Trees f e l l .  Shopping 
centers jammed the  Avenue. Business e d i f i c e s  were erected which possessed 



We 're half-way through winter, they t e l l  me, 
but forty above on February eighth 
feels l ike  spring i n  k i n e .  
The sun out, eaves 
dripping ic ic les ,  
we do our spring-cleaning, vacuum and broom, 
dusting and mopping. 
I t ' s  funny cleaning house with Joe W t i n :  
I remember the orange-and-white kerchief 
you'd wear, 
I suppose, t o  keep dust o f f  your hair, 
a practicat reason, 
but t o  me it would make you Mother of Rooms, 
babushka 'd,  wide-hipped, 
teeming. 
There's a spare, sturdy lemmess 
when two bachelors keep house, 
spring-cleaning i n  the middle of winter. 
The back-yard pine bends t o  the wind, 
stretching southward. The floor t i l t s ,  
locked doors spring open, 
windows ra t t l e  i n  their frames, 
the lake-ice cracks and booms, 
no room has a center. 
The cat on the kitchen chair 
watches us sweep up cat-hair and dust. 
We want an q l e  roundness t o  our work: 
a hi l ls ide pond, a rusty-orange moon. 
B y ,  I reach for a beer. 
We 're only half-way through t h i s  winter. 

Raymond L. Neeinstein 

Keeping House for k t h  



An Onerous Offering 
I t  i s  hard t o  t e l l  who i s  who anymore. My h e a r t  bleeds less ,  my f l e s h  

grows heavier,  my eyes seem t o  i t c h  and I am e a s i l y  s a t i s f i e d .  I n  t h i s  p r i s o n  

o f  coarsening manners, I sometimes wish t h a t  I had been born a V i c to r i an .  

There stands M r .  Sherlock Holmes, l o o k i n g  down i n t o  t h e  London morning. 

Baker S t r e e t  awash w i t h  people, each c l e a r l y  i d e n t i f i a b l e .  

"By the  way he walks, the  s c u f f  marks on h i s  shoes," says Sherlock 

Holmes, h i s  f i n g e r s  dancing, " t h a t  man i s  a medical doctor ,  a Freemason, 

a ph i l ande r ing  husband." 

Watson gapes as Holmes does prove i t ; Watson slobbers w i t h  admirat ion.  

S t o l i d  i s  as s t o l i d  does: Watson j o t s  i t  a l l  down i n  h i s  book o f  marvels, 

bound as i t  i s  f o r  t h e  Yellow Press. H i s t o r y  then, as i t  comes down t o  

us i n  i t s  menus and i t s  m i  1 l i n e r y ,  was a r i g i d  choreography; actors then 

were forb idden t o  improvise. 

The center  f e e l s  the  scorn o f  undiagrammed f renzy.  Deduction i s  an 

a r t  o f  a moral soc ie t y .  Where i s  he going? He's going t o  Calvary. Calvary 

i s  a bar  on the  south s ide  o f  the  c i t y .  

I n  a c a f e t e r i a  f u l l  of hung-over casua l t i es  s i t s  a man who doesn ' t  

wash: come pso r ias i s ,  come acne. This man whose f e e t  swe l l  i n  a p a i r  o f  

brown workboots i s  t h e  h e i r  t o  a f o r t u n e  i n  Congolese uranium. I n  an oak- 

panneled bar, on t h e  o the r  s i d e  o f  town, another man holds a long d r i n k  

between well-manicured f i n g e r s .  He wears an e legant  s u i t ;  he holds the  

major c r e d i t  cards; he speaks gen t l y  t o  t h e  w a i t e r  i n  a M id -A t l an t i c  accent. 

He's t h e  son o f  a wa i t ress ,  the  son o f  a salesman, i n  a l l  ways a gentleman 

who d e f i e s  geneology. For Ca labr ia  and County Mayo have un i ted  t o  produce 

t h e  Eastern Shore o f  Maryland. 
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"From a walking s t i ck  or  the smell of a cigar," Mr. Sherlock Holmes can 

be condescending. "You can reconstruct a man without ever laying eyes on him." 

Watson doubts. He i s  always doubting. As a r e su l t  he can make what 

is f l a t l y  self-evident take on the a l lu re  of a miracle play. Holmes watches 

Watson turn purple w i t h  expectation, spu t te r  and protest  i n  sweet disharmony. 

"There i s  no difference between the face of a man and the shape of his  

walking s t ick ,"  Watson fumbles f o r  understanding. 

"When I come t o  the scene of a crime," Sherlock Holmes explains i t  

blandly, " I  am looking for  what i s  not i n  order. Something i s  amiss when 

things are  i n  disorder. To return t o  our man and his walking s t i c k ,  i t  i s  

when these do not match tha t  I am suspicious." 

Poor Sherlock Holmes, what would he make of us? I can see him standing 

on a crowded downtown s t r e e t .  The people pushing by him would deprive h i m  

of his  language. Blinded, deafened, muted, he might see  the inconceivable; 

he might t h i n k  he had gone mad; he might decide he was a t  the theater .  Soon, 

I t h i n k ,  he would f l e e  deep into  the countryside searching for  the remnants 

of his understanding. 

In the country, if he searched long and pat ient ly ,  he might find people 

who s t i l l  wore the garments of continuity. They might reassure h i m  by not 

dressing outside the i r  s ta t ion ,  or  moving a piece of furni ture  from i t s  age- 

old emplacement. 

As the wounds he had suffered a t  50th and Broadway healed and receded, 

he might s t a r t  to  practice his  a r t  again. He wil l  be timid a t  f i r s t .  His 

landlady will  encourage h i m .  She wil l  speak glowingly t o  her friends of the 

progress he is making. He will  relapse on occasion in to  the belly of tha t  

memory, but people will  be so l ic i tous  and only l a t e r  express t he i r  pity.  



They w i l l  come t o  h i s  bedside, tempt him w i t h  smal l  comnissions: perhaps 

a puzzle long-solved, a t  most a p e t t y  t h e f t .  

Watson would be f a i t h f u l ,  he would r e v e l  i n  t h e  doctor ing.  The oppor- 

t u n i t y  t o  be o f  se rv i ce  would d e l i g h t  him more than anyth ing.  He would 

w a i t  on Holmes d i l i g e n t l y ,  he would p resc r ibe  t o  excess. Most n igh ts  Watson 

would read medical j ou rna l s  under the  s o f t  l i g h t  i n  Holmes' bedroom. It 

i s  easy f o r  h im t o  look  up f rom h i s  c h a i r  and l i s t e n  f o r  s igns o f  i r r e g u l a r  

b rea th ing .  

Once i n  a wh i l e ,  i f  Holmes i s  s leep ing  soundly, Watson w i l l  s l i p  o u t  

t o  a q u i e t  bar  on Main St ree t .  Everyone knows h im as an easy touch f o r  a 

d r i n k  i n  exchange f o r  a l i t t l e  conversat ion. This  t a l k  revolves around two 

top i cs  on l y :  the  s t a t e  o f  Holmes' h e a l t h  (Watson sees improvement) and 

t h e  e x p l o i t s  o f  Holmes ("before h i s  misadventure").  

I t  i s  c l e a r  t h a t  Watson does n o t  understand the  scope o f  t h e  d i s a s t e r  

t h a t  has maimed h i s  f r i e n d .  The doc tor  h i m s e l f  saw no more on Broadway than 

he had from Baker S t r e e t  o r  on one o f  Holmes' cases. Faced w i t h  chaos, 

he remains i n  character .  What Holmes cannot p o i n t  o u t  t o  him, he does n o t  

see. Instead, D r .  Watson blames cocaine o r  a "genet ic  neurasthenia" f o r  

the c o n d i t i o n  o f  h i s  f r i e n d .  

I n  the  middle o f  t h e  n i g h t  M r .  Sherlock Holmes wakes up screaming. 

" I ' m  on t h e  scent!" H is  v i s i o n  i s  b l u r r e d  from tears  and sweating; he sees 

the  Broadway t r a f f i c  honking up h i s  bed. He r o l l s  and groans as i f  pushed 

by t h e  mul t i tude.  He cowers under t h e  bed covers. A subway p i tches  forward. 

I n  the  vo ice  o f  an i n f a n t ,  he chides h imse l f :  "No, I must have no 

imaginat ion." 

Dr. Watson hears the  c r i c k e t s  ch i rp ing ,  b i r d s  t a k i n g  f l i g h t ,  w i l d  dogs 

bark ing.  

Rachel B u t l e r  Deblo is  



Illustrotion by Stephen Howard 



Seraph 
Time again t o  camp by the  sea, 
t o  b m  driftwood and breathe s a l t  smoke. 
Time again t o  sleep among cool ferns 
on a ledge over the  breath o f  ocean water 
where the  moon-flower s l i p s  l i k e  love i n t o  br ight  f lesh 
and smoky sleep s i f t s  behind the  mind. 

When morning's nerve crackles i n  the  skin,  l i k e  sunbum, 
the r i s e  up 
and dip a dream 
from the thunderhole you dreamt on - 
seek a boabr igh t  t o  frame ship, 
h e f t  an axe t o  t r i m  a pine mast, 
and find a needle-man t o  sew some s a i l .  

Oh ship-builder, ship-builder, peeler o f  kee l s ,  
shave a keel tha t  savors a wave, 
plane a prow t o  awaken the  wind, 
carve a g i r l  wi th  a gale i n  her hair.  

Oh ship-builder, dream-seeder, heaver of  beams, 
hew a hu l l  wi th  i nv i s i b l e  seams 
and plant it with  r i b s  of  a god, for dreams - 

white meerschaum hatches, aging gold i n  the  sun, 
polished c lea t s  of  t v i s t ed  root-brZar, 
pink alabaster decks, and wakes of  poqhyry clouds. 

Stock rwn i n  the  galley,  black beans i n  the pot, 
chris ten her wi th  barley juice t h a t ' s  strong - 

Chanteyman! Chanteyman! Launch her with song, 
then watch for a fwmeling, fundying t i d e ,  
long winds distend the  bZadder o f  saiZ 
and blow you beyond the  far i s l m d ' s  caZl. 

When the sun f a l l s ,  a pink stone i n t o  the  sea, 
then l o l l  i n  evening's azure l u l l ,  
yow f lu te  i n  the  bow 
blow Ravel through boards 
u n t i l  porpoises pund time on the  hu l l .  

Lost seraphic i n  the beat of  h is tory ,  
r ide  t ime ' s  quick twitch,  
and f loat  you slow and f loat  you steady 
t o  the  dorsal pounding on your beautied heart. 

Terry Plunkett 



"And it comes 

Self-Indulgence 
Yes - I can wait 
through the  long slow dawn 
u n t i l  color has b m s t  
l i k e  a r ipe  tangerine 
on a porcelain plate . . . 
I can peel may  
the  sk in  of  the  day; 
nibble through the pulp 
o f  a b r i l l i a n t  noon: 
s;p the  juice from a stream 
of afternoon Zight 
while the  blue elongated shadows blend. 
I can even wait 
t o  discard the pips of a drawn-out day 
i n  the  s o f t  black sack 
of  a yawzing night  - 
i f  I know tha t  a good dream 
l i e s  a t  the  end! 

PrisciZZa parrington Schumacher 

Victrolas wait 
t o  flower forth t h e i r  old sounds. 
Ancient 0-Gauge L ioneh  
i d l e  on shelves,  yearning 
t o  swing through paper much; 
tunnels,  pause a t  lowered arms 
of  in tersect ions ,  slow through 
model metal v i l lages ,  tremble 
on the  merest touch o f  track 
around the  br ight  banking o f  
the  curves. I reach down t o  
straighten a Zocomotive, 
cowcatcher webbed i n  the  work 
o f  spiders. Some t rans fomer  
times me back t o  the  l o s t  year 
of  J i m  Dorsey's 78,  
" A u t m  Serenade : Foxtrot 
With Vocal," s t i l l  on one 
of  the  rounded turntables,  
winding down these s i l e n t  
s ta t ions  of  t h e  dust .  

out here. .. 99 

Herb Coursen 
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MODES and GENES 
(for Frances) 

One of  your grandmothers 
they called Ottomani: 
t o  say, "the Turk's daughter". 

Some swarthy Cel t ,  I ' d  hazard, 
aZso swived h i s  way 
ins ide  your family t r ee  

( I t a l i ans  are l i k e  that-- 
a l i v e l y  salad, mingling 
conqueror wi th  conquered). 

Yom L@vantine nose 
and four-square peasant body-- 
bowlegged, you t e l l  me, 

as a child--with your sk in  
both pallor of marble 
and g l i n t  of  the  o l i v e . . . .  

Naked, you could be 
a T i t i an  or Veronese 
spacious brunette Venus; 

or  i n  khaki, a no-nonsense 
IsraeZi d r i l l  sergeant 
s t r id ing  through a newsreel-- 
your suddenly harsh beauty 
a middle eastern c r i s i s  
t o  a t  l eas t  one viewer's 

uninnocent eye. 

David Walker 



JOURNALISM 

The popular novel has become imi t a t ion  journalism. Journalism has become 
imi t a t ion  f i c t i o n .  The epitome of t h i s  t rend  i s ,  of course The Final Days, 
i n  which Woodward and Bernstein r e l y  on n o v e l i s t i c  techniques t o  r e c r e a t e  
the  l a s t  days of the  Nixon Administrat ion.  For many j o u r n a l i s t s ,  they went 
too f a r  when they purported t o  represent  t h e  thoughts of people whose thoughts 
could only have been surmised. Stepping over t h a t  l i n e  from c e r t i f i a b l e  
f a c t  t o  well-informed con jec tu re ,  i s  a  common danger o f  the  new journalism. 

The b e s t s e l l e r ,  The Godfather,  was most e f f e c t i v e  when i t  was pr imar i ly  
journalism. The desc r ip t ion  of t h e  growth of the Mafia i n  t h e  New York 
slums was f a sc ina t ing .  B u t  when t h e  author  turned t o  romantic melodrama, 
only i n v e t e r a t e  soap-opera fans could keep from becoming bored. 

Great nove l i s t s  have always made t h e i r  s t o r i e s  more i n t e r e s t i n g  by u t i l i z i n g  
f ac tua l  ma te r i a l .  Daniel Defoe, f i r s t  a  j o u r n a l i s t ,  was a  b r i l l i a n t  user  
o f  f ac tua l  ma te r i a l .  Why e l s e  has Robinson Crusoe endured? Ian Fleming's 
James Bond t h r i l l e r s  usual ly contain accura te  desc r ip t ions  of such e x o t i c  
worlds as say ,  the  diamond t r ade .  Pure information can of ten  ca r ry  an o ther -  
wise poorly-done f i c t i o n .  

Many of  the  cu r ren t  popular novels a re  r e a l l y  embellished journalism. U t ~ l -  
i z i n g  f i c t i o n a l  techniques ,  t h e  authors  order  the  confronta t ions  on cue - 
b u t  always the  ac t ion  i s  backed by f a c t ,  and the  purpose (heroes win o r  l o s e  
depending on the  audience sought) i s  j o u r n a l i s t i c .  The f i c t i o n  i s  meant 
t o  expose, t o  reform. These novels a r e  i n  f a c t  a  form o f  advocacy journalism. 
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What a re  those techniques? The primary one i s  s e l e c t i v e  desc r ip t ion .  Until  
r e c e n t l y ,  pure desc r ip t ion  was taboo i n  journalism. Judgmental a d j e c t i v e s  
were unhes i ta t ingly  r e j e c t e d .  Now t h e  new j o u r n a l i s t s  use judgmental ad- 
j e c t i v e s .  We a re  t o l d  someone was angry, spoke more r ap id ly  than normal, 
thus suggest ing excitement o r  nervousness. The new j o u r n a l i s t  u t i l i z e s  
background f o r  motivation t o  explain why two persons might a t t ack  one another .  

F ic t ional  techniques used judic ious ly  in journal ism a re  unobtrusive.  The 
j o u r n a l i s t  d o e s n ' t  impose h i s  ideas  anymore than t h e  f i c t i o n  w r i t e r  using 
a  l imi ted  point-of-view. The j o u r n a l i s t  d o e s n ' t  preach; he d o e s n ' t  i n d i c a t e  
approval o r  disapproval ;  he r e p o r t s .  

B u t ,  of course,  t h e  r e p o r t e r  s e t s  up the  reader .  As a good w r i t e r  he knows 
he can make the  reader  be l i eve  what he i s  w r i t i n g .  And the re in  l i e s  t h e  
po ten t i a l  f o r  abuse. 

The watchdog who must make su re  the  r epor t ing  i s  r epor t ing ,  not preaching,  
i s  the  managing e d i t o r .  Thus i t  is  easy t o  see  why so many managing e d i t o r s  
oppose t h e  new j o u r n a l i s t i c  freedom. Their  jobs as  e d i t o r s  become t h a t  
much more d i f f i c u l t .  

The most common problem presented t o  t h e  e d i t o r  by t h e  newly-released jour- 
n a l i s t  i s  the  i n s e r t i o n  of i r r e l e v a n t  and ambiguous d e t a i l .  Suddenly people 
a re  always chain-smoking, have scuffed  shoes ,  o r  pe r sp i r e  heavi ly .  Deta i l s  
such as these  a r e  i r r e l e v a n t ,  can be misleading,  and i n  most cases can be 
excised with t h e  s t r o k e  of a  pen. 

A more d i f f i c u l t  problem i s  presented by the  j o u r n a l i s t  who takes l i b e r t y  
with tone and/or sequence. Suppose two comments which juxtapose b e a u t i f u l l y  
were a c t u a l l y  made severa l  hours a p a r t .  B u t  t o  say s o  would weaken t h e  
tone ,  the  tens ion .  So t h e  r e p o r t e r  leaves out  t h a t  l i t t l e  d e t a i l .  The 
e d i t o r  must maintain t h a t  the r u l e s  of good journalism have been v io l a t ed ;  
the  j o u r n a l i s t  does not  have t h e  freedom t o  juxtapose f o r  j o u r n a l i s t i c  impact 
o r  s l a n t .  The j o u r n a l i s t  must at tempt t o  r ec rea t e  a  s i t u a t i o n  exac t ly  as i t  
happened. For the  r ea l  j o u r n a l i s t ,  accura te  w r i t i n g  i s  good w r i t i n g .  

Most t r a d i t i o n a l  j o u r n a l i s t s  w i l l  t e l l  you t h a t  impact on t h e  reader  i s  
not  a  va l id  concern. Only advocacy j o u r n a l i s t s ,  they say ,  care  about impact. 
B u t  t h i s  i s  not  so .  What e l s e  i s  modern p r i n t  journalism a l l  about? The 
days of repor t ing  an event f o r  i t s  own sake a r e  r ap id ly  pass ing .  Televis ion  
has taken over the  " i n s t a n t  h i s t o r y "  funct ion newspapers once had. 

In  Maine the  wire se rv ices  used t o  r e p o r t ,  i n  d e t a i l ,  every highway f a t a l i t y .  
For a l l  I know, they s t i l l  do. B u t  apparent ly few newspapers r epor t  f a t a l i t i e s  
in  d e t a i l  and they s h o u l d n ' t ,  because ind iv idua l ly  t h e  acc idents  a r e  jour-  
n a l i s t i c a l l y  i r r e l e v a n t .  Cumulatively important because they r e f l e c t  on 
highway s a f e t y  o r  i l l u s t r a t e  an i s sue  such as  poor road cons t ruc t ion  o r  
drunken d r iv ing ,  they then become j o u r n a l i s t i c a l l y  important .  B u t  always, 
with i s s u e s ,  t h e  e d i t o r  must make a judgment about why he i s  running t h e  
s t o r y .  

Yet much modern journalism s t i l l  concerns i t s e l f  with p a r t i c u l a r s  because 
i t  has always been done and because i t  i t  obvious people l i k e  t o  read about 



d i s a s t e r s  and gory  murders.  B u t  t h a t ' s  t h e  low  s i d e  o f  Amprican j o u r n a l i s m .  
D ishones t  w r i t i n g  w i t h o u t  meaningfu l  purpose as ide  f r o m  impac t  i s  bad j o u r -  
na l i sm.  

Thought less  adherence t o  t r a d i t i o n  has always been more common than  t h o u g h t f u l  
i n n o v a t i o n .  T h a t ' s  why today ,  f o r  i n s t a n c e ,  t h e  r e a l l y  i m p o r t a n t  i n v e s t i -  
g a t i v e  r e p o r t i n g  o f  Woodward and B e r n s t e i n  about  Watergate  has been t r a n s f o r m e d  
by  i m i t a t o r s  i n t o  l i t t l e  more t h a n  g o s s i p  about  t h e  p o w e r f u l .  We a r e  g i v e n  
s t o r i e s  r e l a t i n g  p r i v a t e  c o n v e r s a t i o n s  between p u b l i c  o f f i c i a l s  wh ich  a r e  
o f  no impor tance,  r e v e a l i n g  o n l y  t h a t  p u b l i c  o f f i c i a l s  a r e  no b e t t e r  t h a n  
t h e  r e s t  o f  us. Perhaps a  few y e a r s  ago t h a t  was purpose enough. No t  today.  

But  s t i l l ,  t h e  l a z y  j o u r n a l i s t s  w i l l  always be w i t h  us .  T r a d i t i o n a l  news 
coverage has always been easy coverage. I f  someone c a l l e d  a  news conference 
a  r e p o r t e r  went.  The j o u r n a l i s t  was s a f e  because n o t h i n g  c o u l d  be missed. 
A l s o  t h e  r e p o r t e r  g o t  n o t h i n g  more t h a n  anyone e l s e .  

Real i n v e s t i g a t i v e  j o u r n a l i s m ,  on t h e  o t h e r  hand, i s  o b v i o u s l y  d i f f i c u l t .  
T h a t ' s  why so l i t t l e  e x i s t s .  By d e f i n i t i o n  i n v e s t i g a t i v e  j o u r n a l i s m  means 
d i g g i n g  o u t  i n f o r m a t i o n  no one wants t o  g i v e  you.  I t  a lmos t  always d e a l s  
w i t h  i s s u e s ,  n o t  happenings.  

Another  i m p o r t a n t  b rand  o f  t h e  new j o u r n a l i s m  i s  t h a t  where t h e  r e p o r t e r  
s i m p l y  spends t i m e  w i t h  a  person.  I n s t e a d  o f  j u s t  a s k i n g  q u e s t i o n s  t h e  r e -  
p o r t e r  w i t n e s s e s  i n c i d e n t s  which may more c l e a r l y  r e v e a l  a  p e r s o n ' s  p o s i t i o n  
t h a n  would  any rehearsed  s ta tement .  

N a t u r a l l y ,  spend ing t i m e  w i t h  a  s t o r y  c r e a t e s  more problems, because g e n e r a l l y  
t h e  more a  r e p o r t e r  l e a r n s ,  t h e  more c o m p l i c a t e d  t h e  i s s u e  becomes. The 
r e p o r t e r  accumulates t o o  much m a t e r i a l ,  perhaps a l l  i n t e r e s t i n g ,  wh ich  must 
be s o r t e d  o u t ,  and some i n f o r m a t i o n  r e j e c t e d ,  because i t  d o e s n ' t  come w i t h i n  
t h e  focus  o f  t h e  p a r t i c u l a r  s t o r y .  

Thus t h e  problems o f  t h e  good j o u r n a l i s t  a r e  m a n i f o l d :  t h e  j o u r n a l i s t  must  
w r i t e  w e l l ,  w i t h  s t y l e ;  s t o r i e s  must be so c o n s t r u c t e d  as t o  be a c c u r a t e  
and make a  p o i n t ;  t h e  r e a d e r ,  h a v i n g  f i n i s h e d  t h e  s t o r y ,  must c l e a r l y  under-  
s t a n d  n o t  j u s t  t h e  p a r t i c u l a r s  i n v o l v e d  b u t  how these  r e f l e c t  an i s s u e .  
The good j o u r n a l i s t  cannot  be a  l a z y  j o u r n a l i s t .  

Such demands, o f  course,  i n v i t e  p o o r  as w e l l  as good j o u r n a l i s m .  J o u r n a l i s t s  
suddenly  t r y  t o  w r i t e  O'Henry end ings,  e s t a b l i s h  moods, i m p l y  m o t i v a t i o n s ;  
t h e y  c ross  ove r  t h e  l i n e  between u t i l i z a t i o n  o f  f i c t i o n a l  techn iques  i n t o  
t h e  w r i t i n g  o f  f i c t i o n  i t s e l f .  I n  t h e  end what  must l i m i t  t h e  good j o u r -  
n a l i s t ,  no m a t t e r  what  i s  s a i d  o r  how, i s  t h e  t r u t h  o f  h i s  s t o r y .  

Because e d i t o r s  rema in  s a f e r ,  b r e a t h e  more e a s i l y ,  i f  j o u r n a l i s t i c  i n n o v a t i o n  
i s  n o t  a l l owed ,  most w i l l  c o n t i n u e  t o  oppose a  l o o s e n i n g  o f  t h e  r e s t r i c t i o n s .  
But  good r e p o r t e r s  and good e d i t o r s ,  w o r k i n g  t o g e t h e r ,  can f u l f i l l  j o u r n a l i s m ' s  
promise t o  p o s i t i v e l y  a f f e c t  s o c i e t y  - i f  t h e y  a r e n ' t  a f r a i d  o f  t a k i n g  chances. 
As indeed  t h e y  must. 

P e t e r  W.  Cox 



God 

Watches 

Susanna 

Cooking 

Dinner 

and 

is 

Pleased 

Susanna has planned lasagne for dinner 
With salad 
And hot  bread 
Which Luis w i l l  bring home 
Fresh from the  bakery 
A f t e r  work. 

Three years ago 
Her mother went mad 
And Susanna l e f t  home; 
Her father c r i ed .  

Preparing dinner, 
She l i s t e n s  t o  the  water b o i l ,  
The sound the  k n i f e  makes 
S l i c i n g  tomatoes. 
Her hearing i s  sharp today. 

Susanna beZieves t h a t  God 
I s  s ymmetrical somehow, 
The way tomatoes are 
And cabbages 
When she c u t s  them i n  h a l f .  

Observirzg her, 
God i s  pleased 
To be thought o f  i n  t h i s  way. 
One o f  h i s  hobbies i s  s y m e t r y  
And he i s  fond of tomatoes as w e l l .  

Susanna i s  a Taurus; 
Some people consider her mimaginat ive .  
This  does not  d i s t u r b  her.  



She i s  pleased wi th  the  sauce for the  lasagne 
(She th inks  o f  it as hers);  
The r i c o t t a  i s  unusuaZZy white.  
TexLures please her 
Always. 

God notes t ha t  Susanna 
W i l l  be pregnant soon. 
She and Luis w i Z Z  marry 
~ n d  l i v e  Zong du l l  Zives together. 

While God notes a l l  t h i s  
With some regre t ,  
Emanna, 
Cooking dinner, 
Doesn't know it yet .  

She i s  happy 
And God i s  pleased with her 
For t h a t .  

Whi7.e she s t i c e s  red onions for the  salad, 
He considers Divine Intervention 
In  her s i tuat ion.  

Susanna i s  thinking of  s yme t ry  again 
And theology 
I n  her own way. 

God i s  not fond of onions. 

He wonders: 
I s  Susanna unimaginative 
After a l l ?  

He decides t o  l e t  things go 
AS pZanv2ed 
Except tha t  he causes Luis 
To bring f l m e r s  home 
And a b o t t l e  of wine 
To have wi th  
Susanna. 

E. Cheitman 



I always knew I was 
re lated t o  birds  i n  migration 

i t ' s  how come we're here at2 of  us 
and sometimes we sing and sometimes we f l y  

I always knew I was 
related t o  f i sh  smelZ 

i t ' s  even be t t e r  than the  BncycZopedia Brit tanica 
for get t ing procreation recreation 

kippers you say 
keep i t  I say 
hold it I pray 
swallow I say 

the  sea has many f i sh  dreams 
I always knew we were sea& plunging 
i n t o  the water pursuing each other 

sl ippery quick pleased with our selves 
and each other pursuing each other 



We say heroic and t ke  birds are beginnin!? t o  return,  
azmost A p r i  2 

To arrange the plants by the window i s  epical enough 
t o  begin with 

t o  watch them grow wi th  t he i r  wide Leaves and heart shaped songs 
and ever continuing e q m s i v e  vines 
i s  ZyricaZ enough a l l  along 

t o  be shaded by them i s  richness worthy of  vibrations,  
celebrations in  charlying ZighL 

w i l l  exchange o m  names; the anonymous render i s  married 
t o  l i g h t  and dark;  

it i s  a dramatic a f f a i r  worthy of  the  Plays of  Shakespeare. 

John TagZiabue 



M e l i s s a  s a t  on t h e  ramshack le  f r o n t  s toop ,  coo ing  l i t t l e  v e l v e t  mother  sounds 
as she hudd led  o v e r  t h e  b lanket -wrapped b u n d l e  i n  h e r  arms. The sun seared  
down on t h e  d e l i c a t e  neck,  a l r e a d y  b e g i n n i n g  t o  show p i n k  where s t r a g g l y  
p i g t a i l s  were p u l l e d  back t o  expose i t ,  b u t  M e l i s s a  was o b l i v i o u s  t o  t h e  r a y s  
t h a t  burned w i t h  t h e  p a s s i o n  o f  e a r l y  summer. Her  h e a r t  was f u l l  o f  tenderness 
and l o v e .  

"Bye- lo  baby, bye- lo , "  she sang i n  h e r  t h i n  c h i l d ' s  vo ice ,  l i k e  a  dew-s t rung 
s p i d e r  web. "La l a ,  l a  l a  l a  l a . "  M e l i s s a  i m p r o v i s e d  f o r g o t t e n  words and 
c l u t c h e d  t h e  p r e c i o u s  b u n d l e  t i g h t l y  t o  h e r  c h e s t  as she s k i p p e d  across 
t h e  po rch  t o  a  b a t t e r e d  d o l l  c a r r i a g e  t h a t  t e e t e r e d  on s p l a y e d  wheels .  She 
hummed c o n t e n t e d l y  as she b e n t  ove r  t h e  c a r r i a g e ,  t h e  sma l l  hands t e n d e r l y  
smoothing and p a t t i n g .  

"Go t o  s l e e p  now, d a r l i n ' .  Mama w i l l  be r i g h t  back." 

M e l i s s a  r a n  i n t o  t h e  house, t h e  screen door  s l a p p i n g  s h u t  b e h i n d  h e r .  She 
s topped  s h o r t  i n s i d e  t h e  door  o f  h e r  m o t h e r ' s  bedroom calmed by  t h e  sudden 
c a t a p u l t  i n t o  darkness.  A t  t h e  end o f  t h e  room, s m a l l  r a y s  o f  s u n l i g h t  s p i k e d  
i n s i s t e n t l y  th rough  t h e  t o r n  shade o f  t h e  s i n g l e  window. By i t s  l i g h t ,  
M e l i s s a  c o u l d  make o u t  t h e  bureau , a  drawer sagged open, a  s t r a i g h t  c h a i r  
t r a i l i n g  dresses,  and t h e  knobbed i r o n  f rame o f  t h e  d o u b l e  bed. On t h e  
bed, M e l i s s a ' s  mother  was an i n e r t  mound, a  conundrum o f  h i l l s  and h o l l o w s  
under  a  s t a i n e d  b l a n k e t  t h a t  had been yanked o u t  a t  t h e  f o o t  and drawn up 
i n t o  a  cowl o v e r  h e r  head. 

"Mama! Mama:" M e l i s s a  p a t t e d  h e r  m o t h e r ' s  cheek w i t h  a  b u t t e r f l y  touch.  
N o t  a  muscle responded i n  t h e  s l a c k  f a c e .  She touched t h e  cheek aga in ,  
t h e n  began t u g g i n g  a t  t h e  b l a n k e t .  

"Mama! Get up! "  The b l a n k e t  mound r o l l e d  and b i l l o w e d  ominous ly  and a  w i n g  
o f  i t  l a s h e d  o u t  i n  h e r  d i r e c t i o n .  The s o u r  s m e l l  o f  wh iskey enve loped h e r .  

"Whatta y o u  want?"  The b l a n k e t  f e l l  away f r o m  h e r  m o t h e r ' s  b a r e  arm as 
M e l i s s a  shrank o u t  o f  range. 

" I ' m  hungry ,  Mama. I want  my b r e a k f a s t . "  The arm d isappeared under  t h e  
b l a n k e t  aga in ,  s t r e t c h i n g  i t  up around t h e  s u l l e n  f a c e .  

"Go g e t  i t  then.  Leave me a lone.  I ' v e  g o t  a  hangover . "  

The mound subs ided.  M e l i s s a  edged c l o s e r ,  s t u d y i n g  h e r  m o t h e r ' s  c l o s e d  
eyes. Then w i t h  a  s o f t  s m i l e  she t i p t o e d  backwards o u t  o f  t h e  room and s h u t  
t h e  door .  

I n  t h e  k i t c h e n ,  t h e  green enamel A t l a n t i c  range was c o l d  now t h a t  t h e  days 
were warm. I t s  b l a c k  t o p ,  l a y e r e d  w i t h  p r o t e c t i v e  newspaper, was a  c l u t t e r  
o f  bags and boxes. f l e l i s s a  searched th rough  a  cut-down ca rdboard  c a r t o n ,  
t i g h t - p a c k e d  w i t h  g r o c e r i e s ,  and p r i e d  l o o s e  a  box  o f  c o r n f l a k e s .  Her  
s t r u g g l e s  d i s t u r b e d  a  g r a y  t i g e r  c a t  as leep  i n  t h e  woodbox beh ind  t h e  s t o v e .  



U n c u r l i n g ,  t h e  c a t  jumped t o  t h e  f l o o r ,  t h e  t h r u s t  o f  i t s  h i n d  l e g s  d i s l o d g i n g  
a  g r a y - b i r c h  l o g  t h a t  r o l l e d  t o  t h e  b o t t o m  w i t h  a  d u l l  clump. 

"Ssshh!" Me l i ssa  s e a l e d  h e r  l i p s  w i t h  a  warn ing  f i n g e r .  " D o n ' t  make n o i s e .  
Snow White i s  s l e e p i n g . "  The c a t  d i s d a i n f u l l y  checked i t s  d i s h  under  t h e  
s tove ,  then  sauntered t o  t h e  door and th readed  i t s  s l e e k  body th rough  a  loose  
f l a p  o f  screen,  

"A b e a u t i f u l  p r i n c e  w i l l  come wake h e r  up," Me l i ssa  c o n t i n u e d  d r e a m i l y  as 
she p u l l e d  o u t  a  b o t t o m  drawer o f  t h e  k i t c h e n  c a b i n e t  and s tood  on i t s  edge 
t o  reach  a  bow l .  The s i n k  was f u l l  o f  unwashed d ishes ,  t h e  coun te r  t o p  l i t -  
t e r e d  w i t h  empty beer  b o t t l e s  and smeared g lasses.  A cardboard c a r t o n  o f  
m i l k ,  i t s  l i p  p u l l e d  o u t ,  was h a l f  f u l l  b u t  i t s  con ten ts  r o l l e d  s l u g g i s h l y  
and Me l i ssa ,  s n i f f i n g  i t , c u r l e d  h e r  nose. 

There was no m i l k  i n  t h e  r e f r i g e r a t o r .  M e l i s s a  abandoned h e r  bowl o f  c e r e a l  
and s a t  huddled on a  k i t c h e n  c h a i r ,  h e r  ba re  f e e t  drawn up, knees s t r e t c h i n g  
h e r  dress i n t o  a  smooth, s t r a i g h t  h i l l .  She s t a r e d  d i s c o n s o l a t e l y  a t  a  
f l y  t h a t  d i l i g e n t l y  canvassed t h e  l i t t e r e d  t a b l e  f o r  crumbs. The f l y  s k i t t e r e d  
over  a  t a c k y  wedge o f  c o l d  p i z z a  i n  a  smeared cardboard p l a t e ,  then l i f t i n g  
two o f  i t s  p e n c i l - s t r o k e  legs ,  began rubb' ing them t o g e t h e r .  T e s t i n g  and 
r e j e c t i n g  t h e  p i z z a ,  i t  s c u r r i e d  a long  t o  t h e  remains o f  a  p i n k - f r o s t e d  cake, 
s t i l l  s t a n d i n g  on i t s  r e c t a n g l e  o f  w h i t e  cardboard,  t h e  p l a s t i c  wrapper t o r n  
back, t h e  c a k e ' s  c u t  edges s t a l e  and hard .  M e l i s s a  jumped up  suddenly ,  b r i g h t  
w i t h  purpose. 

" I  know:" she s a i d  o u t  l o u d .  "I'll have a  b i r t h d a y  p a r t y ,  and c e l - e - b r a t e ! "  

M e l i s s a  knew about b i r t h d a y s .  J u s t  a  few d a y ' s  b e f o r e ,  h e r  mother ' s  f r i e n d s  
had b r o u g h t  a  f r o s t e d  cake and p resen ts  f o r  a s u r p r i s e  c e l e b r a t i o n .  I t  had 
been a  good p a r t y .  M e l i s s a ' s  mother was v e r y  gay, and a l l o w e d  Me l i ssa  t o  
s t a y  up l a t e  t o  have a  p i e c e  o f  b i r t h d a y  cake. They had a l l  pushed t h e i r  
faces  t o g e t h e r  t o  h e l p  b low o u t  t h e  candles,  everyone laughed a  l o t ,  and 
f o r  a  l o n g  t i m e  a f t e r  Me l i ssa  went t o  bed she c o u l d  s t i l l  hear  them danc ing,  
s t u m b l i n g  and bumping i n t o  t h i n g s  i n  t h e  crowded k i t c h e n .  The n e x t  morning 
t h e r e  had been more t h a n  t h e  usual  number o f  empty b o t t l e s  on t h e  c o u n t e r .  
Me l i ssa ,  f o r a g i n g  amongst t h e  l e f t o v e r  p a r t y - f a r e ,  sa lvaged  a  p i e c e  o f  p i n k  
s a t i n  r i b b o n  f r o m  t h e  wadded-up b r i g h t  wrappings.  

Now, she wished she had saved t h e  candles,  b u t  on t h e  back o f  t h e  s t o v e  
she found  a  box o f  wooden matches. Guessing a t  t h e  number, she pushed them 
c l o s e  t o g e t h e r  i n t o  t h e  p i n k  f r o s t i n g  on t h e  cake. Then, t e e t e r i n g  on t h e  
edge o f  t h e  drawer,  she d r a i n e d  t h e  b o t t l e s  u n t i l  she had h a l f - f i l l e d  a  
wa te r -g lass  and c a r r i e d  i t  back t o  t h e  t a b l e  f o r  h e r  " c e l e b r a t i o n . "  

I t  was n o t  a  happy c e l e b r a t i o n .  The "cand les "  f l a r e d  up i n  l e a p i n g  y e l l o w  
f lames t h a t  h i s s e d  f r o m  one t o  t h e  o t h e r  when she l i t  them, f r i g h t e n i n g  
h e r .  The amber dregs were harsh and f i e r y  i n  h e r  t h r o a t ,  n o t  a t  a l l  what 
she expected.  She s p i t  i t  o u t .  When t h e  matches had burned down t o  c h a r r e d  
b l a c k  s k e l e t o n s  w i t h  bowed heads, Me l i ssa  threw them i n  t h e  s i n k  and s a t  
e a t i n g  t h e  s t a l e  cake, d i p p i n g  h e r  spoon i n t o  t h e  p i n k  f r o s t i n g ,  p r e t e n d i n g  
i t  was i c e  cream. 



A f t e r w a r d s ,  she aga in  dared one f o o t  i n s i d e  h e r  m o t h e r ' s  bedroom. 

"Mama?" M e l i s s a ' s  t h i n  v o i c e  b a r e l y  p e n e t r a t e d  t h e  e n d u r i n g  shadows. "Are 
y o u  awake y e t ? "  

"Get t h e  h e l l  o u t  o f  he re ! "  The b l a n k e t  mound c u r l e d  t i g h t e r  and M e l i s s a  
scampered away, t h e  s l a t  o f  t h e  screen door m u f f l i n g  t h e  c u r s e  t h a t  f o l l o w e d  
h e r .  

Out i n  t h e  b r i g h t  sunsh ine agd in ,  Me l i ssa  q u i c k l y  responded t o  i t s  b r i l l i a n c e .  

"Come l e t  me t i e  y o u r  bow, d a r l i n ' .  Mama w i l l  t a k e  you f o r  a  n i c e  wa lk . "  
Back ing t h e  c a r r i a g e  and t u r n i n g  c a r e f u l l y ,  she pushed i t  across t h e  uneven 
boards and t i c - t a c k e d  bump i l y  down t h e  s t e p s .  

The smal l  ramshackle house s a t  near  t h e  end o f  a  l o n g  c o u n t r y  l a n e ,  w i t h  
t h e  n e a r e s t  ne ighbor  a  m i l e  away. Years o f  f a r m  t r a f f i c  had bea ten  t h e  
unpaved r o a d  i n t o  a  hard-packed s u r f a c e  t h a t  was c o o l  under M e l i s s a ' s  b a r e  
f e e t .  On e i t h e r  s i d e ,  d a i s i e s  and b u t t e r c u p s  swarmed th rough  t h e  t a l l  g rass,  
j o s t l i n g  each o t h e r  f o r  a  chance t o  dance i n  swaying clumps bes ide  t h e  road .  
Overhead, t h e  sky  was e x u l t a n t l y  b l u e .  H i g h - p i l e d  w h i t e  c louds  d r i f t e d  i n  
p i c t u r e - p o s t c a r d  poses, and somewhere an unseen b i r d  sang l u s t i l y .  M e l i s s a ' s  
h e a r t  sang w i t h  him. She drew h e r  t h i n  shou lders  s t r a i g h t  and t a l l ,  and 
hummed as she pushed t h e  c a r r i a g e  a long  w i t h  a  p r im,  m inc ing  wa lk .  

Severa l  t imes,  Me l i ssa  paused t o  s t o o p  over  t h e  c a r r i a g e  and rea r range  t h e  
b l a n k e t ,  s o o t h i n g  w i t h  sweet endear ing phrases.  Thus she d i d  n o t  see t h e  
two women as t h e y  topped t h e  c r e s t  o f  a  s m a l l  k n o l l  j u s t  ahead. 

One o f  t h e  women was t a l l  and spare, t h e  o t h e r  a l l  s o f t n e s s  and round f l e s h  
The e x q u i s i t e n e s s  o f  t h e  day had prompted them, too ,  t o  t a k e  a  walk ,  and 
a  h a l f - m i l e  back, a t  t h e  main highway, a  l o n g  sedan she1 t e r e d  i n  t h e  shade 
o f  an a n c i e n t ,  b roadspread ing  maple. As t h e y  s t r o l l e d  a long ,  c h a t t e r i n g  
and a d m i r i n g  t h e  c o u n t r y s i d e ,  t h e  t a l l e r  woman h e l d  a  few stems o f  d a i s i e s  
l o o s e l y  i n  h e r  hands. She s m i l e d  i n d u l g e n t l y  as h e r  younger companion, 
i n t e r r u p t e d  t h e i r  c o n v e r s a t i o n  o c c a s i o n a l l y  t o  d a r t  a f t e r  t h e  b r i g h t  b u t t e r  
f l i e s  h o v e r i n g  among t h e  f l o w e r s .  

M e l i s s a  saw them a t  t h e  p r e c i s e  moment h e r  s t r a i g h t e n i n g  f i g u r e  caught  t h e i r  
eye. She drooped h e r  head i n  shy defens iveness as t h e y  i n e x o r a b l y  approached 
h e r .  The two women, materna l  memories s t i r r i n g  i n  t h e i r  boscms, found t h i s  
modest g e s t u r e  appea l ing .  They qu ickened t h e i r  s t e p ,  eager t o  pursue and 
c a p t u r e  t h i s  f r e s h ,  new t r e a s u r e  t o  add t o  t h e i r  tokens o f  t h e  day. 

"What a  sweet c h i l d ! "  

"What i s  y o u r  name, l i t t l e  g i r l ? "  

M e l i s s a  d i d  n o t  answer, b u t  t h e  women, swept up i n  t h e  t i d e  o f  t h e i r  own 
sen t imen t ,  b a r e l y  n o t i c e d .  

"My, what a  p r e t t y  face!"  



"Where d id  you ge t  those  b ig  blue eyes?" 

"Are you tak ing  your dol ly  f o r  a r i d e ? "  

"Tell  me, dea r ,  what i s  your d o l l y ' s  name?" 

Melissa,  without  meeting t h e i r  eyes ,  could only nod her  head i n  an inherent  
d e s i r e  t o  be p o l i t e ,  b u t  she  f e l t  her  ches t  go hollow with increas ing  t e r r o r .  
Sh i f t i ng  t o  one f o o t ,  she  scraped t h e  top of t h e  o t h e r  foo t  up and down aga ins t  
her hee l .  Her nose began t o  run and she rubbed a t  i t  with her open palm. 

"Oh, p lease  l e t  us see  your dol ly!"  t h e  younger woman crowed, while  the  o the r  
added grac ious ly ,  "Please do!" Melissa clutched a t  t h e  handle of  the  ca r r i age  
and leaned over i t ,  crouching t o  conceal i t s  contents .  The plump one surged 
a t  her  and bent over t o  peer beneath t h e  hood. Her t a l l  f r i e n d ,  s t i l l  
beaming, i nc l ined  s l i g h t l y  a t  t h e  wais t  t o  look i n t o  t h e  ca r r i age .  Suddenly, 
t h e i r  faces  went s l ack .  They backed hur r i ed ly  away, murmuring in p o l i t e  
confusion. 

"Lovely baby." 

"Very n i ce . "  

"How sweet!" 

They withdrew h a s t i l y  t o  r e t r a c e  t h e i r  s t e p s  and were soon almost o u t  of 
s i g h t  beyond t h e  h i l l .  Melissa stood t r ans f ixed  with agony, s t i l l  c lu tching  
t h e  handle of the  ca r r i age  with white-knuckled hands. The sun bea t  down 
harshly on her  head, and her  s k i n  flamed with i t s  own warmth. Unwilled 
t e a r s  welled i n t o  her  eyes and hung on the  r ims,  sca ld ing  them with hot  
s a l t .  Suddenly a cloud passed over t h e  sun and a bar of  cold shadow swept 
across  t h e  road. I t s  coolness revived Melissa and she f lung he r se l f  i n  b l ind  
fury  a t  the  ca r r i age .  

In a frenzy of ha t e ,  she wrenched the  t i g h t l y  wrapped bundle from the  ca r r i age  
and hurled i t  i n t o  the  d i t c h .  Gasping now from rage and t e a r s ,  she  dumped 
the  ca r r i age  h e a d f i r s t  a f t e r  i t .  I t  rocked wi ld ly  i n  a downward plunge, 
f l i p p e d ,  and s e t t l e d  upside down, one wheel s t i l l  spinning with a high-pitched 
whine. 

The blanket-wrapped bundle r o l l e d  l a z i l y  down t h e  s l o p e ,  unwrapping as i t  
r o l l e d .  Near t h e  bottom, a jagged s tone  caught a t  the  b lanket  and a s t o u t  
gray-barked s t i c k ,  with i t s  so i l ed  pink-ribbon bow, s p i l l e d  o u t ,  exposed 
and ugly. 

Melissa g lared  a t  t h e  empty knoll where the  two women had now disappeared 
from view. Her chin hardened and she t h r u s t  i t  ou t  d e f i a n t l y .  

"Mother-fuckin' bas tards!"  she screeched a f t e r  them. 

She turned and ran towards home, her  bare f e e t  making small empty sounds 
on t h e  hard-packed d i r t .  

Alice True Larkin 



VIEW OF TOLEDO 
(El Greco) 

When did he face--head on--that r i v e r ,  
t h a t  upland, 
t ha t  crushing mountain for tress ,  
the  great dark storm--and i t s  foreboding? 
When did the  l i g h t  fa int  u t t er ly - -  
blanch out for him 
the  pain- f i l led  faces, the  agony of  man? 

When did he make the  leap beyond the  blinding anguish-- 
beyond the  world's despair 
beyond Toledo 
--to t rag ic  useendance-- 
t o  l i v e  the  whole heart, 
the  high courage, the  heart ' s  core, the  perfect  love? 
The i r r e s i s t i b l e  Orphic h i e  
t h a t  even t r e e s  w i l l  follow 
--and the  gnawing rats- -  
the  singing a woman w i l l  walk out  of  Hell t o  h e m  
and w i l l ,  i n  Hell,  remember 

Was i t  when he saw a face again-- 
the  faces-- 
longing--flesh and bone driven upward on a flame, 
was tha t  the  moment 
when the  t e r r i f y ing  passion of  the  storm did burs t?  
Was tha t  the  moment when h i s  impassioned heart 
tore loose 
out of  the  universal doom-- 
and, though maimed forever, 
was f i l l ed- - to  be f i l l e d  forever--with perfect  Love? 
When the  s t o m  did burs t ,  
did it reveal 
the  shining apple of  despair-- 
the  golden hear t ' s  core of  82 byeco 
above, below, beyond Toledo? 

fiances . M i l  Zer 





THREE IMMORTALS 

Lester Young 

A black man. 
They say he Ziked s o f t  
Things. Shoes, 
Once given as a g i f t ,  
Lay i n  the  wastebasket. 
The shoes were hard-soled. 

Bud Powe Z Z 

There 
h e  had drawn piano 
keys on the  watt  and 
banging h i s  f ingers against  
the  drawing asked h i s  v i s i t o r  
l i s t e n  what do you th ink  
o f  these  
chords. 

CharZie Parker 

Bird f l i e s  higher 
Than a k i t e  
With Coke. 
Bird l i v e s .  



L CLIMATE: 
Romantic Msth and Economic Realitgr 

For  g e n e r a t i o n s  Ma ine ' s  c o a s t a l  and woodland b e a u t y  have made t h e  S t a t e  
a  mecca f o r  p a i n t e r s .  Less w e l l  known by  non-Mainers i s  t h a t  many major  
w r i t e r s  - L o n g f e l l  ow, Hawthorne, Thoreau, Lowel 1  , Stowe, Jewet t ,  Robinson, 
C a l d w e l l ,  Rober ts ,  and o t h e r s  - a l s o  have Maine a s s o c i a t i o n s .  The number 
o f  w r i t e r s  i s  remarkab le  i n  v iew o f  o u r  sparse  p o p u l a t i o n  and geograph ica l  
i s o l a t l ' o n .  Mainers t a k e  g r e a t  p r i d e  i n  t h e i r  c u l t u r a l  l e g a c y  and a r e  
t a k i n g  a c t i v e  s t e p s  t o  c e l e b r a t e  and p r e s e r v e  i t .  Readings, e x h i b i t s ,  
c o l l e c t i o n s  and c o l l e g e  courses c o n c e r n i n g  "Maine A r t i s t s "  and "Maine 
W r i t e r s "  abound. 

B u t  P r o f e s s o r  Ronald  Banks o f  UMO r i g h t l y  c a u t i o n s  us ,  i n  h i s  --+ H i s t o r  
Maine, about  t h e  dangers o f  r e g i o n a l  j i n g o i s m  - " I n  r e a l i t y ,  i t  1s a  a- 
c i o u s  t o  speak o f  Maine w r i t e r s  o r  Maine a r t i s t s ,  f o r  t h e  t r u l y  c r e a t i v e  
mind be longs t o  h i s  c o u n t r y  and perhaps t h e  w o r l d .  Maine may c o n t r i b u t e  
t o  t h e  i n s p i r a t i o n  o f  a  work o f  a r t  b u t  i t  i s  t h e  meres t  k i n d  o f  p a r o c h i a l -  
i s m  t o  c l a i m  any more. " 

Indeed, an o b j e c t i v e  assessment o f  Maine 's  l i t e r a r y  h e r i t a g e  r e v e a l s  o t h e r  
drawbacks t o  c r e a t i n g  a  myth o f  Ma ine ' s  l i t e r a r y  pre-eminence. Many o f  
Ma ine ' s  f i n e s t  a r t i s t s  have, f o r  v a r i o u s  reasons,  chosen t o  l e a v e  t h e  
S t a t e .  Others  have been o n l y  temporary r e s i d e n t s .  Yet  q u e s t i o n s  rema in  - 
What has caused w r i t e r s  t o  f l o u r i s h  i n  Maine? To what  e x t e n t  can t h e  
S t a t e  j u s t i f i a b l y  b o a s t  o f  t h a t  h e r i t a g e ?  A v o i d i n g  t h e  b l i n d e r s  o f  j i n g o -  
i s m  and s e n t i m e n t a l i s m ,  we w i l l  f i n d  t h a t  Ma ine ' s  l i t e r a r y  c l i m a t e  has 
a  d i r e c t  h i s t o r i c a l  r e l a t i o n s h i p  t o  h e r  economic c l i m a t e .  

A l though Maine produced some i n t r i g u i n g  h i s t o r i c a l  documents d u r i n g  t h e  
P r o v i n c i a l  p e r i o d ,  no f i r s t - r a t e  l i t e r a t u r e  emerged u n t i  1  w e l l  i n t o  t h e  
1 9 t h  c e n t u r y .  And i t  i s  more t h a n  c o i n c i d e n c e  t h a t  Henry Wadsworth 
L o n g f e l l o w  and N a t h a n i e l  Hawthorne a r e  a s s o c i a t e d  w i t h  t h a t  1 9 t h  Century  
c u l t u r a l  dawn. 

L o n g f e l l o w ,  b o r n  i n  P o r t l a n d  i n  1807 and Hawthorne, b r o u g h t  b y  h i s  widowed 
mother t o  l i v e  w i t h  r e l a t i v e s  i n  Raymond i n  1818, knew f u t u r e - P r e s i d e n t  
F r a n k l i n  P i e r c e  a t  Bowdoin C o l l e g e  and graduated i n  t h e  j u s t l y  famous 
Class o f  1825. 

L o n g f e l l o w ' s  f a m i l y  had he lped  found  Bowdoin. Fo r  many Mainers t h e  new 
c o l l e g e  was t o  be t h e  Harva rd  o f  t h e  N o r t h ,  t a n g i b l e  p r o o f  t h a t  Maine, 
push ing  f o r  Statehood, was academica l l y  and c u l t u r a l l y  r e s p e c t a b l e  and 
independent  f r o m  Massachusetts.  T h i s  f e e l i n g  came w i t h  t h e  p o p u l a t i o n  
e x p l o s i o n  which pushed Ma ine 's  p o p u l a t i o n  f rom 50,000 i n  1785 t o  300,000 



i n  i 8 2 0 ,  t h e  y e a r  o f  Sta tehood.  From 1830 t o  1860 Ma ine 's  o p t i m i s m  wds 
more than  f u l f i l l e d  by  an economic boom t h a t  h i s t o r i a n s  r e f e r  t o  as M a i n e ' s  
"Golden Age." P r o f e s s o r  Banks t e l l s  us t h a t  d u r i n g  t h i s  p e r i o d  Ma ine ' s  
resources  - lumber, i c e ,  q u a r r i e s  and t e x t i l e s  - were "economica l l y  r e l e -  
v a n t  t o  n a t i o n a l  and i n t e r n a t i o n a l  needs."  F lushed w i t h  economic growth,  
by  1850 Mainers were p l a n n i n g  f o r  P o r t l a n d  t o  i n t e r c e p t  t h e  European t r a d e  
o f  Boston and New York,  thus  making Maine t h e  commercial and i n d u s t r i a l  
c e n t e r  o f  N o r t h  America. 

O f  course t h i s  d i d  n o t  happen. The l a s t  h a l f  o f  t h e  1 9 t h  c e n t u r y  w i t n e s s e d  
Ma ine 's  economic demise. I n  an age o f  s t e e l ,  r e f r i g e r a t i o n ,  new b u i l d i n g  
m a t e r i a l s ,  t h e  Southern  t e x t i l e  c o m p e t i t i o n ,  Maine l o s t  i t s  c o m p e t i t i v e  
advantage. P o r t l a n d  s tagna ted .  The Westward movelnent had, by 1900, devas- 
t a t e d  M a i q e ' s  p o p u l a t i o n .  

Meanwhile, what o f  M a i n e ' s  l i t e r a r y  scene? Hawthorne, a l t h o u g h  h i s  weak 
nove l  -- Fanshawe (based on Bowdoin 1  i f e )  launched h ~ s  c a r e e r ,  f u l f i  1  l e d  
h i s  t a l e n t  i n  Massachuse l ts .  L o n g f e l l o w ,  a f t e r  t e a c h i n g  s i x  y e a r s  a t  
Bowdoin, was l u r e d  away b y  Harvard .  And b o t h  hawthorne 's  and L o n g f e l l o w ' s  
l a t e r  n o s t a l g i a  f o r  Maine was a  n o s t a l g i a  f o r  a Maine t h a t  had van ished,  
a  Maine t h a t  c o u l d  no l o n g e r  p r o v i d e  t h e  c u l t u r a l  env i ronment  t h a t  would  
s t i m u l a t e  and s u p p o r t  l i t e r a r y  t a l e n t .  P o r t l a n d ' s  i n s p i r a t i o n  o f  L o n g f e l l o w ' s  
h a u n t i n g  "My L o s t  Youth" - "A b o y ' s  w i l l  i s  t h e  w i n d ' s  w i l l ,  And t h e  though ts  
o f  y o u t h  a r e  l o n g ,  l o n g  t h o u g h t s . "  - n o t  o n l y  expressed t h e  p o e t ' s  pe rsona l  
sense o f  ag ing  and l o s s ,  b u t  t r a g i c a l l y  p a r a l l e l e d  t h e  f o r t u n e s  o f  h i s  
n a t i v e  c i t y .  

Another  example o f  t h e  r e l a t i o n s h i p  between economic d e c l i n e  and c u l t u r a l  
l o s s  i s  t h a t  o f  C a l v i n  and H a r r i e t  Beecher Stowe. I n  1849 C a l v i n  Stowe 
was named P r o f e s s o r  o f  N a t u r a l  and Revealed R e l i g i o n  a t  Bowdoin. The 
Stowes were d e l i g h t e d  t o  l e a v e  t h e  d i sease  and s q u a l o r  o f  C i n c i n n a t i .  

H a r r i e t  found Brunswick " a  d e l i g h t f u l  r e s i d e n c e . "  She l o v e d  t h e  Maine 
c o a s t  and admired t h e  fa rmers  and f i she rmen  - The P e a r l  o f  O r r ' s  I s l a n d .  
Unc le  Tom's Cabin was w r i t t e n  i n  Maine. B u t  a E e r  o n l y  two and a  h a l f  -- 
vears t h e  Stowes l e f t  Maine. C a l v i n  Stowe l e f t  f o r  t h e  more s t i m u l a t i n a  " ., 
atmosphere, and h i g h e r  s a l a r y ,  o f  Andover T h e o l o g i c a l .  

I t  m i g h t  be argued t h a t  t h i s  economic emphasis as a  c u l t u r a l  d e t e r e n t  i g -  
nores t h e  g r e a t e s t  i n s p i r a t i o n  f o r  a r t i s t s  - Ma ine 's  unmatched n a t u r a l  
beau ty .  True,  p a i n t e r s  s t i l l  f ound  Maine a  p l a c e  t o  l i v e  and work i n  
t h e  l a t e  1 9 t h  c e n t u r y ,  when t h e  economy was f a l t e r i n g  - f o r  example Winslow 
Homer. And Emerson, L o w e l l  and Thoreau came t o  l e c t u r e  o r  e x p l o r e  t h e  
Maine w i  1  derness . 

However, M a i n e ' s  appeal t o  a r t i s t s  and w r i t e r s  s h o u l d  n o t  be exaggerated.  
Though Henry Thoreau t r a v e l l e d  he re  f o u r  t imes  and p r i z e d  t h e  u n s p o i l e d  
w i l d e r n e s s  and admired t h e  Maine backwoodsman, he was d i s g u s t e d  by t h e  
abuse o f  Ma ine ' s  resources  - t h e  s l a u g h t e r  o f  moose and wanton d e s t r u c t i o n  
of t h e  f o r e s t s ,  t h e  s q u a l o r  o f  Maine v i l l a g e s .  As a  shrewd Yankee he asked 
why M a i n e r ' s  d i d  n o t  p r o p e r l y  c u l t i v a t e  t h e i r  abundant a p p l e  t r e e s  - " . . . 
good s p e c u l a t i o n ,  as w e l l  as a  f a v o r  c o n f e r r e d  on t h e  s e t t l e r s  ," he w r o t e  
i n  The Maine Woods, " f o r  a  Massachusetts boy t o  go down t h e r e  w i t h  a  t r u n k  
f u l r m i c e  s c i o n s ,  and h i s  g r a f t i n g  apparatus ,  i n  t h e  s p r i n g . "  Though 
Q l o v e r  o f  n a t u r e ,  Thoreau found  i t  " a  r e 1  i e f "  t o  g e t  back t o  Massachusetts.  
"For  a  permanent r e s i d e n c e  . . . t h e r e  c o u l d  b e  no compar ison between 



t h i s  and the  wi lderness ,  necessary as t h e  l a t t e r  i s  f o r  a resource . . . 
t h e  raw material  of a l l  our c i v i l i z a t i o n . "  Maine haunted Thoreau's imagin- 
a t i o n  a l l  h i s  l i f e ,  bu t  Maine could not draw him, except f o r  s h o r t  t r i p s ,  
from a more s t imula t ing  and cul tured  Concord. 

In s h o r t ,  Maine has not  been able  t o  hold onto her  g rea t  w r i t e r s ,  a r t i s t s ,  
t a l en ted  and cons t ruc t ive  people i n  a l l  f i e l d s .  This was recognized as  
e a r l y  as  t h e  1860's  by Gov. Joshua Chamberlain - "We have been too long 
content  with t h e  doubtful compliment t h a t  Maine i s  a good s t a t e  t o  go 
from. She must be a good s t a t e  t o  come t o ,  and s t a y  i n . "  

There a r e  except ions ,  of course.  Sarah Orne Jewett  spent  rnost of her  l i f e  
(1849-1909) i n  South Berwick. Her s h o r t  s t o r i e s  dea l ing  with Maine char- 
a c t e r  of ten  transcend regionalism t o  become g rea t  a r t .  B u t  even her  s t o r i e s  
a r e  marked by a nos t a lg i a  f o r  a way of l i f e  a l ready passing.  Her e c c e n t r i c  
Captain Li t t lepage  laments Maine's dec l ine  in sea fa r ing .  Miss Jewett  d i d n ' t  
leave Maine but  i n t e l l e c t u a l l y  she turned away, re fus ing  t o  confront the  
contemporary soc ia l  and economic problems - problems t h a t  s t i l l  face  20th- 
century Maine. 

AS Maine entered the  20th century she continued t o  produce g r e a t  t a l e n t .  
But decades of economic dec l ine  had i s o l a t e d  her  from t h e  cu l tu ra l  centers  
of  America, both i n t e l l e c t u a l l y  and geographical ly.  

Born i n  Head Tide i n  1869, Edwin Arlington Robinson grew u p  in  the  s t i l l -  
prosperous commercial town of Gardiner.  B u t  Gardiner of fered  no i n t e l l e c -  
tua l  s t i m u l a t i o n ,  only crabbed and provincial  money-mindedness. I t  was 
Harvard and Boston t h a t  i n t e l l e c t u a l l y  awakened him. In 1896 Robinson, 
i n  essence ,  l e f t  Maine f o r  good. New York's bohemian Greenwich Vi l lage  
beckoned. Aside from h i s  p o r t r a i t s  of  s h a t t e r e d ,  a l i e n a t e d  small-town 
and ru ra l  people - and a small group of poems deal ing with h i s  younger 
"golden years"  - h i s  poet ic  themes derived from i n t e l l e c t u a l  concerns not  
rooted i n  h i s  Maine youth.  And even with h i s  l a t e r  1 i t e r a r y  successes 
of the  1920 ' s ,  Robinson did not ,  except  f o r  a few b r i e f  and necessary 
v i s i t s ,  ever  r e tu rn  t o  Maine. I t  was New Hampshire's MacDowell Colony 
t h a t  was t o  be h i s  l i f e - l o n g  source of i n t e l l e c t u a l  s t imu la t ion .  

Edna S t .  Vincent Mil l a y ' s  emotional attachment t o  Maine was s t ronge r .  
She was born i n  Rockland. The " th ree  long i s l ands  and a wood" of her  
love ly  e a r l y  poem, reveal  t h e  f e e l i n g s  f o r  Maine t h a t  haunted many of her  
l a t e r  poems, a f e e l i n g  she never re l inquished .  In s p i t e  of  Vassar and 
Greenwich Vi l lage ,  the  demands of  her  ca ree r  and her husband, she always 
f e l t  a homesickness f o r  the  Maine coas t .  Yet a s ide  from s h o r t  v i s i t s  
she never re turned .  Her i n t e l l e c t u a l  world - New York, Europe, and f i n a l l y  
t h e  Berkshire town of A u s t e r l i t z ,  New York. Her i s o l a t i o n  from Maine 
no l e s s  tormenting f o r  being self-imposed. 

Having turned suddenly and l e f t  the  shore 
That I  had loved beyond a l l  words . . . 

However, a more favorable  l i t e r a r y  cl imate emerged i n  t h e  1920's  and 3 0 ' s .  
Improved communication meant one could l i v e  i n  Maine and s t i l l  have neces- 
s a r y  contac ts  with pub l i she r s ,  markets,  i n t e l l e c t u a l  s t i m u l i ,  t o  s u s t a i n  
a ca ree r .  Booth Tarkington found i n s p i r a t i o n  on the  Maine coas t .  Kenneth 
Roberts ,  though having t o  e s t a b l i s h  himself as  a newspaperman and w r i t e r  
ou t s ide  of Maine, did r e tu rn  t o  h is  na t ive  Kennebunkport from where he 



worked i n  h i s  c a r e e r  as an h i s t o r i c a l  n o v e l i s t .  The g r e a t  e s s a y i s t  E. B. 
Whi te  came t o  Maine i n  1937 and i t  has been h i s  main r e s i d e n c e  ever  s i n c e .  
The p o e t  May S a r t o n  makes h e r  home i n  York.  And t h e r e  a r e  many o t h e r s .  

I n  t h e  b e g i n n i n g ,  d e s p i t e  h a v i n g  touched t h e  l i v e s  o f  so many w r i t e r s ,  
Maine f a i l e d  t o  keep h e r  t a l e n t  f o r  s e v e r a l  reasons - geograph ica l  i s o l a -  
t i o n ,  i n t e l l e c t u a l  s t a g n a t i o n  due t o  economic c o l l a p s e ,  t h e  l u r e  o f  urban 
c e n t e r s  o f  c u l t u r a l  a c t i v i t y .  B u t  today  Maine faces  cho ices  wh ich  may d e t e r -  
mine whether  t h e  S t a t e  a g a i n  d r i f t s  c u l t u r a l l y  backward o r  encourages 
an env i ronment  t h a t  p r o v i d e s  t h e  necessary  i n t e l l e c t u a l  s t i m u l i  f o r  a l l  
a r t i s t s .  

P r o f e s s o r  W i l l i a m  B. Wh i tes ide  of Bowdoin, t h e  t h e  Thomas Bus iness R e v i e w ' s  
b i c e n t e n n i a l  h i s t o r y  o f  t h e  Maine economy, suggests  t h a t ,  i n  l o n g  r u n ,  
M a i n e ' s  f a i l u r e  t o  f u l f i l l  h e r  1 9 t h - c e n t u r y  economic dreams may have been 
a  b l e s s i n g  i n  d i s g u i s e :  

The f u l l  r e a l i z a t i o n  o f  t h e  more e x t r a v a g a n t  hopes 
(such as making Maine t h e  i n d u s t r i a l  mid lands o f  
America) would  have t r a n s f o r m e d  t h e  s t a t e  i n  such 
a  manner as t o  f o r e c l o s e  o p t i o n s  f o r  t h e  f u t u r e  - 
o p t i o n s  wh ich  depend f o r  t h e i r  r e a l i z a t i o n  upon 
r e l a t i v e l y  u n s p o i l e d  c o a s t a l  and i n l a n d  a t t r a c t i o n s ,  
c l e a n  a i r  and w a t e r ,  and an i n t a n g i b l e  b u t  never the -  
l e s s  s i g n i f i c a n t  f e e l i n g  t h a t  t h e  s p e c i a l  q u a l i t y  
o f  Mainc has been p reserved  even d u r i n g  a  t i m e  when 
o t h e r  areas grew more i m p r e s s i v e l y  accord ing  t o  t h e  
concept ions o f  t h e  p e r i o d ,  b u t  a t  a  h i g h  c o s t .  

My p o i n t  has been t h a t  t h e r e  i s  a  c o r r e l a t i o n  between a  r e g i o n ' s  economic 
h e a l t h  and i t s  c r e a t i v e  growth.  B u t  t h a t  i s  n o t  t o  d e f i n e  economic h e a l t h  
as mere i n d u s t r i a l  growth.  Indeed, Ma ine ' s  c h i e f  a t t r a c t i o n  today  i s  
t h a t  she o f f e r s  an a l t e r n a t i v e  t o  those 1 9 t h - c e n t u r y  growth p a t t e r n s  t h a t  
have made many areas i n h o s p i t a b l e  t o  l i v i n g ,  c u l t u r a l l y  b a r r e n ,  i n c a p a b l e  
o f  a d a p t i n g  c r e a t i v e l y  t o  contemporary p ressures  and demands. 

R ichard  B a r r i n g e r ,  i n  h i s  p r o v o c a t i v e  A  Maine M a n i f e s t ,  p r e s e n t s  an imag in -  
a t i v e  and p r a c t i c a l  o u t l i n e  f o r  a  new s y n t h e s i s  o f  economic growth and en- 
v i ronmenta l  p r o t e c t i o n .  Through p r o p e r  use o f  Ma ine ' s  c h i e f  resource  - 
l a n d  - B a r r i n g e r  argues t h a t  Maine can r e t a i n  i t s  un ique  q u a l i t i e s  w i t h i n  
a  sound economy. He admi ts  t h i s  w i l l  n o t  be easy. B u t  i f  i t  can b e  ach ieved,  
Ma ine ' s  w i l l  s u r e l y  be a  c l i m a t e  f o r  c r e a t i v i t y  i n  a l l  f i e l d s ,  i n c l u d i n g  
t h e  a r t s .  

Meanwhile, Maine has a  r i g h t  t o  be p roud  o f  i t s  l i t e r a r y  h e r i t a g e .  I t  can 
do t h i s  and a l s o  a v o i d  t h e  c u l t u r a l  j i n g o i s m  a g a i n s t  wh ich  P r o f e s s o r  Banks 
warns. And we may s t i l l  q u e s t i o n  t h e  e x t e n t  o f  a genuine Down-East c o n t r i -  
b u t i o n  t o  contemporary American 1  i t e r a t u r e .  Too o f t e n  o u r  w r i t e r s  a r e  
mere t e n a n t s  who have won r e p u t a t i o n s  elsewhere o r  who have come t o  Maine 
f o r  mere ly  p h y s i c a l  renewal ,  a  dose of n o s t a l g i a ,  o r  i n e x p e n s i v e  hous ing.  
Such w r i t e r s  have no r e a l  sense o f  t h e  c u l t u r a l  p o s s i b i l i t i e s  o f  what  
has o f t e n  been r e f e r r e d  t o  as a  p o s t - i n d u s t r i a l  community. The t r a d i t i o n a l  
s p l i t  between t h e  d i l e t t a n t e  v i s i t o r  and those who have a  v i s i o n  o f  what  
Maine can be w i l l  n o t  v a n i s h .  



Yet as we debate our  f u t u r e ,  v e r s a t i l e  w r i t e r s  a re  appearing f o r  whom 
Maine i s  not  a  r e t r e a t  o r  escape b u t  an arena f o r  c r e a t i v e  work f o r  a l t e r -  
na t ive  1 i f e s t y l e s .  James Wiggins and John N .  Cole, ci  ty-bred newspapermen, 
have crea ted  i n  The Ellsworth American and Maine Times, d i s t i n c t i v e l y  
Maine publ ica t ions  which a t t r a c t  nat ional  audiences and acclaim. John 
Cole i s  always c o n t r o v e r s i a l ;  b u t  he i s  s i g n i f i c a n t  as  a  w r i t e r .  His 
varied i n t e r e s t s  and t a l e n t s  a r e  r ep resen ta t ive  of those a r t i s t s  ce l eb ra t ing  
not only Maine's beauty b u t  her  po ten t i a l  f o r  support ing a  v i ab le  economic 
and c u l t u r a l  community, thus b e t t e r  enabling Maine a r t i s t s  t o  s e t  deep 
roo t s .  

I f  Maine responds t o  cu r ren t  challenges with imagination, i f  she can formulate 
and s u s t a i n  con t ro l l ed  growth, then Maine w i l l  not have t o  be content  t o  
serve the  "summer" a r t i s t s ,  the  weal thy,  t h e  t o u r i s t s .  Maine has an unparal- 
l e l e d  opportuni ty t o  f u l  f i l l  the  humanist 's  drean - a  fusion of p rospe r i ty ,  
na tu re ,  and c u l t u r e  c rea t ing  an environment t h a t  w i l l  lead t o  a  r e l e a s e  
of c r e a t i v e  energy t h a t  w i l l  enable us t o  put as ide  our  romantical ly exag- 
gerated image of Maine's a r t i s t i c  and l i t e r a r y  pas t .  

Wesley T.  Mott 

Exterior 
your argument i s  e x t e r i o r  
t o  the  quest ion the  schoZar said 
t o  t h e  peasant who hammered the  table  
w i th  h i s  horny hard f i s t  
ye t  together they  hoisted fZagons 
and quaffed i n  felZowship 
reeaZling the  gathering o f  the  grape 
and t h e  pressing years ago (ah 
t ime! )  o f  essence i n t o  ex is tence  
now meZLoued and drawn and poured 
copiously r e l e n t l e s s l y  down the  throat  
they  remembered the  harvest the  Leaves 
and the  scholar repeated e x t e r i o r  
because the  word had a winy t ex ture  
and the  peasant smashed a f i s t  
because he had no word i n  response 

Leonard GilZey 



THE T 

I am s i t t i n g  i n  the white muslin peasant blouse 
4 s i s t e r  sewed and white pants 
Feeling perfect Zy content 
I n  northern Midwest 
Wondering what eZse the t rue  costume 
Of the American could be 
Since I cannot be 
No EmiZy Dickinson nun and perfectZy untouchable 
A t  the  same time i c m ' t  s i t  singing 
I ' m  one of God's sunbeans 

it i s  a joy t o  s i t  i n  the  sun i n  a blouse without buttons 
And think o f  other centuries ear l ier  
Centuries o f  wood and woven fibers l i k e  f lax 
And stone 
I am not one who thinks  everything's gone t o  s h i t  
Since the  iron revolut ion 
But p las t i c  scares me with i t s  



Eternal l i f e  
And doub Zeknit m t e r i a l  hangs 
L i f e l e s s  as uncured neck skins of  heavy birds  
There's something about the  h e f t  of plywood 
A kind o f  insubstance worse 
Than nothing 
A w i l l f u l  vulnerabi l i ty  t h a t  makes a l i f e  
Less dense 
I th ink  about the  l i f e  I th ink  
I ' d  f e e l  underfoot on a wooden 
Sai l ing ship 
sick contained and boundless 
The l u s t e r  and qiddiness a l l  the way throuqh hairpin 
Corridors o f  marble 

" 

Granite and quartz 

This i s  the  afternoon o f  shadow 
Plodding l i k e  th ick  blood on ve lve t  on the sauna 
I finished yesterday the  shadows move 
As i f  nothing was ever d i f f e r en t  
The sauna feels  l i k e  m@ spoon handle-ring 
Smooth and thinner over 9 years 
And the pod 
My jackknife has made i n  my pocket 
To say it r e s t s  under box elders 

On the  ruined garage foundation 
I know mushrooms make 
Their own space 
Remove leaves a l t e r  
Perspectives 
Leave 
Nothing 
As it always has been 
Before 

Steingass 





As f a r  as I can see, t h e r e  a r e  two Mikes.  One i s  my f r i e n d ,  a  b i g ,  h e a r t y  
man o v e r  e i g h t y ,  a  s c u l p t o r  l i v i n g  w i t h  h i s  w i f e  i n  r e t i r e m e n t  on a  f r i n g e  
o f  l a n d  j u t t i n g  o u t  i n  t h e  Kennebec near  t h e  ocean. The o t h e r  i s  Micah, 
t h e  boy, l i v i n g  w i t h  h i s  f a m i l y  i n  L i t h u a n i a  a t  t h e  t u r n  o f  t h e  c e n t u r y  and 
c a r r i e d  about  i n s i d e  t h e  grown man, a  k e r n e l  o f  meat i n  t h e  w a l n u t .  We 
a l l  have t h i s  y o u t h f u l  s t r a n g e r  w i t h i n  us whom we know so w e l l ,  h a v i n g  been 
him, and who n e v e r  knew us,  f o r  we a r e  what  he i s  t o  become. We Americans, 
we n a t i v e - b o r n  Americans, l o o k  w i t h i n ,  t u r n  o u r  t ime-machine backwards and f i n d ,  
perhaps,  much b a s i c a l l y  t h e  same i n  o u r  c h i l d h o o d  as i n  t h e  c h i l d h o o d  o f  
o u r  c h i l d r e n .  T h i s ,  d e s p i t e  t h e  f a n t a s t i c  chanqes o f  o u r  c e n t u r y .  We a r e ,  
a t  l e a s t ,  and always were,  c h i l d r e n  o f  t h e  Machine Age. B u t  add a  few decades 
and t r a n s p l a n t  us back t o  t h e  L i t h u a n i a  o f  t h e  1890 's .  To f i n d  an American 
c u l t u r a l  c o u n t e r p a r t ,  we wou ld  have t o  p lunoe  back t h r o u g h  t i m e  t o  a  p o i n t  
somewhere b e f o r e  t h e  C i v i l  War i n  t h i s  c o u n t r y .  L i t t l e  wonder t h e n  t h a t  
my f l e s h  and b l o o d  Mike v iews h i s  shadowy Micah w i t h  p roud  a f f e c t i o n ,  
w h i l e  I v iew h i m  as an anomaly. 

We t a l k ,  Mike Lepman and I ,  on t h e  g l a s s e d - i n  po rch  a t  t h e  back o f  h i s  o l d ,  
w h i t e  farmhouse o v e r l o o k i n g  t h e  lawns and o r c h a r d  d r o p p i n g  down t o  t h e  bay,  
w h i l e  o u r  w ives  p r e p a r e  lunch .  Sometimes Mike r o a r s  i n t o  t h e  k i t c h e n  and 
makes b l i n t z e ,  d i r t y i n g  many bowls and p o u r i n g  us r e d  w ine  i n  orange j u i c e  
g lasses ;  b u t  more o f t e n  he t a l k s  w i t h  me about t h e  young Micah u n t i l  I 
f e e l  as though I know h i m  b e t t e r  t h a n  t h e  young boy i n s i d e  me. 

F i g u r a t i v e l y ,  I c o u l d  dress h i m  f r o m  t h e  s k i n  o u t .  L i t e r a l l y ,  h i s  mother ,  
Sara,  has a l r e a d y  a t t e n d e d  t o  most o f  t h i s ,  l a b o r i o u s l y  and l o v i n g l y  k n i t t i n g  
h i s  underwear and l o n g ,  b l a c k  s t o c k i n g s ;  c u t t i n g  h i s  s h i r t s  f r o m  c l o t h  woven 
f r o m  h e r  own f l a x ;  q u i l t i n g  h i m  a  v e s t .  There were two t a i l o r s  on t h e  f r o z e n  
main s t r e e t  o f  Z i d i k a i ,  one o f  whom made h i m  a  s u i t  i n  t h e  European s t y l e .  
T h i s  went on o v e r  t h e  v e s t ,  f o l l o w e d  by  t h e  heavy o v e r c o a t ,  t i e d  w i t h  a  sash 
wh ich  s u r e l y  was more t r a d i t i o n a l  than  f a s h i o n a b l e .  Cap young Micah w i t h  
s e a l s k i n  ( " T h e y ' r e  f a d s  now i n  t h i s  c o u n t r y  , ' I  says o l d  Mike,  "Ambassador 
h a t s .  Yuh!") and i n t e r l i n e d  g loves  t o  match, and h e ' s  a lmost  ready t o  r u n  
o u t  i n  t h e  i c y  s t r e e t  w i t h  t h e  ska tes  he made h i m s e l f  ( "Ou t  o f  a  hunk o f  
o l d  wood and some r o p e . " ) .  But  n o t  q u i t e ;  we 've l e f t  h i m  i n  h i s  s t o c k i n g  
f e e t .  Wrap each f o o t  i n  a  l i n e n  t r i a n g l e  and p u t  on t h e  boo ts  t h e  o t h e r  
shoemaker made f o r  Micah ( t w o  c o b b l e r s ,  two t a i l o r s ,  two b l a c k s m i t h s ,  two 
h o l y  men, and two r e l i g i o n s  i n  Z i d i k a i ) .  

"From a  wooden p a t t e r n  o f  y o u r  f o o t  t h e  c o b b l e r  ca rved  h i m s e l f .  No need 
t o  go more than  once. He had y o u r  l a s t .  Rows o f  them, hang ing  n e x t  t o  t h e  
b i r d  cages on h i s  w a l l .  A l l  t h e  f e e t  i n  t h e  v i l l a g e  r i g h t  t h e r e  b e h i n d  h i m  - 
Jews and peasants.  He cu red  h i s  own l e a t h e r  f r o m  t h e  t a n n e r y  i n  town and 
t h o s e  boo ts  would  wear.  No c racks :  F ine,  h i g h  boo ts ,  t e n  y e a r s  t h e y ' d  l a s t .  
I f  t h e  bot toms wore o u t ,  h e ' d  j u s t  p u t  a  new b o t t o m  on t h e  tops . "  

Q u i c k  now, Micah! T i e  on t h e  f e l t  b a s h l i  k o v e r  y o u r  cap. Your f r i e n d s  
a r e  w a i t i n g  o u t s i d e  i n  a  27 below L i t h u a n i a n  w i n t e r ' s  day. You l o o k  as round,  
i n  y o u r  handmade wrapp ings,  as o l d  M ike  does today  i n  h i s  L .  L. Bean's 
h u n t i n g  s h i r t  and I r i s h  c a r d i g a n .  

"My son, t h e  h i s t o r y  teacher , "  says o l d  Mike, " i n s i s t s  i t  was l i k e  t h i s  h e r e  
i n  America one hundred and f i f t y  y e a r s  ago. My God! Though I f e e l  i t  i n  



my knees sometimes, I ' m  n o t  one hundred and f i f t y  y e a r s  o l d  y e t .  So i t  must 
be t h a t  L i t h u a n i a  a t  t h e  b e g i n n i n g  o f  t h i s  c e n t u r y  was a  backward c0untr.y" 

"I know i t  was, by  God! What a  backward c o u n t r y !  I n  l o g  houses we l i v e d ;  
i n  mud we waded; and beyond t h e  c u r r a n t  bushes was t h e  p r i v y .  

"On market  day i n  Z i d i k a i ,  i t  was an e d u c a t i o n  j u s t  t o  go down t h e  p a t h  t o  
y o u r  own p r i v y .  You 'd  open t h e  door  and t h e r e  t h e y ' d  be.  The peasants !  
Pants down, s h i r t s  up, l o c k e d  t o g e t h e r  l i k e  an ima ls .  You c o u l d  s t e p  on them 
i n  t h e  f i e l d s .  T h e y ' d  go a t  i t  r i g h t  i n  t h e  v i l l a g e ,  even, under t h e  marke t  
c a r t s .  Oh, y e s !  B u t  why n o t ?  We were no prudes i n  Z i d i k a i . "  

O f  t h e  B r u e g h e l - l i k e  p a s t o r a l  o f  l i f e  i n  Z i d i k a i  , Mike was more an o b s e r v e r  
t h a n  a  p a r t i c i p a n t .  F i r s t ,  because he was a  c h i l d ;  more s i g n i f i c a n t l y ,  
because he was a  Jew. The two c o b b l e r s  and t h e  two t a i l o r s ,  t h e  tradesmen 
and p r o f e s s i o n a l s  o f  Z i d i k a i  were Jews who owned t h e i r  shops and houses, b u t  
by  Russian law were p r o h i b i t e d  f r o m  owning t h e  woods and f i e l d s  s u r r o u n d i n g  
t h e  v i l l a g e .  These were r e s e r v e d  f o r  t h e  L i t h u a n i a n  peasan t ry  wh ich  was 
p r e d o m i n a n t l y  C a t h o l i c .  Beh ind t h e  Lepman's house was t h e  synagogue; a t  t h e  
o t h e r  end o f  Z i d i k a i  was t h e  C a t h o l i c  church.  The r a b b i  and t h e  p r i e s t  
and t h e i r  p a r i s h i o n e r s  l i v e d  i n  harmony bound by  i s o l a t i o n  and shared a v e r s i o n  
t o  t h e  Russian o v e r l o r d s .  

"We used t o  go t o  t h e  E a s t e r  s e r v i c e  i n  t h e  Roman C a t h o l i c  church and t h e y ' d  
come t o  t h e  Synagogue sometimes. L i k e  c e l e b r a t i n g  Passover t w i c e , "  Mike 
chuck les ,  t h e n  c o n t i n u e s .  

"There i s  a  sac red  l i g h t  i n  a  Jewish synagogue t h a t ' s  always k e p t  l i t .  I n  
o u r  l i t t l e  v i l l a g e ,  i t  was j u s t  a  kerosene lamp under  t h e  c a r e  o f  t h e  shammes. 
Mr. Myers was h i s  name and he was t e r r i b l y  n e a r - s i g h t e d .  We boys used t o  
t h i n k  i t  was smar t  t o  sneak i n t o  t h e  synagogue when he was t h e r e ,  f i l l i n g  t h e  
lamps and c l e a n i n g  t h e  room, and h i d e  and watch him. There was a  b i g  t a b l e  
on t h e  habima where M r .  Myers would  s e t  o u t  h i s  equipment,  b u t  i n  o r d e r  t o  
t e l l  i f  a  lamp was f i l l e d ,  he had t o  p u t  h i s  f i n g e r  i n  i t .  We would  watch 
h i m  as he k e p t  t e s t i n g  w i t h  h i s  f i n g e r  t o  see how f a r  h e ' d  g o t t e n  u n t i l  
f i n a l l y ,  most  o f  t h e  t i m e ,  a  lamp wou ld  o v e r f l o w  and t h e  kerosene would  
r u n  f r e e l y  ove r  t h e  t a b l e .  

" T h i s  i s  what we hoped wou ld  happen. Then a f t e r  M r .  Myers would  c a r r y  t h e  
lamps o f f  t h e  habima and p l a c e  them i n  t h e  p r o p e r  s p o t s  i n  t h e  synagogue, 
he would  l eave ,  s i g h i n g  and s h u f f l i n g  i n  t h e  semi-darkness.  T h i s  i s  what  
we k i d s  w a i t e d  f o r .  We'd come o u t  o f  h i d i n g  t h e n  and sneak up on t h e  habima 
and t a k e  o u t  t h e  matches w e ' d  b r o u g h t  w i t h  us and l i g h t  t h e  kerosene a t  one 
end o f  t h e  t a b l e  and b l o w  i t  o u t  b e f o r e  i t  g o t  t o  t h e  o t h e r  end. And t h e n  
l i g h t  a n o t h e r  p a r t  and b l o w  i t  o u t ,  t o o ,  and j u s t  f o o l  around. Our own l i t t l e  
Hanukah. 

" U n t i l  w i t h  me. . . .  One day, I l i t  t h e  o i l  and i t  was a  l i t t l e  c l o s e  t o  t h e  
p a r t i t i o n  t h a t  separa tes  t h e  habima f r o m  t h e  r e s t  o f  t h e  synagogue. I t h i n k  
maybe i t ' s  l i k e  t h e  rood-sc reen  i n  y o u r  churches.  T h i s  one, anyway, was a l l  
f i l a g r e e  f r u i t w o o d .  Very o l d  and d r y .  The f lames r a n  r i g h t  up t o  i t  and 
c l imbed  i t  l i k e  a  l a d d e r .  We were t o o  sca red  t o  speak. 

"Edvardas, and Joe and I t o o k  o f f  o u r  c o a t s  and t r i e d  t o  b e a t  o u t  t h e  f l ames .  
No good! I t  j u s t  g o t  worse u n t i l  we pan icked  and r a n  o u t  i n  t h e  s t r e e t  
y e l l i n g  ' F i r e ! ' .  



" F i r s t  came t h e  r a b b i ,  who must have been on h i s  way t o  t h e  synagogue anyway. 
The words h i t  h i s  ears  and knocked h i s  h a t  o f f .  He was i n  t h e  b u i l d i n g  i n  
a  moment and r i p p e d  o f f  h i s  c a f t a n  and began b e a t i n g  a t  t h e  f lames w i t h  it. 
S t i l l  no good! 

"Then a1 1  a t  once, t h e  synagogue was f u l l  o f  people ,  Jews and G e n t i l e s ,  b e a t i n g  
a t  t h e  f lames u n t i l  t h e y  were o u t .  They b e a t  o u t  t h e  f i r e ,  t r u e ,  b u t  t h e  
g r i l l - w o r k  t h a t  went up t o  t h e  c e i l i n g  remained b l a c k  and char red .  

"My f a t h e r ,  who had been making s h i n g l e s  i n  o u r  garden .... Yes, t h a t  was 
one o f  h i s  w i n t e r  j o b s .  Making r a i l r o a d  t i e s  was ano ther .  And b e a t i n g  
f l a x .  He was n o t  i d l e .  My f a t h e r ,  h e a r i n g  a l l  t h e  ruckus,  dropped h i s  draw- 
k n i f e  and came r u n n i n g  t o  t h e  synagogue. You can imagine he was soon t o l d  I 
was t h e  one who had l i t  t h e  match. I c o u l d  see h im above t h e  crowd, a  t a l l  
man, s o r t i n g  them o u t  w i t h  h i s  eyes ' t i 1  he f o u n d  me, t h e  Boy Who Had S e t  
F i r e  t o  t h e  Synagogue, cower ing by t h e  habima. 

"Abraham Lepman; my f a t h e r  Abraham. Always young, s t r o n g ,  w ise .  A  b e a u t i f u l  
man. Safe i n  my mind, never  t o  change t h e  way a l l  e l s e  d i d .  A p e r f e c t  
f a t h e r .  

"He c a l l e d  me o u t  and took  me down t h e  r o a d  between t h e  synagogue and o u r  
house t o  t h e  s t a b l e .  I he lped  h im h i t c h  t h e  horse and wagon and we were on 
o u r  way o u t  o f  Z i d i k a i  a lmost  w i t h  no word spoken. 

'Where a r e  you t a k i n g  me, Papa?' 

'Micah, I t h i n k  i t ' s  t i m e  t o  v i s i t  Uncle S a u l . '  

"My unc le ,  Saul Weinberg, l i v e d  i n  Seda about  t e n  m i l e s  f r o m  Z i d i k a i  and 
t h e r e  was n o t  much communication between t h e  v i l l a g e s  go ing  t h a t  way. Seda 
was much s m a l l e r ;  Z i d i k a i  was t h e  home o f  b i g  landowners. They came t o  us. 
Uncle S a u l ' s .  A good p l a c e  t o  h i d e - o u t  u n t i l  t h i n g s  b lew over .  

"Not f a r  f r o m  Z i d i k a i ,  however, under a  b i g  oak t r e e  where t h e  s h o r t - c u t  
goes ac ross  t h e  f i e l d s ,  s t o o d  t h i s  t r a v e l i n g  p reacher .  He had on h i s  b l a c k  
c a f t a n ,  b u t  a  r e g u l a r  l i t t l e  cap w i t h  a  v i s o r ,  and c a r r i e d  a  b l a c k  bag. He 
had a  f u l l  r e d  beard  and t h i c k  g lasses .  A  r a b b i  w i t h o u t  a  congregat ion;  
w i t h  no synagogue. They were n o t  unusual i n  L i t h u a n i a  then.  T h e y ' d  t r a v e l  
f r o m  one town t o  ano ther  p reach ing  and making up a  c o l l e c t i o n .  On a  good 
day, t h e y  would  preach i n  two synagogues. Then s t a y  o v e r n i g h t  and on t o  
ano ther  one. 

"My f a t h e r  p u l l e d  up s h o r t ,  o f  course,  and asked h i m  t o  j o i n  us i n  t h e  wagon 
and we 'd  g i v e  h im a  r i d e  t o  t h e  n e x t  v i l l a g e .  I c raw led  i n  back and s a t  on 
t h e  f l o o r  and he g o t  i n  by  Papa, h o l d i n g  h i s  bag t i g h t  on h i s  l a p .  No sooner 
were we j o l t i n g  a l o n g  aga in  than  he began t o  lambaste t h e  younger genera t ion .  

"What a  bunch o f  bums t h e y  were! No r e s p e c t  f o r  t h e i r  e l d e r s !  No l o v e  o f  
o l d  ways! No r e l i g i o n !  Would you b e l i e v e ,  i n  t h e  v i l l a g e  where h e ' d  j u s t  
been a  boy had t r i e d  t o  b u r n  down t h e  synagogue? 

"My f a t h e r  and I j u s t  l i s t e n e d  t o  h im and, boy!  We d i d n ' t  say a  word. 
He w a s n ' t  n e a r l y  th rough .  As he went  on, wonder ing what  t h e  f a t h e r  o f  such 
a  w i l d  k i d  must be l i k e ,  a s k i n g  God t o  dea l  w i t h  such a  boy, p r e d i c t i n g  a  
h o r r i b l e  end f o r  h im, I sc run tched  down f u r t h e r  i n  t h e  wagon and began t o  



f e e l  more and more what  i t  was t o  be a r e f u g e e  - an o u t c a s t  - f o r  t h e  f i r s t  
t ime . "  

Mike s m i l e d  a t  me i r o n i c a l l y  and I laughed u n c e r t a i n l y ,  knowing how s i x  
y e a r s  l a t e r  he d i d  become a re fugee ,  b u t  never  an o u t c a s t  s u r e l y .  That  he 
was n o t  t o  go back t o  Z i d i k a i  f o r  twen ty  y e a r s ,  and a war had been f o u g h t ,  
and i t  was t o o  l a t e  t o  see Abraham. 

He began aga in  and I r e a l i z e d  amid many d a r k  s t o r i e s ,  t h i s  one was t o  be 
hand led l i g h t l y .  

" A f t e r  I was twen ty  y e a r s  i n  America, and m a r r i e d ,  and e s t a b l i s h e d ,  I went  
back t o  my hometown t o  see my mother.  I n  September, j u s t  b e f o r e  Yom K i p p u r .  
We were q u i t e  a wonder, my w i f e  and I .  Micah Lepman, t h e  one who went  t o  
America, back i n  Z i d i k a i .  Such t a l k i n g  and e a t i n g :  B u t  when S a ~ u r d a y  came, 
t h e r e  were l o n g  faces .  The r a b b i ,  n o t  t h e  o l d  one I had known, b u t  a younger  
man, v e r y  s e r i o u s ,  was u p s e t  because he c o u l d n ' t  conduct  s e r v i c e s  i n  t h e  
main synagogue. They had t o  use t h e  annex. A d i s g r a c e  on Z i d i  k a i .  A l l  t h e  
way from America and t h i s  i s  how h e ' s  t r e a t e d !  

"My o l d  f r i e n d ,  Joe, t o o k  me a s i d e  t o  say, 'You know why we c a n ' t  use t h e  
main synagogue? Because t h e y  a r e  j u s t  r e p a i r i n g  t h e  damage y o u  d i d  w i t h  
t h e  f i r e  twen ty  y e a r s  ago. A l l  t h i s  t i m e  we 've  saved, b u t  somehow someth ing 
always happened. Now y o u  come back j u s t  as t h e  j o b  i s  b e i n g  done. I t ' s  
Prov idence.  ' " 

' Joe ,  how much i s  i t  g o i n g  t o  c o s t , '  I asked him, ' t o  do a good j o b  and p u t  
i t  back j u s t  as i t  was? '  

"Joe d i d n ' t  have t o  t h i n k .  Everyone on t h e  main s t r e e t  knew t h a t  answer. 
'Two hundred and f i f t y  l i t s ,  Micah. '  

"I c o u l d n ' t  b e l i e v e  i t .  I ' d  f o r g o t t e n  how i t  was i n  L i t h u a n i a .  Twenty - f i v e  
d o l l a r s  i n  American money and twen ty  y e a r s  t h e y ' d  saved f o r  it. I p u t  my 
hand i n  my pocke t  b u t  then  I stopped.  I d i d n ' t  want  Z i d i k a i  t o  t h i n k  I was 
t h e  b i g  American b low-hard  back t o  impress t h e  town. 

'Joe, '  I s a i d ,  ' I  would  l i k e  t o  make a d o n a t i o n  f o r  t h e  j o b .  Would 
i t  be a l r i g h t ,  I wonder? N o t  m isunders tood? '  

"Joe shook my hand. He spoke w i t h  emot ion.  ' M i c a h ,  my f r i e n d .  You a r e  
good. The r a b b i  w i l l  b l e s s  you .  ' He nodded h i s  head. 'You a r e  good, Micah, 
b u t  i t  i s  o n l y  j u s t .  A f t e r  a l l ,  you  were t h e  boy who n e a r l y  burned t h e  
synagogue. "' 

Mike s m i l e s  b r o a d l y  a t  me and r a i s e s  a b u r l e y  f i n g e r ,  i m i t a t i n g  Joe.  

" A f t e r  a l l  t h o s e  y e a r s ,  t h a t ' s  s t i l l  who I was: The Boy Who S e t  F i r e  t o  
t h e  Synagogue. Joe s t i l l  has t o  shake a f i n g e r . "  

I n  t h e  n e x t  room, t h e  t a b l e  i s  b e i n g  s e t  f o r  l unch .  I n s i d e  t h e  s l i d i n g  
door  one o f  h i s  bronzes i s  s i l h o u e t t e d  a g a i n s t  t h e  Maine sky  and t h e  
Kennebec. 

"But  t w e n t y  y e a r s . "  He shook h i s  head. "My God. T h a t ' s  a l o n g  t i m e . "  

Rober t  McGuire 
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A Morning Poem 

for Myron 

Up i n  the dark, the  mechanical morning 
tasks ,  while you t a l k  s o f t l y  about 
the  things you know, the table  grows 
wi th  your conversation, oh father 

I ask wit2 your breath l e t  me hear 
the bare beginnings of the  world 

i f  my eyes seem t o  leap around you 
t r y  on each phrase with the 
r i s i n g  sun, my father laboring 
wi th  your hands, broken cars 

with growl men playing i n  them 
t h i s  mechanic, you know how t o  f i x  

each p a r t ,  my heart beats down 
your hard oiled hands, working c lass  
stock,  yet being wise, come t o  witness 
a t  the accustomed hour, these cars-- 

the  cool garage, those too l s  so c lever ,  
t h i s  wrench tha t  t ightens  your l i f e .  

KathZeen LigneZZ 



Doctor Gordius 
We are i n  ac t ive  pursuit of  Doctor &rdlus 
i n  the  various casts  of h i s  vesse l :  

a n t h i l t ,  l i l a c ,  righteous pretender. . . 
? h m e  Z the gardener 
has stwnbZed across him o f t en  
i n  the  symmetric formation of stone, 
i n  the  inteZligence of woodtand clearing. 

There was no disputing it. 
A perfectly equilateral  pyramld 
was demonstrated t o  e x i s t  
beneath the surface o f  a beach. 
Although it was o f  modest proportions, 
Zobstermen shook t h e i r  heads i n  unison. 

The egg from Goose Cove 
was f u l l  of  t i n y  salamanders, 
so we Z i t  a Tire  on the  lawn. 
A cloak was prepared i n  waiting. 

Only one of the  Gordius needles i s  said t o  be e x t m t .  

Conversations i n  the  garden have got louder, 
and moths beat percussion on the  sash. 
Yesterdmj there were sirens i n  the  cove, 

two of  them a hundred years old,  
wi th  barnacZes i n  orchestration. 

Even for a l l  of t ha t ,  
Gordius might s t i l l  have s ta in  h i s  brother 



legislative 
document 

'i'hey did not lobby us 
~ i t h  whispered b r i e f s  i n  o m  
marble, too grinning hal ls  
but spoke so s o f t l y  t o  the 
corni t tee ,  we could not r e l m .  
O f  the  damp rooms and 
ha l l s  where tenants without 
money slowly glance 
by one another 
i n  seepy shallows of  
f l icker ing paint and 
empty cans and 
then looking a t  each leg i s la tor  
they know I run my fa ther 's  store 
and we l i v e  i n  three rooms above storage 
said: 

Do we too simpli fy our l o t  
t o  sqq tha t  you are landlords and we are not? 

What can I say, Marge? 
Repeat the  pleasures 
of the law's close measure? 
I t s  harmony i n  l i tany? 
And no, I haven't yet wr i t t en  
a s ta tu t e  t ha t  speaks only 
t o  love. 

James A. McKenney 



Lakes in Ketchum 
Once t h e r e  was a  p a i n t e r ,  an American p a i n t e r  whose name you  would  

n o t  know. He l i v e d  and he d i e d ,  as peop le  do, and he p r o b a b l y  went  t o  P a r i s  

once o r  t w i c e ,  and t h e  South o f  Spa in  t o  l o o k  a t  t h e  r e d  dus t ,  and went, 

I know f o r  a  f a c t ,  t o  Padua once, and Venice.  

I n  Venice he looked  around some, and doub t less  made some sketches o f  

t h e  Grand Canal f r o m  t h e  Gritti, b u t  I d o n ' t  r e a l l y  know t h a t .  He d i d  a  

l o t  o f  sketches,  though, and l a t e r ,  back i n  Scranton,  he t o o k  one o f  them 

o u t  o f  h i s  c racked  f o l i o  and p a i n t e d  a  16 x 20 i n  o i l .  

I have no doubt  t h a t  he d i d  o t h e r s .  You must have seen them, o r  ones 

l i k e  them, g r e a t  p o s t - i m p r e s s i o n i s t  s p l a s h i n g  mura ls ,  and p o r t r a i t s  o f  gray-  

l i p p e d  f r u i t  venders wear ing  brown f e l t  h a t s  o r  r e d  bandanas, p a i n t i n g s  t h a t  

may hang i n  town l i b r a r i e s  f o r  a l l  I know, o r  i n  I t a l i a n  r e s t a u r a n t s  t h a t  

se rve  bad food.  I t ' s  r e a l l y  a l l  t h e  same t o  me, b u t  t h i s  one I saw j u s t  

l a s t  month i n  t h e  shadowed c o r n e r  o f  a  s t u f f y ,  ' T h i r t i e s - s t y l e  b a r ,  da rk  

and t u n n e l - l i k e .  

I see t h e  p a i n t i n g  and, p i c k i n g  up my d r i n k ,  go on o v e r  t o  i t .  C a l l  

i t  c u r i o s i t y ;  c a l l  i t  boredom, i f  y o u  l i k e .  

Shown i s  t h e  sky ,  and a  covered b r i d g e  made o f  s tone ,  o v e r  a  cana l - -  

t h e  sun g l i n t i n g ,  b r i g h t  y e l l o w  and r e d  and i n d i g o  f l e c k s  o f  c o l o r ,  t h e  

gleam o f  w h i t e ,  tawny brown--and da rk  g ray  cana l  wa te rs ,  a  t h i n  s t e e l  sea. 

I t  i s  c a l l e d  "The B r i d g e  o f  S i g h s . "  

I t ' s  n o t  a  bad p a i n t i n g ,  b u t  w i t h  such a  t i t l e ,  i t  s h o u l d  be much 

b e t t e r .  

I almos t  see Ernes to  s t a n d i n g  t h e r e ,  Mr. Papa h i m s e l f - - t h e  handsomest 

goddamned b e a r  i n  t h e  w o r l d - - s t a n d i n g ,  s t a r i n g  down a t  those  u g l y  w a t e r s ,  

t h i n k i n g - - w i t h o u t  knowing i t - - a b o u t  Ketchum. 



He f o l d s  h i s  arms and leans  aga ins t  the  cold s tone  r a i l  t h a t  a r ches ,  

c a t - l i k e ,  above the  canal .  Soon, he turns  and hulks away on the  b a l l s  of 

h i s  f e e t ,  f i g h t e r - s t y l e ,  the  gun-smell and Ketchum i n  h i s  head. 

Some th ings  a r e  dreams, and some a re  n o t .  Everyone knows t h i s ;  bu t  

nightmares a r e  n e i t h e r .  Ernest was one who knew t h a t .  

I  have a f r i e n d  who thinks h e ' s  S c o t t  F i t zge ra ld .  Tel l  me, i s  t h a t  

a dream o r  a nightmare? I c a n ' t  say t h a t  I know, and when I ask him he 

s a y s ,  " I 'm r e a l l y  a l i t t l e  upset--please leave me a lone ,  chap, would you?" 

I leave him alone.  

A t  times I have a dream about a l ake ,  a t  times when I l i e  ha l f -s leep  

in t h e  mornings and know t h a t  I 'm dreaming. I  wake up and decide I am not 

awake, and t r y  t o  go back t o  i t ,  t o  the  sky-mirrored wa te r s ,  bu t  I  never 

can. This s o r t  of th ing  happens t o  a l o t  of  people, o r  so I hear .  

I t  comes and goes. There a re  periods when I w i l l  s e e  the  lake every 

few mornings, and then i t  goes, and s t a y s  away a long time. 

I t  seems as though I remember t h a t  Abe Lincoln, before he was k i l l e d ,  

used t o  see  himself i n  dreams, l a i d  o u t  i n  h i s  c a s k e t ,  marble-featured, a l l  

s e t  f o r  t h a t  l a s t ,  long t r a i n  r i d e ,  b u t  I 'm not  s u r e .  I am s u r e ,  though, 

t h a t  i t  was before he was k i l l e d  t h a t  t h i s  may have taken place.  Not a f t e r .  

That s o r t  of th ing  you can be su re  about .  

Funny th ings  happened t o  me l a s t  week, s t r ange  th ings .  Wednesday, a 

l i t t l e  kid gave me a f lower .  I  c a r r i e d  i t  around i n  f r o n t  of  lme l i k e  a 

ta l i sman,  b u t  i t  w i l t e d ,  and I threw i t  away. I  was mad a l l  af ternoon.  

Walking down the  s t r e e t  on Friday,  I passed a garbage-f i l led  a l l e y ,  

dark and wr i th ing  with ch i ld ren .  "Hey, mister!"  they c a l l ,  and I t r y  t o  

hurry away, but  t h e i r  laughter  holds me, t h e i r  s h r i e k s ,  and they chant a f t e r  

me : 



You shou ld  never  l a u g h  when a hearse  goes by ,  
For you  may be t h e  n e x t  t o  d i e .  
They wrap y o u  up i n  a b loody  s h e e t ,  
I n  a h o l e  y o u  go t h a t ' s  s i x  f e e t  deep. 
The worms c raw l  i n ,  t h e  worms c raw l  ou t ,  
The worms p l a y  p i n o c h l e  on y o u r  s n o u t .  
Your stomach t u r n s  t o  a s l i m y  green, 
And pus comes o u t  l i k e  s h a v i n g  cream. 
You spread t h e  pus upon some bread,  
And t h a t ' s  what y o u  e a t  when y o u  a r e  dead! 

I b e g i n  t o  t h i n k  I may go t o  Europe: France, I t a l y ,  Spain,  t h e  u s u a l .  

No t  Pamplona, though. I d o n ' t  want  t o  see t h e  b u l l s ;  f o r g i v e  me, E r n e s t o ,  

b u t  I d o n ' t .  The h i l l  c o u n t r y ,  y e s ,  c e r t a i n l y ,  and t h e r e  must b e  good streams 

l e f t  even now--even now, l a u g h i n g  streams and f i n e  Spanish t r o u t .  The French 

would  n o t  h a t e  me any more t h a n  t h e y  h a t e  themselves--why s h o u l d  t h e y ?  

Yes, and I would  d e a r l y  l o v e  t o  see t h e  B r i d g e  o f  S ighs .  

LOOK . . . LOOK OUT AT THE LAKE. 

I d o n ' t  know, though, a l l  t h e  same. There i s  a lways Ketchum, Idaho.  

I t  seems l i k e  t h e r e  s h o u l d  be l a k e s  i n  Ketchum. A t  l e a s t  one. 

. . . HE HEARS THE LOONS NOW: FLUTED SOUNDS RIPPLING, WHIRLING AWAY 

THE DULCET DUST OF SLEEP. FULLY AWAKE, AWARE, TAUT, CHILL, HE WALKS THE 

WET PATHWAY THROUGH THE BRAMBLE AND THE FERN, THE GENTLE GRASS LONG AN0 

WET ON THE TROUSERS, DOWN TO WHERE THE WATER LIES SMOOTH, GRAY, SKY-MIRRORED. 

I N  THE CANOE, THE THIN AND SILENT CRAFT, HE GLIDES, WATER-BOUNDED, 

MIST AROUND HIM . . . SWIRLING, EDDYING LIKE THOUGHTS I N  A DREAM, MIDNIGHT 

WONDER; AND THERE ARE TREES ON THE SHORE. HE KNOWS THAT THERE, THERE I N  

THOSE WOODS, ARE DEER--BROWN-EYED, QUICK-EARED--CROPPING THE CEDAR. 

FROM BEHIND THE DARK MOUNTAINS THE SUN I S  SLOWLY RISING. 

B r e n t  H a l l  



l e t  us be frank 
shal l  we? 
you look l i k e  a tramp 
he said t o  me 
(you look l i k e  a fop 
i 'd been th ink ing)  
by way o f  comptirnenting 
my personali ty  
comparing me 
t o  the  women 
o f  baltimore 

shalZ we be frank? 
the  femaZe skaters 
i n  the  olympics were 
lovely  young ladies  
but  the  men's looks 
never discussed 
(JUT a s p l i t  
second i took 
tramp 
t o  mean s l u t  
before i knew you m e m t  
hobo) 

what i mean i s  
myths 
are dying i n  
s kowhegan 
and i f  i 'd countered 
t e l l i n g  you 
what i thought o f  
your looks 
ins tead o f  pivoting 
peacocking the  needlepoint  
back o f  my dungaree 
jacket 
what then? 

l e e  sharkey 
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bsa 

chuck r ides  home 
on h i s  b ig  bsa 650 
with a t e r r i f i e d  wife 
clinging t o  h i s  back 
hinging a desparate shout 
i n t o  his  ea? 
cintting o f f  the  thrus t  
f m m  bursting up and out 
t h o u g h  h i s  pistons and Zegs 
i n t o  the  s o f t  sweet s t r e e t  
stretched seductively 
below him 

he holds back 
and back 
and soon 
springs a Zeak 
i n  h i s  l i f e  
Leaving him 
with a job 
a t i e  and the  
big  bsa 650 
fading i n t o  
the back section 
of  h i s  waZZet 
l w n p ~  
i n  a backass pocket 

Doug Rawzings 



The Good Gray God 
!That God t h a t ' s  coming through the  smog 
I s  machine-made i n  Detroit .  
His parts are interchangable; 
He has a twelve-month guarantee. 
We w i Z Z  be l ess  able t o  support him than formerly; 
He w i l l  give l ess  honest sa t i s fac t ion  than yesterday's model, 
And w i l l  cos t  more t o  rm. 
However, he won't m k e  specious promises. 
He'l l  demand t o t a l  abnegation but  we can count on him. 
He ' 2 2  promise us the moon, 
But never heaven. 

He'l l  be gray, t h i s  God, 
Of indeterminate sex; incontrovertibly logical .  
But then, so w i l l  we, 
Since we've ordered him i n  our image. 
Instead o f  l ightning and floods, 
His surprises w i l l  be blown gaskets and f l a t  t i r e s .  
He w i l l  not speak t o  us i n  rocks and r i l l s ,  
Nor tw i l i gh t  oceans, nor spring gardens. 
Those things w i l l  cost  too m c h  t o  manufacture. 
Besides, t h e y ' l l  a l l  be patented by then, 
And who can afford royal ty? 

Robert McGLlire 



SCAPEGOAT 
Dr. Myra Baker s tands l o o k i n g  a n x i o u s l y  down a t  t h e  l a r g e ,  s t i l l  handsome 
woman slumped i n  a  p a r l o r  c h a i r  o f  t h e  L a d i e s '  House o f  t h e  T o n j u  M i s s i o n  
compound i n  remote N o r t h  China. 

"Rose, my dear ,  y o u ' r e  f e v e r i s h .  You have pushed y o u r s e l f  t o o  h a r d  a g a i n .  
You know what they  s a i d  i n  Boston about  g e t t i n g  y o u r  r e s t .  Y o u ' l l  j u s t  
have t o  r e l a x  and t a k e  h o l d  o f  y o u r s e l f  - o r  t h e y  w i l l  have t o  send you  
away. " 

"Oh, Myra, I ' m  dy ing :  T h i s  t i m e  t h e  L o r d  Jesus knows I ' m  g o i n g  t o  d i e .  
H o l d  me. P lease h o l d  me, Myra. H o l d  me c l o s e  i n  y o u r  arms. I ' m  so 
f r i g h t e n e d ! "  Her v o i c e  i s  s t r a i n e d  and h i g h  p i t c h e d  and h e r  eyes s t a r t  
t o  r o l l  c r a z i l y  upward. "Rock me. Rock me ... b y e - l o  baby . . .  b y e - l o  ba-a-by. 
H o l d  me, p l e a s e ,  t h e  way y o u  d i d  b e f o r e  . . . "  
Dr .  Myra Baker s i g h s  and l e a n s  over  t h e  c h a i r  t oward  Rose. Rose 's  da rk  
brown h a i r  i s  p u l l e d  i n t o  a  l o o s e  k n o t  a t  h e r  neck. She has s u r p r i s i n g l y  
few g rey  h a i r s  f o r  a  woman i n  h e r  m i d - f o r t i e s .  She s t a r t s  t o  r o c k  t h e  sma l l  
w a l n u t  r o c k e r  back and f o r t h  a t  an a l a r m i n g  r a t e .  

"Rose, dear ,  you  a r e  s a f e  w i t h  me now. Ask t h e  L o r d  t o  h e l p  you  f i n d  y o u r  
way back t o  h e a l t h .  You know what  t h e y ' l l  do, Rose, i f  y o u  keep on l i k e  t h i s .  
B u t  now y o u  must come w i t h  me." Myra speaks c o a x i n g l y .  "Lean on me and 
we w i l l  go up t o  bed where y o u  can r e s t  and g e t  b e t t e r . "  

A sma l l  b u t  s t u r d y  woman, she braces h e r  f o o t  a g a i n s t  t h e  r o c k e r  and w i t h  
a  b u r s t  o f  s t r e n g t h  which she a s c r i b e s  unconsc ious ly  t o  t h e  a l m i g h t y  i n  
Heaven, p u l l s  t h e  t a l l e r  woman u p r i g h t .  

"Myra, i t ' s  a  punishment.  They a l l  t h i n k  I have s i n n e d  a g a i n s t  t h e  Lo rd .  
I know i t .  He w o n ' t  h e l p  me now, w i l l  he,  Myra? T h i s  t i m e  must I d i e ? "  

"Come, l e a n  on me, Rose. Here we go up t o  y o u r  s o f t  warm bed. Y o u ' l l  see, 
you  w i l l  be b e t t e r  soon." The l i t t l e  d o c t o r  i n c h e s  t h e  s t r i c k e n  woman up 
t h e  s t a i r s  one s t e p  a t  a  t ime .  Her s t r e n g t h  comes t o  h e r  f r o m  somewhere. 
She c a n ' t  t a k e  t h e  t i m e ,  even, t o  p r a y  f o r  i t .  Why? Why? she asks t h e  empty 
a i r ,  d i d  t h e - M i s s i o n  Board l e t  h e r  r e t u r n  t o  China. They s a i d  t h e r e  was 
l i t t l e  l i k e l i h o o d  o f  a  r e c u r r e n c e  o f  what  had happened a t  Fenchow and t h e y  
had pronounced he re  ready  f o r  ano the r  seven y e a r s .  B u t  Myra was n e v e r  s u r e  
t h e  Board had been t o l d  t h e  whole  s t o r y .  Perhaps I s h o u l d  have c o n t a c t e d  
them m y s e l f  b u t ,  o f  course,  I o n l y  had t h e  word o f  t h e  peop le  o f  Fenchow. 
The v i s i o n  o f  Rose r u n n i n g  t h r o u g h  t h e  m i s s i o n  compound s t a r k  naked was 
never  one she c o u l d  f i x  i n  h e r  mind f o r  v e r y  l o n g .  

Myra f e e l s  t h e  w e i g h t  o f  t h e  woman suddenly  go l i m p  i n  h e r  arms and she grabs 
t h e  p i n e a p p l e  knob o f  t h e  newel1 p o s t  j u s t  i n  t i m e  t o  p r e v e n t  them b o t h  f r o m  
f a l l i n g  back down t h e  b a r e  v a r n i s h e d  s t a i r s .  As i t  i s  she i s  f o r c e d  t o  l a y  
t h e  g r e a t ,  dead w e i g h t  o f  h e r  f r i e n d  o n t o  t h e  green f i g u r e d  c a r p e t  o f  t h e  
u p s t a i r s  h a l l w a y .  Myra sees t h a t  she has f a i n t e d  and f e e l s  h e r  f l u t t e r i n g  
p u l s e  w i t h  growing a la rm.  Her own h e a r t  i s  pounding as she runs  down t h e  
h a l l w a y  f o r  t h e  e x t r a  med ica l  k i t  she keeps l o c k e d  i n  h e r  c l o s e t .  Back 
w i t h  h e r  s te thoscope,  she knee ls  o v e r  t h e  sprawled fo rm o f  t h e  o t h e r  woman. 



Fear makes h e r  own h e a r t  b e a t  l i k e  a  drum i n  t h e  s t i l l n e s s  o f  t h e  morn ing.  
Rose 's  h e a r t ,  b e a t i n g  s h a l l o w l y  and i n  uneven b u r s t s ,  p l a y s  a  c o u n t e r p o i n t  
t o  h e r  own, j o i n e d  i n  t h e  s te thoscope.  F i b r i l l a t i o n ,  Myra t e l l s  h e r s e l f ,  
i s  n o t  uncommon i n  cases o f  severe mental  s t r e s s .  

The L a d i e s '  House o f  t h e  Tong ju  M i s s i o n  compound, o f  t h e  N o r t h  China M i s s i o n  
o f  t h e  American Board o f  Commissioners o f  F o r e i g n  M i s s i o n s ,  i s  even q u i e t e r  
t h a n  u s u a l .  The houseboy and t h e  "sewing woman" c reep  abou t  t h e i r  d u t i e s  
s i l e n t l y .  The sme l l  of f u r n i t u r e  p o l i s h  r i s e s  t h r o u g h  t h e  s t i l l ,  dead a i r .  
Doors a r e  n o t  a l l o w e d  t o  whine on t h e i r  h inges ,  n o r  t h e  f r o n t  door  t o  slam, 
though i t  has j u s t  now opened and s h u t .  A wh ispered  c o n v e r s a t i o n  does n o t  
d i s p e l  t h e  c loseness o f  t h e  atmosphere b u t  r a t h e r  accen tua tes  i t .  

"How i s  she now?" 

"She s t i l l  h a s n ' t  r e g a i n e d  consc iousness. "  

"Myra, what  do you  p r e d i c t  w i l l  happen t o  h e r ? "  

"We've done a l l  t h a t  can be done f o r  h e r  he re .  As h e r  f r i e n d  and h e r  p h y s i c i a n  
I can o n l y  say she i s  i n  God's hands."  

" O f  cou rse  y o u  have done e v e r y t h i n g  you  c o u l d  do," L e t t y  i n t e r j e c t e d .  "We 
a r e  a l l ,  o f  course,  p r a y i n g  f o r  h e r  r e c o v e r y .  B u t  i n  t h e  meantime I f e e l  
t h a t  we must t a k e  s t e p s  t o  n o t i f y  t h e  M i s s i o n  S t a f f .  We must ask James 
B a i l e y  t o  make t h e  arrangements - t o  book h e r  passage - And which o f  us w i l l  
have t o  go? I w i l l  w r i t e  t h i s  a f t e r n o o n . "  She seems o b l i v i o u s  t o  t h e  h o t  
anger  r i s i n g  i n  Myra. 

"Tha t ,  my good L e t t y ,  i s  f o r  me t o  sugges t  and t h e  Board t o  d e c i d e . "  Even 
though Myra speaks q u i e t l y ,  she sees t h a t  h e r  words have o f f e n d e d  L e t t y  
and i s  s e c r e t l y  g l a d .  Even i f  L e t t y  i s  now t h e  l o c a l  S e c r e t a r y ,  t h e  Compound's 
p o l i t i c s  d o n ' t  i n t e r e s t  h e r ;  never  d i d  i n  t h e  b e s t  o f  t imes .  She draws h e r  
b r e a t h  i n  s h a r p l y  and p l a c e s  h e r  hand on L e t t y ' s  arm i n  a  way she hopes 
w i l l  soothe h e r  n e i g h b o r ' s  p ique .  A f t e r  a l l ,  she p r o b a b l y  meant w e l l .  

" L e t t y ,  y o u  can h e l p  me most r i g h t  now b y  o r g a n i z i n g  an a round- the -c lock  
v i g i l  so t h a t  t h e r e  w i l l  be someone w i t h  Rose a t  a1 1  t imes  - day and n i g h t  - 
t o  watch f o r  s i g n s  o f  any change. Tha t  w i l l  f r e e  me t o  go t o  t h e  h o s p i t a l  
t o  i n s t r u c t  Dr .  Dwon i n  t h e  s t e p s  t o  t a k e  f o r  v a r i o u s  emergencies t h a t  m i g h t  
a r i s e .  Then, perhaps,  I can even g e t  a  n i g h t ' s  s leep . "  

L e t t y  draws h e r s e l f  up t o  h e r  f u l l  f i v e  f e e t  t e n  i n c h e s .  "Myra, y o u  s u r e l y  
know t h a t  i s  e x a c t l y  what  I have come here  f o r  t h i s  morn ing!  B e r t h a  w i l l  
come t h i s  a f t e r n o o n ,  Ruth w i  11 s t a y  th rough  t h e  n i g h t ,  t h e n  tomorrow we 
w i l l  r o t a t e  so we w i l l  a l l  be a b l e  t o  m a i n t a i n  o u r  s t r e n g t h  f o r  God's c a l l .  
The men a r e  i n  agreement." 

" L e t t y , "  Myra r e t o r t s  a lmos t  s h a r p l y ,  " I  s h o u l d  have known y o u  were way 
ahead o f  me on t h i s . "  

She i s  t i r e d  t o  t h e  marrow o f  h e r  bones. She has never  been a b l e  t o  p u t  
h e r  f i n g e r  on why h e r  n e i g h b o r  i n  t h e  l a r g e  b r i c k  house n e x t  door  ge ts  on 
h e r  nerves so - beyond any o f  t h e  o t h e r s  i n  t h e  compound o f  t h r e e  f a m i l i e s  



and t h e  two o r  t h r e e  r e s i d e n t s  o f  t h e  L a d i e s '  House. B u t  t h e  i r r i t a t i o n  i s  
a  f a c t .  She l o o k s  up a t  L e t t y ' s  p inched,  e a r n e s t  f a c e  and says,  " L e t ' s  go 
u p s t a i r s  now and I w i l l  t e l l  y o u  what  t o  watch f o r  i n  Rose. And I must 
emphasize t h a t  you  must send Gwandung f o r  me immedia- i f  t h e r e  i s  t h e  
s l i g h t e s t  change a t  a l l . "  Myra watches t o  see what  e f f e c t  h e r  words a r e  
h a v i n g  on L e t t y  and dec ided,  d e s p i t e  t h e  s t i f f e n i n g  o f  h e r  shou lde rs  and 
pursed l i p s ,  t o  go on.  

" I ' v e  p u t  h e r  up h e r e  on t h e  t h i r d  f l o o r  so t h a t  t h e  s e r v a n t s  w i l l  n o t  t a k e  
f r i g h t  and leave .  I am n o t  concerned abou t  Chiwon. He w i l l  p u t  t h e  h o t  
and c o l d  w a t e r  p i t c h e r s  o u t s i d e  t h e  door  a t  t h e  f o o t  o f  t h e  s t a i r s  and empty 
t h e  s l o p s  as needed. You w i l l  have t o  c a r r y  them down t o  t h e  second f l o o r  
h a l l w a y .  He w i l l  l i g h t  t h e  lamps as w e l l ,  i f  t h e y  a r e  c a r r i e d  down t o  h im.  
You can e x p l a i n  t o  Ruth .  I have g i v e n  h i m  o r d e r s  on no account  t o  come up 
h e r e  t o  Rose 's  room. T h i s  i s  f o r  h i s  own p r o t e c t i o n  w i t h  t h e  o t h e r  s e r v a n t s . "  

L e t t y ' s  f a c e  i s  r e d  w i t h  suppressed anger  b u t  Myra ' s  c o n c i l i a t o r y  mood has 
l e f t  h e r .  She drags o v e r  a  c h a i r  f o r  L e t t y  and mot ions h e r  t o  s i t  where 
Rose's w h i t e ,  empty f a c e  i s  c l e a r l y  v i s i b l e .  L e t t y  i g n o r e s  t h e  g e s t u r e .  
" A r e n ' t  y o u  a f r a i d  t h a t  Chiwon w i l l  r e f u s e  t o  h a n d l e  t h e  m a t e r i a l  f r o m  t h e  
s i c k  room?" L e t t y ' s  v o i c e  g r a t e s  h a r s h l y  on Myra ' s  t a u t ,  o v e r - s t r e t c h e d  
nerves b u t  she r e p 1  i e s  w i t h  c a r e f u l  c i v i l i t y .  

"I d o n ' t  have t o  w o r r y  about  Chiwon. Rose i s  t h e  sun and t h e  moon t o  h im.  
When h i s  l i t t l e  boy n e a r l y  d i e d  o f  t h e  measles, f rom p l a y i n g  w i t h  Adolph,  
I m i g h t  add, Rose s t a y e d  w i t h  t h e  c h i l d  u n t i l  he was o u t  o f  danger - day and 
n i g h t .  No, I ' m  n o t  w o r r i e d  about  Chiwon l e a v i n g  us."  Myra s t a r t s  f o r  t h e  door  
and i s  ha l f -way  t o  i t  when L e t t y  t u r n s  toward  h e r  w i t h  a  s t r a n g e ,  t i g h t  
l o o k  on h e r  face .  

" I  hope you w o n ' t  m isunders tand  me, Myra, b u t  I f e e l  t h a t  Rose ... w e l l ,  
t h e r e  was always . . . what  I mean i s  , . .  She c o u l d  never  a v o i d  t h a t  touch  
o f  t h e  c a r n a l .  The c h i l d r e n  f e l t  i t  and f l o c k e d  around h e r  and she encouraged 
i t  - i n  an unhea l thy  way. D i d  y o u  sense t h a t  too ,  Myra? I mean ... we a l l  
l o v e d  h e r  b u t  I . . .  w e l l  . . .  I j u s t  d o n ' t  know - t h e  ways o f  t h e  L o r d  a r e  
sometimes d i f f i c u l t . .  ." 
L e t t y ' s  words h i t  h e r  l i k e  b u l l e t s .  Myra f e e l s  h e r  f a c e  b u r n i n g  and h e a t  
d i f f u s e s  th rough  h e r  body u n t i l  she f e e l s  she w i l l  b u r s t .  She c lenches 
h e r  f i s t s  a t  h e r  s i d e  and s t r u g g l e s  f o r  c o n t r o l  t o  keep f r o m  s t r i k i n g  o u t  
a t  t h i s  sanct imonious,  t h i s  p r u d i s h  - she c a n ' t  even t h i n k  o f  words s t r o n g  
enough t o  damn h e r  w i t h .  As t h e  l i t t l e  d o c t o r  s t r u g g l e s  t o  choke back h e r  
anger ,  she f e e l s  someth ing u n f a m i l i a r  and uncomfo r tab le  w e l l i n g  up i n s i d e  
h e r ,  push ing  o u t  t h e  words i n  s p i t e  o f  h e r s e l f .  

"To c a r e  - t o  ca re  f o r  so many peop le  so d e e p l y . .  .I1 M y r a ' s  v o i c e  i s  s t r a i n e d  
and these i s  an edge t o  i t. "To c a r e  so deep ly  ... f o r  them . . .  f o r  us . . .  
l o s t  on t h i s  f a r  c o r n e r  o f  t h e  e a r t h  among t h e  Godless. Tha t  i s  h e r  s i n  - 
a  s i n  t h a t  has s t r e t c h e d  h e r  s p i r i t  t o  t h e  b r e a k i n g  po in t -  Oh Lo rd !  IS 
it  a s i n  t o  l o v e  a n o t h e r  person as Rose . . . o n l y  Rose . . . knew how t o  do?"  

Myra, o b l i v i o u s  now - t o  L e t t y  - t o  e v e r y t h i n g  b u t  h e r  own so r row and l o s s ,  
p u t s  h e r  s h o r t - c r o p p e d  head a g a i n s t  t h e  s t a i r  r a i l  and r e t c h e s ,  g r a t e f u l  f o r  
t h e  grey  enamel b a s i n  wh ich  L e t t y  snatches up and hands h e r .  

V i r g i n i a  M. Wickes 



Every f a l l  
the  cat s l i p s  out 
i n t o  the plwnb-dark night ,  

mixing her body 
wi th  the  amber wind, 
l i ck ing  blood and venison 

from her whiskers. 
The cat  i s  a handmaid 
t o  Artemis: 

she hunts the moon 
with lonely songs, t e l l i n g  
o f  no lovers, no transgressions. 

Margaret Park 



The v o i c e  o f  t h e  v e t ' s  a s s i s t a n t  o v e r  t h e  phone had j u s t  t h e  r i g h t  n o t e  o f  
sympathy and r e g r e t .  

"The Doc to r  d i d  e v e r y t h i n g  he could,"  she s a i d ,  " b u t  G r e t e l  d i e d  about  an 
hour  ago."  

I t  t o o k  a  moment f o r  t h e  news t o  make sense, even though Michae l  had been 
n e r v o u s l y  e x p e c t i n g  i t .  G r e t e l  h a d n ' t  been h e r s e l f  s i n c e  t h e  b i r t h  o f  t h e  
pups t h r e e  months ago. He blamed h i m s e l f  f o r  b r e e d i n g  h e r  i n  t h e  f i r s t  p l a c e .  
I t  had been a  l a r g e  l i t t e r  . . . t e n  b i q  and s t r o n g  Great  Dane pupp ies .  B u t  
t h e i r  b i r t h  had d e l i v e r e d  t h e  f i n a l  b low t o  G r e t e l ' s  h e a l t h .  She had r a p i d l y  
become weaker; some s o r t  o f  p o i s o n i n g  had developed; t h e  v e t e r i n a r i a n  had 
dec ided t o  opera te ,  and e v i d e n t l y  she had d i e d  under t h e  a n e s t h e t i c .  W e l l ,  
t h a t  was t h a t .  Michae l  f e l t  s i c k  a t  h e a r t .  G r e t e l  was, no had been, o n l y  
a  dog b u t  she had a l s o  been h i s  c o n s t a n t  companion and h i s  v e r y  qood f r i e n d .  

The v e t ' s  a s s i s t a n t ,  a  p r e t t y  g i r l  w i t h  r e d  h a i r ,  Michae l  remembered, went 
on w i t h  he r  d i s c u s s i o n  of t h e  medica l  causes o f  G r e t e l  ' s  death .  As though 
i t  mat te red :  He was s u r e  t h e  d o c t o r  had done h i s  b e s t .  

"There ' s  a n o t h e r  t h i n g  we were wonder ing about , "  s a i d  t h e  g i r l .  "We wondered. 
t h e  D o c t o r  s a i d  t o  ask you; Mr. Adams, have you," h e r  v o i c e  sank l o w e r ,  "have 
you  chosen a  p l a c e  f o r  y o u r  dog?" 

"A p l a c e ? "  asked Michae l  b l a n k l y  



"Yes, i n  t h e  graveyard, "  s a i d  t h e  g i r l .  "The Dogs' and C a t s '  L a s t  Res t  i s  
o n l y  a  few m i l e s  f r o m  us. . .and we can see about  a  c o f f i n  f o r  y o u  i f  y o u  
1  i ke . " 

M ichae l  f e l t  a  sudden sense o f  shock.  I n  a  way i t  was t h e  most  h e l p f u l  t h i n g  
she c o u l d  have s a i d  t o  h im. I t  b r o u g h t  h i m  back t o  h i m s e l f  w i t h  a  j e r k ,  and 
hc c o u l d  a lmos t  have laughed. A g raveyard  f o r  dogs and c a t s :  P l a n t e d  w i t h  
dogwood and c a t n i p .  I m i t a t i o n  bone markers !  How r i d i c u l o u s  t h a t  seemed. 
H e ' d  heard  o f  such t h i n g s ,  o f  course,  t h a t  Eve lyn  Waugh book f o r  i n s t a n c e ,  
and yes ,  he must have passed t h e  Dogs' and C a t s '  L a s t  Rest  on h i s  way i n t o  
Manhattan.  The v e r y  i d e a  o f  such a  cemetery s t r u c k  h i m  as n o t  o n l y  l u d i c r o u s ,  
b u t  a lmos t  wronq, a g a i n s t  t h e  r i g h t  and p r o p e r  p rocedure  o f  s o c i e t y .  Tha t  
was h i s  Maine b l o o d  he supposed. He knew f r o m  exper ience  t h a t  dea th  was 
l o o k e d  a t  d i f f e r e n t l y  i n  Maine, n o t  o n l y  i n  dogs b u t  i n  humans. What had 
Jane W i c k c l i f f e  w r i t t e n  i n  h e r  l a s t  l e t t e r ?  

"Sor ry  t o  t e l l  you,  Mike,  t h a t  M a t t i e  James d i e d  l a s t  week. We was a l l  q u i t e  
s u r p r i s e d  s e e i n g  t h a t  w e ' d  t h o u g h t  h e r  backaches was a l l  i n  h e r  head. She 
j u s t  passed away i n  h e r  s l e e p ,  and L e v i  and me g o t  up e a r l y  and p i c k e d  f l o w e r s  
f r o m  t h e  garden f o r  t h e  f u n e r a l .  I t  was a  l o v e l y  f u n e r a l .  About everyone 
f r o m  town was t h e r e  and M a t t i e  l ooked  b e a u t i f u l  l a y e d  o u t .  I n  f a c t  some 
people  t h o u g h t  she l o o k e d  b e t t e r  t h a n  she ever  had i n  h e r  l i f e  b e f o r e  and 
t h e y  was r i g h t .  O f  cou rse  she had h e r  g lasses on and t h a t  he lped  a  l o t . "  

Now t h e r e  was a  way t o  l o o k  a t  death .  The W i c k c l i f f e s  would  miss M a t t i e ,  
who had l i v e d  across t h e  r o a d  f rom them f o r  o v e r  f o r t y  y e a r s .  She had been 
t h e i r  age, t h e  age o f  M i c h a e l ' s  f a t h e r ,  and t h e  W i c k c l i f f e  and James houses 
s t o o d  as s e n t i n e l s  a t  t h e  head o f  t h e  d i r t  r o a d  t h a t  l e d  down t o  t h e  Adams' 
p lace .  Tha t  meant t h a t  Michae l  would  miss  h e r  t o o .  . .and y e t ,  he saw t h e  
p o i n t  o f  J a n e ' s  remarks,  was amused and touched by them, and unders tood a l l  
h e r  words i m p l i e d .  I t  had n o t h i n g  t o  do about  how you  f e l t  about  a  person.  
N o t h i n g  c o u l d  change t h e  Maine way o f  l o o k i n g  a t  t h i n g s ,  n o t  even such a  
common and sad t h i n g  as death .  People f r o m  Maine were i n d i v i d u a l ,  t r e n c h a n t ,  
s l i g h t l y  c a u s t i c  and o f t e n  s c a r i n g l y  f r a n k  no m a t t e r  what  happened. And 
death  came t o  t h e  town o f  Rock Cove o n l y  once o r  t w i c e  a  year ,  n i c e l y  ma tch ing  
t h e  new a r r i v a l s  e i t h e r  b y  b i r t h  o r  mar r iage .  Thus t h e  p o p u l a t i o n ,  excep t  
f o r  t h e  summer i n f l u x ,  remained t h e  same, w i t h  everyone knowing e v e r y t h i n g  
about  everyone e l s e .  And co imen t ing  on i t ,  r i g h t  up t o  and a f t e r  t h e  f u n e r a l  l 

Michae l  f e l t  a  sudden v i v i d  l o n g i n g  f o r  Maine. By God, he though t ,  I'll 
go up e a r l y  t h i s  summer. What 's  t h e  advantaqe of b e i n g  a  s e n i o r  p a r t n e r  i n  
a  law f i r m  i f  you  c a n ' t  beg o f f  a  l i t t l e  e x t r a  t ime?  He w o u l d n ' t  t e l l  anyone 
what  had b r o u g h t  about  h i s  d e c i s i o n ,  o f  cou rse .  . . t h e  dog l o v e r s  wou ld  c a r r y  
on a t  t o o  g r e a t  a l e n g t h ,  and t h e  dog h a t e r s  would  t h i n k  he was becoming 
s e n i l e .  H e ' d  j u s t  say t h a t  he w a s n ' t  f e e l i n g  up t o  p a r  and would  t a k e  o f f .  
H e ' d  l o a d  t h e  t h r e e  puppies t h a t  h a d n ' t  been s o l d  i n t o  t h e  o l d  s t a t i o n  wagon 
and head f o r  Rock Cove. He c o u l d  be t h e r e  i n  a  day. I n  h i s  boyhood days 
when h i s  f a t h e r  and mother  had t a k e n  h im t o  Maine f o r  t h e  summer, i t  had been 
a good t h r e e  d a y s '  d r i v e  b u t  t h e  new super  highways had c u t  i t  down t o  one. 

And y e t  how b o r i n g  t h e y  were, he t h o u g h t ,  as two days l a t e r  he t o o k  t h e  by- 
pass around Boston.  He o f t e n  wondered whe the r  t h e  added speed and convenience 
were w o r t h  i t .  H i s  f a t h e r  had made a  p o i n t  each summer o f  l i n i n g  up a  new 



h o t e l  o r  i n n  f o r  them t o  spend t h e  n i g h t  i n ,  dnd he and h i s  mo ther  had en joyed  
wonder ing what i t  wou ld  be 1  i ke.  On t h e  o t h e r  hand, i t  was t r u e  t h a t  o f t e n  t h e y  
had n o t  been a b l e  t o  go t o  Maine a  summer because h i s  f a t h e r ,  a l s o  a  l awyer ,  
had a  b i g  case t h a t  k e p t  h im i n  New York,  o r  h i s  mother  wanted t o  v i s i t  r e l a -  
t i v e s  i n  Ohio o r  make a  c u l t u r a l  j o u r n e y  t o  Europe. It t o o k  t o o  much t i m e  
t o  g e t  t o  Maine and back, t h e y  had s a i d .  Such summers had s t r e t c h e d  b a r r e n l y  
b e f o r e  M ichae l .  H i s  h e a r t  was i n  Maine, i n  t h e  o l d  summer c o t t a g e  b y  t h e  
ocean, wh ich h i s  Maine-born g r a n d f a t h e r  had b u i l t ,  f a m i l y - s t y l e  and s t u r d y ,  
n o t  t o o  l o n g  a f t e r  t h e  C i v i l  War. M ichae l  had even cons ide red  s t a y i n g  i n  
Maine and p r a c t i c i n g  law  t h e r e  once he was th rough  c o l l e g e .  B u t  t h e n  t h a t  
had seemed t o o  f o o l i s h  w i t h  h i s  f a t h e r ' s  f i r m  o f f e r i n g  h im such a  good j o b  
i n  New York, and t o o  s e l f i s h  w i t h  h i s  r e c e n t l y  widowed mother  l i v i n g  a l o n e  i n  
t h e  l a r g e  apar tment  on Long I s l a n d .  And t h e r e  were c e r t a i n  aspects  o f  c i t y  
l i v i n g  t h a t  appealed t o  h im s t r o n g l y ,  compet ing w i t h  h i s  l o v e  f o r  t h e  r o c k y  
coas t ,  t h e  r e s i s t i n g  t r e e s ,  t h e  c a l l i n g  sea o f  Maine.  

And he had h i s  month each summer. And t h i s  y e a r  he would  have h i s  two months. 
Maybe n e x t  y e a r  h e ' d  t a k e  two months aga in .  A t  f i f t y ,  perhaps he s h o u l d  b e g i n  
t o  t a k e  i t  a  l i t t l e  e a s i e r ,  and a f t e r  a l l ,  unmarr ied and c h i l d l e s s ,  he r e a l l y  
d i d n ' t  need t h e  money. Look a t  t h e  W i c k c l i f f e s .  L e v i  was as s p r y  a t  e i g h t y  
as t h e  average New Y o r k e r  was a t  f o r t y .  People l i v e d  a  l o n g  t i m e  i n  Maine; 
maybe t h a t  was ano the r  reason f o r  t h e  genera l  acceptance o f  death  as a  n o t  
e s p e c i a l l y  unp leasan t  f a c t  o f  l i f e .  Except  f o r  t h e  r a r e  d r a m a t i c  dea th  o f  a  
c h i l d ,  o r  t h e  drowning o f  a  f isherman,  i t  was t h e  o l d  who d i e d  I n  Rock Cove. 
By t h e  t i m e  t h e y  d i e d ,  t h e  e v e n t ,  as i t  were, had sometimes even been a n t i -  
c i p a t e d .  He r e c a l l e d  G e r t  Karhu ld ,  a  s t o u t  Maine woman o f  t h e  o l d  Anglo-Saxon 
s t o c k  who had m a r r i e d  t h e  son o f  t h e  more r e c e n t l y - a r r i v e d  F i n n i s h  f a r m e r s .  
She was r a t h e r  p r e t t y ,  i n  an u n p r e t e n t i o u s  way, and Michae l  had been amused 
l a s t  summer t o  see h e r  w i t h  l i p s t i c k  and eye make-up on.. He was s u r e  h e ' d  
never  seen h e r  wear ing  cosmet ics  b e f o r e  and h e ' d  remarked on i t  t o  L e v i .  

"Mrs. Karhu la  l ooks  so much younger  and p r e t t i e r  these  days," he s a i d  i d l y  
one day, s e e i n g  h e r  d r i v e  p a s t  t h e  p o s t  o f f i c e  where t h e y  were s t a n d i n g .  

"Yep," s a i d  L e v i .  "Her John 's  n o t  so  good though. Been a i l i n '  a l l  w i n t e r .  
Course h e ' s  a  p i e c e  o l d e r  t h a n  h e r .  H e ' l l  be go ing  on one o f  these  day, 
l e a v i n '  h e r  beh ind. "  He paused a  moment. " S h o u l d n ' t  be s u r p r i s e d  i f  t h a t  
w a s n ' t  why G e r t ' s  taken  t o  f i x i n '  h e r s e l f  up," he added, sugges t ing ,  i f  n o t  
a c t u a l l y  g i v i n g ,  a  w i n k .  "Kinda a n t i c i p a t o r y ,  you  m i g h t  say ." 
Michae l  had laughed, b u t  he had been q u i t e  w i l l i n g  t o  b e l i e v e  t h a t  G e r t  had 
t h o u g h t  o f  t h a t  aspect  o f  t h e  m a t t e r .  And why n o t ?  he asked h i m s e l f ,  f e e l i n g  
somehow h a p p i e r  as each m i l e  b r o u g h t  h i m  c l o s e r  t o  Maine. 

I n  t h e  back o f  t h e  c a r ,  t h e  puppies p l a y e d  and squabbled,  knock ing  each o t h e r  
a g a i n s t  t h e  s i d e  o f  t h e  s t a t i o n  wagon, and now and t h e n  c o m p l a i n i n g  l o u d l y .  
They were house-broken, more o r  l e s s ,  b u t  Michae l  had o m i t t e d  t h e i r  usua l  
b i g  b r e a k f a s t  t h a t  morn ing,  as a  p r e c a u t i o n ,  and t h e y  were hungry .  He 'd  
have t o  dec ide  soon wh ich  puppy t o  keep, e i t h e r  one o f  t h e  fawn females,  o r  
t h e  b r i n d l e  male.  He r e a l l y  c o u l d n ' t  cope w i t h  a l l  t h r e e .  Perhaps t h e  Wick- 
c l i f f e s  wou ld  l i k e  one, o r  some one e l s e  i n  Rock Cove. B u t  t h e r e  m i g h t  be 
a  problem, b o t h  as t o  l i m i t e d  space and as t o  p r o b a b l y  c o s t  o f  f e e d i n g  such 
a  l a r g e  dog. There had always been comment i n  town on t h e  s i z e  o f  t h e  d i s h  
of f o o d  h e ' d  made up each even ing  f o r  G r e t e l .  



The t h o u g h t  o f  G r e t e l  made h im f e e l  a  l i t t l e  upse t  and l o n e l y  aga in .  She 
had always l o v e d  t h e  t r i p s  t o  Maine, seeming ly  knowing t h e i r  d e s t i n a t i o n  
as w e l l  as he d i d .  And now G r e t e l  was where? Nowhere. He had s e t t l e d  w i t h  
t h e  v e t  t o  have h e r  cremated. I t had seemed s i m p l e r ,  c l e a n e r  and more decent,  
and w h a t ' s  more, he though t  w i t h  a  wry chuck le ,  i t  was a  good deal  cheaper. 
Now t h e r e  was a  Maine t h o u g h t .  The economic c o n s i d e r a t i o n ,  never  f a r  f r o m  
t h e  though t  o f  any t r u e  Maine r e s i d e n t ,  w a s n ' t  d i s p l a c e d  by t h e  advent o f  
death.  Take t h e  m a t t e r  o f  t h e  b r i d g e  f o r  i n s t a n c e .  

The b r i d g e  was a  narrow a f f a i r  t h a t  l e d  f r o m  t h e  main land t o  t h e  i s l a n d  o f  
which Rock Cove was a  p a r t .  I t  was v e r y  o l d  and d e l a p i d a t e d  and success ive  
town meet ings had d iscussed  f o r  y e a r s  t h e  prob lem o f  hav ing  i t  r e p a i r e d .  
On one occas ion,  two men "down t o  t h e i r  camp" t o  c e l e b r a t e  a  w e t  weekend 
had d r i v e n  o f f  t h e  edge o f  t h e  road, j u s t  a t  t h e  s t a r t  o f  t h e  b r i d g e .  T h e i r  
c a r ,  s t u c k  i n  t h e  sand and r o c k  on t h e  bank o f  t h e  i n l e t ,  had had t o  be p u l l e d  
and tugged back o n t o  t h e  road.  Neighbors and r e s i d e n t s  f r o m  b o t h  main land 
and i s l a n d  had ga thered  t o  watch.  I t  was rough weather  so even t h e  lobstermen 
were t h e r e ,  s t a n d i n g  w i t h  t h e i r  w ives and c h i l d r e n  b e s i d e  t h e  summer c o t t a g e r s ,  
t h e  guests  f r o m  t h e  i n n ,  t h e  r e t i r e d  householders .  

"I j u s t  w i s h  t h e y ' d  do something about  t h a t  o l d  b r i d g e , "  Mrs. Mary Connor, 
a  summer c o t t a g e r ,  had remarked. 

Everyone had agreed w i t h  h e r .  

"Some day some c a r ' s  g o i n '  t o  go o f f  t h e  end o f  t h a t  b r i d g e  and r i g h t  i n t o  
t h e  water , "  s a i d  o l d  Don Enderby. "The f o l k s  i n  i t ' l l  be drowned." 

Everyone agreed w i t h  h im t o o .  I t  was q u i t e  p o s s i b l e .  A t  h i g h  t i d e ,  espe- 
c i a l  l y  t h e  h i g h  t i d e  o f  t h e  f u l l  moon, t h e  w a t e r  came r o a r i n g  under t h e  b r i d g e  
w i t h  c o n s i d e r a b l e  f o r c e  and power. 

Bu t  i t  was l e f t  t o  Jake Boles,  who ga thered  sea moss f o r  a  l i v i n g ,  t o  sum 
up t h e  s i t u a t i o n  t o  i t s  f u l l e s t ,  and f o r  t h e  t h i r d  t ime ,  everyone was i n  com- 
p l e t e  agreement. 

"Yep," he s a i d ,  " t h e y ' l l  be drowned, s u r e  enough. And i t ' l l  c o s t  t h e  town 
a  h e l l  o f  a  l o t  o f  money t o  p u l l  t h e i r  c a r  and bod ies  o u t ! "  

T h i s  was s e r i o u s ,  and Michael ,  who had never  so f a r  been i n  Maine f o r  t h e  
March town meet ing,  had heard  t h a t  t h e  l a s t  one had d e a l t  q u i t e  e x h a u s t i v e l y  
w i t h  t h e  prob lem o f  t h e  b r i d g e .  I t seemed t h a t  i f  t h e  town r a i s e d  so much, 
then t h e  coun ty  and t h e  s t a t e  would  go ahead and b u i l d  a  new b r i d g e .  B u t  
t h e  town and i t s  people  were, t r a d i t i o n a l l y ,  s low a t  r a i s i n g  any money and 
t h e  debate had been l o n g  and heated. F i n a l l y  $15 had been vo ted  as a  s t o p -  
gap, g i v i n g  t h e  r e s i d e n t s  ano ther  y e a r  t o  t h i n k  t h i n g s  over,  b u t  p r o v i d i n g  
something o f  an anchor t o  t h e  h o r r i b l e  windward p o i n t e d  o u t  by  Jake Bo les .  
The $15 had gone f o r  a  s i g n  which r e a d  "DANGEROUS. B r i d g e  Unsafe.  Cross 
a t  Own R i s k . "  T h i s  was p l a c e d  a t  t h e  main land end, f o r  s t r a n g e r s  and f i r s t  
a r r i v a l s  presumably; those  coming t h e  o t h e r  way a l r e a d y  knew t h e  w o r s t .  

I f  t h e y  e v e r  do g e t  t o  r e p a i r  t h e  b r i d g e ,  Michael  had o f t e n  r e f l e c t e d ,  I hope 
they  widen i t .  Now i t  was o n l y  one c a r  wide,  and any c a r  i n  f r o n t  which s topped 
n e c e s s a r i l y  h e l d  up a l l  t r a f f i c  beh ind  i t ,  as w e l l  as t h a t  coming towards i t .  



And ca rs  d i d  s top ,  f o r  occupants t o  l o o k  a t  t h e  v iew, o r  check t h e  t i d e ,  o r  
ask t h e  f ishermen hanging over  t h e  r a i l i n g  how i t  was go ing,  and i t  w a s n ' t  
cons ide red  po l l ' t e  i n  Maine t o  honk and h u r r y  them on. One t i m e  Michael  had 
been d r i v i n g  i n  a  c a r  w i t h  i t s  t o p  down w i t h  a  young woman f r o m  C o n n e c t i c u t  
and t h e y ' d  been h e l d  up by an o l d  t r u c k  h a l t e d  mid-way on t h e  b r i d g e .  The d r i v e r  
had c l imbed  down f r o m  h i s  sea t ,  gone around t o  t h e  back, and p u l l e d  o u t  a  
l a r g e  b u r l a p  bag. Then he had s tepped over  t o  t h e  b r i d g e  r a i l i n g  and tossed  
t h e  bag i n t o  t h e  w a t e r  below. 

As he t u r n e d  around, h e ' d  s p o t t e d  Michael  and h i s  f r i e n d .  

" H i ,  Mike," he s a i d  w i t h  a  b road  and f r i e n d l y  s m i l e .  He waved h i s  hand toward 
t h e  bag, now s w i r l i n g  toward t h e  ocean f o l l o w e d  b y  t h r e e  c u r i o u s  g u l l s ,  and 
o f f e r e d  a  p o l i t e  e x p l a n a t i o n  f o r  h i s  s t o p .  

"Cats ! "  he s a i d  c h e e r i l y .  

The g u l l s  had croaked e e r i l y  as he drove j a u n t i l y  o f f  i n  h i s  t r u c k ,  f o l l o w e d  
much more s l o w l y  b y  t h e  s u r p r i s e d  Michael  and h i s  shocked and shaken f r i e n d .  

B u t  he re  was t h e  l a s t  t u r n p i k e  pay p o i n t .  A f t e r  t h i s  t h e r e  was j u s t  t h e  much 
s lower  b u t  f a r  more i n t e r e s t i n g  c o a s t a l  r o a d  t o  Rock Cove. The seven ty  m i l e s  
would t a k e  two hours,  maybe more, b u t  Michael  f e a s t e d  h i s  eyes as he d rove  
a long  on t h e  l o v e l y  towns, t h e  wide r i v e r s ,  t h e  sh ipyards  and marinas,  t h e  
f l a t s  where clammers and blood-worm d i g g e r s  were h a r d  a t  work .  He made t h e  
sharp t u r n  o f f  t h e  highway o n t o  t h e  road  which l e d  t o  Rock Cove. Be fo re  
h im were g l impses o f  b l u e  w a t e r  and t h e  a i r  b lew f r e s h  and c lean .  

The f i r s t  house i n  Rock Cove be longed t o  Mariam Langden, who was a  widow o f  
two y e a r s '  s tand ing .  When h e r  husband, A1 ton,  had been s i c k ,  Michael  had 
asked t h e  j e w e l e r  i n  t h e  n e a r e s t  l a r g e  town t o  Rock Cove t o  send a  p r e s e n t  
t o  t h e  h o s p i t a l ,  a  c i g a r e t t e  l i g h t e r  w i t h  h i s  name on i t ,  Michael  had sugges- 
ted .  H e ' d  s e n t  a  check a long  t o  cover  t h e  c o s t .  Months l a t e r  h e ' d  r e c e i v e d  
a  c r e d i t  s l i p  f r o m  t h e  j e w e l e r ,  and a f t e r  much w r i t i n g  t o  and f r o  had d i s -  
covered why. I t  seemed t h a t  t h e  j e w e l e r  had heard  A l t o n  was v e r y  l i k e l y  t o  
d i e  and had f i g u r e d  t h a t  Michael  w o u l d n ' t  want " t o  waste t h e  money" b y  sending 
a  use less g i f t ,  e s p e c i a l l y  an engraved one, t o  a  person t h a t  was p r a c t i c a l l y  
dead. And a l though  he had f e l t  s l i g h t l y  ashamed o f  h i s  f a s t i d i o u s n e s s ,  Michael  
h a d n ' t  wanted t o  t a k e  back t h e  money. H e ' d  w r i t t e n  Mariam and suggested t h a t  
she m i g h t  make use o f  t h e  c r e d i t .  And she had, b u y i n g  some " l o v e l y  g lassware"  
she w r o t e  him, and a s k i n g  h im t o  s t o p  b y  and have "something f r o m  them" n e x t  
t i m e  he was i n  Rock Cove. 

Mariam was n o t h i n g  i f  n o t  p r a c t i c a l ,  even i n  h e r  sen t imen t .  Accord ing t o  
Jane W i c k c l i f f e ,  she would  never g e t  a  permanent f o r  h e r  h a i r  d e s p i t e  h e r  
husband's u r g i n g .  She s a i d  i t  c o s t  t o o  much, no m a t t e r  what  A l t o n  f e l t  abou t  
i t .  But  t h e  y e a r  a f t e r  h i s  death ,  on t h e  a n n i v e r s a r y  o f  h i s  f u n e r a l ,  Mariam 
had remembered h im i n  h e r  own way. She had gone and g o t  h e r s e l f  a  permanent. 
T h a t  was l a s t  June, and yes,  t h e r e  she was o u t  work ing  i n  h e r  garden, and yes ,  
b y  gum, h e r  h a i r  d i d  l o o k  f r e s h l y  c u r l e d  and s e t ,  p r o b a b l y  t h e  r e s u l t  of 
t h i s  y e a r ' s  memorial .  Oh Maine, I l o v e  you, though t  M ichae l .  Oh dea th ,  
where i s  t h y  s t i n g ?  



As he d rove  by,  Marjam waved t o  him; and so d i d  Don Enderby, a l s o  w o r k i n g  
i n  h i s  garden, and so d i d  young Mrs. L i l y  F e l t o n ,  f i f t y  y a r d s  on, p r a c t i c i n g  
h e r  a r c h e r y  a g a i n s t  t h e  workshop w a l l ,  so she c o u l d  h u n t  deer  e a r l y  n e x t  
season. She was f a i r l y  good a t  i t  t o o ,  n o t i c e d  M ichae l ,  and as p r e t t y  as a  
p i c t u r e .  Severa l  c u r t a i n s  swung back as he made h i s  way s l o w l y  p a s t  t h e  
v i l l a g e  houses. It was j u s t  p a s t  supper t i m e  and p e o p l e  were s e t t i n '  a w h i l e .  
I t  was a  good t i m e  t o  c a l l ,  b u t  n o t  t o n i g h t  f o r  M ichae l .  He would  go s t r a i g h t  
down t o  t h e  c o t t a g e ,  o n l y  s t o p p i n g  b r i e f l y  a t  t h e  W i c k c l i f f e s  f o r  h i s  house 
key, wh ich  t h e y  guarded c a r e f u l l y  f o r  h i m  a11 w i n t e r .  

They welcomed h i m  warmly. 

"N ice  t o  see y o u  so e a r l y  t h i s  year," s a i d  Jane. We've been weed in '  and a n ' t  
e a t  y e t .  Why d o n ' t  y o u  have a  b i t e  w i t h  us?"  

" I ' m  so anx ious t o  g e t  down t o  t h e  p o i n t , "  e x p l a i n e d  M i c h a e l .  

"Things i s  l o o k i n '  p r e t t y  good down the re , "  s a i d  L e v i .  " I  was down t o  t h e  
shore y e s t e r d a y  e v e n i n '  t o  g e t  some s h e l l s  f o r  t h e  c h i c k e n s .  See you  g o t  
some puppies  w i t h  y o u . "  

Michae l  e x p l a i n e d ,  n o t  o n l y  about  t h e  puppies b u t  about  G r e t e l .  The W i c k c l i f f e s  
t o o k  h i s  news w i t h  r e g r e t ,  b u t  m a t t e r - o f - f a c t l y .  Dogs d i e d .  I t  was t o o  
bad, b u t  t h e y  d i d ;  no p o i n t  i n  c a r r y i n '  on about  i t .  

"One t h i n g ,  though," s a i d  L e v i .  " B e t t e r  check on t h e  door  t o  t h e  s p r i n g  house. 
I t ' s  g o t  s o r t a  jammed open. Hun te rs  most l i k e l y ,  g e t t i n '  a  d r i n k .  They 
musta l e f t  i t  open and now i t  w o n ' t  c l o s e .  Seems 1  i k e  t h e  h inges  i s  sprung. "  

"Oh thanks, "  s a i d  M ichae l ,  "I'll t a k e  c a r e  o f  it." 

" I ' d  g e t  r i g h t  on it," urged  L e v i ,  who had adv ised  and bossed Michae l  s i n c e  
he was b o r n  and who w a s n ' t  t o o  c e r t a i n  about  t h e  amount o f  good sense possessed 
b y  any summer r e s i d e n t .  " F i r s t  t h i n g  y o u  know s o m e t h i n ' l l  g e t  i n t o  t h e r e  
and g e t  drowned. A s q u i r r e l .  O r  one o f  them pups." 

"I w i l l ,  I w i l l  ," promised M i c h a e l ,  f e e l i n g  touched by L e v i ' s  s o l i c i t u d e  b u t  
a l s o  f e e l i n g  j u s t  a  l i t t l e ,  was i t  d i s a p p o i n t e d ?  a t  t h i s  ev idence  o f  t e n d e r  
s u s c e p t i b i l i t y .  The pups meant a  l o t  t o  him, M ichae l ,  because o f  themselves 
and because t h e y  were G r e t e l ' s ,  b u t  i t  d i d n ' t  seem r i g h t  somehow, o r  f i t t i n g ,  
t o  have t h e  W i c k c l i f f e s  w o r r y  about  them. 

Jane, however, f i x e d  t h i n g s  up a t  once b y  p e r f o r m i n g  one o f  t h e  main f u n c t i o n s  
of a  good w i f e :  t o  e l u c i d a t e  and t o  u n d e r l i n e  what  h e r  husband has j u s t  s a i d .  

" I f  one o f  them pups was t o  drcwn i n  t h a t  sp r ing , "  she s a i d  reasonab ly ,  " I t ' d  
r u i n  y o u r  d r i n k i n '  w a t e r . "  

M ichae l  f e l t  suddenly  happy as he and t h e  pups headed down t h e  bumpy r o a d  t o  
h i s  home b y  t h e  sea.  

Margare t  Graham Neeson 



The 
Dad Land 

I n  my narrow apartment 
I take o f f  blue jeans & pi th  helmet 
and I s l i de  through the  mesh. 

My wife 
l i v e s  i n  the  t i p i  next  door d raises  
sheep - stalwart think-skulled ram, frantic ewes. 
She dreams i n  c i rc les .  

I Look a t  s l i c e s  of  l i f e .  
Blue Haoaii on t he  stereo.  

Which horizon are we 
heading through, l i g h t  on each other 's  fee t?  
I keep on the  move so i v y  won't grow 
around my waist & work i n  a shoe factory. 

MJ wife  
i s  a topless  housewife, a l l  alone on the  prairie.  
(An ambush a day keeps boredom away!) - 

She s ighs .  
There i s n ' t  even a cloud of  dust .  
Her sigh escapes i n t o  a canyon where 
EZvis i s  washing h i s  blue jeans. 

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

John Al ter  



to the God Priapus 
for a Lucky Catch 
(From the  Greek of  Maecius Quintus) 

On your coast-haunted L i t t l e  island 
where the  wave-chezded hog's back ju ts  up, 
the  kind you l i k e ,  Priap', a steep sea-crag; 
me, Paris, the  old f isheman 
gives 9ou a bony hard-shelled lobster 
caught by my fishing rod ' s  Zuck and whose 
roasted f lesh sweetened my half-rotted t ee th ,  
but  s t i l t  I ' m  giving you the  she l l ,  
not asking you t o  fiZZ my fish-net f u l l ,  
but jus t  enough t o  tame t h i s  growlin' gut. 

David M. Gordon 



John Alter i s  a young Portland poet, probably. 

Edith Chei tman, poet, phi losopher, mystic and per ipa te t ic  ichthyologist ,  
was once refused employment by the American Optical Company because of 
"mediocre" writing a b i l i t y .  

R .  Clairmont, Northeast Harbor, does not understand his  own poetry. Cur- 
rent ly  di rect ing the Alaska Repertory Theatre a t  Anchorage. 

Gordon Clark attempts t o  teach a t  U . M . A .  His f i c t i o n ,  poetry and c r i t i c i sm 
have met with l i t t l e  acclaim. 

Herb Coursen's recent book on Shakespeare s t i l l  leaves t h i s  Bowdoin pro- 
fessor with his many f ine  books of poetry. 

Peter W .  Cox i s  managing ed i to r  of the Maine Times and ed i t s  the a r t i c l e s  
which appear in  i t  - and, a f t e r  a l l ,  he i s  only human. 

Rachel Butler Deblois, a student a t  U.M.A. ,  needs t o  be locked in  her 
Hallowell c loset  and made t o  write more. 

T .  Fallon, of Rumford, i s  a member of the Maine Writers'  and Publishers'  
Alliance - a s o r t  of l l ' terary "buddy" system. 

Leonard Gi l ley ' s  perverse and crazy world has delighted many readers 
country-wide. Surely his  English classes a t  U.M.F. can ' t  be a l l  bad. 

Brent Hall i s  probably one of the few students a t  U.M.O.  who has been 
allowed t o  probe beyond The Old Man and  the Sea. 

Alice Larkin has a book out about t h i s  crazy crow, "Charlie", in  Boothbay 
Harbor. Her story i s  not autobiographical. 

Kathleen Lignell and her a r t i s t  husband move t o  Lubec from El Cerr i to ,  
California,  t h i s  spring. No explanatron has been offered. She may con- 
t inue t o  publish. 



Robert McGuire, of U . M . A . ,  i s  going quiet ly  mad b u t  claims tha t  as an a r t  
and antique spec i a l i s t ,  hardly anyone notices.  

James A .  McKenna l ives in  Augusta. Well, someone has t o .  

Frances Mil ler ' s  recently published A Palestine Journe should, we feel  
(having recently v i s i ted  her home to-$ Escape From Lewiston. 

Wesley T .  Mott, as Director of the Liberal Arts Division a t  Thomas College, 
i s  undoubtedly trapped i n  the "publish-or-perish" syndrome. We help where 
we can. 

Margaret Graham Neeson, long-time columnist fo r  "The Skipper", h is tor ian,  
and essay is t ,  winters in Pittsburgh and does n o t  ye t  know her Spruce Head 
home will probably be given back to the Indians. 

Raymond L .  Neinstein l ives i n  Maine b u t  we've l o s t  his address. 

Margaret Park studies under Coursen, we guess, a t  Bowdoin. 

Terry Plunkett,  on sabbatical from U . M . A . ,  i s  currently in Ireland attempting 
to  i n s t i t u t e  Swif t ' s  modest proposal as his solution t o  the Hibernian c r i s i s .  

Doug Rawlings evidently rides a motorcycle around B a t h .  

P r i s c i l l a  Farrington Schumacher resides i n  Waterville. 

Douglas Scribner, former U . M . A .  s tudent,  by ignoring the advice of his former 
ins t ruc tors ,  has turned in to  a promising professional wr i te r .  

Lee Sharkey has published widely and done f ine  work in design and graphics 
Unfortunately, she 1 ives in Skowhegan. 

John Tagliabue i s  a nationally known poet, teaches a t  Bates, and according 
t o  l a t e s t  guesstimates, has written a t  l eas t  ten million poems. 

David Walker's Moving O u t  i s  a prize-winning poetry collection from the 
University of Virginia Press. He i s  currently l iving in Freedom i f  tha t  i s  
possible. 

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






