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ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF MILTON DOWNING 

An elegy 
Unrequested 
Undesired I have no doubt 
But strangely moved 
To perpetuate 
The memory of one 
A poet 
To whose person 
And whose verses 
I am cold 
I write coldly 
Having been reminded that 

Procris pierced by a lover's dart 
has fallen too 

The bleeding harte of Cephalus' shaft 
Was found 

The blue wind that blows in ribbon drifts 
Around the world 
That loops 
And knots 
To fix 
The firmament 

Has strangled mighty Titan standing high 
Caught up in a breath of its swirling swell 

And slung between 
The earth 
And sky 
And Hell 

Slowly with the wind waft does 
Heavily 

As from the rafter hung 
Milt Downing in the morning was 

At the encl 
Of his 
Rope. 

Richard Steele 



LOUIE, LOUIE 

by Leonard Hoffnung 

It wasn't until after three o'clock in the afternoon that 
he decided what he knew he would decide all the time, or 
rather he recognized what his preconscience had established 
as necessary and preclusive prior to his own self-awareness 
and indeed prior possibly to when Aunt \Vistaria (who was 
neither his aunt nor Goally's, and in fact was not anyone's 
aunt until forty-three years later, forty-three summers after 
she had stopped having .any connection, even remote, to 
primogeniture or its cousin or nephew) Aunt Wistaria, who 
told him a few minutes ago - or was it several avatars ago? 
- that he should go to Eisners and get what he knew now 
and probably knew then, although he could not possibly 
know now, he could not possibly know then and even now 
he was slightly dizzy and notpristine about the manifestation 
of what he encountered and established not by himself, but 
in conjunction with forces which he knew himself were not 
in part dissimilar to the slow and ponderous burning of 
rubber which Charon endured. But whatever her reason for 
choosing him - and he did not doubt for a rniniscule adum­ 
bration the timeless manifestation to him, timeless because 
he believed his memory before be could remember that he 
knew, and timely for the same reason - that it was she and 
only she who could have asked him and only him: he thought 
this prior to when he decided what he knew now he would 
decide all the time - or rather, he thought this prior to when 
he recognized what his preconscience had established as nec.­ 
essary and preclusive - and all the time the thought inane 
unnamed and magnifi.cient possessing all the grandeur of 
the scatology of the South, Things go better with Colee run­ 
ning through his mind, running faster than even Charon, the 
secondhand Harleydavidson which Shrivel had stolen or 
lost (he forgot which) could decelerate. Things go better with 
Coke ·with C ol:e, with Coke, with Coke; as before, during 
and after Aunt Wistaria, she who was neither his aunt nor 
hi nephew, asked or rather inquired whether he would do 
a small errand for her. He complied later thinking, later and 
perhaps even before he was born, thinking Things go better 
with Coke, he who had never had anything but Dr. Pepper 
on the scuppernong arbor with Aunt Wistaria at least a 
dozen times ( Goally was always there too) and had seen 

her there a hundred times; but had said at most fifty words 
to her in his whole life - he who was thinking nothing or 
rather something about nothing which he knew even before 
he could presuppose that he knew just as he knew that the 
sartorius muscle is the largest muscle in the human body. 
So the old dame must have known or at least suspected this 
all the time; that in counterjuxaposition to his pervasive 
notthought should be, would be expecting, anticipating the 
irrelevancy only as a woman who suspected the duration of 
the sartorius muscle, just as she recognized and understood 
the prolixity of Faulkner. Thus, you see, it was Aunt Wis­ 
taria who knew even before she asked him who didn't yet 
know that he would decide what he knew he would decide 
all the time; and then when this self-discovery was made he 
questioned whether there was ever any doubt, thinking 
again as he had thought since that moment when she (Aunt 
\iVistaria) beckoned him Things· go better with Coke. Things 
go better with Coke. That was all. He rode up the drive to 
Eisners and into our lives and left no ripple save those instan­ 
taneous and unwept tears, running out of Eisners, you see, 
before he got off the bike, before in fact, before he got up 
that morning. Doubtless only his sister, Goally, knew for 
sure how he went straight to where the beverages were kept 
although he had never been there in his life, how he had 
known where the building was although he had had neither 
reason nor manner of knowing where the beverages were 
kept; she who knew better than anyone, except perhaps Aunt 
\iVistaria that he would refuse the lie that he was an octoroon 
and that he did not, no and never did contemplate an incestu 
ous miscegenation, while he, no longer aware of anything 
but Things go better with Colee, with Colle, iuith. Coke. So 
when he pulled up in front of Aunt Wistaria's garden it had 
something of the arrogant decorum of a procession behind 
a catafalque, he carrying not what he expected Aunt 'Nistari3 
didn't expect him to be carrying, but rather a sixpack of Coke, 
not even noticing, not even trying to notice that his sister 
was also there, but thinking still - things go better wit/1 

Colre, with Colee, with Coke. 
,,.,.' ,.," ( ,. ) "., .. ,,,--,--". 
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JUNE 4, 1968 

I am young 
but want 
a rocking chair. 
I wonder where 
I can find 
a rocking chair. 
The old lady 
who lives with 
the Negro maid 
has one hid 
in her attic room. 
I'll go steal it. 
Today he was hit 
right in the head. 
No more tears to shed, 
No use to protest 
Just give me a chair, 
a rocking chair 
a place to rest, 
a place t rest 
and sneer at the rest - 
the students and all. 

Olivia Diamond 

•• 

THE MOUNTAIN NIGHT 

The mountain night 
radiates a special rainbow, 

charming our shielded minds 
into 

tasting 
her fresh ancient way of life. 

The webbed screen 
that pollutes and clouds 

our imagination and dreams 
is pushed away 

by her arms of Sincere Quiet 
into the open darkness. 

Leaning hack 
onto the cushioned "Linus" earth 

and looking up, 
we can peek over 

if we try, 
to that other side of the horizon 

which was once 
too far away 

for such drifting thoughts. 
Right now, 

every thought is held out 
and suspended 

from the battering club of Orion, 
lasting 

a number of light years. 
They fall aside 

one by one, 
building a path 

as 
we mak om way, 

Boulcler-hoplling 
across the stars. 

Howard H1111tcr 
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THE FLYING RED HORSE 
by John Stobart 

My father's names were Francis and Irwin, family names. 
His father saw to it that Francis got a high school education 
so that he wouldn't have to go to Wassom, the subterranean 
coal field that gave our town its name, our countryside its 
slagheaps and elevator shafts, and my grandfather his spotty 
lungs. 
Everyone called my father Fritz. He was a bankteller 

until the depression closed the 1st National. Then he borrowed ,. 
enough money from his father-in-law to lease a filling sta­ 
tion across the street from the bank. His father was indig­ 
nant but three years later mellowed - when Fritz was able 
to buy him the mortgage on a little farm. 
I heard all this over and over from my mother - in a 

dozen different variations and with hundreds of details. She 
talked about nothing else with such enthusiasm. \Ve were 
living at her mother's house then. I was the oldest son. Every­ 
one but my grandfather said I looked like my father. My 
grandfather wouldn't talk about it. 

My father had been killed in an auto accident when I was 
four. That was kind of funny considering he worked with 
~utos. I remembered him mostly in a greasy, navy-blue 
Jacket with a flying reel horse stitched across the back. He 
ha? taught me_ that big boys don't cry, so I wouldn't. I kept 
gomg up to people and saying, "Everyone else cried the night 
my daddy died, but I didn't." They sent my little brother 
and me to stay with some aunt whose name I didn't know 
and who kept giving me fruitcake until I got sick. 
Anyway, that was when everyone started calling me Fritz. 

The name stuck with me until my mother married again when 
I was ten and we moved to Chicago. My step-father explained 
to me then - very gently - that Fritz had become a bad 
n~me because of the war with Germany. I agreed about my 
nickname b t Id ' · . u wou n t give up on my family name when 
~e wanted to adopt me two years later. It wasn't that I didn't 
like my step-father. It just didn't seem right. 

After the funeral we moved into my grandmother's h0t~se. 
She was very ri h I th I . h " re ' oug rt. She kept a companion, Lena, 
w 0 was part of the family." Every afternoon Lena walked 
rne up to the Washington County Court House. We walked 

right between the Flying Reel Horse Filling Station and the 
1st National Bank Building, eleven stories of dark-reel brick 
topped by a big radio tower visible for over ten miles when 
lighted at night. Lena's father, Uncle Charlie, was always 
sittinz somewhere on the concrete wall surrounding the 

b 
Court House. Everyone called him Uncle Charlie, even Lena. 
He was toothless, and ninety-three years old, a former drum­ 
mer boy for the North in the Civil War. I didn't understand 
that. We lived in Southern Illinois. He always called the 
area Little Egypt, though. I guess because he was always 
telling me about the "flood of '37 when yer daddy saved you 
from the Mississip. Made Ripley's Believe It Or Not, right 
on the back page of the funny papers. Said, 'river backs up 
twenty-three miles to flood town under fifteen foot of water.' 
That's when they built the levee, you know," he would always 
add, referring to the thirty-five foot cement wall surrounding 
the township and holding the waters back every spring. Uncle 
Charlie died right before Thanksgiving. Lena and I started 
playing Old Maid with my little brother in the afternoons. 

My mother and brother were both short and fat with dark 
brown eyes and chestnut hair. I am a tow-head and muscular 
and have light-green eyes, hazel - mother always said. Her 
mother was also short and fat, but her eyes and hair were 
blue. My mother said she had been a blond before the gray­ 
ing started. The blue came from her rinses. Her husband 
died the year of the big flood, hut his photograph was on the 
mantel. He too was short and brown-eyed with chestnut 
hair, but his face was baggy like a bulldog's and very sad. 
My father's photo was on mother's dresser. He was dressed 
a lot like Uncle Charlie in the very brown old photo on 
Lena's bed, both in dark uniforms with lots of brass buttons 
down the jackets. But father had a sash and a sword and 
a funny hat, like the ones you make out of paper at parties 
- but with a big plume sticking out. Mother said it was a 
Mason's uniform. Father had brown eyes and hair and 
looked very serious. 
My mother had three brothers who were always visiting 

grandmother, all short, fat, and brown. One of them was 
even named Frank, like my brother. Uncle Frank, he was, 
Frank Pryor, Jr. His son, my cousin Buddy, was Frank 
Pryor the 3rd. My brother Frank was just plain Frank. I 
didn't understand. 
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John and Francis are my real names, the same as my 
grandfather. But, I'm not a junior! My mother had insisted 
because she detested Frank Jr. Anyway, my grandfather was 
short and fat but had blue eyes and huge ears. His wife 
was short and skinny and had blue eyes, but I found out she 
shouldn't he a concern because my real grandmother had 
died before I was born. Mother said I had her eyes! Also I 
was supposed to call grandpa's wife Aunt \Vinnie because 
she wanted it that way since she had real grandchildren of 
her own she didn't wish to confuse. 
Two other relatives lived across the street from my grand­ 

mother. The one in the wheelchair was my real great grand­ 
mother. She was to he called Granny, and I was taken to see 
her every Sunday. She'd be sitting behind a desk at the end 
of a long, gloomy room with brown waterstains on the wall­ 
paper. Her faded afghan gathered round her shoulders, she'd 
shake from the effort to see or hear· as she sucked the snuff 
rolled in her lower lip. \ \' e were supposed to take turns 
going up to the desk and shouting our names so that she 
could hear us. If she understood she gave you a nickel. Once 
I said my "John Francis" and she didn't hear. Mother said 
for me to try Fritz. I did and added mother's name, "I'm 
Fritz, Granny, Carrie Dora's hoy!" She took two nickels 
from her little coin purse and shoved them at me, saying, 
"Such a sweet, little girl!" She squinted too much for me 
to see her eyes in the dark room, so I just took one nickel, 
hut she didn't notice. Frank took the extra one. ' 
Next door to Granny lived Great Aunt Dick, who wasn't 

really my aunt. She had married my Great Uncle, Thomas 
Richard Sherman Reynolds - known as Dick. His wife 
stayed around after he died, so the family called her Aunt 
Dick. One of my real Uncles had the names Thoma , Rich­ 
ard, Sherman, and Reynolds too. He was my real Uncle 
Dick and a much-loved doctor who caught hepatitis from a 
patient and died. My mother's third brother was my real 
Uncle Charley, not to he confused with Lena's father or 
my Great Uncle Charley, the dentist - or his son, also a 
dentist and called Cousin Charles - or his son, a boy my 
age, who was Cousin Charley. 

All these pudgy-brown faces came to my grandmother's 
on Thanksgiving and Christmas. Her house was like a church; 
everything was special and had to he just so. A pastel blue 

carpet with a floral design ran from the front door, through 
the hall, and into an enormous, long room with two bow 
windows on the right, both so big I could stand in the 
middle and couldn't touch any of the gauzy curtains. At 
Thanksgiving the banquet table seen from the opposite end 
of the room reminded me of the picture of The Last Supper. 
Grandmother had so much fine china (Haviland, Mother 
always called it) that the older children got to eat from it. 
Even the little kids got their water in big salmon-colored 
goblets. 
Frank and I weren't allowed in her part of the house, but 

once I sneaked in a friend and showed off the splendor. I 
plugged in the electric logs stacked in the white brick fire­ 
place and indicated the gold-plated tea service with a non­ 
chalant waggle of my fingers. 
Our part of the house was at the back, like the top line 

on a T. Mother's bedroom had a door leading into Grand­ 
mother's, but the door was kept locked. Mother had a sep­ 
arate entrance made with the insurance money from father's 
accident. The entire section had been empty for years. There 
were big squares where rugs had been, so Mother had an 
orangish linoleum laid over all the floors, even on the kitchen 
floor in the basement. She said that she didn't have time or 
energy to worry about floors now that she was working. 
The man who put the linoleum clown was a ailor on leave. 

He was Bang's friend. She was the woman who worked 
behind the fountain with Mother at Grandmother's drug­ 
store. They both wore green dresses with white collars. 
Bang was a great kidder who sort of scared me because she 
talked so deep in her throat and was always squinting her 
eyes to keep out the smoke from her cigarette. She taught 
my mother how to smoke too, hut mother didn't squint so 
much and never smoked around the house. She had me 
promise not to tell grandmother. Bang let me call her by 
her nickname but didn't want me to call her Aunt Bang. 
"Don't you dare, kiddo." That's what she said, and mother 
thought it was funny, so I laughed too. 

The drugstore was exactly in the center of town. Grand­ 
mother was proud of that, "Directly in front of the Court 
House," she used to say, "that's why they built it there." 
Her blue eyes would twinkle and she'd wait expectantly. If 
a person didn't bite, she'd get upset, "Well, don't you want 
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to know which it I mean?" Everyone called it The Store. I 
~eard grandm~ther say it killed her husband before his time. 
l'~egan worry1~g about what I'd be when I grew up. I knew 

be great at it - whatever it was - but the whole pros­ 
pect was scary. I asked my mother if I could be a drummer 
bo~in the army, but she said they'd gone out of style. 

Y brother is eleven months younger than me, so grand­ 
mother always dressed us alike for the evening trip to The 
Store. Secretly I kind of liked this idea, but to keep up appear­ 
ances, I said scornfully that Frank and I looked like Mutt 
and Jeff. She argued cleverly, that we looked as much alike 
as Tom a.nd Jerry, Uncle Dick's two boys, and that they 
dressed alike to go downtown. She knew we admired these 
cousins because they were older. Besides, it was a family joke 
that ~e were straight out of the comic strips and they were 
both stars of the silver screen." Every evening Grandmother 
would take each of us in hand and walk us to The Store, 
two ~ets .of brown corduroys, striped polo shirts, and brown 
beames lmked together by one short, fat matron. We went 
to watch mother. 

Grandmother was Worthy Grand Matron of the Eastern 
Star. Mother was second in command and due to take over 
~he next year. Daughter had never before succeeded Mother 
111 the hi t f h G s ory o t e chapter. All the worthy women attended 
randmother at The Store. She had a special chair hidden 

:way in the stacks of drugs. It had a big red pillow tied to 
he seat I was i· h f . h h . d . . b · n c arge o gettmg t e c air an puttmg it 
ack. When grandmother saw that mother wasn't busy, I 
she sent to fetch her. She had to practice the secret words 
s e had t · 0 memorize to be Worthy. Mother had a hard time 
remember. I k . . mg. new how hard it was to memorize because 
~:~. Su~day School Class at Main Street Methodist was 
h dng mstructions on becoming full-fledged Christians. We 
a to answer all the questions just so - word for word - 

and I could 't d · n o it - so I knew I couldn't become a 
member I d id , · 1 n t want to anger God by pretending so I told 
my teacher I'd h d . '. ave to o rt next year. She said not to worry ab t · th ou it, that God would know but that I shouldn't tell 
e other 1 id b f 1 b <I s ecause they knew even less than I and would 

ee ad and · · told quit trymg. I figured Grandmother must have 
mothers hi 1· · 

h . omet mg ike that too because whenever mother es1tated G . " , • 
ke ' randmother said, Don t stop no matter what- 
ep up th b ' e eat - mumble in a sing-songy way." 

.. 

Mother's chanting always reminded me of the bald colored 
man who shined shoes at the barber's. He was supposed to 
have been in the Shelton Gang and to have murdered one 
of Charley Birger's bodyguards. He'd massage the polish into 
your shoes real hard, squeezing your toes and looking up 
at you all the time without any expression on his face. All 
the time he grunted and groaned in a rhythmic way. Once 
he told me he'd already told ten lies and the eleventh would 
send him straight to Hell. He hoped he would die before the 
eleventh slipped out. Counting up as hopefully as I could, I 
figured I had two to go. 

Grandmother always made me handpack a quart of ice­ 
cream to take home. The more I could pack down into the 
paper bucket, the better man I'd be. Plunging down into 
ice cream wells made great red welts on my stomach because 
my toes just barely stayed on the floor. Little Frank (as 
everyone else called him) would urge me to scrape harder 
to get it out and pack harder, pack harder to get more· for 
his pudgy tummy. At first I got blisters from scraping and 
packing. 

We walked home about seven o'clock, always crossing the 
street before we got to the brightly lit Flying Red Horse. I 
got the impression Grandmother blamed the horse for father's 
death. I heard her say she had been upset at my mother's 
marrying a coalminer instead of going to some finishing 
school in Knoxville as Grandmother had planned. 
The man who ran the station now had worked there when 

my father owned it. His name was Fred, and he frightened 
me. Maybe it was his gray-stubbled chin, or his funny smell 
- something more sour than gas or oil. Maybe it had to do 
with the batch of dead quail he threw on our porch one day. 
Sometimes, Frank and I sneaked up to the station because 
Fred gave us candy. Frank wanted to go all the time. When 
Fred saw us coming, he'd start singing "Frankie and Johnny," 
a song that enraged me. He'd talk the phrases and make 
jokes, like "Hi, lovers, why'd you do her wrong, Johnny?" 
or "Which one of you is the girl?" Once I hit him in the 
stomach, ran out into the drive, and started bawling and 
screaming, "Damn you, Fred. You stink-and you always 
need a shave too, and, uh, and you're just a big, dumb tease." 

Mother pulled down my pants, leaned me across the end 
of my bed, and whacked me with the bristly side of a hair- 
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brush, crying much louder than I all the while. I'd taunted 
her that her hand-spanking didn't hurt. She said that hitting 
an adult or calling him names were terrible sins, worse even 
than lying. I collected all the hairbrushes in our part of the 
house and buried them in the muddy ground behind the 
evergreens. 

On Sunday I repented. Usually I just doodled on the back 
of the program during Church, but my nine lies, Fred, and 
the hairbrushes combined to make me receptive to Christ's 
cleansing my soul. A visiting preacher called for sinners to 
come forth, so I popped out of my place at the end of the 
pew and trudged down to the altar. All the other kids in 
that row, my Sunday School Class, thought they were sup­ 
posed to follow, so I led a procession. 

Kneeling on the maroon carpet, my head on my forearms 
and hanging on to the communion rail with both hands, I 
was startled by the rustle of clothes quite near me. A bare 
arm was thrown around my neck and I smelled Fred's terrible 
smell. It was Bang and my mother. I noticed Bang's eyes 
were green when she didn't squint. "Isn't he a doll?" 

"No," mother whispered, "he's my little Fritz." 

I was astride the Flying Red Horse, clinging to his mane 
and crying for all I was worth. We were spiraling around 
the 1st National Bank, floor by floor by floor until the reel 
neon tower came into sight. It went up and up into the rush­ 
ing menace of slate-colored storm clouds in the night sky. The 
Reel Horse plunged on and I clung tighter, on-up-through 
the clouds until I saw my father beckoning me with his 
sword and swinging round and round the tower, his plume 
pink and waving to and fro as it twined clown the tower, 
like the vines on Jack's Bean Stalk. He was out of phase 
with the storm clouds blowing by. He'd throw his feet out 
and spin round the tower, bending it like a bow but turning 
in slow motion with the wind blowing furiously at his back 
and whipping the red mane in my face. He sheathed his sword 
and cupped his mouth in one hand, Captain Hornblower 
from the poop deck, "Don't cry ... Don't cry ... Don't cryeee 
.... " The wind stretched out the word and plunged the Red 
Horse deep into an icecream well. T was drowning and 
there were shouts all around me, "He's the one, that's him, 
he took his finger out of the hole in the levee. He freed the 
flood. Go to hell, you! GO GO .... " 

A shaft of light was shining on me. It came from the 
partly opened door to mother's room. There were loud voices 
in Grandmother's house. Suddenly the door swung open and 
mother backed into the room in her underwear, her hands 
crossed in front of her face. Grandmother followed her, 
almost pushing her, then stopped. "You bitch!" Grandmother 
hissed, "You have too been drinking whiskey. You're drunk. 
You're a stinking, drunken bitch!" Grandmother lunged 
and slapped mother hard ! Then again ! I sat up and cried 
out but Grandmother kept slapping and mother just stood 
there bawling, not dodging or anything. I ran to them and 
Grandmother stopped. She looked stunned, like she didn't 
know me. She took a few steps into the room, then, circled 
out stiffly, like a German tank I'd seen in a movie. 

I ran back to bed and turned away from the light. Mother 
kept sobbing and then came over and crawled into bed with 
me. She put her arm over my shoulder and pulled up against 
me, sniveling. I turned to kiss her and got the full, rank blast 
of her breath ! 
I turned away fast, thinking furiously. Absently I said, 

"Don't cry, mommy. Don't cry." I felt terrible. Drinking 
whiskey was so very bad! The church, the Eastern Star, 
Grandmother - just everyone knew that. A Bitch. My 
mommy's a Bitch. I must be a Son of A Bitch, then, like 
I'd heard people say so often. I moved mother's arm off me 
and she started to sob again but quieted when I stroked her 
hair, "Don't cry, mommy. Nitey-nite ?" I waited for her 
standard response of "Sleep-tite, little Fritz!" She was asleep. 
Soon she was groaning, snoring, and talking in snatches." 
Ride high ! Ride high, Red Horse, ride ... my dearest ... 
my lover ... so sorry ... hurt so ... need you ... 
As I lay there listening, I got warm and sleepy but lay 

awake for a long time. It was like being under a metal lawn 
chair in a heavy rain safe and dry but scary. Grandmother 
and Fred were alike. They weren't all bad, but they didn't 
really care about things. Nobody really cared if you tried. 
They just wanted to boss you. Mother and I were alike, even 
if she was fat and brown-eyed. We were alike in our dreams. 
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