











I have no doubt that he did others. You must have seen them, or ones
like them, great post-impressionist splashing murals, and portraits of gray-
lipped fruit venders wearing brown felt hats or red bandanas, paintings that
may hang in town libraries for all I know, or in I[talian restaurants that
serve bad food. It's really all the same to me, but this one I saw just
last month in the shadowed corner of a stuffy, 'Thirties-style bar, dark

and tunnel-1ike.

I see the painting and, picking up my drink, go on over to it. Call



He foTds his arms and Teans against the cold stone rail thal arches,
cat-1ike, above the canal. Soon, he turns and hulks away on the balls of
his feet, fighter-style, the gun-smell and Ketchum in his head,

Some things are dreams, and some are not. Everyone knows this; but
nightmares are neither. Ernest was one who knew that.

I have a friend who thinks he's Scott Fitzgerald., Tell me, is that
a dream or a nightmare? I can't say that I know, and when I ask him he
says, "I'm really a little upset--please Teave me alone, chap, would you?"

I Teave him alone.

At times I have a dream about a Take, at times when I lie half-sleep
in the mornings and know that I'm dreaming. [ wake up and decide I am not
awake, and try to go back to it, to the sky-mirrored waters, but I never
can. This sort of thing happens to a lot of people, or so I hear,

It comes and goes. There are periods when I will see the lake every
few mornings, and then it goes, and stays away a long time,

It seems as though I remember that Abe Lincoln, before he was killed,
used to see himself in dreams, laid out in his casket, marble-featured, all
set for that last, long train ride, but I'm not sure. I am sure, though,
that it was before he was killed that this may have taken place. Not after.
That sort of thing you can be sure about.

Funny things happened to me last week, strange things. Wednesday, a
TittTe kid gave me a flower. I carried it around in front of me like a
talisman, but it wilted, and I threw it away. I was mad all afternoon,

Walking down the street on Friday, I passed a garbage-filled alley,
dark and writhing with children. "Hey, mister!" they call, and I try to
hurry away, but their laughter holds me, their shrieks, and they chant after

me:
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You should never laugh when a hearse goes by,
For you may be the next to die.

They wrap you up in a bloody sheet,

In a hole you go that's six feet deep.

The worms crawl in, the worms crawl out,

The worms play pinochle on your snout.

Your stomach turns to a slimy green,

And pus comes out 1ike shaving cream.

You spread the pus upon some bread,

And that's what you eat when you are dead!

I begin to think I may go to Europe: France, Italy, Spain, the usual,

Not Pamplona, though. I don't want to see the bulls; forgive me, Ernesto,

but T don't. The hill couniry, yes, certainly, and there must be good streams

left even now--even now, laughing streams and fine Spanish trout. The French

would not hate me any more than they hate themselves--why should they?
Yes, and I would dearly love to see the Bridge of Sighs.

LOOK . . . LOOK OUT AT THE LAKE.

I don't know, though, all the same. There is always Ketchum, Idaho.
It seems like there should be lakes in Ketchum. At least 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 AND

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

IN THE CANOE, THE THIN AND SILENT CRAFT, HE GLIDES, WATER-BOUNDED,
MIST AROUND HIM . . . SWIRLING, EDDYING LIKE THOUGHTS IN A DREAM, MIDNIGHT
WONDER; AND THERE ARE TREES ON THE SHORE. HE KNOWS THAT THERE, THERE IN
THOSE WOODS, ARE DEER--BROWN-EYED, QUICK-EARED--CROPPING THE CEDAR.

FROM BEHIND THE DARK MOUNTAINS THE SUN IS SLOWLY RISING.

Brent Hall
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(LT PRICE

let us be frank

shall we?

you look Ilike a tramp
he said to me

(you look iike a fop
'd been thinking)

by way of complimenting
my persconality
comparing me

to the women

of baltimore

shall we be frank?
the female skaters
in the olympics were
Lovely young ladies
but the men's looks
never discussed

{for a split

second 1 took

tramp

to mean elut

before i knew you meant
hobo)

what 1 mean ig

myths

are dying in
skowhegan

and 1f 1'd countered
telling you

what 1 thought of
your looks

instead of pivoting
peacocking the needlepoint
back of my dungavee
Jacket

what then?

lee sharkey
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big
bsa |
650

chuck rides home

on his big bsa 650

with a tervified wife
elinging to his back
hinging a desparate shout
into his ear

cutting off the thruat

from bursting wp and out
through his pistons and legs
into the soft sweet street
stretched seductively

below him

he holds back
and back

and soon
springs a leak
in his life
leauing him
with a job

a tie and the
big bsa 650
fading into
the back section
of his wallet

Lumpy
in a backass pocket

Doug Rawlings
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The Good Gray God

That God that's coming through the smog

Is machine-made in Detroit.

His parts are interchangable;

He has aq twelve-month guarantee.

We will be less able to support him than formerly;

He will give less honest satisfaction than yesterdoy's model,
And will cost more to run.

However, he won't make specious promises.

He 'Ll demand total abmnegation but we can count on him.
He'll promise us the moon,

But never heaven.

He'll be gray, this God,

Of indeterminate sex; incontrovertibly logical.
But then, so will we,

Sinece we've ordered him in our image.

Instead of lightning and floods,

His surprises will be blown gaskels and flat tires.
He will not speak to us in rocks and »ills,
Nor twilight oceans, nor spring gardens.

Those things will cost too much to manufacture.
Besides, they'll all be patented by then,

And who can afford royalty?

Eobert MoGuire
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SCAPEGOAT

Or. Myra Baker stands looking anxiously down at the Targe, still handsome
woman slumped in a parlor chair of the Ladies' House of the Tonju Mission
compound in remote North China.

"Rose, my dear, you're feverish. You have pushed yourself too hard again.
You know what they said in Boston about getting your rest. You'll just
have to relax and take hold of yourself - or they will have to send you
away . "

"Oh, Myra, I'm dying! This time the Lord Jesus knows I'm going to die.

Hold me. Please hold me, Myra. Hold me close in your arms. ['m so
frightened." Her voice is strained and high pitched and her eyes start

to roll crazily upward. "Rock me. Rock me ... bye-lo baby ... bye-lo ba-a-by.
Hold me, please, the way you did before..."

Dr. Myra Baker sighs and leans over the chair toward Rose. Rose's dark
brown hair_is pulied into a loose knot at her neck. She has surprisingly
few grey hairs for a woman in her mid-forties. She starts to rock the small
walnut rocker back and forth at an alarming rate.

"Rose, dear, you are safe with me now., Ask the Lord to help you find your
way back to health. You know what they'l11l do, Rose, if you keep on Tike this.
But now you must come with me." Myra speaks coaxingly. "Lean on me and

we will go up to bed where you can rest and get better,"

A small but sturdy woman, she braces her foot against the rocker and with
a burst of strength which she ascribes unconsciously to the almighty in
Heaven, pulls the taller woman upright,

"Myra, it's a punishment. They all think I have sinned against the Lord.
I know it. He won't help me now, will he, Myra? This time must I die?"

"Come, lean on me, Rose. Here we go up to your soft warm bed. You'll see,
you will be better soon." The 1ittle doctor inches the stricken woman up
the stairs one step at a time. Her strength comes to her from somewhere.
She can't take the time, even, to pray for it. Why? Why? she asks the empty
air, did the'Mission Board let her return to China. They said there was
1ittle Tlikelihood of a recurrence of what had happened at Fenchow and they
had pronounced here ready for another seven years. But Myra was never sure
the Board had been told the whole story. Perhaps I should have contacted
them myself but, of course, I only had the word of the people of Fenchow.
The vision of Rose running through the mission compound stark naked was
never one she could fix in her mind for very long.

Myra feels the weight of the woman suddenly go 1imp in her arms and she ¢rabs
the pineapple knob of the newell post just in time to prevent them both from
falling back down the bare varnished stairs. As it is she is forced to lay
the great, dead weight of her friend onto the green figured carpet of the
upstairs hallway. Myra sees that she has fainted and feels her fluttering
pulse with growing alarm. Her own heart is pounding as she runs down the
haliway for the extra medical kit she keeps locked in her closet. Back

with her stethoscope, she kneels over the sprawled form of the other woman.
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Fear makes her own heart beat Tike a drum in the stiliness of the morning.
Rose's heart, beating shallowly and in uneven bursts, plays a counterpoint
to her own, joined in the stethoscope. Fibrillation, Myra tells herself,

is not uncommon in cases of severe mental stress.

The Ladies' House of the Tongju Mission compound, of the North China Mission
of the American Board of Commissioners of Foreign Missions, is even quieter
than usual. The houseboy and the "sewing woman" creep about their duties
silently. The smell of furniture polish rises through the still, dead air.
Doors are not allowed to whine on their hinges, nor the front door to slam,
though it has just now opened and shut. A whispered conversation does not
dispel the closeness of the atmosphere but rather accentuates it.

"How is she now?"
"She stilt hasn't regained consciousness."
"Myra, what do you predict will happen to her?”

"We've done all that can be done for her here. As her friend and her physician
I can only sdy she is in God's hands."

"Of course you have done everything you could do," Letty interjected. "We
are all, of course, praying for her recovery. But in the meantime I feel
that we must take steps to notify the Mission Staff. We must ask James
Bailey to make the arrangements - to book her passage - And which of us will
have to go? I will write this afternoon." She seems oblivious to the hot
anger rising in Myra.

"That, my good Letty, is for me to suggest and the Board to decide." Even
though Myra speaks quietly, she sees that her words have offended Letty

and is secretly glad. Even if Letty is now the local Secretary, the Compound's
politics don't interest her; never did in the best of times. She draws her
breath in sharply and places her hand on Letty's arm in a way she hopes

will soothe her neighbor's pique. After all, she probably meant well.

"Letty, you can help me most right now by organizing an around-the-clock
vigil so that there will be someone with Rose at all times - day and night -
to watch for signs of any change. That will free me to go to the hospital
to instruct Dr. Dwon in the steps to take for various emergencies that might
arise. Then, perhaps, I can even get a night's sleep."”

Letty draws herself up to her full five feet ten inches. "Myra, you surely
know that is exactly what I have come here for this morning! Bertha will
comé this afternoon, Ruth will stay through the night, then tomorrow we
will rotate so we will all be able to maintain our strength for God's call.
The men are in agreement.”

"Letty," Myra retorts almost sharply, "I should have known you were way
ahead of me on this."

She is tired to the marrow of her bones. She has never been able to put

her finger on why her neighbor in the large brick house next door gets on
her nerves so - beyond any of the others in the compound of three families
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and the two or three residents of the Ladies' House. But the irritation is
a fact. She looks up at Letty's pinched, earnest face and says, "Let's go
upstairs now and I will tell you what to watch for in Rose. And I must
emphasize that you must send Gwandung for me immediately if there is the
sTightest change at all.” Myra watches to see what effect her words are
having on Letty and decided, despite the stiffening of her shoulders and
pursed lips, to go on.

"I've put her up here on the third floor so that the servants will not take
fright and leave. I am not concerhed about Chiwon. He will put the hot

and cold water pitchers outside the door at the foot of the stairs and empty
the slops as needed. You will have to carry them down to the second floor
hallway. He wiil 1ight the lamps as well, if they are carried down to him.
You can explain to Ruth. 1 have given him orders on no account to come up
here to Rose's room. This is for his own protection with the other servants."

Letty's face is red with suppressed anger but Myra's conciliatory mood has
left her. She drags over a chair for Letty and motions her to sit where
Rose's white, empty face is clearly visible. Letty ignores the gesture.
"Aven't you afraid that Chiwon will refuse to handle the material from the
sick room?" Letty's voice grates harshly on Myra's taut, over-stretched
nerves but she replies with careful civility.

"I don't have to worry about Chiwon. Rose is the sun and the moon to him,

When his 1ittle boy nearly died of the measles, from playing with Adolph,

I might add, Rose stayed with the child until he was out of danger - day and
night. No, I'm not worried about Chiwon leaving us." Myra starts for the door
and is half-way to it when Letty turns toward her with a strange, tight

look on her face,

"I hope you won't misunderstand me, Myra, but I feel that Rose ... well,

there was always ... what I mean is ... She could never avoid that touch

of the carnal. The children felt it and flocked around her and she encouraged
it - in an unhealthy way. Did you sense that too, Myra? I mean ... we all
loved her but T ... well ... I just don't know - the ways of the Lord are
sometimes difficult...”

Letty's words hit her like bullets. Myra feels her face burning and heat
diffuses through her body until she feels she will burst. She clenches
her fists at her side and struggles for control to keep from striking out
at this sanctimonious, this prudish - she can't even think of words strong
enough to damn her with. As the 1ittle doctor struggles to choke back her
anger, she feels something unfamiliar and uncomfortable welling up inside
her, pushing out the words in spite of herself.

"To care - to care for so many people so deeply..." Myra‘s voice is strained
and these is an edge to it. "To care so deeply ... for them ... for us ...
Tost on this far corner of the earth among the Godless. That is her sin -

a sin that has stretched her spirit to the breaking point ... Oh Lord. Is
it a sin to love another person as Rose .,. only Rose ... knew how to do?"

Myra, oblivious now - to Letty - to everything but her own sorrow and loss,
puts her short-cropped head against the stair rail and retches, grateful for
the grey enamel basin which Letty snatches up and hands her.

Virginia M. Wickes
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Every Fall the Cat

Every fall
the cat slips out
into the plumb-dark night,

mixing her body
with the amber wind,
licking blood and venison

from her whiskers.
The cat 15 a handmatd
to Avtemis:

she hunts the moon
with lonely songs, telling
of no lovers, no transgressions.

Margaret Park
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MAINE

The voice of the vet's assistant over the phone had just the right note of
sympathy and regret.

"The Doctor did everything he could," she said, "but Gretel died about an
hour ago."

It took a moment for the news to make sense, even though Michael had been
nervously expecting it. Gretel hadn't been herself since the birth of the

pups three months ago. He blamed himself for breeding her in the first place.

It had been a large litter ., . .ten big and strong Great Dane puppies. But
their birth had delivered the final blow to Gretel's health. She had rapidly
become weaker; some sort of poisoning had developed; the veterinarian had
decided to operate, and evidently she had died under the anesthetic. Well,
that was that. Michael felt sick at heart. Gretel was, no had been, only

a deg but she had also been his constant companion and his very good friend.

The vet's assistant, a pretty girl with red hair, Michael remembered, went
on with her discussion of the medical causes of Gretel's death. As though
it mattered! He was sure the doctor had done his best.

"There's another thing we were wondering about," said the girl, "We wondered,

the Doctor said to ask you: Mr. Adams, have you," her voice sank lower, "have
you chosen a place for your dog?"

"A place?"” asked Michael blankly
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"Yes, in the graveyard," said the girl. "The Dogs' and Cats' Last Rest is
only a few miles from us. . .and we can see about a coffin for you if you
like."

Michael felt a sudden sense of shock. In a way it was the most helpful thing
she could have said to him. It brought him back to himself with a jerk, and
he could almost have laughed. A graveyard for dogs and cats! Planted with
dogwood and catnip. Imitation bone markers! How ridiculous that seemed.
He'd heard of such things, of course, that Evelyn Waugh book for instance,
and yes, he must have passed the Dogs' and Cats' Last Rest on his way into
Manhattan. The very idea of such a cemetery struck him as not only Tudicrous,
but almost wrong, against the right and proper procedure of society. That
was his Maine blood he supposed. He knew from experience that death was
looked at differently in Maine, not only in dogs but in humans. What had
Jane Wickcliffe written in her last Tetter?

"Sorry to tell you, Mike, that Mattie James died last week. We was all quite
surprised seeing that we'd thought her backaches was all in her head. She
just passed away in her sleep, and Levi and me got up early and picked flowers
from the garden for the funeral. It was a lovely funeral. About everyone
from town was there and Mattie looked beautiful layed out. In fact some
people thought she looked better than she ever had in her life before and

they was right. Of course she had her glasses on and that helped a Tot."

Now there was a way to look at death. The Wickcliffes would miss Mattie,

who had Tived across the rcad from them for over forty years. She had been
their age, the age of Michael's father, and the Wickcliffe and James hauses
stood as sentinels at the head of the dirt road that Ted down to the Adams'
place. That meant that Michael would miss her too. . .and yet, he saw the
point of Jane's remarks, was amused and touched by them, and understood all
her words implied. It had nothing to do about how you felt about a person.
Nothing could change the Maine way of looking at things, not even such a
common and sad thing as death. People from Maine were individual, trenchant,
slightly caustic and often scaringly frank no matter what happened. And

death came to the town of Rock Cove only once or twice a year, nicely matching
the new arrivals either by birth or marriage. Thus the populaticn, except
for the summer influx, remained the same, with everyone knowing everything
about everyone else. And commenting on it, right up to and after the funeral!

Michael felt a sudden vivid Tonging for Maine. By God, he thought, I'11

go up early this summer, What's the advantage of being a senior partner in

a law firm if you can't beg off a little extra time? He wouldn't tell anyone
what had brought about his decision, of course. . .the dog lovers would carry
on at too great a length, and the dog haters would think he was becoming
senite. He'd just say that he wasn't feeling up to par and would take off.
He'd load the three puppies that hadn't been sold into the old station wagon
and head for Rock Cove. He could be there in a day. In his boyhood days
when his father and mother had taken him to Maine for the summer, it had been
a good three days' drive but the new super highways had cut it down to one.

And yet how boring they were, he thought, as two days later he took the by-

pass around Boston. He often wondered whether the added speed and canvenience
were worth 1t. His father had made a point each summer of Tining up a new
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hotel or inn for them to spend the night in, and he and his mother had enjoyed
wondering what it would be Tike. On the other hand, it was true that often they
had not been able to go to Maine a summer because his father, also a Tawyer,
had a big case that kept him in New York, or his mother wanted to visit rela-
tives in Ohio or make a cultural journey to Europe. It took too much time

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

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

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

And he had his month each summer. And this year he would have his two months.
Maybe next year he'd take two months again. At fifty, perhaps he should begin
to take it a little easier, and after all, unmarried and childless, he really
didn't need the money. Look at the Wickcliffes. Levi was as spry at eighty
as the average New Yorker was at forty. People lived a long time in Maine;
maybe that was another reason for the general acceptance of death as a not
especially unpleasant fact of Tife. Except for the rare dramatic death of a
child, or the drowning of a fisherman, it was the old who died in Rock Cove.
By the time they died, the event, as it were, had sometimes even been anti-
cipated. He recalled Gert Karhula, a stout Maine woman of the old Anglo-Saxon
stock who had married the son of the more recently-arrived Finnish farmers.
She was rather pretty, in an unpretentious way, and Michael had been amused
last summer to see her with Tlipstick and eye make-up on. He was sure he'd
never seen her wearing cosmetics before and he'd remarked on it to Levi.

"Mrs. Karhula looks so much younger and prettier these days," he said idly
one day, seeing her drive past the post office where they were standing.
“Yep," said Levi. “Her John's not so good though. Been ailin' all winter.
Course he's a piece older than her. He'll be going on one of these day,
leavin' her behind." He paused a moment. "Shouldn't be surprised if that
wasn't why Gert's taken to fixin' herself up," he added, suggesting, if not
actually giving, a wink. "Kinda anticipatory, you might say."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Everyone had agreed with her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

the bag into the water below.

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

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

"Cats!" he said cheerily.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They welcomed him warmly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Margaret Graham Neeson
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The
Lad Land
lues

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

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

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

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

(From the Greek of Maectus Quintus)

On your coast-haunted little island

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

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

gives you a bony hard-shelled lobster

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

not asking you to fill my fish-net full,

but just enough to tame this growlin' gut.

David M. Gordon
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contributors...

John Alter is a young Portland poet, probably,

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Doug Rawlings evidently rides a motorcycle around Bath.

Priscilla Farrington Schumacher resides in Waterville.

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

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

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

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

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

63








