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KE= 1/i MV2 

Mind is a great slush of noun 
and verb 
of tongue and soul 
of ideas and schwankende Gestalten, 
is broil before birth 
inflicting chaos 
upon the enigma of man. 
Mind is the dendron, axon, 
synapse of raw energy, 
alpha, omega, embryo-sage, 
autobiography of history. 
Between ends, gods, machines 
and worlds; 
in the midst of wars, 
grunting to live, 
naked KE = y; MV2, 

the mind 

'" , 

•• 

rs. 

- JULIE SANDS 

5 



Having pushed its gentleness 
through rain-greyed strata 
of discarded wooden shingles, 
a honey locust lifted greenness 
to new heights, new lights, 
transforming graveyard to courtyard. 
Strangers to this alley, 
my dreams breathed homage in their court. 

Tonight I sought my dream-room; but 
found only that earth-moving tractor 
among sparse tumbled bricks, 
silent after day's work, 
nuzzling the stairway to the roof, 
slumbering toward tomorrow. 

- ROBERTA HANSON 

COME 
Seeking a world untouched by grief 

that bears not pain nor malice 
Nor white cliffs of shale 

Nor mermaids weeping after dawn 
Nor phantom kiss on dewy lips 

Nor blossoming of sunflowers 

Bear the heat away 
I seek the shade 

- SARA JOELSON 
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DUST AND SNOW - ULRICH WICKS 

Have you ever thought about the Universe? Really? Not merely that 
Solar system and Milky Way and light-year kind of thing, but the whole 
thing? Do you think it has an end? I don't. I can feel it. If you keep 
going and keep going out there - where are you going to get to? You 
know what I mean? You can't get to the end because there is none. If 
there is, there has to be another beginning after that. 'Things don't end 
Without there being something behind them. Like infinity. It doesn't 
end. Ever. It scares me, because somehow you know there's got to be 
an end. and yet you know there can't be because there would be some­ 
thing else behind. 

I've tried to imagine it like a giant sphere. That's fine, as long as 
You confine yourself to the sphere. But I know there's got to be something 
0utside of a sphere. And even if there's nothing, nothing is somet binq. 
Nothing takes up space, doesn't it? 

Or take two mirrors facing each other. When you step between them 
You see yourself reflected in a whole chain of images that get smaller and 
smaller. But when you can't see them anymore, where do they go? .Qo 
they just stop? I think they go on. That's what scares me. They go on. 
like the Universe. How can they stop? When you stop there's eventually 
going to be a beginning again. 

Maybe you don't know what I mean. I don't think I do, either. 
But I feel it. It scares me. I feel like shriveling up. Because when I think 
of thi~gs like that I get the feeling I shouldn't be here. You know? 

Or take an old lady walking down the street with a shopping bag. 
She's dressed poorly. She's got an old dirty scarf on her head, and her 
coat's ragged. Her wrinkles are deep, but soft. Her hair is white. You 
like her eyes - they've got a dull, sad look, like a clear marble when 
You breathe on it. You want to smile at her. I do, anyway. I don't know 
\lrhy. Just to let her know somebody cares, I suppose. So you smile 
and see the dull film melt and there's a glimmer she gives back to you 
\lrhich makes your stomach feel warm. Then some young slut comes along 
and bumps into her because she was in her way - or she just didn't feel 
like moving. I can't stand that. And the look on the old woman's face. 
She doesn't care. She keeps going. She doesn't resent it. 

It makes me want to go hide somewhere. 
Maybe that's why I'm doing this. I don't know, to tell you the truth. 
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But I have to tell you all this first. Otherwise they'll think I'm an 
ass - the police and newspapers, that is. They always make things like 
this sound stupid. 

Don't misunderstand. I want you to believe in me because I believe 
in you. I want you to try to understand. I'm not doing this becau~e 
I hate the world. I like it. I like it very much. I probably like it 
more than anybody I know. Maybe that's why. I don't know. It 
doesn't make sense. 

But I do know that I feel strange inside, as if there were some drug 
drifting through me that dulls everything - as if I were seasick and 
couldn't see straight, because my temples are drumming and my stomach 
is flapping on its hinges. Once in a while it swells inside, and it quivers. 
and I want to jump and shout. 

It's miserable. Much as I feel it, I don't know where it's coming frorn· 
I hope you won't think I'm an ass. 
I don't know why I am the way I am. 
Ask anybody. They'll tell you Karl Meyer's a pretty nice guy. 1 

suppose l should be satisfied, knowing I'm well liked and everything. A 
lot of people look up to me. 

I once gave a lecture in an English course when I was in college. lt 
must have been good. Everybody said so. 

Jim Hawks: "Nice job, Karl." 
Me: "Aw, no." I get embarrassed when people compliment J:tle· 

I like to be complimented. Everybody does, I suppose. But still, I get 
embarrassed and don't know what to say. 

Karen Cummings: "That was really good!" 
Everybody was impressed. I'd meet them on campus and they didn't 

say hello. Because they were scared. You know how it is when you're 
walking toward somebody and his eyes are on you and yours are on hitll 
and· at that minute he looks away and then you look again to find that 
he'd been looking at you again, but now he's flashing his eyes away again· 
Then you go by without saying anything. And you feel you wanted to 
turn around and say "hello" after them, but you think 'it would be 
strange and you let it go. I think the other guy feels that, too. A lot of 
people really want some contact, but sensitive, quivering little things like 
that happen and you spend the rest of your life passing people by. 

Don't ever get looked up to. People are insincere with somebody the1 
have to raise their eyes to. It's lonely. 

I like people. If I were the President of the U. S. or somebody witl1 
really a lot of prestige, I'd still like people. I'd want them to like J:tle· 
Not look up to me. But even. Straight into my eyes. That's the best 
kind of a situation between people, when his eyes are exactly on the saJ:tle 
level as yours and no one has to look up or down at anyone. 

I don't like some people as much as others, but I at least try to be 
nice to them. 
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You probably do, too. You meet a girl that's cross-eyed, not badly, 
but just enough so you can tell she's self-conscious about it. You don't see 
her cross-eyes. You look into her eyes when you talk to her, but you don't 
tnake like you see them. You don't twist your lips or anything. You 
don't even have to make an expression; she can tell by looking at your 
eyes whether you're looking at her cross-eyes or looking her straight in 
the eye. 

I once had a cold sore on my lips. It was very big and almost covered 
rny whole mouth. And you know how ugly cold sores are. I was ashamed 
as hell about it, because, for one thing, it felt about twice as bad as it looked. 
\Vhen I talked to people I could tell whether they were repulsed by it or 
Whether their eyes shone out with a look that tried to say, "Don't worry. 
I' rn not looking at it." 

Or even if they said out loud in a joke, "Cut yourself shaving?" 
That's what I mean. We all of us have got something we don't 

Want people to see in a certain way. If they either ignore it completely or joke 
about it, that's fine. But none of this business of the hidden look where 
You can tell they're thinking about it inside. That makes you feel like 
squirming. 

That's how I feel about this cross-eyed girl. You feel sorry and you 
\\rant to help. So you' re nice to her. Not real nice. That's bad, too. 
Sincerely nice. Regular - the way you'd be with anybody. Just treat 
People regular and you'll be all right. 

The only thing wrong is you get to be bothered by these people. 
1'hey overdo it when they see you're being regular to them. They cling. 
1'hen it begins to hurt even more inside you because you get to hate what 
You're doing - you start to feel that 'maybe you weren't too sincere about 
doing it in the first place. I don't know why, but you do. Even though 
You still feel sorry. 

I suppose that's one of the reasons people like me. I don't think I 
ever made more than one or two enemies. I didn't think of them as enemies, 
bur that's how the situation was looked at. 

People are nice deep down inside. I only wish you could get in 
there and let them get into you. It's a shame. 

. That seasick feeling I told you about - it's getting worse. I wonder 
if they have a word for worldsick. W ot ldsick, That's the word itself. 
1'hen I diagnose myself as- worldsick. The new disease. W orldsickness. 
Sickworldness? Sicknessworld 7 W orldill. 

After alI, people who like the sea get seasick, too. 
I hope to hell I've got the guts to take the shot for it. 
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Last night I went to my fiancee' s house. Naomi and I are supposed 
to get married in May. I go over there every Friday night and we spend 
a quiet evening. It's not far from my place and I don't take my car. 

Naomi's a very good cook, and I was supposed to get there about 
supper time. 

"Hi!" she said and took my coat. 
"Mmm. Your lips taste better without lipstick." 
"Stop it now, Karl. I'm busy!" 
"What's wrong? Got another boy friend m the kitchen?" I kissed 

her again. 
"Hmm ... Silly! I haven't had time to fix up yet." She began ro 

fuss with her hair. 
I took her toward me in a quick motion like they do in the old-time 

silent movies. "Come here, you big voluptuous sexpot!" 
.. She's not at all. It's a joke we have. She's small and thin, with a 

tiny nose. Petite, she always says. But she likes it when I call her a 
sexpot. I don't know why. Can you figure out women? All you ca!l 
do is love them. 

"Karl," she said, putting extra emphasis on the -rl. 
"Yes, dearest?" 
"Oh, stop it. Now, come on!" She straightened her apron. "Have 

Dad make you a drink. He's at the bar." 
"Sounds great." 
"Supper will be a few minutes." 
"OK." 

I'm in my living room. The shades are open and I'm just right now 
looking out the window. It's been snowing. It's still snowing a little bit. 
I'm on the fourth floor. It looks nice, the way all the roofs are smooth 
white. And the trees look like they've been dipped in flaky white paint· 
Roofs and trees should always look like that. But its stops snowing and 
someone comes along and tramples it and starts to shovel it. Then every· 
body in the whole damn world does the same. Their cars make it dirt)' 
and leave black ruts. It's not too long before it gets to be a really ugly 
world. I don't mean it was ugly before, but with the snow it gets to 
looking almost perfect, so that once it's disturbed, it's like tearing the 
petals off a rose that's just opened up. I hate people who tear the petals 
off flowers. 

I haven't slept all night. 
I'm going to tell you why. 

"Karl?" 
"What?" 
"I ruined the potatoes. Simply ruined them. I hope you won't 

reconsider." 
"Reconsider?" 

I 
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"Our marriage." 
"Why?" 
"Because I ruin potatoes." 
"Oh." 
"Some girls smoke. I ruin potatoes." She had a strtight face. 
I smiled. "Well, I just might!" And I gave her a whack on the 

fanny. Her eyes brightened in a reaction and she lifted her chin slightly, 
and turned toward the kitchen. 

"Don't ruin the meat, too!" 
I went to the bar and found George drinking. 
"Well, Karl!" he said, and gave me his hand. His hands are like hams. 
"George." I shook it firmly. I like people who shake hands firmly. 

George doesn't, despite his huge paws. I suppose that's one of the reasons 
We don't get along. At least he isn't one of those who doesn't offer his 
hand at all. 

"What'll it be?" 
"What are you having?" 
"Highball." He downed his glass. 
"Fine with me." 
He made two more. Both doubles. I don't like them too strong, but 

he drinks them like water. I could tell he'd already had a few. The whisky 
bottle was half empty and it was a new bottle because the torn seal from 
the cap lay next to it. 

· He lifted his glass. "How you been, Karl boy? How's the little 
Office at Weber and Co.?" 

He always calls me boy. I'm twenty-three and no boy. "Fine. You~" 
Be never says "company." It's always "Co." 

He ran his fingers around the inside of his collar. "Ah, so-so. 
You know." 

No, I didn't. 
He started gesturing toward his chest. "Getting sluggish in here. 

80rnetimes I think my system's getting muddy." He ran his hand through 
his bushy hair - that's the only way he ever combs it - and then scratched 
his pot right where the belt buckle is. 

"Maybe you ought to take it easier, George." 
"No." He gulped the last of his highball. "I think it's just getting 

close to that time." 
"That time" is death, I suppose. He always mentions it. 
He stood up. "Another one?" 
"No. Thanks." I was afraid he'd get drunk. Naomi doesn't like 

to hear it, but I call her father a drunk. 
He poured some whisky. He didn't add the ginger ale. 
"Prost!" he said, and gulped. 
"Prost," I said. 
"You know that good old German word, eh, Karl? My favorite 
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German word. Prost!" He drank again. 
Of course I know the word. He knows I know, too. 
I lifted my glass toward him, then drank the rest of mine. I was 

hoping Naomi would come in. I could hear the ·dishes rattling in the 
kitchen, and the parakeet jabbering. 

George got up sluggishly and poured himself more, hitting the bottle 
against the rim of the glass so hard I thought he'd break it. He turned to 
llle and lifted his glass, curling his lips into a weak smile. His face had 
the tint of red wax fruit. 

I nodded and smiled back. 
His lips straightened then, and he went toward the piano, carrying 

his huge bulk with caution. He stood looking at a small picture, the only 
thing on the piano. The piano had been his wife's. Now that she's dead 
there's only her picture on it. Naomi doesn't play. 

George lifted his glass toward the picture. 
"Dorothy!" he roared. "Prost, Dorothy." He gulped down half 

the glass, looking constantly at the picture. "Inconsiderate woman." He 
drank the rest and raised his glass again. "Are you watching over me, 
Dorothy?" I figured he was going to throw it. 

"Dad!" 
It was Naomi. 
I got up. 
George gave a start. But his shoulders relaxed then, and he turned 

facing Naomi and me, coming toward us slowly. He put his glass down 
0n the bar and took me by the arm. 

"Don't you think it's inconsiderate, Karl?" His voice sounded Ii'ke 
he had a mouth full of cotton. "Do.n't you - don't you think it was 
tnconsiderate of her to die like that? Eh, Karl?" He had his big ham 
around my arm. 

"Dad." Naomi took him gently by the arm. "Come on. Dinner's 
ready." Go on in, Karl. Take a seat. Come on, Dad." 

She closed her eyes as I held the kitchen door. When they opened, 
she was alive again. The moistened brown of her eyes telegraphed her 
feelings, and I knew she wanted me to tolerate what was happening. 

She's a good girl, Naomi. 
The table was set in the dining nook. The kitchen has that gleaming 

cleanness about it that I always enjoy because I know a woman is in 
charge of it. That's one of the reasons I looked forward to marrying 
Naomi. I would get up in the morning and eat breakfast in a kitchen 
With crisp white curtains and a flowerpot in the window and homemade 
Potholders on the wall. 

George sat down 
0Pposite her. 

The food steamed 
look on his face. 

quietly. I held Naomi's chair, then sat down 

on the table. George filled his plate with a glum 
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Something whirred past me through the air and settled on my shoulder. 
"Chico," Naomi said. "Don't bother Karl." 
The parakeet wandered down my arm and hopped onto the table. 
"Chico!" Naomi held her finger out. "Come on, Chico!" She made 

a pucker sound with her lips. The bird hopped on her finger, gave a peep 
and said, "Chico. Chico. Cheeee--co." She kissed it, and it rubbed 
its beak against her lips. Then it peeped again. 

George looked up. "Couldn't you lock that damn bird up." 
The bird turned its head toward George. 
"I couldn't get him in the cage," Naomi said. 
"He won't hurt anything," I said. 
Naomi loved Chico, because he was fun. He was green, with yelloW 

and white tufts next to his beak, and a white tuft under it that he some­ 
times puffed up. When he did, he looked like a wise old man. He had a 
habit of exploring the table and trying out everyone's food. He looked 
funny, hopping from plate to plate, setting his little feet down fl.at one 
before the other. And all the time giving a peep and saying, "Chico. 
Chico. Chi--co." 

I liked that bird. 
George hated it, especially when it wandered around the table. 
Chico was nibbling at my potatoes. 
"Hey," I said, holding him a little piece. "You really like Naomi's 

potatoes, don't you?" 
He nibbled on them and his eyes were on me. Every once in a while 

they blinked and I could see the tiny eyelashes on them. 
George's eyes were on the bird. 
"Come on now, Chico. That's enough." Naomi held her finger out. 

"Besides," she smiled at me, "I ruined them." 
''I'll divorce you." 

.. "We're not married yet." 
"Well, get busy with some potatoes." 
''I'll do no - come on, Chico!" 
The bird didn't hop on her finger. Instead he traipsed toward 

George's plate. He started eating the potatoes from the edge. 
"Chico," Naomi emphasized the Chi. She got up to get him. 
At her approach the bird hopped up on George's plate and traipsed 

through the food. 
"Chico!" Naomi screamed. 
George's eyes dulled. 
"Damn bird." He grabbed it and enclosed it in his fist. The bird 

shrieked. 
"No, Dad! You'll hurt him." Naomi began to tremble. "Let rne 

take him." 
George stared at her stupidly. He got up. Only Chico's head stuck 

out from his fist, biting frantically at George's fat thumb, turning its 
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head from side to side. 
George held the bird up to Naomi's face. His face now had the color 

of a ripe red apple, slightly glistening with alcoholic moisture. 
'Tl! take him," Naomi said. "Come on, Chi->" 
"Damn bird," George mumbled. He started tightening his fist. 
"Dad?--No!" 
George clenched it harder. The bird's head struggled back and forth 

and the beak was open. Its eyes were two perfect circles, glassy and 
quivering. George's ham of a hand reddened. 

I jumped up. "Now, George -" 
"Dad, please!" 
"For God sakes, George!" 
'Damn bird," George said, and grunted. 
"George!" I hate fights, but I doubled my fist and struck at his chin. 
He kept his grip on the bird, eyeing it with fascination. 
Then I hit him on the arm, below the shoulder where it really hurts. 
He grunted, opened his fist and the bird fell to the floor. 
"Chico!" Naomi knelt down. I knelt down beside her. I felt like 

belting George again. I just gave him a dirty look. I don't think I ever 
looked with that much hate at anybody in my whole lifetime. 

George looked around suddenly, frantically, then left. 
Naomi took the bird in her hand. Its eyes were half-closed, and the 

beak was open. Blood came out and reddened the feathers around the 
1 beak. There was a curious mingle of white, red and yellow. The eyes 
could have been a crying child's. The tiny chest looked caved in and w1e 
Wing hung limp. 

Naomi cried. She held a finger to its beak. The bird gave a weak 
nibble. 

I grabbed the bird and turned the faucet on to fill the sink. 
"Karl? ... Karl, what are you doing? - Karl, no!" She ran out 

of the" room. 
As I held the bird under water I heard a door slam. 
Only a few bubbles came up. 

I haven't slept all night. 
I could have killed George. You know what I mean? All I did 

Was go into the washroom and dry my hands. 
Then I went to Naomi's room. She wouldn't open the door. She 

kept mumbling something. I could understand, "Go away." 
As I passed through the living room to leave, George was sitting at 

the bar. He was downing more whisky. I didn't look at him. 
"Karl?" he mumbled. "Don't you think it was inconsiderate of 

Dorothy? Don't you -" 
I slammed the door. 
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I didn't go straight borne. All I thought of was that little bird's 
head twisting in George's fist. It wasn't so bad looking at it when it 
was dead. It was kind of ugly. But while it struggled .. 

And Naomi's tears. 
I kept seeing it over and over. I bad this feeling in my throat like 

when you want to sob but you can't. My God, you're not supposed to 
cry when you're twenty-three! 

I couldn't he! p it. 
I walked to Weber and Company. I told Pete, the night watchman. 

I'd forgotten my briefcase. I hadn't, but it was on my desk and I could 
make it look like I had. He's a nice guy, Pete, and he let me in. He didn't 
go with me to my office. That's bow I was able to go into Mr. Weber's 
office. 

That's how I got the gun out of tbe cabinet by the safe. 
I put it in my briefcase, and Pete wished me good night. 

hope you don't mind me telling you all this. You are listening. 
aren't you? You've got to try to understand. 

I don't know why I got the gun. 
What happened at Naomi's house, that wasn't it. But afterward. 

everything merged. I began to think of other things. You know? Like 
about tbe universe. And the mirrors. And the old lady. And people 
passing you by. Cross-eyes. 

I couldn't help that either. 
You must think I'm crazy or something. 
Please don't think I'm crazy. 

It's afternoon, and snowing softer now. 
· I'm out of coffee but I still have cigarettes. 
Did you ever see a gun close! y? I never had until now. It's a jot 

heavier than you imagine. It's a simple thing, really, lying on the table here· 
I don't even know what kind of gun it is. 
There's a beauty about it, though. 
It gives you an eerie feeling to think that a simple piece of steel like 

this can put an end to your brain. 
I hope to hell I've got the guts to pull the trigger. 

I've got to keep writing. Try to understand. . So much to reJl. 
So much - I want to get rid of it. There's nobody. 

I want to really get empty. 
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I didn't let things get me when I was little. That is, I'm not 
abnormal or anything because of what happened then. But it was different· 

I don't mind . .I'm not sorry it was. 



I was born in Hamburg, Germany. My mother wasn't married. It 
Was about the time when the war was boiling up red hot and the people 
Were like corks on a wave. Of course, I wasn't there. But people have 
told me how it was while I was born. 

I don't blame my mother or anything. She took care of me. I've 
seen a picture of her only once. She had brown hair and brown eyes. 
I guess that's what color they were. I couldn't tell from the picture. I 
have brown eyes and brown hair. I don't remember because I was only 
six when she got killed. But I remember her face. There was always 
love in it. 

She was killed in a raid toward the end of the war. We were in a 
bunker. She had both arms around me all the time. 

"Keine Angst," she kept whispering. Don't be scared. 
I was, though. I remember that. 
There were many raids and there was nothing especially different 

about this one. When it was over we picked up our things and went home, 
as always. Some of the people never found their homes. 

It was night, but it looked like shimmering twilight with the fires 
and the smoke. Everybody was running, coughing. We had to go down 
Bahnhofstrasse to get home. The railway station had been wrecked m 
the first raids. This time there was only one building burning. 

The ashes drifting down looked like dirty snow. 
Somebody yelled "Vorsicht l" and a quick hand yanked me away. 

A.11 I saw was a big sheet of flame and debris crash down like an avalanche. 
People screamed. . 

They found my mother. After. four days. They knew her by 'her 
teeth. She was black and shriveled to the size of a baby. 

After the war my uncle came over and took me back to America. 
Bis name was Karl Meyer, too. My mother named me Karl, but I took 
on the name Meyer when he adopted me. He died last year of cancer. 

I· never knew who my father was. My mother never told me. It 
isn't that she didn't know. She wasn't that kind of woman. She probably 
didn't want me to know. I suppose whoever he was got killed in the 
War, like all the fathers. 

It's snowing less now. 
Did you ever read The Catcher in the Rye? It has a character named 

Bolden Caulfield who's really confused and bitter about life. He only 
likes children because adults are all phonies. He wants to catch all the 
children from falling into the abyss of the adult world. 

I suppose he didn't feel that way about parakeets, too. 
I studied it in college. I was a business major but I took extra 

Bnglish courses because I like literature. Sometimes those great authors 
tea[Iy hit close to what you feel. You know what I mean? 

At first I thought I liked Holden Caulfield. A lot of his ideas were 
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It's snowing just a little now. 
Did you ever try writing? Stories and things? I did. 
You can't talk to people. You know? They want to talk, too. So 

nobody listens. 
I tried to write because I wanted to share. Do you understand me? 
You see a little tree next to a brook and there are wild daisies under 

it. The sky is a deep blue and right above the tree when you see it from 
a distance floats a fluffy white cloud that you want to get your hands on 
because you think it would feel nice. 

You sense that nobody in the whole world has the same feeling 
you do. So you write it down. Or try. Most of the time you can't do it. 

I feel that way about a lot of things I see. 
I stopped this writing thing when I met Naomi. I didn't feel like 

it anymore. But I didn't tell her the things I would have wanted to write 
down. It's useless anyway. I don't think anyone cares whether you sa'f 
it or write it down. 

really good. But then I got to hate him. I think he was crazy. Anyone 
that felt the way he did would have killed himself. 

And Goethe. There's a lot of corn in The Sorrows of Young 
Werther. But if you listen to him, just listen, you begin to understand him. 

It's stopped snowing now. 
It looks nice with the sun coming through the window and hitting 

everything with a sparkle. Did you ever notice how the sun lets you see 
all the millions of tiny Ii ttle dust particles in the air? I can see them on 
the barrel of the gun, too . 

. Do you read newspapers like I do? 

I like to read the little things. 

ROCKWELL. N. H. (AP) - If you had been Mrs. Agnes 
Wiley, what would you have done? 

One daughter was lost beneath the waters of a pond. 
Another had just been pulled from the pond and was lying 
motionless on the ground. 

Would you go after the lost child? Or would you try 
artificial respiration on the child beside you? 

Mrs. Wiley had this nightmarish decision to make yesterday. 
She gave artificial respiration to daughter Nancy, 3. Soon 

the child responded with gasping breaths. 
Police recovered the body of daughter Margaret, 5. 

I don't think L'd have tried saving either one. When only one is 

18 


