








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. 






