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A Condition of Felicity

Elle pleura en ecoutant la Passion. Pourquoi 1'avaient-ils crucifie, 
lui qui cherissait les enfants, nourrissait l^s foules, guerissait 
les aveugles, et avait voulu, par douceur, naitre au milieu des pauvres, 
sue le fumier d'une etabje? Les semailles, les moissons, les pressoirs, 
toutes ces choses faniilieres dont parle I'Evangile, se trouvaient dans 
sa vie; le passage de Dieu les avait sanctifiees; et elle a^ma plus 
tendrement les agneaux par amour de 1'Agneau, les colombes a cause du 
Saint-Esprit. (Flaubert, Un Coeur Simple, III)

6 (St.John xi.35)

She reasons so simply, with such clearness and directness, that many readers 
fail to see in her any reasoning at all. God cherished children, fed crowds, made 
the blind see, and chojse to be born in the midst of poverty. She loves God. There
fore she too cherishes children, and finds in God one who shared a life poor and 
simple like hers. No doubt she wishes that she too could feed crowds and bring 
sight to the blind. God touched common things. Therefore she sees common things 
as things touched by God. Through her love for the Lamb she is able to love lambs 
more tenderly. What, I ask, could be simpler? What could be easier?

Felicite offends us. I think we are offended because she is (charitably) a 
child, (bluntly, perhaps blindly) a moron. Everything we are fond^of calling good 
or virtuous (because they are our virtues) is not found in Felicite. She is no 
metaphysician; she does not go to museums or concerts or the opera; she lives an 
unexamined life, the v/hich we have dogmatically declared not worth living.^ So we, 
from our pedastal within a life that we have consoled ourselves is worth living, 
look down upon this unfortunate girl, with pity—or with contempt.

For we know with the assurance of adults that one must grow up. Childish 
games have to cease. Black-and-white childhood categories of good and evil must 
break down and allow for much greyness and uncertainty, much complexity. From 
child to grown-up, from shelter to reality, from innocence to skepticism: that is 
the road our lives have taken; it is necessary that all take that road.

Yet if Christianity is true (however slim the chances appear from our latest 
calculation), there must be a kind of childhood that is not a beginning but an end: 
a childhood that is not fragile, existing only under shelter; but secure, steadfast, 
enduring--beautiful. I have seen a picture of an icon of the Falling Asleep of Mary, 
in which Jesus has come down to take her soul into heaven: and her soul has the 
shape of a baby. In a sense, all of Christian life is spent stripping away accretions 
—unwrapping the bandages that still bind the resurrected Lazarus--until all that 
is left is the simple spiritual substance that was once only an idea in God's mind.
I don't know whether movement toward simplici ty-is ultimately valid, that is, vyhether 
it should be taken to its limit. My reservations hinge upon a belief in individuated 
souls; my difficulty is in seeing how to reconcile simplicity with differentiation. 
Ho-zever, even if the way of simplicity is not to be taken to its very end, it is
nonetheless a way along which I could profitably go a long way. Do I need to just
ify this? Or don't'vVe all desire in our hearts to be more like Felicite: open 
to caring sincerely for others—as she does for the children; able to see the sanc
tification of the common which le passage de Dieu has accomplished. (Daily life 
is not a great mistake of God's.)

Felicite simply cries when she hears the Passion. Her tears lead not to bitter
ness, but to increased tenderness and sensitivity. Jesus also cried, when he heard
of Lazarus' death, and his tears were followed by a miracle wherein death was changed
into life. Her tears too were followed by a miracle—the miracle which is the exper-



lence of the sanctification of the common. Again I ask. What could be simpler? 
What could be more natural? Felicite, whose name means "happiness", has un couer 
simple. As she v/ho has the simplest of hearts sang upon being told that she was 
to be Mother of the Most High:

He hath put down the mighty from their seat, 
and hath exalted the humble and meek.

Or, we may close with T.S. Eliot, who also offends, but not so much:

A condition of complete simplicity 
(Costing not less than everything).

Victor Austin



Inscription for the Almagest

Now, while the earth is still held fast 
By the constraint of winter,
While we are still on the dark side.
Take up the book of wisdom, young man.
And hold in your hand the bulk weight 
Of order. You stand on the threshold of awe.

Welcome to the longest-running show.
Everybody has a seat in the center.
Light dims, curtain goes up. The stars.

Stella

John DeJournett



An Aristotelian In Love

As long as I am,
I am 
yours.
This quality
has become part of me

(by definition), 
no mere necessity.
The needing

(A change);
The wanting

(A form);
Love is all that and more

(As is clearly seen). 
It's what I am existing for.
You are the cause 
finally, 
of me.

Kathie Goff

Thought of the day 
Saturday night spent 
studying Newton.

Constant ratios at infinity 
bear the ratio of equality 
with one another.

By virtue of straight edge and compass 
equable angular movers 
wheel through the same sections, 
faithful to their race and place; 
timing their travels to 
the single right fate.

There, so far from their generation
no farther than ever,
they dive through the quantum's eye
reflecting all approaching,
to line an ultimate wonder
through the point they vanishing share.

Dean McCollaum



The Morning After the Poet

The melancholy smell of a morning after
fills the devirginized room,
empty cigarette packets
crumpled and strewn in a corner,
empty bottles and still warm pipes
lying across the desk
and under the ruffled, beaten bed,
seeds and records and dirty glasses
occupy every last inch of safe surface
away from flying pillows
and sweeping blankets,
the signs and leftovers
of drastic attempts to live
or rather at self-destruction
caused by boredom of living
and wantonness of dying,
the picture of a military graveyard
mark the place in a book of poetry
Silvia Plath and the sounds
of Lady Lazaras still echo in the room,
screams and fits of laughter and fright
tried hard to drown the seas of depression
and pain through the night
but like water trying to drown oil
the waves subside and depression rises
again to the top,
the young poet bored with life
and tired of dying over and over
awakens to the sickly smell
of hanging cigarette and pot smoke,
it must be five or six in the afternoon
and the candle still burning
away the oxygen
makes breathing difficult,
and as realization and memory
seep over frayed chestnut hair
loneliness slowly and reluctantly
slips on a robe and scarf
fixes and pours coffee
and then begins to clean the room,
no hangover this morning
only because it's long past morning,
and a dead dreadful silence
hangs in the room and across the street
and over the world
no children playing no dogs barking
no cars no noise
only a clouded winter scene
and a screeching bitter cold wind,
nothing to do but shower and eat
and try to remember who had been there
so as not to call them up tonight,
a poet needs to live in order to write
and writes in order to live,
so the companions must be kept different
each time to live more,
so the day has been shot to hell

but who damn-it cares anyway 
it's almost Christmas 
and it's been another year of 

waste
of parties and poverty 
and of self-destruction 
time to go home to family 
and be human again.

Katrina Crater



Cow Girls

One curly-headed day last summer 
In a lethargic ice-cream parlor 
We sat and sucked the chilled and sugared 
Milk through straws.
As afternoon and the shakes ran low 
Our stomachs bloated; still we hungered 
For every frozen clump that clung 
To the barren bottom of the cup.
We held them tilted up.
Consolidated all the ice-cream dregs.
And drev/ them gasping through the plastic tubes. 
Some air came through, too 
And made a barnyard sound.
(Some other customers turned around.)
And when it all was gone, we 
Settled back.
Gnawed upon our straws.
And talked of cow girls.

I saw them then with hats, all booted
And spinning spurs of steel and rubies
That stuck me while they rode. They jabbed me
In my ribs, unwarned and silent, like
The pang that comes from slurping down
A cold drink too fast.
But now they sound like he described them. They
Announce themselves with sullen clanking
From bells around their necks. They
Low, as though
The sound rose through
The horns that curl slightly
Off their heads.
They speak with dull, lethargic eyes 
And placidly they munch 
Some strands of grass off the last clump 
And barely hold their swollen milk-bags 
From brushing baked ground.

Alan Cook



Monday Morning

When I got back 
I looked for elk behind houses 
in alleys,
and tried to see deer under each sign 
stock still.
But when I saw the game here
pudgy
and pink
like enormous baby mice 
or warm Vienna sausage,
I hid the camera
and wrapped the film in plastic bags 
and tin foil.
The first one I saw 
threw paper at me 
and barked, 
like a rook
who tears barbed wire from fences 
and lines his nest with it.
Then I slept in swamps 
and dreamed my line 
not freezing

Matthew Hansen

A Light Breakfast

I found some fossil remains 
during breakfast, 
obviously the link 
between bird and reptile 
a spoonbill beak 
and sharp feathers 
between scales and air.
Instead of hollow bones,
steel feet
sharp tines
and to save weight,
a hollow body.
Now extinct, 
it flew into volcanoes 
with eggs inside 
that soft boiled 
for centuries.
Before we civilized them 
savages used to break the bodies 
and eat the eggs 
still steaming.

Matthew Hansen



Epitaph: For the Road

A white line leads to every grave, broken 
In abrupt spurts we watch contract to points 
As we approach. The time we cross them hides 
Their marble paint from view. Emerging through 
The rear-view mirror, they are drawn back out 
And reinflated with a breath that marks.
In cloudy spurts upon the cold, each spot 
Of blackened hill beyond the first. Broken 
Once more, this time abrupt beyond all pain.
This place is marked in white that breath cannot 
Suck out. Its solid face is pressed to glass 
Intact as marble, cold beyond all clouds.

Alan Cook

Cowboys Relative

Men of the land, hunters of life 
roaming ragged rock-ribbed 
chasms beneath a sun-bleached blue. 
Knife-edged, their gnomic shadows 
cast in the light path 
pointing the way to their prey.

Eyes of iced silence, piercing the depths 
of crystal firmament, anticipating movement, 
patient in the quest. Bat-winged ears 
tuned to the daily passions stroking 
hides of velvet steel, searching the skein 
for the dropped sound signaling 
a stroke of fate. Fine cabled 
hands work the lock loading 
the powder chamber of death.

Moving as mountain cats, they sun 
themselves in the heat of the day; 
scratching, yawning, thinking 
and dreaming of the present, past 
and future hours given 
for the use of their lives.

Dean McCollaum





Clairaut's Critique of Newtonian Attraction: 
Some Insights into his Philosophy of Science

Summary

Through an examination of the controversy between Clairaut and Buffon occas
ioned by Clairaut's proposed revision of Newton's inverse-square law, Clairaut's 
understanding of Newtonianism is revealed. The interplay in his thought be
tween the possibility of falsification (through modus tollens), and the nec
essity of seeking verification in terms of mathematically precise consequences, 
indicates.a fruitful development of Newtonianism into probabilism. That 
Clairaut's principles stem from Newton rather than from the Cartesians is 
indicated by his retention of a delicate balance between the claims of math
ematics and those of observation, a balance in which the claims of metaphysics 
are weightless.

1. The controversy between Clairaut and Buffon

Alexis Claude Clairaut (1713-1765), French mathematician, rival of D'Alem
bert and Euler, was the first correctly to derive the motion of the lunar apse 
from Newtonian theory. However, in his first memoir on the subject he thought 
that the apsidal motion could not be derived from the inverse-square law, and 
offered instead an alternative law of attraction consisting of an inverse-cube 
term added to the inverse-square term. After a careful review of his argument, 
he found that his first demonstration could be refuted through more careful 
approximations. In his second memoir, he retracted his earlier position and 
included a skeletal account of the correct derivation of the apsidal motion 
from the inverse-square law.^ The complete and detailed derivation was pub
lished in his Theorie de la lune.3

The Comte de Buffon, celebrated natural historian, translator of Newton's 
Theory of fluxions, and sometime mathematician, felt obliged to come to the 
defence of the inverse-square law after the publication of Clairaut's first 
memoir on the lunar apse. There resulted a protracted controversy between 
Clairaut and Buffon, the former arguing as a mathematician, the latter as a 
metaphysician, over the acceptability of Clairaut's alternative law of grav
itation.

In Clairaut's first long paper dealing with the problem of the lunar apse, 
and in the ensuing controversy with Buffon which it occasioned, we can see the 
outlines of his philosophy of science. Despite Clairaut's intended radical 
revision of Newton, it will become clear that his Newtonianism was the true 
one, depending always on experiment and induction. The controversy with Buffon, 
who portrayed himself throughout as Newton's defender, took the form of Memoirs, 
Responses^, and Replies read in the Academic Royale des Sciences or published 
in its Memoires. We shall examine these articles seriatim and try to discover 
the nature of Clairaut's Newtonianism.

2. Clairaut's modification to Newton's inverse-square law of attraction

The 'Systeme du monde' begins in high style to praise the Principia and 
then to temper the praise with some reservations.^ Clairaut dismisses the 
first flaw, that of Newton's disguising his use of fluxions; others have learn
ed the method of fluxions, and it is now widely known. The second flaw is 
more serious in that it not only retarded the extension of his work, as did 
the first, but it also made it difficult for the reader to scan Newton's re
sults with a critical eye: 'in most of the difficult spots he uses far too 
few words to explain his principles, while he appears to indulge with comp- 
liasance in the details and in the truths of calculation' .5 Such, Clairaut 
notes, is the appearance of Proposition XLV, Book I, in which it is not made



clear whether the result 
From the difficulty 

oneous views have arisen 
with making metaphysical 
of attraction as a cause 
these objections he makes

of Corollary II is applicable to the moon, 
of the Principia, Clairaut argues, two equally err- 

On the one hand are those who content themselves 
objections, proving, as they think, 'the impossibility 
and as a property that matter has by itself'.6 To 
the classic Newtonian response, namely that the word

'attraction' is only used 'pending the discovery of its cause' and that the 
Principia has only the goal of establishing attraction as a fact.^ Thus he 
makes clear that attraction merely describes a state of affairs; it is not to 
be understood as an occult quality. On the other hand, there are those who 
understand only part of Newton's results, find that part to be in agreement 
with the phenomena, and then assume that the Principia is correct tout court. 
These one may justly call 'pseudo-Newtonians', for they have neither the 
patience for experiment nor the competence for mathematics, but only the passion 
for induction 'to give Cthe systemDgrandeur and to extend its limits'.^

Making the customary error of assuming Kepler's laws 
Ified empirical laws,^ Clairaut proceeds to delineate the 
lead one to universal gravitation. First, the area rule, 
per understanding of inertia, shows us 'that each planet

but we do 
acts'.

toward the sun by some force, 
according to which this force 
elliptical paths demonstrates

to be precisely ver- 
argument which would 
coupled with a pro- 

is pulled continually 
not see by this alone what the law is 
Next, the 'observation' of the planets'

that an inverse-square law
orbit. The 
orbits':

question then arises whether 'the same force
is operative 
rules in all

in each 
the

we could fear that in comparing the forces with which two different 
planets each tended toward the sun, these forces would not be between 
themselves in the same proportion as they would be if the two planets 

< were'only one which arrived successively at these two distances.

In other words, does the force law for each planet somehow depend on the nature 
of its matter? Here the third of Kepler's laws comes to the rescue; for if one 
force is assumed for all the planets, then their periodic times 'ought to be 
exactly as the square roots of the cubes of the mean distances, just as this 
...law prescribes'.12 Finally, Clairaut turns to the satellites of Jupiter 
and Saturn and points out that they, too, are subject to a centripetal force 
and to Kepler's law. From here, it is but a short step to assume gravitation's 
universality, that is, 'to regard this force as spread throughout the universe 
and in all parts of matter'.1^

Having summarized the major points in the Newtonian induction, 'from the 
phenomena of motions to investigate the forces of nature', Clairaut sets out 
on the subsequent deduction, 'from these forces to demonstrate the other phen
omena '.14 If the theoretical deductions from the assumption of universal grav
itation are 'not contradicted by experience, the assumption becomes a principle 
and a universal law'.l^ Thus Clairaut articulates the importance of the ver
ifiability of the consequences of universal gravitation. Now the most important 
consequence of universal gravitation is that of perturbation in a system of 
three or more bodies. This problem may be studied either in the case of the 
perturbation of the solar orbit of one primary planet by a neighbouring primary, 
or in that of the solar perturbation of the orbit of a secondary planet round 
a primary. The application of Newtonian theory to the problem of perturbation 
constitutes a crucial test for the acceptance of universal gravitation; indeed, 
it was this problem and its various ramifications that was the primary concern 
of 18th century celestial mechanics.

Newton himself made a substantial contribution to perturbation theory in 
his examination of the moon; according to Clairaut, 'he essentially applied 
himself to diducing all the perturbations which the moon ought to suffer by 
the force with which the sun acts on it at the same time as it acts on the



the force with which the sun acts on it at the same time as it acts on the 
earth'.Clairaut is struck by the deduction (at least qualitative) of so 
many of the lunar anomalies from the assumption of universal gravitation.

But now Clairaut goes to the centre of the problem: despite the beauty 
of Newton's theoretical structure, some of his explanations are more difficult 
to understand than those phenomena which they are intended to explain. Some 
of the Principia's details do not yield the clarity that Clairaut had expected.
He chooses, therefore, to bend his efforts not to the extension of Newton's 
work, but to a re-examination of its fundamental principles. This re-examination 
will take the form of a definitive mathematical test: is it, or is it not, 
possible to determine 'the celesMal motions according to the single assump
tion of universal gravitation?'.^' Clairaut states the problem as follows:

Three bodies being given their positions, their masses, and their 
velocities, to find the curves which they must describe by their att
raction assumed proportional to their masses and in inverse ratio of 
the square of the distance.

With the aid of the solution he has found, Clairaut dares to judge 'not only 
of these propositions of Newton's Book III, so difficult to understand, but 
even of the reality of the whole system'.19

The derivation on which Clairaut wishes to test the Newtonian theory is 
that of the motion of the lunar apogee; of all the motions of the moon, it 
is the one which 'Newton treated the most obscurely' -j^ be shown that
the apse ought to make one revolution in about nine years? For 'if this theory 
gave no motion at all to the apogee, or if it gave to it one so removed from 
the real motion that the difference could not be blamed on observational error, 
it would be from that time onward condemned without appeal',^1 since it would 
then lead to much greater errors in predicting the moon's position than does 
the old hypotheses of uniform circular motion. The result of Clairaut's 
derivation, like that of Newton's Proposition XLV, was that the predicted 
motion of the apse is only about half of the observed rate.

Here, then, was the test; Newtonian attraction failed to save the phen
omena of apsidal advance. Nor did Clairaut shrink from a consideration of 
abandoning the whole theory. But he balanced this consideration with another, 
the fact that attraction accounts so well for so many other disparate phenom
ena. So it appeared to Clairaut just ‘as difficult to reject attraction as 
to accept it'.‘^^ At this point he expresses a most fundamental Newtonian 
precept, one unalterably opposed to Cartesian hypothesizing and even prior 
to any of Newton's laws:

An assumption which leads only to vague results can square with 
Nature in some phenomena, without being more solidly established 
thereby; but when it gives in these phenomena numbers which agree 
with those which observation announces, the probability acquires a 
great degree of force.

But how does one proceed if the assumption of attraction yields some predic
tions which agree with the phenomena, and another prediction which does not? 
Clairaut attempts a reconciliation by seeking another law of attraction which 
will save all phenomena.

The ingenious solution proposed is a law which will differ imperceptibly 
from the inverse-square law at distances comparable with those of the planets 
from the sun, but noticeably so at the distance of the moon from the earth.
Such a law could have the form:

F=(a/x2)+(b/x^),



where F is the accelerative force, a and b are numerical constants, and x is 
the distance. A formula of this sort, having two terms involving the distance, 
has the additional elegance of providing a possible explanation for certain 
phenomena much closer at hand; for example, 'the roundness of drops of fluid, 
the rise and fall of liquids in capillary tubes, the bending of rays of light, 
etc.'.24 Indeed, Clairaut had hoped to find the law of attraction explaining 
these phenomena, but was quite surprised to learn 'that this other part of 
attraction proportional to the cubes or to other powers could become known 
by the planets themselves'. Finally, as a test of his new law of attraction, 
Clairaut tried to determine the orbit of Saturn with its aid, and succeeded 
in doing so.25

We note in passing that Clairaut has not proposed the formula previously 
cited as the true law of attraction; he has only used it as an example of a 
double-termed proportionality. In fact, this formula has attendant incon
veniences, namely 'to give too much attractive force to contiguous bodies or 
to those little removed from one another, and to render the total gravity on 
the surface of the earth too great relative to what it is at the distance of 
the moon'.26 jhe correct law, which does not have these inconveniences, is 
to be derived in the mathematical theory at the end of the memoir.

Referring to his earlier work on the figure of the earth,2'^ Clairaut 
mentions some discrepancies between two different sets of measurements, those 
of the length of a pendulum and those of the arc of the meridan. These dis
crepancies apparently could not be resolved under the assumption of inverse- 
square law attraction. At the time of the Theorie de la figure de la terre 
Clairaut disregarded the discrepancies, for he was convinced of the truth of 
inverse-square law attraction. However, with the new law which he has dis
covered, he finds the disparities removed and has, therefore, an additional 
reason for believing in its worth.

3. Buffon's defence of Newtonianism

Before we turn to Buffon's criticism of Clairaut's revision of Newton, 
let one instance of Clairaut's relative weighting of observation and mathe
matical theory be adduced. In the Theorie de la figure de la terre he finds 
his calculation of the ratio of the earth's polar to its equatorial axis to 
differ somewhat from that derived from the measurements taken in Lapland by 
Maupertuis; he prefers the theoretical calculation to the one based on obser- 
vation--at least until other observations are available to corroborate the 
latter:

As the measure made in the North was executed with a great exactitude 
and much attention, it appears at first that the result of this measure 
ought to be preferred to that which my theory gives; nevertheless, if 
one pays attention to the inevitable errors, it will be seen that with
out doing injustice to these measures, one can bring them nearer to my 
theory and find a common result.28

The other set of measurements, which would settle the disagreement one vjay or 
the other, was that taken in Peru by La Condamine. If these should be found 
to support those of Maupertuis, then, Clairaut asserts:

not only would it be necessary to abandon the theory which I have es
tablished. . .but it would be difficult to reconcile the measures of 
the pendulum with that of the degrees in the system of Newton. I be
lieve indeed it could be assured that if one succeeded therein, this 
could be only by employing hypotheses which have very little probability.29

In these two quotations we can see Clairaut's careful blend of theoretical



and observational concerns, a blend reappearing in his memoir 'Du systeme du 
monde'. He condoned no loose hypothesizing; any principle he adopted had to 
have precise, verifiable mathematical consequences. On the other hand, he 
employed modus tollens ruthlessly; if the predicted consequence was at var
iance with observation, and in more than a single instance, then the prin
ciple must be revised. Obviously, in the case of attraction, the revision 
had to be such that all of the conclusions which it correctly predicted would 
also follow the revised principle. If other, previously unexplained phenom
ena (such as capillary attraction and cohesion of bodies) could possibly be 
explained by it, as they could not by the inverse-square law, so much the 
better.

To this position Buffon poses a series of objections in his memoir 
'Reflexions sur la loi de 1'attraction' which one can only regard, despite 
his protest to the contrary, as metaphysical in the v;orst sense.30 The first 
example of this form of argumentation concerns gravitation toward the sun; 
this attraction, according to Buffon, 'ought to be measured, like all qualities 
which start from a centre, by the inverse-square law, as in fact we measure 
the quantities of light, of odour, etc. and all other quantities or qualities 
which are propagated in straight lines and which relate to a centre'.This 
argument by analogy, though Buffon believes it 'well-founded', is to be sup
ported by 'mathematical demonstrations'. The first of these demonstrations 
is a brief repetition of the argument that the truth of Kepler's third law 
for all the primary planets shows an inverse-square attraction focussed in 
the sun. Buffon seems unconcerned with the.limits of this law's applicability, 
for he asserts that we may consider all the primary planets 'apart and...as 
unable to perturb one another' and that we may pay 'attention only to their 
motion round the sun'.33

Ignoring Clairaut's demonstration that an added term of inverse-fourth 
power would have no easily discernible effect on the primary planets, though 
it would affect the secondary ones, Buffon simply argues from precedent that 
whenever two bodies orbit one another, an inverse-square law must be assigned. 
But of course the apse of the moon does move, thus imvalidating the direct 
inference from Kepler's third law to inverse-square attraction, so that some 
modification must be made to the argument. Buffon is ready with three poss
ible explanations for the lunar apsidal motion. First, since the moon in
stances the only exception to the general law, some exceptional cause must 
be sought to explain it.3 Second, following Cotes's argument in his preface 
to the second edition of the Principia, Buffon notes that though the inverse- 
square law does not exactly hold for the moon, it is sixty times more accurate 
than is the inverse-cube law. Third, Buffon suggests that Newton has already 
accounted for this departure from the inverse-square law in ascribing the 
motion of the lunar apse to the perturbing force of the sun. 'Despite the 
authority of M. Clairaut, I am persuaded that the theory of Newton agrees with 
the observations'.33 Buffon, however, declines to give a mathematical dem
onstration that Newton's theory yields the correct motion of the apse--a 
demonstration which could not be extracted from the Principia.36

Suppose, nevertheless, that Clairaut is correct in determining that a 
second term must be added to that of the inverse-square in order to account 
for the apsidal motion. In that case, would it not be more sensible to seek 
evidence of an additional kind of attraction, say, magnetic force, than to 
overturn a system otherwise so successful? The assumption of magnetic att
raction 'is doubtless better founded than that of M. Clairaut, which appears 
to me much more hypothetical...'.37

Buffon now reaches the heart of his argument. He believes that the 
addition of one or several terms to the inverse-square term yields an express
ion which can be adjusted for all possible cases of attraction; the additional 
terms would, in his view, be just so many 'fudge-factors'. Furthermore,



a law in physics is a law only because its measure is simple, and 
because the scale which represents it is not only always the same, 
but also because it is unique and because it cannot be represented 
by another scale; now whenever the scale of a law will not be re
presented by a single term, this simplicity and this unity of scale 
which constitutes the essence of law no longer obtains, and conse
quently there is no longer any physical law.38

The basis, then, for Buffon's understanding of a physical law is that 
the variation of any single physical quality or quantity 'will be simple and 
always expressible by a single term which will be its measureIf two terms 
are used, the unity of that physical quality is destroyed. From these prem
isses Buffon can conclude that if Clairaut needs two terms to account for the 
lunar apsidal motion, tv/o different attractive forces must be assumed.

Finally, Buffon recapitulates his earlier point that even if Clairaut 
requires two terms, it would be foolish to overturn the Newtonian system on 
the basis of this single failure. Surely, some secondary cause can be found, 
for just as surely, Clairaut has not investigated all of them. Clairaut's 
alternative, the use of several terms in series for the expression of a phy
sical law like attraction, provides no more than arbitrary hypothesizing; it 
does not represent reality.40

4. Clairaut's rejection of Buffon's defence

Clairaut's^response to Buffon's 'Reflexions' was printed in the same 
number of the Memoires of the Academie.41 It is long and detailed, address
ing itself both to the refutation of Buffon's hypotheses and to a defence of 
Clairaut's own principles. Here the refutations do not concern us; we shall 
be looking solely at the further explication of fundamental principles. The 
first consideration is that Clairaut has founded his lunar theory on mathema
tical principles, which he has presented as probable 'as all physical explan
ations ought to be given'.42

Sharpening his critique of Newton's procedure, Clairaut notes that Newton's 
lunar theory

has in no way been derived from any direct method which embraced at 
the same time all the circumstances of the question; that several of 
the principles used to calculate each phenomenon in particular were 
neither demonstrated nor certain; that when each one was treated in 
particular, by abstracting from the others, it was not known if the 
results found separately could be substituted into the case where all 
the necessary considerations are made to enter.43

It is not the case, of course, that Newton is to be faulted for his treating 
successively one aspect of the problem and then another; the point is, rather, 
that Newton was able neither to determine the places in his necessary simpli
fications in which errors were introduced nor to estimate their magnitudes. 
Clairaut's treatment is such that each aspect of the problem can be examined 
in abstracto; in fact this characteristic enabled him to find the error in 
his first theory.^

As for the economy of Clairaut's alternative formulation of the law of 
attraction, not only does it account for the lunar apsidal motion but also 
shows promise of saving a substantial number of other phenomena which have 
not yielded to the inverse-square law:

Regarding the unity of law as an advantage, I think that one and the 
same law which agrees with all these phenomena would be preferable to



that of the square, and I present a way of forming this law which 
answers, it seems to me, to all the known phenomena.

Despite its apparent success, the new law must be recognized as hypothe
tical. Clairaut prides himself not on the formulation of the Igw itself, but 
on the 'discoveries which led Chiml to have recourse thereto'.^ As an hypo
thesis, it is liable to overthrow: 'If there is found a series of facts which 
cannot be reconciled with my law, in this case I would abandon it without 
difficulty'.

Clairaut next takes up Buffon's metaphysical objections. Arguments from 
analogy are 'very useful for discovering some truths in mathematics because 
they conduce to making attempts which, in being verified or in being refuted, 
can equally lead to new things'.g^t as ultimate arbiters of a given 
hypothesis's truth or falsity, they are without standing. _ Next, concerning 
the simplicity of Nature's laws, Clairaut shows that the issue is not so 
readily resolved into single-term versus multi-term laws. One may as well 
judge the simplicity of a law by its ease of geometrical construction as by 
its algebraic structure:

There is certainly an infinity of curves whose equations have three 
terms and which are nevertheless much easier to describe and to define 
than the hyperbola which sets the scale for the laws of attraction as 
0^4/243, if one wished to represent by a single term the force necessary 
to produce it.^^

Simplicity, then, may be taken as a desideratum in science, but it is as diff
icult to define as to attain. For 'Nature is doubtless Csimple!} for him who 
sees it in a single glance and by the true relations of things, but to us it 
can appear composite—to us who know it only through detached facts'.

In the same volume of the Mg^moires appear an 'Addition'51 by Buffon,^a 
'Reponse'^^ by Clairaut, a 'Seconde addition'53 by Buffon, and another 'Reponse' 
by Clairaut. These merely review the same questions already discussedin the 
first papers, though Buffon advances two additional erroneous mathematical 
arguments. Throughout, Buffon maintains his metaphysical objections, and 
Clairaut the inefficacy of such objections.

The discussion took its final^turn, however, on 17 May 1749, when Clairaut 
read an announcement's in the Academie, stating that through further mathema
tical analysis he had successfully accounted for the lunar apsidal motion with 
the inverse-square law. His first revised presentation, though deposited with 
the Secretaries of the Academie and of the Royal Society on 21 and 26 January 
1749 respectively, was not made public until 1752.56 Although the reversal 
of Clairaut's position rendered the controversy with Buffon somewhat academic, 
the controversy itself could be said to have been decided in Clairaut's favour 
by events. For it was simply the internal dialectic of mis mathematics, divor
ced from metaphysical considerations, that led Clairaut to establish the New
tonian theory even more securely.

With a nice sense of irony, Clairaut summarizes in a letter to Gabrielle 
Cramer the result of his newly announced success in reconciling the lunar apse 
to Newton:

My retraction has in fact caused some scandal, my dear Sir, and has 
attracted to me as many worries as had the memoir in which I accused 
attraction of insufficiency. M. de Buffon and Le Monnier have triumphed. 
The latter has not opened his mouth in the Academie. But the other has 
wished to make it believed that his objections have helped me to recon- 
nize the truth. I have therefore been obliged to read to^the Academie 
a memoir where I placed again before the eyes of the Academie everything



which has happened. I have made clear that what M. de B, has conceded 
to me, namely the geometrical part, was precisely that about which I 
changed my mind, that he himself, in printing the memoir which he wrote 
against me, has removed all the things which I corrected in it, like 
the objections drawn from comets, from the figure of the moon, etc., 
and that he retained, of all that in which he opposed me, only the meta
physical arguments, about which one could dispute eternally.58

Phillip Chandler
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Oh, Roach; is loneliness or hunger 
a passion?
If so, what is its opposite? 
Fulfillment, content?
If this is a case.
Is it a case of
"ask and thou shalt receive?"

And if all it bears
is emptiness,
is it not a passion?

Dean McCollauir

Offering Rejected

I have not spent your coin, nor am the man 
To v/hom you pray. You've not yet seen the tiled 
And sunless horrid-mirrored halls, the file 
Of chained beggars who scrape one black silt-pan 
For one nilt-mica'd clue from one blued hand.
The blue-robed judge who spins his scepter, while 
The supplicants are tossed from his turn-stile 
And throne. Your token query you began 
To whom to pray? should ask instead. For whom? 
That quest becomes you. Long will you hold ou*".
A cup, while crouching knock-kneed in the gloom; 
Still sun will cast its utmost coin about 
To men who raid a nurse to purchase tomb 
And pocket neither offered dream, nor doubt.

Alan Cook



Meditations of an Old Man and a Boy

i

The old man and the boy moved slowly 
Around the rim of the dark pond,
Talkinq in tones that barely rose
Above the sound of the- v;ater
Breaking over the stones that fell away
With an inarticulate gesture beneath them.
Their conversation turned on the subject
Of desire, and the quietly measured
Pace of the one was answered
By the pulsing footfalls of his
Young companion. From time to time
The man's arm pressed a gentle arc
Onto the quick strong shoulders
Moving in the night under
The tower cast shadow of a quarter moon.
When they came to parting
There was hesitation, and the speech
Which had carried them
Filtered haltingly back into silence.
With movements like ebbing
Each turned to the mouth of the night
And was gone.

• •
11

"Some shudder has broken our cadence.
And I am alone. There is no longer 
A question for me to be answered:
He knows it and he is afraid.
But fear quickens teaching like the blood of the sun 
On these mountains. It is the fire.
The image of Christ and the terror of parables
Coursing to hearts that need teaching
Like seedlings and rain. The focus of yearning
For me is in art; the light
That is gilding the milk as it streams
From the jug in the Dutchman's great painting
Is the light of my deepest desire.
How can the boy take my meaning?
The maidservant pouring milk cannot answer 
The fever that touches my vision of her;
The boy cannot fathom desire 
Whose object is a motionless 
Tranquil and silent pretender 
To life's whipping maelstrom of time.
What have I taught him? Only the night 
And the speech of his heartbeat will tell."



iii

"If I turn now I'll see his white hair 
As he moves into distances 
Numbing and vast.
Such is the snap of a moment 
Which outrages indolence.
Falling like pitch
On hopes and desires unborn.
The moon moves from the quarter 
To the half while I'm thinking;
There is no suspension.
Though the old man was certain.
Figures don't freeze in a light 
Which is clinging to nothing.
Desire for me is the desert 
In summer when the life 
That was hidden comes cracking 
Into the sun. The lizard 
Will flicker and glisten 
Before he has time 
To fasten on thought.
Such is the shudder that fell 
Down between us tonight."

Nigel Hinshelwood



Autumn's first misting cloud besets the land, 
extending over my thoughts, pressing, 
weighty and yet not stifling.
Silently gazing I sense from whence it came 
as a sure-footed expectant to its seasonal space 
from browning grass fields flowing to an aimless 
wind, and trees reaching as flaming torches 
to a blue sky.
Now am I with feelings which will not dissipate 
attempting to wander amid sieeps--wrested by 
the haunting of an evening's event.
0 brief answer can you suffice my pensive 
waiting to meet those eyes, 
and was he not anxious?
Yet were we gripped by something stronger than 
ourselves, resisting each glance that one of us 
should seem more lacking, one more needful than 
the other.
I'latchfully I attended his leaving, him walking 
away with hands in pockets and head slightly 
bowed, beautifully independent, yet feeling the 
impossibility of the moment--wanting to speak. 
Tenuously still is this unrelenting mist.

Anonymous



Your logo speaks of war 
you've never seen or him 
who reappears to score 
a hash of dreams so dim.

In half-moon-lit dark nights 
where hope could shine so bright 
on tortured thoughts of war-- 
of a time on a distant shore.

Me, I flew back home from there 
in a howling steed of steel 
o'er a land both kinds can share 
and a pain both kinds can feel.

Dean McCollaum

Harvest

The quiet, full and dull within me.
Joins the other's hopeless smiles
And then the stumbling heart renounces
Ripeness, richness --
And shares but
Shadows, swept and spotted,
Steeped with blank and bleak blue pictures 
Riveted humps and ironed slopes.
Where we slip again slide again 
Blunted on the smoothness —
Smoothness sheer without hold or home.
How to share even 
The greyish coldness 
As we slither up and down 
The glinting mounds
And clang our souls in the steely valleys.

Anonymous



A Morning Walk

It having snowed last night 
T put on my sandals this morning 
and walked through the snow 
kicking up the flakes 
so they would fall again 
on my bare toes.
After a while, I took them off 
and carried them in my hand 
dangling them from my stiff fingers 
as they do in the summer on the beach, 
and I strolled along a beach of snow.
I picked up a stone
and threw it across
the ice of water
and the wind whipped up
through the trees
scattering flakes all around
my head and through my hair,
tiny prisms of color ana light in the sun,
all as if to snow again.
The smell of pine and woodsmoke 
like salt spray,
made its way through the mountain.
I looked across the valley 
as a sea of white 
to the other shore 
and could see deer 
cooling themselves in the 
steamy ocean
like horses on a distant beach 
and I thought I saw 
them looking at me.
Then one winked 
and lead the others 
off through the trees, 
pausing only to see me wave.
So I stood for a long time 
at the edge of a cliff 
and watched the clouds 
roll over the sea 
blanketing the sleepy sun, 
comforting the trees, 
and I laid down 
to sleep with the sun, again.

Katrina Crater



There once was a beaver fall over 
a fuzzy blind side of the hill 
where horses stuffed full of hot clover 
could stagger to drink out their fill.

The fillies would snort their displeasure 
at the ^uts the young studs would display, 
hired satyrs they took the place over 
so the colts are grown centaurs today.

Dean McCollaum



Remembering the winter wet, climbing up the hill 
With a sky in ice, and a cold press of wing 
Seeing the smile of elder dancers ahead 
Who sat at the roadside in high school dreams.
Seeing the sun bleeding soft through the trees,
I let go of my sled and it slid all the way down the hill. 
(And I knew that when I'd enter the house 
The windows would be pink, seeping into the air-- 
Objects all around drifting out of their shells.)
Oh, to lie once again underneath the thick blankets 
And stare at the snow-covered trees left outside 
And all of the faces within them would move.
As a window wavers slowly, as it v/avers back and forth. 
Mother--! said--Mother the window is moving 
I can see it moving up and I can see it moving dov;n. 
No--she said--you just imagine all of it.
The window really isn't moving at all.
And I would say, why do I see all those shapes 
And colors moving in all that black?
And my mother would say--why because it's dark.
Dark in all the spaces that dance between the trees.
Dark underneath my bed and dark as the cold breeze 
Sheer and crisp, that blew past eyes into sleep.

Owen Goldin



There are times in life where we feel very uncomfortable, very dif
ferent from our surroundings.

When I was young I had many episodes that made me feel very different. 
These episodes took place at birthday parties, Christmas parties, in 
second grade and at my friends house. I suppose it has to do with my 
upbringing. You see, I was not really brought up in America. I spent my 
early childhood in Puerto Rico, my later childhood in Mexico City. It 
was not until my adolescence that I came to New York, where I still 
feel quite different and I think I am not alone in this feeling. Oh, I 
had spent 3 years in 1st, 2nd and 3rd grade in Delaware, and not to men
tion 1 yr. in Queens, N.Y., but I've always considered myself to be a 
kind of stranger in the U.S. I have tried to adapt but I admit I am 
afraid here, more afraid than I've ever been any\.7here.

Imagine that you are in the second grade. You came to Delaware from 
Puerto Rico and you remember the warm tropics, the tender brown skin 
that you saw, the Spanish speaking people that surrounded you. You were 
very young then but you still remember.

It is one o'clock, you are in Newark, Delaware, waiting to go to a 
birthday party. Your second grade class will be there.

You kiss your mother goodbye and get into the station wagon with 
your father. The neighbors wonder why your mother doesn't drive you, 
they wonder why she types a lot, they ask you why but you're too young 
to know that.

On your way to the party you hold on tight to the gift you bought 
for your friend hoping it will be liked, you also hope you will not be 
late.

The car stops in front of a very big old house.
"Goodbye Dad, see you after the party."
"Enjoy yourself Caroline, have a good time."
You get out of the car and ring the door bell.

Smiling faces greet you. A grown up woman, your friend's mother takes 
the gift and puts it with all the other ones. You notice the party has 
been too well planned and you wonder about all this, even though you're 
still young.

Everyone has a good time playing pin the tail on the Donkey, the 
mother supervises the game. She makes sure no one feels left out, but 
you feel left out because inside you are still in Puerto Rico.

It is time to light the candles on the cake. The woman, who looks 
perfect, brings out the perfect cake that you know comes from a bakery.
You remember your own mother always baking her own because you always 
tasted too much of the batter, and she got annoyed at that.

Everyone sings happy Birthday. Your friend is good at blowing out 
candles. You look forward to a nice piece of cake. The mother takes the 
cake back into the kitchen, you assume she's going to cut it there and 
bring it back. You look at your party favor and drink a little Hawaiian 
punch. You look up to see the nicely dressed woman emerge from the kitchen 
with a plate full of cupcakes. Oh no, you really begin to wonder. She 
places the cupcakes in front of you. This must be a joke, you think, she 
was such a nice lady, and now, this. Somehow you are afraid to drink the 
Hawaiian punch. There are too many other cups near yours and you're afraid 
the one you'd pick up would not be yours. You play another game, then 
the party is over, and your friend did not open the presents. You hope 
your father is there to pick you up.

Well, so this was just a practice party. The real one happens at 
dinner time when the father gets home. You tell about your experience 
to your family when you get home. They laugh, they are also in Puerto



Rico inside. At the real parties in Puerto Rico there were always lights 
and loud music. There was dancing with grown-ups and even though it 
sometimes bothered you, you were patted on the head a lot and smiled at 
by your friends parents and vzhole families came to the party. Your father 
did not drive you while your mother typed. She dressed nicely and came 
along too. Even though you were very young then, you remember. Even 
now there is a little Puerto Rico inside of you, and you are glad for that, 
even if it hurts here in Delaware.

Caroline Saddy





Restless Pawn

How empty is the bed.
Unsleeping as I stretch and yawn 
Across the cold rumpled cotton folds. 
Trying to fill the space.

How hollow is the room.
Gathering expanding light's dawn.
Like the emptiness that holds 
My hands to my desperate face.

How stricken is the muse.
Tripping sugar drippings and oawn 
Singings of the lone 
Through the grey smoky haze.

How restless is the night.
With my thoughts lost in the sweet fawn 
Brown color of your hair and golds 
Of eyes that would once gaze.

Good God, how I miss you.

Katrina Crater



The Sleeper

Watch a woman when 1n sleep 
She is wrapped; she revels inside 
to the one sound as deep 
as she is, and as wide.

In her sleeping body she turns
all things into sound; she has gone
where the pleasure of being a murmur returns
v/hile silence watches on.

A translation by Alan Cook 
of R.M. Rilke's "La Dormeuse"

As in a theatre after closing 
One sees the properties ofthe stage 
Unalterable, since the living have departed.. 
Or as in waking from a dream.
Before the eyes have opened.
Crystal veils freeze the personae
With all relations coexistent, evident...
As if beyond death's agonies 
In a single conscious hour.
Events pass noticed by the mind
To slip- released from good and evil-
Into the scheme of an epitaph
Which at last becomes clear
As the light grows dim
And traces of a half formed smile
Are reflected in the eyes...

Then, and not before, tears 
Like sacramental waters 
Bless each memory in its turn.

Philip Chandler





Flashing neon lights-- 
MacDonaId's,

or Trails,
SAVE

--defacing the big sky
but not quite overv/helming it.

Gentle shades of orange, 
suggestion of glorious sunset 
over the poor man's Sun City.

I v/as walking
in search of life in the desert 
in search of a new perspective on beauty 
in search of a broader vision 
in search of lessons to be learned 

in the barrenness of this place.

Because we will leave here soon.
Because perhaps I have wasted my retreat here 

in ephemeral plans for futures 
that may or may not come to pass.

Because the desert has dried me up.
Because my energy has been spent 

in filling inactive moments 
in search of stimuli 

sans TV,
sans football games,
sans family and friends and familiar surroundings.

I found my love in the desert, 
and we have kept one another alive 
upon the sand,
amid the cactus, the motels, the fast food restaurants,
the listless Marines
beneath the indifferent, merciless sun.

Pat Tsoodle

Telephones 
Ring, but an
Eternity passes before anyone 
Even thinks of answering.

Brigitte Elmendorf



Good Night, Sweet Lady

Ophelia! See the myriad hues of blackness;
How your beauty blossoms in the daylight!
How easily the lady flowers float downstream; 
Holding out their skirts they do not sink.
Do you see where they go?

0 daughter! 0 wonder!
Do you hear them calling?
Nay, there's no one home, good mistress.
God be with them, that's good advice.
Else some mischance may find them.
Yet what can ever be foul, fair lady.
So kind and gentle is the world;
Even the cock cries happily to his chicks today.

0 love! Hear him roaring!
There, put a dandelion in his cap.
How goes the song? 'If a woman's heart be true. 
So will her true love's be'? Do you doubt it? 
Look! The bride is carrying violets 
To her sweetheart's grave. Poor lady.
She is laughing so gaily!
Tell me, mistress, has he kissed you?
Why, then he must again.

Stella

by what strange device came life 
hither with a smile? 
to die in fair gardens grown fair 
in mystery? what is this? 
this love i feel i find hard to 
fathom past 'tis love i feel.'

so come, take part with me 
in the evening field of delight 
and wait till morning's sudden flight 
into a painted sky.
lie with me and be my love, fair beauty, 
and help me with a kiss not to question 
my deserving...
of thy fair touch of beauty warm with life,

smile fairly in the evening air and sky. 
fill the cup twice over, and drink again 
for both, and let us both be one, 
as the sun's reflected light caresses quietly 
your smile, as you smile without effort, 
so let us love and think naught else but love.

Joseph D. Whitmore



Elphanor

Dark, dark green,
what is depth compared to this? 

no poetry now but only 
heat and cold

and days of waiting for a change.
I have sailed quickly on 
the wings of death 

and I greet you here Achilles.
let us wait ti 11 we hear 

the steps of brave Ulysses asking entrance 
to our strange abode.

He left me cold on distant shore unwefjt 
and stained still with the liquid kiss. 

I have measured the sea 
but this darkness I cannot measure.

Oh I Ulysses, when shall my cross 
be set upon the dewy shore?

Why did you leave my corpse 
unburied and still stained with 
Circe's kiss?

Oh I Companion of sorrows I 
Too full of woe to see another's sorrowl

Joseph D. Whitmore

Scamander

I

The road swept boundless down greening crags, through channels 
natural though untrod, collecting gifts of stone

To pelt bare calves; those unshod feet stood planted in shifting 
pebbles, the surging power struggling to toople the machine 
I had made.

Dislodged, I saw it crashing into jagged, white-foamed peaks, 
ankles crushed, loosed limbs swirling, too slight to grasp;

But the fibers held;
Trunk bent double, the frail wrists straining, pushed boulders 

to the side of the path, while crouched, fearing each step 
fatal.

Yet crouched, his back lay vulnerable to the sun.
The water swept around his waist, boiling; conceived in river-flames, 

snakelike he arose; he tied the foundation with knots of 
tendon and coiling filled his limbs with perfect prowess; 
unbounded he rolled the roadway free and fixed himself 
eternal and brownskinned under my sky.

II

Now pallid rain drips erratic outside my gate 
And seeping in corners collects in a fragment 
Of tinpape*" twisted round brown shattered glass.

Alan Cook



To Peter, Victor, and friends in the college community:

I
I have been away from the Great Books for two years now, and, in 

that time, have discovered beautiful ideas not prominent in the program.
Plato thought the question "How should one live?" the most important ques
tion to raise. Since these ideas address this question, I take the liberty 
of sharing them with you. Moreover, Plato thought philosophy a way of life, 
and his work indicates that love of wisdom has something to do with the care 
of the soul. But what care? The ideas I have found address this question. 
But they derive from that later fullness of time which Plato helped to pre
pare, but did not live to see.

The ideas I wish to share with you may be considered exegetical of some 
of the Sophomore books, namely, the Gospels. As the astonishing story of 
how God chose to come among us flashed by, you may have vaguely wondered 
who this Saviour was, whether you needed one, and how He saved. The thoughts 
to follow draw out some of His implications for our lives. In our times, 
the powers of God are once more being brought to earth. Prayers for the 
healing of memories, which I shall describe, simply reflect the truth that 
He is resurrected--that is to say, that He is still v/ith us, as He was with 
Peter and Mary Magdalen 2,000 years ago.

II

Consider these phrases of promise:

'I come to bring life in abundance.'

'I come to save that which is lost.'

'He hath annointed me to preach the gospel 
to the poor; he hath sent me to heal the 
brokenhearted, to preach deliverance to 
the captives, and recovering of sight to 
the blind, to set at liberty them that 
are bruised.'
'I will be in you a spring of water welling 
up into eternal life.'

There is a stream of western thinking, sometimes bubbling quietly 
through the narrow chambers of the cloister, sometimes flowing into the 
broader reaches of public knowledge, which holds that the end of human 
life is union with God.

Union with God. When we were choosing goals for life in high school, 
and at St. John's, we did not hear much about this one.

Further, it is said that when we are in union with God, we are our 
real selves, and vice versa.

Ourself has degrees of reality, and is not yet fully real. How is 
this paradox to be understood?

For years we have been operating out of masks and walls. We have 
built these walls out of fear--fear of parents, siblings, and especially 
the school system which too often suggests that our worth lies in per-



formance. The order of love is bedrock, for us. We have built these 
walls in an attempt to be accepted and loved by those who could not quite 
accept us as we were. Our real self--whom God knew and called into being 
in our mother's womb--is deeoly buried. We read in Genesis that we are 
made in the image of God. Few of us really believe that. But there lives 
someone within v/ho is fullness of being itself, and who, with a merry laugh, 
could say that. There is a self-knowledge which is also knowledge of God. 
For we are the Divine Icon. But we are all covered up.

Our real self is lost, brokenhearted, blind, lame, bruised. And that 
is who He came to save. We need only claim His promise.

How can that person be released? God Himself will do it. When we
turn to God, the invisible Creator and the visible Son, He will begin to
take off the masks. Love casts out fear. He will say, to each of us: "The
parts you've made are fine. But now I want to show you what I have made,
the 9/lOths of yourself lying buried." He will begin to release that inner 
person from bondage, a person both more real and more loveable than anyone 
we've made.

God wants to transform us. Moreover, He must. The only commandment 
given to us on earth is to love—God, our neighbor, ourself. We are all 
too v/ell aware of how we fail to love these three, especially the third.
Kant thought that because love was an inclination, and inclinations can
not be commanded, merely practical duty is meant. But the gospel is not 
so ambiguous. Love is commanded. And for that achievement, we must be 
transformed.

God will v/ork in us only if we allow Him to do so. So we should know 
something about Him, in order to decide whether we v/ill co-operate. Every
thing depends on our images of Him, visible and invisible. On some repre
sentations, we would not let Him near.

Michelangelo's bearded Creator, waking Adam to life, may be too awe
some. The G6d of our childhood images,, the stern patriarchal judge who 
v/ill punish us if we misbehave, is toojfrightening. And the God of the 
metaphysicians--pure Reason itself—is as little interested in us as we 
in Him.

But the visible manifestation of the invisible God comes to dispel 
our childhood fears. He tells us that God loves, fie tells us that we 
may call Him Abba, or, in English, 'daddy'. That is to say, we can add
ress the Creator of the Universe—He who cast Orion into the heavens — in 
the trust and familiarity with which a small child addresses its father.

The prodigal son has squandered everything, is returning, dejected. 
Before he has seen the Father, the Father has seen him, and is running to 
meet him.

That is God. He knew us before we were born, formed us in our mother's 
womb, and called us forth to came and be alive. He knows us completely, 
inside and out, and He unconditionally accepts us. He longs to free us to 
life in abundance. The great lonely One only waits for us to cast a glance 
in His direction.

How does the Son, the Saviour who is the Way, bring us to life, and to



union with God?

We know Him as one who healed and made whole, who drew to Himself the 
guilt of all mankind and lifted it on the cross. Christians receive Him 
in two sacraments. They claim His strength in the Eucharist, where He is 
present in wine and bread. They claim His forgiveness in the sacrament of 
confession. These have been, traditionally, the ways He comes to us.

But it is not enough to be forgiven for sins--all those little failures 
of true being which separate us from consciousness of God. It is necessary 
to go to what underlies them--all the little hurts, the rejections, the 
bruises of life that the feeling child we once were, suffered. The Saviour 
can heal that little child.

For seldom is it realized that He lives in the depths of our souls, 
that He will come to us from out of those depths. Western artists do not 
really help us to know Him. They offer deep meditations on the man who is 
God, and on His birth and crucifixion. But they have not seen the resurr
ected Christ. He who dwells in our souls is a radiant being, full of life 
and laughter, a beautiful and compassionate man whom the Spirit-guided, ac
tive imagination will bring before us at our request. It is this Saviour, 
living within us, who can dig out our buried self.

Until now, little could be done for the hurting child in us all. Psycho
logy discovered the depths of the psyche, the power of the past over the 
present. And sometimes, to make the source of pain conscious is to remove 
its sting. But modern psychology has not searched deeply enough to discover 
God in those depths, or to draw on His power to heal and make whole. Nor 
has it realized that the Christ-governed imagination has the power to heal 
the wounded one within.

God wishes to heal us, to transform us into wholeness, into union with
Him.

Ill
The day, whose significance has always eluded philosophers, is the 

place where He will work in us.

The events of the day are not accidental. The day is first of all the 
place where God will speak to us through others. Words that are His show 
their authorship by appropriateness to our inner condition. The day is also 
the place where the Spirit brings us to people who are ministers of His heal
ing. Some are His special gift to us, and we recognize them by the way they 
compel us to speak our truth to them. Some to whom we come confirm us.
Still others cause us pain. These last are perhaps the greatest ministers 
of healing. The pain they cause is not to be feared. It is the "kiss of 
Christ." It is the sign that He has touched something in our souls which 
He wishes to heal.

As a principle of co-operation with God, we can assume that most strong 
emotions stirred up by present events are really to past situations of which 
the present reminds us. Life patterns repeat.

When these disturbing emotions occur, one should go to a place where 
one can be quiet, settle down one's soul by repeating a short version of 
the Jesus prayer co-ordinated with the breathing--"Jesus, Jesus, Lord Jesus"--



and when relaxed, ask the Spirit to send up an image of the situation from 
which the emotion is really stemming. Or ask yourself: "what does this 
situation remind me of?" Images let us get a grip on feelings. Working 
with images is an adventure, and one should persist even if at first one's 
efforts are not complete. Usually, the Spirit will send up a childhood 
memory. When it appears, re-live it. But this time, take Jesus imagin
atively into it. The whole scene will turn out quite differently. As one 
re-lives the scene with a loving Saviour present, inner bonds give way, 
and waters flow where before was only desert.

In this way, our unconscious is gradually restructured in the light of 
the truth. The truth is that He was always present with us, although we 
did not know it. Now we merely make explicit that truth. God, the basis 
of reality, is the basis of all reality, past, present, and future, and His 
forgiveness and love can go to any part of our being, if we allow it. There 
is no part of us beyond the reach of His salvation.

One can defer these meditations until the end of the day, when one can 
quietly look back over the troubled v/aters, and determine one's needs for 
healing. Although such prayer can be made by oneself, it is even better 
to tell a friend of the memory and let that friend guide one through the 
scene as the Spirit reconstructs it. Or have the friend repeat the name of 
Jesus while you walk through the memory yourself. Sometimes you want to 
look on at yourself with Him, as a spectator might. And sometimes you want 
to take His hand and go right back into that past time. It is best to do 
it with a friend, since he seems to prefer two, gathered together in His 
name.

What is happening? There is an imprisoned child within all of us.
This child feels afraid, unloved, rejected. For years we have paid it no 
attention. In our hurry to grow up, we have dealt with the hurts of life 
by understanding them, by saying to ourselves: "Well, that is how life is." 
But the child has felt everything, and has been bruised and wounded along 
the way. It only wants to express. And the Saviour within wants to heal 
the wounds of this child. He was always fond of children. As we get in 
touch with this child we have left behind, as we let it express its pain 
and hurt and anger and grief, it will begin to grow and to become a super
child, made in the image of God, with the mind of Christ. We will live, 
and love, as the child within us lives. We fail to love only because the 
child within is held in the bonds of old pain.

We are like Lazarus. Christ called Lazarus: "Come forth!" And Laza
rus came forth from the tomb. But he was wrapped around with cloths. Then 
Christ said to the others standing around: "Loose him, and let him go!" And 
others unwrapped him. So God has called us to come forth. We have come 
into the light of day, but are still wrapped around with cloths. The day 
is the place where others will begin to remove them.

IV

So I speak now of the cloths which must come off, of how they are taken 
off, and of some forms of healing prayer which begin the journey to union 
with God.

When we turn to God, He will transform every part of our beings. But 
He seems to me especially interested in our emotional life. Thomas Merton 
observes that the moral strictures of Christianity come from a time when



people possessed strong emotional lives which needed checking. But we are 
a cerebral people with very little emotional life. Since God wants us fully 
alive, we can expect feelings and emotions to make their appearance.

Anger. Anger is the sign of individuation, that we are beginning to 
stir, to wake up. But it is difficult to deal with, our culture has repres
sed it for so long. All of us carry with us old, unexpressed anger to a 
thousand little hurts and felt injustices to oneself. And this anger keeps 
our beautiful, real self in bondage. God doesn't want goody-goodies--'white- 
washed sepulchres full of dead mens' bones.' knows the anger is there.
And He will do His best to surface it.

How is one to recognize old anger? It is often the iceberg of which 
present anger is the tip. Or it signifies its presence in moods of negat
ivity, irritability, resentment, depression and feelings of failure--some- 
times as a cloud of ideas. If one detects the signs, the best thing to do 
on the Santa Fe campus is head for the hills, pick up rocks, name them-- 
parents, friends, tutors--and throw. Old anger is like a quantity of use
less energy which can be released by a combination of physical and linguistic 
effort. Sometimes you don't know why you are angry. You're just angry.
But this is no time to wonder whether you're on an ego trip, or whether^ 
this anger is justified. The child within just wants to express. And if, 
in expressing all this negativity, you lose a sense of yourself, focus on 
the Lord. We are essentially like Him, and the gospels are an account of 
our true identity.

Let the anger go. Don't make it a life style. To express it is just 
one step on the way to wholeness. When the anger is gone, the process of 
healing is not yet complete. Settle down prayerfully and visualize all the 
people who hurt you. Forgive them, in the presence of the Lord. Sometimes 
you can find a higher good as sufficient reason to forgive. Sometimes you 
just have to say: "they know not what they did." Release others, and you 
yourself will be released. God's way is reconciliation.

A painful, contracted state is often a sign that yoursoul is full of 
thoughts you are not admitting to yourself. Walk in the hills, and let 
them up. One cannot 'think positively' until one has confided all one's 
negative thoughts to Him. Do not fear any darkness. He has conquered 
inner darkness as well as outer. Just grab His hand, and walk into it. 
Release the darkness to Him, and ask Him for some better images.

Criticism of another is most often the rejection of something you have 
not embraced in yourself. Embrace it in yourself, pray for it in the other, 
and it will disappear.

If you were a good child and never threw a tantrum, you may want to 
throw one. Throw it imaginatively in the presence of the Lord. He will 
take you on His knee, and tell you: "Well done; that was a good tantrum."

Patterns in life repeat. God brings us to the same situations again 
and again until we turn to Him and ask for healing. If you were not picked 
up enough as a child, you probably made a lot of false inferences--that 
you are unloveable, that you are not wanted in the dance of life, that you 
have been rejected. Again and again you will be brought to situations 
that confirm the old inferences. You will always be experiencing the pain 
of rejection. Now you can turn to the Lord. If others appear to reject



you. He will hold you. Have Him take you to each person who rejects you 
and let them accept you. And imaginatively, you can return to that tiny 
child you v/ere, lying in the dark, and let the Lord come to that child and 
take it in His arms, and play v/ith it, and then reconcile it with its par
ents. He can be taken into each dark room, each subsequent painful sit
uation of one's life, and He will fill it with light.

Every painful memory that surfaces can be re-lived in this v/ay, and 
transformed. All the old hurts, the painful separations of your life, the 
fallings-out, the incomplete relationships--al1 these He brings to con
sciousness again, that He may bind them and complete them with His pre
sence and His love.

The emotions are drawn to images, are contained and healed by images.
If you fear something, detach the fear, visualize it as a horrible snake 
or furry beast, and let the Lord deal with it. What you feared will then 
look much less threatening. Or if you feel the door of life is closed to 
you, pound on that door and let Him open it and sv/eep you up in His arms. 
Vague and gripping moods can be dispelled in this v/ay.

Finally, I speak of guilt. Our culture insists that guilt is nothing 
real, but just an unhealthy way of thinking which can be unlearned. But 
guilt is real because there is_ a moral order as thereis a deeply Divine 
human nature, and we are always transgressing them. Historically, Christ^ 
was understood as coming to deal primarily v/ith guilt. Nov/ and then it is 
a good idea to 'examine conscience,' to settle dov/n with the Lord, ask the 
Spirit to indicate what you have been doing wrong, who you have been tre
spassing against, or where you have been failing of your best self, and 
then, tell the Lord exactly what you have done. Having confessed it, let 
it go. See Him coming to embrace you, lifting the burden from your shoulders 
This is the oldest form of the care of one's soul. Its name is 'repentance,' 
and it is the door to a joy-filled life.

Repentance often restores one to a sense of the presence of God. Phi
losophers do not yet agree about the existence of a moral order, let alone 
address the question of what to do if one transgresses it. But that there 
is such an order, that we transgress it, that the stiflinn effects of those 
trdnsgressions Ccin bG liftGd, thdt wg cdn comG into thG prGSGncG of God--ciil 
this is fact, to be known through experience. Ethics is experimental.

The reason to repent is to clear one's soul that one may again exper
ience the presence of the Christ. For Cartesianism and scientific mater
ialism, He can never appear. Rut He is risen. He does appear, and is knov/n. 
Therefore Cartesianism and scientific materialism are untrue accounts of 
the nature of reality.

Repentance is one way of purifying the soul. Plato knew the tripartite 
soul required to be ordered. But how? Plato possessed no archetype of 
unity, and so the tripartite soul, together with the ideal state, falls into 
disrepair at the end of the Republic. Christ is that archetype, the ordered 
and unified soul. By remaining in His presence, one's own soul may be 
brought to order. This power of the Divine personality on our s is the 
basis for a distinctively Christian form of work on oneself. One merely 
observes to Him, during the day, where one is failing to be like Him, and 
leaves the transformation of the personality to Him. Our part is to assume 
that we are deeply loved, and to merely notice, and name, our imperfections 
for His benefit. He will do the rest. The word and the Word have the power



to bring us to wholeness.

Finally, you have made a mess of everything. Come back to your room.
You are the prodigal son returning. See the Father already running to meet 
you. Let Him take you back. Looking at Him, you'll answer many of your 
questions about God.

In each day, at some unexpected moment, the Spirit will give us a glimpse 
of who we really are. We recognize that self when it appears. Then we 
will say, in v/onder: "I a^ made in the image of God." How deeply we care 
about who we are, about the quality of our beings. Perhaps this is why the 
ancients celebrated virtue, rather than pleasure, as the end of life. But 
'virtue' is just the general image of our best selves. When we discover 
our specific image, we should keep it in our minds, and think and love it 
into being, with the confidence that as we stray from it. He will bring us 
back.

V
Do all these sound like silly tales to tell, a waste of time? To 

the young and old scholars who read Plato and Hegel, and engage in rational 
discourse, perhaps they do. But Plato knew there was a little child in all 
of us, charmed by a good story. Hence, the myths. And the child within 
us thrives on these stories. It laughs with delight when it is hugged by 
the Lord. And these simple tales set it free.

But this is just psychology, you will say. Certainly, it bears a 
likeness. And Jung once compared his system of analysis with those of the 
spiritual directors in France in the 17th century. The church has long 
preserved a warm, living knowledge of the depths of the soul, and of its 
road to union with God. But there is a difference from psychology. Psy
chology can expose the hurts. It cannot heal them. God can heal them, 
through imaginative prayer. The past can be transformed. In the light 
of Christ, the present has more influence on the past than the past on 
the present.

The truth is that we are more than our psychology. I think of the 
psychological dimension of our being as a kind of wrapping—the false 
ideas we have gotten about ourselves. As this wrapping is-removed in 
healing, our true self begins to appear. The true self's parents are not 
its earthly parents. These parents may not have wanted it, and conveyed 
to it a sense of its unworthiness. Its parent is God, who has wanted it 
from the beginning of time. And now God is calling it forth to know how 
loveable, how beautiful, how gifted it is. As more and more cloths are 
removed, as we come to know ourselves bathed in the unconditional love of 
God, the less earthly opinions about ourselves will matter to us.

That we are children, not of our parents, or our society, but of God. 
This is the truth that will finally make us free. Psychology seeks for 
other truths, in vain.

Healing prayer merely makes manifest the truth that He is still with 
us, still among the sinful and the sick, healing and bringing to wholeness. 
We are not victims of the past, of the whole ancestral line--let Him cut 
those ties with a silver sword—but are being brought to that liberty only 
those close to God can know. 'Man was created free, and is everywhere in 
chains.' Political and social upheavals never reach the inner chains that



keep our true beings in fetters. The Gospels are a revolutionary document 
of human liberation.

There are high disciplines of mind and v/ill, deeper roads of prayer 
into the Divine fullness, which you will encounter later. This way of 
images is a beginning of that path to union with God, which is the proper 
end of human life. Such union is the source of all wisdom, virtue, and 
love in us.

But, you will say, what is the importance of these ideas in a school 
dedicated to the reading of Great Books? This. You are passing by the 
fish pond. You are going to read a Great Book. You are going to write a 
Great Book. Your mind is filled with works to be accomplished. But some
one is coming along the path who will interrupt you. One of llis messengers 
is coming. For you, engaged in works, are the work of Another. And He 
simply wants you fully alive.

Peace,

Lorna



Liturgy

Who has culled a name from dreams and parables 
to measure the blood and wine it contains?
Those monstrous syllables would extinguish 
the world if said: indifferent doubles 
who step our steps.

"As a hunter I caught
the trail in some red valley; cut the line 
of a hawk's flight in stone, simple prayer, 
and called for its sight as my own..."

Soldiers
rot in fields of poppies. Timed or timeless, 
the world's passage is as wood to ash.
The measure shows in a last song or last curse.

Charles Miller

My thoughts in their high eloquence revolve 
slowly like black desert birds around 
the question of death. I am dry earth 
on which their shadows play. I do not know 
the stranger who is hurt. I have not traced 
his steps to this place, his startled face.

Philip LeCuyer

X



Through the failing flesh.
The fading lusts of youth,
I sometimes see what seems a lovely light.

And There,
Beyond all baser motives, I would 

Well wish myself to be.
Then v/hy do I so cowardly cling to this...

This which I know too well...
This flesh...This hell?

Be done with it cries my soul aloud, while 
with stained eyes she stares into that distant 

Shining Light.
So it is. At twenty-two I am old.
Tired, with only the same desires which 

.repeat themselves in a steady fashion...
Repeating motives which can no longer 

lead to action.
And the same thoughts which always

lead to the same question.
As though of themselves the questions plague my sleep. 
Though I have long since ceased to hope for answers...

Or hope from habit only.

And still, even now,
I would love to rise and greet you.

Kiss your hands or mouth...
Feel your warmth.

And we could speak of love then.
Or of nothing...

For speech would not matter then. The stories 
Of speech would pass from all rememberance...For an hour 
Or for a day...
But this too would pass and we would speak again.

And we would speak then, being purified of motives 
late revealed.

For though we speak with the tongues of men and 
Of angels, and have not love, we are nothing.

In silence let us Love...Or speak only through the flames 
Of love, which will purify our speech.

Joseph D. Whitmore



Memory Intermedia

I

Amongst the shades of night descending 
As the shadow of the sometimes bird, there is not 
Nor can ever be a call for residence 
So they, in fading, merge.

The frame is painted round this 
Perfect view, as if access could foster 
The change reciprocal to the viewer's eye.
For the vessel is hewn of ageless stuff 
And the viewers vigilant slide towards doom.

To be upon the earth
Again; walking only where
The earth is dark in midday’s essence.
Speckled wraith through the verdant, in youth.
And flushed in sweat.

Palimpsest in a line of trees and waiting 
As the high sun spurns its afternoons away 
Across the darkening grass. The chosen pasture 
Is arriving and where our lips in passing 
Brushed the vessel cracked and sealed itself again.

"Behold the gutted piglet swinging 
From the transom on the lee 
With the petted Kaw watching 
For its eyes."

"We are gutted, sir, not dead."

Indeed. As though a fault remained.

Having heard the notes for hanging 
And watched them pull the drowned man 
From the river-mouth at shore and his 
Head swung to watch the ship as we passed.

Once.

Candlelight, Diogenesian, descend the stair 
Thence to spit and piss among the empty 
Sarcophagi on the wharf holding no more 
Brightness than gold at dawn blind and sing 
Prophetic songs long lost by weakened memory.

II
Old blood upon the railing,
(She is a paper boat 
upon the water, failing, 
though as of yet afloat)

Staggered here around
The foot, dried and staining



still. The softened hand has found 
The heart as gift remaining.
Cold winds are mourning bound 
As tides receding. Ice cracked 
Under dirt-road-covered mound 
And laid in place what being lacked:

Toe curled around a root,
Ferment given rise to speaking urges.
Bale hanging, hoist abandoned.
We only went to see the wonders,
Friend. The withering groves stand 
Against the blackened hills, learning 
Tethered to the piling; large children 
Leering green vapors from the stoop:
And from the dust emerges flowers 
Weaved magic loops worn green 
Where nature holds. The thirst of 
Heaven fills the silent folds of yearning.

Ill
"The odors of a thousand forms 
Commingled are in abeyance tonight.
Asleep and talking not of themselves."

"The smiles, perhaps, are a commonplace;
It maybe not for love but what is pleasing 
And there is hope for all the giving."

"Would it not that there would be a 
softer earth than this, backs unaccustomed 
to small rocks and dirt could not find

An refuge in the others night."
"They

And morning greet each other red-eyed 
And rattle-throated, water-seeking;

Ne are blinded by the other twice
Each day and in the anticline of reaching
There is time to weep and shiver

In the cool joy and strength 
Of quiet satiation.

Knowing so we
Love on mountains, sliding down and on the

Other, again to meet and rise.
Plateaus from too-small gullies and 
Ravines. The river flows upstream.

And we, old trees, deep pools,



Frosted mirrors, hope the shudder 
Will not fade away too soon;

So spreads and wanes, so cools the 
Fever Continuance."

"Yet something
Else has come to grace a table

Set with whiskey, cheese, and bread;
To watch our sense grow stale.
For one runs out."

IV
Mantles fall about the shoulder 
And in the lamps the draught emerges.

"This wavering light.
Reaching out, hten withdrawing.
That we hold resident
In hand between our faces
Shall soon slow down with seeing
And the sun no longer move in flowing

"Inclined heads to sentiments;
Let you know to find another 
Source without an asking.
Let you know, if would.
Lest I deny that pact and source.
Let you know, if should,
I wudna' have it other."

Was spoken then by gentle lulls 
And motion borne of stillness.

V
There was a song in the evening shade 
Adn the birds went quiet, as breath 
Of wind and still foretells a storm; 
Stalks and platforms slanting astride 
Low-water swamps, sky pale and narrow 
Last eyes of aspiration:

Words in dyin left a face avert 
With swallow smilin.

Quiet when the pliant moves 
Lean down with a soft touch 
In breath the love of one the other 
None save they.

Curtain round the morning hand 
Smoke skies against the fire



Dark the silk and hollowin the distance 
Reached have they.

There is no pointing there 
Where moment slowed we lay 
All sunlit laid across the pressing thigh.

Upraised and stood under,
Ain't to be no joy of time
Though gone to slow the losing of the while.

Water on the calling 
Rode the hills away.
Let grant the wondered hands and whisper 
None save they.

Waken in a deep of laughter.
Within the gentle sleep.

VI
Lain dormant, denied the must 
And willful in the solace 
Hours and nights. Blessings 
Born of reconstructed appurtenance 
Stand to be replayed in the broken 
Continuity of sense, verged 
Into tranguility, old sand to 
Be relaid.

The wonder is the children, sticks 
Raised high, beat the gutter-sleeping 
Dead--so they will not return and 
Cause us further harm.

The weeds
Gone gather!n on a desert sky 
An we go fieldstone down fences.
Touchin on a grass an down 
Reaching gone.

Curtis Ewing



February Blues

Tonight I sit high on the fire escape and blow my harp 
I blow for a tiny girl tossing the waves of her hair, blind 

to the cold bay wind whistling through 
and I blow for the howl of all icy winds and trains rolling 

through the eternal empty night whistling blues of lovers 
leaving false dreams behind

and I blow for the cries of northern beasts on magic-sloped 
mountains and for all beasts and poets and babies howling 
caged in white sterile parodies of caves 

and I blow out the empty screams in my heart.

I blow for a black man's ghost at the crossroads, writhing in 
vain, poisoned by hellhounds in the delta backlands 

and I blow for a flaming demigod, rutting his axe before the 
multitudes, yet choking on his own uneasy sleep 

and I blow for every poor man's child who danced an unfamiliar 
shuffle over torchlights, for dreaming of the goddess 

and I blow for the rich man's child trudging a playground, 
taunted by pebbles and cries flung from cruel infants 
and dancing from a chandelier

and I blow for the chill of wrought-iron pressing my flesh 
suspended in air.

I blow for sensuous-1imbed little girls who writhe and bump 
together until dawn, blind to the saint kneeling by the 
plate and Siva's many-armed dance 

and I blow for the scholars who watch clutching bottles and 
see only seed spilled upon the ground 

and I blow for a saint trembling between wrinkled sheets 
reeking of acid sweat and fear of the sun 

and I blow for the shuffling old men in stained overcoats 
who clutch their foul elixirs and vials in darkened 
rooms where images of false lovers rut blindly on 
peeling silver film 

and I blow the only song I know.

I blow for a yellow-skinned child who cries only a moment in 
his mother's arms while the sky rains fire 

and I blow for close-chopped young men in green who played their 
days and guts across foreign fields vvhile spurting unwilled 
and impotent fire

and I blow for wild-maned young men who enraged flung their 
flowers into a sea of love
and discovered it empty and now swim hollow-eyed in the 
sludge of their own veins

and I blow for neat-tied young men who climb towers carrying 
suitcase arsenals and sing unexpected guilt into the 
hearts of strollers below

and I blow, for my bitter notes may also pierce their hearts 
and spill the blood of unsuspected sadness into the frozen 
night

and I blow for you.

Alan Cook





Perhaps the best way to begin a discussion of this piece is by explaining 
what a conductus is* A conductus (well, a polyphonic conductus, at least) 
is a musical form which began, flourished, and died out in the musical epoch 
known as the 'Ars Antigua* period (around 1180-1250). The distinguishing 
traits of this form are: 1. The conductus is monotextual as opposed to the 
motet, which is polytextual. 2. The conductus is generally in syllabic style,
as opposed to organum which is in melismatic style. 3. The conductus is, 
musically speaking, completely free-composed, unlike organum and the motet 
which are built over a pre-composed tenor.

These traits are, of course, generalizations though they are far less 
general than any list which would purport to name the formal traits of son
atas, preludes, chaccones, etc. Nevertheless, the conductus transcribed here 
takes exception to traits 1 and 2, as a cursory glance will show.

More important, however, than the conductus* specific traits is the aes
thetic niche that the conductus filled for the Medieval musician. It was the 
only musical outlet for his *subjective* personal expression. Organum, with 
its use of precomposed tenors and liturgical texts and complete subservience 
of textual intelligibility to musical effect was not suited to subjective 
expression. Rather organum was an embodiment of the Medieval world view.
The timeless (i.e. unmeasured) tenors, given ready-made to the ttedieval com
poser by an even then ancient liturgy, were measured only by the human super
structure built upon their timeless foundation. The message of organum could 
possibly be said to be that*heaven and earth shall pass away but my words 
shall not* and it was delivered with a vengeance.

The motet, though not so musically awesome, was still not suited to sub
jective expression. Not only did polytextuality make the word unintelligible 
when sung, but it soon became the arena for a composer to demonstrate the 
learned side of his art. Then, as now, the motet was, to guote Johannes De 
Grocheo, '*primarily for connoisseurs".

The conductus, however, had none of these obstacles to subjective exp
ression. Although always freely composed musically (i.e. no pre-composed 
tenor), it could also be freely composed textually; thus allowing the poet*s 
imagination free reign. Furthermore, since the conductus was monotextual and 
syllabic the poet*s words could be understood. The conductus* mode of exp
ression was personal in feeling and small in scope. It was on the level of 
a person-to-person monologue, unlike the motet with its emphasis upon erudition 
and organum with its emphasis upon awesomeness.

Moving now from conducti in general to this one in particular, the con
ductus transcribed here is remarkable in three ways. 1. For its extended 
melismatic passages (called caudae), which occur not only at the beginning 
(or end), as is usually the case, but also in the middle sections. 2. For 
its hocket-like style in the opening melisma. 3. For its motet-style decla
mation of the final * amen* section. Notice that here the exception proves 
the rule, for the composer only departs from simultaneous declamation when 
verbal meaning is unimportant. Also worthy of note is the lack of virtuoso 
embellishment in the lower voice in comparison with the upper voice. The 
lower voice also lies uncomfortably between baritone and tenor range. Unfor
tunately for modern singers this is often the case with Medieval music. It 
appears that ranges of the various voices has changed since the Middle Ages, 
or that medievals were not very particular about vocal tone.

The manuscript for this piece is found in Wolfenbuttel I, Folio 113 vo.
The manuscript, unfortunately, is unclear at times. The opening melisma on 
Pa-(ter) is especially unclear. The scribe wa| very sloppy with his use (or 
rather lack of use) of *divisio modi' slashes. Many rests had to be added

* c.f. W. Snitt: 'Scribal Narcotic Abuse and its Effect on Pre-Franconian 
Notation* vol. IV no. 3, Journal of the American Musicological Junta.



in order to avoid dissonances far outside the bounds of this style. (The 
second beat of measure one I am still suspicious of, as none of the notes 
are consonant with the lower voice. After much trial and error however, 
this version seemed best to me.) I changed v/hat was in the manuscript only 
once, i.e. at measure 56 I reversed a rest and a ligature in order to avoid 
parallel seconds with the top voice.

Some of the notation used in this transcription is no doubt unfamiliar 
to the modern reader and should be explained. The braces added above the 
ordinary note barring indicate ligaturing in the original and should be 
taken as indicative of phrasing. The notes with slashes through their stems 
are called plicas. They are to be performed, as Magister Lambert says, "By 
the ^partial] closing of the epiglottis combined with a subtle repercussion 
of the throat." They are not grace notes and should be given their full 
rhythmic value. The dotted measures and the time signature are, as in most 
transcriptions of pre-Baroque music, not to be taken seriously. They are 
merely conventional aids to the modern musicologist of performer, and pro
bably have no relation to the composer's intentions. However, any perfor
mance of this music presupposes at least a theory about metric accentuation. 
Keeping in mind the tenuous state of our knowledge of such things, my guess 
would be that, since this is in the fifth mode (which is derived from the 
molossic meter ------------) and has an ametrical text, each ternaria should re
ceive an accent. Also the first note of a note group equal to a ternaria 
should receive an accent. To put it simply, it should probably be performed 
in 3/8 time.

Rene Barnes
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with reqards to Nabokov and Wittgenstein

I no longer understand you— 
not because I don't try, 
but because our fly bottles 
are so very opaque.
I know of no metamorphosis 
throuah which I might call 
you home--and there simply 
is no symbolic bridge 
over which we might pass.
Too long now I have treated
That bridge as such--
but now I know it is just another
place called home, as opaque as any other.
I can't transform the past
into a toy--because I've a broken
heart; for too long the past changed
the present into a mnemonic likeness
--for without facts, and without bridges,
we played similarity and found
ourselves without a present.
Two fly bottles on the shelf 
never hold a conversation--they 
just grow away from each other.
Two flies in two different bottles 
never agree on the last fact 
nor the first difference.
I only say that no assertion 
mends a broken heart.
It is cold tonight and the
planks on this bridge do not end.
if I run faster, or stop altogether,
the white cottage with white sand
on the floor will construct itself around
well-lit and comfy in the magical
evening air.
but if I simply walk, I simply reach the 
other end, without counting planks, 
there is a no admittance 
sign which sends me back again 
to verify
my existence on the bridge.
It is the same at the opposite 
end—but this time I recognize 
the old tales in a new way, 
and it is not so hard to turn 
around, to lose my count, 
and polish one here and there.
I've gotten used to it out here 
on the bridge
—and if you speak of roses and hearts. 
I'll show you precisely how 
they are and which planks 
tell their tale.
Do not mention his name.
--He lives in the next universe 
at the bridge's end;

Despair is every step re-examined. 
Grief the sound of the river.
But my heart, -- 
I am sick at heart.

Margaret Parry



Embrace the Viater

Embrace the water
Take it in your spindly arms

and squeeze it to your breast 
As it slips through your crippled fingers 
Watch your shadow drip 
And watch the clumps of dirt 

around your feet 
wash away.

Embrace the water 
As it spreads in tiny droplets 

on the surface of the glass 
Cup it in your hands 
And swirl the colored pigments 

in the ash-laden mud 
Smear it on your forehead 
And toss away your hair.

Embrace the water 
Feel it as it swells

the hollow place inside your breast 
And as it seeps into your desert skin 

fell it pounding in your veins 
And watch it all pour out

upon the dried earth floor.

Embrace the water 
Embrace the salty swirling eddies 

that skitter spindly crab-legs 
from the pounding waves 

Embrace the pavement-washing rivers 
and the puddles cased in glass 

That slip through your stubborn toes.

Alan Cook



I
In Search of Direction

0 rage and torment 
0 God what is thy 
bitter sweet name?

I am uncontainable;
my spirit slips into the night,
and runs before the ever widening embrace
of void--obsequious, grateful abyss.
Transported by desires 
that have no name
I fall an easy prey to hungry sadness.

A grey disappointment would erase my light, 
yet shafts of doubt
disturb the dark acceptance of my descent.
I writhe and twist to pause 
and face my fate--
In blind faith I ask, "Must I bear this? 
this woesome shade?"
To mother maker mover I turn,
"What is thy name...my secret, my torment?"

...still I hesitate in the day 
before the gaze of blameless persons, 
yet I would insist upon my way, 0 hope, 
longing to fly into the sun.

II
writing a poem by dying daylight 
I hope to meet my maker-- 
Dear God, I am told that I cannot 
wait for signs but must become one.

A strange world awaits the eager 
innocent..and with what aweful psychic 
meanderings the would-be saint must contend.

We may all say, at last in sorry satisfaction, 
"There is no mercy, there is no charity.." 
over and over chanting and cherishing these 
miserable phrases like heirlooms 
which are passed down with each 
succeeding generation an inheritance 
of fear and wayward pride.... 

on stormy nights a steady drone, 
a devotion to despair 

with anxious hands folded and 
unfolding, twisting, and tearing 
pieces of collected security ragged 
until, it is done— 
all is gone, departed, scorn too. 

then, let us wait 
bend close to the earth, 
be humble
and die if you must-- 

the world will grow up again 
green and new,
from even the sad dirty brown bag 
veil of a private illusion.

Elizabeth Pollard



To face
the figure of losing
what you had and have again is
bitter.

But in your short life
you've learned that
nothing lasts forever;
and to say goodbye is to say hello
to all that lies hereafter.

So when you feel
that rising loss,
investigate your mirror;
hope peace will grace
your furrowed face
the waters might cleanse dearer.

Dean McCollaum
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