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0’ God, Thou art that, a nebulous
pronoun undefined

My sight of Thee is blinded so clearly
in others.

So it cannot be myself which leads
me to communion with Thee,

But in all humanity, I undefine
myself, become a that, and am
Yours.

B.J.N.
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THE CONSUMMATE ART

when he asked me that night
did I want a Bie Iln_‘\'

all my months of | ungering
went out the window and I sat
there till l].:_‘.l.tff‘l? watlching

the way they went and would not
crawl between the sheets

or talk about it

w'-rlA.u;_', he said | d caused him
to sit up and beg unnecessarily

Il was unwitting : some things
should not be called at all
even by their given names

but just allowed to come and lie
down and lick our toes naturally
as for regalement

best he should do me

with his EVeS as the (]"t'l"';l:'
hound sunning by Day’s Inn door
next morning did his bushful

of waxwings

Shirley Rader




In the reconstruction of spring
some thoughtless northerner
has left my door ajar
surrendering me to

so unlike the rush of cold
from summer refrigerators
My potted plants

living like prisoners of

elay and pacifying muleh
faney some sunlight or

at least shadow of a paim
And I'm defeated just like
in American history elass
when I liked the south better

Tina L. Coleman
Vd

PROPRIETY

you meant to ask me

for my company

yet propriety

strayed your tongue

I meant to help you

frame the question

but propriety

slayed words unsprung

we could have penned
exquisite prose

yet propriety

became our god

and in syntactical structure
parallel nouns

paging close but uncompounded
prohibit eohabitation

Grace DiSanto
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‘: ) feeling eased itself into the pit of her stomach just as
to boil.

w can it be, 111 just curl up and die, and thank God there won 't
rev about, like the cat,”" Ollie groaned without sound. The
ot said : how could it not be? Charlie was us hairy-chested today
rning hero-handsome from the trenches of France to earry her in
er back into these hoary hills. Of course, providing for his
q was an apple off another tree.
il money had become less and less as the number of
and more. They all just pitched in the harder, digging
trying for 4-H prizes, hiring out to hoe and harvest.
mever get to eat any of the good stuff?”" W. M. was always
SWhy does it always have to be canned, or smoked, or dried, or
[1'" “*Because you get hungrier in the winter,”’ came back the

juckets were badly needed for the oldest boy and oldest girl,
r's book fees had to be paid before they could get their report cards.
e they looked for these things; Charlie could not care less whether
went to school.
> ff n sense of urgency as ¢he brushed her hair, she settled into an
eful repartee with the ereaky poreh rocker. Should she accept the
f be offered for making this flour sack burial dress for
 newborn ! The blue forget-me-nots were stitehed into the debute.
— she settled it quickly in her heart. After all, death had this
other than her own.
euphoria did not last long. She saw Sam at once as he rounded
e she was half expeeting him or she had dreamed it; he had
‘Spot. The gruff storekeeper spoke to her gently, and, unse-
)¢ wa to gentleness, it came out haltingly. There was, in addition,
yn fact that he had for many years been an ardent admirer of
ate to do it, Ollie, but my younguns 're hungry, too, 'n I'm jes carrin’
on the books 'n nobody 's puyin’ up.’" She nodded. No words came,
par would ever have dared escape the proud tilt of her chin. A thick
yrange hair came aloose where she had hurriedly pinned it up when
2 him coming. Sam was knotting a rope around the cow’s neck and
tarned again he noted how it flamed bright as ever though the freckles

g, and perhaps the spirit, too, just a bit about the edges. There was
aid, but none that either could churn up. Slowly, slowly, with a
g awish, the last of the family's *bread-and-milk’" swayed a mournful
down toward the bars.

cume out of hiding, then as all huddled together on the top steps.
d then a child wiping nose and mouth back and forth across her
ir und others ane by one catching up an edge of her generous surplice-
‘br sob-smudged faces, they eried her tears for her. That is the com-
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children alternated between Mama’s book grammar at home and the ¢
English hill ta)) that kept them in with their agemntes,

Old Spot, Their endless ashes-to-ashes dust-to-dust g;nnes, though

the one good kerosene lamp with clearwashed chimney lighthoused its Jean

glow. The one child not yet old enough for study oecupied herself maki 4

& new flybroom by sewing old Piapers onto a stiok and then fringing it. ke
proud to be big enough 1o use the scissors. Minding the flies would not

Weak-willed Charlie pyg made nothing since renting ghas mill say §
cutting all the timber off this plot of land her Papa had passed on. It
take a lifetime of her apologies to set the woodlands right agnin. He did

baby was the will of God, even 8% the older babjes erawled abogt him eryin
with hunger, S, much for that king of feeling, now Ooff to bed with all of v
She covered feot sticking ony where four lay crosswise under the heavy ¢ i




Children have a way of growing, she mused, even withont food,
these did not seem too undernourished.

her forte, things of the spirit. and **Maeh From Little"' the story
2 the pages back to her schooldays, Graduating high
o shie bad gone to Western Carolina Teachers' College on o
L 8 Jove of learning begotten of her roving schoolmaster papa,
' din all her studies and gloried in her one year of teaching. Now
mmer of hope on her horizon. She'd put in a WPA Application,
g her she had a good chance, Perhaps she could teaeh some
to do the helpful basic sums + + « . wrinkled toothless faces
t the drawing of their own names for the first time . ., . . there
hose she could to teach to write poetry, their own Blue Ridge
formed of it! Adult Edueation, they called it, and she'd make
. 8he'd cover Bee Mountain, and Mulberry, and Greasy Creek, and
e loved to walk and she loved to tesch, 1f pregnancy had become
life, this she could do also, and love its doing. As a school girl she’d
e was looking over her shoulder. But her main running foree
ible belief that the Lord helps those who help themselves, and jt
£ dead body they'd go down and sign up for Relief,

the oldest, was as good with the children, if not better, than she,
ttle comsilk heads that turned dark at puberty, and expertly
e pants. Wilma could put on the beans or mix a bateh of corn
idle, and she knew where the Sweetest ““cressy greens'’ (as the
them, with Ollie persistenty corrceting her family to **water
‘along the ereek banks in spring. With the rich soil that built up
bey threw out the dishwater, they could grow beans in four weeks.
#med not to mind washing out the saok didies in the branch before
-all the dirty clothes on the board and tossing them into the boiling
_;"' dldred would leaven and knead the straw tick bedding until even
king with the almostsquare corner perfection of hospital standards
med from her older sister's nurses’ aid work. All the older girls vied

of churning, taking up, and molding the soft warm pale gold butter.
tr boys kept the crossent humming, tacked worn shoes on the last or
‘3;". i the younger rounded up wishwood, went looking for pig weeds,
whatever the older told them. Even little Sarah had found her miche,
out every morning the night s mugs. Ollie was grateful they seemed for
Mt part healthy and happy. Charlie did appear to love the children, and
n, and on that note she pulled her own faith cover up, even as she heard
"th path. He always seemed to know when she went to bed.

# thin cornmesl breakfast broth wasn 't such good ecating without milk,

the knock-down drag.out of nine of them getting off to school, nothing
id about jt.

e breezes blowing through the cracks in the floor were the least of their
g worries: for the beginning adolescents, attempting to find & half.
F was particularly painful. All were hardened to the cold in their
ng, and she had told them long ago, and hoped it would strengthen

7o
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their character, that when others Inughed at their patches to say “‘at Ja
they re clean. '

Sparks were still flying between Wilma and Billy. Either he or the of}
twin had found and eaten her hidden bread erusts on coming in from sely
last evening, Ollie eould feel the buds of hatred beginning to swell
breasts of the older one, rooted in the hollowness of fast-growth hunger, Wh
there wasn't enough to go around, she'd sometimes had to say, ‘‘Let the
ones have it, they aren't old enough to understand.' The intolerance ¢
another’s eating sounds was thinly veiled these days, even at times when the
was enough for all.

Ollie decided when a nosebleed confirmed her carlier apprehension th
she’d have to let Charlene stay out of sehool with the little one while she walke
the ten miles into town to find out for sure about the job. Charlene
graduate in & few weeks; meantime, they'd work out something. It was nig
onto dark when she put up the bars to walk the last little way back to the hoos
A finger of forlornness poked at her fatigue on passing Yesterday's i
ground for Old Spot, the sweet new spring growth eaten elean, bovine and o
scents blending, |

But when she came in sight she saw, a8 always, not the tarpaper shack
had started out as one room and grown to three with the help of sawmill slaly
s necossity demanded, but the dream she kept neatly filed in the back of b

mind, with every drawer of every eabinet and every flower border e
thought out.

Charlene had seen to the homework and was Just shepherding the flogh
into Egypt. That's what they ealled the newest bedroom, the one without 4
single door or window . . . . . oh, how Ollie hated it, you couldn’t even see i
sweep the floor or cobwebs unless you lit the lamp, and that oil needed to b
saved for studying. Wilma took over and Charlene went to pour steaming '
from the kettle into the foot tub to ease her mother’s weariness.
“Mama, a letter came,”’ she said quietly, and reached for the
closet where she had put it safely away from the children. Ok goodness, yes
that contest she had seized upon, twenty-five words or less, and days and day
she'd waited as the deadline drew nearer until she could get & stamp to mail it
“Why I like you Octagon Soap . ... " She had gone over and over each
shie had selected until it had become a pert of her. She had even felt a 5 |
twinge of separation at relinquishing it to the mails. Of course they liked it
Perhaps it would be spoken over the radio. She was quite certain her scho olgirt
fecling had been right. Some one was looking. Tomorrow He would go with all
of them to bring back Old Spot,
“We are sorry that your name is not among the winners , , . . . hope yo
will continue to enjoy . . , . redeem the enclosed coupons . . . "'
“Don’t worry, mama, we'll find a way,"" Charlene squatted with her arm.
briefly around her mother's shoulders. Ollie looked for a long moment into her
oldest daughter s eyes before she dried her foet and turned to the tasks at hand.

“Younguns, ‘member Your prayers,’” Charlene called in to Egypt's dark.
less,
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SEASON CITY STREETS

% Salled pretzels, chestnuts,
nkin, Bum, Salvation Army Voiees,

r telescoping into snow and Mnog

whu refrigerator skin

Roly Communion with Asphalt.
* of shoppers washes up

el mmu and partake
A BBman pizza (heavy on the shuee )
0 my God"

~ “Don't look"*

bus traffie dies.
ﬁlll‘:::bnlmce”'

"“He's dead”’
dﬂl’by shopping

50D newsprint trampled by bus boarders,
blck home,

2 Ol wouldn 't believe what happened downtown today.’

Michael G, Uhrin

THE FAREWELL DRAFT

We toasted

gulping ales

for mother 's soldier dead
nnd his embryoed frame
twisted him under
hamburger hills

and yellow sulphur pills
under barbed wire

pissing fear

nnd dodging leadened fire
he earned happiness
when unannouneed
solitude in grey-gilver smoke arrived
poisonti pboob\ trapped-ernde,

Philip Nofal
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THE ALTAR

toes pointed missionary-like
curling inward
arms spread slippery as apple Jelly
beading tiny pearls of sweat
wing heavenly to pull in your spirithrobbing
and 1 in this Lenten season sacrifice
My body My blood
so0 that your spirit your flesh
will be resurrected
Philip Nofal

LOST

n a wilderness of people
amid trunks of unfeeling
whose branches reach out
but never touch
their leaves sing a song
i eannot hear
and their movements a dance
i cannot see
Lost in the jungle of life
where vines of friendship
never seem quite to hold
the weight of a swing
over the quicksand of stress
and all my joy
deadened by hopeless despair
pulls me under
lost

B.JN.
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LOVE SONG FOR A PRE-VET MAJOR OR
WHY I CALL YOU DOCTOR ALREADY

Only you could make me love
a sprawled cat

your hand on its
chemiealsoaked gut

I become silent

and peer from behind you
but it’s not feigned interest

Tina L. Coleman

[ AM THE MAN, THE LONER

(written in response to **1 am the People, the Mob'")

I am the man—the loner—the single.

All the great work of the world is done through me.

I am the artist, the author, the ereator— -
The world's paintings and poetry come through me

[ am the great men of history, DaVinei, Michelangelo and Caesar,
I who rule the world—I who live forever,

Ages pass away. Nations are born and nations die

I live on,

Long after evervthing has gone out of me—

Long after death has come to me—

I live on,

[ am remembered,

[ shake my fist at the sky. I sweat, I bleed to build my house

[ am remembered,

Howard Suggs
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Something
Wicked

JULIA E. BRUSTARES

It was coming on harvest time. The fields of wheat and eorn were rich and
ready as pop was driving the tractor out. That morning when 1 dressed, [
buttoned up and turned my collar up, there was & pecaliar coolness in the air.
I remember hearing the back door squeaking open and slamming shut as T went
to eollect the eggs and milk the cows. Looking back on it now, it was unusually
still and quiet, even the hens didn't flap and squawk. They acted like they do
when a storm is comin’ but there wasa't a elond in the sky. I didn't make much
of it then, but now 1 see the animals were able to sense what I couldn’t. T had
to learn,
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That day at school there was much talk of the carnival. Why, it was all
Stockman could do to keep the class quiet, Our minds were far from our
5 Ben Davids, whom I guess you could eall my best friend, and I decided
fogether that night. T remember running home from school that day, when
rily 1 was in no hurry to get home to my chores, 1 was eating dinner so
that night that T ate everything on my plate, without having time to think
t whether T liked lima beans or not. Ma didn't like the idea of me going to
arnival at night and I wanted to get out of the house before she could think
reason for me to stay home,

There was u knock on the door and I raced to answer it,

““Hey Ben, come on in a minute,”’

“*Aren’t you ready yet?"

*“Yea, just hold on a moment. Ma, I'm leaving."’
ird my mother yell from the kitchen, ** Wait a minute dear'’ as her foot-
eame closer,

“Don't you be late.””

“Yes, manm,"”’
Hen and 1 hurried out the front door with ma watching us go down the
till we were out of sight. We walked as fast as we could without breaking

g run. My hands were clammy and I felt my heart beating a little faster
excitment and anticipation.

As we neared the fair sounds of & man inviting everyone to see the wonders
n reached our ears. He shouted over and over, ** Come one come sll, see the
ificent Lola as she turns into o Gorilla. Come one Come all, see Greco the
 thrower,”' Having never been to a carnival before, the blur of jerking
s and blinking lights against wound up music set excited butterflies free
¢ me. Although Ben had gone last year, he seemed to be pretty exeited to
s we passed through the gate and entered into this alien world,
We were surrounded by faceless people pushing us forward into the eycle
e fair.

““Marty, let's go see the bearded lady.'’

“‘Allright Ben, I'll buy the tickets this time.'’
ght the tickets and we entered the small tent, There she sat, up on a plat-
, with people gawking at her and [ couldn't help but do the same.

““Come on Marty, Let's get closer, | want to see if it's for real.”’

““Na, that’s okay you go ahead, I can see from here."’

“*You're not scared are yout"

‘‘No.""

“Well, let’s go."'
rabbed my jacket and pulled me up through the erowd.

‘'She looks pretty mean, doesn't she Marty? I wonder what she'd do

if I asked her if it was real?"’

1 wouldn 't ask, let’s get outta here,'’

page 15
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I turned and walked out, a few minutes later Ben ran up from behind me.
“Well Marty, what will it be, the haunted house or the freak
““Let’s go to the haunted house first.’*

Once inside the house, T felt cold shivers and my pulse beating
against my temples. 1 light flashed on in front of us revealing a te
chamber of racks and iron maidens with bloody bodies emiting painful moss
Everyone about me screamed and clamored through the black and nam
chambers only to emerge in the laboratory of a mad scientist, Befors our ey
there unfolded a bizzare murder as s eruel doctor removed s living heart fr
# struggling patient. It all seemed real to me and 1 was quite frightened, but
remember now that Ben was laughing as he escorted me onward, 1

After escaping the horrors of the haunted house, 1 felt the tension

from my body. The next thing | realized, | was following Ben towards th
Freak show.

"“Hey come on Ben, slow down a bit, I want to get a coke,”" Standing o
the counter, I noticed Ben was restless, shifting his weight from one foot to it
other with his eyes darting about. He had a funny looking smile on his fae
I'd never seen Ben act this strange. I remember once before, in school, wik
everybody was out at Phys. Ed. but Ben, Miss Stockman sent me in after him
When I walked in, Ben had taken one of the mice for the class experiment ot
of the cage and was squeezing it in his hands. The look he had on his face :
reminded me of how he looks now. It seemed as though there were some forse
at work within him, transforming him. 1'd never known Ben to be this itehy, he
had always been so ealm and deliberate. He was the one who always seemod to
have the situation under control, The person next to me now was different
from the one I was familiar with, | sipped my coke very slowly, reluetant to 2
on, but Ben was cager.

““Marty, let's get in line/for the freak show now while it's short."

Ben was leading me everywhere now, | had seen enough, but for some
unexplainable reason, I continued on, | suppose it was curiosity,
Sighs of borror closed in around me as we wandered through the freak
show,

"Marty, look at that eow with three heads.”” Ben moved closer and
was pulling me with him,

"“Ben, let go of me. I ean see from here.”” 1 was irritated and shook 3

lose from his grip, Ben went right up to the cow and stuck his face in it's face, T
My stomach was turning. Two of the cows heads were lifeless and just hung their

there, these were the heads that Ben was fascinated with, eonfu

“Ben!"", he paid no attention, "*Hey Ben!"" he still didn’t acknowledge remer

me, “‘Damnit, BEN!!"" raised

"“yeah buddy '’ Ben

“I'll be waiting for you outside, ™ stick

!

*‘Sure, sure, what?! Why are you leaving?! We just got
here, Come on Marty, 1 haven't seen everything vet."
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:31- t's allright, you go ahead and look, I'll be outside."’

red quickly and walked out, not giving Ben the chance to insist
Always gave in to avoid an argument. I was glad to be out of there, 1

Mot to look at such sad misfits. It seemed as if forever that I had stood

o Ben to tear himself away from the freak show. To tell you the

B Was starting o act a little Treaky himself.

‘Ob Marty, you should have seen the wingless chicken. it was . .,

believe you, you don't have to tell me about it."

a ready to see the knife thrower?"
W8 talking so fast that the next thing I saw was a Indy standing against

ith balloons outlining her body, The knife thrower was concentrating

. My heart was in my throat as the knives sailed through the air, I

il 1o glanee over at Ben, he seemed to me as if he were in a tranee and
hat peculiar sly grin on his face. I couldn't figure it, 1'd never seen
fho had that look before. I thought I knew him pretty good, but I
derstand this and 1 was beginning to feel uneasy with him.

leading me deeper with him into the eycle of the fair, deeper than

mred to go. We were now waiting to go see Lola, a quote *“Beautiful
"tum into a gorilla. Lola came out on stage,

“Wow, Marty, getta load of that! That's what I eall a good looking

e
-

;’:.'. der men in the tent were whistling when 1 notieed something odd
pla’s smile, it wasn't a real smile, Why, why it looked something like
:vbun smiling, Then gradually, but suddenly Lola’s attractive fea-
nsformed into those of a raging beast. It was one of the most terrifying
L0f my life, to think that a buman being could become a beast, I was
many nightmares of this event.

jile Ben and I were wandering about he kept rambling about how fan.
Nb«n, I wasn't really listening, 1 was still too horrified, T was in
4 had never seen things like this before, I never believed anything eould
fioked, I was scared.

““Marty, let's go in the house of mirrors?'"

I haven’t got any money left, "’ (Making exeuses. )

;. v l'll ”y."

“No Ben, you don’t have to pay for me. Go ahead, I'll wait.”

I owe you one, remember you paid for me to see the bearded lndy,
. u-'O

 ""-  was much confusion inside the maze of mirrors, no one could find
iy through with all the reflections. But it was here, admidst all the
08 that things became clear to me. Seeing Ben's reflection against mine,
ering the similarity in his smile and Lola’s smile. The goose bumps
06 my skin and I started to feel as if I might get sick. I could see it now,
8 transforming like Lola. Into what I don't know, and I didn't care to

round and find out. I slipped away from him and practically ran the

and I were never to be the same again.
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The trees stand silent,

Do not ask them to bear fruit.

Life's rush must erawl

Among the dark hills where snow hides,

And the land stripped by the harvest

must stand fallow and fade

beneath the dull morning frost,

The eolor already dissolved in the
freezing rains.

Winter has brought solitude to the earth

50 that with cold objectivity it might

Contemplate its life,

And learn to long again for the pain of

Birth,

Before ercation runs toward the east

Where the grey winter sky breaks

And all is recreated in the coming of
the Sun.

BJN.
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6 O'CLOCK NEWS

shiny bloated bellies
garnished with pretty
tapeworm ribbons
and we gorge
radar eooked meats
basted with melted margarine seasonings ;
we watch
as Biafran babies
bellies plump
like vine ripened
mellons ready to
burst red juices
drip bloody tears
and sing rotting eries
for our feast
Philip Nofal

THE FIRST GAZING OF SNOW

From a city of sun parched skies
more hot and green than golden
came a non-shod me

To this place of sleeping gardens
where 1 know the window sill
and a fogging pane best

Here every lifting of a curtain
and red pressed elbow at evening
affords my gazing of white.

Tina L. Coleman




THE EDGE
|

THE EDGE

A PLAY IN ONE ACT by PHILIP NOFAL

Time: Pogt World War One

!
|
England; the [
parlour and dining room of a large estate, |
Characters; Judge
Jean Paul Dubois
Dr. Pendelton
Col. Aldridge
Lord Vietor Cheshire

Setting:  Cloge vieinity of London,

JUDGE 1

Vietor Ch

this is Nap
JEAN PA
DR. PENI
this pleasa

::Zl‘\ . ’PA.

cerned. T

‘exhausted
JEAN PA
the meande




SCENE 1

At the rise of the curtain, the stage ix n total darkness.
THE JUDGE enters doven right on the cormer of the
opron. A single blue spotlight fades up, and he begins
his monologue in a quict, humble, but froubled manner,

'.!‘-‘ It all began late one October evening in the stately manor of Lord
lur Chesire, at Maidenhead on the River Thames. Lord Vietor was s master
mer, and Jean Paul Dubois, Colonel Aldridge, Dr. Charles Pendelton and
lf were unawaringly intertwined in his invisible web which resulted in the
Heet crime — a murder of high design. 1 had no knowledge of why Vietor
asked the four of us together. | assumed for old times sake; we served
ther in the Royal Flying Corps early in the war of the trenches. He was a
of stately intrigue, foreed by destiny to support the decay of a noble family,
b you permission, 1 take you back to that Thursday evening where we—I,
_ ame the innocent conspirators of an unnatural rite. I take you to Lord
for's sitting room. The other guests and I have Just arrived from the debut
Sir Adrian Boult with the Birmingham Orchestra in London. As our
abre story begins, we are engaged in light conversation. Now to that fatal

The spotlight fades to black, and the lights fade wp on the
sel stago right. The set is that of a typically appointed
sitting room of an English Country Manor of the period.
The other players are frozen in their annimation as if con-
versation had been going on. When the JUDGE finishes
his marration he crosses to the brandy table, pours himself
o drink and seats himself in the chair up right. As the
JUDGE speaks, conversation and movement resume as if

there had been no pause. Jean Paul is foying with a group
of silver coins.

UE I must be sure to compliment our host on his selection of brandies ;

PAUL Muais oui, Vietor shares my finesse and appreciation for the

'j?hant night. We didn't know whether your heart condition had yet
ered. We had all, of course, been keenly aware of the seriousness of your

JAN PAUL Merei, Monsieur le Doctor, but you need not have been so con-
. This Tiger Moth is far from dead.

" ALDRIDGE You should have been dead long ago. You bloody well
msted your luck over Dover. (He laughs).

IAN PAUL Your flying was none too good either as T recall, it wasn't like
sandering of a zepplin, many times you looked more like a blind moth than
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a Tiger Moth. I need not point out that you still shuttled about in a 'l‘l‘l
long after the rest of us were given a Sopvmh to fly.

COL. ALDRIDGE Even old Haig was astounded by the tales he
our ‘' Outerbound’” squadron.

DR. PENDELTON 'Tell me Judge, what do you make of Major Armsts
poisoning his wife! There's an article here on the front page of the TIM
JUDGE A rather beastly affair. I rather expect he went a bit bnnhu
the old girl’s infernal nagging.

COL. ALDRIDGE A pity too, what? He was a fine soldier.

JEAN PAUL Yes, well . . . (they all fall into a short silenee during which!
see in their eyes their own wartime memories.) By the way Mesieurs, 1 chan
upon a case of Chateau Lateur for a paitry sum day before last. 1 ¢
its availability be mere chance. It should give me the edge I need over Vie
cellar,

VICTOR (entering down right during this last line) What's that, Jean ',
Still trying to better my cellar’s excellence? (To all) Gentlemen, please |
my negleet, but 1 fear there were things to oversee in the pnntn‘ 'l'odly\'
was grand — the hounds are still baying and the pheasant is in there,
admirable, T might add.

COL. ALDRIDGE Tell us, Victor, why the playful secrecy! Pray o
us, What is it that you have in store for us tonight?

JEAN PAUL Yes, do tell us your reasoning behind this pleasant occasion
VICTOR Allow me time, for the night is still quite young, In due dlu
shall all know my purpose. 'S
JUDGE Oh, come now, Victor, we are after all of the intelligent elite, j) |
bit above parlour games. .‘
DR. PENDLETON Oh, allow him his games for the moment; he is, lM_-‘
the eldest among us. Judge, as you pour yourself another, would you poke
fire a bit? The chill of these October evenings penetrates to the bone,
VICTOR Allow me, Doctor, I fear 1 skimped a bit on the coal. Ever sinee
went off the gold standard, it has been a near impossibility to get round t
ris.
.';.UDGB (getting up to replentish his glass) My dear Doctor, we must not
Victor off so casily.
COL. ALDRIDGE I quite agree, you must tell us why you summoned
tonight.
VICTOR (as he finishes stoking the fire) Patience, my friends, patienee.
DR. PENDLETON Have any of you perused the latest of Wodehouse's pSmi
series! Damned good, 1'd say. Just what the economy needs in this uncertas
age. I feel the country is at an all time low with that bastard MeDonald o8
Downing Street,
JEAN PAUL I agree that we are in trouble again, and I note that H;:
TATLER is filled with Teddy's exploits. His collarbone was broken when
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iborsed him on the point to point Friday last. Her majesty is a bit
8 with him over some wench named Roberta, I hear, and George is in
i planning to send him on an extended holiday to the far east.

frising) Gentlemen, while I hate to disturb your conversation, I'm
IEAE we do not soon adjourn to the dining room, our pheasant shall be
on, and, 1 might add, that I haye a mirncle of sorts to share

x hts fade to black for a moment during which time
SpMayers move to the dining room sef. Al yeat them-
I save for the JUDGE who roturns to the apron for
KAer warration. Light then spots JUDGE.
] :;- there was some meager suggestion of exeitement in all of
ot why Vietor was being so elusive in his manner and speeeh.
i short procession behind our host to the banquet table.
! t during the meal, and though there was a feast set before
our own silent theories as to what was in store for us. But
 the fiendish intent of our host! I must apologize for my
it B8 not often that a man is intertwined in a plot so silent that
participants was even awnre of the rumbling storm brewing in
il As the feast wound slowly to its completion like sailors
= we all found ourselves looking — as if at o mirage — to
our answers melt into the mindless reality of the moment.
Bt dish had boen cleared from the table, and Vietor'’s countenance
er plessure of what was to come. Again, let us return to that
ght which I have fought so long — without success

|
Yiie 20
e '

: — to esponge
Wght fades out on the JUDGE and he erosses to

place at the table. When the lights fads wp on

U, the sefting iv stage left. There is a dining hall

# with rich and keavy mahogany picees, dazzeling

and centered by a rectangular dining lable. All

are seated wpstage with Vietor ocenter, Dy,

ielion to his right, the JUDGE far right, JEAN

AUL 1o the left of VICTOR, and COL, ALDRIDGE on

.w& As the lights fade up we begin . .,

SCENE Il

The cuisine was superb, Vietor, the brandy delectable, the phea-
ted on my tongue. The hounds served you well this day my

'. Quite 0. Truly the meal you have set has been an adven-
or, perhaps vou will end the suspense in which wo have been
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held through so serumptuous a meal. You have perchance some announcement
for us, possibly the appointment to some governmental post!
VICTOR Please my brothers, we are all fishermen of sorts. 1 humbly beg your
patience. You must learn not to doubt me. I will soon show you the way.
COL. ALDRIDGE We have no wish to be impolite, but we have shared in your
feast, please let us now share in your mystery.
JEAN PAUL If you please Monsieur, all this talk of secreey starts my heart
pounding, Perhaps an after dinner brandy, Vietor! T am sure so delicious a
meal deserves your finest . . . It is at times such as this that I long for the last
case of Benedictine from the monastery at Monte Casino, before its destruction.
COL. ALDRIDGE The Germans had no mercy, it was completely leveled,
JEAN PAUL Oui, but there may have been a chanee . . .
VICTOR Come now, Jean Paul, you don’t really suspect any of that vintage is
still in existence?
JEAN PAUL 1 fear, old friend that you are right, though if by the interven.
tion of the Holy Spirit there were any left, I would sell my very soul for a
bottle — or for even a sip.
Dr. Pendelton picks up his pipe and lights it. The lights
dim; we hear Handel’'s Messiah playing quictly in the
background as Lord Victor produces an object to the table
covered in a fine cloth, The eyes of the guests turn to the
object, and to each other, Lord Vielor, standing, is look-
ing af his seated guests, first to his right where the Doctor
and the Judge are seated, and then to his left, where Jean
Paul and the Colonel are scated. He lingers on Jean Paul.
Lord Victor slowly wunveils what turns ont to be the bottle
of Benedictine from Monte Casino. Jean Paul’s eyes be-
come transfized on the botle as if he ix possessed.

JEAN PAUL Sacre bleu! La Benedictine! But, but how ean it be . . it
all destroyed by the exploding fires!
VICTOR Look at it Jean Paul! Feast your eyes upon it. Is it not beauti
JEAN PAUL C’est Magnifique, Victor, ¢'est magnifique.

COL. ALDRIDGE Vietor, your resources never cease to amaze me, Tell
you please . . .

DR. PENDELTON (interrupting) Yes, how did you get it?

VICTOR Please gentlemen — so many questions!

JUDGE Tell me Vietor . . . It this the only bottle or is there more!
VICTOR No Judge, (looking at Jean Paul) this is the last bottle,

JUDGE This secures your cellar’s collection over Jean Paul’s does it not?
VICTOR Most assuredly, Judge, most assuredly.

JEAN PAUL How much Victor? 1 will pay you any amount! Tell me ples
1 will give you a note!
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No, Jean Paul. Nothing you could ever do or have, could pay for

.
2

Lord Victor slowly grasps and
head in both hands pivoling the view of the botile fo all

seated. Jean Paul is Iured bul mesmerized by this vessel

held before him. Viclor opens the botile and passes the

cork first to Dr. Pend., the Judge, and then to Jean

Paul . ..

AUL Exeellent, the cork is perfeet! The liqueur will be divine.

Why Vietor, do you honour us with this liqueur when it is the one
rich would keep your rivial, Monsieur Dubois, envious of you!
LDRIDGE (taking the cork) Rest casy, old fellow, you might change
1, and I would feel frightfully cheated not knowing the full body of that
re are about to receive,

PAUL Mais oui, Your Honour,
ot be resealed!

)R And as the host, my fellows, 1 will now tast
hy for you to receive, (pours, sips the liqueur,
en {acing Jean Paul, he speaks . . . )
OR Gentlemen, your glasses please for 1 have this drink to offer you; it
fruit of the vine, and the work of human hands. It will become for us our

raises the bottle above has

be quiet! The bottle has been opened

& the contents to see if it
pauses, finishes his glass,

He thon lowers the wine and taking Jean Paul’s glass, ever
0 slowly, begins the careful, tedions exercizse of pouring

the brandy . . . Viclor’s cyes fixed onm the reaction of Jean |
Paxl (docsn't even blink) as he metienlously, deliberately
( pours the brandy onto the table! Jean Paul, on the edge
~ of his chair, clutehes his heart, falls forward, reaching for
) the brandy with his right hand dies, and the conceoled
sileer coins roll from his hand into the pool of brandy.
Silence . . . Vietor sits reflectively staring first at Jean
Paul, then at the dropped coins and finally at the other
guests. The Judge in disbelief looks om . . .

or in the eye leans over the body, and
it finding it to be spoiled.) Bitter.

ILDRIDGE (Slowly looking Viet
his finger in the brandy, tastes

Lights fode out on scene. Lights fade up on Judge, stand-
g once again of [ stage in 1oifness stand.
The peace of my soul rests solely in your hands . .
‘my plea and hand me down your verdict — guilty or not-guilty !
Curtain

»

. I ask you now to

PLAY ENDS
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DUTGR
TREAT

CATHY (RED) O'NEILL

Onee upon & time, there was a man who owned a diner on the side street of
a very big city. This man's name was Karl De Jong, and he came from Holland.
He was very meticulous and he kept his diner spotlessly clean. When the health
inspectors eame around to make sure he wasn't making roaches a part of his
daily euisine, he was always rewarded with a “‘Sanitation Grade-A"™. Mr. De
Jong had a very pretty wife who was a modern southern belle from Alabsma.
She was twenty years his junior, and since he was forty-three, he didn’t
have too many worries about being alone in his old age.
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| —

ong never lived long enough to collect socinl

anfortunately Karl De J
He died at forty-five, and no one in the entire city, with the possible
of his well-tipped paper boy mourned. His death, and the stories of

s leading up to it were on the front pages of every newspaper in town,
every person in the city who was old enough to read, and understand
.enunce he'd been to society breathed a sigh of relief when there wasn 't

ugh of him left to fill a coffeepot.

1, the reason that there was so much apathy directed towards Karl dur-
last six weeks of his life was because a certain ambitious young police-
| found out his lifelong secret. And the long-guarded secret that became
was that Karl De Jong was a cannibal! Yes, he was a regular old
ung, kidney, liver, tongué, and eyeball eater from way back. But of
ie knew it would never do to put up & neon sign proclaiming his peeu-
for the whole city to see because what would the neighbors think?

t unbeknownst to Mr. De Jong's patrons he was Very generous in sharing
es with them. Every other week, or as often as occasion provided, Karl
offer his customers an international dish as his one specinlty. He found
- easy to obtain Spanish, Chinese, or Italian food, since the eity in which
d afforded a number of sources. But when he was able to provide German
wk dishes, Karl was at his eullinary best. He loved to cook, and he was

mt at his work.
he ** Travelor's Delight’’ as Karl called his foreign dishes were most often
f the best meals on his menu. Surrounding the main entree which was »
slab of choiee tender meat was a stesming array of cooked vegetables par-
¢ to the country being featured, The meat was always freshly cut because
d been procured sometime during the day or previous night.
Karl's customers raved about his **Travelor's Delight’* and his business
M on *‘international night". The ecash register was rung up constantly,
loor opened every few minutes, and Karl's wife who's name by the way was
ira, found it necessary to empty her pockets of tips revenue at lenst every
good waitress who didn’t seem to mind a pinch on
derio her nonchalant acceptance of
tention she received from one particular male customer, that cost her
d his life. Not to mention her own life.
astomer happened to be a young rookie cop by the name
is first big arrest. He had been to
s to ¢ foreign dishes, and had taken a great deal of notice of
Siie, on the other had, had seemed to return the amorous glances he
“direction, and treated him with only half-hearted rebuffs, Some-
s Tim would eat at the diner it seemed to him that she smelled like 8
pounter at Christmastime, and the aroma only served to increase his
| likewise his desire to get 10 know her better.,
owly but surely he did get to know her better. Their relationship
slowly with Tim asking the usual hesitant questions asked of

al-but-prospective-looking married women.
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‘““Any chance of sneaking away for a few hours tonight, good looking!™'

And she would give the usual coy reply of the 1'm-not-too-sure-I-should-
get-myself-into-this-but-it-might-be-fun married woman,

““What would someone like you want with a settled housewife like me?”

And from those budding words a beautiful, but illieit love affair blossomed.
Not that Karl was unaware of what was going on between his pretty, sexy wife
and the handsome young policeman, mind you. And that was just the kind of
thing that could send him into a flying Dutch rage. He asked the usual middle-
aged-husband-being-cheated-on-by-young-good-looking-wife questions, and de
manded an explanation of her behavior.

*“Vat is dis, you hussy? Playink around behind my back and vit a customer
m"'

And Sandra would give the usual seemingly-faithful-wringly-accused-self
righteous reply,

“Why whatever do you mean! How dare you sceuse me of such a thing!"

And of course that was just the kind of answer which eould put Karl into
a murderous rage. It was the very thing that could eause him to take a cleaver 1
and chop her up like so many picees of chuck steak. Which of course he did K
And all the while he was doing it, he was sereaming, &

‘“‘Filthy vench! Animal! You are nothink but a pig! Yah! Dat's it. A
pig! A dirty, little. cheating pig! Pig! Pig! Pig!"

And that was the first time in all his cannibalistic life that Karl had ever
been frightened by committing murder. He was worried this time. Worried
that that snotty young Mie might come around looking for his wife. And yet
the desire for revenge was so strong within him that it overpowered his anxiety.
And in his mind he developed a plan. He'd give her to that young punk. In
faet, he'd give ber to all of the stinking, rotten men who had tried to take her
away from him,

So Karl advertised a special platter to be ealled **Down South Night''. He
hired a young girl to work parttime as & weitress in place of Sandra, and “
waited. And as he expected Tim Connelly came in with an empty stomach i
anticipation of one of Karl's favored specialties. Before the girl took orders Karl
announced to the erowd that his wife was away for a while, but that tonight's
meal was on her behalf.

““Friends,” he said, *'My wife is visitink vit her parents. As many of you
know, she is from down south. Vell tonight, on her behalf, ve are servink de
kind of meal dat she herself is probably eatink right now at her parents b
I have fritters, corn bread, hash browns, and even grits as vegetables”
people in the diner laughed st the mention of grits sinee it was an uneor
side dish. Karl eontinued to speak. |

** And for de main entree, I have ham. You know, from de pig, yah!?! Ve :
down south, my wife told me, an excellent meal would be fresh ham, So dat s
vat I have for you tonight."

The people in the diner applauded Karl who smiled benevolently at thes
He got their orders and served up o dinner for them. He disguised the mes

Haa
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from Sandra’s viscers so well, and cooked it to such tender perfection that his
eustomers never knew what was actually being slid down into their stomachs,
That is, not until the next day. Even Tim Connelly complimented Karl on the
meal.

“‘De Jong, that was one of your better efforts. | really enjoyed it."

And then Karl made his fateful mistake, Taken aback by the young police-
‘man's comment he invited him down to the corner for a drink. Tim aceepted,
thinking that it might make it easier to continue his romance with Sandra by
getting in good with the old man. Well, Karl was so ecstatically happy and
pleased with himself over the dinner he'd served that he decided to really eele-

brate his ‘vietory’. He got extremely drunk and had to be escorted home by

‘H- Unable to find his keys he procoedod to pass out on the pavement. Tim
fished out the keys, opened the door to the diner and walked Karl towards the
stairs. He accompanied him upstairs and put him to bed. Within minutes Karl
was heavily snoring.

On the way down Tim decided to use the back exit which was through the
kitchen, He was hungry, and he thought he just might grab himself a bite to
eat, Opening the refrigerator he spied the rest of the ham that Karl had served
at dinner that night. So, he decided to make himself a sandwich from the meat.
‘While he was cutting a piece off he noticed much to his disgust a fingernail
pedged into the ham.

~ “De Jong ought to get rid of that girl if she can’t be more careful. The
department will nab him if he isn’t eareful.”’ thought Tim to himself.

| He then flicked it onto the floor and went on making his sandwich. But an
instant later he bent down and picked up the fingernail. There was something

yery familiar about it. There was something about the color of the nail polish
on it, and the tiny star decal which eaught his attention. Then in a flash the
sickening realization eame to him. Sandra always wore those kind of decals on

fingernails, and it did seem very strange that she was not around these dayx.
i looked at the fingernail with a feeling of nausea in his stomach, and then
again at the meat. The meat was a little too pink for fresh ham wasn't it? As

in as he could Tim made his way into the bathroom to rid himself of the

enveloping sickness that he so suddenly felt,

... Well, they eooked old Karl De Jong good. Under the broiling lights
evoked all kinds of confessions from his demented mind. The jury and
o didn't think that after all those murders he deserved even an insane
ylum. That would have been too casy. So, they executed him, And they
mt him to a erisp. Strapped in the eclectric chair he reccived a burn he’d
pever forget if he could have lived to remember it. And of course they eremated
¥ Karl's body. What better way to get rid of a person who liked to cook
her persons than to cook him? Right? Of course right! An eye for an eye,
ith for a tooth, an arm for an arm, & tongue for a tongue, a kidney for a

ioey pie . .
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In the flow of courtships

on lueid planes

s hand-fed-pond-duck

will sigh

Now she wants a watermelon
to peck at

or tadpole with

promise of transformation
But I web-foot paddied
peross that spawning pool
rippling my trail of down
I've white feathers for you

Tina L. Coleman

NIGHT DREAMS

I'm making friends, but something's wrong,
1 miss you, I feel love wane.

It moves off slowly into darkness.

Your face becomes indistinet to my memory.
Your touch less eleetric with passing absense.
Our vibrant love fades into mediocrity.
Time, & healer, slays all too,

Williwm Tobin

your image embraced me in a dream
subways whizzed by

the clatter of hard souls

ngainst cement pavement

mingled with the rustling of coats
you stood amongst the hurried
muttering how late you were

upset

about missing the only subway

to oblivion

Debbie MeComb
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