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Honeword

As we mark the steep descent of the sun we see it as a point
in time, we see it as a large orange clock measuring our swift
pursuit of the instant truth. We glance for one blinding moment
and turn again into the shadows; we see the long distorted
figure on the grass, and when we move it moves away. Always
the shadow and the blinding light are there, and always the
man is there trying to draw them together.

In an old rocking chair, the artist is stitching the fabric
together while at his feet a sable cat is pulling it apart. But for
a moment, when the sun is shining down on his bare head and
his shadow runs zig-zag down the steps, there is a recognizable
pattern to his work, there is a permanence. The bold stitches of
paint and note and word are alive and real, and we are real
seeing in them the union of opposites, seeing in them the cool-
ness of eternity.

Herein listen for the creak of the rocker! Beyond the
sound, see and touch the texture of the cloth to feel it defying
the tug of the sable cat. Herein find the artist, and if his vision
be not perfect, forgive him for the blinding sun.
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SOUTH MAIN STREET

Bearded baubles on the brown branch of the street,
Spitting their signatures into the dirt-raped snow,
Warming the city’s bridges, or . . .

Lying in adultery with coffin-cold alleys,
Hugging bottles of life-as-it-should-be,

Old men. . . no place to go.

DON LANDSTROM




PRIMITIVE

Jan Manne settled back in an overstuffed armchair to listen to her new
novelty record. Lighting a cigarette, she read the sparse comments on the
jacket; they promised ‘‘authentic sounds of the African veldt and jungle
recorded with an unusual fidelity.”” The changer clicked and whirred into
motion, and Katsumi, her Siamese cat, dropped lightly into her lap.

Expecting the usual raucous cries of bird-whistles and a barrage of
percussion instruments, Jan was puzzled by the seeming silence of the record:
Everything was quiet in the dimly-lit living room, but Katsumi's ears had
pricked up, and she was sniffing with that small upward movement of hef
head. Then Jan could hear, or rather feel, all around her, the minute, if-
numerable noises of grass softly moving in a torpid breeze, water dripping 0P
stone somewhere. A yellow heat seemed to hang all around her, seeping into
her muscles, relaxed and stretched. It was a strange mingling of sensations’
acrid, dusty smells mixed with the humid, heavy odors of congested foliag®
and, eyes closed, she visualized the open, grassy plain under a bright an
metallic sky, then the closeness of the jungle, the weighty greenness, thick an
tangled.

The sensual stimulation was delightful, and Katsumi seemed to shafé
it, stretching under Jan's stroking hand.

The feeling of involvement in this strange, intimate world grew strong’
er. Jan moved softly through the waving grass, feeling the warm, bake
earth under her paws — she was a lioness, yes — padding and sniffing doW?
a long slope, hidden by the tall blades, The hot sun burned at her flanks:
Heat, smell, and her swaying, easy movement through the bush were all she
knew.

A coarse, musky odor made her stop, nostrils dilated. There were the
small, wary sounds of an antelope close by. Crouching low, she arrowe
swiftly toward the noise. A strange excitement thrilled her, and qulverlﬂ
with aroused strength, she began the final approach.

When almost upon the still invisible animal, she sensed a sudden fes!
in the strong smell of the antelope, and in the same instant, the prey bound®
hysterically away. Forgetting caution, she gave chase, exulting in the W‘
pursuit, leaping high over the grass, keeping the fleeing antelope in sig
Jungle loomed ahead, and soon engulfed her. The stalking began again, 2 at
after a few moments, she saw the frightened antelope standing with heavi?
sides in a small clearing. Savoring the feeling of power, the lioness mov'
into position, and with a long springing jump, broke the graceful neck y
the surprised animal. Raking slabs of flesh from the carcass, she feasted: tes

8




;1]8 .the.b'lood}{ meat in her teeth. A shrill cacaphony broke upon her ears —
e invisible birds and animals shrieked insanely.

" Jan Manne dropped Katsumi’s mangled body, laughed with the mon-
eys, and started the record over. o

ALLAN COLES




THE CAMEL

We all have at one time or another seen a camel, whether we saw it in
a childhood alphabet book or had it pointed out as the source of the worst
smell in the zoo. At any rate, the camels are said to have been created two
days after the roses, the orchids, and the tulips; the day after the peacocks
the hummingbirds, and the bluejays; and the same day as the panthers, the
poodles and the platypuses. I am afraid I must file a slight variance to the
Book of Genesis, Chapter One, Verses T'wenty through Twenty-four. Those
ugly, slow animals could not have been created with perfume, beauty, and
grace.

I think camels were made of left-overs. The Author of All Things
probably tossed all the bad-smelling dirty stuff that was left on top of four
pairs of mismatched legs and feet, gave each five stomachs He had left, and
hurried on to create man. A camel will tell you that camels know all ther¢
is about everything. Look a camel in the face, right in an eye if it happen$
to have an eye open. That smug, know-it-all look the camel has comes from
centuries of seeing man stumble and stagger about the world. The cameé
knows that someday man will de-chlorophyll the world and by that time, b¢
(the camel, of course) will have mastered completely the knack of getting
along without water or food. You see, the camel knows he has five stomach$
in which to store his food.

The humps of a camel do not store water or food. The humps are just
humps. Camels with one hump are not envious of camels with two hump®
or vice versa. The camels know the humps are just humps. They permit
some of their closest friends among men to tie stuff and junk on the hu?
or humps and will even carry it for those men. That is if the men swear 2
them, kick them, and beat them hard enough.

To get a camel to move when he doen’t wish to move calls for th,e
highest art of cajoling. The camel knows he should carry the stuff on bié
back (after all, he’s not a jackass), and the quicker he gets on his way *
sooner he can stop and think again. But at the time that the puny little ﬂ“f’:
wants him to move, the camel usually is in the midst of a deep problem.
often thought that man should let the camel alone to ponder and work ouo
those problems. If he did, the camel would most likely figure out a way ;s
get rid of man and end all the problems of the world.) Once a camel hhe
decided that he doesn’t have to reflect on a problem any more and that
has been sworn at, kicked and beaten enough, he will, weather permif“ng'
move.

. ef}
You realize, of course, the camel knows all about the weather, and e:
whether to like weather. If a camel likes rain on a certain day, he will ¥



for miles in 2 rainstorm or not walk at all, if he likes rain enough to sit down
and enjoy it. Then again, he may prefer warm weather on certain days and
Cover miles of ground, enjoying the 125° temperature, or even sit down and
Contemplate the beauty of the steaming landscape from one position. What-
®ver way the weather happens to be, you can bet your last Iraqui dinar the
@mel will enjoy it.

. The expression on the face of a camel becomes absolutely beatific w}nen
be 'S enjoying something. The muscles of his face loosen up and joy shm?s
0 his eyes. His tiny ears stand upright and wiggle ever so slightly, and .h‘s
routh becomes completely slack. If the cause of the happiness is behind

'M, a camel may even turn his head to gaze upon the source with rapture.

When a camel bappens to become angry (and for a camel to become
angry is a rarity, but it does happen), the same symptoms are beheld, except
Or one slight difference. The camel may bite. There is an advantage in being
the friend of a camel, for he doesn’t bite friends as often as strangers. Y.et.
iV:hen he is angry, he may bite. Also he may bite if he isn’t angry. I think

depends upon the weather.

I had a camel friend once. I learned most of what I know ab?’ut came}s
o™ him. I met him in “The Market Place of Smells and Dogs.” (That's
ally the name of the market place; I called it something else.) He was en-

J;Yinlg the odors and sounds. He wasn't enjoying the sights because he had his
® closed,

of 5 At any rate, I was given to him for a month. A man doesr;;t takle tczzatr:
ke €amel. A camel takes care of a man. Tl.le camel figures manb as a oture
evern Yet. This camel must have figured this man was the duml ezt' creaof "
Camél 10 begin with, he taught me a less.on in patience. The oaa:}sgover-
Nigh, 1S more complicated than the unpacking of an American Won; e o
: case..And more stuff can be placed on the l?ack of a came fa‘ o
baciacked In eleven women'’s luggage cases. When it was all on my frie
nd we were ready to leave, he rolled over.

Now that was a miracle in pedagogy. For a camel to roll over is gn-
; of. Some camels go through life never having lain down ox;)ce. Tt “:z
sso1' Squat, but never lie down. My animal frie'nd wanted tc)“tle;cW 1:102 ) ot
2 cag) .- 501 one was “How to have patience;'” Lesson two, Yoy, dil
Way . 1t seems I put too much on one side of his long narrow Yi) foiae

V: the Patience lesson came after he was fully unloaded, and not before.

earg

Screaming and hollering didn’t move him much. He didn’t care to hear

do tWo Phrases of Arabic, over and over. “I am an American,” angleew?\ilr;
U beer?”” He didn’t care to hear anything. He went to sleep.




saviour appeared in the form of my other friend, ten year old Abd-ul-
Katibun, and then we both took lessons. When Sahib Camel thought we
had enough schooling in patience for that day (we were not to get diplomas
for many miles yet), he got up and walked away.

This particular camel was supposed to be the last camel in the caravan-
When the other camels saw him moving it was like sitting day on a donkey
farm and Dodgers Stadium when the last Bum in the ninth has struck out
with the bases loaded. (A camel lullaby would deafen a riveter.) My little
friend, Abd-ul-Katibun, broke two sticks the size of softball bats on tbe
knee bones of our teacher before the teacher decided to return to the class
room and continue with lesson number two, “How to load a camel.” Luckily
for me, Abd-lu-Katibun had eight or nine years of schooling in this lessof
and I passed my first exam.

Then it was that Mr. Camel wanted to ponder the international situd‘
tion or some such thing. To do this he called over a bird-friend of undetet”
minded nationality to sit on his head and talk to him. To laugh at this
comical pose was dangerous, because, it is a known fact that a camel dislikes
being laughed at; and when he is laughed at, he may decide never to mo¥
again. (You can tell by now that a camel’s life is full of decisions.) Not
wanting to irritate the camel, we did not throw too many stones or swing the
stick more than once. Food placed on the ground was no enticement, not fot
long anyway, as Sahib Camel ate it. Finally, and only when all the rantl
fications of the problem had been discussed, the bird-friend left, and Sahib
Camel stood up.

By the time we had him headed in the direction we were to go, the C?’"a
van had jingled far out of sight in the Dahna desert. The supply of Ston
for twenty feet around was depleted, and my last stick had broken on
funny looking rump. But he decided he wanted to go towards Rutba in th
Wadi Hauran, and we left. I thank the Creator of the all-knowing and 2
wise camels that this was also the direction of my caravan.

DAavE HAMILTO®
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LADY MACBETH

Under the purple mountain
An incidental king -
Lies dead.
Stuffed down in a golden casket
Ruby clusters
) Crown his head.
Ouer his royal robes the garlands
Signify a stately reign
Elucidate a gracious manner
Guarantee his claim.

(The grey ground crawled beneath the rose,
The broken trees had turned to coal
The grass lay burnt along the road.)

The funeral hall was deeply

Hung in solemn velvet

Folds.

His citizenry were arm in arm

Around his tomb

Of beaten gold.

The queen-to-be had gently gathered all
Her tresses in a net

And by the window where she sat

Was cast a lovely silhouette.

(The sun was blotted orange and red
And festered in a clouded sky.
Above the castle wall none saw the martlet fly.)

The king was buried quickly

With the customary

Cannon shot.

Behind a gilded fan, the queen

Was smiling at

Her subtle plot.

In the darkest recess of the hall,

After the sun had circled under,

She whispered to her frightened thane,

; 1 der!
And her whisper rang like thunde LARRY JACOBSEN

g WA




BICYCLE TRUCKS

Buddy and I both drive bikes.
Jirc-UMMMM ! JIRRRR-umm!
Buddy got the orange one—I outgrew it,
And now I drive the blue one down
T hrough the trees and the stumps to Lakeshore Town.
Jirr-UMMMM ! JIRRRR-umm!
Burr-RUM Mbumbum
bum
bum. . .
Hi Bud!
—Hi Joe!
—But we can’t stop yet,
"Cause our loads are ready and our truck’s all set
To start the drive down the mountainside
T hrough the green-black woods.
—Bye Bud!
—Bye Joe!

Outa my way!
I grip the bars
Gulp hard
Glare down

Jirr-UMM -

Look-out!
Then down I go, ignoring people standing by
With green heads shaking, shaking 'No! You silly thing to try
To make this dangerous trip alone!—YOQU’LL CRASH!
You'll Crash! )
you'll crash. *

I would laugh but haven’t time—
T he curve is coming fast—
T he twisty, scarey crouching curve
T hat waits for me to pass.

-— 12 —



'm gonna crash!—If I should diel

But I can’t think of that
ause it’s time to le-e-e-e-e-e-ean to right—
eow! I've made it past! =

HAI HA! HA! You can't get me!

B’ USh’ me with your arms, your green, green arms, .
ut I'm free—Free—FREE!

There's Bud ahead, waiting to unload
Ht the Stump Warehouse in Lakeshore Town.
€y Bud! Hey Bud!
Th —Hi Joe! What d’ya know?
¢ old baby made it—quarter past two.
“ar ter past two? Boy, that’s good.
irtr $ drive to the pier and unload there—
“UMMMM! Bure-RUMMbumbum
bum
bum. .

ROSALIE JOHNSON




The tales of the Arabian Nights told so many years ago by the Sultas?
Scheherazade have been recorded and read by thousands of people. The Rus’
sian composer Rimsky-Korsakov was especially impressed with these tales’
allowing his imagination to run rampant, Korsakov found delight in recreat”
ing through music the plush luxuries of the Orient, He envisioned the mon%
mental places, smelled the rich incense, and finally transferred these sensofy
images into the symphonic syntax of ““Scheherazade, Opus 35.”” This dramat’
ic, haunting piece of music has reconstructed in the minds of many listener®
the splendor of the court of Sultan Shahryar and his queen and all the ele-
gance of the ancient East,

“The Sea and the Vessel of Sinbad” is the title of the first movem'eﬂ“
It is introduced by a deep, heavy theme, groaned forth by the brass sectl?"'
The phrasing is then echoed by the woodwinds as a ‘“‘fanfare” introductio®
for the solo passage of the violin. Throughout the suite, the words of Sch¢
herazade are characterized by these periodic reoccurrences of the solo violi®
This cadenza is followed by another passage, completely orchestrated.
theme now played is strong, forceful, dominant. Such a passage occurs intet”
mittently throughout the suite and is peculiar of the voice of the Sultan. He!
answered by the gentle soliloquy of the violin, and the prologue ends. TH
account of the tale now begins and proceeds through orchestration.

At the start of the narration the listener is overcome by the thrill of 9
fluid, sweeping movements. The sensation is achieved by sustaining the fonee
in the winds, fluctuating tempo gradually in the strings, and muting the “?ﬂ,
of the French horn. A light, airy effect is attained, suggestive of a ship, Sl;e
bad’s, loose, free, sailing the open seas. A wind is blown up through * 4
diminuendo of the flute, and the listener feels it brush by. A series of C’¢s¢
cendos and anti-climaxes with increased tempo is now introduced, and %,
feels a sense of impending disaster. The calm sea pictured a moment befof

— 14 —



10W a turmoil of crests and white-caps. The strings strain at the tempo, the
20ms blow an impatient staccato, the tension increases. Finally the climax
'S reached by a dynamic yet subtle orchestral chord. The strings reflect t!)e
Moments of calm following the storm, the mysterious cello expands upon it,
30d beneath the flux of themes, one is vaguely conscious of the voice of Sche-

®fazade drifting through. Gradually the song of the solo violin becomes
Predominant, The conclusion of the movement is characterized by strong
$SYmphonic chords, lessening in depth and power until the final chord, blown
8ntly by a chorus of winds, is reached.

. The story of the ‘Kalendar Prince” is portrayed in the 2nd movement.
tinvolyes 5 Prince who promises, while in a drunken stupor, to do a favor
°f a friend, This second young man has built a secret chamber beneath a
°mb where he cohabits with his concubine. The lovers descend into the{r
hldeaway, and the Prince is required to seal the tomb. Years later the story is
*XPosed, and the father of the young man demands that the Prince re-open

¢ chamber, The father tells of his son’s insatiable desire for his sister, and
:ays that although he had forbidden any communication between the two,

®¥ had run off together and apparently hidden beneath the tomb. The two
ten enter the lovers' secret chamber and find their skeletqns still Iyu.lg
oge,thﬂ'- The bodies have been blasted and charred by the fires of hell in
PUnishmene for their sin.

Creation of this mood is set by the haunting song of a bassoon solo.
be ?IUSiVR melody is then echoed even more melodically by the 01‘)06_ and the
Wystica) enchantment heightened by the quick deftness of the v1o'11ns. The
. fect ig that of light dancing feet, and the undertone gives only a hint of the
87 that is to follow. The gruff tones of the entire orchestra, acceptuated by
Suelt ¢ep N0tes of the basses and tubas, indicate- an angry int?rt;lptIOIll('bY :ll-:z
ulgy an, 1€ 18 soothed by the violin cadenza as'lt rises and spirals, se;l mEhes-
ralmate In her persuasive powers. Her search is rewarded; the toulgg i 5
the 8°l.lnd dwindles to a call echoed throughout the brgsses, then ta denI upd y
T Strings. This sequence repeats itself twice, becox?nn'g fast'er an gu ;r.
e Music sping and circles and twirls until the anti-climax 1s'reache 1. ttde
i1 8 *acholy of the clarinet emerges victorious and the bacchanal is Comphi Z :
by formenteq theme subsides. The sweet sadness of the cla‘nnet Is Ca_uga aig
estarrc. Drasses, broadened by the strings, and symphonic unity is ag
tabllshed_

ting Beneath the tangle of melody and counter melody, one diS'tinngl})m:o;};e
leo the triangle. The dynamics change, growing louder with eac = the'
Ofchestra reaches 2 frenzied tempo. Only the gentle, ethereal song

abep Can- Soothe the chaotic sound. Peace is restored. Noyv the ho'rr;sblr)ilrcl);:
the iklo fng call; the solo violin responds. A subtle change in dynamic
a

€ to an eng.

anq The ty, final movements, “The Young Prince and :Yourllg .fd’l’l‘f‘lt‘z;se )
Poe th»? “Festival ¢ Bagdad,” are embodied in the same Iulilmg:_ “Clto “The
" that are prevalent throughout the suite. While listening

. . YR




Prince and Young Princess” one feels the romantic atmosphere, even sees the
gurgling fountains and the beautiful formal gardens. The dainty femininity
of the princess and the militant character of the prince are painted through
music. The two predominant themes merge into a soft, caressing tone. Each
listener is stirred by the warmth and lushness of turbulent young love.

Bagdad is a wild, wonderful place. The soft breathiness of the flute
sets a dark, mysterious scene. Suddenly the trumpets triple-tongue and theif
fury is enhanced by the mad racing of the violins. The oboe emerges from the
chaos and pacifies the rampaging sound. Calm is only temporary, howevet:
for again the strings start. The darkness of their mood is increased by the
brevity of tone from the brass. Dynamic and tempo increase. Trumpets
tongue faster and louder. Fingers race on and on until the climax is reached:
A full harmonic sound is achieved in its entirety for the first time. The gentlé
sweetness of the third movement is restored. The violins throb a plaintive
tune; the harp plays lightly as the strings sustain a harmonic. The winds
combine with the violin solo, each sustaining an alternate harmonic in 2
breathless, melodic kiss.

Rimsky-Korsakov has authored, in my opinion, one of the most highly
self-identifiable pieces of musical literature existing today. He is successf'u
because he conveys his message to the listening audience regardless. of 1%
knowledge of the stories of the Arabian Nights. The beauty of the music 1
accountable only to itself, To appreciate “‘Scheherazade’ the listener must
utilize only his own individual facilities in interpretation; this music hold®
for me a certain seductive enchantment. The music is beauty, and beauty Wt

remain untarnished, self-explanatory, eternally.
DiaNg DITE

MODES

It’s fall today—

Because I don’t like the chill barren drip

Of this slow lightime

No staccato chatter of events

No ooze of the stagnant pool

But lily pad and levis would suit me fine
(Stretch)

A slow warm Bach oboe tone

The purling notes

Whilst window dream and feel

T he radiator knock brazenly.

It does not care for Bach

Nor stagnant days either

A true son of yawn
(Stretch)

Am I. s
ALLAN COLE
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