


LOOKING GLASS - PAUL YATES 

In sun I walked today 
But reflective brilliance refused 
My shadow earthly recognition. 
Friends I met stared far beyond. 
Had no hellos. 
Urgently I faced a mirror 
And saw Narcissus dying into memory. 

I have no friends 
Nor need of mirrors now 
But behold my new shadow 
Cast upon the eager grass 
By my beautifully naked bones. 



DARKLY 15 THE SKY 
Sometimes winter tides 
bite through plagued 
whippoorwills, snapped 
is life-gone is the 
strife-left only 
is the lonely wind. 

With the black twigs from 
white stumps spring 
up, bring up, the 
only sign that nowhere 
is not there some trace, 
tasting life's bitter air. 

Bitter? -No! No cycle 
of revenge is spent; 
winter never more! 
Just everneverstopping 
shades of death's own door. 

- DONALD A. MILLER 

CARNIVAL 
Together we went to 

chance our turn 
turn our chance full 

and easy on sure 
games we laid 

heavy 
hot 
furious 

Fortune 
fell slow and urgent 

green laughter clicked and rolled 
away 

from 
bright tables onto 

darkened stones home. pockets 
empty leaving 

one 
at 

a 
Time. 

- PAUL YATES 

i'm going to the river 
to stand at the edge 
to look and throw my head back 
and laugh 
and pick up stones 
and throw them in 
and break the water's heart. 

- MARY KVIETKAUSKAS 
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WHAT'S HAPPEN IN, BABY ? 
That's what's happenin, Baby, 
the Universal Soldier's 

goin where the action is 
with God on his side 

and fast on the draw 
at the same time 
Christ is getting a birthday present 

of tinsel and cornballs 
from some Thanksgiving thieves. 

That's what's happenin, Baby, 
because 

everyone's gone to the moon 
and all that's left is the artist and he's being 

danced down the street. 
That's what's happenin, Baby, 
because nobody 

done nothin to William Zanzinger 
who's still yelling 

We Shall Overcome 
and he's the one 

who came and went over 
because J.B. still insists that the 

U.S. of America 
will never get anywhere until it's 
US of America. 

And that's what's happenin, Baby, 
because somebody took the wrong pill 
and littered the world with aborted 

Children of our times 
taking their first looks around 

and getting sicker by the minute. 
That's what's happenin, Baby, 
because somebody panicked and tripped the button 
while trying to pick a flower growing 

in the center of the Dan Ryan 
that didn't belong there cluttering up 

America the Beautiful. 
And that's what happened, Baby, 
because 
one flower tried to grow in a world 

That hated one anything 
Trying to do something. 

- VICKI JUDAH 
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KENNETH CLIFFORD KEEP IT CLEAN INTAGLIO 18 x 12 .. 

TIMEKEEPERS 
Like the sudden budding 

of castrated chestnuts over a fire 
Time drags youth into oldage 

and memories of sour tastes 
and tasteless words 
are seen with glass eyes 

In a time when anxious timekeepers 
measure time in daily cups of excuses, 
cups that overflow with appointments 
to greet deadlines which die. 

- ORIANO PAGNUCCI 
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RIMBAUD 
By twenty he had twisted the sun 
And lay glistening among spiders 

pouring from it. 

Then, bis cries cleaved only settled seas 
Slipping silent together after 

his mad passing. 

His feet were stained with flowers, · 
As straining, sucking the locusts' hum, 

be licked the moon. 

His soul's wonder flung him heavenward 
From darkness and silence, crushed him limp 

against the sky 
Where his words run, drip shadows shrinking 
Me, as I with pen stare the damp moon, 

fearing to reach. 

- EDWARD BEATTY 

TIMING 
A glimmer of sun lit his solitary 
vigil on that grey morning. 
Tired feet dragged weary bones; 
supported a strife torn face. 
Eyes that were dead searched vainly 
for acceptance. Arms that used to 
hold love feebly raised a sign 
for all of no one to read. 
Faded ink on wrinkled cardboard 
spoke the futility of flesh. 

A glimmer of sun lit his solitary 
vigil on that, his last morning. 

- KAREN SARDESON 
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h-IICHAEL ONKEN • MIXED MEDIA 18 x 25 

Hills 
Are thrones 
For those who climb 
Them alone. 

At the top to reign reclining 
Between the exposed 
Roots of a weathered 
Tree which clings 
To the rocky 
Hilltop, bent 
By the wind 
Which here· never 
Breaks oft' 
Its wailing 
Complaint. 

Below 
Twists 
The stream which, 
In winding 
Its indifferent 
Way, has carved 
The valley and left 
Standing this hill- 
A mound of isolation. 

In the valley toil 
Men 
Who never 
Climb 
Hills nor 
Know 
The loneliness 
Of kings. 

- HARRY KOEPP 
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THE FABLE OF GERARD - THOMAS J. POTENZA 

Gerard came screaming 
gobblemouthed devouring paperback books 
right and left 

across the reading room of the public library. 

the mouse people burrowed deeper under the dust 
or hid behind the green lamps and blinked wonderment 

at the silly avenging angel 

who was flapping baggy pantsed around the room 
leering at the staid librarian. 

Behind the card catalogue, the bookmarks 
formed ranks and charged 

protected by library cards. 

Encyclopedias fell to the floor and let off a 
barrage of concentrated knowledge, 

which merely bounced off the angel of steel. 

Police paddy wagons flashed red lights 
and the mayor checked out a copy of the 

New York Times; 
the united states marines landed. 
Gerard overheard the pentagon telling ct dirty joke to 
the washington monument and lightning sprung from his head 
giving birth to the new day of freedom. 

-Civil rights marchers encircled the building 
and refused food and water; 
two boy scouts fed a poisoned chicken sandwich 
to an old lady 
and the fog came in. 

PETER JONES INTAGLIO • 24 x 4 



THE MAGAZINE THIEF 

Grave, portly Jonathan Silknetter lowered himself to his knees, un­ 
locking a dusty, metal container (the size of two shoe boxes, piggyback) 
stored beneath his desk-table, discreetly out of the view of the infrequent · 
callers to his modest rented room. Pocketing the primitive, sparsely-toothed 
key - more appropriately designed for a smaller hand and the task of 
relieving, perhaps semi-weekly, a cartoon-sculptured penny bank of its 
Wealth - he opened the hinged jaws of the miniature, laughable safe, and 
began rummaging through the contents: possibly a hundred sheets of typing 
paper, neatly single-spaced or in midget, longhand script, rarely pressing 
beyond the middle of the page; a somewhat ageworn girly calendar display­ 
ing posers who apparently had ceased to take themselves seriously; an ex­ 
pensive pair of pig-skin gloves; four long-stemmed cherry bombs; and a 
gray, unfinished journal which Jon removed before clicking the container 
shut without locking it. Arising, perching himself on his desk chair, flip­ 
ping through the small book, seemingly with no indulgence intended, then 
stopping, turning back several pages, Jonathan Silknetter .. finally bowed in 
deliberation, thick, white fingers laced beyond the page ,top, suitcoat arms 
cradling as dark margins the unnumbered ninety-fourth and ninety-fifth 
leaves of the opened volume. 

Jan. 8 "There is a patient in Elgin-her name is Dolores Osaka­ 
and she hasn't had a t'ing to eat in fifteen years." Halted in 
the dimly lit dining room, Clara leaned heavily against a 
chair, as one would for a stand-up grace, her white-knuckled 
hands gripping the wooden slats of the backrest, while ad­ 
dressing the bay window across the table, and perhaps beyond 
to the corner streetlight, hook-necked like a dying flower. 

"They shall never release she. They say dat Dolores Osaka 
is a nasty woman; she does nasty t'ings. They shall never 
let she go!" Clara headed for the kitchen-slowly, gingerly 
-favoring both stick-like, arthritic legs as if walking bare­ 
foot across a stone driveway. "Yes and they should find out 
what Dolores is doing to Clara and her family. And they 
call that justice .... " 

Jan. 12 While C. was out cleaning houses this afternoon (House­ 
keeper!), Herbert revealed, while in one corner of the room 
with a folded newspaper trying to beat hell out of a particu­ 
larly elusive insect, that she had spent ten years in Elgin, 
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Fear: everything preens a parody of itself. Minding the bus­ 
iness of Clara's life unnerves me at times. 

released in May, 1951. ("You probably noticed her mind's 
slipped alot lately.") Eager to hear the details, the buttres­ 
sing ingredient of all good yarns, I was disappointed as he 
hoped I would excuse her behavior and then excused himself, 
saying he had to go dump, and abruptly marched off to the 
can. He later offered to let me watch a few "innings" of 
TV boxing with him. 

Jan. 15 Piano playing: whispering at the keyboard, the interval be­ 
tween the chords giving listeners the impression that she has 
finally decided to give the whole farce up, rise from the bench, 
when another isolated chord extinguishes the collective hope 
of all adjacent ears. Her latest selections have been taken 
from a batch of multi-denominational songbooks she bought 
from a mail-order discount house. 

Jan. 16 Hanging onto and defending all that I have done, collected 
and been. 

Jan. 20 I was in the kitchen burning a steak this afternoon when 
Clara came in from her piano lesson. She sat down at the 
table, still in her bulky blue coat and babushka, and, obvi­ 
ously tense, wolfed down a pint of ice cream. "Yeah, dat 
was most disgusting. I t' ink the people of Illinois are the 
most imperfect that there is!" 

"Hello, college guy." 

Roused, Jonathan looked up from his prose, scanned his chamber, but 
failed to find the owner of the high-pitched voice. The words might even 
have come from under his desk and he was having a look when the speaker 
tired of his hiding place. 

"Down here. Thomas Pinkos." 

In the shadows of the hall, past his open door, Jonathan discovered 
" the blond, crew cut head of a small boy. his large, peering eyes just above 
the sea level, as it were, of the stairwell. 

"My mother said I was to please go upstairs to say hello to the college 
guy. I think I was getting in her hair." A trousered knee became visible as 
the young man shifted his weight, draped as he was on the second stair. 
"You wouldn't have any comic books around, would you?" 
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"Comic books? No, not right now." Silknetter turned the journal 
face down on the desk, pulled his suitcoat from his stout trunk, and draped 
it behind him on the backrest. "But you should have been. around yester­ 
day afternoon because I threw out a whole drawerful just after lunch." 
Unsmiling, he displayed the proof by yanking open his empty, bottom-right 
desk drawer. 

The intruder had submerged himself, except for the knee, when Jon­ 
athan began speaking, and the latter could just make out a brush-like rise 
on the cliff of the landing. 

"I can fix my bike when the chain comes off." His eyes appeared again 
to see if the college guy was richly attentive, found that he was, sarcastically 
so, and submerged again, feigning boredom with an overly loud sigh. 

"Ah! Aspiring to become a service station attendant, eh?" Suppressing 
a grin, Jon picked up a ballpoint pen and scrawled something on a 
scratch pad. 

While Thomas, still stretched out on the stairs, debated with himself 
Whether to continue playing hard-to-get, Jon lost interest in his staircase 
acquaintance, turned the journal up, and flipped over a few rearward pages . .. 

Mar. 2 Even with her bad cold ("Most disgusting") the heavy 
woman still drags out the short mattress kept under the sofa 
and curls up on it in the middle of the living room floor. 
Entering late, after a foreign film, I heard the familiar re­ 
quest, below me, only a few feet away: "Silkner, would you 
lock the door, please?" 

Mar. 7 Sauntered downstairs and immediately parted what seemed 
to be a heated argument between C. and the toilet seat. In­ 
stantly on her guard, Clara hacked up a little phlegm and 
deposited it in the bowl. 

Mar. 8 "They say that the stars are falling; the mountains shall 
crumble, I mean." 

Mar. 1-1 After bolting a quart of buttermilk for lunch, Clara hiked 
uptown through the snow to Woolworth's and wasted no 
time filling two shopping bags. Among the less categorical 
purchases was a fifty-nine cent, technicolor reproduction of 
The Last Supper, glorified on a flimsy rectangle of pressed 
cardboard. She later found me to be a passable confidant 
and rated the picture as an invaluable find. 

Mar. 18 The late afternoon matinee: shades drawn, Clara 'at the helm 
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of a new movie projector (fourth trade-in during the last 
two weeks), splitting her sides at the subtitled, celluloid 
genius of Abbott and Costello, who frolicked half on the 
screen and half on the back wall. His wire-rimmed spectacles 
reflecting the changing light of the film, Herb tried to charge 
admission as I groped to a badly angled chair, almost col­ 
lapsing the projector-supporting card table. Relished her 
comments: "Silkner, take a look at that one, will you? Isn't 
dat the cwaziest t'ing you ever did see in all your life?" C. 
punctuated her remarks with long, belly-shaking hysterics, 
gripping the card table with both hands to steady herself. 

Clara sobered somewhat, possibly at the prospect of threading 
the machine again, for the tail end of the double feature, a 
homemade epic: "I t'ink I shall have to get ma'self another 
machine. The pictures still don't look so good, I mean .... 
Some are so dark and some are so bwight dat you cannot 
hardly bear yourself to look atrhern, I mean ... in case." 
A dozen of her Norwegian relatives had been crammed on 
the sofa and were waving half-heartedly, as if in rehearsal, 
hands flapping hingelike. Due to the underexposure, the 
camera view seems to be from a rescue ship attending to the 
poor devils on a stranded life raft. Next, Clara panned the 
television set for a good twenty seconds and then gave equal 
time to the plaque- and trinket-laden walls, depressingly 
over-decorated with religious reminders in both the English 
and Norwegian tongue. 

Set in the middle rings of the sprawling, net-like doily cloth 
that overlapped the top surface of the TV was a black-and­ 
white snapshot of the couple in a domestic pose, enclosed in 
a cheap, plastic frame, a picture which has since disappeared. 
(I double-checked moments later when the lights came on 
and failed to find it or any other picture of them, single or 
together.) The last segment of the film was quite off the 
beaten path as far as home movies go: a door opened and the 
garish orange of obvious overexposure flooded the theater­ 
living room with sudden light, like a raid from one side of 
the law or the other. The camera then concentrated on the 
bed and Herbert's pale, half-hidden, unmoving face, sleeping 
unaware of his photogenic offering. The camera retreated; 
there was no doubt about who was taking the pictures. "Dat 
last one there was when Herbert was sick in the fall. Yeah. 
that was awful." She giggled. 
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Mar. 23 Midnight eavesdropping: ear pressed to my ventilator, warm 
air blowing uncomfortably, I heard Clara up walking around 
for the second night in a row. Snatchesr "Dey are full of 
the devil and can't stand to see Clara because she is not like 
the devil .... Dey should do justice to Clara and her family 
.... He wanted to do evil to me .... Get away from me! 
(Quick steps. Running?!) .... And Herbert just sits there 
and sits there. Oh yes, Herbert has all the answers. While 
Clara washes the dishes and cleans the house. (Sink faucet 
turned on and off.) Wash the dishes; clean the house, Clara! 
(Silence. Five minutes.) You can kill her, but you shall 
never take Clara back to Elgin!" 

Coins gleamed under the shaft of desklamp light at the reader's elbow 
when an eight-year-old, fingernail-bitten hand rolled a nickel off the edge, 
the boy withdrawing a step, ready to duck a punch, as Jon turned his head 
to watch the coin disappear. 

"Gads, you've got a load of books here." Thomas sized up the four­ 
shelved case along the wall, duckwaddling as he perused the titles. A fore­ 
finger jabbed at a brown-spined book. "I heard of that one: Alice and the 
rabbit that's always 'late for a very important date.'" Quoting proudly, 
the young chap moved along on all fours. "l'\'ly dad read me that a long, 
long time ago and I think I saw it on television though too, but maybe it 
was a different vir-gin." 

"Yes, it's a good little book if you have to read one." Silknetter pressed 
the journal pages fiat with a palm. "Or be read one, as the case may be." 

Dismissed after a few more exchanges, the boy reluctantly returned to 
the diminishing herd on the first floor. , 

Mar. 26 Daily I descend and find that Clara reminds me more and 
more of a wrong-routed, amnesiac courier. 

Mar. 2 7 Clara felt a sudden obligation to the A 8 P this afternoon, 
hinted anvil-like for Herb to haul her up to the new shop­ 
ping center for groceries: "Herbert, you can put your duds 
on now, if you wish." Left alone, I wandered downstairs 
to take a look at Clara's latest purchases which were gathered 
about the broken furnace like a child's opened but immedi­ 
ately discarded Christmas gifts: three lawn chairs, an un­ 
opened hammock, a watercolor set, heavy curtain material, 
and a dust-gathering guitar and accompanying instructional 
record. 
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Later, upstairs: A neat stack of eight National Geographic 
magazines occupied the lower shelf of a knickknack table in 
the dining room. After glancing through several, I pulled 
out one Geographic, dated "March 19 5 5," and began to 
thumb its contents. Paging through scores of technicolor 
shots that depicted grinning, brown-skinned natives against 
graphic jungles and paddling around feverishly in cardboard 
canoes, I discovered, in the last ten pages of advertisements, 
marginal, pencil-written notes in a small hand. In one corner 
of a page devoted to sunny California was scribbled "they 
are full of the devil." On the opposite page, alongside an 
airline's pitch ("ATTENTION ESCAPISTS!! Now's the 
time. Take a powder. Skip the country.") were three or 
four short addition problems with dollar signs to the left of 
the sums. The following page informed the reader that "You 
can telephone all over the world." Below the bottom mar­ 
gin was written "Police 224-2911." The opposite page, 
half blank, that purported "Bell and Howell brings out the 
expert in you," was a mixed bag of pencilled thoughts: "find 
out what they are doing to Clara and her family"; "have 
Herbert arrested today"; "call the police"; "our minister­ 
insanity"; "Clara must pay for their evil deeds"; "look at 
what Dolores is doing to Clara"; "but they have high hon­ 
or"; "so that is the reason." The solitary written witness 
to her insanity? 

Jon closed the book, checked his watch, slipped on his coat, and went 
downstairs. He returned twenty minutes later, put his coat on the backrest, 
opened the metal container, withdrew the gloves, slipped them on, and sat 
down to write. 

Mrs. Herbert Pinkus 
Services for Mrs. Clara A. Pinkos, 

5 8, of 910 S. Clifton Ave. will be held 
at 1 p.m. Monday in the chapel at 414 
W. Main st. Mrs. Pinkus died Saturday 
in Monroe General hospital. She is sur­ 
vived by her husband, Herbert W. Pinkos, 
retired employe of DX service station 
here. 

Oct. 10 Today: 

He dropped the newspaper clipping in his wastebasket. 
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Silknetter was eyed with suspicion. 
T: Did you go see Aunt Clara today? 
J: 
T: 
J: 
T: 
J: 
T: 
J: 
T: 
J: 
T: 
J: 
T: 
J: 
T: 
J: 
T: 
J: 

Earlier. 
What's heaven like? Mother says Clara's there. 
(softly) There's no such thing. 
What did you say? 
I said heaven's everything. 
Did you like Aunt Clara? 
Like her? No, not especially. 
Why not? I thought she was awful funny. 
You'd better go. 
What's in the box back there? 
Only children would ask. The forbidden things. 
What did she die of? 

.. 

And today: 

Townspeople who had known or had heard of someone 
who had known the deceased clotted the living room, over­ 
flowed to the front porch like an audience recruited from the 
street. Death celebration. 

And today: 

Kidney infection. 
The doctors couldn't help her, hrih? 
She wouldn't have one until it was too late. 
Too late? 
I said it's late. You'd better go. 

(Written, then crossed out: "Thomas claimed he had a rash on the 
'index' toe of his right foot.") 

And today the mourners: 

Herbert Pinkus held his sister-in-law's coat like a matador's 
cape: open, dragging on the carpet, the throat of the gar­ 
ment clutched at waist level against his mourning suit. My 
housefather (then a widower of some seventy-odd hours) 
had paused to turn the grown, sagging mask of his face, his 
neck a fleshy bag pinched by the crisp white collar, to speak, 
or, rather, listen over his shoulder to the reasonably erect 
figure of his sixty-three-year-old kid brother. 

Poker-faced, Arthur spoke slowly, rolling his tired eyes, 
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studying his striped tie, the sentences creeping out as if he 
were administering a series of vivid Christian parables-old 
favorites, no doubt, worn thin at other post-funeral gather­ 
ings-or, on the other hand, passing on a very dirty story, 
the details of which he was laboring to recall, or better yet, 
trying to sauce up as he went along. 

Sitting cross- legged on the hard piano bench across the room, 
just out of earshot of Arthur's narration, I was hemmed in, 
as it were, by the animate, gabbing bulk of the coat owner 
already mentioned, whom I was trying to ward off with a 
hasty abridgment of my Great Expectations, packing bland, 
suburban ideals, snowball-fashion, into a solid paragraph. 

Florence, her back to her brother-in-law, threw a final re­ 
mark at me, which I didn't catch but pretended to marvel at, 
while she groped in the air behind her, an area I had not 
been privileged to see for several minutes, hidden as it was 
by her sequined, mural-like torso, her gloved left arm still 
searching for its sleeve hole. Then, in a low, but resolute, 
tone, her dark red lips articulately pronounced the widower's 
first name to, in effect, cut the crap, and proceed with his 
cloakroom duties. Her thick body was immediately draped 
in black. 

I stood behind Herb as we bid goodnight, repeatedly, occa­ 
sionally in chorus, as if we were pretending there were more 
than just the two of us still hanging around, bidding good­ 
night to the cool October darkness and the hollow-sounding 
footsteps that descended the front porch stairs. Over Herb's 
shoulder I could see the silhouette of a neighbor in his garden, 
leaning on the long staff of his rake, watching the golden 
flames that nervously devoured a pile of dead leaves. A dog 
barked steadily somewhere behind our house, like the sound 
of a man strenuously sawing a hardwood board. Clicking 
the screen door shut, the old man bent at the waist, a big­ 
knuckled hand supporting his knee, to retrieve the evening 
paper, two hours later than his usual 5 :30 reading, and 
found the headline soiled by the heel of an anonymous 
mourner. 

And finally today: 

A Silknetter focus: spectator, recorder, seeker of grotesques. 
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- LESLIE DAVIS 

compiler of a curio shop instead of a journal, who found 
himself at a funeral for one reason: a final entry. He stands 
on the periphery of human involvement, calmly ("calmly" 
crossed out, replaced by "quizzically") paring his nails 
(crossed out, replaced by "experiencing a chill, perhaps a 
salutary chill.") 

Perspiring copiously from the blowing ventilator near his desk, Jon­ 
athan Silknetter rose slowly, neither noticing nor caring that his suitcoat 
had fallen from the backrest during the three-hour, uninterrupted writing 
session and lay rumpled on the carpet, descended the stairs, groped around 
the darkened dining room for several minutes, opened the back door, and 
crossed the yard to the incinerator to burn a pair of expensive pig-skin gloves 
and an old magazine. 

.. 
A novel should be an act of divination 
of the entrails. not a careful record of 
a game of Pat-ball on some vicarage lawn. 

- DONALD A. MILLER 

SPRING SONG 
Deedle-deddle-deedle goes a spring-time song, 

a dandelion wine, 
a golden sweet seem, 
hopefully forgetting is/singing. 

A seem world/thankful 
for cacophonous children passing quietly to graves. 
still moist with rain. 

- DAVID LOVEKIN 
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PINOCLYDE MATIN 

I am bored in denim shirts and dungarees 
all over the city. 
the railroad engines still howl on pinoclyde street, 
cotton mouthed morning flicks its forked tongue 
outside my window. 
the time for action is past 
there is nothing left to wait for. 
I make surreptitious cups of coffee 
and lie on my cot, 
smoke, 
watch moths play tag in speckled rivulets 
of grey sunlight. 
before we can live we must learn to die a little; 
I have died too much. 

- THOMAS J. POTENZA 

SOME MELTING LINES 
TO THE MYOPIC MAN 

Why do you giggle so insanely 
when I chance to speak to you 
in polysyllables? 
And why, if constancy of mind is law, 
do you break so quickly into sobs 
at the rising of my voice? 
What if I dared venture (think of it) 
a declaration? I do believe 
you would quite choke to death! 

- LAWRENCE SCHRIEBER 

You see! 

,, Here, take this glass of water ... 
Yes ... 

Were I not foolish 
there could be no forgiveness. 
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Happiness girlgold 
things've gone past 
relationship lovers 
going too fast. 
Daydreaming starnight 
moongold black 
gone too far 
to ever come back. 

UNTHOUGHT UPFEELING DOWN 

Moonbeams of daynight 
trees in a whirl 
green ones and blue ones 
surrounded by pearls. 
Diamonds and emeralds 
fall to the sky 
and nature announces 
that I'm really I. .. 

Blacklight of darksight 
covers my eyes 
rainbows of stardust 
cover the skies. 
Lovers hold hands 
and grope in the dark 
where mongrels of mixture 
forget how to bark. 

Black dawn of morning 
flashes the sky 
highway of darkness 
hides from my eyes. 
Greydrab daplings 
mock mourning sighs 
and mute people say 
that I am not I. 

- NORMAN R. AULABAUGH 
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THE FARM 
At first the hungry grumbling of the hogs and the bawling cows were 

part of my dream, but when a car door slammed and the gate clanged I 
awoke and dressed and ran out in the chill dawn to help Glen with the 
chores. The sun had already risen over Haskell's Woods and it would be 
as bot or hotter than yesterday's had been. I wondered if the heat would 
be as unbearable at the cemetery as it had been on the train. 

Glen was spreading corn out for the hogs. I rolled the barn door back 
and the cows plunged in, shouldering each other aside until they had lined 
up at the right stanchions. As I filled the cooling tank, I could tell when 
Glen began to toss the silage - its sour pungency made me almost heady 
in the windowless room. 

"I've really missed this," Glen remarked. "It's been a long time since 
I had any stock." 

"You didn't milk by hand, though, I'll bet," I answered, handing 
him a bucket and a stool. I squatted by the shorthorn nearest the door and 
began milking, steadily and smoothly, as Grandfather had taught me to do 
when my hands had been still tiny and weak. 

"There hasn't been a farmer in the county without machines, except 
your grandfather, for twenty years. Aren't many left, now, even with 
herds. Not since the cannery." 

"He liked to milk by hand. He told me once that the cows let down 
their milk as soon as they felt his head against their sides. Some of them 
wouldn't let down for anybody but Grandfather." 

My cup was on its hook on the pump in the cooling-room. I rinsed 
it in the tank. sank it in the pail, and drank the frothy hot milk the way it 
should be drunk - it tasted like clover and timothy and bitter rye, and the 
metal cup, and it was good. I offered some to Glen, but he told me he 
would wait and have his later, chilled. 

The summer when the cannery man had come to all the farmers, con­ 
tract in .hand, he had found us cultivating between the rows of new corn 
which dotted the fields like rabbit-eared tufts of yarn on a comforter. The 
furrows behind us were wet-black and weedless, and I walked abreast of 
Grandfather and Fanny; Queen's reins were draped around my shoulders 
but she would halt if Grandfather said so. Grandfather did not stop, at 
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