

















Early spring morning:

Dawn wet puddles make mirrors !

For the opening sky.

Sunset came in wind
And the sun, a fallen leaf,
Tiptoed into night.

I, in god’s image,
Look hard at the reflection
Then break the mirror.

\ e (
Night, the mark of Cain,
Haunts in the shadowed eyes
Though the day is bright.
gh 7 i Up a spiral wind
Of air, the last leaf whirling
To break open sky.

The snowflakes settling
Slowly on my upturned face
As still white still doves.

I, safely standing
On the shore, see Love coming

QOver the thin ice.
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EAGLE'S NEST, Jacqueline Flowers

THE DAY OF THE NEW, CLEAR WAR

Chris Van Dyke

It was a brilliant, Indian Summer afternoon. The crisp air signalled the advent
of cool, windbreaker-jacket weather while a still-gentle breeze chased the first, few
fallen leaves animatedly down the street gutterward. Overhead, the autumn leaves, in
their boldest hues of red, orange, and gold, shone brightly in a flood of light which
streamed down through huge, darkening clouds that were threatening to become
ominous thunderheads.

It was Saturday afternoon, about one, and I was walking home from school, my
last class—a lecture on the Italian physicist, Fermi—over for the day. As I walked
across our still-green front lawn, I heard the angry, piping shouts of an argument from
the back yard. Going around by the side of the house, hopping a bed of lilies of the
valley, I stopped and stood quietly watching the scene, partially shielded from view by
a small thorn-apple tree. '

“Thought I toleja ya guys couldn’t use cap guns. Not rifles or pistols,” said my
kid brother, Eric, looking with scorn on another boy’s Wyatt Earp Special six-shooter.
About a dozen boys, the oldest not more than eight or nine, were sprawling on the grass
listening to Eric. “Toleja guys,” he added, looking around, “that this here’s 'a new
kinda war. Ya can’t go usin’ the same old stuff. We gotta get some new weapons.”

“Yeah? What kinda weapons, smart guy?” asked another boy, disgruntled, his
oversize cowboy hat and Colt 45 cap gun obviously not fitting the bill, either.

“All T know is that cap guns aren’t any good,” Eric persisted. “Other words
they're obsleet,” he added loftily, noting proudly that no one else knew the word:. He
plunged ahead, confidently. “Haven'tcha guys heard about the new, clear war yet?
Where ya been? Don’tcha read the papers?”

“Yeah. I read the comics. An’ the Sports Section,” said a boy, whose T-shirt
with a roaring tiger emblazoned across the chest together with his rapid-fire Mattel rifle
that he brandished fiercely demonstrated a dual allegiance.

“Stupid! Ya don’t find out about the new, clear war ’less ya read the front page.”

“You read the front page?” asked another boy.

“Well ... uh ... not too often. But my Dad an’ Mom do an’ I heard them talkin’
about it before. They—"

"Okay, okay, you tell us,” the boy with the Colt 45 interrupted. “What's a new,
clear war?” :

“T don’t know ’xactly, 'cept we're gonna have one, if the ’'nited States an’ Russia
don't be careful. When ya have one, everybody shoots missiles, an’ rockets, an’ drops H
bombs, an’ all that stuff. An’ one bomb can blow up a whole country, like England or
France or someplace. The guys in charge just sit in some secret underground hide-out
someplace, an’ when they wanna start the war, they just gotta push a buncha buttons, an’
poof! No more England, if that’s the place they’re gonna blow up! It sounds real neat.
It’s not like reglar wars. Ya don’t gotta go out an’ shoot at the other guys too much.
Ya just stay home. It isn’t bloody or anything. If ya kill the other guys, they can't even
feel it. Poof! They're gone. Just like that.” He snapped his fingers. “It sorta disintegrates
‘em. The old Death Ray,” he added sinisterly. “Like a Martian ray gun. Buzzzzzzap!”
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For emphasis, he swivelled his stubby index finger in a semi-circle levelling the group
with his imaginary ray. “An’ if ya miss some of 'em with the bombs, there’s this stuff
called fallout that comes down in the rain, 'an polishs ’em off. They just getta stomach
ache an’ kick the bucket. I saw it inna movie. When the stomach ache gets "em, they just
take a coupla these special pills. Sleepin’ pills. Only they never wake up. Presto! ‘fore
ya can say Jack Robinson, they’re goners. They take the pills ‘cause they're yella,” he
added confidentially. “No guts. Me,” he said, proudly thumping his chest. “I'd take it like
a man.” Then, with the finesse of one who has had a great deal of practice, he clutched
his stomach with both hands, assumed a severely tortured look, and gurgling realistically
a couple of times, toppled to the ground. His recovery was rapid, however. He leaped
up and remarked causually, “nother injun bites the dust. No more enemy. Real neat.”

“Why'd they call it a new, clear war?”

“I guess 'cause it's a new sorta war. It’s brand-new an’ it's real clear an’ quick. Like
I said. It's a good, clear way. It happens so fast, nobody’ll get hurt. Nobody'll be bloody
an’ there won't be any screamin’ and yellin’ an’ havin’ legs cut off. Itll just be a
new, clear war, that’s all.”

He paused briefly, and went on. “Anyway, we gotta have helmets, an’ machine
guns, an’ bazookas, an’ hand grenades, an’ all that stuff ya have ta have for gorilla war-
fare. "cause after ya drop the bombs n’ everything, ya gotta go in an’ clean up the place.
That’s gonna be our job. We can be the gorillas an’ be fightin’ it out after the *tomic
bombs and H bombs get dropped. Oh, yeah! Reminds me. Forgot ta tell ya something.
It's like the ’nited States’ war with the Japs. We blew up Tokyo with a whole buncha
*tomic bombs. It’s this bomb like the H bomb only not as good. Makes this big mush-
roon thing in the sky. Anyway, that's where we got that famous sayin’ ‘Bombs
over Tokyo!’ Nnnnnyaasowwww!” he screamed, his swooping hand graphically
depicting a bomber plane.

“That’s the new, clear war. So ya see cap guns aren’t any good,” he added, after
surveying the group for dissenters, “an’ it don’t make any diffrence if ya gotta sheriff’s
badge or not, that don’t make ya the leader or anything.”

“Sounds pretty good to me, but let’s make-believe our guns are real guns like
tommie guns and war rifles and stuff or we'll never be able ta play,” said a boy with
a trooper-type cap gun.

There was a clamor of agreement, and, on this point, Eric was finally forced to
compromise.

“Okay, then,” he said. “Now, let’s choose up sides. Skinny an’ Moose, I'll letcha
guys choose up sides.”

They chose sides, until one boy, the smallest, remained. He was four or five,
and wore heavy six-shooters, which dragged his pants precariously low. His cowboy hat
covered both ears and only by tilting his head backwards could he see. Uneasy at the
prospect of being left out, he hitched up his pants with both hands, then tugged at
Eric’s shirt. This brought no response as Eric was engaged in giving last-minute
instructions to both sides, as to how a new, clear war should properly be fought. Finally
the small boy leaped upward, grabbing Eric around the neck, shouting, “Gotcha
Geronimoooo!”

“Hey, whatcha doin,” jerk?” demanded Eric throwing him off. “Can’tcha see I'm
busy?”

" “Eric,” he said shyly, “kin I be a gorilla, too? Lookit me, I'm King Kong, king
of the gorillas.” He pounded his chest and scratched his sides. He then gave a Tarzan-like
call of the apes, and finished his display of mimicry with “Chee, chee. Growl, growl.”
Then, almost as an afterthought, he added fiercely, “Gimme a banana. I'm king the

jungle.”
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“Not that kinda gorilla, ya moron,” said Eric, impatiently. “A fightin’ gorilla.
A soldier gorilla. A human bean gorilla. Not an animal gorilla, Get it straight.”

Not to be put off, the boy asked again, pleadingly, “Kin I play in the clear new
war, too? Huh, kin I? Please, huh, Eric?”

“Okay,” Eric sighed with with resignation, ‘but willya call it the right way? It's a new,
clear war,” he said deliberately, slowly. “A new,” he paused, “comma clear war. Two
words. Not a clear new war. A new, clear war. Got it? Now, say it.”

“New comma clear war,” the small boy said with a bewildered look.

“No, no!” Eric said, exasperated. “Just new, clear war. New, clear war. Say it, willya?”

“New, clear war.”

“Great. Okay, now you're in. Now, who wants him?”

Skinny took him in exchange for a plastic submachine gun that shot colored
sparks, and, the choosing complete, Skinny took his army to make fortifications back
in the corner of the yard among the lilac bushes.

Eric yelled after them. “You guys are the Russians. We're the Americans, okay?”
A brief squabble followed, and Skinny’s team was pacified with three torn WAR
STORIES comic books, to be used as top-secret battle strategy.

Moose, the slow-witted commander of his army, was soon dominated by his
second-in-command, Eric, who advised—told—him everything to do. Eric, looking
about for someplace to encamp his soldiers, saw me.

“Hi!” he said. “We’re gonna fight a new, clear war.”

“Fine,” I told him. “Except that it’s all one word. Nuclear. N-u-c-l-e-a-r. Nuclear.
Nuclear war. You're gonna fight a nuclear war. It means that—"

“No, no, no! Don’tcha even know? Ya even go ta college. Ya oughta know! I heard
it lotsa times on T.V. On the news. It's a new, clear war. Two diffrent words, new an’
clear.”

“Okay, have it your way,” I said, but he was already gone, into the house, a sudden
jot of enlightenment on his face having indicated a bright idea. I laughed, watching
him disappear into the garage. Then I went upstairs to study. A few minutes later a
deafening blast startled me, and tossing my book aside, I ran downstairs, and outside.

Eric was standing in the middle of the back yard, holding our father’s double-
barrel shot gun. The littlest warrior, the last one chosen, lay nearby in the grass. I
ran over to him. His entire left side had been shot away, and bits of clothing, flesh
and bones were scattered—sprayed— about the lawn. He was lying in a pool of dark,
sticky, unred-looking blood. His exposed organs, heart and left lung, were completely
indistinguishable, pulpy mixtures, and nothing, even remotely, resembled human anatomy.
It reminded me suddenly, sickeningly, almost surrealistically, of a poor, hacked-up job of
dissection I had done on a pig embryo in a zoology lab the year before. I felt nauseated,
and suppressing a sudden desire to vomit, I felt his limp wrist for a pulse. There was
none. I peeled off my sweatshirt and covered his side with it, so the boys, who were
gathered around, gaping, horror stricken, could not see. I turned to Eric and shakily
asked him what had happened.

Eric was crying, and grabbing me by the arm, looked pleadingly upward, into
my face. “I didn’t mean to,” he sobbed. “Honest. I just got Dad’s gun ’cause I wanted
a real weapon for the war. I didn’t know it was loaded. Really, I didn’t. Please believe
me, Jerry!” He began crying harder now and when he stopped, he was hiccoughing
violently, making speech very nearly impossible. “Dad never—never keeps it loaded,
does—does he?” Eric pleaded. “He’s always sayin'—that ya shouldn’t leave a—a gun
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loaded, ‘cept when—when you're out huntin’. He’s always sayin'— how dangerous,
an everything, it—it is. I didn’t know it'd—it'd go off. It was over the fire—fireplace in
the study, an'—an'—I just took it down. I—I didn’t know—know it was loaded,” he
sobbed. “Do ya think he'll—he’ll be okay?” He looked down at the little boy’s body
and began crying even harder. “I just—I just squeezed the—the trigger. I—I was just
pretendin’.” He shook my arm violently and turning his tear-streaked face upward, he
demanded, with defiant, questioning eyes, “Why'd Dad leave—leave it loaded? Tell—
tell—tell me, Jerry!” He was stuttering badly now, his impediment much worse. “Why’'d
—why’d—why’d—why’d he—he do it?” Eric was tugging at my shirt, looking question-
ingly into my face, and his eyes, full of tears, were also full of accusation.

“I don’t know kid. I just don’t know,” I whispered, taking the gun gently from
his tense hands, as a few abnormally large raindrops began to fall out of the sky, soon
becoming driving rain.

STRUGGLE, Gretchen Stevens
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THE CYNIC

John Teeuwissen

The cynic is grossly misunderstood—
Said to aggravate evil, disparage good.
But the cynic is merely a very real realist,
Exposing the truth, correcting the idealist.
He's only showing the world that its dreams
Are completely illogical, and often it seems
That the cynic, helping, not harming at all,
Is unjustly taunted and people will call
Him an atheist, anarchist, pessimist, snob
Ignoring his helpful, much-needed job.
Consider carefully, I'm sure you will find
Cynicism’s by far the best state of mind.

SLEEP

Anonymous

As I sit at my desk seeking knowledge each day,

a monster creeps up who would steal it away.

I soon feel its clutches but I won't succumb

I'll fight and I won’t let my mind become numb,

for I rule myself . . . but I'll lie on the bed

It’s more comfortable there and I'll soon have this read.
Yes, I do understand; I know what I'm reading

and deep in my mind great ideas are breeding

But my head’s drooping down and those ideas fly,

as I yield to a power that’s greater than I.
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SMALL SEATED FIGURE, Alice Harper
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PRIMER
or
A PAGE FROM A MODERN HORNBOOK FOR PRECOCIOUS CHILDREN
AND MENTALLY DEFICIENT GROWN-UPS

See Jack run! Run, Jack, run! See Harold run! Run, Harry, run! See Charles
run! Run, Charles, run! See Nikita run! Run, Nikita, run!

Jack and Harold and Charles and Nikita are white! Are you white? It is socially
desirable to be white! Because then white people can come up with fun things like
Civil Liberties for people who are not white! Besides, everyone knows G*o*d is a white
christian!

But from whom are Jack and Charles and Harold and Nikita running? They
are running from Tshombe! Tshombe is not white! Hmmmm! Perhaps it is better
to be not white! Except at lunch counters!

end of first page
t. allen

RHINO, Alma Harper

19




da

\ — —

Alaiblirf

AM.C. Research, Gerald Hartkopf
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