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I'm from Missouri 
I bled for a long time 
at first ·: .. slowly. 
Only oecasional lapses 
then ... 
a sudden quietness. 

They said it was all 
imagination; 
One does "not" bleed 
words ... 
I'm not convinced. 

They think explanations 
serve a purpose- 
as if sanity depended 
on understanding­ 
give them time. 

I see some who know, 
mute people 
sitting under the 
trees ... 
All drained out. 

Others keep trying 
to grind phrases, 
pretending they're not 
dead ... 
But I'm not convinced. 

Alex Newman 
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Tis the Season 
By Marianne Pelc 

Everyone was standing around trying to decide where 
Mary and Joseph should go. Mrs. Gibbs thought De­ 
cember 20th was too early to put baby Jesus in his crib, 
and Father Gorden wanted the Christmas tree lights to 
outline the eighteen foot cross outside the church. He and 
Mr. Gariboldi were discussing how slippery the roof of 
the church was and the hazards involved in walking 
across it to reach the cross. It had been snowing heavily 
for an hour, and the mumbling voiced their concern about 
anyone going up on the roof. Mr. Gibbs had just fin­ 
ished hanging choir angels on the telephone poles in the 
parking lot. He worked for the telephone company, and 
as he put it, "could climb in any weather". He lit a 
White Owl and yelled to Father Gorden who was 
trudging up a ladder to the roof, "Why don't you let us 
men do that Father, you're going ro kill yourself up 
there." Father Gorden backed slowly down the ladder. 
'Tm going inside for awhile, do whatever you like. I'm 
so tired, I just can't do everything on my own, carry the 
weight all the time," he said, 'Tm like a dead battery, 
I ... I need to be recharged." He kicked the wet snow 
off his shoes and hurried into the church. "They should 
have never sent him to this parish," Mrs. Feeny said, "he 
just doesn't know how to communicate with the people." 
"I wish Father Petz was still here, I just loved him, this 
one is so unfriendly." "Well I think he's having a nervous 
breakdown," Mrs. Gibbs interrupted, "did you see how 
emotional he got, he just doesn't have the personality for 
a priest. Why he was actually crying at Mass one-day." 

I knew no more work would get done outside so I went 
inside to see how the tree decorating was coming along. 
My mother was busy sawing tree trunks so they would 
fit into the stands. The three Gariboldi children had 
started to decorate one tree next to the altar. They seemed 
to think that a plastic poinsettia would look very nice at 
the top of the tree. "We Don't Want that plastic poin­ 
settia up there, Linda, "I heard my mother say in a fa­ 
miliar tone. I knew the kid got the message, just like my 
brothers and I always did. "That little snip is bound and 
determined to put that damn flower on that tree," my 
mother whispered to me as she prepared to saw another 
trunk. Just then. the decorated tree started to tip, and she 
ran off to catch it before it fell. 

I walked to the back of the church and went into the 
soundproof cry room. I was finally alone and sat down 

next to a miniature clay cave that everyone prayed would 
dry. in time to shelter Mary, Joseph, and the baby. I was 
trzrmg to decide what made me come and participate in 
this chaos. Afterall, I was an agnostic, but I suppose it 
~as just one of those times when I was really down and 
figured that a word to the man upstairs, just for the heck 
of it, wouldn't hurt. Besides, it was Christmas time, what 
better place to begin anew, throw off the old and be re­ 
born into faith and all that. 

I knew when I came home for Christmas break and 
asked my mother to wake me for 8: 00 a.m. mass she 
ne~rly went _into shock. I'd had twelve years of "good" 
solid .Catholic education, and my parents were convinced 
t~at 1~ was a total waste of time and money. The only 
time it seemed that a religious "happening" had taken 
place within me was when I announced at my eighth 
grade graduation party that I wanted to enter the con­ 
vent. This brought about a reaction of laughter and tears', 
and nothing was ever said about it again. After that the 
Providence High School for girls· put me in a navy blue 
uniform and saddle shoes and for the next four years gave 
me D's in Religion I-IV. Notes were sent home that I 
wasn't producing up to my maximum potential, and it 
seemed like I was always getting sent on little visits to the 
Polish priest who used to be an alcoholic; or chosen to 
carry the nun's book bag, or take down the Christmas 
tree in the convent. I figured out right away that theY 
were using the "be a friend" psychology on me. 

When I was well into my Junior year of high scho?l. 
I had developed quite a fine reputation as the only atheist 
in the school. I wrote themes denouncing religion and 
God as unnecessary to man's existence. I put my ideas 
into action by not receiving holy communion when the 
entire student body was herded into the gym for first 
Friday mass. Later I became a little bolder and skipped 
mass completely by hiding in the girl's washroom. The 
nuns always came in and checked for ditchers, but I al­ 
ways stood on the toilet so they couldn't see my feet wherl 
they looked under the door of each stall. Every SundaY 
a battle royal ensued concerning my attendance at mass. 
I usually conceded because my father became quite irate. 
and I had no plans of being a fanatic about the issue or 
ending up a martyr for my cause. "Father Gorden came 
ove~ today," my mother would say, "he asked me w~Y, 
you re not attending mass. How do you think I feel.. 
Her eyes would always fill with tears, and I knew th15 
was a really big thing with her. I didn't know why she 
got so upset; I figured it was my life and I should be 
free to choose. 
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. Things continued like this till my graduation from 
high school, then no more was said about it and I slept 
on Sunday mornings. My parents and I had very little 
communication about important things. Or at least things 
that seemed important to me. Everytime I'd get up the 
courage to tell them an important decision, they would ~Tr the same way they did at my graduation party. 

on't be crazy, you're just going through a stage," my 
mother would say. How well I remember, the convent 
stage, the Peace Corps stage, the atheism stage, and the 
psychiatrist stage. · 

•• 
The ground was covered with a fine white blanket of 

snow, only the sidewalk outside the church had been 
~arred by humanity. I went outside to see how the hang­ i'.1~ of the lights was coming along. The idea for out­ 
hnin~ the cross had been abandoned, and the lights were 
ang1ng from the matrix of the cross like a single stream­ 

~r on a maypole. They ran from that point at an angle 
0 the roof of the awning over the entrance. On this 
~oof, Mr. Gibbs was being guided by several onlookers as 
bo Where the blinking statues of Mary and Joseph should 
e placed. Father Gorden had also ascended to the roof 

bnd Was putting a large brick in the crib so it would not 
e blown away by a sudden gust of wind. Inside, my 
~other was spraying the trees with artificial snow so they 
u oul~ look realistic. Some of the children were sweeping 
h P pine needles and broken ornaments, and others were 
s anging wreaths. I went upstairs to the choir loft and 
i at down at the big pipe organ. I was just about to break 
/1to a chorus of Misty when I heard Father Gorden's 
vl·c~ly voice yell at some children who were blowing out 
igiI candles. 

th'! couldn't believe everything that was happening. Was 
Wis Where one came to think, meditate, find peace? It 
r as all so chaotic, so much what I didn't want. I was 
deal~y trying to believe, I hope HE knew that I was. I B°E t know what kind of a person this God was or what 
k Wanted. Could he possibly enjoy people singing off c~h' f1;1nerals, green winter coats with purple spring hats, 
S ect1ons, tithing, the same expressionless faces every 
JB~ty, blinking plastic statues and neon signs flashing 
w S SAVES, BABY! I didn't know, all I wanted 
th~s Peace; none of the options. All I wanted was for 
onis Jesus to zap up right in front of me and put his hand 
I d~y shoulder and say let's go get some coffee and talk. 
th 1dn't think that was asking too much. Just to have 
we chance to ask him a few questions, see if he really 
!vi~nted the church decorated, and if it was okay to play 
isty on the pipe organ, and would I ever fall in love 

and get married or should I have entered the convent. I 
mean I couldn't be the only person who thought this 
stuff. I just wanted to ask him good human stuff, things 
that happen to people, not lambs of God. What if I 
brought a nice Jewish boy home, would he give me a 
break. 

The lights in the church began to dim one by one. All 
the children ran outside to play in the snow. The trees 
were in place, the clay cave was dazzling under a pink 
spotlight, Mary and Joseph sat contentedly on the roof 
blinking to their heart's content, and the choir angels 
watched over Father Gorden as he maneuvered his riding 
lawnmower with the scoop on the front through the 
snowdrifts in the parking lot. 

"Well, I'm glad that's over with," my mother said. 
"I wish these people would leave their kids home, they 
mess up everything." She stood at the back of the church 
and gazed at all the decorations. "It looks nice, doesn't 
it," she said. 
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•• 

people go to parties 
just as Remora sucks all sharks the same 

so do i drift from man 
to man, 
with- 
out a 
loss, 
with- 
out a 
gam. 

now tell me about L'Eclipse! 

just as the King snake sheds skin unaware, 
so do i exchange old modes 

of feeling 
for new 
with­ 
out a 

thought or catch of breath. 
S. E. Mitchell 
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Oedipus Chromatos 
Scene: It is winter. A few leafless trees on a painted 

backdrop. Stark blacks, whites and grays. Oedipus 
emerges stage right dressed in rags. His face is a 
sty lized mask; the eyes are black rings. The Sphinx 
waits, stage left, her robe gray, her eyes' painted huge 
and blue. The lights, initially bright, dim to dark­ 
ness leaving the two at the extremes of the stage in 
the white light of the spots. 

Oedipus 
What by day (the sun a chip 
Of white pain, sharp prick 
To the soft eye) moves slowly 
Through these corridors of light? 
And what in the name of God 
(A name like turpentine on the 
Tongue, or spit in blood from 
A murky lung-when cold-I cough 
Alone against my pillow and 
Am old) what in that name 
Moves through these vestibules of night? 

Sphinx 
What moves in dimly lighted halls perhaps 
And late in those dark hours pending morning, 
In alleys, coalbins, cellars, shades of night, 
Impending blackness of storms- 
Is bait for the eye to nibble on; 
In urnbral fading forms, when caught by chance 
A sideward glance reveals a flutter in the darkness 
Sun conceals. Only look-you have but to fix 
The moth-darkness with the sharp pricks 
Of your eyes to find 
But I forget 
That you are blind. 

•• 

h' The light on the Sphinx goes out. Oedipus follows 
18 spot to center stage. 

Oedipus 
If traveling blindly 
M1 a~ked me in the eyes of others, 
f in my flapping cloak 
My poor frame was but casual 
RI etninder of universal shame, 

then have stood alone 
On windy nights and sheltered 

Under tattered roofs against the rain 
And felt a pain-that this being so­ 
l could bear. But, if under the 
Pelting sun every droplet colors 
Merely to white the sto~es they 
Go upon, if when day is done 
No yellow glimmer of noon 
Follows them through 
The deep alcoves of night- 
Then I am a polite . . . fiction 
That had at best be done- 
Old Oedipus who for a while 
Bethought himself to have cracked 
The Sphinx's smile. 

The lights gradually grow brighter revealing a golden 
palace and stately columns, flowering trees and_ a blue sky 
swarming with huge white cloud_s on t_he pa~i:ted back­ 
drop. The Sphinx is gone and figures m smiling masks 
have moved onto the stage from the right and left, peasants 
and children who pantomime work and play. 

Oedipus 
And yet I can not bear to pass. 
When I was King and it was spring 
The dawn was a roseate grin 
Spreading at noon into golden laughter, 
And in my palace pleasing patterns, 
Meanders, banters, and brocades 
Sang to my eye; 
The afternoon sun over cloud-shapes 
Floating on a bridge of blue 
Shone through the colorless air 
And-diffuse-collected images of 
Every wave, and everywhere bright colors 
leapt from gaudy folds of old tapestries 
hung low-all sprawling i~ my eye . 
When in the seven-gated city once with 
My queen I rode in splendor long ago . 
So now, perhaps ... and on this common 

ground. 
(points to the workers and children) 

Perhaps here within my grasp 
And on this social plain I too 
With migrant Mexicans, workers in the fields 
Or in the arbors plucking down the yellow fruit, 
May pluck a fruit for transport- 
Even blindly 
Or in the daily chore, 
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The round routine of office 
Or of factory- may build 
Once more my palace among men­ 
In the shrill of children 
Search out my colors once again . . 

(the lights go out abruptly) 

The backdrop shows the winter scene again. !he pa~­ 
tomimists' movements are awkward and spasmodic. T~eu 
smiling masks have been exchanged f~r masks on which 
drooping black frowns have been painted. At the . ad­ 
vance of the Sphinx from stage lef.t to center sta.ge Oedipus 
moves to stage right among the children .: T~e lights slow­ 
ly dim to darkness throughout the Sphinx s speech. 

Sphinx 
Magnificent! 
Your children are dead­ 
Lie buried in your eye­ 
But you are still under that 
Yellow cloud, even here 
Where fireblight flashes 
Across the skin of the pear 
And where men breathe the common round­ 
The day-to-day-you come as one 
Whose sight was ever dull, who would 
In some mute, scarred prostitute 
See a queen and take his love 
Against an alley wall and 
Call it blessed, who yet beholds 
A pattern in the greasy folds of 
Coveralls and promise in a Fieldhand's 
Empty laughter; 
Even after the fruit is gone you find 
Old resplendence in the rind. 
Are all the senses blind? 
Do you not touch the rotten pulp 
Or smell the stink thereof? 

These are winter days 
And between the early and the late 
The tragic and elate move not 
To the lavish music of your thought; 
There is no. ·life i11 the extreme. 
What moves, old man, moves in its own 
Despite-mad Oedipus in a ragged coat 
Who finds delight in the swift rolling 
Of his dead eye. 

Oedipus advances to the center spot. He has torn his 
mask away. The face is one of an old man with long 
white hair. The Sphinx retreats to stage left and as Oedi­ 
pus speaks colored lights begin to play upon the stage, 
growing brighter and more vivid until the entire scene 
-workers, children, winter backdrop-is illuminated, 
transfigured by color. 

Oedipus 
I will not give it all away! 
It is an eye more dead than mine 
That stops the play of light 
Across the commonal- 
And eye of night, a Sphinx's eye 
That holds in thrall the prismic 
Potentialities of Fall. Autumnal 
Essenses are distilled in colors . . . 
Shall I run through all the seasons, 
Even blind, and not find in winter­ 
This caustic winter-wherein leaves 
A' quiver die and branches spare, 
High-pointing to bare sky trace out 
In black and white and gray 
The sharp chiarascuro of a winter day 
In this not find the colors left behind? 
The earth is indigo and the sea, 
The winter sea is green, no . . . ultramurine. 
My queen a woman of the streets? 
My plain song toccata of deceits? 
All my improvisation a puff, a boast, 
A soft lie? 
I mean to raise this fantasy 
Aloft, and as I go let play 
The gold flambeau . . . 

But know it is the eye 
Of mind that is the source 
Of light; it colors, not the sun, 
Not this external eye- 
And knowing, undeceived, accept 
The fantasy as fantasy and live it­ 
Court it in the night with 
Candlelight-Happy Oedipus who finds 
Delight in the swift rolling of his 
Creative eye. 

(Exit the Sphinx whirling and clutching at 
herself as if in pain at these words and at tb~ 
colors which swirl over her cloak, no longe 
gray) . l Richard si« e Curtain. 
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Prisoner 
Soul, a caged animal, paces 
across my mind 
baring its teeth 
looking for fight, 
prisoner of chains 
of leisure 
unable to break 
them by work, 
searching for something, 
for some body, but 

finding nothing. 
Stephen Newton 
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Calling For Elijah 
Jesus despaired 
before he died- 
a door slammed shut 
the sudden draft 
extinguished 
his brain's candles one by one 
like dominoes toppling 

over 
each 

other 
until 
only the insane grin of Alice's cat remained­ 
and that fading too 

Andrew Niekrasz 
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Pope Paul VI 
Wooden cross 
in death hangs 

pendant 
from the wall, 

pontiff 
hanging too, 
unerring, lessblood, 
skull capped 
within life's trinity, 

you are v1rgrn , 
to the world, cold, 
stoned in the confessional, 

wooden cross 
of plywood sin, 
christ and I 
communal on the wall, 
transfigured, 
the only begotten sun. 

James Minor 
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World of Guano 
By Dennis Dillow 

A cold June rain falling soft on the Quonset hut locker 
room. Ganderville on the wooden bench under bright 
humming electric bulb, face in hands, praying for miracles 
of sleep. What kind of life is this for me. Twenty year 
old college boy working hours like these. Eleven in the 
god-damn night to the seven o'clock of another day. 
Never enough sleep, sick from wanting it. Whoever in­ 
vented eleven-to-seven surely never had to work it. He 
should be shot down like a dog. In the street like a dog ... 

Ganderville nodded, snapped awake and joined the 
line to the time clock. At least this will be the sixth 
night, the last one. Tomorrow morning - Saturday 
morning - and a taste of beer, a shake of the leg and 
a nice sound sleep at night when a man was meant to 
sleep. 

The morning streets washed clean and Ganderville 
bounding up the cement steps ahead of the ol~er workers. 
Vaulting the chicken wire fence of the .parkmg lot a.nd 
buzzing off home for a Saturday mc:rnmg sho:"er with 
an early sun in the face. To hell with galvamzers and 
Northwestern Steel fj Wire. 

He had meant to stop for a half dozen doughnuts but 

was home all the same without them. It'd have to be 
Wheaties again, the last dusty dregs at that. But what 
the hell, it was Saturday morning and Sunday night's first 
eleven-to-seven was a thousand miles away. 

During breakfast the phone rang and Ganderville near­ 
ly upset his chair as he sprang to answer it. Might be 
Sullivan with a party lined up. But on second thought, 
no. Not this early. 

It was his mother's voice, far away and faint as a fading 
record. Yes. yes, he was fine. No, he hadn't missed any 
work. No, of course he hadn't thrown any parties. 
(Hadn't had time.) Everything's fine. You'll be home 
in a few days? Yes, Aunt Suzie's phone number if he 
needs anything. Stay out of trouble now, good-bye. My 
God, you'd think that he was twelve years old. 

The Mister and Missus were spending the annual t~~ee 
week vacation at Aunt Suzie's, driving back and forth 
from the ball park in St. Louis, ,a couple of flat beers from 
paper cups, a somehow-they-always-taste-better-there hot­ 
dog and why can't you make cornbread like your sister, 
May, haw, haw, another ball game the next day ... 

Good God, Mother, how do you stand it? You don't 
even like baseball. Let alone beer. Leave me out of it 
and let me have my Saturdays. 

After breakfast Ganderville settling· his bones in the 
easy chair for another page or two of tasteless trash. Be 
had stolen the paperback. Couldn't face the woman at 
the counter. And now a harmless erection and putting 
the book aside with sleep dragging on his eyes. A few 
quick hours of oblivion, Ganderville, and you'll hit the 
town. No use fighting sleep. Like the one time last sulll:i 
mer when you drank coffee and washed your face unti 
you were a wreck, jumpy and miserable all day. You 
can spare a few hours. Maybe four at the most. Get .up 
around noon. Old Sullivan will have something going 
by then. 

He woke in a sweat a little past noon and thought of 
the air conditioner he had forgotten to turn on. He swung 
his legs from the bed and knew then he. should sleep a 
little longer but then, no, can't afford losing another hoUf· 
Give Sullivan a call. 

And Ganderville thought ahead with his quizzical grt 
of maybe two gals in shorts they pick up along the ro~ ' 
and Sullivan giving each of them a cold beer from the ice 
chest on the front seat. Gracious giggles and then. n°• 
better not have any more, says she, makes me dizzy. you 
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