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A SHELL BEACH 

Forever lapsing into black, 
forgetting present tissued time, 
forgetting pain 
and lapsing back and lapsing back 

I go ... 

A thin line of water's foam breaks 
across a shell beach in the night and, broken, 
is pulled 
beneath the water 
as a thin line of water's foam comes on 
and breaks ... 

No more to lapse, no more forget! 
Away dull black, no darkness yet. 
Show me to this nothing life 
and through life's pain . 
I'll find some light which will sustain 

me; which will sustain 
till banal black returns again 
to claim me with its peaceful wheeze: 

Amen. 

•• 

Tiny shell chambers of 
purple and pink and ivory 
glitter like shattered glass 
in the moonlight for a moment 
Wet 
until the water breaks 
and with a sigh comes through 

to dilute 

then dim then drown them in its blue - 
But water finally leaves again 

pulled back 
pulled back 

and gives them to the moonlight 

The sound the chambered water makes 
while coming through and - 
now that water's gone - 
the sound of dry air moving on the shells: 

Listen! 

-John Slusser 
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SOMETHING OF ORPHEUS 

Carefully caressing the lyre, 
The fingers are wet with blood 
And the skin slides loosely 
Over the rotted flesh. 
It is a pity that corrupts 
By drawing a golden cord 
Around the upward reach of song. 
Everywhere this singing is 
To and from 
The corrupted dumbness of beasts, 
And it invokes 
The melodic smell of death 
Where the joints of the hand 
Fester and break open 
In tune with the music. 
Music is immortal, 
And the world rots around it, 
Smearing consciousness 
(No less pure than the soul) 
With the fluid odor of decay. 

- Hubert F. Lappe' 

Better to die 
And pretend cleanness . 

• 
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IN A PILLAR OF A CLOUD 
The boy turned restlessly in his sleep. There was a small determined 

bounce at the foot of the bed and he knew, even in his dream, that the little 
yellow cat had arrived and was making its way in a light measured tread toward 
'.he pillow. The boy's dream changed to include the cat and he waited, knowing 
in his sleep of the sounds and sensations to follow: the whiskery touch, the 
~attling purr, and the day unfolding to him as he gradually awoke.- The drift­ 
ing calls of the mourning doves outside the bright window, his grandfather's 
shout to the dog, the sunshiny breeze rattling in the cottonwood tree - all 
would gently nudge him to wakefulness until they were no longer isolated 
snatches of sound but an insistent message. 

He opened his eyes. The cat's face was no more than two inches away, 
Wat.chful with some deep urgency. The boy swung rumpfirst off the high 
;1ncient bed, sliding on his stomach until he pulled his top sheet halfway to the 
oor He stood for a moment savoring the notion that he was awake, that it 

~as .a promising day - a special day - and that there was breakfast waiting for .. 
. irn in the kitchen. In the time it would take him to pull on his shirt and britches 
it Would all begin. 

h He thought of the white horse. He could almost see him again, the way 
e looked last night in the dream, close and warm, the luminous skin shivering 

and car · · , . ess1ng the boy in the smoky-bright smell of horse. He remembered the 
~uick turning of the milky ears, the polite curious lipping at his shirt front and 
e secret place where he had run his hand up the satin neck and under the 

coarse white-gold mane. 

He had never really been that close to the white horse. But he knew that 
sorneda h d Y, per aps today, they would become friends. He was sure, from his 
rearns awake and sleeping, that the white horse would recognize him. 

b d He Was standing in the kitchen now, unaware of his progress out of the 
. e roorn. He let his eyes cross just a little, to unfocus them from the big black 
iron sk'll 1 et on the stove, to think of how it would be. 

th 
1 
The horse would be standing in the shade, perhaps, with the shadows of 

th: beaves dappling the silken back. There would be no one near, and when 
s . oy approached, the horse would turn his head, slowly, until the boy could 
eee into the endless blue-brown depths of the eyes that had seen and known 
verythin H h· 

1• 
g. e would walk up to the horse as if he had done it every day of 

IS lfe. 

"I . 
S h 

arn Tillman Nestor," he would say. He would say it quietly and formally, 
o t at th h e orse would know that the boy loved him. 
less t"And ~ou are ... " Here was a recognition so great that it was a name­ 
With ~ing, .like the feel of himself inside his skin when he stopped to consider it 

deliberate awareness. How could there be a speaking name for some- 
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thing like him - so big, like the engulfing red and purple waves of sleep, and 
so small as to fit into his mind's eye, galloping on a wind-blown horizon, past 
schoolhouse windows, always to be glimpsed in the distance? "Now, we will 
always be together." 

In advance, the boy knew it would be necessary to say these words aloud, 
not so the white horse would know, but because it was imperative that the words 
be recorded to the unseen forces that cause everything to come out even and 
the small justices to be done. God, Tillman knew, was in charge of the big 
things, but Tillman Nestor knew that there were certain other things which could 
be controlled by a careful observation of accumulated ritual. 

Just now, for instance, as the heat of the skillet handle pricked his thumb, 
Tillman Nestor snatched his hand away and thoughtfully approached the offend­ 
ing metal with the thumb of his other hand. Burned thumb pressed against his 
teeth, the boy applied its opposite member to the skillet, taking care to leave 
it there for no more or less time than he had accidentally left his other finger. 
He would not have been able to explain that by eliminating the possibility of 
favoring one hand he had banished the whole thing from his mind. 

The screen door wheezed and slammed. "You don't git your breakfast, 
you be late," his grandfather warned. "Be late your first day's no good." 

The ·old man trailed a length of squirmy wire across the floor, rolling it up 
in his hands in a rebellious loop. The boy watched the end of the wire flip­ 
flop over the buckled linoleum in its journey to the big, dark, knotted hands. 
"Granpa, where's Ru'al Areas? Somewhere hereabouts?" 

"All over. Right here. Down to river an' over to town. Anything not a 
town ru'al." 

"I thought it war a town," the boy said, scraping the skillet. "I thought it 
war a name of a town." 

"No, no," the old man said. 
"Radio over to neighbors las' night say they no more school there, anyway," 

the boy went on. "That mean here, Granpa? They take the school away?'' 
"They don't take it away, boy. They [us' don't use it." The old man turned 

to look at the ,,boy for the first time in the conversation. "Ain't nobody teach 
school, that's all. But you kin read an' write anymore. That all a workin' mari 
need." He chuckled and .. knocked the boy on the shoulder with gentle curved 
knuckles. 

The boy stood up. "Now I got a job. Someday I boss all The Farm. Ail 
Mister Peterson's horses, they be done by me." And the white horse, too, he 
thought. He'd have a boy, small like himself now, rub the white horse while 
he stood and watched to see that every move was right. And then he'd take 
the white horse in hand, leading him by a special bridle he'd made himself, arid 
he'd trot that white horse up and down the road for everybody to see. Tillmar1 
Nestor and the white horse. See how the horse just skims along behind, not 
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being led at all, but following with his nose 
never moving away, never dropping back? 
bossing Mister Peterson himself sometimes. 

He started out the door, walked backwards across the dusty yard. "I come 
home this even', Granpa," he shouted, "you tell me again how you was at The 
Farm. An' about how you tel' people about the horses, an' about the desert 
folks-" 

just behind Tillman Nestor's ear, 
He'd be like Granpa was, even 

He was at the road, running. He was alone in an endless narrow world, 
a shimmering lane between whispering, creaking stalks of field corn, as far as 
forever. Above, a red-tailed hawk darted, then glided, resting its great wings 
on their cradle of rising warmth. The heat buzzed, and he slowed down to a 
Walk. 

Soon he began to point his toes with each step. He tucked in his chin and 
blew out his lips in a mighty snort. His rider reined him in loo sharply, and 
he swung his head fretfully from side to side, pawing out with his front hooves. 
Now he began to trot, bringing his knees up quickly and throwing his feet for­ 
ward. Not too fast - just so! His rider's flowing robes tickled his sides, and .. 
the cornfield was a vast desert, undulating and glowing under the white sun. 
He broke into a gentle gallop, leading the horses of his rider's tribesmen. They 
had been riding for days, with no water, but the horses of the desert drank 
the Wind and never stopped. 

His gra'~dfather had told him that the horses at The Farm were the same 
horses as those in the Bible, about whom God asked Job: "Hast thou given the 
horse strength? Hast thou clothed his neck with thunder?" 

They were the same, the old man said. They were not like ordinary horses; 
even the new foals were older than Christ himself. 

. Tillman Nestor stopped. The desert dropped away. Ahead and to his 
right The Farm's pastureland began, and he knew that just around the bend in 
the road on the left was the big house, which he had heard was built on a 
stone foundation so that the people had a room underneath the floor. 

And right before his eyes were the horses themselves, mares and foals and 
~oung stallions, all of the colors of the sun and earth, all with the memory 
1~ 

their eyes of a faraway hot wind, and the knowledge of a vast Eastern starlit 
night. 

h They were all on the far side of the pasture, under the trees, so that to 
H e boy they were like a picture or a dream, with no sound or smell to them. 
e Walked on down the road. There was no white horse among them, nor in 

any of the pastures 

r He turned up the lane that led to the long, low-s!ung barn, and to keep 
irne to his thumping heart, his feet quickened again to a jog-trot. But he was 
a boy, now - Tillman Nestor's boy, with the same name as his grandfather's 
and the same dreams to tell the people who came to see and buy the horses. It 
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was even the same knowledge he had; of how his grandfather could rub a horse 
just so, and gentle the throb in a bone-slim leg just so, with strong fingers draw­ 
ing the hurt out of delicate tendons, downward, down into the ground; he knew 
how to scrape packed dirt and stones from a horse's feet, and how to walk 
with a horse so that it knows where you are and what you are going to do next. 

Yet when he tried to tell his name to the horseman who confronted hirn 
just inside the barn, it was almost as if he had forgot who he was and why he 
was there. His tongue made only a dry clicking sound on the roof of his mouth, 
and he could feel the skin on his face prickle. Suddenly he wished he had not 
come; it would have been easier to stay home and listen to his grandfather tell 
what it was like to see the white horse for the first time: "Some said he has 
a magic. I believe it; when I first see him, boy, he filled my eyes so I couldn't 
look any place else but him. I expect a man with all the bad things they is in his 
mind, look at him and forgit 'em all. Be like, seein' a thing so perfect, they no 
room for bad thoughts all a sudden. That when a man is free, boy; ain't a man 
born free." 

The horseman was speaking, as if from a distance. 

"Old Tillman's boy, aren't you? Well, you come along with me and I'll 
show you where you work. Come along now," and he led the way through 
the murmuring, shadowy barn, booted feet sighing into dusty tanbark. Over· 
head, sparrows cried and whirred in the rafters. The horses in the box stalls 
along the side of the barn swung their heads to watch them pass, rattled sleepY 
snorts and turned away again to take tearing bites of racked hay: There were 
ashy grays, chestnuts the hard gold of evening sunlight, rich dark bays, but not 
one of them a gleaming white. No matter; the old man had said the white horse 
was the last, after you had seen all the others. 

They turned a corner, came out into the sunlight, and entered another barn· 
The boy blinked at the dancing speckles in the shadows and looked down al 
the straw on the floor to watch them fade away. 

The trainer stopped at the first stall. "They five stalls in here. You be 
rubbing all the horses. Clean the stalls. Feed and water. This the stallion 
barn." He ,_leaned against the door and studied the air above the boy's head· 
He was a very tall, which made Til!man Nestor reckon his age in direct proportion 
to his height, as his grandfather had told him to do with the girth of their cotton' 
wood tree. For a moment they stood in silence. 

The white horse whirled in the boy's mind. The unspoken question roared 
in his ears, but he could not speak. He waited. 

"Well, now you start right now," said the trainer. 

The boy stared at him. He wanted to look into the distant end of the barn1 

where two dust-flecked columns of sunlight crossed, barring the cool depths of 
the last stall from view. Sut he did not turn his head. 
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"Come along now. First horse, you take care of him, hear?" 
trainer left. 

Tillman Nestor stood still, letting the horseman's words echo in his mind 
like ripples in a quiet pond. The horse in the stall in front of him came forward, 
pushing its nose through the bars. It was a dark young stallion, the vagueness 
not yet gone from wide-set eyes. Chin whiskers, soft as spider wee, quivered 
at him. 

And the 

On the floor there was a box containing brushes and soft cloths. Tillman 
Nestor began the day's work: rubbing, pushing against the hair with the curry 
comb, brushing clouds of dust up to the heavy-beamed ceiling, and polishing, 
until the stallion's coat lay smooth and shining against hard neck and haunch 
muscles. He ran his fingers through the mane and tail until they were like 
the black silk tassles he had once seen on a fancy armchair in a store window. 
He lifted each foot and cleaned it, and with its nose the stallion nudged the 
small of Tillman's back as the boy leaned over to brush the last speck of dust 
from a dainty foreleg. ·· 

. . Then he took a pitchfolk and raked over the straw in the stall, carefully­ 
pdrng it up in the middle so that as the horse moved about it would become 
evenly distributed. 

Slowly he worked down the line of stalls. One horse done, then two. Two 
more to go before the last stall. Outside, the day aged and wilted under a 
steaming .sun, but in the barn it was cool as Christmas. 

At last the boy heard a hush as if the land had succumbed to the heat. In 
~he late afternoon stillness, he saw how the light had changed in the barn, and 
e looked toward the last stall. It did not seem strange to him that the light 

still cascaded across the front of the stall as it had early in the day. He turned 
toward the end of the barn. 

He walked very slowly, making sure that his feet set themselves down in 
~straight line. He let them carry him to the crossed shafts of golden dust, then 
e stopped, standing very straight. After a moment, he moved through the airy 

sentinels, feeling their warmth stroke his head and shoulders. 

He looked into the stall, at the emptiness. 
Clinging to the cold bars in a shaking heaviness, he rested his forehead 

on h' I 
th rs c enched hands. The hugeness of the empty stall thundered at him; even 
e beloved image was gone from his mind. 

After some time had passed it occurred to him to look for the white horse, 
~n~. With no particular plan of search in mind, he stepped out into the summer 
t~ilrght. Behind the barn was a sparse grove of trees, of sapling dancing in 
the West wind, the gentle breath of a sinking sun. The boy moved through 
~m and emerged on a rise above a small meadow rimmed by hickory, cradling 

~ha s, and jeweled birches. The sun sent their black shadow-streamers' across 
de grass and lighted the roof of the grove so that the glow seemed to drift 
own through the trees and lie trapped by the surrounding shadows. 
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He sat down with his back to the sun. The evening pulsed with voices now. 
Above him, the locusts set up a wall of sound, then sighed into silence. The 
dickcissels in the tall grass, catching the lull, sang their song of long summer 
days: sssszzzz, tk, tk, tk, tk. From their hidden homes the tree toads began 
their sing-song trill, and the boy saw one give a sudden hop out of a shadow. 
It landed so close to him that he could see the throbbing wheat-colored throat 
and the cool smoothness of the delicate mottled back. 

The lights in the stallion barn blinked off, and the trainer and his boss, 
Mister Peterson, stood in front of the building in the hay-sweet dusk. 

"Had to feed and water, myself," the trainer said, looking at the ground. 
"Tillman Nestor's boy come to work, done the stalls, rubbed the horses, but 
come time to feed and water, he's gone. Had to do it myself. Come time, 
he's gone." 

Mister Peterson was staring into the distance, where the lights of his house 
probed the wooded shadows. His lips turned up a little at the corners, and he 
moved his head from side to side in a gesture of faint despair. 'Took a dis· 
appearing spell, did he?" 

The trainer looked up, as if to take his cue from the older man. "Ah," he 
reflected, "These kids, they all alike." 

The trees became murmuring shapes. The boy looked up and saw the late 
afternoon's scattered clouds forming into a giant drifting thunderhead, etched 
gray and blue against a darkening sky. As he watched, the cloud writhed up· 
ward, and a snow-white turret appeared, illuminated suddenly by the departing 
sun. Pushed ruthlessly by lofty winds, the thunderhead top rolled outward· 
It sprang to glowing life, high above the sluggish grayness. 

The boy felt himself jerk with surprise. He sat up, watching the cloud turret. 
It was the white horse. It reared slowly, reaching forward wih tireless front 

feet as if to gather the world under it and put it behind. Its neck was arched 
perfection, draped by the tossing white mane. Its small haughty head searched 
the sky; muscles hunched and smoothed, strong and fine as silk. 

Tillman Nestor watched until his eyes ached. A quietness settled around 
him and gradually he became aware of a kind of singing energy, the feeling he 
used to get when there was school and he could see the world through the 
window-p~9es of his books. He thought of his geography book and rernert" 
bered how it felt when he found out what different parts of the earth were 
like, some hot and green all the time and others with nights that lasted for 
months. He felt now that he had learned something, but he did not know what 
it was. It was only the learning feeling that filled him, not the knowledge. 

Then he thought for a moment that all at once he knew everybody, eve~ 
people he had not met. It was as if he could hear their voices from far awaY1 
all calling their names to him, the way he felt when he sniffed the first breeze 
of spring, and it seemed to come from all over the world. 

Presently he got up and started toward the barn. 
Mary Dale Stewar1 
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MONOCHROME 

She sits unrocking, 
her twilight mind inviolate 
as her memories, 
folded with lavender sachet, 
as her body, 
beautiful briefly and inaccessibly 
as sparse thistle-bloom. 

The amethyst evening, 
alone enfolding her, 
purples into night. 
She sits in violet, 
sad as the transience of lilacs. 

-S. Pasia 

-Richard Krueger 

SMALL PREFERENCE 

Some yellow insect, 
Chrome crazed, 
Has a passion for my wrist watch. 
Sublime incarnations, hell! 
I'd be that small, and mark the time. 
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IN A MOMENT OF EXILE 

She had not wanted to move. She left her whole ten years of life behind, 
and everything most loved. The yellow house and her apple tree and the 
nineteen rows of corn, counted many times, with the birches at the end, had 
other people in them. They would chase butterflies and pick Mr. _Hunt's rasp­ 
berries and throw stones at his house. He was old and had a shrunken mouth 
Without any teeth and all her friends had been afraid of him. He whips boys 
With chains, they said, but she knew that was a lie. She loved him, birds ate 
at his feet. He chased away the boys because they killed butterflies and ate 
the bird's raspberries. 

The new brown house was big and ugly but she had no one to tell. Her 
parents had glowy eyes because of solid oak floors and big rooms., and all the 
~thers were too little. She wandered up and down the street full of silent 
ouses and people who could not be seen. . 

Then she found the goldfinch nest. It was of white, thick, spidery film 
and hung like a net from the spindly branches of a lilac bush so big there was a·· 
room f h .. . or er among the trunks at the bottom. The field around it was only the 
s1z f · She 0 a back yard, but the damp, steaming weeds came almost over her head. 
he sat there, day after day. No one knew. When the little ones tried to follow, 

s e hit them. When the mother asked her where she went, she lied that she 
Was trying to find friends. 
b At first they flew away when she came. The female bird was grey and 
rown and left last and came back first, scolding with a crackly voice. On her 

nest she Was quiet, and whenever the girl looked up, a dull brown eye would 
Sta · 
th 

re into hers. The male glowed in yellow just a bit darker and less clean than 
eon · h h · es in t e pet shop. He would leave as soon as she began to crawl into 

ther room, He would come back to his mate and leave again, and coming back 
e second time, he would hop nervously from twig to twig high over her head, 

and chirp in sweet, short, worried notes, and the girl would sit very still. 
th Soon even the father did not leave, and his notes became scales and trills 
at made her feel warm and quiet inside. She knew they were her friends 

and sh e stopped thinking so much about her years, except for Mr. Hunt. He 
Was sometimes there with her in the little room hidden from the brown house 
a~d all the people she never saw, and she would talk to him. She told him 
at 

1°ut 
the friends above her and the babies they would share with her. She 

0 d h' h 1m how the father stayed closer every day and soon would eat from her 
ankd, With his bright beady eye winking at her. The little birds would fly 

aw w di . ar Y around her head and on her fingers, while the mother watched 
quietly · h . . W1t her peaceful eyes never leaving them. Soon now noise would 
come from, the nest. 

One day she ran to the field. It was windy and her thin hair whipped 
;~ross her face, battling with an impatient hand. The ground was still wet with 
e rain that had kept her from the nest the day before, and the sky hung color- 
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less, but she was not conscious of the ground and the sky as she began to 
burrow through the hole formed by twisted branches. 

Suddenly two dark forms flashed before her face. She heard a screeching 
sound, and again one, two hurtling bodies came toward her eyes. As she 
shielded them, a redness in her mind closed out all sound and she flailed her 
body wildly" at them. The high, almost noiseless cries of hate that spurted 
through her teeth faded into low moans as she realized there was nothing to 
chase away anymore. She crouched in her wet room, her face buried in trernb­ 
ling arms, her mind crying in thought. They had left her. They had tried to 
hurt her and then had left her. The young must have been born and they all 
were gone. They never were her friends and stayed only because of the nest. 
She looked up at the motionless white mass above her. 

In a moment all feeling sifted from her and left a hollowness. She mern­ 
orized the pattern of the whiteness and black, angular weaving of branches 
against the sky for a long time, an endless time that would not stop; she could 
not stop her eyes from watching and her mind from feeling nothing and then 
she could not bear it all anymore. She rose to her feet, sobs still catching in 
her chest, and the nest turned into a white spot on her brain. Maybe they would 
return, maybe for a moment they had forgotten who she was, maybe the nest 
was still full. She locked her hands around the strong, thick trunk th·at dimirr 
ished into the branch holding the nest high above her. She saw the face of 
Mr. Hunt before her but a new feeling covered it, and twisted her mouth and 
blazed in her eyes. Her arms quivered as she tugged at the trunk in her hands 
and th~ white spot in her brain grew larger and larger as she grabbed the higher 
branches and pulled them low and reached for the next ones. She panted, 
'her whole face twisted and the white was veined in red and her ~ip, clenched 
between her teeth, dripped the red onto the earth-stained sleeve of her up­ 
stretched arm. There was no longer a reason for her to see what was in the 
nest; her mad movements and contorted face took up all her mind. 

Then a color flashed downward twice. As her eyes followed, the branch 
turned ugly, wriggling, and very hot, and a great searing burned her heart as 
she freed it, as it sprang indifferently upward. 

It took a long time for the scar to form over the wound made by two little 
blue heaven-eggs shattered on the ground at her feet, their contents meltin9 
into the mud. 

Andrea Marshall 
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.. 

W.W. 

Late one night, with a friend 
Who knows, we walked in a sleazy rain. 
When at once my friend cried out, 
"There he is!" 

I saw an ancient man 
give us bright eyes, 
With his white beard a glow 
Took to an alley 
running. 

Slippery streets, on wet .shoes 
my friend and I pursued. 

Clang! 
"Ouch, damn" 
My friend ran into 
A garbage can. 

Too late we saw 
him scaling wall 
dancing the high 
tension wires. 

"Walt!" 

"Look for me.in 
the clouds, 
or maybe in Duluth. 
I might be there at the corner 
Where shadow meets the wall." 

-Jack Bin 
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