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BEYOND THOSE STARS

You, bent antique Chinaman,

Said it's not like a corpse shut in a cavern
But I used to crouch in the coal cellar
Trying to see beyond light

Or lie in bed, thumbs against my eyelids
And watch those flashes,

And even this bright Sunday

I watch girls in spring swim suits,
Stretching like cats in the glaring sun.
Old man, I still wonder

And now long for your numbness,

Long to sit forever beyond those stars
Inscribing stone.

EDWARD BEATTY
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MARY MAGDALENE

To the prodigies go the bitches

The sweaty girls who can’t show their sweat.
From prim and petite to hands on hips,

The lazy barbituates and snapping wish bones,
The greasy-mouthed habituates of smiling foam.
The losers take what's left of shyness

Kept inside a jar of years,

The girls who wear their

Pearls in dreams,

And kiss the boys because the boys are there.

JOE BAUERS

ALEXANDER RONCHKOUSKY ¢ PENCIL ¢ 12" x 18"




THAT BRIEF, MAD INSTANT

Walter Trachmann. Even now the name starts with a roll and ends with
a sliding snap and I realize I can have the name anytime but not Walter:
Walter's dead. No, not living dead, but friendship dead. I can't see him
because of what I did while at the same time what I did isn't at all important
In fact, nobody is at all too sure of what anybody did, least of all myselfl
especially Walter, probably Hayden, and certainly her mother, from whoml
by the way, things might have come much more clearly than they did. From
the girl herself comes nothing, which is just as well.

I won't tell you about Walter Trachmann in a good, straight way becaus®
I don't think I can. He's too much a part of me so I'll probably lie a bit withi
my own blindness. But then, better a half-lie than nothing at all. Right? That
is, without my own personal cutting and shaping you'd have nothing an
these pages would simply echo in a dark, blank ignorance . . . Walter woul
be no one's dust of memory and even though he loathes me—as irrelevant
as that may be to us right now — for what I did or didn't do, he deserve®
something more than oblivion . . .

Walter, Walter, Walter . . . you know, I can't even recall what I got
from him, that one time, what from the others, and what out of my ow®
damn head. You see, I saw none of it, as did no one except the two least
willing to talk about it. This is really turning into an outside job.

Three years ago. Would the real Past please stand up? What a mess. He
was an immigrant from Friedrichschafen in southern Germany which mad®
his English somewhat shaggy and his falling in love even hairier thoud
in the end he managed both and in the final end, for all I know, just a8
readily gave up both.

He met her . . . . Yes he did — it is a start— and seven months latel:
to jump ahead rapidly, he was to meet her at seven-thirty of a Sunday mor?
ing and they would go to church together:

"The rain had stopped during the night. Across the countryside the af
was' chilled and thick with wetness. To the east a thin sliver of dawn on th€
horizon was being pushed back into the earth as the soaked, heaving stor®
front rushed on,” said . .. . I'm not sure of where I got all of this.

"But in the west the day came on with an even greater magnificenFe‘
The sky was clearing and still black with night, the millions of stars like
drops of water frozen against a glass in the cold morning. A light breez®
was beginning and with each insistent gust the water dripped furious!y
from bare branches and eaves and echoed on the streets and porches an
slapped dully onto the hard ground,” said . .. . Most likely from Hayde?
D. Hockensmith. The metaphor is richer than anything her mother wo
have come up with, though too rich for reality and probably a halflie: A
cold, wet winter morning, is good enough. He was excited.
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of si] He awoke in a shroud of silence at five-thirty . . . a fa];e, dus't'g peignoir
fo oo o1 as though the world was on his bedstead in moist nobility, ready

ol fnto day with a thump, a crash, and a splatter of rainy wind, a quiet
tha o0 with the white noise of ringing ears. He woke, dressed, turned on
Oﬁe J3s heater, shaved, made coffee and sat, the thing begun, the day pulled

e calendar and pushed into time,” said . . . Walter to her mother to
uaYdeI:l to me. Actually, he'd never even gotten to sleep and simply gave

P at five-thirty and sat and thought:

1

at 471 " Slow, doughy, gummed-up morning thoughts which made no sense
all and Wweren't worth a noon remembrance, though, jerked and flitty as
anedy were, beneath the fog a web slashed about and tied them toggther
di Jave them shape,” said . . . me; | did warn you about my intrusions,
dn't 17 There will be more.

act He Was frightened within his excitement, though his first, f_rantic h.ttle
G of defiance that day made him grin when he thought back on it, standing
Sre before the cracked and rusty shaving mirror and quite able to see that
Cheath the blown egg he saw in the glass the Styx gurgled and'Charon

germped a dental, lopsided grin and Walter Trachmann thumbed. his nose,
Sling Catsey and good and still frightened because-he was going to ask
o Marry him and everyone knew about it. .

W He Was on time and she was ready — a good match for handsome
alter (as Variously related by Hayden, her mother, and myself): as tall as
at t Wt with a measure of greater, more sensuous fullness. Walter was t?aurd
ar. ‘mes, like banded jasper or iron pyrite, a polished ore,lgraceful yet jutting,
ah?ivel blong, green eyes, a mountain road with dazzling Norwayhs%rttlce;
and sharp, fresh meadows filled with snorting range stocllc on the halfro
- Jallop while she, "unrivaled merchant for his laughing wisdom was
Ofo}fe of a Morning yawn than an evening romp, of a wind of a warm summeert,
ull eaf?d air with the thick wetness of drowned wool, cautlc?usly humar'l %
Oog alive, more than spirit and type but less than Walter in one '\gay. i};e
9en i at him with eyes like two skies divided by iorporr_ow ;n in 1e
unkerosny of an overburdened, phlegmatic passion was dismissed as simply
Nowable,” said Hayden. He has a knack for gush.

A ”DestinY's kitty . . . the cat . . . ,” well, it may be too soon for 1hatt:
YWay, the progression is often fuzzy. Allow me to intrude for a moment:

‘vvim(welre Wwatching, Walter Trachman. We left in an orgasm bzneath 2
Yo °T sky and now we're back—this signal jury, her mother., Hay ertl, hanof
th al narrator*leamil’lg more about you with every. gnashing, scratc d
el (I could say, I would want to say that outside of her Walter an
oaYden and I knew a love such as three men and three men only Whothavs
Higither Scored and rent the sky could know. Days of lonc;{’drfslyl){ec;1 SSI )
Se Vts filleq with smoke and talk in the tavern alnd.when we da iselves
Doin?s down to the bare bones of all the unsaid adjectives we foun oud £l
cloy " toward the door and helped down the s'teps—gr‘eat ilon elong
Walk ey beery breath — and God, Walter, sometimes during t Of]

S home 114 blast the autumn echoes with a monstrous belgh and learn
roud taught me the fantastic simple fun of guzzling down cl"ulled' air an,d
Qapping it into me and thinking — thinking as I heard the wind, tﬁes? is

ﬁndwmd that hasn't been blown before, no breath heretofore unbreathe d—
that Was the real kinship with the past you taught me, us, though Hayden

D ——




kept ruining it by trying to express it while I was content to feel it and leave
it alone. I think that during those moments, those walks, I touched upo?
something. What didn’t you teach me, Walter?"

So Walter fell in love and ruined the trio, a positive, self-reversing sort
of act which has occurred no less than too often in the history of the world:
That could be what this is all about if it weren't for the stupidity of that dam
dead cat.

A tinge of Walter Trachmann drifts away, a color fades and he walks
home with her from church . . . a different walk, a different shade of Waltel:
growing expansive and coy, nervous and proud.

"'Oh God what a day! Though he never spoke such words to her. He
didn't have to, difficult as they were, his mind tumbling off in German a®
grinding out his English like a head cheese. But she knew, naturally she
knew, even if she couldn't see the clenched fist in the pocket and the
sweaty ring hidden in the palm of the fist . . . she knew,” said . .. B
mother, and only her mother would ever speak that way.

Hayden: “"He was dressed well for all his brushy tallness and generally
uncouth relaxment: thick and even clean wide-wale corduroy sport co2"
the sweater she’d made for him, a pale blue tinystriped sportshirt, clea®
pants and workshoes."

Yes, workshoes. The workshoes were a necessity well within the under”
standing of the Sunday congregation. The week before in another di_ftY
winter rain he'd ruined his good brogan chasing her scarf up one WiB
and down another until finally he'd wound up in a pile of fine, fresh Holstel?
dung and decided he'd buy her a new scarf. He did, too, but the shoe®
were still, then, beyond his dignity.

Now, these several years later, whenever that Sunday is rnentioned
he seems to crawl in a nearly visible physical act down a jagged, win
tunnel into a hidden part of his self — perhaps that chunk of brain Wher,e
the mind scoops its days like popcorn and shapes them into memory. He
changed. We all change but it's sad the way we're all still here and Y2
we no longer see each other. In that hole he crawls into sits a strand
shame (he told me once, that is, in the only time I've seen him since 1her};
that he'd compromised his honor and his pride though I knew he hadn 4
the faintest idea of honor: he simply didn't work that way and it seem®
silly for him to draw on it as a soothing, worthy panacea to hide his, the™
fear) where I imagine that gross, dead cat comes back again with all
furry coldness of a mass of Canadian air and wraps its claws into him f‘or
only a minute and then goes off to die again, yawning and stretching W?
a pristine coyness which for all its feline, deathwashed innocence is, to }'ne'
a dead cat and to Walter “a thunder, a storm, a monument to the elusiv®
ness of routine; something so fantastic that it changed his life completé ,
and he hasn't the vaguest idea why,” said Hayden. Hayden saw Wwalte
more often after that Sunday than I did because I was gone and whe?
came back I blew up at Walter's Sunday and without a word he calmly
wrote me out of his life forever.

How terribly evasive people can be. There's Hayden and Walter anrdr;
of course, myself, perfectly willing to make those minute adjustments fro
the sometime drunk trio to the two friends of the new bride and gro°



and then the adjustment wasn't necessary and everybody fell apart . . .
except the cat, which is undoubtedly a rather dusty piece of carrion now,
quite solidly flowing into the veins of a plant or a tree.

As far as I know the only written account of any of this is that long
letter Hayden helped Walter draft to her mother to try in some way to
explain his refusal to unite himself in something more than marriage with
her daughter. In part, I'll set it down here, if only to show you how he did,
and I'm sure still does, feel about her. It reeks with Hayden's touch but I
think it's true. I think Hayden got through to her from him, Walter, in a way
that Walter himself never realized because, as I said, he moved awkwardly
in English:

For myself the day was grand, carved of a shining wetness
from the early rain and then clear and beautiful in the morning
sun . . . the day, the Sunday, and forever could warmly sink into
death and I could never forget the heated richness I saw in her
as we stopped near the edge of town and looked back to the small
church and out to the farms and the fat clouds, everything gray
with the autumn but gray with a shimmering, living cast of blue . . .
She moved her arm . . . I saw it and took her hand with the long,
glazed nails molded into the tips of her fingers and placed the
ring &nd seeing her then for the first and last time looking at me
with an inspired, lost, infatuated magnification and then she walked
away and still I could not turn my eyes from her, could not admit
that it was a normal Sunday and that we could walk quietly home
and just as softly plan the wedding. I continued to stare, unmoving,
touching her with my eyes and pulsing with the swaying gaiety of
her walk, crawling with animate glory down to the time-washed
beaches of her mind and owning her in this way. For she was
easy to own and in this pure simplicity not the least of what had
never been could tempt us; we wanted nothing, needed nothing
so that what, then, in day was rounded soft and spilling over into
beauty would be at night for the rest of our lives the whisper of
dust on a leaf in a wind, a vivid light that bent and curved on a
stream of time and swept furiously below us and above us but
never within us for we had no use for it.

With obvious, jealous, bitterness I'll add that like lovers everywhere
they thought they could excuse themselves from existence and nonchalantly
wander off from the universe, gently bowing themselves out from this act
to start their own theatre elsewhere. No wonder, I say, that

“Walter (it's all Hayden in this part—I'll excuse myself from any kind
of gory interpretation) was shocked when he heard the cat roar. And roar
it did, roar like a bellering hobbled bull at a barn door as they passed the
alley, roared in rage and anger and cheated hope and then died, but roaring
first because he saw the two walking past and in his own tomcat way

ew that just this damn once he'd have to get through the indefinite,
effusive barrier that separated their two catch-crept species. So it roared
as the toms roared at night in howling passion but here the passion was a
walk on the edge of a world it had no wish to enter and the first thought
that jolted Walter's mind was that they didn't usually roar in the morning.
He looked down the alley and saw the cat and near the cat in Walter's
Own way Walter saw Death pulling a long rope (Hayden, Hayden, Hayden,
Hayden!) and as the tautness grew things began to unwind inside of him



and for a brief, mad instant he stared and in the staring saw ... saw
what? Saw his fear, saw the whipping then slow and later heated, grinding
rush of too many hours lost in sleep, too many days spent in waiting, saw
himself at twenty-two too old to be able to do anything about . . . about
what? About himself? No doubt it was shattering, no doubt he did see an
expressly pungent something which absolutely forbade the step he 80
wondrously wanted to take but just how far can you go when you're on the
outside looking in? (You've overshot the best division already, Hayden.

He'd made a mistake, that's all. Not five minutes earlier he'd accepted
a charted sweep down into the next fifty years and he realized it was @
mistake. He realized that someone, somewhere, at sometime had to flip
a casual wrench into the casual gears and swim the other way, though ©
course he would have to swim alone since she would have nothing to do
with it outside the prescribed form of documented procreation. We cani
explain it and he couldn't, can't because he's wrapped in too much of ’fh?
inside that we're out of so for that matter I should be able to straighten it
out better than Hayden. Let's look at it this way: Is it really possible, con:
sidering the way he did in truth feel about her, for him to beg her hand
in marriage and not a half hour later to say, "I can't marry you' and leave
her there alone by that corpse in the weeds?)

He stopped at the roar and she caught his halt and turned him 0B
again and walked him down the alley in what was her first initiation ©
anything in their entire courtship.

“Oh . .. the poor thing,” she said. They always say that, don't they?

Hayden: "I suppose it was a poor thing and by the time they got to it
the moment had passed, the opportunity lest, the instant brushed awa¥
like so much messy, fallen sugar and they found themselves staring at @
corpse, a cat corpse, but the corpse of a tough, brutal, furious, tort:
weathered, wise and efficient kind of battlecat. One ear was freshly goné
and the other was a tattered patchwork of scar and tufts of fur; the left e¥®
—the smiling eye as Walter would remember — looked hard and sa¥
nothing while the other hung stupidly from the socket on a gray cord aw
looked green and dusty. Against the mottled gray and black and brow?
dirt of the alley the cat was marvelous, a glorious banner of aggressio™
a pathetic, worn, salute to defense. Which? thought Walter. He coul
tell. The town was thick with toms and they always fought but he'd neve*
stopped to think that the fighting was serious, that no yards transgresse®
no females dominated and lost were ever anything more than the harst
clean hatred between the toms. Yards they wanted, females they wante®
but fighting they needed and death was never swift. The roar of .t g
challenge was never more harsh, more proud, more alive than the fin
choked bellowing into nothingness.

"Walter was fascinated and modestly horrified. He wondered wheré
the death blow had come and gently toed the cat until he saw the deeP
gash in the chest just below the throat but then this bothered him for tlflere
was so little blood. Had the gash come right before the end and the roaring
Had it been a final gesture by the now-confident stronger tom, a coupP
grace, a scalping which finally tasted so bitter that the victor decided tcf
leave the dying to die in a ludicrous attempt at communicating with som®
thing so foreign and so removed that the best it could do was pick it up
by its indignan tail and toss it into the weeds . . . and itself walk aw@
far more changed in life than the cat would ever be in death?"

10
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E .
and ar;dyzfu%ay den, end o’f Walter, 'and end of her mother. Only I am left
authrity Thee seen there's very little that I actually know on my own
at WOuid o Te s nit much more to say, certainly very little interpretation
ave as my hamgw ere near correct. I can only guess and since you, now,
Vemuring thca ; o the truth as I dp I suppose I can venture a thought:
alter o léls to say, thaﬁ nothing ever crashes through as suddenly
Suis himselfu want to beheve; venturing that he didn't know that he
90es op et as only a minor chapter im a major story and that far more
Dossibly ho in the direct sphere of’ everything he is than he could ever
Aunted pe Pe to know. As .I say, it's only a guess and even the guess is
thing i cause Walter belheved the cat and only the cat ruptured every-
conclysig in that sense I'lmagine it did. You'll have to form your own
ns. For myself, I just feel betrayed. I thought Walter was tougher

than that,
GERALD K. WUORI

i ]

THE HARNESSED MAN

Tied around my waist
the world thread from unknown poles

hidden in the mushroom sun
streaming light on the fop's button
popped three-quarter time

in a garroting gasp,

I stand

cinched in a saddle,

heaving my chest against tomorrow

that today impels
until the choked world's button pops

and the sun turns toadstool.
TOM CARLIN
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THE YOUNG STONE-MAKER

A clever little boy

Sat cross-leg hands in lap

In the sand, staring at a stone,
Noting the difference.

And imagined making a stone,
Packing things together

That tight and hard.

A clever little boy

With mineral thoughts
And forty rainbows

All colliding in one
Terrible stone

So beautiful his eyes
Cracked and snapped shut.

The young stone-maker
Stirred the impossible,
Uncemented sand,

Felt his eyelids.

JON KNUDSEN

ENCOUNTER

As a solitary figure moved
Slowly toward the horizon,
The sea reflected a myriad
Of primordial images in the sand.

Attracted, the man hesitated i :
To peer into the bright, crystalline reality.

And then fled suddenly toward' shore,
Leaving only the small, dark stirrings
Of himself in the sand.

SHARON YOUHN
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I'd like to find me a long-

legged

haired

armed
woman & just wrap myself
up in her & N
not come out til noon |
tomorrow.

PAUL YOHNKA 8

GWEN JONES » UNTITLED * DRAWING * 16" x 20"

14



POEM ON HER BIRTHDAY
(For Pascal)

She says she's from the Netherlands
My girl who steals my mind with eyes.
Though she knows where she’s been
She can't begin to forget,

And, I, in my corner, can't cry.

She takes her time and thinks she's lazy

And I, lying by her, can't forget

My fingers around her eyes,

The park, the afternoons, the long country drives
Her hair in my face,

The laughter and barefoot feet

Tickling on a blanket in the park.

And I, lying by her, can't forget

My fingers around her eyes,

Her smiling all the while she knew what she knew.

She says she's from the Netherlands,

The Neverlands, my girl who thinks she's lazy.
When she sleeps I cannot wake her,

When she wakes she thinks I'm crazy.

And I, in my corner, can't cry.
JOE BAUERS
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LAND OF THE MORNING CALM

The lights were on and some of the others were already up and getting
dressed. [ rolled out of the bunk and dressed too. God what a stench there
was. Up on the deck it was just getting light, overnight the water had turned
from emerald blue to a murky brown-green. There were fish heads and
orange crates floating here and there. It would be two hours yet before we
sighted land. I was glad to get ashore so that I could get away from the
smell that I associated with the harbor area. That wasn't only the harbor
area, that odor was as much a part of Korea as the 38th parallel, which was
why we were there in the first place I suppose.

It took about a week to get used to the idea that I would spend a year
there; then it became one of those things that had always been that way-
And soon I became an “old China hand,” used to the routine and very
passive about the whole thing; then I just settled down for the long wait
until I could leave. Like everyone else I kept a “short-timer's calendar’’ on
which I faithfully marked off every day that passed. It was a point of pride
to be able, at a moment's notice, to rattle off the number of days that you
had left to go, and nearly everyone could do it. For a while I got a lot ©
kidding because I had more time left than anybody, but later on I got mY
blows in on the newer replacements. v

Sundays were the days that went the sléwest. You'd sleep as long a8
you could so you didn't have to get up, because there was nothing to d°
once you got up. Well, sometimes on Sunday you could go to the Buddhist
temple which was about fifteen miles away, but after a while you got wheré
you didn't care if you ever saw another temple again. If you were weak ©
character, you could go out to the village in the afternoon and get drunk:
and then feel miserable because no one else was drunk, and if anythind
was going on you'd miss it because you were too fuzzy, and then you'd 9€
sick and go to bed in your clothes. After several hours you'd wake up ho
and sweaty and be unable to go back to sleep.

The weather was pretty decent there, except for the early spring whe?
there was one five-minute deluge after the other. In the half mile walk 10
the village the rain might get you two or three times. We were pretty far
south in Korea, so it was warm enough to work outside all year arounc
The 'warm days were the worst; the mornings would be cool enough for
field jackets, but by noon we would be in T-shirts. We always had &%
endless supply of weapons to work on, and each weapon had its oWP
container which had to be sanded down and painted by the ordnance tect;
nicians. That was us. The paint dust would stick to your sweaty skin an¢
get in your throat and make it burn, and you kept trying to clear it but ?
didn't do any good. At mid-morning break you'd sit down with your san®
paper and look at the sun; it seemed like it would never move across t
sky.

The storage area was guarded by an infantry company. They were all

a little crazy because they had to pull eight hour shifts in the guard towers
by themselves. Doyle fired eight rounds at a bush in broad daylight becaus®
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It was tryj

tower agglr;fe;totget through the fence. Caton climbed down out of his
sunny; he was buotslieep in the grass because the weather was Waim and
om the twent fs ed for it. Davis shot himself in the foot, Rodgers jumpe
at the OD Whoy oot tower and broke his leg, Patterson fired three rounds
uard dog plato was checking guard posts one night. The company had a
and their handlo n where they put all the misfits. The dogs did the guarding
Suarded the s zrs answered the field phones set up at the posts. They
and Shaver o grih};agged storage structures at night. They couldn't put Nye
ire back and forth, a?lgic;hgthzicause they'd get behind the sandbags and

The i
threyw roclrcléa;lgrgl was always 'screwing things up for the rest of us. They
Toomed station he unarmed village cop and chased him into his little one
e had locked hpuse. The next night they did the same thing, and after
aVe succeeded ?inSelf in the station, they tried to tip it over, and would
always got the if the OD hadn't arrived in the nick of time. The infantry
2 lot for SuChelr replacements in bunches of twenty or thirty, which was
You couldn't atsma.ll camp. For the first week or two after they arrived
of Aqua Vel get a girl for under five dollars, even if you threw in a bottle
L,lfebuoy soava after-shave lotion, which they dearly love, and a bar of
fifty ol tgl Wt]fl_lCh they didn't use often enough. One new trooper paid
e dog platge it standing up behind the enlisted men’s club. Two guys
o9, but she waon }ngd to get a girl to go for their German Shepherd guard
@Ma-san was fS afraid the dog would get excited and bite her. The village
Matriarch who urious when she heard about that. Mama-san was an ol
?@s the one \}zlvas sort of a village monarch by popular consensus. She
O it that qirlsw ﬁ madg the village a money-making operation. She saw
S en Qr's v:; o habitually had VD and slicky boys who tried to roll
ae-clafed off-limit re thrown out of town. That way_the village was never
Meeting, oy its, and the money kept rolling in. When mama-san called
. everyone went, even the local officer of the national police.

Mama_-
Dlac? in tof,va;l ?}Nned one of the dirt floored village bars. It was the quietest
wer Do h'She liked you, she adopted you and wanted you to call
dIere a gentlom ich meant “older sister.” If you were nice, she said you
dn't vomit o an and had a forehead like a prince. You were nice if you
r urinate on the bar room floor, and if you said “may-an-haam-

nee_d "

4" whe ; i

You gaj g Onil you said something particularly vulgar. It didn't matter what
y that you said you were soIry for saying it.

u could go to Murray's

I vou didn’
You didn't get sick when you got drunk, yo
t. Murray was a Korean

get g «

e Oirlr;eglm‘lq to eat. You got fried noodles to ea
SCause that's ml; ish he understood was "fried noodles.” But it didn't matter
W?re hot and all the doctor said was fit to eat there anyway. The noodles
thlngs that We‘gregSY and were sprinkled with little black and red and green

Y were. e bland tasting and rubbery. We never did find out just what

i maybe they were Murray's little joke on us.

there were ditches on the
pecause the mud was cool.
nd wish you were dead.
t in at night just in case
out there on New Year's
and he wasn't found until

harmed.

and

If :
Side Of’i}o}z did get sick when you got drunk,
V;l SOmetirriad' and it felt good to lay in them
® always nes you'd lay in them and puke a
SOmeone ki checked the ditches when we wen
Ey@ h ad passed out there. Larsen passed
Ring 6 neSnOWed on him so we didn't see him,
xt morning, hung over, but otherwise un
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The big day had to come eventually: we were in a landing craft making
our way through the fish heads and orange crates in Inchon harbor to the
troop ship that lay waiting for us offshore. We were all leaning over the
sides yelling things at our replacements who were coming in, in the other
landing craft. A little civilian cutter caught up with us and there were two
girls on the front deck. One girl was crying and calling “Martin, Martin,
and the other girl was holding her to keep her from falling off the bouncing
deck. We all ran to one side to watch of course. Everyone was laughing at
her. "Martin, Martin, I'm love you!l” We all looked to see who would answer-
No one did. I saw one guy sitting on the deck, out of sight beneath the
gunwales, I think that was Martin, and I guess he was glad to leave; but
for me it was almost like leaving home.

STEVEN M. OLDERR

TOYMAKER

The noise

(not the thought

of dying-for

a worthless cause),

the shuffling feet

of toy soldiers

carrying me

in ready-to-reassemble kits
to governmental hobbyists,
makes me think

there must be

some way better

to recover

than blow it up

and start all over.

TOM CARLIN

18







