





I Believe in You

You have the
wisdom,

and knowledge
to fly.

Yet you don’t.

You walk,

For you know

It is not your time

To soar the skies

with the mighty eagle.
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You have the
stamina,

and the ability
to lead.

Yet you don’t.
You follow,

For you know
You will get your
turn to rule

You have the
power,

And the love

To break a heart.

Yet you don’t ,*
for you know  #
How much I love you - *,
You know that I want *

to be with you

More than anything else in the world.
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When I hold you

I hold the girl

that I love

So very much

I have put my heart
In your hands

I believe in you,
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You poured into my cup, dear lady,
The finest wine of your own fruit.
My glass was filled and overflowing
And I was constantly replinished
With the sweet clear tender essence
That overflowed from you into my cup.

My cup was tipped and spilled over, dear lady,
And out flowed bitter teardrops.

As my glass became dry and thirsty,

You tried to pick up the fallen drops,

But you left my cup overturned.

And I was filled with emptiness

Emptiness brings pain, dear lady,

Like the constant ache in my stomach
When I can find no nourishment.

While I searched for a virgin wine,

My very strength I did consume

And my soul was numbed by loneliness.

From loneliness I drew odd strength, dear lady
With which I stood my cup upright,

And toward a better drink I trekked.

Loneliness and emptiness are gone ‘
Now that my cup has been refilled
And I am renewed, . . . dear lady.
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I have no father: Why is this
There are nine children in my family: Why is this
I have little of clothes: Why is this

I have little of food: Why is this

I have a very big stomach: Why is this

I have not seen a doctor: Why is this

I have not been to school: Why is this
Why do man go to the moon: Why is this
Could somebody tell me: Why is this?

L
- - - wn'e
ARSI



My darling, thou art so rare

Picture of perfection, from yer toes to yer hair
Thine eyes cut like diamonds, or warm like fire. ~f -
A voice like the lilting of Sweet Sapho’s lire ‘

Such beauty ain’t been seen since before the fall
Our love will bind us like Elmer’s glue-all.

If you feel for me, won’t you give me a sign?
Loving you always,

Sy

; your devoted Valentine
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Love poem number two
ltl seems so wrong to take and never give
please f
understand
I want nothing in return = |
when you take my love
your acceptance of my love
is the only gift
I need
= l%s}
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HOT SUMMER DAYS

By Pegi Fauver

As I grew older, I learned about that time period called the Great
Depression. I suppose you could say that I was raised during the Great
Depression. We were poor, but then so was everyone. There were very
few steady jobs, and my father was always working at odd times. At
least he worked in town, some men were out west working on
government jobs.

We lived in a worn but respectable house that had been owned by my
father’s family for generations. Filmore Street was a pretty street,
typically small town with sidewalks and big shade trees. If you followed
it one way you wound up in the center of town, the other way took
you out past the farms and finally up to the cemetary.

There was this old park bench on the corner across from the grocery,
we sat on that bench a lot. There was an old carved up tree behind the
bench that made it cool on the hottest days. The bench had been
donated by a man who had made it out of the Great War. His name was
on the back and all: Joshua James Bedford, To All Those Who Are Not
Here to Sit on this Bench.







going to have anyone call me blue-neck. Horibly afraid, yet always
dreadfully proud, I climbed into the laundry shoot and had the ride of
my life. You landed on your feet and it didn’t hurt at all. My stomache
was jumping around in my throat. I swallowed a couple of times to
make it be still.

A small town is nice, but it isn’t very private. It was hard to find a
place to be completely alone. Not many people had cars in those days,
anyway there weren’t many places to park. There weren’t any fields to
wander through, there were only alleys. Kids necked in movie theaters,
sitting through the same picture two or three times. Or they stopped in
vestibules and hallways where only little kids would see them.

Mike and I were going to the roof of the Heritage one hot night when
I got my first lesson in sex. You kind of have to understand that heat,
economical frustration and lack of privacy take their toll on people so
that when they’re finally alone the boy usually wound up coming on
too strong. He came on too fast, but contrary to common belief, the
girl didn’t really want him to stop. She was scared and she didn’t know
what was expected of her so she dutifully murmered, Stop, and left it
to fate. You could say Mike and I were fate. We saw such a couple on
the fifth floor and in great interest, stopped to watch. This was quite a
shock to the couple, and in embarassment and anger they moved away.

I learned my real lesson in sex in what turned out to be the last night
of my childhood. I didn’t realize then that I was loosing all innocence,
but looking back I can see that that was why I was so afraid that night.
I didn’t know what I was getting into. I was closer to eleven or twelve
that summer.

I slid down the shoot in the Heritage as I had done many summers
and when I landed in the sheets I found Mike was there. There was
tickling and pushing along with shoving and muffled gasps of laughter.
Suddenly a light was turned on and we could see a fat woman blocking
the entrance to the basement. She shouted filthy accusations at us
which cut into me and caused me to feel a guilt that I shouldn’t have.
She took a meaningful step down the stairs and childlike we burrowed
in the sheets. Mike told me later that she was drunk; it didn’t matter,
she had still given me a burden of shame I did not deserve.

A man came to the doorway then and yelled at the woman. When
she turned to him, Mike jerked me out of the bin, grazing my side
painfully. Breathless and frightened, my teeth chattering in the summer
heat, we sat together in an alley behind the hotel. She had given us a
fear of life and truth and things we did not understand. In our fear, we
clung to each other and cried together.

Not because we wanted to, but because we were following some sort
of pattern, we did the accepted thing for two people alone in an alley.
We began to kiss. Experimentally at first, and then for reassurance and
security. There was a strange desparateness to it, as if it were something
which had to be done. That frightened us even more.

The usual things happened to our town. People grew up and away. A
war came, and as all wars do, it took the young men of our town. There
is a park now where the Royal Heritage used to stand. In the park is a
plaque honoring those who died in the second great war. Midway down
the carved stone is the name Michael Patrick O’Brian.

I remember the day 1 knew for sure that Mike had died. It was a
cold, grey morning. That’s why I could look out the window and see
the O’Brian’s house next door. And on the door knob I could see a
black silk bow. The older people in our town kept up that tradition. A
pink bow was a baby girl, a blue bow was a baby boy, a white one was a
virgin soon to be wed and a black silk bow meant that within that
family someone had died.

The floor boards under my bed were cold and rough, but I knelt
there all the same, trying to pray. It was too cold for me to pray. We
didn’t have enough money to let the furnace run during the night.







Once upon a time in a big dark forest there lived a baldroc. His name
was Fangorn-Fangorn the Baldroc. Fangorn was basically an ugly guy,
plain faced with monstrous leathern wings which folded round his
blocky bod. Everybody in the forest thought Fangorn was a wise old
whizzard. The forest folk sent their children to learn from him.
Fangorn had a deep secret that hardly anyone knew about. He, The
Great Baldroc, did not know what he was teaching to his pupils.

Lately Fangorn had had misgivings about how secure his secret was.
He had seen pupils wandering nearer to the edge of the forest from
where the grate wight light could be found, the sight of which was
forbidden.

Fangorn feared the grate wight light because it might cause him to
lose his power over forest folk. Fangorn tried to keep his pupils from
going nearer the light by placing prickly vines around the forest.
Fangorn worried about the vines—wondering whether they were
keeping the students within the depths of the forest. Fangorn
continually asked his pupils if the vines were bothering them. When
they said ‘yes’, he knew the pricks were doing their job.

But the vines didn’t hold back all the pupils. One child, Scrupils by
name, managed to get by the vines and then, looking straight ahead,
walked out of the forest into the grate wight light. Scrupils was
ENLIGHTENED, immediately. Then, he knew Fangorn’s secret. The
child returned to the forest and confronted Fangorn. But Fangorn
refused to go with the child to be enlightened. Also, he feared the light
too much. So Scrupils took many pupils back with him and they were
enlightened. But not all went with him. Some were afraid of the
unknown. Some didn’t want to disobey their parents or Fangorn. And
so some always lived in the dark forest. The others, though, lived in the
light and learned all the truths that had been forbidden of them in the

forest.

Moral — if you can’t see the light for the forest, you know you have
a Fangorn in your midst and pricks in your side.
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“Did you talk to Janet?”

“Yeah.”

“What did she say?”

“I can’t tell you.”

“Listen you son of a bitch, tell me what she said!”

“Well she said, 'Hi Tom, how are you doing?”’

“Oh fuck you!” At that moment Lenny didn’t give a damn what she
said to Tom. He figured, if it was that important that she’d tell him. He
decided to get good and stoned that night and then spend Saturday
sleeping it off. He went into his room and took a few downers.

After he took the pills, he drank a few beers and soon was feeling
very good. Then all of a sudden he stood up and walked into the
kitchen and pulled a large knife out of a drawer and went into Tom’s
room. Tom was sitting on the bed with his headphones on. His eyes
were closed so he didn’t see or hear Lenny come in. Lenny walked over
to Tom’s bed and pulled off the headphones. He grabbed Tom by his
shirt. By this time, Lenny was really flying high.

“Alright You mother-f-king son of a bitch, you’re going to tell me
what the hell Jan told you that’s so secret, or I'm going to kill ya!”

Tom knew that he meant it. At least he did at the time. Lenny could
never do anything like this if he was straight.

“Okay! Okay! I'll tell you! Just calm down!” Calm down, he
thought, I'm the one who should calm down! “Before I tell you, please
put that knife down!”

Lenny put the knife down. “Okay, tell me!”

“Lenny, Janet is pregnant.”

“By who? I'll kill him!”

“You’re the father, Len.”

Lenny sat down with a jolt. “Me? But why didn’t she tell me?”

J “§he was afraid you wouldn’t want the baby and that you’d leave
er.

“Wouldn’t want the baby! Leave her!” The shock of all this had
more or less straightened him out and his mood changed considerably.
“Wouldn’t want the baby!” he repeated. “Of course I want the baby!
This is too fantastic to believe! I'll marry her . . . Wow, I've been
looking for some reason to marry her . . . A baby! Tom, I’m a father!
Well, almost! [ just can’t believe it!”

He went on and on most of the night, talking about the baby. Tom
stayed up with him, patiently listening to him talk about the baby -
James Leonard Thomas the Third.

L
Jan went down to the clinic early Saturday morning. Her appoint-

ment was for ten o’clock. She had the money tucked under a flap in her
purse, which she clutched tightlv in both hands. She was so nervous
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that her stomach and head hurt. The pain in her stomach, she
concluded was from not eating. She got there about 9:30. There were
already two other girls in the waiting room. Jan sat down and lit a
cigarette. It’ll all be over soon, she thought. Lenny would probably
agree with what ’m doing. But Lenny will never know.

The nurse called her into the office. The doctor asked her all the
routine questions like, “How far along are you with the pregnancy?,
Why didn’t you use birth control?, What does the father think about
it?, Do you have the money?”

After the consultation she was taken to the preparation room. They
gave her a mild sedative and before she knew it, she was in the recovery
room. They gave her penicillin and as soon as she felt strong enough
they let her go.

When she got back to the dorm it was close to four o’clock. Chris
was gone. She had left on Friday to go home. Jan felt very alone. She
wanted to call Lenny, but she knew if she did, he’d want to come over,
and she just didn’t feel strong enough to see him. She went to the
cafeteria and ate a small supper.

It was close to six when exhaustion and relief overcame her and she
fell sound asleep.
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Lenny came over the next morning. Janet had just gotten out of bed
and dressed. Lenny knocked at the door. Len didn’t wait for her to
answer. He burst in and grabbed her.

“Why didn’t you tell me!” There was joy and excitement in his
voice.

“Tell you what?” There was fear in her voice.

“About the baby! Why didn’t you tell me?”

“How did you find out?”

“Tom told me. Hey, what’s wrong? We can get married right away! I
love you and I’m going to love that baby!”

“Lenny, there is no . . . baby.” She started to cry.

“Jan, what did you say?”

“There is no baby! I had an abortion because I didn’t think you’d
want it!”

“God, girl!” He was shouting at her. “How could you've ever
doubted me! How could you have ever doubted my love for you!”

She couldn’t stand it any longer. She ran out of the room and down
the empty hall to the stairs. Lenny ran after her. Janet ran down the
stairs and outside the building, where Lenny caught her. She was crying
hysterically. Lenny held her tightly. She looked up at him through her
tears.

“You always could run faster than me.”
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