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LOSS OF INNOCENCE 
Limping homeward with the 
ruptured hymen of my mind, 

And a trail of blood from the 
open sores of my world­ 

All of them crying. 
Limping homeward I shall 
pass my childhood home, 

And the withered threshold 
of the years behind, 

Withered since that day 
When the appleman invaded 

my treehouse and towers, 
"Walk with me," he was saying 

with curling arm and waving palm 
And tomorrow looking stare. 
My mother, I think, found 
by our white picket fence 

A ragdoll, dusty, and face-down 
on the ground. Holding it, 

She closed the gate. 
And we, we strolled through the orchards 

And down the shady lanes. 
We dashed through fields of flowers. 

Cut hay, sugar sweet, appealed to me. 
I smelled it as I smelled the dung, 
Farms are dirty close up. 

While we chased the rabbits 
I punctured my foot; 

there had been a rusty nail. 
Limping homeward to a new home 

I still smell sweet hay, ' 
Although I bleed. 

CANNING FACTORY ROMANCE 

I came to you in a daydream 
And stayed for summer. 
We counted moons, 
Tangled in kite trees, 
Peeping out the chimney, 
Hanging bulb-like 
"On telephone lines, 
Resting on the fluffy carpets 
Of summer storms, 
And bored-half trying. 
You sought a marriage, 
And I some consummations. 
We settled on thoughts of both 
And different autumns. 

Charles Childs 

Only that morning 
he had seen it 
from the window, 
the frozen body of a boy 
made soft again by sunlight, 
burst with flowers. 

But when the others told him, 
when the news 
came from Archangel 
that the ice had broken, 
he laughed 
and swore that, no, 
it could not be. 

Marilyn Blitzstein 
Lawrence Schrieber 
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Sandra Hupp 

GIDE from a novel, 
THE BONDED TRIAL OF FREE CIA 

He was the seventh of seven sons. His mother who was 
Catholic joked b . b . , . , a out it, ut his father whose faith was 
rooted in Chi di . . , nese tra inon, said that made him a witch. 
He Was much like his father. He had round, stubby 

hands that l were a ways soft, even when he worked at 
hard manual l b · h · a or in t e '."Ind and sun. He had eyes so 
dark someone had remarked that it seemed he had no 

k
pupils. He had skin the ochre color of a beach he had 
nown in Moro b . . cco, ur It was not dry like the sand It 

Was always shiny. He once had decided it had to be. an 
excess of oil d b ' an as a young oy he had developed scru- 
pu.lous habits of cleanliness, but the glistening oil that 
shimmered on his skin could not be washed away. 
None of his brothers looked so Chinese as he. In all of 

them the Fre h h d d . ' nc a emerge robust and handsome with 
red in their ch k d d k ' · ' . ee s, an ar curly hair. Each looked like 
the Others, and all looked like their mother. But Gide 
wh · ' 0 might have been another woman's child was his 
mother's favorite. ' 

She told him that she had always known him since his 
conception-that from that moment she had felt his 
w~rmth. Bearing him had been painful-he would not be 
still and tho h h d . . ' ug s e ma e amusmg remarks about It to 
Ot~ers, he had hurt her. "I knew you would wander " she 
said "Y . ' : ou were so anxious to get out." And yet she had 
earned him W ten months, her body loath to release him. 

~en .he was born, he was like yellow taffy, sticky and 
squirming Fr h d T · om t at ay on she neglected the ochers. 

hhe~ grew up strong, healthy, independent men who 
c enshed the· h Ir mot er and cared for her in her old age· he =: up always aloof, and had seen her less than ,ten 
times int · wice as many years. 
Soon after h b 
b e was orn she announced that she would 

go ack to Fr H f . d ance, er arher, who had been a diplomat 
an a good gambler, had left her a sufficient income and , 

she could buy a little house in the country, and drink cold 
milk, and eat calves' liver every week. But there were 
things to do before they left: the other boys to teach their 
manners and their French, clothes to mend, and another 
winter to bear. 

When he was sixteen, and all the boys scattered but he 
and two brothers, their village was raided by guerillas 
from the north. His father ran out to put a tarpaulin over 
his vegetables, crying that they were "only just coming 
up." 4 bullet shattered his face, and he died by the side 
of the house. 

His mother rook them to Saigon where they waited 
weeks for transportation to Paris. When they left he was 
excited, sick with anticipation. His brothers were un­ 
certain, and kept wondering about what was to come, 
their dark rich voices girlish in their quick-paced dialect, 
while their mother wept, and said at intervals "you must 
speak French, now. No one will understand you." 

Gide rose to greet a guest who had come into his office. 
She was a bony, thick-textured woman, with a wide 
mouth and yellow teeth. She rook possession of a chair, 
and began to chatter. Gide was grateful when her hus­ 
band joined them, and the talk came easier. They were 
laughing about an item Gide had read in the Laredo 
Herald. A constable had been caught with a woman taken 
from the jail to his room. It was discovered that he al­ 
ways rook one of the female prisoners home at night, and 
returned her to her cell the following morning. The man 
remarked that he thought that rather nice-some young 
woman assured of a soft bed; he added that he thought ir 
odd that no woman had ever complained, though no sus­ 
pension of fine or sentence was awarded for nocturnal 
fraternizing. Gide laughed and said he thought that was 
fine-how pleased the women must have been; he did not 
understand why they should punish a man who did no 
harm! 

The woman snorted at that, and gestured to her hus­ 
band with an awkward twist of her arm. Her husband 
patted her hand and then picked up his cigar again. 
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Gide continued the conversation, amused at the clumsy 
affections of the couple. 

"When I am married," he said, "I should like to have 
three wives." 

"You're pretty ambitious," the man chuckled. 
"No-on the other hand, I am merely practical. I have 

learned that one woman is not enough." 
"It better be!" interjected the woman, her yellow teeth 

clicking. 
"You see-I should like to have a fat ugly woman, with 

one eye, who should cook for me. She would be so happy 
and grateful if I just come in each evening to pinch her 
fat bosom and say 'how's the soup?' 

"Then I should have another wife, very beautiful, and 
very knowing. She is for me to lend to my friends, for do 
not friends always look with longing at a lovely wife? And 
they should pay for her keep, and she should bring home 
to me all that she learns. 

"But third, ah last, I should have a young wife, white 
like talcum, with the body of a young boy, to sit with, and 
drink my morning tea. And when I look into her eyes, I 
will see my own reflection." 

The American couple thought the story was amusing. 
He had, of course, meant to amuse them, and yet he was 
always a little disappointed with a story that met only 
with laughter. He did not like to think he dallied with 
words; they had always seemed a precious commodity. 
Cia had remarked to him once that he was very measured 
with his words, and he supposed that might be true. He 
disliked talkativeness in a person, and sometimes resented 
that his companionship was thought by many guests to 
be included in their bill of fare. On the other hand, he 
enjoyed good conversation - he looked forward to the 
occasional visits of the doctor from Tampico; he was al­ 
ways glad to greet the archeologisrs who worked the ruins 
on the other side of the Indian pueblo. But least of all did 
he like the company of old women, who sounded like 
scrawny birds pecking at grain. How many opposites 
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there were! - the human voice, an instrument as surely 
as any violin - with variations of tone and rhythm and 
melody, could be an irritant, a salve, or a song. He was very 
sensitive to the nuances of voice-perhaps that was why 
he had learned eight languages easily. And though he 
spoke English well, he liked it least. He had thought out 
his little anecdotes beforehand (to him there seemed to 
be no virtue in spontaneity) , so that they were cleverly 
and comfortably worded. But when he spoke, he always 
had to translate from the French, so that the English came 
from his head and never from his tongue. 

He wished Cia spoke French, or even Spanish. He had 
heard her talking some Spanish with the boys in the bar, 
who spoke no English, but when he mentioned it she said 
they always exchanged the same phrases and that she was 
very poor with languages. He asked her about French, and 
she only said, earnestly, "]e repete, je ne parle qu'anglais!" 
so he did not insist, though he had seen her with Camus' 
l'Etranger, in a French edition. When, in infrequent 
moods of special eagerness, she would ask him phrases or 
names of things, she wanted to know the French words for 
organs and acts of sex. He taught her some slang, and 
wondered why she asked, for after she had mimicked his 
pronunciation, and said the word a few times to commit 
it to memory, she would never again bring it up. Once, 
shortly before their affair ended, she had used some Span­ 
ish words that seemed to him vulgar and unnecessary. 

r When he said so (by then he corrected her for many 
things), she said, in a singsong chant, "I feel a cold nose 
above your mouth." 

Her moments of crudity never seemed wholly natural 
to him, but they were sometimes vicious and ugly, and she 
would not be stopped. Once she painted her breasts rouge. 
She laughed at the look on his face when he saw the livid 
color, and then stopped coldly and said, "Don't you un­ 
derstand? It has nothing to do with me!" 

He preferred to remember the tenderer moments-but 
those times never seemed to be completely free of her 



greater urgen hi h h f . . . 
h cy, w ic s e re used to identify and which 
e could not. 
It was bere · h · · . er to sit ere, impersonally, and tell his 

stones and g · · . bi • ossip mconsequennally. But even telling this 
it of hi d · . s prepare philosophy, he remembered having 

told it to Cia. 
"W 

G . e should have sat across a table from one another, 
ide for a cu f B . ' P o tea. ur when you looked mto my eyes 

you would not h fl . ave seen your re ecuon-you would see 
someone else's, for that is the only place I have left him 
my eyes." · ' 

She Was the only woman he had ever known who did 
not mind if h I k d . I . e oo e into her eyes intensely, and for a 
~ng time. Most women fluttered under such close scru­ 
tiny and rur d h ' ne away, coy, or embarrassed, or both. Cia, 
owever, had always met his gaze squarely, so that he 

tempered his stare, lest it glare back at him. She did not 
welcome hi f . . s moments o study but she did not avoid them. ' 

Since she had come back from the States he had 
scarcely see h II ' 
h . n er at a . She had gone back to her solitary 
ab1ts of Jo · ' ng repose in her dark room lonely luncheons 

early in the d Of ' ay. course, she had not welcomed his 
company in many months, but now her isolations seemed 
to exclude not only him, but existence. 
He began to feel a cool, familiar desire growing in him 

so that he d 11 d . bi . . , we e m o jecnve involvernenr over those 
moments wh h Id b 
b . . en e cou o serve her. She was totally 

0 liviou, to hi A rm. s she lay in the sun, she seemed un- 
aware of e hi fii veryr mg. Lately she had taken to leaving the 
~I ce before he had breakfasted on his papaya and coffee. 
re could then I h · Iik Cate 1 t e mornmg sun as it grew to noon, 1 e a lover's p · b · di . assion, UJI mg from caress to fierce ten- 

acity. She used 1· · b . a g 1stenmg rown oil on her body and on 
It the sun d d . ' ance , as on a mirror, or a shallow pool of open 
Water. She always wore a very brief bikini· and a washrag 
across her e ( h b ' d . yes s e roke her lethargy at intervals, to 
ampen it ag · · h am in t e cold water of the pool) . Her body 

was long, and arched, like cats he had hunted in India. It 
had the fine supple lines of a proud animal, and it aroused 
in him an animal emotion, quick, urgent, irrational. But he 
fed it only with observation, taking his morning coffee 
onto the long low porch which led from the lobby to the 
bar, and faced the swimming area. As long as she lay 
motionless, he could watch, but when she rose to enter 
the pool, he always returned to his office. Only a few 
times did he stay to see her cut the water with slim brown 
armsj-and glide beneath the green water. He did not like 
to watch, because she disappointed him when she surfaced. 
He wanted to see her splash up through the water, her 
face laughing, glad to touch again the hot summer air. 
But she came up expressionless, whatever joy she might 
have felt denied the spectator. When she lay down again, 
she might smile a little, and stretch toward the sun, but 
it was an esoteric gesture he could not comprehend. 

She had just begun to eat, one evening about six weeks 
after her return, when he went into the diningroom. It 
was nearly ten o'clock, and the dim lights in the comedor 
did not catch any of the sparkle off the glasses or silver. It 
was a depressing area. He had thought to cheer the place 
up by knocking out the outside wall and putting in a 
round stomach of glass facing the gardens. During the 
day it was quite pleasant, and guests planted themselves 
in the sunny area, delighting audibly in the tropical glow 
of the rich garden colors. But at night, after the orange 
sun had banked behind the mountain, the tables near 
the great curved window were empty, and guests, con­ 
sciously or not, avoided facing it. It was rather like enter­ 
ing the sea in a special tube - one felt surrounded by 
unidentifiable darknesses, creatures, sounds and threats. 

Cia, though, was seated quite close to the window, fac­ 
ing the darkness. She seemed to have a good appetite, 
spooning a thick lentil soup rapidly, breaking off crusts 
of a dry bread. There was no one else in the room except 
Jaime, who stood like a store dummy, with a white cloth 
over his arm, as he had been trained, his eyes staring 
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blankly. His thoughts might have been at home, where his 
plump wife waited. Or he might merely be wishing he 
were in the kitchen, where the waiters gossiped and joked 
until the camion came to take them back to town. 

Gide went past them, his soft soled sandals silent on 
the tiles. He stopped at Cia's table, hesitating, not because 
he did not know what to say (though he did not) , but 
because he realized that she did not know he was there, 
and he wanted to see her as she was not careful of her 
expression. She was rolling a piece of bread between her 
thumb and forefinger, making it into a hard, soiled ball of 
starch. Her mouth w~~ moist. She was wearing a blouse 
she had bought in an Indian village, of rough embroi­ 
dered cotton; it dipped low, tO the hollow between her 
breasts. He was seized with the hot strong thought that 
she was a monster of torment who had set this tableau tO 

taunt him. 
He might have said something-she should have been 

told that her indifference was a cruelty, but she turned, 
with a smile, and spoke tO him. 

"How many times have I told you not to sneak up on 
me in those goddamned mocassins?" 

'Tm wearing sandals," he answered, peevishly. 
"No matter. You crept up like you were in one of your 

Chinese jungles; it's only common decency t0 announce 
your arrival with the click.of leather soles, or a cough, 
or something." 
It was an old complaint, though it had. always been his 

manner tO pad quietly and cautiously over every surface. 
He sat down. She tipped her bowl and ate the last 

spoonful of soup. Her hair fell across her nose and she 
pushed it back. 

"It's getting long," he commented. 
"Not hardly," she said. "It won't even go up." 
When she had first come to the hotel, she had had very 

long hair. She had cut it, that first year, t0 please Gide, 
who liked it short as a young boy's. 

"I have to let it grow," she explained grimly. "I want 
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to leave looking just as I did when I came." 
"Oh, are you planning tO go?" 
"Well, sometimes, you know. But then, my hair grows 

very slowly." 
"I liked it very much short." 
He could sense that the conversation might be futile, 

or even angry. He rose to go. 
"Oh, don't leave, Gide. I won't spit at you or any­ 

thing." 
"What should I say? There were only old women and 

aging virgins while you were gone. It is good to see a 
young girl moving about the hotel." 

"I'll be twenty-seven in a few months, Gide. Not so 
young. Not an aging virgin," she added, "but aging." 

"Somehow I always thought of you as very young-per­ 
haps seventeen or eighteen, I think." 

"You should have known me better than that. At seven- 
teen I knew nothing." 

"What were you doing at seventeen?" he asked. 
"I was-" 
She took a deep, tired breath, exhaling noisily. 
"I was in love for the first time." 
"Oh?" 
"Yes, stupidly, with great melancholy. I suppose I 

should be glad, though." 
"Why?" 
"Because that grand love-that great failure, I should 

say, got me blithely past all the sacrificial altar stuff." 
Gide started to speak, but Cia interrupted him. 
"I don't mean it was cathartic or anything; I had very 

little tO purge. But it wiped away many inhibiting conven­ 
tions." 
"It-is this the word-emancipated you?" 
"Yes, you could say that. In a physical sense, anyway. 

The emotional emancipation-that has been much more 
recent. Behold the woman of no ties!" 
"What are you going to do when you leave, Cia?" 
"I don't know." 



"Bur you must know." 

"No, I don't. And please don't grill me" "I' ' . 
. m sorry. You know I believe above all in a man's r1gh · . , ' ' t to pnvacy. I didn t mean to intrude." 
He got up to leave. 
~ia put her hand our and touched him on the arm. 
Gide, let's take a swim in a while yes? I'll meet you 

there." ' 
"Y " . es, he said, lacking a better reply. 
H d"d e 1 not know what to expect; he had not thought 

she would . . h hi . swim wit rm. He sat in his office, looking at 
the market receipts, but his mind would not stay on fruits 
and vegetables. 

He Was not a man who combed his memory· he left that 
to women wh 1 k . ' ' o a ways now the words their first lovers 
spo~e. But he deliberately thought of Cia, resting his head 
against the back of the wicker chair. Thinking of her was 
like smok· .. . . . 

mg maniuana; rt heightened his senses to an acute po· f · rnr o pam and pleasure. 
In the beg· · h h . mnmg e ad not wanted her, though later his desire gr · · . 

. ew rn mverse propornon to her aloofness. 
Amencan girls were always giddy and highly attainable. 
He had not d hi wanre to ire her, but the owner, a playboy 
from Me · Ci h xico ity, ad sent her, and in the end it was his 
money so G'd · d . . • 1 e mvenre tasks for her to do. To his sur- 
prrse she did l 11 if · · ' t rem we , 1 not enthusiastically. She took 
many of the cl · 1 d · · · . enca unes out of his hands entirely, an- 
swermg lette di b rs, sen mg rochures, making reservations. 
At Christmas a d bi hd d . . n on irt ays an annrversanes of the guests she org · d · . . . anize pinara parties or special dinners, She 
~v:: repaire~ the ugly splotches on the murals in the 
0. 

Y •. climbmg silently in her shorts and knit shirts, 
cl1mb1ng into · .. 

precanous posinons on the paint-splattered scaffold Sh 1 d 
· e e groups of guests to the caves nearby and to the be · f 1 ' 
aun u place where the River Choy began and 

on Sundays t h I di ' 
h o t e n ran market forty miles away. At first e thought h . . s e was presumpt10us, demanding that her room be at di 
b a !Stance from the office, and that the phone 
e taken our B h · ur e could not remember half a dozen ........ _ 

~-------- .......... 
times in three years that he had had to send for her. She 
usually anticipated him, so that it was unnecessary for 
him to give her orders at all (for which he was grateful, 
later, when speaking would have been awkward). Eventu­ 
ally he decided the meagre salary he paid her was insuffi­ 
cient, and he raised it, but she only asked him to put it 
all, each month, into the bank in her name. He did not 
suppose that in three years she had spent a hundred dol­ 
lars. Of. course, sometimes guests tipped her, and she used 
that woney. 

Once she had decided to go to Acapulco. She asked for 
the week off, and stuffed her pink bathing suit into a 
canvas bag. He was surprised when she took no money 
out of the bank, but she had a ride down with one of the 
old couples leaving the hotel (later he learned she hitch­ 
hiked back, riding part of the way in a 1938 truck filled 
with chicken coops). She came back darker than before, 
her hair like streaked flax, and said nothing of what she 
had done, though she stayed two weeks instead of one. 

The season that they had been so much together, he 
took her in the jeep to his little house in Pueblo, where 
she made childish, sensitive watercolors, and did a lot of 
messy cooking. She often wore a kimono he had there, 
with the sleeves out crooked and short, and she was always 
barefoot. It was the one time he remembered her happy. 
He had a scrapbook there, full of pictures of a Polyne­ 
sian island he had directed the development of for the 
French government. She bought a length of brilliantly 
colored material (though it faded after one washing) and 
wrapped it around her while she moved about the house, 
knotting it low on her hips, as in the pictures she saw 
in the scrapbook. Above the cloth her skin was firm and 
brown and perfect. 

She was the most perfectly unembarrassed woman he 
had ever known. The only time she had ever been shy 
had been their moment of discovery. 

They had been coming home from a funeral. Juano was 
driving the jeep, and Cia lay resting on Gide's shoulder. 
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der. She was a little tipsy; her remoteness resolved into 
child-like affection. In the dark·lobby of the hotel he had 
thought to kiss her, but had only patted her hand. Later, 
the sky was exquisite, and he had started to wake her to 
come out into the gentle wind. If she had had a phone he 
would have called her from the poolside, but by the time 
he had dried and started for her room, he had changed 
his mind. 

The next day he did not see her at all; he had driven 
to Tampico to buy new tablecloths and a blender for the 
bar. That night, very late, he had gone to the sulphur pool 
to swim before sleeping. There were no stars, and the 
darkness was almost tangible. He dropped into the water, 
hot and heavy, smelling of minerals, and his body relaxed 
as he glided beneath the surface. In a moment tiny beads 
of perspiration appeared on his forehead, and were im­ 
mediately cold in the breeze. 
He was not a man to be startled - five years in the 

French army, in Algiers and China, had taught him better 
than that. But he did not expect her to be there, in the 
water, so when he swam up to her, holding to the bank, 
he caught his breath in surprise. 

"You are right about these nights," she said. "They are 
very beautiful." 

"I almost came to get you last night; it was a special 
sky." 

"You should have; I dida't sleep until early morning." 
She was wearing tiny gold earrings. 
"In my country-I mean, where I was born-when 

girls are young, their mothers put a hot needle through 
their ears, and little hoops like you wear. They are lovely." 

She turned so that she faced him. 
"I've never known anyone like you, Gide. I'm not sure 

what I should say." 
"It's not necessary for you to say anything." 
"I want you to know that I came out here to wait for 

you." 
He moved closer to her. 
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She backed away, embarrassed. 
'Tm sorry," he murmured. 
"That's all right. It's just that, well, I'm naked." 
He smiled at her, and touched her cheek. 
"I only wanted to touch your earrings," he said. 
She put her mouth against his, trembling, and then 

leapt away, splashing him. She rose out of the water before 
falling again, and he could see her clearly, even in the 
dark. 

She had the body of a young virgin, her breasts startling 
white against her tan. She seemed so shy, so trembling, he 
could not bear to take her. He left her, to wrestle with his 
desire in solitude. 

How shocked he was-how huge his bitter surprise­ 
when she came into his room that same night. She was 
still naked, except for a damp beach towel wrapped around 
her. She stood silent, watching him. "How like a child 
you seem," he said. 'Tm not," she answered. And she was 
not. She was expert, and generous, and satisfying; she 
gave freely and well of her body, bur she reserved all of 
her spirit, so that afterwards he felt empty and dry inside. 
He wanted to give her tenderness; he tried to be gentle, 
but she moved under him like a caught fish, seeking her 
own ugly, silent, frightening release that held no welcome 
for him in its ecstasy. He grew, in the days of the affair, 
both futilely angry and futilely tender. He wanted to talk 
to her about it, but she would never directly answer a 

-o question. 
Then he began to be obsessed with her faults. 
He had definite ideas about how a woman should be 

(some he forgot because they were important, and Cia 
failed them). The minor things swelled in importance. 
He would take Cia's hands in his own, as if to caress them, 
and run his chubby fingers over her ragged nails. "A 
woman's hands should be beautiful," he would say, and 
Cia would shrug. Sometimes he would even file them for 
her, and she did not care, though once she did say that 
she did not think her hands should be made an indignity. 



After that h l hi h e et is cnncism remain silent. It seemed 
~ ~t she went from careless to deliberate. She had cut her 
air very short b . , ut as it grew out, hatefully, she refused 

to care for it H Id b 
h · e wou e especially impatient with her 

w en she wo ·1 d h 
h re soi e s Orts and a wrinkled blouse and 
e did not think h h d . ' . . s e a ever washed her bathing suit, 

which was stained and faded. 
They survived the short winter, when warmth was wel- 

come but th · b ' e spring rought the new life to the landscape 
and a quietu h · · ' . s to t err irregular Jove affair. Once he had 
said "Wh . ' en the spring comes I should like to be like a 
new-washed hi · cat, strerc mg m the sun " and she laughed 
and laughed ·1 h ' ' ' unn e walked away in disgust. 

Another time h . . d e came upon her reading from the Bible 
an! she invited him to sit, and she read from the Apo~ 
ca ypse " b . ki d · · · · Y these three plagues the thud part of man- 
in was killed b h fi d . ' Y t e re an smoke and sulphur which issued from th · 

. . err mouths, for the power of the horses is 
in their mouth d . h . . s an in t err tails. For their tails are like 
serpents and h h d ' ave ea s, and with them they do harm." 
Later he look d . . . dd ' e it up rn his French Bible but it onlv 

a ed to her obscurity. ' ' 
· !hey never quarreled. He thought he might have liked 
it if th.ey did; it would have indicated that there was 
something worth dissension. As it was she never re- 
sponded t h · ' w I 0 is exploratory remarks. Her favorite retort 
as a c urnsy shrug. 
The closest th h d 
11 ey a come to an argument - he had 

swa owedman h h Y angry words-had come because of what 
. e It ought was his concern for her and what she called 
jea ousy He h d ' di · . a gone to look for her to ask her to eat 
inner with him 0 f h b , th b · ne o t e oys said he had seen her in 
e ar. As he ap h d f proac e the octagonal room built away 

rom the main id , 
d . corn or of the hotel, he heard laughter an music A 

to d . k · group of boys from the town had come 
rrn -young m b en no more than twenty with unlined 

rown faces and hi bl k . , tar d s my ac hair. Two were playing gui- 
s an all were cl . d apping an singing. Cia was dancing. 

He had never seen her dance before. She wore white 
shorts and a sleeveless, low-cut knit shirt. When she raised 
her arms, the shirt pulled up, showing a smooth strip of 
skin. 

She had beautiful legs, and bare, narrow feet. Her feet 
were moving very quickly, and her shoulders undulated 
with the rhythm of the guitars. When she threw her arms 
up he could see her abdomen ripple. The boys' eyes had 
begun "to burn, some watching her unbound breasts mov­ 
ing Under the shirt, others hungrily watching her wet, 
open mouth. All were slightly inclined, as if a good push 
would send them careening into her stomach. He had 
seen faces like that before-jungle lonely men watching 
women in a village, or snakes waiting to strike. He moved 
toward them, to break it up, but she saw him, and threw 
her head back, and jumped toward him, dancing around 
him, almost touching, always drawing back. He was hu­ 
miliated, and excited, and angry for either reason. He 
turned and stalked out of the bar. When he saw her later, 
going back to her room, he stopped her and coldly asked 
her if she expected to receive a bonus for her performance. 
Her smile was deadly, her voice a hiss. 
"No," she said. "I've already been paid." 
He was furious, because he did not know what she 

meant. 
After that she avoided him, discreetly, cautiously. No 

matter what his route or schedule, he never seemed to 
encounter her, unless it was in the office, where they were 
coldly polite. Eventually it ceased to be an effort, and was 
part of his existence. She stayed in her room for long 
periods, and he would realize that whole days had gone 
by when he did not hear the sound of her voice. There 
seemed to be no more resentment in her. He was loath 
to admit it, but she looked almost radiant, in an unex­ 
plained, conditioned way. And she did not seem to want 
to leave. She had no life, beyond trivial duties and solitary 
repose, but she seemed entirely content, and much sooner 
than he might have supposed possible, their affair was 
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swallowed by routine, and did not, really, seem ever to 
have existed. 

Now she had said to him, like an invitation out of a 
tape recorder, "Let's swim, yes?" 

He went to change his suit, and to brush his teeth. 
She wasn't in the water. There was a cold yellow moon 

in the sky, which cast a grudgeful light on her. She was sit­ 
ting, slightly hunched, on a slatted bench a few feet from 
the side of the pool. He sat down beside her, silent. In a 
moment she said she'd rather they went up to his little 
house above the gardens. He said alright, the pulse in his 
neck pounding, and [ollowed her up the stone steps. 

She took a drink he offered her, and turned the glass 
around and around in her hand. 

"My father," she said. "I didn't get t0 go t0 his funeral. 
They had already buried him when I got there." 

He was sorry that she had gone so far, for nothing. 
"Gide, have you ever known anyone like me?" 
"No, not exactly." 
"Would you want co?" 
"I don't know," he answered, honestly. 
"What I mean is, would you know that person was like 
?" me. 
"I suppose." 
"Would you treat her the same?" 
"I wouldn't treat anyone.any way. I react, I guess." 
"But if she reacted tO you-" 
"Then there wouldn't be much direction tO the rela­ 

tionship." 
"Ah," she sighed. She put her arms loosely around his 

neck. The brandy of her breath mingled with his. Their 
teeth clicked, and he moved away. He did not want to 
make love tO her. He wanted tO hold her, like a child, and 
explain t0 her what he knew about her. But she was gone 
before he said anything. 

The next day she asked him tO take her tO Tampico. 
She drew all her money out of the bank, and bought a 
large, ill-proportioned tombstone of badly grained mar- 
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ble, tO be shipped tO her father's grave. 
Not long after, she complained of severe headaches and 

insomnia. He took her tO town tO a pharmacia. 
A few mornings later the maid came t0 him hysterically 

shouting that the senorita was dead. He had thought she 
was leaving, packing her trunk so carefully, and giving 
gifts and tips t0 the employees. He had been expecting her 
t0 come and say goodbye any day. 

He wondered if he could have helped, but did not 
think so (and wondered if that absolved him of guilt, 
whatever was his). 

She was wearing shorts and a gay prim blouse. He could 
not define his emotions. Then he saw that her nails were 
polished, and went off tO get very drunk. 





LESSON 
Try not to care too much. 
Forget the touch 
Of soul against soul. 
And when that's lost 
Erase the sounds 
Recorded in your mind 
So none can find 
How you passed that moment. 
Blot the spot with ink 
Then bleach it white 
And write a phrase 
Or etch a new design in it. 

Karen Backai 

RAIN POEM 

There is not a flower growing 
in the plaza, but the May 

rains run as urgently 
as ever, splitting off 

the benches. 0 Jesus 
where is Professor Dixon's 

little girl? I should steal her 
to the garden to crouch with me 

low in the lakewater, and while 
her skirt floats from her belly 

we will talk about growing 
and the promise of wet poets. 

Jon Knudsen 
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WAIF AT A CARNIVAL 

He has not loved who ignores 
this tent-strewn prairie noon. 

Here have passed old contests 
of strength. Indulge the loins 
of a cloud, with ice patched, 
translucent, over humid soil. 

All this requires competitive 
spirits. These sunburned days 
have the habit of earning one. 

Young cool breasts seem berries 
here, so are friendly, like poems 
not forged and welded for nothing. 

Why do we hear, since early man, 
of best ways, or of ways at all? 
I prefer no pimples of lying in 
wait for theorems and tomorrows, 
to apologize for not predicting. 

The gnarls in roots of the oaks 
attract like the best animal. 

My fists are clenched for the 
purpose of their unclenching. 

Ed Manual 



Two DREAMS OF WINE 

I. 
Frozen thoughts 
Will bust cover 
From noiseless haylofts 

A swarming cloud 
Of quiet quail 
To select and define 

II. 
Afterwards, liquid lover, 
Skyscraper windows with cornstalks 
I may break 

Ewes, heavy with sleepsand 
From the dizzy dragon herd 
I may sort 

Or, simply wander past the porch 
To vomit red verse into snowbanks 

Jim Perrie 

UMBRELLA THOUGHTS 

Dreams of floating down 
From house-tops, 
Clutching an umbrella. 

.. 
Hanging upon arms, 
Folded in the sunlight 
That was once morning-threatening . 

Shadows of giant umbrellas 
Upon white beach, 
Black ovals 
That stretch and shrink 
Covering entangled lovers. 

Opening, 
Slide 
Thumping 
Against spring storm. 

Caught in the wind, 
People dancing circular, 
Straining with umbrellas 
That threaten to invert. 

Jn sidewalk crowds 
Taut half-spheres 
That float and bobble 
Like leaves upon a swifr river. 

Supporting the tired head 
Of an old man sitting, 
Waiting for the sub-way, 
Veined hands clasped 
Upon the carved wooden handle. 

Robert Gundelach 
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Renee Shechtman 
MORRIE 

She lay face down on the bed, her head hanging over 
the edge, her right arm dangling over the side, now 
reaching for the cigarette on the floor. She had never 
been able to inhale without coughing and now as she 
puffed away, she thought of all the ugly things she must 
do. There was the unwritten theme, the unwashed hair. 
There were all those people to encounter between her 
room and the washroom. And my God-if she stepped 
outside there were even more people, 18,000 of them 
-not right out in .the open, of course, but they were 
th11re, in their various dorms and npanmems, not know· 
ing and not. caring. But it didn't matter because there 
was Morrie. 

The last time she had seen him had been almost a year 
before, at Christmas time, and although they were 
brother and sister, living together in the same house and 
having the nonchalance towards each· other that most 
brothers and sisters do, they had something more be­ 
tween them. It was a kind of concern that cannot be ex­ 
plained in words, but, perhaps, only through the recrea­ 
tion of that Christmas. 
It was about the twenty-fifth of December, a cold day 

outside and a lazy one inside. She was downstairs in the 
basement working on some sort of project when Morrie 
walked in. In his blue and brown and white-striped 
pajamas, his brown hair curled loosely on top of his 
head, and his pipe in hand, he had pulled himself out of 
bed and away from correcting papers at three o'clock in 
the afternoon to say hello to her. "Hey," he said, "you 
going to the wedding?" 

"Ya," she said. "When is it?" 
"Five, knucklehead." 
She continued to work, and he, being of the punctual 

sort, proceeded to warn her about not being late. "Hurry 
up, will ya? Ma'll have a fit if you're late." 

"Ya, ya," she managed. And then, "What are you so 
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excited about? So your cousin is getting married? So-" 
"Look, I don't want to go to this thing anymore than 

you do, but ... " She didn't hear a thing after that, be­ 
cause while she was looking at his face she was thinking 
back to a time two years before, when Morrie and Lyn 
were standing before a rabbi, when they had all the in­ 
nocence of any two people getting married, and all the 
more beauty because they were Morrie and Lyn. And 
then she heard him say, "So hurry up," and she instantly 
returned to reality and the fact that they were separated. 
As she watched him disappear from the room, she 
thought of how absolutely alone he was-alone not only 
because of his separation, because at least in that he had 
an understanding with his wire, bm beeause or all .. rh~ 
people, his friends and family, who had never under· 
stood so much of what h~d happened. 

They had been separated for eight months and were 
waiting for the twelve-month period to come to an end 
so that the divorce would be official. And although he 
seemed to be all right on that Christmas day, free of 
any scars or remorse, the ordeal eight months before of 
deciding to separate, of conferences with parents and 
lawyers, of fights and of harsh words thrust across tables, 
had been a nightmare. There were so many people not 
talking t0 one another, saying hateful things of either 
Morrie or Lyn, and in the middle of it all there they 
were-the two most sensible people, knowing that they 
loved each other, but, for various reasons, could not live 
rogerher. There had been endless discussions in which 
Morrie had tried to explain the situation to his parents, 
without success. They could not understand why two 
people would want t0 get divorced after living with each 
other for a little less than a year. They could see no good 
in it. They saw their son's life going to pieces, for surely, 
in the life of any happy, normal, successful person, 
divorce is an absent factor. 

"Morrie, you must look at what you're doing," his 
mother had said. "Your father and I had problems too, 


