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SABATO IN LUCCA

Fat, exuberant wo--men growling
the price of

Dry, lifeless lemons to the passers-by
Barefooted, soiled smelling gypsies

Outcastedly trying to sell
shoestrings

Business —
men quickly advancing

Over the warm, brown bricks

Weary, peasant women haggling
over

10 lire with lon gnosed merchants
Students sitting at outdoor caffe tables

Drinking coffee and watching the pensive girls
hurrying by

And high above in a lonely church
Sat a pigeon next to a silent bell.

—: QUIANO PAGNUCEI



PEOPLE

Some people are like tunes.
Silly, simple tunes

Your head keeps humming.
A snatch — A ‘catch —

[s all you get of them.
It is enough, perhaps.

And there are others —
Master works —

That sound, and soar, and crash
Across your mind,

And then are still; the stillness of an echo.
It is enough, perhaps.

And there are those —

Sonata-like
That tinkle and reverberate,

As crystal chandeliers in empty rooms,

And then are done.

And it is not enough!

— LEE FEEE




THE D. I — WILLIAM UTLEY

It was August on Parris Island. Platoon 115 had just been issued
clothing, personal gear, and typhoid inoculations. Our arms ached from
the shots and the 50 lbs. of extra boots, uniforms, scrub buckets, every-
thing necessary to maintain proper military appearance and bearing. Double-
timing across the drill field, we halted about 30 yards from a solitary
Jeep and dropped our gear. From the jeep came the sound of an enraged
lion in a southern drawl. ‘‘Youall peepul git that seven eightytwo gear
offen the daeck.” :

The ungodly snarl froze us for an instant; then we gathered up our
belongings and stood motionless, staring through the rising heat waves
at our D.IL

He jumped from the jeep and landed like a cat on the balls of his
feet. Walking in measured steps toward us, he slowly scanned the platoon
fore and aft.

My arms quit aching and grew numb. The heat from the asphalt
Came up through the thick soles of my combat boots. Somewhere behind
my right eye a dull throbbing started. The new clothing had begun to

| chafe in my armpits and crotch. My head ached, my feet hurt, but I

didn't dare move or look about. The drill instructor was now walking
Up and. down the ranks. He hadn't come into my line of vision yet, so
[ could only guess what he looked like.

. Suddenly 1 sensed someone behind me, and a raspy voice breathed
Into my left ear, “"Arms gittin tard, maggot?"

When I opened my mouth to sound off loud and clear, a hoarse ‘‘No
Sir"" croaked through my dry throat and lips.

Jutting his chin over my shoulder, he said, “‘Maggot, youall got
o bellar out in combat cuz its noisy and nasty out there. Luke the Gook
don't quit shootin' at your young butt jist cuz you wont to tell your
foxhole buddy to haul ass outta there. Do you unnerstan me, maggot?"’

This time I responded loud enough to startle the jeep driver out of
his catnap. Someone to my right snickered. The D.I. barked a “Knock
It off'”” right through my skull.




He walked out of ranks, stood in front of the platoon and said 'he
was Gunnery Sergeant Starks. He began lecturing on Corps discipline
and how he was going to make Marines out of us fat, civilian maggots:

Then I saw him in all of his glory. He was built like a fireplug:
5'10", about 190, none of it fat. His shoes shone as if they were silver:
plated. His woolen khaki trousers were pressed so sharply he could have
cut a loaf of bread on them. His web belt with its gleaming brass buckle
was squarely centered on his barrel torso. His shirt had military creases
not a 14 inch off center.

My eyes focused on the cluster of decorations over his heart. Thre
vertical ribbons of rainbow, precisely centered above the shirt pocket
L4 inch above the pocket seam, 14 inch between rows: Guadalcanal, Tarawa:
Iwo, Korea. Above them all, in its own row, the Purple Heart with 2
star. Centered on his sleeves were the forest green chevrons with crossed
rifles, four inches from the shoulder seam, no more no less.

My eyes went back to the center of the barrel where his khaki t€
followed the military line — glistening tie clasp centered between the
third and fourth buttons, not a l4inch off. The four-in-hand knof
nestled precisely between the two collar points which came out at 30
angles from the vertical formed by his tie.

To this day I'll never forget the neckless, bullet-shaped head that emetg
ed from that study in vertical symmetry. With his ‘‘Smokey the Bear’’ hat
tilted forward over his eyebrows, not a trace of hair growth was visible
anywhere. His purple-veined, sunburnt face glistened as he squinted undef
Sol’s scrutiny. Jughandle ears were on the same plane, not a !4 inch off:
The black hole directly above a squarely cut, slightly doubling chin pro-
duced an occasional glint, reminding me of the entrance to a petered-out
goldmine. His short flat nose started just beneath the hat brim, veered tO
the left and, as if suddenly remembering to correct itself, broke sharply t©
the right, balancing its original deviation. Tiny crow’s feet, not a 4 inch
off, appeared when he paused to open the narrow-set, washed-out blue
eyes. He reloaded his rapid-fire vocal chords.

L Then I found it. The thin livid scar that snaked across his barely
perceptible cheek bone to the corner of his mouth. My eyes darted to 'the,
other jowl — no scar! He's outta line, he's human too. He's outtaline

Suddenly“it happened. My hands had been asleep for some time and
the bucket slipped from my numb fingess without their consent. The
clang-bang on the pavement drowned out Starks' high-pitched climax.

My heart slowly slid to rest in my belly as those barely-blue eyes
stared at the still-moving bucket with disbelief. They looked back up f[.
me and began walking slowly toward me, the black hole gasping,







THE PAGANS

Stare at

The symbols

On the modern totem —
They turn us to less
Than the early polygods

Turned their savages.

Who carved the altar

At which we are now worshipping?
Too many hands

Made light of the work

And gave us a cathedral

That admits us all,

But that no one will admit to.

Some future man

In a private place, perhaps,
Will worship

Apart from the rest

And through his thoughts
Reincarnate

The modern animal

To a higher form.

We must be born again.

— -RONALD GILLETTE




( 1
[rom sileep

e warm and mindless worl

that smells of vyeast and oven

1.1
Dl

)

urred by flour dust.

['he radio burrs sleepily
a2 music of no character

Cil dll

and no offense. Occasionally -

dut this mot 1t mentioned
the burning of a chicken house

and twenty thousan

1 died. Twenty thousand c

burned to death at Illiopolis

[t wasn't 1n the n¢

scast. »

yut all morning | w them burning.




— THOMAS E. LOWDERBAUGH

Things might have been better if I hadn't taken three left turns:
that's what got me into this mess. But when I looked both ways$
decided it looked nicer on the left and, so, I went that way.

Anyway, there's no use in complaining; that’s life. The boxwood
was so lush and the grass looked awfully thick and deep . . . but any”
way, there’s no use in complaining. [ remember one girl I met in hefe
who kept on complaining about all the turns and blind-alleys; she didn®
understand it all. It got on my nerves to hear her constantly talking: Sf
[ finally told her, “Look; quit complaining. The same thing all the time!
She didn’t know how to appreciate how beautiful the boxwood is, or hoW
nice it is to be able to look straight up on a clear night and see the stars:
I told her. She got mad and left me at the next turn. [ still remembef
how she looked when she turned away.

Of course, there's always the problem of the moon. It all started
when some of us got together once at an intersection (by chance, naturally!)
and someone said that there must be a something else up there besides
the. stars because sometimes at night there’d be a special glow just beyon
the top of the boxwood. Somebody else said that that was ridiculous
since nobody had ever seen it; it couldn’t be. And then somebody el
said that it didn’t make any difference if there was or if there wasn't sinct
it didn’t have any effect on us. That’s where the whole argument really
started — when someone asked how he could be so sure. Eventually W¢
separated, but since then everyone I've met seems to have heard of the
problem and we always end up discussing it.

Some people here are always getting bored. I've always remembefed
that my mother — the last time I saw her was when [ went straight
ahead and she turned right — told me always to see how beautiful every”
thing is — hoWw thick the grass is, how dense the boxwood is, and ho¥ .
nice it is when the stars shine on a clear*hight. She always used to el
me never to get upset or use bad words if I took a wrong turn or not t°
get mad if the rules goofed me up — the rule that you can’t turn arouf
to go backward, for example. She told me always to control myself.

But this doesn’t have anything to do with my problem — like !
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said it’s all because I took three left turns. (Sometimes I wonder if I'm
the only one who ever takes left turns.) Things looked a lot better that
way. The boxwood is always just too tall to reach over and just too
thick to push through, but down that way — the left, I mean — well,
it looked like somehow it might be getting shorter or thinner. Of course,
[ didn’t know where I was going, but then nobody ever does — that's
just a part of the whole thing. Some people get very upset because it's
laid out this way, but there’s no point to that — as I said, it's useless to
complain. Anyway, the first left turn wasn’t so bad; there in the middle
of a big open space was a big flower bed of poppies — all sorts wf single
and double Shirley poppies. There was a light breeze and they waved
on their thin stems. There were the deepest reds and clearest whites there.
Around the outside of the bed was a border of little white flowers that
* had a heavy smell to them; I don't know what they're called — I've never
seen anything like them. Like I said, that first turn wasn’t so bad, but
[ hated to have to pass that flower bed — but then that’s part of the rules.

The second left turn wasn't very special, just ordinary like most of
the rest of them. I think if I'd gone right instead of left at the next one,
[ might actually have . . . But it's all because of some stupid girl I
met. [ should have known better — but what she could do with her
hands! Anyway we split at the next turn (there was a very small apple
tree planted there) when she went straight ahead and I went left and
now I'm stuck in this dead-end all alone. Maybe someday somebody will
end up in here with me. It wouldn't be so bad if the rules would just
let you turn around and have a second try, but . . . well, that’s the rules.
I'd like somebody else to end up in here with me (I think I said that) but
I've heard that this thing is so large and so twisted and that it has so
many dead-ends that nobody will probably ever get lost in here with
me. (Sometimes when the wind is stopped and it gets real quiet I think
I can hear people on the other side of the hedge, but there's never any
answer when I call.) Some people even talk about getting out of here,
but that’s ridiculous — even if you ever did get out of this thing with its
damned pattern where would you be? (I was once told that there is a dead-
end for everyone, but I don’t believe it.) This place really wouldn't be so
bad, I suppose, if I wasn’t in here alone, with only the boxwood.




hours of forgetfulness
disemboweling glances
during the blazoned morning-afters

feeling ever the irrepressible need to share

i inhale your name —
as morning mist is taken deeply within
confessing its birth at my birth —

upon these lips

the hours drop slowly into eternity’'s blackest well —
measured by a vaporous bath, a lingering touch
ever-blooming flowers of night unfold their secrets to us

and we whisper in mellow murmurs

silencé becomes a demon

slain by the tattooed pounding of one heart upon another

we suddenly utter the syllables

of jasmine lips and groaning muscles

the shared thing
sensing incessantly
breathing hyacinthed air
living the hours of forgetfulness

— ARTHUR CHICK



LIKE MOM . . . LIKE SAM — W. H. CARSON

I didn't know what to do with my hands. They just wouldn't
fit into my pockets. I tried twice, but ever'body who walked by turned
and looked at me and so I gave up tryin’ to stuff them away and just
let them hold each other. But they didn’t like that either and kept lettin’
go until I just sorta gave up and started countin’ the warts on them.

Dad came into the hall just as I was beginnin’ the third count. I
was wonderin’ if it would come out sixteen or seventeen when he said,
“She wants to see you, Son.” -

By “she,” he meant my mom. She was to have an operation this
mornin’ so that’s why I had to scrub and put on a suit and stand in
the smelly hospital hall with people starin’ at me until Mom could see
me. I didn’'t wanta come, but last night when Dad said, “You can see
Mother before surgery in the morning,” he didn’t leave me no out. I
guess he thought I was looking forward to it, so I just nodded like I was
looking forward to it.

Mom looked real good. She was all smiles when we walked in and

' she didn’t seem to care whether I'd washed my ears good or not. She

asked me all sorts of questions 'bout school and all, but I could tell she
wasn't listenin’ to my answers so I got to scratchin’ and standin’ on one
foot and then the other until a nurse come in and said we'd have to
go. I knew I should kiss Mom. I didn't wanta — not with ever'body
watchin’, but Mom’s eyes kinda said, ““I'd like to kiss you if you can
stand it."”" So I leaned down and we sorta kissed and then Mom held
me real close like I do my dog, Sam, and finally she let go of me.

Out in the hall, Dad said I could go on home if I wanted and he'd
Stay to see how Mom got along. Boy! That was what I wanted to hear
and I beat it out of there!

Walkin’ home I felt funny. That smell was all over me and I
wanted it to rain real bad. Rain would feel good, runnin’ down my

' face and drippin’ off the end of my nose — and then — I'd be clean.
' But I looked the sky over and there wasn’'t even one teeny cloud and

then I was chokin’ — I guess the smell of the hospital was makin’ me
sick — and then it got to my eyes and I had tears a-comin’. That's why
[ ran the rest of the way. I wasn't sad nor scared nor nothin’, but I
wanted to wash out that hospital smell real bad.

When [ got home, I quick changed my clothes and then without
anybody tellin’ me to, I washed — good. The smell wasn't so strong®
then, so I turned on T.V. and sat down to watch.

I had just fixed a two layered peanut butter, dill pickle and mayonnaise
sandwich and poured me a big glass of milk when Dad come in. He sat
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down by me and I had my mouth open to ask about Mom when I saW
from his eyes that I wasn't to talk — so since I'd gone to the trouble of
openin’ my mouth, I put the sandwich in instead. It was ever’ bit as
good as I knew it would be! It's the kinda food that sorta hits your
stomach with a thud and you know for hours after that you've got
something in it.

After a little while, Dad looked at me and said, ‘‘Son, your mother’s
dead. I don't know why —— the doctors aren’t even sure yet — she just
— she just —,”" and he couldn't talk no more. I couldn’t think of 2
thing to say neither, so we just sat there and I studied the floor in the
kitchen. It was pretty dirty and I wondered who was goin' to wash it
now. And then a minute later, I wondered why I couldn’t cry for Mom-

Pretty soon, Dad went upstairs and I was glad ’'cause I wanted
another sandwich and somehow it didn't seem right to fix it in front of
him. It was ever’ bit as good as the first one and I could almost heat
the thud when it went down too. But in a minute, it kinda rolle‘?
around and I wisht I'da stopped at one. That hospital smell was comin
back too so I beat it outa the house hopin’ the fresh air could blow it
away and besides, I knew I could get into a ballgame at the park.

It was gettin’ dark when I turned the corner to our block and I
knew I'd get heck for bein' out so late, but I'd forgotten all'bout the
time, and Mom and ever'thin’ and now all I could smell was me —
and I smelled good!

There was a bunch of flowers on the door and I knew it was'
‘cause Mom was dead, yet somehow I also knew she’d be waitin
supper for me . . .

'Course Mom wasn't there, but it seemed like ever'body else in towZ
was. They all patted me and fed me and kept sayin’, “Poor boy. It's
so hard for him,” and stuff like that. No one asked where I'd been, s°
pretty soon I sneaked away and got into bed.

I closed my eyes and then I saw all sorts of things — flowers, white
beds, nurses, and dogs. Just then I remembered that tomorrow Dad an
" was supposed to go to the vet's to get Sam. The doc said by Tuesda¥y
he'd be all well after bein’ hit by that car and tomorrow was Tuesday:
I hoped Dad wouldn’t forget what with Mom dyin' and all — mebbe¢
I'd have to remiind him, but I would ‘cause I was countin’ on havin’ Sam
home again. -

Squeezin’ my eyes shut real hard helped. When I did that, I saW
black, then purple, then real bright dots which went shootin’ from sid¢
to side. I was trying to figure out what shape the dots were when
guess I musta fell asleep 'cause the next thing I knew, it was mornin’.
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Ever'body was sittin’ around the kitchen drinkin’ coffee when I
come down. Dad looked like he hadn’t even been to bed and I thought
I'd better wait a little 'fore I mentioned gettin’ Sam, so I said, ‘‘Good
mornin’ ,”’ and then sat down and ate ever'thin’ Aunt Sue put in front of me.

After 'while, I said real quick, ‘“‘Dad, can we bring Sam home this

. mornin'?"’

He turned his head real slow and looked me square in the face. I
thought he was angry and was goin’ to hit me, but in a minute, he
smiled kinda and reached out his hand to muss my hair and waid real
soft, “Yes, Son. Soon’s I shave, we'll go get Sam.”

I went outside to sit on the steps while I waited for Dad. People
goin’ by would stop and ask how we was gettin’ along and three times
[ had to get up and hold open the screen door for some neighbor bringin’

| in food. I knew why ever'one was bein’ so kind — it was on account

of Mom dyin’. That’s always when people are the nicest. They yell at
you for cuttin’ through their yard on the way to school and then bring
chocolate cake and pat your head when your Mom'’s dead, but they seem
so strange that you kinda get choked up and I was wishin’ that Miss
Haley would quit pattin’ and start yellin’ like she always did.

Seemed like it was takin’ Dad hours to get ready, but I guess I

. Was just too much in a hurry to get Sam and have him home. Finally,

he came out, banged the screen shut and muttered, ‘“Let's go, Boy.”

The ride to the vet's wasn’t long, but it seemed like forever to me
‘cause I could hardly wait to hug old Sam in my arms and ‘rassle’ with
him on the grass.

When we got there, I beat Dad out of the car and ran real fast into
the office. The doc came out and I asked real quick, “Where's Sam? We
come to get him. You said we could take him today. Where is he?”

The doc was stammerin’ and stutterin’ and then I guess he remem-
bered who we was when Dad come in ’cause he said, ‘“Yes, well, er . . .
Certainly. I'll bring Sam right out.”

He come back in a minute carryin’ Sam in his arms. Good ole Sam
wagged his tail when he saw me. The doc put him on the floor and I
called to him, but he didn't come, so I went over and picked him up.
It felt so good to hold him close. I pushed my face into his neck like
[ always did when I held him and nuzzled him. And then it happened!!!
[ started chokin’ and coughin’ and 'fore I knew it, I was screamin’ and
cryin’. I couldn’t stop. I tried, but I just kept hollerin’ and blubberin’.
Then Dad was shakin’ my shoulders and shoutin’, ‘“What's wrong?
What's got into you? Why're you cryin’ and carryin’ on like this?
What is it, Boy?”
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At last with one big breath, I screamed, “Sam’s gonna die! He ain't
gonna live! He's gonna die!!!”

The doc come over and said real gentle-like, “Sam’s not going tO
die, Son. No, Son, he's fine now. Just needs a little more rest and he 1l
be romping around like new.”

“He’s dyin’! He's gonna die! God's gonna take him away!! 1
know! I know! I know he’'s gonna die!!”

Dad shook me again and asked, ‘“What makes you think a bi,g
healthy dog like Sam is going to die? Why the doc told you, Boy, hes
just getting all well.”

I tried not to say it. I didn’t want to tell them, but then I couldn’t
help it anymore and at the top of my voice I screamed, “I know he's
gonna die ‘cause — ’cause he smells — he smells just like Mom did!!!
He smells just like Mom!!!”

Dad’s fist come out in a hurry. [ saw red, black and yellow, I
think, and then for a bit, I didn't see nothin’. When I was gettin’ UP
offa the floor, I could see that his eyes was real mad this time, but I

could hush now. I wiped my nose on my sleeve, picked up Sam and
carried him out to the car.

Dad didn’t speak to me all the way home. When we got back tO

the house, he got out and slammed the car door and then stomped into
the house..

I took Sam out back and we sat under a tree at the end of the lot:
As we was talkin’ to each other, I told him all about Mom and I could?
swore he knew just what I was sayin’. His eyes had real tears in ‘em and
that made me want to hold him real close.

That night, Aunt Sue made a bed for Sam on the floor beside me:
She said it was so’s the first thing I'd see in the mornin’ was Saf
waggin’ his tail.

'Fore I went to bed, I told Dad I was sorry, but he wouldn’t eves
look at me. I knew I'd really made him mad this time — worse' D
breakin’ the neighbor’s windows with a baseball!!

Sam died that night.

In the mornin’, I took a shovel and_a box and buried him undet
the big tree at the back — where I'd held him half the day before.

didn’t cry none. I cried before and Sam knew how I felt about him:
There wasn’t no need to cry now.

At breakfast, Aunt Sue was real cheerful. I liked her smilin’ oVef'
the eggs. She brought me my plate and asked, “How’s Sam this morning’




“Sam’s dead. I buried him ’fore breakfast — back under the big tree.”

Aunt Sue got tears in her eyes and Dad turned around to stare at
me, but he didn't say nothin’, so I ate my eggs and said, “Scuse me,”
and left the table.

I decided to go for a walk. I knew no one 'ud want me around
‘til after lunch when I had to go to Mom’'s funeral. I didn’t wanta see
none of the boys. I kinda felt all mixed up and I didn't wanta talk to
no one so I headed for the south side of town to the drainage ditch where
I knew I could sit with no one to pester me. -

The water in the ditch was just right — so muddy that you couldn’t
see through it. That made me feel good for some reason. I kept tossin’
twigs and pebbles in it and thinkin’ all the while how much I hated my dad.

He'd always been mean to Mom and me. Sometimes, when he didn’t
like what Mom cooked, he'd smash his plate on the floor, slam out of
the house and go downtown to eat. Mom would cry as we picked up
the broken plate, but she never spoke a word agin’ him.

Then I thought about the model plane he bought for my birthday
one time. He was helpin’ me build it, but he couldn’t understand the
directions and he got so mad he smashed his fist into it. I cried a long *
time after that. :

Before I got real good at changin’ the grades on my report card, he
used to slap me and make me go to bed hungry ever'time I brought it home.

The Jonger I sat and thought, the more I knew how much I hated
my dad. It made me miss Mom more than ever. Then all at once it
come to me and I knew why I couldn’t cry for Mom. She was the lucky
| one. She wouldn't have him houndin’ her no more. I still had to
live with him.

The sun looked about noon so I went on home. When I got there,
there was a terrible row goin’ on.

“A new dress? My God, Sue! What good's a new dress for a
dead woman?”’

Aunt Sue was cryin’. “All right! I'll pay for it! She’s lucky to
have got out of your penny-pinching grasp,” she yelled.

There was more, but I got up to my room and stretched out on
the bed and put a pillow over my head so I couldn’t hear the rest.

A little later, Aunt Sue tapped on my door and come in. Time to
get dressed for the funeral. You're to sit with me.”

I know I had to go, but at least I was glad to be sittin’ with my
Aunt Sue.
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When ‘we got home from buryin’ Mom, Aunt Sue cooked suppet:
did up the dishes, kissed me on the forehead and started for the doof:

1

“I'll go along now. Call me if you need me.

Soon’s the door slammed, Dad reached for the bottle in the cup”
board. He hadn’t spoke a word all afternoon and now he didn't say
nothin’ — just sat there drinkin’ and starin’.

I wanted to watch T.V. but I was scared he wouldn't like the
noise so I got out a book and pretended I was studym After 'while
I said, ““G’'night,”” and went up to bed.

[ was just beginnin’ to doze when I heard him clomp up the staifs
— bumpin’ into the wall on both sides. Then he threw open the doof
to my room and grabbed me out of bed. He took holda my shoulders
and started shakin’ me — hard.

“Say your mother smells like a dog, will you? So she smells like
a dog, you brat!! Say a thing like that about your dead mother . . <

He started poundin’ me with his fists — beatin’ as hard as he could
I fell down and he stumbled over me. My head hurt and I was crylﬂ
— still he kept liftin’ his arm and punchin’ me in the stomach.
couldn’t move away. I was too scared. Finally, he kicked me and then
jest lay still.

My eyes fell on my huntin’ knife on the table by the bed and
sniffin’ as-quiet as I could I started inchin’ toward it. He was laym
there breathin’ hard, and in the dark, I couldn’t tell if he was watchin’
me,or not.

At last, I hadda hold of the knife and just lookin’ at its sharp
bright blade made my stomach get a big knot in it. I didn't want tO
rouse him, but I knew I couldn’t stand no more beatin's so I inched over
to him real careful. When I got close, I could see his eyes was closed-
He was in a drunk sleep. I hurt all over now, but I rested and tried tO
get up my strength. I knew I had to — no matter how bad I hurt.

I raised the knife high in the air over his chest and all at once ever'~
thin’ went black. I couldn’'t see nothin’. All I could do was take in 2

real deep breath and then — there it was again — the smell — like
Mom — like Sam. I started chokin’ and the tears started comin’ and the
smell was right there — —real strong! Only this time — it smelled good!
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WHO HOOTS?

Only owls know this
doubly inner ache:
how the

awful emotional bowels
refuse to move.

Only owls understand.
It's why they howl.

— KATHI DAVIS -

BUTTERFLY

Fluttering quietly, ceaselessly,
On sun-golden wings;
Summer days.

— CAROL RIHA

HAIKU

In the dirt of the street,
Between quick footsteps —
The sun in a puddle.

— CAROL RIHA

THE INEXPLICABLE

Not having the brains to love him,
She used her heart instead.

If spiritual her love wasn't,

It was certainly spirited.

“I can’t expurcate it either,”

Said she, in his warm arms hid
“We just sort of boister each other.’
And, indeed, they did.

— KATHI DAVIS

’
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