Belmont Abbey College
Vol. XXIX  Spring 1995

P ——



EDITOR

Deanna Christian

EDITORIAL BOARD

James Coaltes
Newley Pumncil
Mania Ferguson
Edward Breuer
Marshall Jones
Scott Mullinax
Edujic Imoisili
Karen McGuire

Christel Schwerzer

MODERATOR

Dr. Lynn Vam

PRODUCTION

Scott Mullinax
Deanna Christian
Marshall Jones
Christel Schweizer

COVER

Photograph by Marshall Jones, taken from inside the Haid on a windy
winter day in 1994,




AGORA

“Birthplace of democracy,
the Agora dozes at the foot of the Acropolis.
Athenians thronged here to discuss,
harangue, litigate, philosophize."

Greece and Rome:
Builders of our World

Volume XXIX
Spring 1995

Agora is the literary publication of
Belmont Abbey College,
funded by the college and organized with the help
of the Abbey Writing Center.

I ———



Dedication

This issue of Agora is dedicated to Professor Jean Moore in recognition
of her varied and distinguished contributions to the College for many, many
years. She was, first and foremost, an educator who astonished all with her
abiity to inspire and motivate her students year after year, while also writing,
providing fundamental support for the Abbey Players (including a dramatization
of her own book about her father, Shop Boy). supporting Agora with her work and
her efforts, and serving the larger community. Her tragic death brought all of her
virtues and her innumerable achievements suddenly into focus, and the heartfelt
upvuslomdmwwmommymwMathMd
members of the Abbey communily are perhaps the greatest testament to a life
truly well ived. Someone essential has been taken from us, and we will remem-
ber her well.

Russell Fowler




Contributors

, @ BAC senior in Liberal Studies, intends to pursue an
Interest in creative writing professionally.

, @ BAC graduate, will receive an MA in English
{rom the University of Toronto in May.

Dennis Narduzzi is a senior Theology major from Greenville, S.C.

’ is an English major who plans to study creative
writing at Emory University next year.

a BAC graduate, is an editor at Auerbach
Publishing in New York where she has continued her passion for
the theater by acting and directing.

: , 0.S.B., a member of the Vincent Taylor Library
slaff, is working toward a master's degree in library science.

en Weir, R.S.M., is a member of the English faculty at BAC.
works at the library and is an active member of
- Cliff Rhodes, A BAC graduate and a published poet, is heading
loward graduate school.

 Russell Fowler is the Chairperson of the BAC English Department,
“ is a frequent contributor of poems to journals.

' George Hernd| was a member of the BAC English Department for

 over thirty years and is now retired. He is the Editor of the Della
Epsilon Sigma, a national literary journal which offers writing
competitions to students.

alhotra Is a Business and Computer Science major at the

Abbey graduate and works in the BAC Develop-
Ol'llu She is interested in studying writing on the graduate
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The Great Books Mother Goose
Diane Hollingsworth

SOCRATES, gadfly tease,
Bothered Aristophancs.
Drove Athenians to think;
Fatal hemlock had to drink

OEDIIPUS, what a jinx,

Solved the riddle of the Sphinx.

He kept looking, saw the light,
Learned the truth—but lost his sight.

ARISTOTLE had a Fm
For the happiness of man:

Said, the mean is the direction,
When you practise for perfection.
Most of us would like 10 throttle
That old windbag Aristotle.

JESUS CHRIST, our blessed Saviour,
Came 10 teach us true behavior,

If we take Him at His Word,

Does He bring peace, or a sword?

Old AUGUSTINE

Fell a -lustin"—

How disgustin’.

“Take and read.”

He wok heed.

He was freed. ;

When holy ST. BENEDICT made up his rule,
He sent all the monks to a moderate school:
“Be good 1o each other, and love God, and pray,
And I'll see you all up in Heaven one day.”

SIR GAWAIN was bold.
The story is old.
If Sir Gawain’s will had been
stronger,
The story would have been
even longer,

Foxy statesman, MACHIAVELLI
Pounded scruples into jelly.

Said: If power you would seck,
Seize the day, and don’t be meek,
1 am sure that Niccolo

Went where all true villains go.
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Double, double,

Cauldrons bubble,

Got MACBETH in a of trouble.
Murdered Duncan in his bed:;

Then MacDuff cut off his head.

FRANCIS BACON, in defiance,
Claimed the future lay in science.
Found among Bensalem's sages
Wisdom for the coming ages.

Switzerland's JEAN-JEACQUES ROUSSEAU
Said, Early Man was good, you know;

Life is eating, drinking, sex:

Maodem folks are 100 complex.

Wordy WORDSWORTH worshipped nature
In poetic nomenc lature.

In the stones of Tintern A

Found a sermon—not 100 § :

WILLIM BLAKE, who made thee?

Dost thou know who made thee?

Gave thee pen, and bade thee tell
marriage of Heaven and Hell?

Iakcm ‘re 50 antistic

Hecan of Darkness
Marlowe cnied: “Full stcam ahead!"”
The message? “Mistah Kurtz—he dead.”

;V’im A ch;% CAMUS
‘c approach g
Lifeis meuin;ks. we fear:
Existentialism’s here.

Tell me, now you've had a look
Into a GREAT BOOK,
Full of , wit, and lore:
Are you wiser than before?




Daily Prayer
Margrete Anderson

Dear Lord in Heaven, to you I pray

stand beside me, as I go through my day.

Help me to face the things that I dread.

Let me insure that my children are fed.

The good in all, please help me to find

and to those in need, let me be kind,

I don’t need wealth, or riches as such

enough for today, do I ask too much.

Help me understand, those who are mean

and all is not always as it may seem.

As today’s sun gives way to the darkness of night
let me know that I've done all that I might

to make the world better for those who are here,
for strangers as well as those 1 hold dear.

Help me today with my daily task

tomorrow, one day will be all that I ask.
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"the streets were alive"
Dennis Narduzzi

the streets were alive,

they moved with gigantic throngs,
that throng going anywhere,

that throng quick and sure,

the buildings loomed as gods,
they being steel and concrete,
they were like temples,

some gleamed with pride,
some recked in decay.

the air was thick,

the sun oppressive,

the clouds taking various shape,
the people went never looking,
they went by without a care,

life is precarious,

love is disastrous,

does God exist?

people say he or it does,

i wonder if they have a clue.

life is short, sweet,

life is what we make of it,

we have a limited time,

do we understand?

or is it true that GOD’s plan baffles man???




Long Distance
Elizabeth Costales

Dixie calls

with a nightbird in the back-
ground.

The quiet

travels northward and

slips into my skull

like a lover.

Laughter from the mockingbird
| see darkness through the line,
and

a train—

the Crescent—

is headed towards me

to repossess.

It spirits me away with its
barren call.

This

takes all my strength.




(untitled)
Camille Hopkins

For Craig Kirkland

When he first let me put bow 1o strings
hat summer, so light and solid,

hey made that haunting yawn

1 could never repeat

fhe way he raised the viola
p his shoulder in the habit
of 2 young mother, anm bent
d swinging, back hunched
d drowni

i the small practice room;

Baybe it was the viola | wanted,
urved into his neck (his head
taning in gently) above

hose unmarked rows
hldmuw—-hcoould
llepuhwyasreaching for
H..l

mer, it sang out

pn my body could bend to,
bmymmugh

s of rows

e | stretched

Wlomctum

ay .

0  could | have cared, really,
at he didn't know,
Rdiwm&hlsvmoc

jought but wood, catgut, and hollowness,
BSic 10 orbit by, and such

n in my light hands?




"Hannah"
Mary Ellen Weir, RSM .

(In 1830 at a slave auction, an old woman named Hannah is
sold, to the highest bidder, for 50 cents. She could be sold for no
more owing to her age and decreptitude.)

blue november sky is crackle
blurts me back when I was twelve :

but now they help me unto the block

the block '
how many auctions have I stood

this one my last

I'm part of an estate settlement I must go

to save them debt

I'm so old now but you should have seen me young

when I fell in love

fell in love with the sky *
the stars that would burst on my face at night

just looking up

if there is one me I still feel

it's the blue sky crackle

oh it’s so fresh so much like a baby's eye
like mine, once,

how my mother shone to me

sheer silver joy

in my clear baby eye
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they have to help me unto the stone hard block.
how many blocks I've stood on
some good masters, some bad

but always,
always, | have felt the sky.

they shout not much for me.

20. 30.

35. Silence. 40. embarrassed for me. I see the sky
through the wall of the market the honeyed men
some just babies to me

I see the november tree through the arch low,
end of the market hallway.

I remember the sound of night, near the woods. the leaf that fell
how I felt cach leaf

each fall of every leaf

50 cents.

Sold. A merciful man buys me.
they help me down the block. Iround up with his other niggers.

wlm all the world cracks like guns
jeems so strange the sky's still blue




Chameleons
John Murphy l

Characters

Cathy Watson, a single black mother in her mid-twentics.
Mr. Watson, Cathy's father,

Mrs. Watson, Cathy's mother.

Michal Watson, Cathy's son who is five years old.

Bill Reed, Cathy's boyfriend, who is a single white male that
is twenty-nine years old.

Scene: A summer afternoon in the small Southern town of Lincolnton,
North Carolina. Outside heat shimmers upwards from the softened asphalt
road that runs in front of Cathy Watson's rented duplex apartment. Inside,
the front room of the apartment is sparsely, yet tastefully decorated, There
is & couch, a coffee-table with a crystal vase filled with freshly cut flowers,
two wing-tipped chairs facing one another at opposite ends of the table, and
on the back wall hangs a framed print of an African-Amenican painting.
The front door is at stage right with a window beside it. And the kiichen
is located off stage left.
The curtain rises and Cathy Watson is busily dusting the furniture as
the doorbell rings.
Cathy: Justasecond. (She fixes her dress nervously as she crosses the stage
and looks through the door’s peephole.)
Mrs. Watson: (from off stage right.) Hurry-up girl! Your Daddy and me arc
melting in this heat.
Cathy: Yes Mama. (Cathy fumbles with the two deadbolts and eventually
opens the door.) I'm sorry it took me so long, 1. ..
Mrs. Watson: You'd think you nceded a combination 1o open i,
(She passes Cathy's extended arms and looks critically around the
apartment.) !
Cathy: I'm sorry Mama. Hey Daddy. (Cathy steps forward with her still
extended arms and wraps them around her Father.)
Mr. Watson: How you been girl? .
Cathy: Oh, just wonderful Daddy.
Mr. Watson: It sure smells good in here. Is that fried chicken 1 smell?
Cathy: Fried chicken, pinto beans, collard greens and combread wo. You
know I'm going 10 fix your favoritc when you come down. +

Mr. Watson: (smiling.) That's my girl.
(Cathy smiles lovingly at her Father.)
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Watson: 1 guess you don't have much time to clean your house being

a business-woman and all. (She smiles after speaking and her smile

seems 1o drain the smiles of Cathy and her father.)

Cathy: Mama, 1. ..

Mr. Watson: So, where's my grandson? 1d like to see him.

Cathy: He's playing next doar, I'll be right back. (Cathy exits stage right and

| is heard calling for her son: ) Michal! (and again a few seconds later:)

Michal!

Watson: (runs her finger along the table and holds it under her
husband’s nose to show him the invisible dust.) Doesn't look like this
table's been dusted in a month of Sundays.

(Mr. Watson looks pleadingly at his wife in an attempt 10 diffuse her

2 mood as the front door swings open and Michal runs on stage.)

% Michal: Grandpa, Grandma! (Michal begins to pass his grandmother for his
grandfather, but stops and quickly embraces his grandmother before
jumping into his grandfather's arms.) How you been grandpa? I've
missed you.

. Watson: Fine, just fine son. ( Hugging Michal tightly, Mr. Watson
whispers in the boy's car:) | missed you boy.
Mrs. Watson: So Michal, what's this big surprise your mama’s called us
down here for?
l (Michal clings tighter to his grandfather’s neck as if this action would
- dismiss his grandmother's question.)
Irs. Watson: Did you hear me speak 1o you Michal?
~ (Michal's Grandfather places him on the floor facing his Grandmother.)
Mi Yes, | heard you Grandma, but | think Mama should. . .
Cathy: (entering from stage right). You think Mama should what son?
Mrs. Watson: | was just askin the boy what your big surprise was.
) (Cathy looks from her Mother to her Father.)
Cathy: I've met someone. He should be here soon. He's the most
- wonderful. ..
rs. Watson: Lordy, Lordy, Lordy! Well, surprise, surprise! She's found
Mr. Watson: Margret.
. Wastson: Well didn't I tell you? | knew it was just another man.
Y "nnn Now Margret please don't. . .
.(hnevummdDaddy.l'mgomgotcbeckmefood. Come and help
your mama son. (Smiling at Michal she takes his hand and they exit
stage left.)

ir. Watson: You couldn’t give her a chance before you started?

firs. Watson: A chance? I've watched 100 many men go by in your

daughter's life, it’s been a damn parade.
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Mr. Watson: You two used to be so close. You gotta bend a little, she's

tryin'.

Mrs. Watson: Oh fiddle, (She waves her hand to accent the dissmissal of
her husband's rebuke.)

(Cathy enters from stage left holding her son in her arms.)

Cathy: Daddy it's going to be a while, the greens are still tough.
(chnilaalbauhshchumwsonmhimwhcsiuombc
couch with Michal on his lap.)

Mrs. Watson: SDo who is your latest fling?

Cathy: He's not a fling Mama, | care a geat deal for him.

Mrs. Watson: Who is this man? Does he have a job, or is he like the last one,
the one before that?

Cathy: His name is Bill Reed and yes he does have a job. He reminds me of
Daddy, | guess that's why [ love him so much, '
(Michal climbs from his grandfather’s lap and stands in froat of his
grandmother.)

Michal: Bill is cool Grandma. He is teaching me Karate. He has a black belt.
(Michal throws a kick towards his grandmother.)

Mrs. Watson:Oh that's fine, that's a fine skill you have of kicking at your

grandmother,
(The doorbell rings.)

Cathy: Ohmy God!

Mr. Watson: Cathy, you know that ain’t right!

Cathy: 1know Daddy, I'm sorry. I just wanted to spend this time explaining,
| mean preparing. (Pause.) Oh hell!

Mr. Watson: Cathy! ,
(Cathy exits stage right and shuts the door behind her.)

Mrs. Watson: (in a hissing whisper:) She don’t listen to no one.

Mr. Watson: Shush!

Mrs. Watson: Somethin' up when that girl invites us down here. How long
has it been since we been in her home? 11l tell you. It's been near a

year.

Mr. Watson: (absently). We was here a few months ago on my birthday. :

Mrs. Watson: That's just like you. (She looks acroos the room at her ’
grandson playing intently with a super-hero figure, and then snaps her
head back and speaks with spite:) Where's his father? Who's his
father? You know what they call a chile with no daddy?

Mr. Watson: It ain't a matter of who fathered the boy. We know who he
be: it's a matter of why ain't he a father 10 him. The boy is a Watson,
aMymbwmhintﬂmwMagM! (Cathy peeks her head
mmmmumeﬁﬁumdspaksinnmnidvokc) Mama,
(pause). Daddy. Bill is here. (Cathy's mother and father look

14
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towards the door with anticipation yet Cathy holds her position with

only her head poking through the door’s slight opening.)

~ Mrs. Watson:  Well girl?

(Cathy hesitently opens the door with Bill standing beside her.) This
i8...,

Mrs. Watson: A white man!

Mr. Watson: Damn!

Bill: Mr. Watson, I've heard alot of good things about you.

Mrs, Watson: God bless America!

(Cathy's father limply shakes Bill’s head as Bill extends his left hand
toward Cathy''s mother.)

Mrs. Watson: God bless;:; (Startled.) Get your damn hand out of my face.
(She tums aggressively towards her daughter.) Youa ho'. You nuttin®
but a ho', (Mr. Watson let's go of Bill’s hand and crosses the room to
his grandson.)

Mr. Watson: Come on Michal. I think we need to take us a walk.

(Mr. Watson exits stage right with the child.)

Watson: You see, you see what your doing to your father? 1 know you
don't care none for me, but you act like you love him,
Mnmaldon lmlwlummlhcrofyou.llovcyoubom

meac!mocuocxplun.
rs. Watson: 1 don't need no explainin’, 1 understand just fine. You always

thought you was better than us.

Mrs, Watson, if you would please give us...

Watson: Shut your god-damn mouth white man, I got nuttin’ 0 say 10 the
likes of you.

Excuse me. (Bill exits stage left.)
You didn't raise us to be like that. You taught us that all people were
the same.

Watson: As | was saying, you always thought you was better. You think
you is high-yella. Well, I got news for you, you're black, even if you is

Cathy: 1 know I'm black and I'm proud of that fact.

s. Watson: OH? You say you proud of it, but you ain’t never acted nuttin’
but ashamed of your people,

‘Cathy: That's not true!

Mrs. Watson: Then why you talk the way you do? You done that since you
first started school and started runnin' with those little white girls.
Whereare they now? 1'll tell ya, they gots sense enough (o stay with
they own kind.,

15




Cathy: Mama, you're talking about the first grade and Sandra Jackson is still
one of my best friends.

Mrs. Watson: Of course she is, you 100 good 10 have black friends.

Cathy: You know that's not true. 1"ve brought Beverly up (o cat at your farm
before.

Mrs. Watson: Who, that thing you brought with those extensions in her hair?
She just like you, & wanna-be white. 1 seen the way she looked down
her nose al us. The two of you up there made me sick. You both talk
like yourwhiter than Wonder Bread,

Cathy: (exasperated.) Mama, | just speak ENGLISH. It's not white or black,
it’s just English.

Mrs. Watson: What you sayin’ [ don't talk English?

Cathy: NoMama, I... s

Mrs. Watson: That your Daddy and all the folk where you from don't talk
English?

(Cathy reaches for and holds her mother’s hands.)

Cathy: ldolovcyou.mdldon'twamyoutomlmhlm 1 don't think
1'm better than anyone.

(Cathy's mother jerks her hands free.)

Cathy: | wasn't bragging; ljuawmwdymmdonddymbeptoudo(mc.

Mrs. Watson: There ain't nuittin’ to be proud of. lpxsslcmld'vcdonem
mingswoiflwanwdtomglcctmy children. !
(Cathy wipes the tears away fmha(wcmdglmubamhcr.)

Cathy: Neglect? (Slightly raising her voice.) 1 don't neglect Michal!

Mrs. Watson: (harsh and loud.) Don't yell at me! What's you call puttin’ him
'mmccverydlymilyw's ready to get him?

Cathy: (foldingwmwunptmizchadimy.) Amywrclutingtolhc
dlycarepmsmnhe's in? It's the best available.

Mrs. Watson: Daycare? Oh that's a good one. He told me you don't pick him '
upuudml(hOOinﬂnevcnin'som&ne& |

Cathy: 1'm caming my degree so that I'll be able 1o give Michal a beuier life.

Mrs. Watson: ldim’lknowwhuymbeendoin'l«vin'myyuﬂsoninuu \
place all night, but after secing this white man, | gots a preity good T
idea.(n\edoocopcnsmdMidnlladshisngm.whois
bereathing somewhat beavily and walking gingerly on stage.)

Cathy: Daddy what's wrong”?

Michal: it mean to Mama, but | kicked Grandpa in the same place [ §ot :
hurt when 1 fell on the sec-saw. .
(Biﬂumfmmﬂnkimnandkmcls in front of the child.) |

16

A




ill: 1 10ld you never 1o punch or kick anyone.

r. Watson: What you teachin’ him that nonsense for anyway?

(Bill rises.)

Bill: 1 thought it would be good for him.
Mr. Watson: You don't know what would be good for my grandson, What
~ can you do for him?

jli: I've tricd 10 be a friend to him.

Ir. Watson: That's all well and fine, but is you goin® to take him 1o get his
~ haircut?
hill: What?
fr. Watson: The boy needs a hair-cut. IS you goin' 10 take him to get it cut?
JB: Well, I (stight pause.) I'm afraid 1 don't understand.

 Watson: I think you do understand, Michal and me wasn't gone long, but
nmmwmmmmnwmwmm They
got basketball courts, playing fields, swings. (Briefly closing his cyes
reminded of the pain.) and even see-saws. Michal tells me you ain’t
never taken him there.

athy: Daddy we mostly stay inside, but Bill...

rs. Watson: Yeah, I bet he stay inside, he doa’t want to be seen witha...

athy: (with urgentcy). Michal! (Pauses and stemly looks at her mother as
she calmly commands her son.) Go outside and play until I call for

~ you. (Michal smiles at Bill as he exits past him.)

athy: Mama, how could you say that in front of Michal?

frs. Watson: Say what in front of Michal? Ididn’t say nutin’, but you know
you ain’t nutin® but a nigger ho' to this white man. (Cathy breaks down

). into tears and Bill embraces her.)

iz 1 love your daughter. I've never called anyone that in my life.

rs. Watson: Yeah, | bet you haven't.

i | wasn't raised that way. (Adamantly.) I've never...

m. Watson: (raising her voice over his). Oh, I've seen the way your people

 areraised.

. What do you mean my people?

s. Watson: (spitting the words). | mean white people. Ya'll acts onc way
10 our face and another way behind our backs. Ya'll ain't nutin® but
devils.

y: (pleading with an esculating voice). Mama, please stop.
son: There's houses right up this road that has them Confederate
flags hangin' off the front porch. And you knows that Lincolnton High
School been on the news for calling themself the Rebels and wavin'
themflags at the ball games, On T.V. is look like a clan meetin'! Tell
the black children that gots 1o go to school there *bout a long time ago.

: Mr. Watson, it's true I've never taken Michal to the park, and it’s also true
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1 wouldn't feel comfortable taking him to get his hair cut. (Bill looks at
Mrs, Waumandshclooksawtyui(hisglmccnndlmmm.)
It’s not because 1'm ashamed of Michal. 1 care a greal deal for your
grandson, but [ know how people are around here, 1've seen the way
we're looked at in public.
Mr. Watson: Myouknowshowwwiedmusmakum?
Bill: 1 wouldn't let anyone hurt Michal or Cathy.
Mr. Watson: You might not be able to stop them. What you goin" to do if
someone drive by and shoots in the winda?
Cathy: That's not going to happen Daddy.
Mr. Watson: You don't know what's goin' to happen girl! 4
Cathy: (franticly). What are we supposed 1o do stop loving cach other?
Mr. Watson: Idon’t know, but | knows you gotta think ‘bout that son of yours
first. Y
Cathy: Michal loves him too Daddy.
(Mr. Watson looks down shaking his head slowly.)
Mrs. Watson: | got just one thing to ask you girk: Have you met his parents
yet?
Cathy: No Mama, | haven'L..
Mrs. Watson: 1 din't think so and you never will. (Now glaring at Bill.) Will
she?
Bill: Look this wasn't my idea. 1 mean Cathy wanted me 10 meet you. At this
point, I don't see what this has 10 do with my family.
Mrs. Watson: That's what | thought.
Mr. Watson: | think it’d be best if we just go on home now.
(Cathy's father takes his wife's arm and they begin to exit.) |
Cathy: Daddy its almost ready, please stay for dinner.
(Cathy holds her father’s arm.)
Cathy: Please Daddy.
Mr. Watson: 1I'm sorry Cathy, but I can’t give my blessin' 1o this. Your a
grown woman and if it was just you | wouldn't say a word, but there's
your son to consider. We'll say goodbye to Michal outside.
(The Watson’s exit and Cahty closes the door softly and rests her fore-
head upon i) ’
Cathy: (tuming to face Bill, she speaks with forced optimism). Believe it or
not.l'vcsomMmuactworscbdac.mdDaddywillgctmodnous
being together after awhile.
Bill: It's not your parents I'm worried about. I'm not sure if I'm going to get
used to il
(Cathy crosses o Bill and embraces him)
Cathy: Your just upset over their visiL
Bill: (holding Cathy's hands and stepping back 10 an arms length, he guides her

18
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to sit on the couch). It's more than their visit. | care a great deal for
you, but I'm tired of everything being so complicated.

Cathy: 1love you. (Pause.) | hope you're not saying what I think you are.

Bill: I'm saying I don't know if I can handle this relationship any longer.

Cathy: Oh great! [ bring my parents down 10 meet you, they leave pissed-off,
and now your running out on me.

Bill: |didn't ask to meet your parents Cathy, you insisted on it. And that's
what | mean, nothing is simple with us. Everything from going 10 the
store Lo meeting your parents has the potential of turning into a racial
issue.

Cathy: (pleading). Bill please don't say this nonsense. You know that we love
cach other, and that we belong together.

Bill: 1do love you, but there’s more 10 it than that. We can't hide in this little
apartment for the rest of our lives,

Cathy: We'll start going one more. Who cares what ignorant people think. 1
see mixed couples all the time. We can go out to dinner tonight.

Bill: (rising from the couch). No, listen to me: I've tried, I've really tried, but
I can't get used to the way people treat us, When we do go out I'm so
tense [ could explode. 1'm not the type of person that can pretend |
don’t notice the staring and the whispering.

Cathy: (quickly rising and speaking anxiously). It’s just the area; we can move
to somewhere else. Maybe 1o a city. People are more open-minded in
larger cities.

Bill: This isn't something I can run from Cathy. It's inside me. One thing your
mother was right about is that you should have met my parents. |
mean, I've never been this serious about someone and not brought them
1o meet my family.

Cathy: [ don't care. We don’t need anyone else.

Bill: 1do! 1can’t shut out my family and friends from my life. They couldn’t
accept us any more than your parents did.

Cathy: You don't know that. You haven't given them the chance to decide.

Bill: I'm deciding for them. 1'm not going through this again.

Cathy: (frantically). What about Michal? He loves you!

Bill: You know that I love him, but your father is right, I'm not going to take
him to get his hair cut. If I could change my skin color at this moment
I would, but I can’t. And I can’t change the way | feel about us being
togethter, 1'm sorry. (The door opens and Michal enters.)

Michal: Mama, I'm hungry. Can we cat now?

Cathy: Honey, please give us a few more...

Bill: No, the two of you need to cat and I've got to be getting home.

Michal: Your not going to stay to eat with us Bill?

Bilk: 1can't. Come and give me a hug good-bye..
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(Bill picks Michal up and hugs him tightly as Michal cups his hands
and whispers into Bill's ear.)

Michal: 1 love you.

Bill: Yeah, 1 know you do,
(Bill puts Michal on the floor.)

Michal: (smiling). Say it back Bill

Bill: Ilove you too. (Pauses as he seems to reflect on his words and then
looking at Cathy.) I'll come and visit him,

Cathy: (spoken increduloulsy as she holds her palms upwards). So that's it?
(sitting on the couch in dismay.)

Bill: (alrcady reaching for the door-knob). 1'm sorry. (Bill exits.)

Cathy: (tearful). Come give me a hug Son, (She picks Michal up and holds
him on her lap as she gently rocks back and forth.)

Michal: What's wrong? Why are you crying?

Cathy: It's just going to be the two of us for awhile. (She kisses his cheek.)
Curtain,




— DEATH —
Sameer Malhotra

Death — thou art a poem
| have been promised a poem
| will get it.

In the drowning pulse,

when pain goes to sleep,

with a sombre face,

the moon reaches the other side.

The day is within water,
the night near the bank.
It's neither dark nor dawn
Neither mid-night, nor day.

When the body dies,

And the soul begins to breathe.
| have been promised a poem
Death will give it to me.
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The Cracked Tree
Newley Purnell

The cracked tree was born of fury and whim,

His existence and genesis merely a burden to him.

Who gave me my branches, by physical wealth?—

The question he could not stop asking himself.

He remembered the hole into which he was set,

(planting, they called it) )
But knew not the original seed, not yet.

From sapling to oak he grew without halt,

Always conscious of his roots, for in them was the fault.

He lived in a valley bathed in natural green;

This lustre, the others; their color the universal sheen.

To the sky they all reached, cvery last one,

For it framed all life: the imperious sun.

To get life from the sun?—the cracked tree felt no yearning,

Because in its rays he could feel his leaves buning.

All around him was desolation, no goodness to be found;

His elemental difference made discord abound. |

He decided he was flawed, devoid of an answer,

And his simple life began to grow like a cancer.

For a way out he endlessly searched, not tired,

Until his sacred deed he dutifully conspired.

His quest was complete; upon his action he decided— :
For what use was living, his nature long since divided? :
With tremendous release and wondrous lack of sorrow,

The cracked tree realized that there would be no tomorrow. i
And with that he uprooted himself, his mission was done;

Then lay down, his eyes closed, basking in the sun.
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The Ring of Truth
Linda Pellerin

I can’t tell you exactly when [ became really frightened. [ know it was
afer | found the ring, but things kind of get cloudy after that, All [ know is that
by the time it was over, I was glad | believed in God and glad I still had my wits
put me, 1t all started out so simple. Aggie and I were in the kitchen of the
Victorian house we call home We were both working on our Master's degrees
% we rented rooms to students from Williams College to make ends meet. We
were roommates in this very same house when we were undergrads at the
College just five years ago. That's how we met, Aggic and me. We are totally
different from cach other, I'm Irish-Catholic, with red hair; and she's Italian-Jew
with long, dark hair. I'm from Boston and wear Oxford blouses with penny
loafers; and she’s from California and wears hippic dresses and thong sandals.
I'm studying journalism and she’s studying paranormal psychology. But we've
'~ med 1o accept our differences for the most part, except Aggic loves to play

| nyCahohc superstitions and fears. Williamstown, MA is a quiet, college
unity and we loved it so much when we were undergrads, we decided o

r Anyway, there we were in the roomy, cat-in kitchen making apple pies
for Sunday dinner. Sunday's are our favorite because the students are usually

jome and we always gather for a big Sunday dinner. It was one of those fall

ys where it was gloomy and chilly and the weather didn't scem to know what
ullbdo. The five girls who lived with us were all squirrcled away

.'__ 7 napping or studying. It was that kind of day. Aggic had just finished

mixing the dough and I was about o roll it out. So, I took off my rings and put
them on the window sill and that’s when Aggic spotted the black onyx.

“I didn"t know you finally found a black onyx.” She said. [had been

png for a black onyx ring for years. Aggie prided herself on knowing

everything and she was surprised at being clueless to this minor event in my life.

e was a self-proclaimed psychic and loved o try to scare the devil out of me,

| So I've got my mind on the crust and kind of told her as an afterthought
that | found the ring in my bedroom lodged between two pipes in the comer.
i “Really? That's odd.” She said as she reached for the ring. | braced
myself for what | knew was coming. Aggic always thinks she can hold things
iad gel visions from them, so | figured 1'd let ber play her little game. [ went
on rolling out my dough.

“Hmm." She said and I staried to langh.
| “Oh no you don'L" 1 told her. “You're not going to scarc me this tme.
o't even want to know.”
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“Are you surc?” She asked, “I'm getting a really strong vision this
time and you might find it interesting, but if you really doa't want 10 know, |
woa't iell you." Aggie put the ring back on the shelf and began to pour sugar
onto the apples we had peeled and sliced just moments ago. Ok, so I'm Catholic
and every little thing scares the bejesus out of me, but I'm also one of the
nosicst people in town and I can’t stand the suspense. After about five minutes |
had to ask her what she saw.

“But | thought you didn't want to know.” She said in that infuriating
sing-song voice of hers,

“Yeah, yeah, just cut the crap and tell me what you saw.” 1 said 1o her,
Sometimes my patience runs a little thin with Aggie and 1'd already had a really
bad week.

“How long have you had the ring?” She asked. | thought about it and
told her it had been about a week. “Have you been wearing it all the time?” 