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The eager naUs of wind 

The Laugh 

(On reading of a workman on a skyscraper, 
who, having fallen from a scaffold many 
stories up, was heard to laugh from the 
sidewalk where he lay when he discovered 
himself to be still alive.) 

Poked at his chest, leg, hands 
--And creased his throbbing skull; 
His body turned a slow, terrific circle 
--And sung throughout the fall. 

Small birds yt!t turned upwards 
From the rising pavement, hard 
--And flexing to receive 
A foregone life, an aimless clump 
--Returned to that which gave. 

Then the spheres had intersected 
In a momentary, ancient rite 
--As blood and bones tolled 
With great heaves and mighty doubts 
--The question, how bold! 

The following peace was not of life 
(So well is most truth known) 
--Had not a truer prayer 
Sprung from the pulpy, tingling throat 
--And lodged in someone's ear. 

- James Harvey 
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Untitled 

When the dream dies, 
what of the dreamer? 

Brittle shards of roseate dreamstuff 
Spiral down through 

A wailing sky - a sky 
Lamenting in golden shades 

Of burnished sorrow. 

Twisted souls of transluscent idealists 
Are seared in 

Pools of heat-washed pain. 
Tears for those living in an 

Emerald Paradise - of fools. 

When the dreamer dies, 
what of the dream? 
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A Lament for Marite 

Pussycat held by masters unbeknownst within the grey and 
concrete stall: 

To the lady in the bleared TV who, contained, does not mean: 
To little Marite who lies virginally prone on the side of 

her transluscent window: 

Darkness cries like a tortured black man 
Running scared through our naked streets, 
And the redness touches roses to this paper and my pen 
Submarine intimacy on a bed within this room, 

and the redness still is roses 
on this paper in my hand. 

Fritos shine with laughter of three heads within my bed, 
And a Casey groans with childbirth, 

a Caesarian on TV. 
Newsworthy are the couplets born to couples public now, 
And contraceptives fly wild. 

This is the psychopathic jet on our trip 
beyond the realm 

That gulfs wisdom to the Truth. 
Now my rags crawl slowly with my stomach 

up and down; 
People with alien hearts take a Jack-in-the-Black 

for their pains, 
But I laugh in smoke rings, and I draw upon the pipe: 
A meerschaum wonder High of Latakia 

which can only pass on Being 
From the fire within the brain. 
Levels fly and merge themselves and pass, 
As the wind flows over brown fields of tobacco 

that look like wheat, 
So they pass and blend, till resolution reached, 
Till a solid and transparent field ices, 
Cold as the diamond of Socrates' brain: 
Pain, to walk the graveyard in the Negro eyes of night. 

Now a quietness upon the pen, a stillness in the room 
Even while the red light glows 
And in contentment there he rolls 

upon the bed. 
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A window to a snowy morn to a child today nine years old, 
A Christmas Day, a new game to play, 
Like a Johnson's at 3:00a.m. 

Now there's a bird on the rug on my floor 
That soars up to beyond the high. 

Nothing morel 
To hold my breath: 
You todabuk of waddalonn; 
And remember the ammonia of the scrubwoman's high. 
Please Lord don't let me die 
But he dropped his high and splattered 
Downward upon the red cement. 

Theopolis was a boy of nine 
Who for Christmas wanted an erector set; 
Father give me Santa and an erector, 
Then no goddammit unless you're good. 
Surprise was none at an, 
So he took a gun and shot old pa 
Till the snow ran red with blood 
Like the red of my rug. 

Told the story of a Red Goldberg story 
Of a young man virgin that takes 
Orgasm and climax together, and fades 
Into burning grass and odor of wine. 
Emlly Post would frown in good company 
At his imitation of an elephant and a bulldog: 
Audience, demand me, with Suzy Clink 

doing her imitation of an elephant 
And Bill Brown doing his Buster Brown bulldog. 
A group of animals, seated here, of frogs recorded, 
Like Jim Kow askel and his drum and kettle band. 

Check in Charlie every 5 minutes so that 
we know you're alive: 

The Board of Directors has complied and 
demands a statement of life. 

Am I living? No, because I 
did not report, and so they 
climb over my nose to look for breath. 
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The level of human empathy, 
And a groan cradled by two folded 

arms upon the breast; 
Purple stains float like umbrellas 

on the rain glaze on my eyes, 
At a depth below my hardened toes 
And my Arabized nose. 
Where are you, but I forget though I 

really should find out. 
But here the dream fades, Doctor, 

because your nurse reminds me 
closely 
of Disney's Mary Poppins: 

Beautiful, with her pad cause the third 
world war's insane. 

Hey--are you all beatniks? 
Cause my mother said you were. 
--Don't walk hunchupped, Uke you're afraid of me? 
All I do 1s line up my hands and repeat 
•atmme a Uttle--" But I forget, 
Because it is not important. 
It is not important at all. 

- Norm Buntaine 
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To a House Man 

Solitude that lasts you lifelong's 
a puzzling price ror fetching songs 
of rue, un-done dust, and wrongs 
of war toward lovely lads and strong. 

I, ill-treated and in trouble 
(When hearing you, I quiver treble, 
thinking, •Not in peace he's huddled 
whose house the hungry worms have riddled"), 
wm let be, won't tread those dreams now; 
But tell, what comfort fan your themes now? 
You abed there, what truth seems now? 

-Ron Spann 
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Two for Nijinsky 

L 

An x-ray of his foot showed that he had 
Bones of no human structure. A foot for flying. 
For springing and leaping. Bones of a bird's foot. Incredible. 
As though not a creature of earth: supernatural. 
Granted to dance here a season, as long as loved. 
I think of the voice within him which so few heard. 
Because it was wordless, a bird's voice, purely musical: 
•I love you out there. o, hear me! I love you all. 
I will put on costumes, I will leap for your sake, 
And play whatever parts you'd have me play. 
See, now I am the Faun whose heart will break, 
Now I am the spectre of the rose you wore to last night's ball. 
Je suis celui qui meurt s'il n'est pas aime." 
I think of him in Paris, as Petrouchka. 

II. 

Awkward off-stage, he once tried speaking sincerely 
His admiration for a lady at a London party, 
And must have been astonished at her laugh. 
He had seen her long-necked beauty, a Modigliani, 
And thought of graceful creatures in a distant country. 
•Madame is lovely," he said. •Like a giraffe." 

The British tittered, and Madame no doubt 
Went off discreetly with one of the lead-foot louts 
Who told her things that she could understand. 
Nijinsky returned to Paris and to his masks; 
Went mad, at last, from playing so many roles 
He no longer knew how not to pretend. 

- Mary Klepser 
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Orpheus 

Tragic-but not really surprising-to be still alone, after all 
that. It was doomed to failure. He was not a God, or even a god, and to 
stand against Hades-the ultimately destroying love driving him ever 
deeper-was sheer folly. He must have known. He lost, as was destined, 
for he was not Zeus, nor even Asclepius. 

He died then, I think. Surely he never again sang so sweetly. 
Only more beautifully-with sorrow. He was dead long before he 
reached Thessaly. What else could he do, but die, when every note, even 
of his Lament, found a mocking echo in the raucous laughter of the gods. 

- Jerre Wilgus 
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Poem 

Herd mills about coffee sUo 
Filling china buckets with 
Friendship solace rest; 
Sits in weather grey stall 
Nourished on straw rumor; 
Heat of close-packed bodies 
Binding herd against innate fear 
Of bitterness without. 

- Terri White 
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The Young Man and the Shirt 

The young man came into the kitchen. The ironing board was 
in the kitchen. The young college man with a sour pasty face had 
some ironing to be done. The ironing board sat in silence waiting 
for him. 

He came to where the ironing board waited. He spread his 
shirt upon it and looked at it for along time. The light in the kitchen 
hurt his eyes. The light in the kitchen has always hurt my eyes, 
he thought. All light hurts my eyes, and yet they are good. I have 
studied the books by them for many hours, he said to himself. The books 
had often hurt his eyes. But they were still good eyes all the same. 

With his right hand he took hold of the iron. As he grasped 
it with his firm big-knuckled hand he knew it was good. And yet 
it w.as not good. The plug of the iron was not in the socket of the wall. 
With a frown he made this right and it was good again. 

From where he stood he could see the bold wrinkles along the 
collar rising and falling from the nat surface of the ironing board. 
•I shall begin here, • he said. • As a beginning it is as good as any 
other place on this cotton shirt, not so?• 

And so that was where he began. He made the slow movements 
of the sleepy young college man as he pressed forward and drew back 
on the iron several times. Then he took away his iron to look at the 
work he had done. The young man smiled. •I have made the collar 
smooth. The collar was rough and wrinkled but I have made it smooth." 

He sighed and gazed up at the light overhead. n still hurt 
his eyes. That is nothing, he told himself. My eyes are good. Did I not 
show how good they were during the midterms? During the midterms 
my eyes hurt often. Yet they are stm good. •sut this is no time to 
think of the midterms or of the tired eyes," he said aloud. 

Next he looked at the sleeves. And in the same way he took 
his handsome black iron in his big-knuckled right hand and brou&ht 
it down upon the sleeves of the shirt. As he worked the young tired 
face tightened in its effort to do the work well. Soon he straightened 
up and looked keenly at the sleeves of the shirt. 
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•oh damn!• the young man said, which is something the college 
students say when the thing is not going well. 

There were wrinkles stUl in the sleeves. The young man saw 
many wrinkles. Some were old wrinkles and some were new wrinkles 
he had just made himself. He thought of the old shirt on the back of the 
great silent ironing board and smiled. •You are a wonderful and 
strange animal, • he said to the shirt. •I love you and I respect you but 
I wUl iron you before you kill me.'' 

He finished the sleeves and turned the shirt so that he could 
do the great back of it. He could feel that his hand on the iron was 
growing cramped. The work will have to end soon, he thought. 

In long sweeps he pressed the b3.ck of the shirt into wonderful 
flatness. •Thank God the wrinkles are leaving now with less complaint," 
the young man said. He could feel the. pain in his hand more now. 
•n wUl not be long now, hand. Please wait, friend. This great shirt 
wUl be overcome soon. He is weakening.'' 

The young man was weakening too. But then he began to pity 
the wonderful shirt he was ironing. You would not surrender ever, 
would you, old animal, he asked. You will make me be a man before you 
give up, not so, great shirt? I respect you for that then. I must be a man. 
If only this one thing I must be a man. 

He turned to the great heaving sides of the shirt next and began 
to work. He worked without speaking. His mouth was too dry and his 
hand was too sore and his eyes were too tired and his heart was heavy 
with sadness. •1 am really hurting, as the Americans say," the young 
man said. 

He thought of his nice room that was up the stairs and of the 
warm bedintheroom.Hecouldnotkeep his mind off these things. I must 
keep my mind off these things, he thought. I must iron this shirt. That 
is all. I must iron this shirt before this shirt irons me. 

The cramped hand clutched the great iron in pain. The last 
strokes were being made. The young man could see the end of the 
work coming. 
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And then 1t was over. The old young man held up the great 
shirt. •You are a great enemy and a great friend," he said. • And I am 
a great man. You were rough and I have made you smooth." He looked 
at the shirt again. •well, pretty smooth," he said. 

He praised the handsome iron. -you were a great and strong 
friend. The shirt would be wrinkled even now had it not been for you." 
Even the light is my friend, he thought. The great bare light which 
hurts my eyes though they are still good. 

He turned the light off. He rubbed the cramped hand and 
spoke to it. Then he took the shirt in his other hand and went to bed. 
That night he dreamed of the evenings better spent. 

- James Harvey 
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On Parting 

As the sleet halfshod slips 
Over my splintered mooring 
The balloon bursts again 
And st111 another, flashing, 
Crashing-as if by its Grendelian 
Fury to counter feeling quietly 
Persisting. For he and I 
One for ever though alone 
Speak yet not 

- Tina Roose 
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Upon aTime, Old Women 

When we are knitting, gray squint-wrinkles by the hearth-side, 
with knotted fingers, 

(Wedding-ring glint, children in bed, and the endless rocking) 
Casting off ends of a wool-soft, warm-easy lifetime, stitch after 

stitch unmissed, a stir in the embers 
(Chime of the clock, eat at our feet, and the endless rocking) 
Will set us to thinking of gown-whispers, wine goblets, hair that 

was long and golden, 
That Palace Ball foolishness-sabre-nash, slipper-wish, flirt 

with a fate forbidden; 
Then shall come yarn-dolls, and fables to tell to the children: 
Tales of the Royal Princess, of ermined women. 

- Mary Klepser 
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Untitled 

Feeble wisps of laughter 
Trickle down the gutters of my 

Back-alley existence. 
I know the nine billion 

Names of God 
Yet I don't dare repeat them, 

And the other monks are talking 
Of my cowardice. 

And yet they are cowards, too, 
For I am unclean, 

And have lived in the city. 

But stlli the laughter-
The thrice-cursed laughter

Batters my blinded ears. 
I would run from the monastery 

But there is only the vlllage
Or the cliff. 

- Jerre Wllgus 
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Facade 

Ugly 
wrought-iron tree 

leers over 
the park. 

No longer green -
timber dead, 

Only cardboard strong. 
The forestry dept. 

will see 1t 
gnawed 

to a wooden puddle 
1n the dirt. 

Tired skeleton 
would not be 

dismembered 
if 

it had the strength 
of its 
appearance. 

- Nancy Lombus 
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Poem 

SUpping blithely from acne to wrinkles, 
pearl necklaces growing Uke fungi, she never 
thought of age until vulgar death appeared at 
the servants' entrance. 

- Jerre Wilgus 
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Poem 

What strange quintessence, what ambergris 
Was it in me like smoke 
Or lurking in the air before the storm. 
Or what freakish leak in the cosmos 
Where figments of time and depth zones 
Where foul and fair and murky air zones 
Collide slOwly and painfully. 

Again, as tigers leapt and monkeys swung from trees 
Splotches and torn patches of blue showed through the ragged leaves 
Over the left shoulders of swinging monkeys 
And fell on the buttermilk skin of fallen trapeze artists 
Unttl it was difficult to tell which was shadow 
And where their leopard skin costumes. 

In a nearby lake swans with black necks barked 
Stop start, stop start 
The trapeze artist (and sometimes dancer) 
Slowly swooned and died 
Her spotted costume off slid while 
The shadows stayed covering her butter and milk lying there 
Impossible to tell 
As a tiger bounded past the damp trunk of a tree. 

- Carolyn Klug 
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Le Voyou 
He returned, and saw, 

under the 
sun, 

that the race is not 
to the sw 1ft, 

nor the battle 
to the strong. 

And saw, under the 
streetlamps, 

that sweets are 
not to the sweet, 

nor alms 
to the poor. 

And then forth, a pilgrim 
once more; 

down to the burnished 
banks of 

the glassy-green river. 
On the other side, 

there is jungle. 

Rioting greens falling 
in endless sea-spray, 

never reaching the shore 
of loam. 

Cities drowned in 
rainbow vines 

while the native snakes 
swim through. 

And the alien 
pilgrim 

finds welcome. 

And a returning, -
again returned, -

the pilgrim 
now blinded by 

the rhapsody of growth, 
of life. 

For a while. 
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This is Just to Try to Say 
(to William Carlos Williams) 

Forgive me poet 
I have spent a month 
In your farmland 
Watched the young fruits fall 
And made acquaintance with the farmhands. 

Now I leave 
With plums in a 
Red wheelbarrow 
Peek back at the chickens 
And, panting, 
Await a new rain. 

- Ronald Sharp 
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Poem 

When I leave I shall go in the new-fallen snow 
When the sky is a sea of tar, 
Before the blood of your broken dawn 
Clots over the morning star. 

When the broken shards of icy light 
Pierce your eyes, stanch their violent flow, 
For those who have wept have never seen 
The trail in the new-fallen snow. 

- Inara Kazeks 
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Finis 

And thus, it seems, the 
masque 

has ended again. 
Petrouchka ! ases -

so what is new? 
It's in the script

he's had 
the part enough times. 

By now 
he should have it memorized. 

•Exit 2.!! cue. • 
But 

he missed his cue, 
and forgot 1t was an 

act. 
Is he to be 

blamed for 
believing her lines? 

- Jerre WUgus 
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Talk with a Man with a Notebook 

"Why burn that candle at her feet?" he asked, 
Pencil poised over the notebook 
Into which he would condense a cathedral. 
"Because I marvel at," I said, •an beauty, 
And she is beautiful. • 

"But is her beauty 
Gothic or Baroque? These things, you know, 
Must be defined." 

I lost my temper at him. 
"Forget the definitions; see how the robe 
Cascades about her body, see how the Babe 
Rests laughing in her arms; and seeing her smile at him, 
Smile too; be for an instant that Lady, 
Or be the hand that formed her comeliness, 
Or be the comeliness. • 

"Renaissance, perhaps?" 

- Mary Klepser 
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August Evening, 1965 

Hollow and soft, the unreckoning night 
Cited its timeless pearl among the shadows, 
Subsected by the branches of tallest trees, 
And offered it, subtle as a cold caress 
Winding from the bells of brittle saxophones. 

- James Harvey 
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"The Cleveland Indians would like to welcome ... " 

Narrations, concerning the cubscouts arrived 
Early by chartered bus. In the left-field grandstands, 
Dreamed of all week, today they crunch crackerjacks 
And neglect the toy that once itself was 

Joy. No more--they pound fist into mitt, pop, pop, 
And await the ball: they want the foul, 
Unplayable ball to cherish forever 
Undlrtied by the pure smudge of the playground. 

- Ronald Sharp 




