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Art Redding

Two Poems
The Land of the Lotus Eaters
for Kiki
We were in Tunisia then; the dawn
Rose early towards the start of winter,
And I with it. I would drink Tunisian
Wine on the vestibule, watch the pleasureCraft scar the morning sea in their hurtle
To Hammamet upon the point north.
I did not envy their rush. The sun hot
And high, you would rise, bathe, refresh
The world, turn up the blankets of our bed,
And, hand in my hand, take me to the beach.
I didn't think much of our hotel, nor
(For that matter) the people in it:
Double-knitted tourists who spoke flurries
Of foreign languages; certain sunbaked Welsh
With wall-eyed kids, fans of yours I guess;
The Britisher's you'd flirt with; pubescent
German girls; waiters who, on their off
Days, took us to the seedy side of town.
Do you remember Biff, the Achean giant,
Who wished to hurl the six of us from the
The porch when we arrived? Or the national
Football star, whose sister was "married
To the hotel?" The roly-poly little Arab
We called Chicken McNugget? These and
Others huddled in their breakfast frenzy
At the white tables dotting the veranda.
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We would shuffle through the people and the
Green bushes to the brown beach where
The camel jockeys grouped here and there,
Black-burnoosed by driftwood fires glowing
Still, though midmorning's haze had settled.
We would salute and share a smoke, perhaps
A drink from my bottle, toss the American
Football I had given them back and forth.
Once we took a ride on the lumbering beasts —
Five Dinars-up the gully from the sand
Through orchards of lemons and orange
And purple flowered hills; high to a ridge
We rode and saw, to our left, the Sea:
Wine-dark as Homer says, for he knew
That to be drunk was to be lost and
Rocking on such waters —we were, Kiki,
When like novice dipsomaniacs we took
The cumbrous windsurf boards out past
Sight of shore. Those beasts threw us;
Who could stand such peace?
We floundered in the wine-dark seas:
To our right, the Sahara.
Goodbye to the camel jockeys. Keep the bottle.
We walked along the water's edge and the
Waves would curl behind us and erase
The path we made. You wrapped a long
Beach towel around your hips, (these Arabs
Were not used to the sight of knees, and yours
Are the loveliest knees I know), when the
Beggar children ran behind. I gave them
Cigarettes, and whittled flutes for them
From hollow sticks they brought. At last
I gave them my pocketknife. By noon,
You were glorious.
We were in Tunisia then, and walked
Slow limbed along the beach north to
Hammamet, through the marina set
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Below the city's clifFed fort, where hawkers
Hawked their leather goods, and beads,
And lamps. We didn't buy anything,
And I had nothing left to give. We took
The high road home, and stopped at
Each resort for drinks, and were drunk
In the long warm tropic afternoon.
When I sailed from there, from you, I knew
The scars of my wake would be erased,
The waves would curl behind to wash
Away the past; I knew the tourist-dotted
Beaches would recede, and I would skim
The waves beyond your touch; I know,
And wonder at the wine-dark sea.

Joan Swimming
There was our swimming hole, Joan:
The mined earth slotted and the blue
Preserved for us to take possession.
For us the water rippled in July through
August and the quarried rock in pillars
Lined the bank for our significance,
Spoke the meaning of the water's
Edge. When you drove from those twin
Rocks you broke the tension of the terse
Water's surface; relieved, the blue
Accommodated itself to you and to
Your form. Swimming, you shape your Universe.
From where I sat on the pebbled
Bank and saw you disappear and blue
Swallow you up and lost, I suppose,
You in the quarry I had thought mine,
I thought the sun was separate from
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That pool and you from me. But let
The water live that lie: blue can't ripple
Without sun. Joan, when I can sound
Your water's voice, I will tell you this
In words that set a synthesizing glint
On every stroke you deal the fragile blue.
You are beautiful swimming, Joan. All I
Can say is swim, and let the water reply;
Set the sun singing the song in your eye.
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Geoffrey Schmidt

Two Stories
The Old Farm

PVOWN by the stream my son Joseph is throwing a hunting knife over
and over at an oak tree that must be a century old. I can see him from
the living room window, with the water moving behind him and the wide
green lawn in front. He's trying to imbed the knife in the trunk, but it isn't a
throwing knife, and I can see him getting frustrated. He bounces the handle
off of the trunk and clenches his fists and walks over to pick it up again and
back to the same exact spot with small, precise steps. Over and over. Just
like that.
He's going to be a big man, much bigger than I am now. You can see it in
his face, the way he stands, the way he walks when he's sure someone is
watching. Already he's getting small perfect muscles in his forearms. Since
he was four years old he could throw a baseball as well as most kids twice
his age. We used to go out on the front lawn and throw for hours.
I remember once asking my father if he and I would have been friends if
we had known each other as children, and that man's lovely, puzzled frown
as he looked down at me. I look at Joseph in his favorite faded workshirt,
the one his mother bought him, and his stiff new blue jeans, throwing the
knife. Joseph will never ask me that question. I lean my head on the win
dow. I wish it would rain. If it would only start to rain, then he would have
to come inside, or I would have a reason to call him in. I'm pretty sure he
wouldn't let the hunting knife get wet.
I gave him the knife as a present, the same day we went shopping for new
blue jeans. It's a Bowie, a real beauty, and I've been hoping that now we'll be
able to do some fishing together or, when it snows, track that damn raccoon
that's been raiding our trash. I'll have to teach him. I'll have to teach him a
lot of things.
When Diane and I first moved to this house, Joseph was still a year and a
month away. The house and the land for a couple of miles back from Mill
Road was owned by Judge Duffy. He gave us a good-sized amount of land
in his garden for us to do with as we saw fit, and that was the end of his
dealings with us, except to collect rent. We saw fit to plant. In early autumn
5
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we spent hours in the kitchen canning tomatoes and beans and God knows
what else. The steam always made Diane's hair curl up in light brown
ringlets. That happened in the summers, too, when the Delaware humidity
seemed to hang on your clothes and pool in your open mouth, but in the
winter, in the kitchen, with the windows fogged and the kitchen smelling of
fresh vegetables, it was strange and wonderful.
Back in the woods there were the remains of an old farm. There was a
decaying chicken coop and a crumbled well, and the ruins of several small,
stone buildings whose function I could only guess. Some of the stone walls
were still standing. I found it one day while I was running our dog through
the woods, letting him chase squirrels and sniff in the leaves and the mud by
the stream. The old farm was up from the stream and all but hidden above
and behind a large outcrop of thick, jutting rocks. At the top of the hill, and
some ways away, there was somebody's pasture. For a while, it was Joseph's
favorite place to play, until Diane walked out there once and took a look
around. She said she didn't want him to fall down the well, although there
wasn't much of a well left ;o fall into. That night in bed she confessed that
there was something about the place that frightened her. I patted her
shoulder affectionately and, I now know, condescendingly, as I did a thousand other little things.
1 had to admit, though, that there was something about the place that was
un settling. It seemed much older than I knew it could be. It seemed old
eno ugh that the Delaware Indians themselves might have built it, centuries
before any white man ever stepped foot in these low hills, though of.course
I knew that the Indians didn't build such things and that it couldn't be more
than a century old. From it's size, I thought that maybe it was where some
subsistence farmers had lived, a family, perhaps, that lived only off of what
they grew, cut off from any civilization that we know, living and dying only
with the company of their fathers and mothers and brothers and sisters,
marrying other men and women scattered like themselves through the hills
I don't know about that. I don't really know anything about how people lived
a hundred years ago. The first day I saw the place, I spent hours there,
looking inside the lopsided, roofless buildings, tracing with my eyes the
stone walls that seemed in some curious way to serve as boundaries. Near
the chicken coop there was a rust-covered plow. I remember wishing that
my father, who had been a real history buff, were still alive to see it.
When Diane and I tried to tell Joseph, who was eight then, about our
separation, he had run off to the old farm. We knew where he had gone
because I had followed him carefully, from a distance. When he hadn't
returned after several hours, I went out after him. For some reason I still
don t understand, I didn t want to approach him there, with only the woods
and the crumbling stone around us. The thought of it made me sweaty with
nerves. When I got there, he was sitting in the doorway of the chicken coop
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with his hands on his knees, staring down at the stream. He didn't look at
me until I sat next to him.
I didn't know what to say. "Joey," I said, hoping that all of the love and
pain and sadness in my voice would be able to tell him what I couldn't find
the words for.
He looked at me, expecting that I would be able to make it all clear to
him, that everything that was happening would be turned around by what
ever I was going to say next. I think we both wanted that, and we both
knew in a secret, terrified place in our souls that it wouldn't happen.
I couldn't explain it to him because I didn't understand things myself.
When I thought of Diane, I was still in love, still young, and everything was
just the way it had always been. When we were together, nothing was right.
There was a furious shame and awkwardness in everything we said to each
other. It was nobody's fault. There were a thousand things that we couldn't
seem to put to rest, and the worst thing was that we still loved each other
and even worse than that was the knowledge that Joseph would never
understand, would grow up hating us and loving us, living each day with a
confused, bitter knot somewhere in the center of himself, in just the same
way that Diane and I and most of our friends had lived our lives.
"Oh, Joey," I said and he turned away from me, knowing what was to
come. I don't remember what else I said. A lot of things that didn't help. We
both walked home in the humid twilight, silent.
For our parents, a separation was a rarity and often a scandal, and a
divorce was something that you just didn't think about. When you took the
vows, by God that was for life even if it meant that that life would be hell. I
don't say that's wrong. All I know is that Diane and I grew up in houses that
were filled with fury and wild hysteria, broken dishes and blackened eyes.
Both of us had vivid memories of lying alone in a dark room at night, listen
ing to the people we loved most spitting filth and venom at each other. We
swore not to put our own children through that, even if it meant a divorce.
And—this is what fills me with despair as I look out across the lawn at my
own son—Joseph will swear that he won't put his child through the hell of a
single parent and the hurt certainty that somehow, somehow, it is your own
fault.
It never stops. It just never stops.
One night my son camped out at the old farm. He had gotten my permis
sion grudgingly, and only because his mother was out of town visiting her
father. He was camping out with two of his school friends, and they were
good kids, I thought. Joseph knew the path and it was a clear night. He also,
even at that age, had excellent sense. I let him go. Sometime during the
night I dreamed that he had been killed. I woke up without remembering
any of the details, only the panicky certainty that my son was dead and that
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it was my fault. Even as I woke up, the silence of our house was rent by a
terrible, trembling groan that I couldn't identify for a horrible moment until
I realized it was thunder.
Then I was awake, and dressed myself in the dark, and was out the door
just as the rain began to come down in waves. I ran down the path by the
stream, stumbling and cursing and very near to panic. We nearly collided,
and all three of them screamed and damn near ran straight into the stream. I
think it was my own fright that scared them as much as it was the storm or
my sudden appearance on the path. I got them home and dried off and put
to sleep in the big, empty double-bed in our bedroom.
The next morning, after his friends had been sent home, Joseph and I
made a solemn pact that we wouldn't tell his mother. We shook hands
gravely over the kitchen table and then burst out into a wild giggling. I have
never in my life felt closer to my son than I did at that moment of sp ontaneous laughter, the joy we shared in a memory that would only belong to us.
That seems like another lifetime. My God, 1 am tired. I am tired of think
ing, of trying to rationalize this life, trying to understand how things ever
turned out this way. I am tired of breathing this stinking humid Delaware
air. I am sick to death of all my memories, the awful ugly ones for being
nothing compared to this moment as I watch my son throw a knife at what
ever it is he sees, and I am tired of the beautiful memories for the hollow
distance they impart. There is nothing but distances in my life,
Diane and I, of course, knew that, knew it was true for both of us. It was
the one thing we never foresaw, and the one thing we could never change. I
find it ironic, then, that she lives not half a mile away, in a little house on
the edge of these same woods. We both agreed that it would be important
for Joseph to know that both of his parents were close to him.
Last night I took a walk through the woods to her house, following the
path past the farm and down across the stream, the smell of pine sap in the
a,r. In the moonlight the trees were a wet black, the path dark brown and
studded with rocks. It petered out a hundred yards from her house, and I
saw a car pull into the driveway, heard two voices. I moved closer and
crouched down ,n the leaves, near the side of the house. I saw her on the
porch, kissing her new boyfriend, an English Professor at the University of
Delaware that I've met once or twice. Both of us know that we can date
other people now. We have even double-dated on occasion. Somehow,
though, Diane has boyfriends, whereas I seem to have flings with women
who always find it in themselves to look like her. Usually, I can handle it.
Last night, though, I was furious. I almost charged out of the woods at
them, and I think I might have if they hadn't gone inside at that point And
that was worse. The two of them, inside, for the night.
I crept up to the window. I was afraid of what I might see, but I couldn't
stop myself. I looked in the kitchen window and they were sitting at the
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table, drinking coffee, talking very earnestly. I saw her laugh. I saw her
throw her head back and open her mouth and laugh. He took her hand. I
ran away, into the woods, away from the steam and glow of her new kitchen,
her new laugh, and into the dark black woods.
Even as I am remembering this, I am watching Joseph throw the knife,
fiercely now, an obsession. Suddenly he looks up at me. He sees me watching
him in the window. He turns away with a little contemptuous half-shrug,
and then throws the knife at the tree with a barely controlled fury. At first I
am shocked and then I am bitterly angry —I feel the sweat break out under
my arms and on my forehead. I slam the glass so hard that I am afraid it will
break, and I shout his name. He doesn't look up. Before I know what I am
doing, I go to the door and jerk it open.
"Hey," I scream. "You son-of-a-bitch, don't you turn away from me." He
looks at me expressionlessly, then goes and pulls the knife out of the tree. It
occurs to me dimly that he has finally thrown it right, and then I pick up a
potted plant and shatter it on the asphalt of the drive. He doesn't move, he
holds the knife loosely in one hand. I start down towards him, my anger so
great that I am stiff-legged and stumbling. I haven't been like this since high
school. 1 can't account for it. I don't care. My son is holding his ground, and
still holding the knife.
All at once, when I am no more than ten yards from him, Joseph raises his
arm and turns and hurls the knife into the stream, then sprints for the
woods. For a second I am too shocked to take after him, and in that second,
all of the anger drains out of me. I think of him and me fishing, teaching
him how to skin small game, the slow painful growing together again. I look
for the knife in the stream. Then I turn and run after him.
He is fast, and frightened. I feel sick even as I chase him, knowing that I
have frightened my own son, knowing that his life is no different than mine
was. Is. I catch him just as he reaches the old farm.
He grabs one side of the doorframe of the chicken coop, and I wrap my
arms around his waist. I pull at him. For a moment he holds fast, and then
the rotten wood comes apart in his hands and we fall to the ground. We
wrestle in the leaves, and of course I am much stronger than he is. I pin him.
He screams at me, bites at me, squirms in my grip as though my very touch
burns and nauseates him. I have never in my life felt such loathing directed
at me, only at me, and from my own son.
"I . . . hate . . . you!!" he screams, each word coming out like a gasp, his
voice as shrill and snarling as something that belongs in the woods.
I take a slow breath. I am suddenly calm. There is a great stillness in me. I
feel the woods, and the shattered stone of the old farm all around us. "I
know," I say. "I'm sorry."
He grows still, and then he starts to cry. I fall gently on him, holding him,
cheek to cheek. We lie there without moving like two men who are in love,
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my face pressed to the damp leaves, sm elling the ground that generations
have passed over without ever really changing, feeling his shuddering breath
on the side of my neck, the convulsions of his grief beneath me, and accepting it, accepting it all.

Jordan
I.

A

FTER one long soft rain in the early Fall of 1950, when the dead leaves
choked the gutters with red and the streets flooded so badly that no
cars could pass his house and he himself could not get out of the driveway,
Jordan's wife Lucille tried to cut his throat while he slept. He had called in
sick to work that morning, put a case of Rolling Rock Extra Pales in the
refrigerator, and waited until they were cold. By about three o'clock that
afternoon he decided to take a nap on the sofa. He woke up to that pain
and for one absurd second, before he saw her standing over him with the
knife dripping in one hand, he thought he'd been bitten by a mosquito
Then she came at him again and he rose and hit her and the blood began to
slide out onto his shirt. She fell to the floor and lay there sobbing. He walked
into the kitchen, sure that he was still asleep except for all of that wetness
on him, and tied a dishcloth around his neck. He tried to phone an am
bulance but he couldn't get the words out; he stood there gasping into the
phone while the blood bubbled out of his throat and spilled red on the
white kitchen tiles. He went outside. He passed out on the still-wet lawn
and a neighbor's child saw him lying there. He didn't know how they got
him to the emergency room. The street had still been flooded.
All of this Jordan told me later, writing some of it on the little pad he
always carried with him and signing the rest. I can imagine it vividly. I can
see the pattern of the living room rug, marred by those dull random drops
of blood, and I can hear the gasp he makes as he struggles to do something
as natural, as instinctive, as speaking into a telephone. It is sometimes more
real to me than my own memories. I can not imagine the pain, though I
can't imagine the pain and I can not see her face, no matter how hard I try.
It was in the last days of August that I came to know Jordan, when the
heat rages one last time at the coming of autumn and everything seems to
grow quiet and desperate. I was living with my wife Virginia in a factory
town called Framingham. You may have heard of it. It's about forty
minutes west of Boston. I worked for the Barbara-Colman Company and
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you probably haven't heard of them, but my grandfather worked there all of
his life and it seemed to be the only job I could get. It wasn't what I planned
to do for the rest of my life, but it kept us warm and fed and it was the only
thing to do. You probably know how that is. I guess everybody does, and if
I was anything back then, it was a small part of a very big everyone.
Virginia and I went to church regularly and I got drunk just as regularly,
and if the neighborhood was changing and the factories dying, it didn't
bother me too much because it was just a part of . . . everything.
The first time I met Jordan I was lying drunk outside of the Happy
Swallow with blood in my eyes from a shallow cut on my forehead. I don't
know what made him stop. I must have looked like hell.
He stood over me for what seemed like a very long time, though I have to
admit I was only aware of him in a vague, drunken way. But it seemed like
the most natural thing in the world that he would pick me u p and carry me
up the three flights of stairs to my apartment. It was so hot that I could feel
my skin sticking to his wet shirt, and the sweat ran into my mouth. He left
me leaning against the door for Virginia to clean up. She did that far too
often. It's something I still try to understand.
1 he next day was Sunday and Virginia and I went to Mass and Confes
sion like always. It seemed to me like I had spent most of my life with
Virginia in one church or another. Our first date, in fact, had been a church
mixer. We snuck out a side door and drank bourbon that I had stolen from
my father out of a small Mason jar. We sat in a stairwell at the back of the
church, all the way at the bottom in the shadows. I had never had straight li
quor before. A friend of mine told me that I had to have liquor if I wanted
to really impress my date. It burned like nothing I'd ever known, and I was
afraid that if I even opened my mouth, much less tried to speak, I would
throw up. I can still see her taking a sip and turning her face away fr om me
quickly so that I wouldn't see her grimace. We sat there, though, both of us
trying to please the other in the dirt at the bottom of a cement stairwell, un
til the whole jar was empty. Both of us caught high hell when we got home.
1 his church has changed a lot in the last couple of years. It used to be that
there were a lot of Irish-Catholics in the neighborhood, but lately more and
more Hispanics had been moving in and it was possible to overhear a con
versation and not be able to understand most of it. Somehow that bothered
me, that there was this other world that I would never, in all of my life, be
able to enter. And they prayed with a passion that made me feel unclean. At
all hours of the day and night there would be someone in the church going
through the rosary or lighting candles or mumbling in Spanish in the very
front pews. They had even brought in a Spanish-speaking priest.
I hat afternoon we got the Spanish-speaking priest. I guess Virginia had
misread the schedule, because I could tell she was uncomfortable. For some
reason, they change things around a little bit for the Spanish mass. Virginia
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likes her faith with everything unchanging and in its proper place. I usually
just listen to the sounds of the words and don't pay too much attention to
what order they come in. I like the way the whole church will repeat the
"Our Father" after the priest, with everyone knowing the words. With
something like that, after all the Latin we grew up with, it doesn't matter to
me if the words are different as long as they mean the same thing and I can
hear them. It was God-awful hot, though, and it was during the silent
prayer that Virginia relaxed and I started to feel uncomfortable. I couldn't
concentrate with the heat and my hangover, and I looked at all of those
heads bowed and the mouths moving and it felt like there was a wave of
pure prayer rising from all of those bodies and rushing by me on its way to
somewhere else.
I threw up in the confessional. I had been feeling woozy all through the
Mass, so I figured I'd just make a quick confession and then be done with it
and get home. But they just couldn't keep that church cool in the summer,
and I stepped into the booth with the sweat running down into my eyes and
my forehead throbbing. I knelt down and breathed in dust, and the smell of
mildew and old wood was so strong that my throat tightened up and I had
to close my eyes. That made me feel dizzy. Then I heard the rasp of wood
sliding on wood and the voice of the priest, the one who spoke in English,
saying, "You may begin," and it felt like something was dying in my
stomach and I retched. 1 damn near ran out of the confessional and out into
the street. I leaned against a telephone pole and took deep whooping
breaths and waited for Virginia. She didn't say a word to me. She didn't say
one word all the way home.
That night I sat by the window so that 1 might get a little bit more air.
Our apartment only had one window that faced the street and gave us a
view of the barbershop and the Happy Swallow and a few other shops that
seemed to change ownership every month or so. I still had a hell of a
hangover, and I said out loud, "Lord, take me now," but it wasn't funny in
the dark apartment like that with Virginia already asleep and the faint smell
of vomit still around me somewhere. I heard someone playing an acoustic
guitar upstairs. I thought about all of those people in the church. I thought
about the way Virginia and I used to hold hands sometimes during Mass,
when we were younger.
The next morning I was still trying to chase away the last of my hangover
with a cup of coffee and a shot of bourbon at the Candlelight Diner, which
is where I go every morning because it's close to the factory and Jimmy, the
morning-cook, doesn't mind if I doctor the coffee a little. I was just thinking
about paying up when a new guy who had been in back washing dishes
came out and pulled out a pad of paper.
"I already got the check," I said.
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He smiled and ripped off a sheet of paper and handed it to me.
Feeling better? it said.
"What the hell is this?" I said. "What's with the paper?"
He pointed at his throat, and I felt about as stupid as a person can feel,
because it was the first time I noticed the scar. It was an ugly purple thing
that wormed almost all the way across his throat. I don't know how I missed
it before that.
I recognized him then. "You're the guy that helped me home the other
night."
He nodded and smiled.
"Hey, I have to thank you for that. I haven't been that bad in a long time.
My wife sure didn't appreciate me any. But you know how it goes."
He got a funny look in his eyes and wrote something on the pad.
My name is )ordan.
We shook hands, and I thanked him and paid up and went off to work.
Something about the way he looked at me made me feel ashamed, and I
was going to try like hell to forget him. But all day I kept thinking about
that scar, and I started to remember seeing him around before. I remem
bered one day walking by him on the stairs of my building, and another
time I saw him looking at guitars in the window of a little music shop a
block over. It was like a whole secret world that had been all around me had
suddenly spilled out of its seams. I could remember seeing him all over the
place without ever really noticing him. There was something frightening
about it. It made me wonder how many other secrets there were that I
walked by, that I maybe lived right next to, every single day of my life.

II.
Jordan plays a hell of a blues guitar. He's got those long fingers you see on
almost every good guitarist and he can bend the strings until you'd swear
they were going to snap. Once and a while he'll put a bottleneck slide on his
little finger and make the eeriest sounds you think you're ever going to hear,
while the rest of his hand just moves lazily through the chords.
One day Jordan was playing on the steps of our building while I sat next
to him, smoking and listening. It had gotten cooler, and at night you could
see your breath on the air. Jordan mostly watched the people walk by, he
hardly ever bothered to look at his fingers. Then a man who obviously
knew him came by, a man I'd never seen before. It didn't seem like they'd
meant to meet there, but they recognized each other right away, and Jordan
got up and hugged the man, and they started to sign. When I close my eyes
I can still see the way their hands moved, twisting and writhing, the fingers
curling and uncurling, the hands flipping now up, now down, touching their
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mouths and chests and eyes, and every incomprehensible movement meant
something. Once Jordan pointed at me and his friend seemed like he was
laughing, silently. He shook my hand and moved his fingers at me.
"I don't understand," I said. "I can't do that."
Jordan smiled apologetically and they signed a few minutes while I sat
there watching their white hands flash in the sunlight. Then they hugged
each other again, and the man moved on.
"Who was that?" I asked.
We were in the hospital together, he wrote. We went through a lot of therapy.
In the hospital, I said. "What, like a veterans hospital?" I'd spent a lot of
time trying to guess how Jordan had gotten the scar. I had pretty much
decided that he'd been in Korea. He looked like he was old enough, older
than I was, anyway, and somehow I could picture him in a uniform, squat
ting in a trench with his gun across his knees, lighting a cigarette when a
shell exploded nearby and the shrapnel . . .
No, he wrote. Just a hospital.
Then he put down his pad and picked up the guitar. We sat there like that
and I smoked a cigarette and Jordan just watched the people like they were
his, and he was making some sort of special appearance. After a while a little
crowd gathered and when he was done, everyone applauded.
That night I couldn t sleep. I was thinking about the man who knew how
to sign, how easily it came to him. I didn't know why the hell he thought I
would be able to sign. It made me angry to think of him shrugging when I
told him that I couldn't do that.
"Peter?" Virginia said softly. I'd thought she was asleep.
"Are you awake?" she said. "Do you remember the day you took me
fishing? And we heard those loons and I thought there was something awful
waiting for us on the shore? When we were first married. I was just thinking
about that. Do you remember?"
"Yes," I said. It wasn't something I wanted to hear about. I hoped she
wouldn't touch me. It's awful, but I was afraid of what I would do if she
touched me.
And I was the one who got drunk and poured a beer into the lake so the
fish would get drunk, too. And you wouldn't let me row because you
thought I'd tip us over.
"Peter?"
I remember that, I said. Id been mad, then laughing, when she poured a
full beer into the lake. She had wanted to get the fish drunk enough so
they'd get careless and bite. I hadn't caught a single fish all day. I was trem
bling. I wished she'd stop talking about it. She was beautiful that day.
"When did we turn so bad for each other?" she said carefully. "I used to
get drunk with you. Sometimes we'd just stay up all night and drink ice
water and talk. And now you — "

SCHMIDT

15

"Virginia, please."
"—you make me want to scream at you all day. I don't know why. I love
you. And I want to —to shake you until you fall apart. And I guess I must
make you want to—to do the things you do. Don't I? Peter?"
I couldn't say anything.
"I'm trying to talk. I don't want to just keep saying the same awful things
every day. Peter?"
I couldn't seem to breathe right. I opened my mouth to say something
and my throat seemed to catch and I could only blow out air. At last she
went into the bathroom and stayed there for an hour. When she came out
and got into bed again she faced the wall and when I touched her, she flinched.
Instead of going to church that Sunday, I went to a sign-language class
that they held down at the community center. When I told Virginia what I
was going to do, she said, "That damn — ", and then stopped.
"That damn what?" I said.
She just looked at me. She looked at me and tried to smile and then said,
"You just go. Go on ahead."
I was slow in the class. I was way older than anyone else there, and a lot
of them were deaf. I don't think any of them knew what the hell I was do
ing there. They all looked beaten and afraid, nothing like Jordan, and they
made me feel faintly disgusted. I didn't let Jordan know what I was doing. I
wanted to be good before I talked in the language with him. I wanted to
know everything. I wanted to know everything he said.
One day we were sitting in the Candlelight Diner. A Puerto-Rican
woman walked by holding a baby in her arms with three or four kids trail
ing after her.
"Don't those people know about birth control?" said a man down at the
end of the counter.
They know about God, Jordan wrote on his pad.
They sure as hell do, I signed back at him and he grinned so widely that the
scar stood out purple on his throat.
I'll be damned, he signed at me. You son-of-a-bitch, he signed over and over
again You old son-of-a-bitch.
'Christ," said the man at the end of the counter. "God-damn
neighborhood full of pregnant women and fruits who play with their
hands."

III.
In the next couple of days I spent more and more of my time talking with
Jordan. What I enjoyed most was saying profanities. There was something
wonderful about saying "shit" with just my fingers, like the first time y ou
swear in front of your friends.
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And Jordan would tell me stories. I knew a man who shaved his beard off one
morning and scared the piss out of his kids at breakfast, he would begin. They
thought they were eating their Cheerios with a stranger.
Sometimes, but not too often, he would tell me about himself. Mostly he
would talk about his house in Delaware and the way the raccoons and the
skunks would come right up to the house and start mewling around in the
trash no matter how well you tied down the lid. Mewling was the exact
word he used. He never did tell me what he used to do before the accident.
I can imagine him doing anything.
I hardly ever got drunk anymore. On one of the few nights I stopped in at
the Happy Swallow, I got thrown out for brawling. Someone, I don't know
who, said to me, "Petey! Long time no see! Hey, I'll bet you don't know
what your wife's been doing since you started hanging around with your
fruitcake friend."
1 hen I threw myself at him without thinking, and I was suddenly crying
and flailing and clawing. I kept screaming "Shut up, shut up, shut up!" even
though he hadn't said anything more than that. They pulled me off of him.
He was just kidding, Peter. He was just kidding."
I didn't go back there for a while. I started looking at Virginia while she
slept. I couldn't remember the last time we had talked, and I did't want to
think about how things had gotten like this. Neither of us spoke at dinners.
Sometimes I would take her hand but it was like holding my own hand. She
would look sad, and yet I remember it as a peaceful sadness, as though she
had made up her mind about something that I wouldn't know about until it
was too late.
One day Jordan and I sat in his apartment watching it rain. His apartment
was right above mine-which is how he knew where I lived-and I could
hear Virginia starting dinner downstairs. Jordan picked up his guitar and put
it down again, went to the window and stared out at the rain, and then
turned to me and began to sign. He told me how he got the scar, how he'd
laid in the hospital bed and thought about killing himself and how it had all
been his fault. I didn't understand that, and I told him so.
Sometime you'll understand, he signed.
She cut your throat! I said. How can you blame yourself for something
like that?"
No such thing as blame, he said. It's too easy. What she did she did because I as
much as put the knife in her hands. You understand that?
"No."
You will. I think you will.
"Whatever happened to her?" I asked.
I don't know.
"What happened to the house?"
It's not important.
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He looked at me. I guess she's dead now. It's not important.
"I'd think you'd want to know."
don't ever want to know.
He stared out the window and I knew what he was remembering. Then
he turned to me.
It could happen to you. It could.
"What the hell?"
You know it could.
"What are you talking about? What the hell are you trying to do to me?"
Nothing. Of course nothing. I just want you to see this thing. I just think you
ought to understand.
I was fidgeting. I was angry. "Listen, Jordan, why don't you have dinner
with me and Virginia? I'm sure she'd love to meet you."
No. No thank you. He turned back towards the window.
I moved towards the door. I had never seen him like this. I was almost
shaking with the anger. How could he do this thing?
I opened the door and Jordan sat down and picked up his guitar and did
something that made me turn cold.
He was trying to sing. His scar was bunched and knotted and his face was
all twisted up and all that came out was this thick, sick moan. He was trying
to sing an old Eddie Boyd tune called "Five Long Years." I shut the door.
The next week-end I threw a drunk. I started right after work Friday and
I don't remember most of it except for the very end. I got thrown out of the
Happy Swallow again for something I don't remember and when I got out
side I realized how cold it had gotten. It was October, and it seemed like it
had always been October, and I couldn't remember how I had gotten from
August to this time, this cold, brittle place. I looked around. I saw Jordan
crossing the street and something about the way he was walking was wrong.
I went over to him. He had been beaten, and his jacket was ripped. There
was blood on his face.
"What happened to you? What the hell happened to you?"
He put a finger to his lips. I knew I'd been shouting. I wanted to shout.
They took my money, he signed. It's not important. I was having trouble
following his fingers, but I caught that much.
"Ihe hell it's not," I said. "You keep saying that! It is important. You keep
saying that and saying that and I know that something has to be important."
He stood there swaying slightly. I grabbed his shoulders and shook him.
"Who? Who took your money?"
I don't know.
"Why did you let them do this? How could you let them do this to you?"
He smiled crookedly.
He let me help him home. I cleaned up what I could and left him sitting
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in a chair. He wouldn't let me put him to bed.
"Should I call an ambulance? Do you need me to call an ambulance?"
He looked groggy. It will happen," he signed. You'd better go.
Virginia was asleep when I came in, or pretending to be. Either way it
meant the same thing. I pulled up a chair to the little window and sat down
and stared at the sign of the Happy Swallow, blinking orange and white in
the empty street. It was way past three in the morning and I guessed that
somebody had forgotten to turn off the outside lights. Jordan started play
ing. There was no traffic. One drunk walked carefully down the street and
turned the corner and was gone. His soft wail bubbled out and out and out
like God was shoving all of His shame at the sight of man through one ruined
throat. The Happy Swallow sign pulsed sick orange. Virginia moaned in
her sleep. I closed my eyes and imagined Jordan sitting above me in the
dark, watching the same orange light, his fingers writhing on the long neck
of the guitar. I imagined his scar standing out like a vein, his eyes rolling
back in his head seeing whatever it was that Jordan saw in his dreams and
memories. I started to prav. I said to myself: God, God, please let this be
enough, God, forming the words with my mouth and my hands. I said that
over and over and I still don't know who I was saying it for. When you're
that drunk, you say things for the world.
I woke up a few hours later. There was a grey light outside and the sun
hadn't yet risen above the buildings on the other side of the street. A fine
mist swirled out of the sewers. Virginia wasn't in the bed, but sometime during the night she had covered me with a quilt. I woke up without moving
and was afraid to move. There was a gnat clinging to the inside of the
screen. I heard a siren.
"Virginia," 1 said softly. I was suddenly afraid, more afraid than I'd ever
been in my life and I don't know why.
"Virginia," 1 said. It had been a long time since I'd said her name out loud.
I started to shake, and I couldn't stop myself. The siren came closer.
Virginia came to me from the bathroom and knelt down beside me. She
didn't say anything. She looked at me for a long time and then she took my
hand and held it. We stayed like that until it was all over, with the noise of
the siren rising and falling like the voice of everything that is voiceless, damn
ing, beautiful and impossibly true.
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Lessie Gerhold

5:17 am
I anticipated his cough every morning
it occurring within (always) five minutes
of 5:17.
Which side it did not matter.
Why did I always awaken to hear
the soft, high whine of the electric cart,
the bottles clankI'd lie still, mesmerized —What a strange
reassurance was in that cough —
He was only the courier from the farm to
the flat.
Hauling the necessities for your coffee,
my tea, (and when she was around) the cat.
I have always wondered of what he smelled.
(of course it being 5:17 I never knew)
But, I think I know.
There are some things one just knows.
It would be of milk, sweat, and poolrooms.
Children, cigars, cream, and alleys:
Sweet with the most clinging sour.
For what could one smell of if one only
knew the cold light of morning—
(that when lucky)
dark rows, and the earliest of birds —
I thought I knew.
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Whatever it was it was bound in the clank
of the glass —
necessitated by the continual replacement
of full for empty- fresh for old- (good
for bad?)
I thought I knew.
For he would smell of the earth; including
the foulness,
and the pornography.
All that which lies behind beauty, or
before it —
It was there, alive, one way or another.
He, was simply, the most honest of all men.
Never laying eyes on him, he disappeared —
in consolation I would pull myself closer to
you
You —who only smelled of soap —
You —who would never guess of my intimacy
with the milkman.
&

Rob Stein

A Rain in February
The night crouches low in the rain,
falling like late summer,
when the broad green days of August shrank
into Autumn, and I crouched in the heat
loving another.
Then I had had enough
of watching a sleeping head bob softly on a trainShe was congenial as we looked at Guardis
("But would you want to hang it in your bedroom?")
but I didn't go to Italy with her. I watched
melting ice and falling ash listening to the thunder
and the rain, as warm and frustrated
as sweat to fall in coming Autumn darkness.
As the stars leave the dawnward sky,
leave only moist earth and this little room,
I could give myself gifts of you, but
thinking of no such thing, I only listen.
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Guy MacMahon Holmes

Old Life
I J ENRY thought of the bed pushed near the bay window allowing the
X Xold man to observe the outside. He thought of the interior of the
room; the old green roofed doll house, now pushed flat against the walk-in
closet, the untouched collection of spoons hung on the wall, and in the cor
ner tossed on a chair a smiling Raggedy Ann doll sprawled in an impossible
position. All of these objects he saw scattered together, all snatched from
their own times, now shifted and misplaced about like someone's lost
possessions. The room would be quiet and outside the excited song of bird's
play would sound. Every so often a far off" automobile might pass. He
thought of the twilight, the horizon bleeding an expectant red-orange and
carpeting the room in glow. The voice in the phone receiver continued.
Henry did not move. He watched the long, white cord swing inches above
the kitchen floor. He squeezed the receiver even tighter.
Above in his room the old man awoke slowly.
Henry," he said feebly. "Son are you there?" His voice gained strength
but fell and ended unsure. The silence was long and only disturbed by the
crisp sounds of the sheets when the old man squirmed in fearful impatience.
His eyes blinked dryly.
Henry thought he heard his father call from the upstairs but he wasn't
sure. The phone felt hot against his ear. He thought of the dryness of his
hand against the cool formica counter top.
Righto . . . I'll let you know . . . thanks for calling . . . Bye bye." He hur
ried to the stairs and as he climbed he thought of his father waiting in the
room above, all alone. The phone rang as he topped the last step. 'I hate
phones he thought, and ignored its call. The door to the room was partially
open.
I'm here Dad. Is there anything you need?" He moved to the bed and sat
on its edge.
'Yes." The old man did not answer. Henry thought of the sleep he hadn't
had and gently rubbed his tired eyes. He could feel his face sag.
"Dad?"
I... I'm not sure. I think I want Reverend Holloway. Is he here?" Henry
thought of the Reverend, the grave downturned aspect of his mouth even
when he smiled, and the sympathetic intonation of his voice. He turned
from this and looked into the old man's shiny eyes.
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"No Dad, he left this morning. Would you like some yogurt?"
"Yogurt," the old man muttered, turning towards Henry. "I hate yogurt!"
Henry smiled tightly and switched on the lamp. He noticed the yellowness
of the room and how the windows became black. He looked into his father's
face. He saw darkness there. At first it would seem like something impor
tant was lost, irretrievably sunk in the deep of his eyes, as if the waves there
still crashed to the shore and moved with the current, but failed to reflect
any glimmer of the sun. And yet, in the same instant nothing would seem
lost, everything would appear clearer than before. The same shadow that
had been the horizon became now an illumination. Leaning forward, quell
ing these swirling thoughts, Henry held his father's hand.
The night passed. Henry slept next to the bed. It was early morning, at
almost dawn, when the old man let loose a scream.
"Henry!" Henry bolted upright from his chair.
Yes!? He struggled to focus, to fan through the mist of his early morning
sleep.
"There is someone here, somewhere nearby."
"Who!?" Henry broke in. He felt the hair raise and electrify along his back
and neck. The old man only answered with a smile and a directed look
towards the foot of the bed, a look toward something Henry couldn't see,
something that made the old man's voice hoarse and tremble, a splendid
vision that was a little boy, and now a memory.
"It's Christofer . . . Christofer your son!"
"Chris is away at school, Dad."
"No, no ... I can see him as clear as my hand." The old man lifted his
good hand for emphasis. "If I move he will disappear. Just the slightest turn
of my head and he will be gone."
"Dad!?"
"Oh he's gone Henry, the way you were when you were little, just like it
used to be." Henry watched as the old man realized the meaning of hi s own
words, as each like a weight sunk him deeper into confusion.
"Is there anything I can get you?" The old man shook his head and closed
his eyes as an almost invisible twitch moved through his body.
He slept for a while and Henry read. The story was lost to him. The in
dividual sentences were forgotten immediately after he passed them, and
yet, he pushed forward eager to swallow their soothing and transporting
effects. The pages of his book turned like leaves before a storm. Outside the
sun had reached its highest view for the day, and looking down upon the
house and yard, it smiled its brightness.
"God damn birds!" breathed the old man.
"It's a beautiful day, Dad."
"Not with those birds it isn't. They kept me up half the night. I had a
visitor last night. Did I tell you that?"
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"No." Henry heard the phone ring from downstairs but ignored it.
"Well I did!" continued the old man unaware of the phone's persistence.
"We used to sled together. He was my best friend when I was little."
"Oh." Henry closed the book and felt the old man's forehead.
"Could I have some yogurt?" the old man asked timidly.
"Sure! Now that's more like it. Anything else?"
"Yes! Could you get rid of these birds?" He gestured vaguely about the
room with his working arm.
"They're outside the window, Dad."
"Oh." Henry left to get the yogurt. In his absence a fervor possessed the
old man. He kicked and moved the covers as best he could until they fell to
the floor. Henry came back from the kitchen, yogurt in hand.
"I've been cleaning!"
"I can see you have." Henry returned the old man's smile and started to
retrieve the quilts from the floor.
"Henry."
"Yes?"
"Would you throw this trash away for me?" The old man strained, and his
whole frame became taut as he tried to move his one immobile, withered
arm toward Henry. To the old man, the arm lifted easily and then like some
great and old tree fell to the forest floor of the bed. To Henry the old man's
index finger twitched just slightly, and his arm lay still, unmoved. Henry felt
a now familiar twist within. Something there stretched and tore but did not
burst as he thought it must. A look not unlike pain washed across his
features.
"No Dad, you keep that. Okay?" The old man nodded and silently stared
to a place far away. "Would you like your yogurt now?"
"I hate yogurt! I never liked it! Too many vegetables in it."
"It's fruit, not vegetables, in yogurt, Dad."
"Well I know I had yogurt with God Damn vegetables in it once!" His
sunken cheeks grew a glow. His eyes were glassy but clear. "The birds have
stopped," he said. Henry tucked the quilts beneath his back and under each
arm.
For minutes they were silent. Henry looked out through the window and
fixed his eyes on the swaying of a moss covered willow. He thought of
himself as a boy and his father as a younger man, of the early morning
departure of his father for work and the rough feel of his cheek when they
wrestled on his arrival home. He remembered all the houses they had lived
in and the unique color and smell of each. He thought of unspoken words
and the ultimate reversal of things. These thoughts came and left quickly.
Across the foot of the bed a shadow from a branch rocked slowly and
Henry again sat beside his father. The old man looking around the room
caught the eyes of the smiling Raggedy Ann doll in the corner. Seeing her
he smiled also. The interiors of his eyes sparkled.
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"It's all like a western," he said.
"What is?"
All of this, it's life." Henry involuntarily shivered.
"Go on."
Its in the room now, always all around. There's a cowboy. He's by the
door. I don't think he's a good man, Henry." Henry turned toward the door
for he felt someone had just entered, but there was nothing to see. "And
there in the corner is Emily, looking as good as ever, and my sister Bev is sit
ting in the window seat." Henry felt his cheeks grow warm. "Something is
going to happen Henry, I know something is going to happen soon The
sheriff is always about to do something and it's going to happen soon." The
old man closed his eyes. His features visibly softened. "Yes, Bev I know, I'll
tell him!" he said. "Are you happy, Emily? It's been a long time." The old
man laughed and then coughed. The confusion that had gripped his countenance before eased away. "Henry?" he said quietly.
'I'm right here, Dad." Henry took the old man's hand.
Henry, you know I love the birds . . . and now they're quiet." As he said
this, a dam within Henry began to crack and then topple. The first leaking
tears rose to his eyes. A well worn and tired mask fell away.
"Yes, they are quiet," Henry said hoarsely.
"It's not sad, Henry ... it really isn't," the old man whispered The win
dow panes shivered as the wind blew and gusted against itself. A faint but
definite smile graced the old man's lips, and then very quietly he ceased to
breathe. Henry leaned forward and held his father tightly. For an instant he
had the sensation of standing on a precipice, from where he could see
infinite distances, from which there was no horizon. Outside he saw the sun
struggle to be seen through the clouds, and he imagined a bird swimming on
the highest reaches of air, giving a call that fell to the trees, and rattled
about the earth like laughter.
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An Interview with Dave Smith

Dave Smith has published eight full-length collections of poems, including
Cumberland Station, Goshawk, Antelope, Dream Flights, In the House of
the Judge, and most recently, Roundhouse Voices: Selected and New Poems.
He has also published five limited edition books of poetry (one of which, Gray
Soldiers, is of major length), a novel, Onliness, and a book of short fiction. He is
the editor of the definitive collection of essays on the poetry of James Wright, and coeditor of a major anthology, The Morrow Anthology of Younger American
Poets. For the past ten years or more, his presence has been constantly apparent on
many literary fronts, not least the critical; this year, in addition to his selected
poems, he has published Local Assays: On Contemporary Poetry, a collection of
essays on the art. He has twice been awardedfellowships from the National Endow
ment for the Arts-, he has had a Guggenheim Fellowship; two of his books have
been finalists for the Pulitzer Prize. A Virginian, he holds the Ph.D. in English
and creative writing from Ohio Univiversity. He has taught at the University of
Utah, at the State University of New York at Binghamton, at the University of
Florida at Gainesville, and currently teaches at Virginia Commonwealth University
in Richmond.
T. R. Hummer, a widely published poet, teaches English at Kenyon College.
Excerpts from his poem, Bluegrass Wasteland, appeared in the Spring 1985 edi
tion of HIKA. He studied under Smith at the University of Utah.
We spoke to the two in the English Department seminar room at Sunset Cot
tage, a library dominated by a small potted tree and photographs of Kenyon s past
literary luminaries.
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I remember one reading you did last year, Mr. Hummer, in which you
made a comment about the legacy of the South, how it affected your
writing. You became displaced because you had to cut yourself off from the
ideals of the South, yet retain the relationships-mother, father, sister,
brother. I was wondering just how that came to bear in your work Mr.
Smith?
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Every southern writer I have ever known has left the South. He or she
has, in some cases returned, but there's always an antagonism between the
individual writer and that cultural baggage you mention. At the conclusion
of William Faulkner's novel "Absalaam, Absalaam", as you may know,
Quentin Compson and Shreve McCaslin are talking, and isn't it Quentin
who says "I don't hate it, I don't hate the South". And of course he does. A
part of him hates it, and a part of him does not. All of us feel that. And it
really is a little bit like one's relationship with one's parents. You reach a cer
tain point in your life at which you don't see the world in the way that they
have trained you to see it, or wanted you to see it, exactly. The parts of
what they wanted you to see and the way they wanted you to see, that are
valid remain valid, so that you feel this constant need to run away from the
South, whatever it means, as well as to return to it.
These are obviously very large issues, and I don't pretend to be competent
to define them, but I do think this: there are several things about the South
that make it regionally different in identity from any other part of this coun
try, one of these is that we were the only part of the country to hold slaves,
and that legacy is still absolutely everyday real in your life. As you know,
there are plenty of parts of this country where one can go and live years and
never see black people. In the South, you live with black people every day
in every way. That's part of your life; that's a legacy of the whole business of
the South. The other side of that, true for both black people and white peo
ple in the South, is that we were a nation, and whether we liked each other
or not, we were a separate nation from this nation. That's a legacy thats not
easily set aside because it gets involved in a military defeat and the Occupa
tion, and the family divisions. I'm one of those families. My family is one of
those families where there were combatants in the Civil War on both sides —
brothers, cousins who were in battles against each other. That kind of a
legacy that's so immediate lasts a very long time in one's family.
Just to give you another perspective on this, a friend of mine was recently
speaking to a class of mine about Seamus Heaney, the Irish poet, and speak
ing particularly about the history of Irish politics and national development,
talking about what happened in Ireland to lead up to the context in which
Seamus Heaney writes his poems. As I listened to him talk 1 was amazed at
how it seemed to parallel a lot of what's happened in our country, par
ticularly in the South. All that feeds into an awareness that one grows up
with, that's partly a regional identity. The writer —and this is a kind of bot
tom line —if he or she is really any good, resists being labelled. You dont
want to be called a writer of particularly good floral poems, or a writer who
represents southern California, or anything else. You want to be a writer
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whom people read everywhere. For example we were talking about Derek
Walcott briefly. It must be somewhat offensive to Mr. Walcott to be refer
red to, as he often is, as the greatest of Caribbean poets. What about the
rest of the world? He's a pretty international figure, I think. To label him in
that way ultimately demeans him —maybe not demeans him, but inhibits
what he is. I don't think any of us want to be called southern writers. We
want to be writers who speak to people even in Bedford Styvesant, or
Oregon or South Dakota, or wherever it may be that there's someone who
feels the human experiences we feel. That is, however, a tricky situation,
because it does seem to me that as a southern writer you have a particular
heritage, a perspective which functions as both a backboard and an oppor
tunity to seeing into a mythical or larger dimension.
HIKA

How much of the legacy can you appropriate?
fSMITH

That's a tough question. I'm not sure I can answer that as well as you prob
ably could, or somebody who's read my work from an objective position.
One is never objective about one's own work. I'll give you a little synopsis of
it. I started off writing about the little village where I grew up, more or less,
which was a seacoast village, and I think in effect that I tended to
heroize—to make heroes of the strong fishermen there. I tended to ignore
that they weren't very strong-minded. I mean, when you heroize somebody
you ignore their weaknesses and maximize their strengths, which is what I
did. I tended to make the women sort of strong, silent suffering types who
had great courage. Eventually I realized, or felt that I realized, that this was
a distortion of what they really were. Then the question for me was, first of
all, do I really try to tell a realistic truth, and if so, how do I do it? This caus
ed me to approach my writing, by about the fourth book, in a different
way. For one thing, I had never written about black-white relationships.
I think for a southern writer that's the core, and I think it's absolutely the
heart of what one lives. Yet it strikes me as—as continuingly curious that
most southern writers don't write about this. Terry and I have talked about
this before. It's easier for a fiction writer to write about a life in which there
are both blacks and whites participating because he or she is creating a
whole. There's no town you can write about that doesn't have blacks and
whites in the South; it just doesn't happen. But if you're a poet you can do
that. You can avoid almost any issue you might want to avoid, if it's an issue
or a situation. For me, I began to gravitate to that because it seemed to be
the very heart of where the tensions located themselves, with one excep
tion. The other heart —and I think there's a connection —the other heart is
the family. In one large sense one can argue that we're all in one big family. I
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distrust that. I distrust saying, you know, we're brothers and sisters. I don't
like my own sister. I'm not sure I want to take on anybody else's. I'm not be
ing facetious. But in a larger sense it is true that we all are in part one family:
so to look at one's own family, to look at family relationships and so-called
love relationships, is in a sense also to look at one's larger associations in the
community of the whole. If you start to do that, if you're not looking at
some of the larger issues that are political and social, you're blinking your
eyes at reality. On the other hand, I don't much believe in poetry that
becomes polemic, that wants to argue issues. I don't think poetry is well
suited for that. Fiction is better suited. The best suited, of course, is maybe
an essay or—and more and more —movies, which can present things so im
mediately and graphically. Maybe I'm only saying that the kind of poetry
I'm interested in writing is not effectively political, is not effectively pro
gressive, in the sense that it doesn't help to say "if you do this instead of this,
life will be better for us all." Nevertheless, it seems to me that my South, in
sofar as I know what that South is, is a South that's different from even the
South of let's say William Styron or Ernest Gaines. It's a newer South, and
this has to be coped with. There was a book published in 1974, and a bunch
of the old guard Southern critics all got together, and they sat around and
they talked about southern literature, what it was and where it was going.
In fact there's a brand new one that's just come out from LSU. It does the
same damn thing it did in '74. They haven't learned anything. People like
Cleanth Brooks and others are at one point saying—"Well, what are they
going to write about in the future?" Cleanth Brooks says something like
"What is there to write about?", as if it's all gone away. The South they
want to maintain doesn't exist any more. That's not true. It does exist, and
in the old sense the South is, because all the old attitudes are still active in
many segments of the people, whether they're black attitudes, white at
titudes, family attitudes, class attitudes, economic—the country clubs are
still there, and they still don't let the Jews in the country clubs, and that part
of it is still there, you have to know that. On the other hand, the South is
now not William Faulkner's South. It's a South with K Marts, and
everybody's got a television, and their image of the South is coming from
Los Angeles by way of TV sitcoms—where you have talking automobiles
and that kind of thing. This makes for a different reality. If you're a kid, and
we're all like them to some extent, you'll sit in front of the television and
learn a lot about life between the ages of 2 and 6 by what you see on that
television in the morning. If you do that, the same kid that's growing up in
the South now is learning what the kid growing up in Vermont is learning,
because it's all coming from Los Angeles. This is going to produce a slightly
different South, and I think that's happening. Let's say you wanted to write
a novel about Atlanta, some character who lived in Atlanta. That novel, I
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think, would be in some respects recognizably southern, but in other
respects it would not be the southern novel of Atlanta from 20 years ago or
10 years ago. The next question is, does this apply to poetry? There's a real
question as to whether or not there's such a thing as southern poetry,
because poetry doesn't create as completely the portrait of that living world
of dynamics which is regionally characterizable. But I go out on a limb; I say
that I think there is a southern poetry. I think it exists, and yet it's
something that the good writer resists as well as works with. But if you ap
proach these matters too closely, then you can't write about them. They
move out of your dramatic sense of them, and into an expository sense of
them, and I'm not very good at exposition. I'm not good at preaching;
whether it's a righteous preaching or not, I'm not good at it.
HIKA

Do you feel that there's something inherent in poetry that makes what
you write more historically valid in a way, than, say, a factual history?
SMITH

I really don't know how to answer that. Maybe there is, because what I
find, and I'm sure Terry's done this too —what I find is that there are people
who read my work who—some are southern and some are northern, but
they identify me as representing something that they either—they say it's
true. Maybe it's they believe it to ge true. I don't know. Maybe I'm just
spinning fictions here. But in some sense I feel as un-southern, as in other
senses I feel southern.
HIKA

The sense of displacement that you have to deal with . . .
SMITH

This is also built into the whole sense that almost any contemporary
poet—even maybe 20th century poet —has, of being in exile, of being an
outsider. I think one could extend that beyond poets to writers in the 20th
century generally assume the role of—and portrays him or herself in the
role—someone who is outside wanting in to whatever circles we're talking
about —maybe it's just wanting in to the country club, maybe it's wanting in
to the party, or maybe it's wanting to reclaim one's family, but it's always
that sense of being outside rather than inside. I think that parallels certainly
my feeling about the South. I don't feel I have a home, in some sense. Yet in
another sense —and I don't quite understand this —in another sense I feel if
you land me anywhere in the South I can talk to them. I know their
language. I know the gestures, and I'm more at home than if you land me in
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North Dakota, where I don't know the gestures and don't know the cultural
background. Is that accurate for you too?
HUMMER

Yes, except I think you feel a stronger identity with the South than I do.
SMITH

You're younger than I am, that's reasonable.
HUMMER

But I also grew up in a very different South.
SMITH

That's another point worth making. A lot of people, particularly outside
of the South, assume that the South is monolithic —that it's one thing. I
remember at Utah —at that class that Jim White had, and Billy Mills and I
were sitting before class. The guy who was running the class, teaching
Southern literature, didn't know a damn thing about the South, except
what he knew from books. He assumed that all three of us were just, you
know, cookie cuttings out of the South. He started asking us about the
South, and very quickly it became clear that not any one of us thought of
the other as being exactly alike. For example, I came from a lower middle
class background. I'm the first one in my family anywhere to go to college.
But they saw me, because I'm a Virginian, as a patrician —as somehow
descendant of the plantation owners. Jim, on the other hand, who's from
Mississippi, saw Billy Mills, who's from Louisiana, as some kind of half cajun weirdo from the swamps. Billy saw Jim as a red-necked Mississippian.
It's very funny how people from different parts of the South see others. I
don't think I was aware of that until I heard them speaking. Not only aware
of that, but aware that there was a hostility —an edge of—not personal, but
a kind of slight sense of regional difference even inside.
HUMMER

Regional difference, economic difference and differences in vocational
background. Because my family was rural, and a farming family, lower mid
dle class in terms of economics, but like most southern white families, in
some way had some sort of aristocratic pretention nevertheless because of
the history of caste system in the South, which is a curious thing, but never
theless true.
SMITH

It's not monolithic at all—one sense of place, or culture. As soon as you

34

HIKA

think you know something about it-this is the funny thing-as soon as you
think you've got it fixed, it changes. You realize you didn't have it all along.
That's part of the trouble. If you can't settle the ghosts, then you've got prob
lems, and if you don't know where they are, you can't settle them. They
keep rising up.
HIKA

You read a poem last night called "2000." "19 is a lot of sad dirty
numbers." I wonder what your impression is of what legacy we're leaving as
far as poetry and culture as we move towards 2000. Perhaps this is tied to
the question of the South for you. I wonder what our poetic legacy is going
to be in the year 2000?
SMITH

I guess I have two responses. One is to say again that I'm not and don't
pretend to be a large systematic thinker, and that's the kind of question that
really needs to be answered by somebody who's good at that sort of thing.
Im not. Nevertheless, 111 take it on anyway. Our contempoary criticism of
literature seems to be quick to argue that we have had inferior literature so
far in the 20th century. They're even quicker to add that most contem
porary literature, the literature of the last 30 years or 40 years, is much in
ferior to that produced in the first part of the century-the Pound, Elliot,
Stevens, Frost era. Part of that is the attitude that we all have that it was
better in the old days. We live in a world that changes, a world that changes
so fast, almost geometrically changing, that it's hard to retain a sense of
stability. It's really very hard to know what to count on. So we look
backward. I think that really explains all this nostalgia for World War II,
because our parent generation fought the big war. They settled the issues.
They made the world safe to live in. They didn't expect to encounter dope,
and the Sixties, and Vietnam, and all the things that came along and said
"Wait a minute, the world isn't just the way you want it to be." Now, par
ticularly in our parental generation, there's a longing for that comfort-for a
world like Gambier, where nothing really happens much. Whereas, if y ou
go to any city, you're just overwhelmed with everything. I think that we
respond to poetry and fiction frequently enough with that same attitude: "It
was better then." But I think that that's not true, that we are blessed, in this
country particularly, with a very rich and diverse literature, which increasingly speaks with all the voices of our culture. For example, 30 years ago
you could not find first, second, third books of poems by a young Chi cano
poet. Now you can, and there are many of them, and they're excellent.
They speak with a great passion to particularly the civilization of the
southwest of this country. There are projections that within a certain
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number of years this country is going to be bilingual, and Spanish will be
the other language. I dont know how many years that's going to be, but if
you travel much in the Southwest, or even now in the deep South, you get
a sense that this is going to be true. Those people need a voice, and the
voices that we are hearing belong to Alberto Rios, and Gary Soto, and any
number of others. Same thing is true of Gareth Hongo, the Japanese poet,
and any number of others. I think this sense that we are now producing a
generation of writers who speak not only out of their own heritages, but
speak in the heart of the country and for the heart of the country, suggests
that we have a richness that's really unparalleled anywhere.
If we turn the question and say "Yeah, but where is our Robert Frost?" It
stands to reason that we can't identify our Robert Frost because we're right
in the middle of everything. Maybe we'll know which one was the Robert
Frost or the Langston Hughes. Right now we can't see that. But if you read
widely enough, paying attention to what's going on, what's being published,
I don't see how you can argue that we aren't in a really blessed situation
with respect to allowing people, and encouraging people, expression of the
most significant dreams. It's also true that if you encourage that kind of
democratic freedom, you're going to get a lot of mediocrity, because there
are going to be a lot of people who are going to express themselves. You'd
wish they'd stayed at home. I think that that's the price you pay fo r encouraging the people you need to encourage.
HIKA

You had a chance to do that with the Morrow Anthology, I would im
agine.
SMITH

Absolutely. I mean, I'll tell you a background experience. After I had put
it all together-David Bottoms and I had put it together-I was so tired of
reading those poems, I just hoped I'd never have to look at them again. We
went through a period of about three or four months where we didn't do
anything with the book because they were printing it, and we didn't have to
look at the galley s or an ything. Finally the galleys came, and when you read
galleys, its not like reading a book for interest somehow, you're just reading
words, trying to watch the spelling, etc. I started reading it, went through
page after page after page, and at the end I thought "Jesus, this is really good!
These people really can write!" I was amazed. The footnote behind that is
that good books kept coming out every month, but we had to cut it off. At
some point you have to say "No more, we go to press now." But I'll bet
there've been fifty young poets who've published books in the last year, dur
ing which the Anthology has been out, that I would love to have included.
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Im sure David feels the same. We couldnt, simply for practical reasons. But
how can you argue we don t have a richness in this country when you see
that? There are 104 poets in that book. We read probably in excess of 600
younger poets, and almost anyone could give you an argument and say
"Well here's another 50 that should have been in there." I would have to say
"Well yeah, you're probably right." All this is true of fiction as well, as a mat
ter of fact, and not just true of poetry. I think it's, from what I hear, and I'm
very ignorant about this, but from what I hear it's probably less true of
theater. I don't know about theater, but people tell me that we don't have
the kind of blossoming in theater that we have had and might have. Is that
true, do you think? I don't know. Do you think that has something to do
with the fact that theater points toward Broadway?
HIKA

The commerciality of it, and the fact that it's very hard for a young
playwright to get instruction.
SMITH

Sure, it would be. If you were good, you'd go for the money. We don't
have anything like that. Even in fiction it isn't like that. You have to serve a
different kind of apprenticeship.
HIKA

What do you feel the apprenticeship of a young writer should be?
SMITH

For any writer, there are two things that are important. One is reading;
one is writing. Ultimately it seems to me not terribly important how or
where that gets done, as long as it gets done. One of the ways in this country it gets done, I think pretty well, is in writing programs. I'm talking about
the graduate level, not talking about the undergraduate level. I think on
undergraduate level, colleges like this do a wonderful job. They help people
get foundations. I'm conservative to the extent that I believe those founda
tions pay off later, when you don't have to fill in holes in your education.
It's done for you.
Not to say that every student benefits from going through writing pro
grams. Terry and I know plenty of people who have dropped out of writing
programs because it didn't suit them. Their rhythms weren't suited for pro
grams. In the main, what a writing program does is provide a community of
like interests, so you don t feel freaky because you care about writing. There
are other people who gather around you, and they talk about books.
They're not talking about cars or wardrobes.
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Which I suspect is one reason why there's a healthier attitude in this
country among writers right now about what they do, than there was forty
years ago, in the Lowell generation and all the tragic stuff that happened to
those writers might have been less exacerbated had they that kind of community.
SMITH

That's probably true. I don't know if I thought about it quite that way.
There isn't the emphasis on the sort of manic behavior necessary to be a
writer. I would never counsel a student: "You know why don't you go out
and get drunk for a week and see what happens?" You just don't do that. But
there was that kind of manic thing after World War II.
There are abuses to writing programs, don't get me wrong. Mediocrity
does engender mediocrity. I imagine that this is true of dance programs as
well. If there are bad dancers, they probably teach bad dancing. Unfor
tunately there's no way in which we maybe certainly can, maybe even
would want to perhaps certify the quality of what goes on in the programs.
Again it seems to me the good people —the really talented and disciplined
young writers—take what they can get from where they are, and gravitate
to what will help them do better at what they need to do. The bottom line
here is that writing is not a team sport. You do it by yourself, and you do it
alone. But you need some friends just to help you out in those hard times. If
you haven't faced it yet, you will —the day when you go to the mailbox and
you have three rejections. That's Black Thursday. You want to cut your
throat right then. It helps to have a half a dozen friends around who say
"Yeah, they rejected me, too, those jerks. But let's see your poems, let's see
your stories," and we talk. Those people —remain your friends for life. Not
friends you just send Christmas cards to. When they bleed, you bleed with
them. When they succeed, you succeed too. We're such a large country that
unlike in England, Ireland, or Italy where everybody's relatively close, you
can lose touch with those people. It's a long way from Montana to New
York. So, how do you establish that supporting network? One of the ways
you do it is through writing programs. Maybe there are abuses in that
system, but if there is an alternative, I don't know what it is. We don't have
a cafe society in this country. New York does, to some extent. But it's the
only city in the country that does. San Francisco does, maybe L.A., but prob
ably not because that's on wheels. It has to be in cities. If you're a writer
anywhere else, where do you find the people you need to be with, to write
about, to imagine and dream with? If it's not in a writing program, I don't
know where it is. This is an old tradition. Henry James says in his essay on
Hawthorne that you know he's a fantastic writer, but if he had only had a

38

HIKA

friend to be with from time to time, he could have been really good. Well,
only Henry James could say something like that.
HIKA

You were here for the James Wright celebration 3 years ago-and you
edited the Pure Clear Word. What's the insistent draw of James Wright?
SMITH

First of all, James Wright is simply a great poet. To define great poet
would take me weeks. But he's beyond being a great poet. He is a man of
the most intense humanity. He cared about people and the world. James
Wright could work up a compassion for a tree limb, given enough time. He
also respected, in the deepest ways, human labor, effort, ambition. He was a
man of hope, rather than a man of despair. He had his despairs, but in the
end, you read his books, you find that every poem that ends his books is an
up-beat poem. You find that there's a vision of possibility in Jim Wright that
says to each of us in the corniest way: "You can do it." That's something I
respond to. I know it's corny, but it's still valuable. He nourished us in all of
our ambitions and hungers-he helped. I think Wright's portrait of this
country is a scathing indictment of what we do wrong, and continue to do
wrong, while it's a loving acceptance of us nevertheless. That's a big heart to
do that. You don't find bitterness in Wright, not really-not your sustained
bitterness. You find it from time to time, but it's not the kind of bitterness
that puts you out of business. I could name a number of writers whom that's
happened to. Jim was never afraid of sentimentality, and 1 think as soon as
you become afraid of sentimentality, you cease to be a poet. Sentimentality
will kill you, as it does any number of poets, but if you're not willing to
walk close to that line, then you might as well go write essays.
Partly I put Pure Clear Word together because I love Jim's poems so much,
and had taught them so often, I wanted essays for the students to read.
They didn't exist. I thought put something together and make it exist. I had
no w ay of knowing that when I started to do that, that Jim was going to get
ill before the book was out and die, which made it a kind of-in my way of
thinking—a labor of love. I didn't expect that to happen. In fact the irony
that the interview that's in the front of it occurred because I wanted to use
Peter Stitts interview with Jim Wright that had appeared in the Paris
Review, and it couldn't be reprinted. I wrote to Peter, and it couldn't be
reprinted because he had a book scheduled for publication which included
it, and they wouldn't allow me to use it. I thought we needed a little
biographical information about Jim. He was very private in that sense. He
seems quite public in his poems, but if you try to find out a lot of informa
tion about him, you suddenly realize that there wasn't much. He kept most
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of that to himself. I wrote to Jim, who was in Italy at the time, and asked
him if he would do an interview. He graciously consented. He came back to
the country in September, and I went to New York and interviewed him
there. He died in March, 6 months later. I had no idea that that would be
the last interview that he would ever give.
HUMMER

I heard you say a little while ago about Wright, and I think you're correct
in this, that it's a kind of irony that no major critic has really done much
with Wright, that almost all the-you said the essays didn't exist. Almost all
the work that's been done on Wright, has been done by poets. Poets love
Wright, the critics have not really embraced him the way they have other
writers.
SMITH

Not only have they not embraced him, they have, from time to time, not
in loud ways, softly dismissed him. I think this is partly because Jim doesn't
develop big systematic poems —book-length poems which as Dick Hugo
once said about Wallace Stevens, turned into a kitchen sink for the
academic. You can't really go to Wright and say "Well, he starts over here
and he develops this and develops". . . he's a lyric poet, finally. But I believe
in Wright's quality so strongly that I'm sure that the critic will come along
who will do Wright. He won't die. The man died, but the work won't die. I
can't believe that. I just can't believe that. In addition to that, there are more
substantial evolving patterns of thought in Wright than people have yet
seen fit to declare. He was a very smart man. He liked to pretend he wasn't
smart. He and Hugo both did. But they were both very smart, very bright.
HIKA

One thing you find in both Wright and Hugo is a love of a landscape, a
geography. How do you feel that's influenced your own work?
SMITH

In my early poems it's almost the only thing I wrote about. Ted Hughes,
the English poet, said about the sea: "One thing we know about the sea is it's
not going anywhere." There's a wonderful sense of permanence about the
ocean, and that's why, of course, it's a continuing symbol of the unknown
—the infinite—even in Walt Whitman, the great death mother and life
mother. I grew up by the sea and I wrote about the sea. Then I moved to
Utah, and I was struck —this sounds like it all happened on a Thursday at
2:00—but slowly I became deeply aware of an austerity in the West. That
was a totally foreign landscape to me. You go to the West and you say:
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"Wait a minute, where are the trees?" You can see forever, and you feel
vulnerable, exposed. After awhile-for an Easterner out there-there's a
kind of hard loneliness. I felt this, and eventually wrote a book of poems
about it. Or not about it so much as with that as the context. That was an
example of landscape effecting what was going into the poems. Eventually I
left there, moved back East, and began writing again about the Eastern land
scape that I knew. What I think has been happening, though, is that land
scape has been becoming less specifically geographical, and more internal or
psychological. I don't believe in removing myself ever from the literal. My
poems have to take their stand in a recognizable context. One might call this
simply stage setting, I don t know. But I have a feeling that it's less important
where they occur and what s going on in that landscape now than it used to
be.
That would seem to be denied by the poem you mentioned, the one called
"2000." But there are a number of others in which the landscape is not
specifically active in the poem, as it used to be. For example, if I didn't tell
you that one poem I read last night, "Camellias" was set in Florida, you
wouldn't know or care necessarily where that poem was set. It wouldn't
really matter. It happens that's the only poem I wrote about Florida. That
may suggest a number of things. In any case, the point is I think I'm weaning myself away from that intense association with a place. I don't know
what that means. I do think that its very, very slippery business to try to
identify the role of landscape in a particular language or poem. It's often said
that there s a certain kind of poet who lives in and writes in the northwest of
this country. Dick Hugo was one. Does that mean there's a language you
have to speak if you live in the Northwest, a language that nobody else
speaks? Does that mean there's something you see and talk about, and
nobody else sees and talks about? That's really dangerous. I don't think there
is a language for each place, and a way of developing whatever is indige nous
to that place. Yet there's something. Great art begins in a regional impulse,
and arrives-transcends it-moves to something else. That's why it doesn't
remain regional. That's why regional is a pejorative word. But if it doesn't
start in a region, it's not very often great. I believe that, and I hope that
makes sense. I hope it does.
HIKA

You said last night you thought poems purged our worst fears by making
them come true. It struck me as a very interesting comment. Do you think
poems help to get things out emotionally that way? Is that the emotional
component of poems?

4i

SMITH

SMITH

Sure. I don't want to limit it to that. A lot of things one says in a reading,
one says in nervousness and exhaustion, and ought not to be—as Jim
Wright said in a beautiful sentence: "We don't have to be bullied by our
own words." I'm not sure I agree with myself, but I will say this. I think
any—any active expression is to some degree therapeutic. That is, you
know we recognize this in the negotiations between warring countries. As
long as you're talking, you're not fighting. So that in some way, if you are
expressing yourself, you are purging something which is troublesome, and
maybe creating a way of dealing with whatever is troublesome for yourself.
With luck and skill it may also be a way of dealing with that thing for some
one else too. That's the transferability of the product. If there is no
transferability, it's —it may be therapeutic for you, but it's also self-indulgent.
So that for awhile after Anne Sexton, every mental institute in this country
had writing classes. Great writers didn't come out of those writing classes. It
maybe calmed the nerves and problems of the patients, but no more so than
finger painting or wood carving or anything else. So it's therapy, or
therapeutic at one level, but at the next level where it becomes art, therapy
becomes a far less important impulse to it. So what I said last night I do
think is true. The other side of it as well, which is that one of the things that
poetry does for all of us is—this isn't just true of poetry, it's true of fiction or
drama—is that it allows us to hang on to those things that we otherwise
might lose. We verbalize and give a fixed shape to something that matters to
us. It may only be the look in your mother's eyes. It may be a stuffed
animal. Things that we remember or we want to externalize—we don't have
them anymore, but get them in words and we do have them. They're there.
So it has therapeutic and memorable functions for us.
HIKA

A lot of it though is just the urge to get it out, to speak.
SMITH

Sure. But once you've done that, a lot of it ceases to be poetry. This is
part of the labor. Anybody who writes has drawers full of stuff that didn't
turn out to be poems. You got it out, and that killed it. That was all there
was to it. That happens too.
HIKA

"Words were all we ever were, and they did us no damn good."
SMITH

Anybody who thinks about language in the 20th century, recognizes that
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language is the enemy. It's also the only friend we have. Clearly if we were
painters what we'd deal with is paint, whether it's acrylic or oil, etc. If we're
writers we deal with words. The problem is that words are so mired in their
own deadness and connotative complications and heritages, that our prob
lem is not to say-to hide something you want to say, but to fight through
the thickness of language, to say it clearly, to say it afresh. Language turns
out to be the enemy in that sense. I can give you a clear political statement
of this. During the Vietnam War, our government officials spoke to us in
terms of body counts. They gave us a language on the news every night
which gave us the facts, but in such a way as to dehumanize the facts. We
could listen you could sit there and eat dinner and listen to the worst hor
ror, and not know really what was going on, because it was in a language
that didn t dramatize the reality. Then you saw a picture of a young girl on
fire, and suddenly language didn t matter. You had to find a new language to
express that reality as it was. So, in one sense when I say "words did us no
damn good" in that poem, in the context of the poem, it means it didn't
keep my uncle alive. No matter what we said, he died, and that's the final
fact of our existence.
SMITH

Language did not prevent the intrusion of that reality. On the other hand,
language is all we have to deal with it, because language is the reality that we
live with-constantly. Notice that it is words that I'm using to say to you:
"Words did us no damn good."
HIKA

Epistemology of loss . . .
SMITH

We're all questioned out, huh?
HIKA

Perhaps, Mr. Hummer, you can say something. I thought maybe there
was a public question you could ask Mr. Smith.
HUMMER

What does it mean to you to published a Selected Poems?
SMITH

Well, my editor asked me, when the idea came up that we would do a
Selected Poems, if I was going to regard this, in his words, as the closing of a
door to the past, and the opening of a door to the future. I said well that
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sounded very grand. I didn't know exactly what it meant. And he said,
"Well are you going to stop writing those old kind of poems and write new
ones?" I thought that said something about editors. I don't think you do stop
writing the things that are in you to write. I don't even think that you make
wholesale revisions in the way that you write. I think you slowly move to
something else. But he does have a point to this extent. When you put a
Selected Poems together, it represents—whether you want to admit it or
not—a perspective on your own work. It is a statement on your own work,
that you will stand by it. It was, for the first time, a real observation for me
about my own work, and I hope the next book, whenever and whatever it
happens to be, will bring back to me the first excitement of writing poetry.
When you start out and it's all new, everything you do is exciting, but you
get a certain staleness that comes along. I think other people make more of
this statement and of your Selected Poems than the writer himself or herself
does. For me, it simply represents an opportunity to pause before I move on
to whatever comes next. Fortunately, lots of people want to say something
to the effect that you know "Oh, are you done forever? Is this it?" It's like
you have finished somehow. It's like you've reached the top of the climb,
and now you can go off to wherever, you know, Peoria, or wherever, [HIKA
Gambier.] Yeah, off to Gambier. [HIKA The gates of hell ] The gates of hell,
that's right.
HUMMER

Your body of work is so extensive that you could have built an entirely
different Selected Poems. What did it feel like going back to the books to
choose the poems that you did choose?
SMITH

It was very odd. The first thing that came to me—I finally did stick with
the principle I established for myself in the beginning, which was I would
choose the poems that I liked best. The problem there is that your choices
change. You like some poems for some reasons and other poems for other
reasons. Once you start putting them together side by side, you start seeing
that you have to make choices. For example, you have to say "Well, I've got
three poems about motorcycles, but only one is really worth keeping."
Or—"I had these in different books, but I can't put them all together in one
book." So you have to start throwing some out that you might otherwise
keep. Then you have to start thinking about "Well, here's a poem about a
tulip and a poem about a camellia, and they'll go nicely together, but this
poem about a fire hydrant doesn't go in there." So the next thing you know
you start having arrangement problems. In the end, everything you do is a
compromise—everything. You try to figure out how best to get in the
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poems you think will stand up longest and please you the most, and yet
work best together. Then you give this to the editor, and he or she redoes it
all. Then you go through it again. The final decision I made was simply to
stick the poems in there chronologically as they were written, without inter
nal divisions to indicate which books they came in. Then, on the end, to put
in new poems. This meant that I had to pay attention to all those questions
of how the poems sat together-how they moved one from the
other-what thematic, what structural progressions there were, if any. A lot
of things I'd never anticipated being involved in, once I decided to do this
book, I got involved in. You're quite right that in some respects it came out
a book that I had never expected to put together-and might not, in fact, if I
were doing it again, do it the same. I don't know that I wouldn't, but I don't
know that I would, either. It's a very unsettling experience, because one
really does have the feeling that somehow you're throwing out—and oh, the
strangest thing of all is that when you go back to the poems you wrote 20
years earlier, your inclination, because your skills have gotten much better,
your inclination is to rewrite them. You look at a poem and say "My God,
how could I have published that?" So you set to change it. And then you
realize, after you have written it and rewritten it and rewritten it and rewrit
ten it, that even though your skills are increased and more efficient, you're
not the same person you were, and you cannot re-enter that 28, 35,
whatever year old body and soul that you were. You can't rewrite-you
ruin it. I don't understand the principle here, but I can tell you that I wrote
and rewrote and ruined any number of early poems before I finally decided
either they go in the way they were, or they don't go in at all. Most of them
didn't go in. I should have been smart enough to know that that would hap
pen, but I wasn't.
HUMMER

Do you regard this book, even though you didn't necessarily then rewrite
individual poems, do you regard it as a kind of revision of your corpus. You
could have done three different books, four different books, out of the
volume of work you had.
SMITH

Well, yes and no. I could have done, for example, whole selected poems of
short lyric poems. But my best—this is my own opinion now—everybody's
perfectly at the liberty to dismiss my opinion. My opinion is that I'm best in
that kind of one and one-half to two page poem that's a kind of anecdote
lifted to the level of myth. A RoundHouse Voices kind of poem. The problem
is that if you create a whole book let's say of thirty to fifty of those, it's a
300-page book, and nobody wants to publish it. So one of the considera-
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tions, simply practical, becomes how do you put in enough small poems to
make this an interesting book, while you also have longer poems in there?
That's just purely practical. Yet it does get down to aesthetic decisions too:
"Which suits well with which, and why?" Yeah, I think the question you're
asking is probably anybody who has written a lot of poems could write a
very different —or put together a very different Selected Poems each time out.
Norman Dubie, let's take as an example. I feel more comfortable talking
about his work. I don't know how many books of poems Norm has published,
but let's say it's eight. Out of that last year he published —and he has, as
we all know, he has written a lot of very long poems. When I say very long,
I mean 100 to 200 lines. The year before last, he published a Selected Poems
that's only, if I remember, only 120 pages, which clearly indicates that he
was very hard on himself. There are many poems in his books that I love
dearly, and would like to see in it, and would have made a different selec
tion. But he decided those were the poems that he felt he succeeded best in.
I think we all do that. We just try to make the best book we can. What's in
teresting is the way people respond to it critically. They assume that you
were doing something that you shouldn't have been doing, or you did it
badly, or whatever, and you ought to apologize in public. You know we're
not all gifted with the abilities to be extraordinary, but we do the best we
can. I wish critics could understand that there are no writers so far as I know
who don't try to succeed as much as possible to succeed every time. The at
tempt to put a Selected Poems together is an attempt to go back and try again
• to isolate those places —those moments —where you think you did suc
ceed a little bit, and get them together, and get rid of the stuff that, after a
period of time you see you deceived yourself in. I suppose one can argue
that this process would continue, and you would continue to make those
kinds of books.
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William Marchl

Two Poems
The Conventional Wisdom

"I have never pretended that summer was paradise."
— DEREK WALCOTT

When he clutched the contour of her belly,
he imagined the warm wash inside her
where ovaries and follicles rooted womanhood.
When he carried groceries and they
walked together in deserted July,
he thought of completion, the village
a smudge of asphalt, bank and post office
closed, the gas station owner out of card games
and stories from counting days on a Sohio calendar.
From the windshield of an ancient Belvedere
they saw a turkey vulture in a gyre widening
to nowhere in particular, watched
sunset blaze the first swathed hay.
At night they left loneliness for the dark road
bats figure-eighting for insects
between street lamps, tracing arcs of pure motion,
the house's white angle announcing distance
to the trees and pasture. They embraced
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to the night-rhythms, hymns
to their solitude in the country quiet,
under the blanket of cricket sound.
In moments after loving, the heaviness lifted,
he felt inside her the pull of harvest the earth holds
for summer and delivers, in gasps, at fall.

I have never pretended that summer was paradise
or that anger could not exist in love.
The violent surrender of life in autumn
is the still birth of promise summer
cannot keep. Anger draws me out,
calls to anyone who would lov£ forever —
a place, an idea, a scent that recalls
satisfaction. We drank cold wine one day;
I made taboule, chopping tomatoes, mixing
them in fine oil, turning them into
the aromatic grain. I am thankful
for those days we wish to come,
but which seldom do. Nothing pleases but rare accidents.
We knew all the conventional wisdom, delighted
in the sun and loved it more for such sweet thunder.
We fell to the moment we could not feel
passing. Anger is the absence when
feelings die, wet-bare branches.
So life recedes in moments while
we love and hate, denounce and defend.
You are that, all this is that:

MARCHL

a lioness will sometimes eat her young;
our parents grow old and die; a man
and a woman came together and part.
These are the cycles our bodies know;
a clinging, an instinct to flight.
It is the consuming fire of growth
and change, the cancer we fear most. In our skulls
the anger grates at loss and fulfillment.
The omphalos pulse of the womb in time
becomes the constricted headache
called maturity, when we know we are what we fear
and cannot be near the ones we love most.
The gravity of feelings we cannot speak
holds us to life on this earth, as the moon
pulls to the tides and harvest. I speak
in anger, in praise of creaturehood that calls
to our limbs, then to our loins and, at the last,
to our hearts. I have left the summer
that names me a man, gone the binary voice
of "him" and "her" I presumed to know.
Anger sings through my bones that living
is the only completion, the lengthening
and shortening of days, eating and elimination,
a samba the wind plays. I hold love
in my body, defense of fulfillment and loss,
for the other I knew in summer
and must give back for life and aloneness at fall.
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Accusation-, an elegy
I

"Hard living men and men of thought
burn their bodies up for naught
I mock at all so burning out."
-W. B. YEATS

The proposition: that to see clearly
for all its value, to know fully
one tone of a gray barn dying in October
is to understand it all—the geometry of Ohio
in the sloped pasture curving to tree trunks,
branches distinct against the hillside
only for their lost leaves. The sun
will not be like this until March when
the distant cadmium whiteness of winter
again admits the warmth we feel fading.
. You spot a Van Gogh tree
by the dumptrucks at the stone quarry
and I pocket cigarette butts
not to desecrate Mt. Zion Road.
When we are lucky we lose
ourselves in the background, the pure solution
in one detail, one bough, one ear
of Indian corn—the complacency that holds us
by the roadside on a Sunday morning,
an obtuse religion we practice unexpectedly
to clear our heads from the forgotten

Ji
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night before. Then, beyond the black iron fence
in a side yard, we see the old woman
raking leaves onto burlap she empties
on the burning pile, quietly making ashes of our order
in which we can only imagine
the transference from earth to fire to air.

II
"How do you like your blue-eyed boy, Mr. Death?"
The sun rose johnny-walker red
in that valley, (a place
I remembered from lonely runs)
the long night when I came back
from my exile. I would not call it such
if I did not think it was true.
Chicago we gladly left behind
and the ghosts I'd gone looking for.
I did not think one would be you,
waiting solemnly with all
the windows open in the heat,
lighting cigarettes, humming back
at Thelonious Monk 'til three
when we escaped the interstate
and came looking. Did you hear the one
about the prodigal son and his brother?
We swilled Carling's, so happy to see
each other. But I had lost my talents for drinking.
The night before the funeral
(for a man I met once) we sat
in the hollow where lightning bugs
by heaven made me feel odd. I can't
sit through twilight like that
especially when the air is alive
and mosquito night coming on like
the end and you a thin shadow.
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Preoccupation is a deadly thing. I know:
I am dead to it. I accused you
of being human, the one burden
you would not tolerate. Breaking
down is hard to do. When I first met you
we ran roaring drunk, the young lions
prowling; times that tore the spunk
from me. What hurt worst was my pride. I
hauled tail away. Lick your wounds, brother —take
back what you said to me: Stay free.

Ill
We know only by what we do not know
(no matter what anybody tells you)
and it panics us. Our lives
we do not leave behind like notes
or scattered poems, cigarettes
left burning on the bedstand.
On those nights when darkness
plunges the last Indian summer
weariness into our veins, we lie awake
under the electric gauze of cicada sounds,
terrified for sleep, for escape from the clatter
of night-blown branches, from the riot
of stillness in the next room crowding.
Sometimes being asleep is more like life:
in time we choose. One day, as to the scene
of an accident we come upon life,
an emergency bleeding away as we watch.
Friends we leave to find this end
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by cheap metal or in the neglected woods,
in that instant knowing what they left.
We see surrender, death to life as we live
to death, feeling the other struggling inside us.
IV
Each day we wake, arise, walk,
eat, wash—the litany of the flesh.
In things of this world
we sense an order; when order evades us
it is love, our only memory:
the moments before sunrise, a cold
floor on winter morning, the first sip
of good wine, swimming in the ocean as a child.
These things —which know no other—accuse us
at each instant of being human. We have
hope to live by hours, each one freed
by its passing. Then, friends,
in March on the first good day
It comes like a soap bubble and breaks.

James Wright

A Letter to Jack Furniss
18 July, 50.

This letter, one of twelve letters written either to John F. Furniss, Jr., or his
parents, is published with the gracious permission of Anne Wright.
James Wright and John F. Furniss, Jr. met while in military service in Japan.
When Wright asked Furniss where he was going to college and learned it was
Kenyon College where he knew John Crowe Ransom was, he had not thought of
applying for admission, but Furniss, already admitted, persuaded him that one did
not have to be rich to attend. After graduation Furniss served Kenyon a while as
Assistant to the Dean and Director of Scholarships and Student Aid.
Wright and Furniss roomed together at first; later Wright boarded at the house
of Professor Timberlake. They corresponded during the summer.
Edward Harvey

Dear Jack;
I have your extremely welcome letter here with me. It arrived this afternoon; and
I found it to be illuminating. All the information which I desired to have clarified,
you have presented with fine precision and reasonable finality. I hope you are aware
of the excellent progress you have made in your prose style since you started to school
at Kenyon. Not the least striking thing about your letter was the simplicity of
presentation. In my belief, all style must be simple, or it is worthless. We have both
encountered, even at Kenyon, coundess people who tried to give the impression that
they have some sort of corner on the world's knowledge and intelligence; but who,
upon inquiry, were unable to express even the most ordinary thought in plain and
straight English. Perhaps this seems a secondary consideration, the primary one be
ing what a man has to say in the first place. But the thing he has to say is impotent
unless he knows how to say it. Believe me, I consider such issues of the greatest im
portance, for one of the most fundamental differences between man and the lower
animals is the former's invention and development of language. You are to be con
gratulated. I certainly hope you will retain this faculty-and the desire to retain it.
It is, as far as I understand the situation, one of the intense academic mix-ups at
present. A number of our students, who otherwise seem bright enough, seem to
54

think that the only way one can gain some sort of self-confidence is to imitate the
bad parts of the Kenyon Review—i.e., write incomprehensible prose. You evidendy
realize very well the import of such practice already; but let me beg you, do not be
fooled. As one myself keenly interested in literature, I have been rather on the inside
of an attack by some few of us against the cult of unintelligibility who have obtained
in Kenyon undergraduate literary circles in the past. Next year the editor of HIKA
will be our mutual friend George Lanning, another strong advocate of simple and
precise expression. This is difficult to bring off, expecially in relation to other small
periodicals which publish in other small colleges, and with whom we have occa
sional commerce. In pretending to be 'radicals' or 'intellectuals', they frequently
sneer and look down upon the writer who seeks the direct and communicative sim
plicity which implies that he respects his reader. However, the issue is central to a
liberal arts college and the ideas and techniques which it is supposed to be studying
and developing. Therefore, it being central, it requires every serious student to assert
his individuality most distincdy by refusing to be taken in by the pseudo-intellectuals.
Perhaps you are familiar—you were in the Shakespeare class, so I know you are
familiar—with Dr. Timberlake's1 personal struggle for simplicity against con
fusion in students' class papers. His ears must have burned time and again,
for behind his back I have heard him cursed, damned, and sneered at for the
sin of demanding that undergraduate students write a plain and straight
English. For him it has been a continual struggle, with many important vic
tories and a few important defeats. But his action is correct. He knows what
he is doing. He has read great examples of literary expression in English,
Latin, Greek, German, French, and Anglo-Saxon. His own literary style is a
model of purity and accuracy. I am in agreement with him, and I feel that I
can most effectively offer my support to him, and other distinguished
educators, by working continually on my own manner of expression, by
perpetually attempting to say what I can say as simply as possible.
I hope you will forgive me for rambling at such length on this topic. But
your letter was so excellently expressed, that it reminded me of a number of
educational and literary issues which are very important to both of us, in
sofar as we are both interested in the development of our country and the
education within it.
You mention your spending some time in reading, golfing, and fraterniz
ing with a girl from Fla. I've been working somewhat here on the farm, and
have also had time to get in a little reading. I finally got around to that ex
cellent novel The Scarlet Letter, and found it a most profound and thoughtprovoking work. Also, just for the fun of it, I re-read Tom Sawyer, a book
which used to be, in my juvenile estimation, a very great thing; and which I
found, to my surprise and delight, to retain for me that luminous humor
and tenderness which I have so enjoyed in Mark Twain. Further, my Ger1 Phillip

W. Timberlake, Mcllvane Professor of English, 1895-1957.
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man has enabled me to get through Heinrich Heine's Book of Songs with
pretty clear understanding and with enormous pleasure. Speaking of
simplicity and grace, he is one of poetry s chief exponents of these virtues.
He's witty, too-but always tender. . . . You must tell me something about
what you've been reading, and you might even suggest some new works to
which you can introduce me, as you did last summer in the case of The Nuked
and the Dead. Incidentally, I also re-read this book about a month ago, and
found it to be even more interesting on the second reading.
The information on the army situation was just what I wanted, and I am
ver y grateful to you and your folks for finding out, and stating, the ques
tions at hand. As for the officer business-I think it a good idea, and if I
should be drafted, I also intend to take every single advantage which my
training can offer me. I agree with you about disliking the officer system;
but it exists, and we didn't create it, and there's practically nothing we can
do about it. If we should, by some terrible chance which I hope remains
vague, become drafted officers, there's no law to make us act like bastards, as
did some of the officers and Fishes and Joe Balls's, etc.2, whom we knew.
As soon as I return to Kenyon, I must see about the scholarship. I hope
there will be little or no difficulty. It is of the first importance to me; and to
have to stop or even hesitate at the present stage would be extremely un
comfortable.
Well, Harry3,1 hope to hear from you soon. Have you heard from any of
the boys? What about Monroe4?
Please give my best regards to your wonderful parents3.
BUY BONDS
Adam6
2Obviously

obnoxious individuals who need not be identified here.

'An alternative nickname for Jack.
4A

mutual friend from their days in the military service.

'James Wright met Mr. and Mrs. John F. Furniss, Sr. when they helped the room-mates make
their first room more livable. Later one summer, Wright was their house-guest. Two of the let
ters preserved by Jack Furniss are to his parents.
6Thc nicknames Harry and Adam were used privately by the two friends, Adam because when
Jack first came upon James Wright he was reading Joyce's Ulysses seated on his bunk in a bar
racks in Japan, as bare as Adam.

Christopher J. Smith

Sundays are Good for the Soul
i
Sunday saw the eclipse of our sun.
The blistering wind stirred the paling leaves,
And breathed death into the rubbered shrubs.
The ashen sky kept watch over the lawn,
And disdained the hug of clutching trees.
The snow drifted on a break in the grass,
And whispered sins into the ears of the blades.
I was away at the time —
Gone to frigid, fertile Ohio.
The plane settling with its casual grace,
And the lighted moon with its smiling face,
Make me think—ah, here is my new place,
Here I have escaped. But even there,
The wind blew the sound of its cry through my ears,
The snow struck my face with the flakes of its tears,
And dropped to the ground.

II
Once July settled in, the wind withered,
The snow which crusted my face began to melt.
As the breeze struck in buoyant waves,
Unevenly tempering the quiet warmth
Which alights upon two people alone,
The gliding waves invited me to dance.
As I stepped in time to the waltz of water
Splashing along the inserts of sand
I watched a Blue Monday washing ashore.
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Then I fixed my gaze upward to the sky
And marked a new sun, borne in on laurels of lint.
When I finally allowed myself to leave,
I couldn't help but pause and gaze on my footprints
Evaporating in the wet sand. I stood
And thought, — There is where I was, and here,
Here is where I am.
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Dirk Westphal

Amanda Albrecht

Two Poems
A Line for Mother
Here we are.
My heartline
stretching out
from me
to you.
This bond created
lasts out any other.
Firmly entrenched,
your love
grows miracles.
As softly planted seeds
nurtured to maturity,
you have guided
with soiled hands and
aching back-bent,
crouching over many years now.
You worried for me
more than yourself.
Now you plant
poppies and roses
gardenias
for our
mutual amusement
and my silent awe.
You clasp my hand
within
yours,
weakened through the pain
but growing stronger
in recent time.
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Weathered now
Softly lined-softly textured: you hold.
These hands
newly washed of earth
are my source,
bind you within
me.
These slim fingers
caress
with refined care.
Release lightly,
but remain
in hand —
intact.

I have always wondered
why one
may not view it
as something
gained,
But lost.
They call her
And she
shoulders hunched
says they must be
right.
She was . . .
"carried away."

ALBRECHT
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Why can they not
lead one another?
Why in his
arms
must she be
enveloped
and lost
while he
chalks one
down
for "experience?"
It is
a twisted voice
that tells me:
ul
love»
must be retained
for marriage
and
"young ladies"
must not
allow themselves
to be moved
<4

by

sparked eyes
and soft fingertips,
touching
releasing
and brushing against
once
again.
&

Vic Peterson

Thaumaz
All thy vexations
Were but trials of thy love, and thou
Hast strangely stood the test. Here, afore heaven,
I ratify this my rich gift.
The Tempest

"TVVIDED and enclosed entirely by hedgerows, Thaumaz never lost form,
I /npypr allowed its sublime, idyllic beauty to decay into wilderness. One
planet, one garden. Thaumaz cultured sweet beds of daffodils, lilies and
primroses with exacting vigor, and raised forests of oak, birch and poplar
with heroic ecstasy. Hedge trimmed these areas like dancers about a fire, or
like leaves about a bud. Indeed, from space, Thaumaz appeared to be one
tremendous flower, each petal significant to, and harmonized with, the
next.
Dr. Ludwig trembled as he set the final draft of his speech on his desk and
lit a cigar. Tomorrow meant truth. Tomorrow he would reveal to the world
the product of months of labor and of harried nerves. He would tell the ex
act location of the new-found planet. Moreover, he would reveal something
that only he knew: Thaumaz was unpopulated by any animal form. It was a
living planet, an organism. For once he would know triumph. Yet, as Lud
wig leaned back in his chair to turn the bright light of his study away, he
knew more deeply that a beautiful creature such as Thaumaz could never
exist untouched in a world of men. Thaumaz would have a new gardener.
Dr. Ludwig's heart fluttered and ached as he stepped onto the podium.
He looked out over his colleagues, who sat fidgeting and resolute as an or
chestra before a concert, returning their petulant stares with glances of grave
and knowledgeable irritation.
"Dear Members and Patrons of the World Scientific Congress," Ludwig
began in a stern tone, "as you know, by reports, there is a new planet in the
Alpha Sector of our galaxy. I have discovered it; I have named it Thaumaz,
from thaumazdien, meaning to be amazed at. I think you will come, shortly,
to know why I have chosen this name." The audience sat in stony silence.
Their stares were quick, objective, needle-like. Dr. Ludwig hesitated. His
play, of stern role-playing before their recalcitrance, did not seem to work.
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He continued in a tone of professional condescension. "Except for its
presence," he said, "no one knows anything about Thaumaz but myself. I
am here to distribute what I've learned." He paused dramatically, austerely,
delivered several strategic stares, and concluded: "What I have learned, my
friends, is that Paradise yet exists in the heavens!"
The force, the arrogance, with which Dr. Ludwig delivered these last
words startled even the astronomer himself. He heard his words echo er
ratically through the auditorium, hit the back wall and drop. The moment
of silence was ghastly. Somebody then cried, "Don't waste our time with
fantasies, Ludwig!"
Ludwig allowed the subsequent laughter to taper into the silence. Presently,
he replied: "I realize that this is an unorthodox manner by which to present
my findings. But, when a wondrous truth presents itself dramatically, drama
is the appropriate response." Ludwig repositioned himself, as he saw, in one
corner, a strange rustling of arms. "Thaumaz is covered with marvelous
gardens. The astonishing characteristic of this planet is, however, that there
is no gardener. My friends, Thaumaz is, in every sense, a living being; it
thinks, it acts, it creates." The arms leapt like sea-anemonies, like fireworks.
Ludwig ignored them and continued. "Gardens: they make the horticulture
at the Taj Mahal appear accidental. One planet, one garden. You see, the
members of the gardens —the plants, I mean—are biophysically designed to
their climates. It is as though some great landscape artist had swept his hand
over Thaumaz's surface, tilled it to perfection, and left it in space as a monu
ment."
The audience fluttered with apprehension.
"Thaumaz is a living monument," Ludwig persisted, "I have done a close
inspection of the soil. It seems to be a sort of muscular entity, issuing
flowers and hedge and trees like hairs perfectly groomed, or like soldiers
perfectly arrayed. Copses burst forth with militant vigor; hedges trim these
areas in patterns of great mathematical purity. The copses are permitted yet
contained."
One fellow, a famous geologist, leapt forth from the pocket of arms. "I
cannot believe that in an age such as ours you cry Paradise," he said solemn
ly, angrily. "In the last year alone six new planets, two of them theoretically
inhabitable, have been discovered. We ignore them. We tend to the Earth
first, Ludwig. Wars, espionage, fanaticism—on the Day of Judgement you
cry Paradise!" The geologist resumed his seat amidst scattered pools of ap
plause.
Ludwig could not believe that, latently antagonistic as it was, this mass of
genius was rejecting him. "Think of it," he cried, lights of anguish and in
sight flooding his head, "a brain that can breed energy with reserve! Oh, my
friends, think of the experimental opportunity! Doesn't that make you
yearn to explore?"
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People were beginning to leave, without disguising their disgust. The
geologist remained, however, listening intently. Ludwig continued, paling:
"It is absolutely logical and necessary for this planet to exist. Brute brains
are not required to believe in beauty; the animal branch of evolution is not
carved in stone. If life and nourishment of experimentation-imagina
tion-can occur in vegetables - if mutation and indeed gene tailoring can oc
cur on a planet devoid of animals-then it behooves man to explore this
phenomenon for what knowledge he might gain. That knowledge might
come to him as a newer maturity, humility. I cannot imagine that on
Thaumaz wars have occurred between geraniums and lilies, or pines and
oaks. No, if man wishes to be educated then he must reach beyond the
bounds of this small globe to return knowledge to it."
The geologist, in response, stood promptly and gathered his coat. "Dr.
Ludwig, you still do not realize the implications of your message," he said. "I
will do all I can to suppress you. I shall not let such delirious and irresponsi
ble behavior, in the name of science, go unattended." He turned his nose
and stormed out of the auditorium, muttering and pointing his finger to the
audience. Several other prominent scientists followed the geologist and soon
the doors could not accommodate the discontented.
Dr. Ludwig was aghast, frightened, as he watched so many good and
famous minds pour away from his truth. He sat rigid for minutes, isolated
upon the theater stage, until his cigar grew a long ash. When finally he moved
his hand-when he felt the heat of the coal upon his knuckles-his elbow
hurt with stiffness and the ash fell upon his coat. He wiped the ash away
furiously. Never had he seen so much genius behave so childishly. The
words of the geologist stung his ears. To do otherwise is suicide! he thought,
mockingly. Nature seizes men by the throats and drags them to heaven, yet
still they resist. Suppress the truth, they say, or, rather, what they say is that
they do not want to be a part of the universe which spawned us. They do
not want responsibility. They want ignorance and lies. Therefore, lies shall
be my gift to them, Ludwig concluded, staring at the beams of the theater.
If I am ingenious, he thought, some retributive pretense might yet be
affected.
Months passed. Dr. Ludwig grew grim, the wrinkles of his eyes worked
into scars of impatient gravity. His hands trembled with exhaustion, with
discouragement and even bitterness. He had spent weeks perfecting his
notes, appealing to institutions and space programs, but with no luck.
Presently he read a rejection from NASA.
"No, sir, this project is by every means untenable," (it read), "and even if
we considered it beyond a moment of humor (it was a good laugh), this proj
ect would lead to the disintegration of NASA. To send a man to Thaumaz
would guarantee his loss."
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Guarantee his loss? They have no proof of this. No, humiliation travels
quickly, Ludwig thought. The geologist was executing his charge; he was
worming into all the space programs and rotting all Ludwig's opportunities.
Not one proposal was accepted. Soon the whole of the scientific community
would be convinced that Ludwig's project was evil. Yet what can I do?,
Ludwig thought. Thaumaz is simply too large and sublime for men to ap
preciate. One can tell by their behavior at the conference that they have
been trained to look inward for answers, to the exclusion of what surrounds
them. And what surrounds them is the world, the universe, the cosmos
bursting with answers and assurance and beauty.
Ludwig meditated a moment, folding and refolding the rejection in his old
hands. Self-reliance is a fool's crutch, he thought, age has taught me this.
People forget too easily that the nature of the universe is heroic, and that
the hero bequeaths his gifts to others only as soon as he has won them. It is
man's nature to emulate the heavens.
"Ah-ha!" Ludwig cried, leaping up. He knew of one shuttle laying dor
mant on the NASA pad. This is the opportunity for the prophesied
pretense, Ludwig thought, the key to the diabolical intrigue which shall
thrust us into a new era of space technology. Resolved and contented, he set
quickly to drafting an advertisement, which appeared the next day in all the
national papers.
(A Queer Quay upon a River. Enter Pierre Yeats; followed by theDevil.)
The Devil, dressed in clown's costume, crept into the portable toilet.
Moonlight swept across the river and shone blandly upon the dull plastic of
the convenience. Pierre, himself pretending to a king's achievements, smirked,
cackled, howled madly.
"O, thou dost work too hard at it," Pierre counseled, wrapping his
knuckle upon the door, his ruffled, port-stained sleeve quivering like dried
petals in the autumn air. He wrapped his half-empty bottle against the
plastic.
A grunt emanated from within the trunk.
"O, monster, were't not for the mystical fiery bonds between us, the nar
cissism that forces your praise upon me, my animosity would drive me to
kill you," Pierre muttered, leaning against the toilet.
Wham wham wham! The Devil slammed his fist like an imp inside a
drum. Pierre winced, giggled.
"So you can hear in there . . .," Pierre whispered mischievously. "Then
hear this: Go to, Devil!"
Pierre shoved the caged fiend off the pier, into the abyss. A bubble and a
steamy ring marked the monster's sinking.
The monster, below and turning blue, writhed, cursed, and beat the door.
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But too late. Dread drowning noises rose from the river. Pierre, above, tit
tered and choked. He raised his thin hands to his blanched cheeks, bit his
fingers and crushed his eyes. He wiped his tears with the delicate foliage of
his wrists. Then, with fugitive excitement, he clutched his port, gulped, and
soliloquized: "O, sad human nature, betrayal marks your mortality! Slay the
Devil and you slay your best friend, your reason to live, Pierre. Your pride
kills, and now your despair survives quietly. Hush, as I have no friends. I am
a silent nothing."
Pierre slumped and brooded for a moment over the dark gurgling sounds
that issued from the water.
"Hark, a wake," Pierre forlornly muttered.
Suddenly, the foul fiend leapt onto the pier and hurled a passing dog into
the river. "O, the dead lives!" Pierre gasped, horrified. He slid cautiously to
the next toilet, unlatched the door, entered, and waited quietly. Outside,
the monster, grunting Grendel-like, ravaged cars and trees clownishly in
search of his king. "Master!" the monster cried. There was no response;
Pierre would not reveal himself. The moon shone upon two more conven
iences. The Devil slumped, bewildered, confused and hurt. Everything was
carnival.
Pierre removed the print kerchief from his breast pocket and mopped his
forehead. He sighed and sat upon the stool.
"Evil—disguised as this foolish Devil —rises relentlessly from the deep and
haunts me. Woe is me—why do I bring this upon myself:1" he moaned
forlornly.
Crack! The earth shifted radically.
The river gushed into the locker. Pierre immediately wallowed neck-deep
in waste. "Found, drowning demon, I am slain!" Pierre cried. He punched
the door but it would not yield. Blue-green water closed around his head,
little water-angles floated by, and Pierre resigned himself to a long sleep.
The night grows incredibly long down here, Pierre thought, as he floated,
entruncated, with one last bubble of air trapped inside the trunk. Suddenly,
however, Pierre was struck with a vision of himself being dredged from the
river in an undignified position. This is no way for an aristocrat to die,
Pierre thought, and, possessed with a mighty shame, he bashed the door
once more. Miraculously, it gave. He cleared the surface, coughing.
"Clever creep, hoist, and I shall chide thee," Pierre cried, flinging up his
hand.
Once Pierre was on the quay again, the Devil chuckled deeply and sadly,
and said, "I'm very sorry, but what was I to do, you started it? Here, master,
take this, I meant to give you this before you thrust me into the deep, sir."
He handed Pierre a newspaper.
Pierre's eyes fell upon the red penciled circle and read. "Wonderful, fan
tastic," Pierre cried. "Distant, cold, beautiful—yes, astronautics suits me
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perfectly. I'll have my honor and glory yet, monster, to be sure. This is a
profound way to purchase eternity. I'll be famous."
"Fame would be pleasant, sir, and, in your case, much deserved. We'll ring
the good doctor tomorrow," the Devil said. He lit a cigarette and smiled
wanly. The ember swung like a scythe in the night.
Pierre—who had changed into his court frock—and the Devil—still in his
wrinkled jester's suit—strode confidently into Dr. Ludwig's observatory. In
side, the observatory seemed strangely like the hollow of a cave. They con
fronted an old man with dark, dry skin and wild hair, slouched over a
telescope, muttering incantations. The Devil cleared his throat politely,
grabbed the old man by the collar, and smiled.
"We wish to see Dr. Ludwig," Pierre said.
"I am Dr. Ludwig," the old man squeaked.
The Devil and Pierre glanced at each other. Pierre nodded; the Devil set
the astronomer back on the floor. Pierre removed his hat and bowed with a
flourish.
"Permit me to introduce myself. I am Pierre Yeats," he said, "and this is
my assistant, the Devil." Pierre added dramatically: "We seek the heavens."
"You reply to the advertisement, of course." Dr. Ludwig extended his
hand, but the monk stared mutely down.
"Forgive him, he is not allowed to speak," Pierre explained. "He is doing
pennance for an attempted assassination. He must not speak until I, in my
infinite wisdom, see fit to loose his tongue."
"Yes, fine; let's get down to business," Ludwig concluded tersely.
The astronomer straightened his collar, shuffled around his desk and sat.
He removed a folder from the top drawer, shuffled through it, and produced
two completely blank sheets of paper. He handed one each to the Devil and
Pierre, saying, "Fill these out, please, for insurance reasons." Ludwig winked.
Pierre and the Devil promptly threw them into the trash. "I shall not be
touched for coining," Pierre said.
"Right, I see we speak the same language. We must, however, discuss
what you'll be doing on your journey," Ludwig said, replacing the folder into
his desk, smiling wryly. He continued: "In the advertisement I stated that I
was affiliated with NASA, and that you'd be flying as part of a public rela
tions program. You'd make space safe for all. However, that is not exactly
the truth." Ludwig leaned forward and tightened his brow collusively and
folded his hands. "I am not affiliated with anyone. NASA would not touch
my project. But that does not rule out the possibility of reaching Thaumaz
in some unorthodox manner."
"Are you suggesting that we create our own space program?" Pierre asked
naively. He fidgeted with the plume on his hat.
"I know of a shuttle sitting dormant on NASA's pads," Ludwig said.
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Pierre's eyes registered, in return, a kind of obtuse urbanity. Ludwig added:
"To put it succinctly, Mr. Yeats, I mean theft."
Pierre's eyes sparked alive. He leaned to the Devil's ear and whispered
something, then turned to Ludwig. "Aye, aye, go on," Pierre urged.
"You are no astronaut, Yeats. You have no training in aerospace
technology, gravity is a mystery to you, and, in fact, you have no
understanding of science beyond the physics of a rainbow. My friend, you
are the least likely candidate possible." Ludwig unclasped his wrinkled hands
and drew one through his tousled grey hair, while he stared with distant
benevolence upon Pierre. This is too good, he thought. A mad king and a
mute fool crashing through the skies: it is twisted and beautiful. I must
maintain reserve, however, he warned himself, and cultivate them carefully
before NASA shows up.
With this, Ludwig rose and assumed his austere, speechifying stance.
"Every day the world grows smaller and more complex. Things which
you could not imagine occurring, do." Ludwig began. "A photon moves
backward in time, a living planet is found, perhaps a third Homeric epic is
discovered. No one can predict these things; the world is magical."
Ludwig drew a long, serious reflective face.
"You see, my colleagues have an unfortunate Einsteinian view of the
universe: all phenomena are local, nothing is connected. My scope extends
beyond this. In my opinion, the universe progresses toward perfection,
toward a quasi-utopian state, if you will. Examine the heirarchy of science,
things act in concord. The laws of quantum actually promote atomic struc
ture; atomic structure supports molecular structure; molecular structure en
dorses cellular cohesion. Cells create life. Ultimately, things are married, or
are marriageable, in this hierarchy." Pierre did not yet look perplexed, so
Ludwig ventured on with his ideas. "It would seem, then, I suppose, that
this hierarchy is rigid, and that all higher things are answerable to lower
things. To this I say: differences make a difference. Occasional experimental
eccentricities breach the hierarchy and make it flexible at its joints. In short,
the universe tests, at its boundaries and peripheries, what is best for itself."
Ludwig rose and strode to the window and looked out over the city. The
sun bled purple and red, as the buildings took on jellyfish features. Pierre
continued to fluff the plume on his hat with apparent disinterest while the
Devil sat asleep in the corner, snoring.
"At the universe's peripheries, chance, fortune, is mose exercised. Yet for
tune has many senses. It can be blind luck, bad luck, or good luck. Most
often we mean good luck, because, by chance, we can make great fortunes.
You, I hope, may be the wild card which will cash in my efforts, precisely
because you are so unpredictable," the astronomer concluded triumphantly.
"This I call my 'Least Likely Therefore Most Probable' method," he added.
Pierre nodded. "All this talk about fortune is fine," he said. "I'm looking
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for a world without end bargainl I want to be famous to the hilt, immortal,
renowned."
"Immortality is yours, Pierre. You shall go down in the annals of
aerospace history as the king who stole the shuttle, who landed on
Thaumaz, who helped conquer the heavens. It shall be done!"
Pierre suddenly grew austere himself, mimicking, perhaps, the
astronomer. "I see that I am valuable to you," he said. "Therefore, I shall go
according to my terms." Ludwig's eyes tightened suspiciously. "First, the
Devil goes with me."
"No, the ship cannot take two," Ludwig replied.
"You seem to misunderstand me. I am Faustus, doomed to walk this
world—or, in this case, others—with my demon at my side. He must go
along, or there shall be no flight," Pierre said resolvedly. He moved to the
Devil and nudged him until he awoke. The Devil started up and stared
about in some confusion, then gained his bearings and smiled at the astron
omer. In the mean time, Dr. Ludwig sat with his arms crossed at his desk,
and, strangely, he saw, or thought he saw, at the moment of the Devils
awakening, a dark shadow like wings flutter behind him. It may have been
the light, though, he thought.
"You are cruel, Pierre, I have underestimated your urbanity,' Ludwig
conceded, slinging his head low. "You have that wish. What is the next?
"That you refer to me henceforth as an aristocrat: that is, King Pierre, or
Your Majesty, et cetera. Agreed?" To this the Devil smiled benignly.
"Your wish is granted. Is that all, King Pierre?" Ludwig said with more
than a little irony.
"Yes; that is all."
"Do not forget," Ludwig added moralistically, "that all men tend to con
struct systems which are to their advantage. History is democratic; it levels
all those who pursue greatness. We endeavor ourselves at great risk.
Pierre grinned and returned his hat to his head. "When one plays chess,
one enters with full knowledge of the risk, but also of the winning, King
Pierre answered agreeably. "Therefore, with both ends of the scale in mind,
the Devil and I shoot for the stars!"
"Tomorrow," Dr. Ludwig said.
"Tomorrow," King Pierre assented with some apprehension. The Devil
chuckled and glanced with a wry, weary smile at both.
The vast white shutde loomed like a whale above the pad, its wings stretched
darkly and its nosecone projected upward, serious, blank, and unsmiling. As
they approached the top flights of the steps, Pierre ran his finger along the
leading edge of the fin.
"It's funny that such power is drawn by so soft a fold as this, he said. Arc
lights burned the air with columns of light that illuminated small specks of
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dust in the air, making it appear as though perhaps it was snowing in the
warm air. They had not been discovered and Dr. Ludwig counseled their
movements with raises and lowerings of his hand. He puffed heavily and
said:
"The wings are child's play, they are for the descent," he said. "It's the
engines at the rear which lift you into space."
"O, space, space, how I've longed for thee," Pierre murmured; "cold ubi
quitous space, eternal presence of the universe, father of men and nothing,
I'll shoot for thee, and there is death in my thrust." Ludwig cringed and told
him to hush, then signaled to the Devil, who was lagging, to hurry.
"Poetry is for the effete, and we are engaged in a highly fertile subterfuge,"
Dr. Ludwig said, motioning them down with his hand. A beam of light
passed over their heads. "You shall be a long time in space, and there you
can soliloquize at will."
King Pierre glowed with excitement. They continued on until they reached
the second highest level of the platform, where the three conspirators
crouched in a huddle to make plans. Dr. Ludwig looked furtively out over
the gray plain, over the sea, to the control tower, and then again to Pierre,
saying: "This is where I take my leave. It's up to you both to sneak aboard
and commandeer the shuttle. But don't touch anything until I've given the
go-ahead." They all shrunk together ^ollusively as Ludwig continued. "I'll
run back to the control tower, knock out the guard, and everything will be
okay. I'll handle everything at ground level, you take care of what's up
here." The Devil and Pierre gave each other knowing nods. Ludwig smiled
unsteadily, stepping down a rung. "Remember: when I say go, press the red
button."
"Right: the red button," Pierre repeated.
Dr. Ludwig slapped him on the back, and the Devil on the hump, as he
passed them, and watched them climb a few flights before departing. He
then raced down the steps and across the open square to the dark tower, into
which Pierre saw him disappear. Meantime, the Devil crept to the white
door and knocked. Pierre approached behind.
"Who's there!" A voice inquired from within.
"It's me, sweetheart," Pierre replied, falsetto.
The door swung open heavily and a stern voice boomed: "Wanda, I told
you not to call while I'm working!"
The Devil smashed the astronaut hard on the head with the door and rolled
the body aside. They moved swiftly into the otherwise unoccupied shuttle,
and to the control panel, where Pierre put on the headset. A buzzing sound
came through. Pierre waited a moment, then cried to the Devil, "Bring me a
bottle of port, Fiend." The Devil produced a bottle from a fold in his robe.
"Excellent," Pierre said, popping the cork.
Suddenly a voice crackled over the speakers, causing Pierre to fumble the
bottle.
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"Everything's green, Pierre—King Pierre — " Ludwig's small voice cor
rected. "Press the red button." Pierre leapt at the astronomer's agitated tone,
accidently smashing several buttons on the panel. The ship uttered a deafen
ing whir, shook, sputtered and stalled.
"The red button, the red button!" the speakers screeched.
Pierre spotted a red knob and slammed his fist on it. The ship whirred and
sputtered again at a higher pitch, then fell to a dead silence. "Ruined, ruined,
ruined," Pierre heard Ludwig lament. Slowly, though, Pierre felt his body
grow heavy and compressed. The ruckus had stopped. The ship lifted silent
ly from the pad, and Pierre, trying to smile at the devil squashed to the
floor, found that his tongue felt like a brick. His jaw would not cooperate;
he could barely produce a grin. He heard Dr. Ludwig's feeble voice,
however, shouting over the intercom, "Paradise, my friend, awaits." Pierre
then heard an apparent scuffling, Ludwig's voice became muffled, and then
there was a loud snapping sound. The speakers were dead.
"Did you know that when I throw these darts, their velocity, according to
their vector, is faster than the speed of the ship?" Pierre asked with a sort of
dry curiosity, as he floated above the deck. He was attached to the control
panel by the headphone wires, holding a half empty bottle of port in one
hand and a quiver of darts in the other. "I mock him, that Ludwig, who said
I didn't know anything about science." Pierre cast a handful of darts at the
wall but missed. He slurped at pockets of port spilled in the air. "This is one
for the gods," he said, pouring out a bit more. The Dev<l, meanwhile,
floating cross-legged like the Buddah, smiled complacently and collected
stray darts.
"Blast me!" Pierre suddenly shouted. His eyes watered, he trembled, curl
ing up in the air. "Blast this silence. Two months in space without a word
from earth. This was a fool's mission, I knew it, but fate, silent fate—I'm go
ing mad with nobody to talk to, and you, not yet repentant, still cursed to
silence."
Pierre paused a moment. He stiffened and made his way to the wall.
"Pass me two darts," he said.
The Devil gathered the floating darts and tossed them, back end first, to
Pierre.
Pierre spun about and braced himself against the wall. He gripped two
darts tightly in his fists, raised them to his eyes, and drew a long, hopeless
expression. "This defies all defiance," he said. "I thought 1 had an especial in
sight into the more hellish regions of men's endeavors, but, in fact, I m
blind. I'm mad, stuck aboard this lost ark, but now I shall prove the insanity
of my arrogance and the true realization of my hubris. Pierre drew his arms
back, tightened them spring-like, and closed his eyes, summoning his
courage. He imagined the points piercing him like spears, the terrible pain,
the permanent darkness.
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"No! Wait, I've reconsidered."
Pierre dropped, or rather let go of the darts, and grabbed the port from
the Devil, who by this time was weeping profusely. He threw his arm hap
pily about the monster's hump. "You may speak now, Fiend, my moment
of wisdom has arrived. Things are never so bad as you think," Pierre said
jovially.
The Devil opened his mouth, revealing yellow fangs and a black tongue as
he smiled. He said, squeakily: "Master, you won't believe me. All these
months I've functioned silently and seen a great many strange things, the
grandeur of which I've kept to myself at your behest. I've this to say: the
heavens are full of strange things and uncanny sights which give delight and
hurt not. Sometimes a thousand twanging quasars will pulse about mine in
struments; and sometimes great lights, which, if I'd fallen asleep, will wake
me to sights greater than dreams; and, when I wake, I rush to find in clouds
and nebulae the mysteries which one day become earths and Thaumazes."
"I doubt you not, monster, for I too am a seer," Pierre consoled patronizingly.
"But there's more," the Devil grinned wryly. "Ludwig's been trying to get
you all along. The radio had slipped off the channel at liftoff."
Pierre lept up fiercely. "Fie, fie on you, fiend, for keeping secrets!" he ex
claimed. He raced to the control panel and screwed the tuner until he heard
Dr. Ludwig's voice repeating wearily- "This is Mission Control calling his
honorable excellency, King Pierre Yeats, do you read me? This is
Mission—"
"This is Pierre Yeats answering Mission Control, we're alive!"
"Pierre —I mean, King Pierre! You're alive!" Ludwig responded enthusias
tically. "I thought perhaps you died at the takeoff."
"I thought^ow died," Pierre rejoined, "or that you'd been taken by guards."
"For a short while yes, but they came around when they realized you
weren't coming back," Dr. Ludwig explained.
"It's jolly good to hear from you; the Devil says hello," Pierre added.
"Never mind that now, King Pierre, have you looked out the visor screen
recently?"
Pierre nodded negatively to himself and pressed the button marked visor
screen, just to the left of the infamous red button. A low humming began,
and at the tapered, nose end of the compartment pneumatic doors began to
slide open across a screen, allowing in a bright array of white and green and
pink light. As the doors opened, there came into view a huge whirling green
planet, criss-crossed by fine dark green lines. Tiny silver moons circled rapidly
about.
Pierre and the Devil stared dumbly at the revelation. Pierre gulped at his
port and wiped his mouth on his dainty, dirty sleeve, gasping, his eyes
renewed with tearflow. The Devil fell with his heavy bulk to the floor and
shook. Dark and light patches of green and yellow and red quilted the sur-
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face, sewn and bordered by the darkest green of the hedge, like a great thick
blanket. The moons whirled about the planet like needles seizing tight the
pattern.
"Oh, Monster, we are there," Pierre said, his awe-filled voice providing
counterpoint to the still humming screen doors. As in a dream, though, he
heard Dr. Ludwig's voice command him to push buttons and pull levers,
guiding the ship to a truer course to the planet.
"That is Thaumaz," Dr. Ludwig announced finally. "Soon I shall be saying
farewell."
"Farewell? We need your instructions as to how to run the rover," Pierre
confided, somewhat perplexed. Strangely, the ship lurched forward as if it
were being tugged.
Ludwig laughed in a very strange low pitch, commanding Pierre to
observe the small yellow screen on the panel, which, he said, indicated the
gravitational pull of the planet. "How does the curser move?" Ludwig asked.
"Up, down, down, down, up," Pierre replied.
"Mostly down?"
"Yes."
"Then this is truly farewell, King Pierre. The gravitational draw of the
planet is disproportionate to its mass, as I suspected, so there's nothing
anyone can do for you now. You shall be drawn in and consumed. Perfect.
You see, Pierre, this has been my whole intention: to synthesize your brain
with Thaumaz's. We shall create a whole new creature in the universe! This
was why they scorned me. They knew that this would happen," Ludwig
laughed harshly.
"I'll destroy the ship!"
"No, Pierre, sacrifice yourself for the sake of science." Ludwig did not
plead. He had adopted his lecturing tone again, although, if this time
perhaps less controlled, he was still austere and paternal. "You must make
yourself an example," Dr. Ludwig continued, "this shall be your immortality.
It's your duty."
"O, o, o, I shall be pinched to death!" the Devil wailed. He threw his
hands over his head and fell into the corner, where the half spilled port lay.
His robes fell sadly, heavily about his bulky figure.
"Why, you right little fascist, I shan't be part of your monstrous scheme,
not if you do this to my friend," Pierre screamed into the microphone. He
searched the control panel wildly for some sort of self destruct button; there
seemed to be none. In the mean time, he smashed and tore at every instru
ment in sight, until black smoke began to pour from the board. The ship
began to quiver and moan. Pierre leapt to his companion's side and grabbed
the bottle and gulped panicky mouthfuls.
"Methinks we're done for," Pierre said. The cockpit grew hazy, Pierre
pulled the Devil's robe around both of them and they shuddered. Pierre
looked into the Devil's deep, melancholy eyes. A tear ran down his cheek.
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Pierre wiped the tear away. "Be not aggrieved, friend," he consoled, "we
knew we would end in some horribly apocalyptic manner, and this, I sup
pose, is it."
The Devil whimpered: "Aye; apocalypse is the classic end of a master and
his demon."
Together they looked to the visor screen. The clouds of Thaumaz's at
mosphere drew nearer and brighter, and the hedge became a strangely
beckoning symbol, as green, enclosed, and inviting as paradise. The ship lurched
again as it burst through the first thin layer of the atmosphere. A squealing
noise shrieked loudly, like a razor on glass, as they pierced the first clouds.
Pierre threw his arm about the Devil's hump.
Meanwhile, Dr. Ludwig sat roughly back in his chair. He no longer heard
conversation aboard the ship as it descended; Pierre's words had become a
dry, obscure buzz. Sullenly, the astronomer turned away from his visor
screen and stared down the muzzle of a luger.
"Very good, Ludwig, you're a marvelous actor," the geologist said.
"I'm a ruined man," Ludwig replied.
The geologist looked with an expression of mock solemnity and pity to
the several guards accompanying him. He raised his eyebrow ironically, say
ing: "This will teach you not to indulge in things beyond usefulness. You'll
learn to be successfully introspective one of these days, Doctor."
Ludwig slumped perceptibly.
"I'm afraid I will," he agreed.
The shuttle landed softly in the green hedge, buffered on either side by
dark green tendrils that seemed to accept the ship as it entered. Steam rose
from the wings and snout of the ship, like a great white dragon come to spill
its hoard of gold on the meadow floor. The nose itself was buried in the
sedge of a stream, as if the machine were drinking thirstily. The port in the
side of the beast opened, and Pierre and the Devil stepped out.
King Pierre peered about and cried a "Hello," which echoed over the
steeping pine forest and came back. They printed quick steps to the edge of
their meadow, their copse in the forest, when suddenly the Devil crouched
as if he espied something. Silently, he pointed to a rustling in the leaves.
"There, therel" Pierre cried, following the shadow. He chased into the
wood, past pansies and cowslips, amaranth and gessamine, into the pastoral
wood thick with myrtle, until, exhausted, he stopped. The Devil quickly
caught up.
"Don't chase it, master," the Devil said. "We know not what it is, nor how
dangerous."
Pierre craned his neck and searched furtively. "Blast my eyes, I'm going
mad. If I didn't see her myself, I'd think I was insane; it's a nymph!" Pierre
said.
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The Devil rolled his eyes sarcastically, but could not catch his master's
coat before Pierre was off again, bounding through the hedgerowed forest
like a buck. Whether they chased for minutes or hours, Pierre could not
tell, but finally he arrived at the edge of a small lake, where he saw, on the
other side, a small, frail white creature bending her neck to the pond. Pierre
traced the moonshaped bow of the shore to her side, to see her long dark
tresses arrayed with ivy and roses, her pale, slender body, garlanded, doubled to
her reflection on the water's surface. Pierre shook with delight and awe.
The Devil, meantime, came bumbling out of the forest, huffing and
puffing.
"Catch me a flower," Pierre cried to him.
Thus it happened, that when the Devil stooped to pick a flower —a nar
cissus, his favorite —he turned instantly to stone, statue like. There he
stooped, frozen, bent to the earth, the inscription at his feet reading: Et en
Arcadia Ego, no?
Pierre, infatuated, did not see this. His mind had become simple, direct,
of one concern: the nymph. Forgetting his request for the flower, he ap
proached the nymph and sighed delicately in her ear. She turned away from
her reflection, Pierre looked into her eyes, and saw, it seemed to him, a
million stars whirling ecstatically in a dance. He printed a kiss upon her
brow, upon her cheek, and upon her lips. "I love you," he moaned.
"I love you," the nymph echoed.
"Be mine forever," Pierre pleaded.
"Mine forever," she repeated.
They fell, twining, together, and the garden cried to fold its grassy gown.
Dr. Ludwig and the geologist sat and watched the larger aspect of the
planet through their visor screen. The geologist, bored, twiddled his thumbs
while glancing impatiently at the astronomer.
"I think you've indulged yourself enough for now," the geologist said finally.
"Come, away, off to your cell."
"No, wait!" Dr. Ludwig said, throwing up his hand. "It is not the same
planet it was twenty minutes ago, look," he instructed. The white haze of
the planet's atmosphere was growing vividly darker, bluish-green, and one
hemisphere of the planet bulged. Mountains emerged from the milieu of the
clouds. It is done, thought Ludwig; it is a new world. He let out a little
shriek of delight.
"Ah, you are confounded!" the geologist exclaimed. "Your goddess-planet
is exploding!"
"No, not exploding. Re-gardening itself, perhaps, but not exploding. Nor,
I add, is it a goddess." The astronomer pronounced the last phrase with a
controlled but not urbane sense of self-fulfillment. The world seemed fresh
to him, despite his captivity, and he felt complete. "Neither goddess nor
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god, neither male nor female, nor androgynous, nor an escape from either.
Simply Thauvnazdien, astonishment, something at which to be amazed, life\
Dr. Ludwig watched the geologist fill with envy, his hand twitching on
the luger, and said: "Erratum: life; both male and female, god and goddess,
the embracement of both. The world is a child again.
Thaumaz grew larger on the screen, a mixture of light clouds and dark
earth expanding into the heavens.
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Catherine UrofF

Proposal
When I laugh at him, he claims
we can find common interests.
We hold hands across the table.
The lights dim as his eyes grow
soft with the shadows.
I hear the wet snow now
falling off the rooftops
of our neighborhood homes,
brushed away by a careless breath.
I can almost see the flakes down,
down, floating down.
He presses my palm.
As I try to explain
I have no interests yet,
i'm close to asking first
In the clear, crisp morning
when hot breath hangs in the air,
who will wake up early
feeling the rough splinters
from the shovel's wooden handle
to heave into one big, messy heap
by the side of the muddy road
all that's fallen?
&
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Allison Joseph

Two Poems
Walking at the Nameless River
I walk, scavenging river's edge
As young reeds poke up through mud marsh,
Watch as older, established reeds
Swing stiffened and yellowed in wind.
From damp March I salvage
Butt ends of hope, retrieve beginnings.
Speckled pebbles crunch
Under my heels and toes.
This old water, veined with seaweed,
Shivers when wind is strong and smoky,
Heavy with the local factory's exhaust.
I make my fortune there,
Punching a dim time clock each day,
Wearing goggles and gloves to protect
What is endangered, while poems write themselves
On my skull's blank walls, spontaneously aborting
When the noon whistle blows.
Walking at this nameless, furtive piece of river
I bury those ruptured poems, forget their dialect
As the reeds stiffen and balk.
Walking at this nameless river I salute
This earth, this marsh, this water of weeds.
I know there is a landscape here
In need of new language, its words
Blushing and growing beyond dialect.
I come to a dead end with a bent street sign
Where a dinghy lapses in the water,
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Rusted from neglect, from briny, weed-heavy water
Lapping at its sides.
I have found a safe place
To dissect the meager business
Of my life. I lean forward,
Close my eyes, catch drifting wisps of sun and salt
On my cheeks, my tongue.
I am a beggar,
My body dense with floating hopes,
Unfiltered by days, weeks, months.
But I know the marsh grasses rise,
Rustle out of the complacent muck,
Young, no longer servile, thrust steadfast
Into the world.
I know
And I listen.

The Heroine of Night Duty
Night after hospital night
I saw the world petrify, felt anger
Shut my throat's catch, heard my voice
Grow ugly and bleak, witness
To loss after loss. I watched the world distill
Its favors and fragrances for a chosen few,
An elect conscious of color and light,
Unblighted, unblemished.
When I married I thought
I had lidded a piece of that perfect.
He launched scheme after scheme
And certain he knew the catch to the world,
I ignored his billfold's story.
I thought he knew
The world's intimate colors, a refined knowledge
I could feed off, a parasite woman.
79
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What I got was stolen paychecks,
Crumpled dixie cups, old newspapers
Stuffed in window cracks.
When the schemes gave out
He spent his hours downtown,
Watching the prostitutes.
I grew sallow and sharp tongued,
Quick to anger. When I knew
I had been duped, when the sham
Didn't even glitter anymore,
I packed his bags
And changed the locks.
Did you suspect
This story from me?
You find me plain and wanting
Until I speak, then wonder
What my strength is,
How I became potent?
I have learned about
Durable, necessary blight,
The stout pleasures of blemishes,
Colors that shout and clash.
I am an unknown heroine
With spite for ammunition and words that snare
A woman who lurks and sulks, weaving rags
Into headresses of pride.
I speak to you, defiant,
With a blast of courage
And a shot of love.
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for critical essays:
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for poetry:
Art Redding, '86
t
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The Charles Monroe Coffin Prize
for short fiction:
Vic Peterson, '86
The John C. Neff Prize
for expository prose:
Not Awarded

Judge: T. R. Hummer
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