


Complines of Youth and Age
From earth hung in space, as from a ship 
Heeled to the blue gulf rayed with light —
Mutined, cannoned, bloodied, tongued with burning — 
Repeat the hymn of the first evening earth:

How the round pearl of a world mothered in air 
Falls quietly turning; and our evening falls 
Fields of wheat or barley, standing or 
In swaths, or shocks like random trees, and trees 
That close the fields in somber sheaves — fuse 
Your compline music down the depths and shoals 
Of the atom-weaving, spirit-breathing worlds . . .

If oneness with all-ocean cannot save
The ship mind overreached, it may seed starry space.
Where the spent light-bearer spreads his arms.
Himself the flesh he nails, the cruciform earth-shadow, 
Down and down, sounds through the compline wave: 
"Fathering fire, forgive; mothering void, receive!"

-Charles G. Bell
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Excerpt From: The Portrait of Arthur Atherley
by Chuck Reuben

Sidney is starting to get on my nerves. He's so neat and orderly, it's disgusting. He's such a 
clean-cut, all-American kid, it's enoughto make me puke. He's the kind of son every mother 
would love to have. His tastes are extremely conventional and he has very little patience for 
anything that is unpopular. He wants everybody to like him and to praise his virtues as if he 
were some sort of god. He doesn't enjoy classical music and has an insatiable lust for the 
news. He isn't happy until he knows exactly what is going on in every corner of the world.

He doesn't swear. He hardly complains about anything that adversely affects him, like the 
food or his workload. He constantly bothers me about smoking, about the music / listen to 
and about the way I keep the window open at night. He hates to lift a finger for anybody who 
isn't part of his selfish little world. He watches every penny like a hawk. He always wants 
everything done his own way.
He's a snob and although he has never gone out of his way to bother me, I don't like hinn. 
Beneath his benevolent, goody-goody exterior, there lurks something genuinely evil; 
something that stinks to high heaven. He frightens me sometimes. . . .

For a while Kip Alman and Sidney Perelman were actually very kind and considerate of 
each other. That took place just after they first met and didn't know better. It was not long 
before they started detesting certain things about each other and made everyday life on 
campus like living in Hell.
It's difficult to say precisely why people start to hate each other. For the most part animosity 
arises between people because one party desires to deprive the other party of his comfort. 
Massacre, murder, hatred, revolution, the slaughter and torture of bodies and souls of 
men, the starvation of millions, the genocide of entire populations and finally the cosmic 
inhumanity of Atomic War: these are the extremes which people will resort to in order to 
secure their comfort. . . Christ is massacred in His members, torn limb from limb; God is 
murdered in men.
But in this particular case we find that Kip was very fond of smoking tobacco, listening to 
music and sleeping with the window wide open at night, regardless of the weather 
conditions. Sidney, on the other hand, derived his peace of mind from attending very 
closely to his studies, eating well, practicing TM and keeping the window shut at night. The 
dormitory rooms were hardly large enough to accommodate one person, let alone two, but 
under these circumstances the two young men tried to live peacefully together.

The first display of tension between the two boys took place one afternoon when Sidney 
discovered that his radio had been tampered with. Normally, he set it on the Washington 
D C. News Bureau frequency, which broadcasted news reports, from all around the world, 
24 hours a day. He was surprised to discover that rock music had taken the place of his 
beloved news reports, and this bugged him. Upon confrontation. Kip freely admitted his 
guilt and promised never to touch his radio again.
On another occasion Sidney thought it might be nice to place matching bed spreads on the 
two beds in the room, which were stacked on top of each other, like bunks . . . the upper 
reserved for Kip. Kip nearly flipped out when he saw what Sidney had done, disturbed more

5



by his roommate's presumption than by his evident lack of good taste. He removed the bed 
spread from his mattress, folded it neatly and placed it on the lower bunk. Sidney, who 
thought that he was doing Kip a great service by letting him use one of his matching bed 
spreads, took the rejection as a personal affront, and declared a certain perverse form of 
war upon his poor roommate. But this was not a war which relied upon physical 
destruction as its medium. Rather, it depended on a silent kindof mental torture, with hate 
as a foundation.

After that particular incident they regarded each other with intense suspicion and dislike. 
They even got to the point, within the short space of two weeks, where they wouldn't even 
talk to each other. If communication was found to be unavoidable, they would write each 
other notes and tape them on the front door.

Sidney taped a note to his radio that read:
PLEASE LEAVE THIS ON THE NEWS STATION, S.P.

And once Kip came into his room and found a note lying upon his desk. Sidney sat at his 
desk on the other side of the room lost in Transcendental Meditation. The note read: 

Meditating—
DO NOT 
DISTURB

Until 6:35 please.
(Unless it is an emergency, in which case, 
tap me on the shoulder and wait 2-3 minutes)

Thanks,
Sidney.

Kip did his best to stay away from his room as much as possible. He much preferred to hang 
out in a friend's room, practice his sailing, or go for a very long walk through the Naval 
Academy, across the street. Sometimes he followed the abandoned tracks of the old 
Baltimore-Annapolis express line through ravines laden with dense, luscious foliage and 
over the ancient wooden bridge that spanned the Severn River. He particularly loved 
following the old rusty tracks because they were material proof that Nature could regain 
that which had been borrowed and corrupted by man.

Sometimes he would wander into the deserted science building and sit in the pendulum 
pit. The pit was about ten feet deep and 20 feet across. A great brass pendulum, suspended 
from hundreds of feet of wire, swung slowly from east to west. Kip sat in the pit playing his 
wooden recorder, crosslegged, hisfiery grey eyes fixed upon the golden ball that faultlessly 
measured his life. On these occasions, sorrow flowed out of the pit, a dozen times sweeter, 
and a dozen times sadder than the most profound melancholia. Kip would reach out and 
stop the ball from moving before he climbed out of the pit. Ever so slowly, the pendulum 
would begin to move again, called to life by a mysterious force.

Then Kip would come into his room, late at night, after Sidney had gone to sleep, open the 
window, and climb as quietly as he was able into his creaking bed. He did his best to avoid 
Sidney as much as possible.

One day in the fall, Sidney returned to his room only to detect the faint smell of tobacco in 
the air. He furiously wrote the following note and taped it to the door:

KIP,
STOP SMOKING IN THE ROOM,

Sidney
6



And when Kip discovered the note he vented his pent-up frustration and aggravation 
through the Poetic Medium. He sat down at his desk and furiously wrote the following 
poem:

When the time comes 
We'll exchange our vicious words, 

deal out our mortal blows, 
and proclaim our glorious victory.

You care little for me 
and I despise you.

So why should we make our lives wretched by these 
worthless aunts and insults?

The time has not come, and our words have no meaning.

Keep away from me
and I will avoid you. . .

Let the hate flourish in our souls
until it blossoms into a red, red rose.

Let the people marvel at the false faces and the 
phoney words that we exchange.

But let them not see the blackness in our hearts.

I promise
That the day will come

when we will lose our reason.
And then there will be nothing to check our passions.
But when that day arrives.

We will have forgotten why we first hated.

For our hate is like a red, red rose 
That flourished in the dead of winter.

The hour of compromise is well over 
And neither of us will know Peace until 

The Other is gone.

How dare Sidney try to deprive him of his right to smoke a pipe? Kip angerly reasoned. Why, 
there were few things in life as fine, or as satisfying, as smoking a pipe. It just seemed the 
perfect complement to any activity. Ever since Kip was a small boy he had loved the warm, 
intimate atmosphere of a room filled with smoke. He just could not understand why Sidney 
had to be such a pain in the neck.

He picked up his pen again and wrote the following reply:
Dear Sidney,

Thank you for your kind note.
I will not smoke in the room when you are in it.

Otherwise I feel that I have as much right to smoke 
as you have the right to crack your knuckles, meditate, 
and listen to the news, all of which bothers me more 
than you can imagine.

This is my room, too, I think.
Kip
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Sidney read the note and from that time forward he would not acknowledge Kip's 
existence. That same day Sidney deliberately locked Kip out of his room while he was 
taking a shower with only a bath towel to his name.
The next morning, while Sidney was at classes. Kip closed all the windows in the room and 
smoked a bowl of the most wretched pipe tobacco he could buy. He smoked until the entire 
chamber was so clouded he could barely see his way to the other side. He blew smoke into 
Sidney's bed and into his closet. And when Sidney returned he opened the windows, but 
soon closed them because of his aversion to cold, crisp, fresh air.

He opened the front door but had to close that too because somebody was playing his 
stereo at full volume. It was then that Sidney decided to move out of Randall Hall. Kip liked 
to think that he had triumphed, and for a good, long time he remained the only freshman at 
the college who had a private room.
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Dead Birds
Practicing the art of getting lost 
In the garden last night 
Practicing extinction with the weeds 
Letting green clot behind my eyes 
And break, a leafy embolus.
Tides of another bloody day
I saw something dark in the grass
A rock wet from watering
I picked it up to throw it away
It was a bird's head
One yellow eye shining
Like a small dying sun in my hand
My garden is where all the evening birds
Have fallen out of the sky
I step on bones, pushed up like
New grass through an earth of flightless wings
Hidden beaks and claws bite my feet
Night flies in to brood
Other nights in my hair

—Susu Knight

This summer is steel
Wind like the edge of the sun's blade
Peeling the skins off of us
Cottonwood leaves like nerves chattering
Grasses collapsed in early pyres
Which blaze each afternoon
Little angers rekindling, burning
Fast burning pale in the last light

Roots of trees now must go deep 
To find common blood 
Between us a sky plays 
Its own games, humorless 
Earnest cruel child who tears 
Flowers apart, kicks over ant hills 
Pulls our heads off 
And throws them away

—Susu Knight
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I sear through the black clouds 
hastened by the night to a destiny. 
Words and voices settle untimely 
in the whole that is my soul 
Like turquoise, blue pens erase 
the light and smudge into falsity 
that is the darkness. Unruly,
I lie among the stars, to be 
disturbed by a lone stranger.
He gazes past my shoulders to the 
still earth. I can only think;
"Je ne sais pas qui est I'homme, 
mais je dois connaitre. Oui, 
je dois le connaitre." His 
grey green eyes finally meet mine, 
and they touch through the distance 
and the stars, and I am hard on leaving, 
averting this inevitable confrontation, 
but my soul and mind are locked 
as in chains between the moon and 
the man. The sun and the light 
slip further away as he begins 
to speak to me, but I hear only the low 
roll of what might be a boulder 
between mountains, like a recording 
slowed nearly to stagnation.
I can see the waves of air move 
as the sound of his words drift 
to me. And I struggle in my fear 
to free my eyes from his, but I 
tremble from the strain. I see 
not of his attire, but as if there 
is no more to the man. But I 
sense his body, as if closing in on 
my soul, dark, heavy, chained itself 
by his own hunger and self torturous 
emotions (as in to move, to stir the 
emotions, motion, rotation). He moves 
his own soul as well as mine, and 
the universe itself in his tortured
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confinement. At last I realize what 
his soul is to me and I can see 

I the boundless regions of the truth 
that float within. But it only 
floats, like leaves on water, no 
penetration can be sensed. He is 
an eagle who reigns over an eternal 
plain and his prey are the souls 
that dare wonder amongst the stars 
and clouds. Only those that question 
the fear, that stifle the struggle 
against his eyes, which are like 
ropes that only tighten in the tension, 
can escape the gaze that pushes 
the body and soul back to the earth.
Each time I encounter him his guise 
has changed, his environment has 
changed, but never his air. His eyes send 
me sailing away from my mother earth 
as punishment for my defiance and 
I am rushing past the wind, my hair 
blending black with the night and 
I feel I have been lost until at 
last I reach out my arm to catch 
on the 1st ray from the sun, and so 
sliding down the smoothness of the light 
I avert, once again, the man.
My own virtue is my salvation.
I have been tested and I finally 
remain free, an infinite roaming soul.

—K. Crater

lingering fingers of 
the sun

pointing the way 
the cold comes from

—V. Tsoodle
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An Essay Pro- and Counter- "Culture"
by L. Verl Chandler

Introduction
The idea that words and things have multiple meanings (and the concomitant idea, the 
rejection of literalism) appears frequently in Emerson's work. Their importance is based on 
Emerson's use of metaphor as the key to, and method for, transcendence, itself a major 
theme in his works. It is my contention that the essay "Culture" is pervaded by a tone, a 
mood, even, of movement, and that this movement is manifested in the metaphors used.

The movement here is of a twofold sort: first, the movement of the metaphors, as they are 
developed and move from one level to another; and second, the exhortation to movement 
which is given through the metaphors. It will be the intent of this essay to trace three key 
metaphors found in "Culture" from their appearance through their development to their 
culmination in power, as it is variously described. I will then claim that it is precisely this 
final state of power (in its various guises) which is to be understood as the ability to 
metaphorize not only the world but oneself as well, i.e., the power of transcendence. It is, 
then, the purpose of Culture to elevate man to the status of a "semigod" (as seen in line 2 of 
the introductory poem) who can metaphorize, literally re-form, the world.

Three Main Metaphorical Movements
Before looking at the metaphors in question it will be helpful, I think, to look at Emerson's 
discussions of metaphor itself. I have found his most sustained explicit treatment of the 
subject in his first essay on Nature. Here it is seen that his theory of metaphor is intimately 
tied to his theory of language: that is, he claims that words are signs of natural facts, which 
are, in turn, symbols of spiritual facts. Viewed schematically, the relationship is: 

sign . , symbolic
relationship relationship

Words, on this scheme, are used metaphorically when the natural objects to which they 
refer are seen through, and the spiritual fact is rendered visible. It is important to note that 
not only, or even chiefly, are words to be treated metaphorically, but that the world is to be 
so treated as well.

words > spiritual facts

This radical anchoring of language in nature is accompanied by the claim that the origin of 
language is in poetry, indeed, that all language is "fossil poetry" as Emerson says in "The 
Poet." In other words, the poet, by means of some sort of Adamic naming, assigns words to 
things in such a way that the words point through the natural facts to the spiritual facts of 
which they are symbols. To speak metaphorically is thus to manipulate the forms of 
language in such a way that the spiritual realm is revealed (although not explicitly 
discussed). Language is only fossil poetry, however, because through common use words 
have become debased and powerless.

We find in "Nature" the following:

"Parts of speech are metaphors, because the whole of nature is a metaphor of the 
human mind."

Here again, we see the progression:

words -----------------> nature----------------^ spirit
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where 'spirit' refers to the human mind. Thus what metaphor does is to lay bare the "web of 
relations" by revealing the identity and interrelatedness of things. This web of relations/s, 
in some sense, the human mind because it is only by means of our own intellectual 
structuring of the world that we have access to it. In the essay "On the Uses of Great Men" 
he reiterates the idea:

"A man is a centre for nature, running out threads of relation through everything" 
and "The highest intellects perceive the laws of identity."

The message here, too, is that men of power are those who can, in the use of metaphor, 
expose the relationships which make nature one.

Given this understanding of Emerson's theory of metaphor, we can now proceed to 
examine the metaphors found in the essay.

The first metaphor I will discuss is that of the move from a state of sickness or deformity to a 
state of health, symmetry, or power, by means of cultivation or domestication. Of the three 
metaphors to be looked at closely, this one is numerically dominant in the essay.

What we are told by the use of this metaphor is that man is presently in a defective, maimed 
or diseased state because Nature, in her pursuit of the general good, is willing to sacrifice 
particular individuals. Man's present state is described as follows: "If she wants a thumb, 
she makes one at the cost of arms and legs, and any excess of power is usually paid for at 
once by some defect in a contiguous part. " That is, man is seriously maimed; in his present 
state he is "sacrificing his symmetry to his working power." The importance that this 
perception of man's state has for Emerson is revealed in his use of the metaphor in other 
essays.
i-or instance, in the essay "Worship " we find,

"These are not men, but hungers, thirsts, fevers, and appetites walking." 

and in "The American Scholar":

"The state of society is one in which the members have suffered amputation from 
the trunk, and strut about so many walking monsters — a good finger, a neck, a 
stomach, an elbow, but never a man."

This message is made most explicit in Emerson's use of the myth of All-fadir, who was 
willing to be maimed, to be incompletely human, in his (blind) pursuit of wisdom.

This same metaphor of man as defective is also developed in the description of man as 
being in a state of sickness. Emerson virtually bludgeons us with this image; the following 
instances are representative.

"The pest of society is egotists ... It is a disease that like influenza falls on all 
constitutions ... Is egotism a metaphysical variety of this malady (the distemper 
known as chorea)? . . . One of its annoying forms is a craving for sympathy. The 
sufferers parade their miseries, tear the Hnt from their bruises . . . They like 
sickness because physical pain will extort some show of interest . . ."

This distemper is the scourge of talent... this habit invites men to humor it, and by 
treating the patient tenderly, to shut him up . . . we shall find them (egotists) 
infected with this dropsy and elephantiasis which we ought to have tapped."

I have italicized the instances of the metaphor in the above passage, which is found in the 
beginning of the essay. The metaphor is repeated throughout the essay, although never
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again does it appear so prolifically. For instance, Emerson calls the inability to move from 
this initial state a "mortal distemper"; speaks of the "invalid habits" of education, of the 
"tapeworm" of American cultural dependence on Europe, of culture as a way to "appease 
our irritations."

•Having characterized man's present state as one of deformity of disease, Emerson 
completes the metaphor in his description of the state into which we ought to develop. 
Specifically, it is a state in which man's symmetry is restored: "Culture redresses his 
balance. " That is, a state in which he is (again?) an integral being, whole and healthy: All- 
fadir's eyes are restored to him, and the scholar's "parchment skin" is cleansed "with 
healthy blood." He speaks of special techniques of culture for lifting man out of this 
incomplete state as "antidotes," calls travel a "medical remedy" to counter insularity. 
The method by which the movement from maimed and diseased organisms to healthy ones 
is effected is described as "cultivation" and "domestication." One instance of this is of 
course the notion of 'culture' itself, which can mean to grow, to cultivate. Additionally, we 
hear of "the poet cultivated," "the cultivated man," who is interested in his doings and 
accomplishments from the vantage point of humanity rather than of self. Emerson says 
that "when our higher faculties are in activity we are domesticated " and that we ought to 
submit ourselves to the process by which we are "cured and refined." The movement, 
then, is from a group of defective organisms to a group of healthy, whole, strong organisms, 
by way of cultivation and domestication. The difficulties involved in this move will bn taken 
up later.

The second metaphorical movement will be discussed more briefly, and consists in the 
move from the single egotist to the universal man. The starting point is one of radical 
egotism such that all things and events are valued as they accord with self-love. But, 
somewhat paradoxically, this state is one which must be transformed rather than 
abolished: "This individuality is not only not inconsistent with culture, but is the basis for 
it." Thus, just as the defective organism was the ground for the healthy one, the 
self-centered egotist is the basis of the universal man.

"Culture is the suggestion . .. that a man has a range of affinities through which he 
can modulate the violence of any master tones that have a droning preponderance 
in his scale, and succor him against himself."

This universal man evaluates events from the standpoint of humanity rather than of self; 
with respect even to himself he is interested "more in his public than his private quality." 
Napoleon serves as an illustration of this movement: "Though an egotist a outrance, he 
could criticize a play, a building, a character, on universal grounds and give a just opinion." 
The feeling conveyed by this metaphorical move is unmistakably that of progress made in 
this transition.
The third metaphor appearing repeatedly in the essay is a specifically evolutionary one; as 
with the other two discussed above, this is also a developmental metaphor in which a lower 
life form evolves into a higher form. (The notion of form here will prove to be significant.) 
Man's present state, described elsewhere, as we have seen, as diseased in its radical 
egoism, is in this metaphor said to be the result of the "strong necessity of nature," of the 
"cardinal necessity by which each individual persists to be what he is." Thus because 
Nature is "reckless of the individual " and "sacrifices the performer" to her over-riding 
goal, man is in this defective, unfinished state of "organic egotism" in which he is a victim 
of his own specialization and adaptation. But because this is a biological, evolutionary 
metaphor, this state is not a final one: Emerson calls for a further adaptation not towards
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increasing specialization but in the direction of generalization, of the universal. As he says, 
"man's excellence is facility of adaptation and of transition, through many related points, to 
wide contrasts and extremes." This move cannot be on the plane of a purely natural 
evolution, as Nature goes in the direction of increased specialization, not generalization.

This metaphor is used explicitly at the end of "Culture" where man is exhorted to leave 
behind his "quadruped organization" and replace it by a race of "finished men," where the 
concept of race is intentionally used. The culmination of the move (from the individual of 
whom Nature is reckless) in the race echoes the two movements previously discussed: the 
goal, variously described as a state of symmetry or completeness, as the universal man, 
and now a new race, is seen to be a higher, integral state of power from which brute 
individualism has been expunged.

The metaphor Emerson ends with is of beasts climbing into humanity: man is "half- 
engaged in the soil, pawing to get free"; the end towards which we are to move is to "let the 
new creature emerge erect and free.” Or, in other words, to go from the fractured human 
state to that of the semigod.

An Umbrella Metaphor

These three movements, from deformed to integral man, from the egoist to the universal 
man, and from the lower to the higher race, can, I think, be subsumed under a single 
description, which might be schematized in this way: nature culture Nature That 
is, t.ie procession is from a lower, defective, in some ways aberrant nature to a higher, 
more perfect, finished Nature. (On the level of metaphor, this is the ability to see through 
nature to spirit or Nature perfected.) As this is expressed in "The Poet":

"Nature has a higher end, in the production of new individuals, than security, 
namely ascension, or the passage of the soul into higher forms."

This is stated more explicitly in "Culture": we can

"read the future of the race hinted in the organic effort of nature to mount and 
meliorate, and the corresponding impulse to the Better in the human being ...”

At least in this essay, however, Emerson sees the final state as still being one in the natural 
realm, as is shown by his characterization of those who have made this movement as being 
more natural: The activities of the higher faculties are said to yield a "natural and 
agreeable " state.

That this move does not go beyond the natural realm is further shown in the description of 
the motive force as one of natural impulse, of natural law. The movement is one from a 
lower level of nature to a higher one by way of a natural impulse: "to meliorate is the law of 
nature; and men are valued precisely as they exert onward or meliorating force." In a later 
passage we are told that man must submit to this meliorating force, so it remains unclear 
whether men or man (nature) is its source; either way, however, it remains on the natural 
plane. Nature is going from lower to higher levels of existence, and these levels are 
manifested in the corresponding forms of life.

Difficulties and Tensions with this Picture
The notion of evolution as Emerson wants to use it in this essay is problematic: evolution,
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as commonly understood, moves in the direction of increasing specialization, while 
Emerson indicates a move towards increased generalization. This would seem to make his 
move a regressive rather than progressive one; indeed, in "The American Scholar" he tells 
us that "the gods, in the beginning, divided Man into men," thus to go to the general, 
universal man would be to return to a primordial (and probably non-existent) state. One 
might try to make evolution and Emerson agree on this issue by seeing the latter as 
describing an entirely new race, rather than an improved one; given the way he has set up 
the metaphor, however, I find this 'solution' unsatisfactory.

A further and more serious difficulty with the evolutionary metaphor is disclosed by 
Emerson's use of evolutionary development as a movement corresponding to "the impulse 
to the Better in the human being." It is unclear what evidence could be given to warrant this 
claim of evolutionary progress, of real improvement ratherthan mere alteration. And if this 
assumption can be discredited, it seems as though the metaphor must be rendered 
unintelligible.

Another difficulty is presented by the notion that the cultivation and domestication of the 
sick and the maimed can result in a new, healthy and powerful race. Although not 
incoherent, it remains a bizarre move, and can be seen as an early statement of Nietzche's 
claim that "a deficiency, a degeneration, can be of the highest utility in so far as it acts as a 
stimulant to other organs." Even if this difficulty can be glossed over, there remains the 
tension inherent in the move from the radical egoist to the new race, the new breed, of 
man: how does the individual produce a race? It is difficult to imagine the mechanics of 
such a move, especially given the manner in which the individual who might make such a 
move is ensconced in his solitude.

The greatest difficulty in the essay, however, is sounded in the poem with which it begins:

"Can rules or tutors educate 
The semigod whom we await?"

"Culture" tells us a story of how we can make a transition from a lower to a higher 
state and shows us in rough form the tools and methods to be used in making it. But 
an element of futility runs through the essay, first appearing in the opening but 
appearing again and explicitly in the middle of the essay:

nature culture^ Nature.

This seems to nullify the hortatory content of this essay by displaying the impotence of 
individual effort in Nature's larger scheme. Nature is, after all, careless and profligate of 
individuals, as Emerson tells us repeatedly. Perhaps, then, the power of metaphor, the 
ability to metaphorize, is one that goes no deeper and no further than language; perhaps 
we have only the power of metaphor, not of metamorphosis...............

"Culture" tells us a story of how we can make a transition from a lower to a higher state and 
shows us in rough form the tools and methods to be used in making it. But an elernent of 
futility runs through the essay, first appearing in the opening but appearing again and 
explicitly in the middle of the essay:

"Nature takes the matter into her own hands, and though we must not omit any jot 
of our own system, we can seldom be sure it has availed much, or that as much 
good would not have accrued from a different system."
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The Sailor
the ocean's blue hands reach into pearls.
Comes next the earthquake of doves.
shells tap marrowed dice on the shore.
the wind blows and whistles through a coke-bottle,
apocalyptic horn, the bacchic dance
is my dance on the shore as memory
is mobbed by the school of birds.
gulls loose barnacles from the mesmerized leviathan . . .

the copper grains of sand never settle 
in the blue city of the sea.

(milked ocean's egg-white churning sun's yolk) 
when I die my ashes will salt the waves 
••ising like some sabre-teething tiger . . .

—C. Miller

The liquid maze meanders through history's plain, 
it uncouples mad dogs

unfolds brown petals of sediment 
pages that assert that facts are limestone roots

As though I were lost, the goddess 
of sulphur spring told me her tales.
When I stepped onto snow, blood soaked my boots.
Marsh reeds shiver with cries of the crane.

I wake at dawn, roused by trash-men 
banging cans, and ask them what it means.

"Remember mister, we forget time.
And in its place, build worlds without pain."

We forget time. It is a burden. We act, 
bind the world with memories torn from grief.

To know jade and amber implode into beds 
of sea-weed, the soft curves her body makes in sand.
Like a beggar who repeats his plea on city streets,
I trust chance fits measured need with measured mead.

Words grapple with worlds to reveal grain-time.
Beginning with want, our souls work towards love. 
Communal growth defined by change, flights of the dove.

—C. Miller
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Aistheitikon
"The psyche rises as a mist 

from things that are wet."
—Heraklitos

The city sounds come distant in the foothills: 
horns of the Great Northern or some long railroad, 
Santa Fe rumbling her evening traffic.
Sunset, diffused in falling snow, and south wind 
blowing over deserts and ending the days 
of dry snow crunch underfoot.
In winter the hill called Sun looks like porcelain, 
its patterned glaze of pine fills this window.
He reminds me of a grey pre-socratic sage. 
"There's a new sun for every day," he says,
"and they're all one foot wide."
This one is hiding in the snow, 
in flakes that play in the little gusts.
The winds show you things with snow . . .
(when there's no flakes and a quiet night 
they whisper when they swirl in the brush.)
The first powder falling melts on the road, 
clay-reds darken with all the dust pastels; 
grey cone and grey pinon branch now black, 
adobe walls darkened near the top 
keeping a bright orange on still dry sides.
Each kind of dust releases a scent,
as if they were stored on sunny afternoons.
Silver fog comes down and crawls toward me, 
"The most beautiful order is still random gathering 
of things that were meaningless in themselves." 
For who can converse with a poet like Fog, 
or answer the aphorisms of little winds?

—Hazen Hammei
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Flight Manual
Walking the sky 
her sculpted faces 
leave no more trail 
than a jet winnowing 
the blues with a clean 
hypodermic slide 
on the trombone.

The last hot number 
stones a building 
downwind on lusty pinion 
of a raven gamble.

They know their wings 
more sure each glide 
the drag demands 
with car and thermal.

Old ones still hand 
their eye to city, 
a road for sky men 
walking home.

—Matthew Hansen

Chalice
Seven bald men 
sat round drops 
of heavy yellow, 
hornet hung low 
head deep in honeydew.

Each head another light 
the crease of flesh 
wrapped thick 
on bone in greasy glow.

The dripping candle 
sends back your mind 
on that orange moon 
from that strange red land 
where the same hand 
caught you as your father.
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Long ago, in the cracking asphalt 
river of shrunken fists 
he starved himself 
to hold the flesh 
to people of Chicago.

Now your brother wild 
in that same house 
your lanky blood 
and straw blond hair 
spills itself across the flood.

—Matthew Hansen

Viellesse, Adolescence, Enfance!
after Dali

Waking the sudden flesh 
of a Rubens’ grace 
imagine your lungs 
those sunset poplars 
groaning gray the first blood 
of new harvest 
gold as desert.

Before your eyes set fast 
above the fragment 
of skull and memory 
blast them storm wind 
from gate of rock lair.

When you die 
the wind will riffle 
round this house 
trout rising 
in September 
Balm-of-Gilead.

Balm of Gilead: another kind of poplar.

—Matthew Hansen
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Later, At The Table
"There is something," she said, "about biting into 
A fresh peach, that's almost sinful." The juice 
Dribbles remembered back down the child's knees I cannot see; 
They don't cut the grass in the orchard. Morning dew 
Mingles with the small blood of my scratches.
This work is early; at midday, the sun will burn too hot.
The redbugs are thirstier than the voice 
Of a Yankee woman. The fruit 
Must be picked off the tree; those that fall 
By themselves are left in the weeds to rot.
Their downy skins turn a mottle of blue mold 
And whatever crawls. The ground is coated 
With living mud. Their dead meat 
Gunks up the soles of my wet sneakers. Listening,
I squish through the grass, alert for the sudden rattle, the flash.

—Alan Cook

Within the Circle
joy sweeps w/guile, savage 
rose / Time's departure rides 
these skies, rinsing the sheer 
reason from my heart of hearts.
Calculated to bring the 7th 
day — 5 remembered, & 2 for 
you — Recall this well for 
there is no death like the 
shallow heart. The mud on 
my floor is where you stood, & 
there is stillness in my heart.
Savage rose your hardness
turns to laughter, your joy
into tears — it remains now
only to take up the scepter of
creation & loose the mind from body's home.

—George Graham
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Tidewater: August
Black cattle 
graze across 
green fields

back of them 
low in western haze 
hangs the glowing 
globe of sun

soft electric 
vegetable

noisome cicadas
scratch in surrounding pines
small hawks fly off
erratic

air and time
hang old and pregnant
each in the other

even
mind
swollen to its 
harvest

waits
—Sam Larcomb
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Seeding
Not to be 
innocent 
in the instant

but insistant

senses 
cleaner than 
fiction

Brain— 
whatever it 
is—
opens its guile 
wide as 
ripe history of 
self can 
force

fertile

instant a 
kernal a 
kenning

keep it 
instantly

Know it

no fooling

• —Sam Larcomb



Some poets would loose 
the bonds of flesh— 
oh, for a breath of peace 
beyond the gates of mind.

Beyond, the close-packed matter 
of bodies pressing their movement 
in time, the wash of 
ocean-nibbled walls of lime.

Powers that draw 
like a magnet— 
pierce even darkened windows 
enclosing a singing space, 
to shake the startled center 
with a matter that weighs 

the world

—Dean McCollum

In my window two crystals twirl, 
casting their myriad small rainbows 
upon the table, across the white 
paper intended for watercolors. 
Many times today my hand has 
held the brush, moistened with 
water and my favorite green, 
but I have not yet colored the 
blank space.
You have seen the world in color,
I only in black and white.
Had you not shown me the 
yellow caterpillar 
I might never have captured the 
sun's orange glow upon 
Monte Sol, bordered in 
deep azure.

—jkk
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THE PRISON WORLD IN HUNGARY
Gleanings from a book by Istvan Fehervary 

Translated by Zsuzsa Gorka

The story seems unreal today: human beings scurrying like phantoms along dark passages, 
dumped into cells, prevented from whispering a word to one another. For weeks, months, 
and years we remained alone in single cells, unable to read or work. For years none of us 
saw a book or paper — a writing instrument of any kind. Dressed in rags, shrunken to 
skeletons, our toes and fingers frozen, with teeth that rattled loose from lack of vitamins, 
our ankles swollen from undernourishment. For hundreds of thousands, this vyas life — 
vegetation for years under the communist dictatorship of Stalin and his Quislings in 
Eastern Europe — another Holocaust from which so little is known in the modern world.

This book was printed in Hungarian. It is now being translated into English. At the request 
of the editors of Au Verso, I present here some passages from the book

THE DEATH SENTENCE
From 1945 to 1956, in a country with a population of 10 million, at least3,000people died 
for political reasons by execution, under interrogation, or from the inhuman conditions of 
prison A few escaped by pardon, but most of these people — idealists, politicians, experts 
on economic and political life, writers and poets, clergymen and peasants, young 
intellectuals and workers — finished their lives on the "beam."
In the permanently putrid smelling cell where the stench of the rotting floor mixed in equal 
proportions with the smell of the stale sweat of the prisoners sentenced to death, we 
attended to our most basic needs in front of each other. In the heavy air of the cell the most 
eloquent reflection of our pressing fear of death was the unending queue for the bucket. 
While some of us queued, others knelt in prayer, bowed to the floor and some deep in 
discussion huddled into a tight group, oblivious of their surroundings. Bent figures with 
shaven heads, hollow eyes in ashen faces staggered about the cell unsteadily. Sudden 
snorts rattlings of throats interrupted our sleep at night and mixed with unknown voices 
reaching us from the deep. The fading sobs of women were punctuated by inarticulate 
female yells, only the word "murderers" distinguishable. The hollow thuds of beatings and 
cries for help were the usual sounds of night, and we men were forced to listen with fists 
clenched. The bars on the two windows were almost arm thick with a wire mesh in front. 
The prevalent mood of the cell was permanently strained and overcharged to explosion.

The moment I was thrown in, my cellmates besieged me with questions. The nearest to my 
immediate impression was the picture of a country market. Some yokels abustle, busying 
themselves with urgent tasks, others queueing as if something was being freely 
distributed. My jaw fell with surprise when I was told that all the others have been 
sentenced to death. I have slipped down the chute to the secret depths of the great 
bolshevik workshop and found myself suddenly face to face with the victims who were 
carried off to the gallows straight from this place. Our common fate, the "rope," awaited 
us and we knew not whether we would see the next dawn. For days I ambled about 
between the separate groups, unable to join in their discussions. Every time I neared a 
whispering huddle, they fell silent. After some days I made their individual acquaintance so 
that they gradually warmed up towards me and I began to wade the depths of their secret 
miseries. In the darkness of the night they whispered their true stories into my ear while I 
felt my face turn white.
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THE EXECUTIONS
In the early morning hours one could hear the preparations for the executions. Nobody 
knew who would be the next victim of the dictatorship of the proletariat. And then, once, 
we heard a loud voice — "God with you, friends. / will die for the freedom of my country."

Whenever the lamps that bathed the walls in light during the day were switched off in the 
evening, and the revving up of a lorry engine interrupted one and a half thousand prisoners' 
silent prayer; then, hands still clasped, eyes penetrating the darkness, we seemed to see 
him — who walked out to face death that night.

In our hallucinations we heard the snappy words of the guard commander calling out the 
inmates of the deathcell. We heard the swishing of the prisoner's clothes being taken off 
and then with thundering steps the square formation of the execution squad advanced, 
dragging along the body of the sentenced, supported under his arms halfway along the 
square.

The grille-gates clang to, sharply; the guards sidle away, heads hung. In the dark mass of 
their uniforms the white shirt and briefs of the victim shine forth for a second. His bare 
soles do not touch the cold floor.

Protestants and Catholics, atheists and ex-secret policemen, workers and priests in their 
cells repeat and repeat the Hail Mary with dry eyes. Under the shed — how many times 
we shook with fright passing it by on exercise — the executioners waited: the judges, the 
public prosecutor, the prison governors and the executioner's assistants.

After a slip-knot was tied on the victim's wrist he was pushed to the table behind which the 
judge stood, quoting the words of the sentence nervously, in a hoarse voice. The smell of oil 
and stale refuse filled the air. Above the shed roof perhaps the stars were shining but down 
here in the dim light the murderers preferred the victim could not look into the 
executioner's eyes. The two assistants pushed him up on the dais. The rope tightened 
around his ankles and a gloved hand fumbled between his thighs to make him blush with 
modesty for the last time. His hands were tied to his left foot and in this pose, propped up 
against the gallow he had no strength left to raise his head.

He would have liked to shout out, for the last time, the name of mother, man or Jesus, but 
the sack pulled over his head hooded his eyes with eternal darkness. The moment the lorry 
engine revved up we all knew, the executioner is casting the 60 cm noose onto the victim's 
neck and hooks the rope onto the crook at the gallow's top with a well-aimed swing. We 
imagined we heard how the dais slips out from under the helplessly dangling feet of the 
victim, how the pulleys squeak under the weight as the executioner's assistant puts his 
shoulder to the rope around the ankles.

Low thuds are heard as the bodies are thrown into the bottom of the lorry and we count: 
one, two ...

Some returned — one who spent eighty-nine days in the deathcell. All this time he 
withstood the enquiring glances of the guards watching him from the permanently open 
door. He said goodbye to the sky on eighty-nine mornings and waited for his twenty year old 
life to end on eighty-nine evenings. He was led out supported on both sides on the eighty- 
ninth night but the way did not reach the gallows.

Whoever returned after such an experience has transcended us. The light in his eyes was 
the proof that he belongs to those who glimpsed the other world. All who saw him, sitting in
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the deathcell, his long grown blond hair falling into his forehead, could have no doubt that 
life is only the beginning.

CHANGING PRISON
Sometimes the only hope of achieving a bearable life was when they transported us for 
security reasons from one prison to another. This hope was based on the belief that a 
political system could not consist only of sadists and murderers. It took time until we finally 
awakened to the truth — that those who became members of the secret police, the State 
Security Agency (A VH) had sold their souls to the devil. Their duty was to save the party 
from the enemy and the enemy were we.

O, the joy of arrival to VacI The joy of being no longer a mere detainee, but a priso.ier with 
full rights. The joy of meeting those old friends believed to be dead, so that we could pass on 
to them news of their families. All these joys made us forget the threatening words Major 
Lehota addressed to us on arrival:

“You have forever gambled away your right to live in a free society, and it shall never be 
given back to you. Your lives will end herel You will never need anything ever again and will 
never cross these gates again. If you should rebel” — and his face turned blue in sincere 
anger — "we have ways and means to teach you obedience."

Heads hung, we smiled inwardly not believing that anything could surpass our previous 
sufferings. We did not yet know that death waits on the threshold of every cell in the 
dungeons of the underground prison hospital. We had no notion yet of the boats crossing 
the Danube to Szentendre Island opposite under the cover of the night and that the guards 
returning with mud on their spades stink of the strongest brandy. We dared not think of the 
cell windows below the level of the exercise yard, opening into cellars the walls of which 
were running with water all year round and where one was made to spend bone-freezing 
months in the winter. Who would have believed it, that years later, while laying drain-pipes 
on a building cite, spades caught by long hair bore witness to the fact that women were also 
kept imprisoned in these underground cells.

Our changed circumstances seemed an improvement. In the physical sense we did (in the 
first few weeks) forget about the problems of mankind. We did not actively sin against 
mankind but our being became totally absorbed by the bread distributed in equal portions to 
everyone in the mornings. The full mess tins enchanted us; the sacks of straw seemed soft 
to sleep on. More and more slaps in the face, however, and kicks received for no reason 
soon convinced us that the first threats of the prison commander were not empty talk.

The guards made use of every pretext to provoke us. After every exercise, at least one of us 
was called up to the governor's office for talking to another prisoner. Nobody could stand, 
step in or out or answer "satisfactorily" and get off without bruises. The worker was beaten 
for betraying the working class, the intellectual for being bourgeois, the party member for 
joining up too late, us for not joining the party at all. Wearing spectacles was dangerous; 
one was assumed to be an ex-minister; arch supports were bourgeois vestiges, and if one 
asked for more paper to use after queueing for the bucket, one was beaten for squandering 
the property of the people’s democracy and thus plotting its downfall.

The AVO governors of the prison, interrogators and guards were constantly eavesdropping 
by the cell doors, trying to gather laurels by attempting to discover new conspiracies. We 
learned to guard every word we uttered, but our struggle against human stupidity was all to
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no avail. The mention of pistons was enough! to be questioned about hidden p/sto/s. The ' 
teller of Genghis Khan's life story very nearly paid with his life for not being able to tell that 
well-known English spy's real name. But the major crime was laughterl Even suffering has 
its own humour; we were young, not yet broken and often committed the sin of laughter. 
On such occasions the key creaked in the lock and the cliche question was heard: "Who's 
laughing and why? I'll soon put an end to your laughing moodi"

Whoever had the experience of "well boring": turning around to dizziness supported on his 
index finger; or the game of "paper-chase": blowing a page along the entire length of the 
corridor back and forth several times; or sat with hands manacled to ankles —he will know 
how the smile froze on our faces time and time again. But rules entered even into the 
so-called disciplinary punishment measures. Whilst a single slap from comrade Bodo 
could deafen one forever, and sub-lieutenant Florian could dance on the throat of one of 
our cell mates with his boots, so that all the victim's vocal chords broke, institutional torture 
was carried out with doctor's specification, with his assistance and the participation of the 
commander. Being put into irons surpasses the tortures meted out by medieval 
inquisitions.
Accompanied by the guards' curses, one is made to sit on the floor and the crossed ankles 
are then shackled. Then come the hands. Bent double, two guards kneel on one s back to 
force one's hands down as far as the ankles, while a third one tightens the chain until it 
cuts into the flesh. One's head is wedged between the knees, in the thighs, arms and legs 
every muscle is taut to the breaking point, breathing is almost impossible. The hands 
gradually swell, throbbing with blood, and if one should be daring and raise the head one 
can see that the fingers have turned black. One has to bite into one's arm to stop oneself 
from yelling out in pain; the one nearest is whimpering, crying, shouting. After a while one 
loses consciousness till one feels cold water pouring over one's body and is forced back into 
the previous pose, and the sequence continues. Should you be unlucky, two guards will lift 
you and drop you so that you wish the chains would cut your hands off. You faint again.

The guards are changed, the new one loosens the chain and you would thank him were it 
not for knowing that the blood rushing back second by second will multiply the agony. 
Praying or cursing, shouting or suffering in silence keeping time, how much longer will it 
last? When time is up and the chain is taken off, writhing on the floor because you cannot 
stand up, you have to listen to the guards loudly mocking the prisoners who are crawling 
like worms; then are you glad that you got off with two hours instead of the customary six. 
Some spent eight hours in irons without a murmur. Some after six hours were maimed for 
life — still limping with paralysed leg, living reminders of Rakosi's prison-world.

New days, new sessions in irons, kicks, dark cells, no news of our loved ones or the world; 
we are counting the days, the number of dead, those who have gone mad and those whose 
prison life led to betrayal. But we kept our belief that free people never become traitors.

AN UNEXPECTED MEETING WITH THE HEAD OF THE SECRET POLICE:
After being kidnapped from Vienna and sentenced by the KGB in Baden b. Wien, the 
Soviets returned me to the Hungarian Communists. / had the special pleasure of being 
greeted by the "Boss."

It was the dead of night that they transported me — wrists tied with packing thread — from 
the KGB headquarters in Queen Vilma Boulvard to the Military Police headquarters. 
Although tightly drawn curtains covered the car windows, I caught some glimpses of the
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Budapest winter. Five months before I had escaped from Hungary, and four months later 
Soviet KGB agents kidnapped me from Vienna. When the car stopped the two guards 
grabbed my arms and hurried me up the steps of a building unknown to me. They knocked 
on a door and when no reply came from inside, we entered. I had hardly any time to look 
around before I was stood turned to the wall and one of the guards banged my head into 
the wall, the clearer to indicate how I should stand.

I do not know how long I stayed like this, with my forehead tight up against the wall when 
the door opened and I heard several persons walking into the room. Somebody ordered: 
"Turn around!" Having turned, I faced some six uniformed officers. One had a small build, 
balding head and an evil grin on his pockmarked face, wide red stripes on the side of his 
trousers, large stars on the epaulettes of his great-coat thrown over his sholders. I had not 
much idea of the ranks in the People's Army, but I sure knew I was facing a tjp dog.

The evil smile still on his face, he scrutinized me for a while before slowly drawing out every 
syllable he said: "Now then Muki, have you been collared?" The packing thread cut sharply 
into my flesh, but my surprise was greater than my pain, at this little gnome, looking like a 
mobile Christmas tree, using my nickname hitherto known only to my best friends. I gave 
no answer but one of the officers grabbed my coat yelling: "Answer the question of the 
Comrade Lieutenant General!" This is how I learned that this person with the slurred 
speech and alcoholic looks was none other than the Chief of Military Police, Lieutenant 
General Revesz himself. A Soviet citizen, officer of the Red Army, he was a "hero" of the 
Spanish Civil War. But my answer did not interest the "comrade " Lieutenant General who 
gestured for me to turn to face the wall again, saying. "Your last fart is near, Muki! "

Guffaws a!! around accompanied the remark, somebody kicked my ank!e, another banged 
my head into the wa!! again wtiile the Lieutenant Genera! was escorted out by his 
entourage. This was my first and !ast meeting with Lieutenant Genera! Revesz, future 
Co!onel Genera!, Hungarian Ambassador to Moscow, and — after the defeat of the 56 
revolution — Minister of War in the first Kadar Government.

Mr. Istvan Fehervary was born in Budapest, Hungary. He spent eight years in a communist 
prison because of his participation in the resistance movement against the dictatorship. 
During the revolution in 1956, he was freed from prison and, when the Soviet Army 
crushed the uprising, he fled to Austria, where he continued to work for the movement. Mr. 
Fehervary came to the U.S. in 1969 and has since been Director of Student Activities at St. 
John's College in Santa Fe. His book. The Prison World in Hungary, has been published in 
his native tongue, and has appeared in translation in a number ofE uropean newspapers as 
well as on radio programs, where it has received wide acclaim. The book covers much more 
materia! than appears here, documenting many other aspects of the communist takeover, 
from 1946 to 1956. This book is presently being translated into English.
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A Simple Look
(An Examination of the Photographic 
Style of Flaubert's Un Coeur Simple)

by David Wald

Introduction
Early in his Treatise of Human Nature, Hume states the general proposition.

That all our simple ideas in their first appearance are deriv'd from simple 
impressions, which are correspondent to them, and which they exactly represent.'

My concern in this essay is not so much with his argument concerning the derivation of 
ideas as it is with the importance he puts upon impressions. I do not know if our ideas are 
the result of a lifetime of impressions, but I do know that there is nothing more frequent in 
my experience than the reception of impressions. All that I see, do, and say is connected at 
some point with the perceptions I have of the world around me. Perhaps my experiences 
refresh my Platonic memory, or perhaps the experiences themselves find a place within 
me. Regardless of how they connect to my being, the fact is that Ido interact with my world 
through my impressions of it.

The simple impressions and ideas eventually give rise through their connections, to what 
Hume calls complex impressions and ideas. It is through these connections that our mind 
travels from one impression or idea to the next. With the ability to connect our impressions 
comes the ability to direct our vision, and thus begins the rational development of man.

The selectivity of our perceptions gives order to the world and makes it comprehensible to 
us. In this development our perceptions become specific: we direct our eyes to specific 
places, and we expect, and receive, specific impressions. Our culture grows, our 
technology advances and yet we lose something. The spontaneity of a flash of light, the 
freshness of a shape are lessened as these phenomena gain a specific place in our world.

It is inevitable that such a lessening should occur in the practical world. If we are to survive 
we must become a controlling force in our perceptions. However, it is equally our 
responsibility, if we are to live as humans, to maintain what we can of our original 
openness to the world and our impressions of it. This is the power of art, through it we can 
rec?ll the spontaneity of that original flash.

The power of Flaubert's short story, Un Coeur Simple, is precisely this: if read with care it 
will reveal the power of impressions, for it returns the gift of speech to the object. 
Characters speak little, their thoughts are seldom vioced, it is the objects which tell the 
story.

In his descriptive style, in the care he shows for details, Flaubert presents his story in a way 
very much like a photograph. It is in this style of presentation that he returns spontaneity to 
impressions. To emphasize, or bring out how this occurs, this essay will be in part a 
consideration of the resemblance of this story to a photograph, in the course of which I will 
examine the two included photographs by Diane Arbus: A widow in her bedroom, N.Y.C. 
1963 and A woman with her baby monkey, N.J. 1971.
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The Story
Un Coeur Simple is difficult to read. The characters are trivial: Felicite is a servingmaid, 
Mme. Aubain a depressed widow. The situation is not especially noteworthy: Mme. Aubain 
has lost her money and social position, Felicite meets her by accident and stays with her 
until Mme. Aubain’s death. And the events, for the most part, are unremarkable: various 
domestic activities, trips, deaths, the eventual aging and death of the two women. The 
undeniable banality of of the whole story makes it at first glance very uninteresting. This is 
not accidental, Flaubert very carefully constructed this story to bring about such a 
response. He plays upon our tendency to look for the meaning or importance of a thing 
beneath its appearance. In the first chapter in particular he plays upon this tendency.

This chapter stands apart from those that follow. It is timeless.eventless, serving as an 
introduction to the principle characters in the story. The first sentence:

Pendant un demi-siecle, les bourgeoises de Pont-l'Eveque envierent a mme 
Aubain sa servant Felicite.

set the chapter’s tone. What we see is in some way indicative of a half-centruy of the 
character's lives. It is as if an instant has been frozen in order that we might approach it and 
examine its details. The starkness of Flaubert's description resembles that of the uncritical 
presentation of a photograph. We are introduced to Felicite, Mme. Aubain, and their house; 
each is referred to as elle jher) in a way which confuses them and reflects the feeling that 
they are equal in their lack of distinctness.

Flaubert reveals each character only by way of his dry descriptions. As we travel from one 
character to the next he shows bits and pieces of their lives. The second paragraph takes up 
immediately from the first, giving a list of Felicite's duties and abilities. Our first 
impression of Felicite is of an able but undiscerning servant. She as much faisait le cuisine 
as she resta fidele a sa maitresse. This leads into the third paragraph which presents a 
short histroy of Mme. Aubain. It tells of her brief and tragic marriage which leaves her with 
two children and debts, and of her consequent selling of property and move to a cheaper 
house belonging to her family. Our first impresstion of Mme. is of a once upper-class 
woman in her decline.

The next two paragraphs take up the house and present an external and internal view. We 
are shown rooms and objects. On one side the kitchen, on the other the room in which 
Mme. Aubain sits. She is as much a fixture of her house as the other objects we hear 
described. We can imagine her sitting in her fauteuildepaiHe day in and day our, somehow 
removed from the world. The descriptions which follow seem to subtly emphasize this 
feeling of removal.

Flaubert is very specific:

Contre le lambris, peint in blanc, s'alignaient huit chaises d'acajou. Un vieuxpiano 
supportait, sous un barometre, un tas pyramidal de boites et de cartons. Deux 
bergeres de tapisserie flanquaient la cheminee en marbre jaune et de style Louis 
XV. Lapendule, au milieu, representait un temple de Vesta, —et tout Fappartemrht 
sentait un peu le moisi, car le plancher etait plus bas que le jardin.

Flaubert's specificity reflects a sense of order in the house. The mahogany chairs are lined 
up in their place, the boites et cartons are carefully arranged in a pyramid on the old piano, 
the two armchairs are deliberately set on either side of the fireplace. The articles
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themselves are not cheap, they have an appearance of value. And yet, although it is not 
spoken, there is a strong sense of disuse. No people are described in the room, the very 
orde- of the room seems to reveal a removal, a lack of human existence. The last sentence 
transmits this quality, the room is musty, like damp earth, like a coffin. Regardless of the 
intended purpose of the furniture, the pieces become the mouthpiece of a subtly growing 
sense of doom, of inward collapse, of a life in the past.

The description takes us upstairs to Mme. Aubain's bedroom. The room's spaciousness 
emphasizes Mme. Aubain’s smallness; she barely affects the place in which she lives. The 
pale flowers show her faded life, her choice to wither in a chair by the window, and the 
portrait of her husband dressed in an old costume brings out the past in which she lives. 
The description continues.

EHe comuniquait a vex une chambre plus petite, ou t'on voyait deux couchettes 
d'enfants, sans matelas.

This sentence shows the confusing use of e//e which is recurrent through this chapter, and 
in fact, through the whole book. Although it seems at first obvious that what is here 
referred to is Mme.'s room, it is not so clear. The chambre plus petite powerfully speaks of 
the past, there was a time when the deux couchettes d'enfants had matelas and enfants. 
Mme. Aubain, in living in the past, communicates with this room and its past inhabitants 
through her memory, and this is revealed by the room's connection to her bedroom.

In this way we have received a description of Mme. Aubain without talking about her at all. 
Her objects have spoken, through their impressions upon us we have felt the sorrow of the 
woman.

The description now takes us upstairs to Felicite's room.

In contrast to the rooms of Mme. Aubain, which seemed closed off and dark, the only 
feature which is mentioned in Felicite's room is its dormer window which gave it light and 
looked out at the fields. This window is very different from the one at which Mme. Aubain 
sits. Mme.'s window is a casement window, a croisee, which is barred. She does not see 
out through it, it holds her in, just as she herself stays within herself. Felicite's window, 
however, is a connection to the outside, it both lets light in and vision out. In some way this 
emphasizes the way, as we shall see later, Felicite gives us a view into her own life. 
Flowever, at this point the emphasis of the window is the fact that it is functional, it does 
what it was intended to do.

This sense of function is seen in the description of Felicite herself, which follows. In one 
sentence Flaubert captures her daily schedule.

EHe se levait des I'aube, pour ne pas manquer la messe. et travaiHait jusqu'au soir 
sans interruption; puis, /e diner etant fini. la vaisselle en ordre et la porte bien 
close, elle enfouissait la buche sous les cendres et s'endormait devant I'atre. son 
rosarie a la main.

She (again ellej seems the embodiment of function. Everyday she rises and automatically 
goes through the same routine. Her day starts and ends with religion, in between she 
works nonstop until she eats, she cleans her dishes, puts out the fire, goes to bed. There is 
no thought at all revealed in her actions, she is portrayed like a creature of habit, repetitive 
and unchanging. Her life is completely in the present, as she does not seem to exist except 
to work, to function. The description continues with some examples of the duties at which
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she was exemplary; no one could haggle like her, the polish of her saucepans was the 
despair of all the other servants. Unlike the descriptions of Mme. Aubain’s objects, these 
reveal little of the character of Felicite. In her actions there seems to be no deliberation, no 
evidence of thoughtfulness. She does what she does and she is good at it.

Even the descriptions of her dress, which follow, tell us little about her. She is unchanging, 
wearing the same clothes every day. As in the description of Mme. Aubain's furniture, the 
specificity of the words here implies a precision in her dressing, and yet it is a precision 
like that which one finds in the starched whiteness ot a hospital, a functional cleanliness 
which leaves one cold.
The final paragraph cements this feeling. It describes her appearance. Her face is thin, her 
voice is sharp, her age indeterminate.

...et, toujours silencieuse, la taiHe droite at les gestes mesures, semblait une 
femme en bois. fonctionnant d'une maniere automatique.

We have gotten no closer to understanding Felicite, she seems nothing but a creature of 
habit. Her stark room, her repetitive routine, her unchanging dress, and timeless, maniere 
automatique combine to give us a very visual yet very unrevealing picture.

Flaubert here has played upon our tendency to be selective in our vision. As we search for 
meaning in his descriptions we unite them, we put them together to tell us the story of 
Mme. Aubain’s sadness and Felicite's unchanging life. Our reaction is one of disinterest, 
we see nothing of importance and are moved to dismiss their lives as trivial. We feel we 
have let the objects of the chapter speak, we have been open to the facts enumerated in the 
descriptions, and that there is nothing left to see. This is an illusion, we have fallen victim to 
Flaubert's manipulation.
Although at no point during our reading do we come out and condemn the characters or 
their home, we have nonetheless made such a judgement. Further, our judgement is not 
the result of an objective stance, for our feeling of objectivity is false. At no point in this 
chapter does a character speak: the judgements we make are based on the very limited 
information provided by the highly selective descriptions of Flaubert. The judgement has 
been made before the story has begun. Flaubert alienates us from his characters as he 
introduces us to them. As we reach the end of the chapter we wonder why Flaubert 
bothered with this story at all.
At this point it will be helpful to compare Flaubert's descriptive style to that which it 
resembles: a photograph. In this way we will bring out a little more clearly what it is that 
Flaubert is doing.
The scene presented in Chapter One was described in a flat tone which equated the 
particulars and made them into a sort of two-dimensional image. Nothing stood out more 
than anything else. So it is in a photograph. We are presented with a flat two-dimensional 
image. The image itself is undiscerning, all the information is equal on the paper. Any 
importance we find is a result of our seeing, our selective vision.

There is a story that African tribesmen, shown polaroid photos of themselves, were unable 
to "see " anything, the particulars on the paper would not congeal into a whole image for 
them. These are men who, in Hume's terms, have not yet acquired the ability to link the 
various simple impressions they perceive into a complex impression which would reveal 
the picture as a whole. We have surpassed them, when we look at a photograph we sort 
and classify the impressions which the groupings of light and dark make on us, and hence.
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"see” the picture. Our role of viewer is not a passive one, we are, in fact, quite active in our 
perception of the photo.
The Photo
In the photo by Diane Arbus, entitled "A Widow in her Bedroom, N.Y.C. 1963,” we see a 
scene laid out much like that in Chapter One of Un Coeur Simple. We see a woman, a 
widow, sitting in her bedroom amidst a collection of objects. The objects tell us about her, 
as did those of Mme. Aubain. Time has been suspended, all our questions must be 
answered in the one glimpse we are given of this woman and her world.

There are two worlds shown here. There is the world the woman wishes us to see her in 
and the world in which we actually see her. The power of the photo lies in the fact that we 
can see both of these worlds. Arbus expresses it thus:

. there's a point between what you want people to know about you and what you 
can't help people knowing about you. And that has to do with what I've always 
called the gap between intention and effect.

We see that the woman in the photo has prepared herself for the picture. She has dressed, 
her hair is done, she wears a good bit of jewelry. The pose she has taken reveals a 
conscious effort to appear a certain way. She sits between her large vase and the 
intricately carved cabinet which displays her collection of buddahs and other figures. All of 
these items she has meant for us to see. But there is a good deal more revealed in the 
photo, of which she is unaware.

She must not have seen the book lying behind her, or the strange scrap of paper at her feet, 
which mimics the angle made by her legs. Absorbed in the world of her intentions, she took 
for granted that the world around her was as she intended it. But the duality shows 
through. The world of her idols and vase and mirrored wastecan and intricate desk and 
shiny dress and mass of jewelry clashes with the world just visible in the foreground: her 
plastic table radio, glasses, pill box, coffee mug, partially opened drawer, bedspread, and 
even with the little glass rug protector beneath the foot of her night table and the 
disheveled drape behind her. Her expression and stance are forced, awkward, she is out of 
place. She is not what she wants to be, she sees not what she is.

There is a sense in which Mme. Aubain is also revealed by a gap of this kind. The objects 
which speak to us of her show a definite discrepancy between their intended purpose and 
the way they are seen. The furniture in the living room informs us by its lack of use, as do 
the deux couchettes d'enfants, since they are sans matelas, and the salon, which is always 
closed. Even Mme. Aubain strikes us as not meeting up to her intended purpose, in her 
constant sitting by the window she seems to have given up on life, having fallen into a gap 
of her own between the past and the present. She has removed herself from the world, it is 
up to her furniture to show us the gap in her life. In her surrender we are able to classify her 
as one who has ceased to live. This is the source of the alienation we feel from her.
However, in regard to Felicite, this gap is not so clear. In the descriptions we hear of her she 
seems to be without intention or effect, fonctionnant d'une maniere automatique. Unlike 
Mme. Aubain her life is not stagnant, she has not forsaken motion, but the reason for 
which she lives is not visible. We cannot see why she follows her daily routine; the 
intention of her life, her reason for living is inseparable from what she does. She does not 
intend and then do, she is not purposeful. She does not select. She seems like the African
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tribesmen who could not put together the separate impression of the photograph, they 
were unable to "stand back" far enough, to distance themselves enough to join the 
separate impressions into one. In her life Felicite seems too close to her actions to see them 
apart from what they are as actions. She lacks distance from herself — what we call 
consciousness — and it is for this reason that we cannot understand her.

The rest of the story, from Chapter Two on, is Felicite's history. In it, although Flaubert 
never reveals her to us in a way in which we can understand her as we do Mme. Aubain, we 
get inside Felicite, we feel her world, and see through her eyes. And it is in this way that we 
return to the freshness of our impressions.

The Story (Continued)

From the second chapter onward the initial glimpse of Chapter One is filled out. More 
specifics of the character's lives are described, events leading up to and continuing after 
the first scene are shown, although it is never made clear where that scene actually fits in. 
The flat tone of description continues. The descriptions are still centered around objects, 
but the sense of foreboding doom which was emphasized by the enclosure of the house is 
gone, replaced by a fresher, more open mood. Descriptions of nature are more prevalent, 
expressing this shift in attitude. The change that has occurred is that Flaubert's vision has 
been directed to Felicite in such a way that it is the spontaneity of her impressions that we 
feel.
However, it is important to realize that she herself does not feel these impressions as we 
do. She has an unconscious relation to them, to her they are immediate, undiscernable, 
overwhelming. They knock her over. This is shown in the description of /'assemble de 
Coleville, early in the second chapter:

Tout de suite elle fut etourdie, stupefait par /e tapage des menetriers, /e lumieres 
dans les arbres, /a bigarrure des costumes, les dentelles, fes croix d'or, cette masse 
du monde sautant a /a fois.

Felicite is fut etourdie. stupefait, by these sounds and sights jumping at her. She is unable 
to order them, to distance herself from them, as we can.

Felicite is a creature incapable of such distancing. Through her eyes we see the physical 
immediacy of the world. Unlike us, she cannot put together her various impressions of the 
fair to give her a sense of the whole fair, she feels them as a series of blows. It is for this 
reason that we cannot understand Felicite, her closeness to the world reveals no gaps, she 
is very much like une femme en bois, fonctionnant d'une maniere automatique.

However, there is a way in which Felicite comes to terms with the world; It is revealed in the 
story of her life, which is in effect, the story of her growing sense of the world. She enters 
the world not through a Humian linkage of impressions, but directly, through the physical 
objects which give rise to impressions. She enters them through a relation she bears to 
them, a relation called love.

Felicite's entrance into objects is shown in the catechism scene, early in ChapterThree. As 
Virginia's turn comes to receive the Host, Felicite leans forward in her pew and

... avec /'imagination que donnent les vraies tendresses. // /uisemb/a qu'elle etait 
elle-meme cette enfant: sa figure devenait /a sienne, sa robe I’habillait, son coeur 
lui battait dans /a poitrine; au moment d’ouvrir /a bouche. en ferment les paupieres. 
elle manqua s'evanouir.
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Felicite actually bscomes Virginia, they fuse in this instant. The words of the description 
bring this out, it is indiscernible whose mouth is opening. The next day, when Felicite takes 
communion herself she does not feel the same rapture. The power of the ceremony has 
come for her by her loving entrance into Virginia.
This motion is made by the heart, it cannot be consciously produced. It is the motion of 
poetry, of association. Felicite reveals such a sensibility as she attempts to fit the 
description of the Holy Ghost into her own experience. She tries to imagine the person of 
the Holy Ghost. She has been told that it is not only a bird, but fire as well, and sometimes a 
breath.

C’est peut-etre sa tumiere que voltige la nuit aux bords des marecages. son hafeine 
qui pousse les nuees, sa vox qui rend les cloches harmonieuses . . .

For Felicite the things of this world echo the beauty and mystery of God's world. She is not 
practical: the priest s dogma puts her to sleep; she cannot read, her eyes tire at a map. But 
at the possibility of the dead Virginia awakening from death she is not surprized, pour de 
pareilles ames le surnaturel est tout simple. To her the world is mystical.

This "mystical" sense is a noncritical gathering of impressions. She is not selective in what 
she allows to enter her thoughts, for she does not have a practical understanding of the 
world. Her thoughts are associative: when she learns that her nephew Victor has sailed to 
Havana she pictures him walking about among crowds of cigar smoking Negroes. At 
another time she asks Bourais to show her, on a map of the world, the house in which 
Victor is staying.
Bourais laughs at her for this, and although in another circumstance we too would think 
that such simpleness is silly, in this case we feel offense at Bourais. During the course of 
the story Flaubert has brought us into Felicite's sensibility, we Aee/for her. It is true that her 
world is different, but it is somehow not entirely unknown to us. We change as we read the 
story. We re-enter a land of unquestioning understanding, of passive acceptance.

Felicite's penchant for collecting things is another manifestation of her associative sense. 
In the specific objects she keeps she is able to feel all that the objects have been associated 
with. The objects themselves acquire a power of their own to tell her of their world. They 
become fetishistic, she regards them with a religious veneration.

As Felicite repeatedly loses those she loves her attention is turned more and more to her 
objects. By entering the objects with I'imagination que donnent les vraies tendresses she is 
able to recapture the world she felt in those lost loved ones. In the objects their world is 
alive for her, their motion is retained in their particulars. In the clothing ofVirginie she sees 
the.. . pUs formes par les mouvement du corps. The clothing exhibits a quality ofVirginie, it 
is a timeless expression of her existence.
This is not the feeling that Mme. Aubain gets from these clothes. For her the objects are a 
stimulation to her memory, they tell her a story, and she resides in that story. In her relation 
to the clothing she does not enter it and feel its world, as does Felicite. Instead the object 
emphasizes for her the gap in her own world, the distance between the dead girl and 
herself. Mme. Aubain is described as n'etant pas d'une nature expansive. Her motion is in 
fact a contraction, as she removes herself more and more from the world.

However, before Mme. Aubain vanishes there is one instant at which she and Felicite are 
equal. It occurs as they are going through Virginie's clothes. Felicite asks her mistress if
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she might have an old, moth eaten hat which belonged to the girl. At this request Mme. 
Aubain looks up, their eyes meet, fill with tears, and they come together,... dans un baiser 
qui les egalisait. In this one instant Mme. Aubain comes out of her past and shares with 
Felicite a love which is present and manifest in the hat. For the one moment they both feel 
the dead girl's presence. Then it is over and they return to their separate motions: Mme. 
Aubain into herself, and Felicite into the world.

Soon after this encounter it is said of Felicite: La bonte de son coeur se developpa. She 
expands through the motion of her love. Victor and Virginia are for her, equal in 
importance, united by un lieu de son coeur. Her heart, in expanding, exceeds the bounds of 
the individual. This is manifest, in the world of her objects, by a contrary motion, an 
increasing specificity.

These two contrary motions are unified and embodied for her in Loulou. In the parrot she 
attains to her highest view of the world. He becomes for her the one object of her love and 
simultaneously transforms her love for him into a love for all the world. Through him she 
becomes complete in her isolation from the world of impressins, the world in which we saw 
her buffeted at I'assembfe de Coleville. He takes from her her hearing, as she goes deaf as a 
result of a fright he gives her. In this way he removes her from the immediacy of the tapage 
of the world.

His voice becomes the only sound which will reach her ears. He becomes the medium 
through which the world is manifest to her. He imitates sounds for her, they have 
conversations in which he repeats the three phrases he knows and Felicite replies with 
words just as disconnected . . . mais ou son soeur s'epanchait. Through him she finds 
expression for the non-practical world in which she has always dwelt. Her relation is 
expressed by her heart, she is able to communicate with him not by reason but by the 
power of her heart, by poetry, by association.

As we read the story we are encouraged to follow a motion like Felicite's. The only power 
which is recognized and has any effect is love, Felicite and Mme. Aubain become equal 
through their love of Virginie. The separations in the story are all made by feelings apart 
from love. The envy of the bourgeoises, the class distinctions asserted by Mme. Aubain out 
of dislike for Felicite's sister and kids, Bourais' laughter out of a sense of superiority — 
these manifest distinctions all push us in the directionof the openness of Felicite. Although 
she is not understandable to us, she is nonetheless a far more desirable character than 
those we do understand. It is up to us to free our hearts to enter her and to feel the world 
through her. Flaubert's reflective descriptions pave the way into her, our responsibilty is to 
open our hearts and follow.

At this point we turn to the second photo, "A Woman with her Baby Monkey, N.J. 1971." It 
is a picture of Felicite. The woman and her monkey look alike, they reflect one another. 
They openly reveal their love. They show something absent both in Mme. Aubain and in the 
widow. There is an immediacy about their relationship, a closeness which is openly 
revealed. The gentle way the woman holds the monkey is emphasized by the beautiful 
curve of her arm as it rounds behind the monkey's head, the monkey's responsive clutching 
of the woman's arm, and the look of attachment in his eyes. What is clearly in evidence 
here is a relation of love.

The photo shows no pretense, the room is not layed out as was the widow's. Rather, 
everything seems unassuming. The broken blind behind the woman's head is not secretly 
revealing as was the dishevelment in the widow's bedroom; the woman would not be
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embarrassed by it, nor by anything else in her room (or world). On the other hand, the 
widow's room seems very tenuous, as if the realization of the true state of her apartment 
would shock and very deeply disturb her. It is this tenuousness, this partial 
acknowledgement, on the widow's part, of only very specific information that manifests 
itself as the gap.

In this second photo it may seem that there is a gap, but this gap is in us, between what we 
think a monkey is supposed to be and what it has become for the woman. If we were to see 
Felicite and Loulou in one of their conversations, both of them bobbing their heads up and 
down, the wings of Felicite's bonnet and the wings of Loulou flapping together, we would 
think the same thing. But we have felt Felicite differently; we have learned of her world 
from the inside out, and we have therefore not encountered the picture in the form of this 
photo. For this reason the relation of the two has not seemed so unusual as this woman and 
her monkey. We must remember what Flaubert and Felicite have shown us, and we must 
feel it as we look at this photo.

For the woman there is no gap, she has bridged it by her love, she has found her world. The 
monkey is her object of love, and it is her love which we must respond to. Unlike the widow, 
whose objects seem so distant from her upon their display shelves, this woman's objects; 
her monkey, sofa, blind, bureau, clothing, seem right there in her world for her own use. 
Her setting is not gaudy, rather it is functional, it serves its daily purpose for the woman, 
and she is not in the least ashamed of it. Her world does not appear split in two, as did the 
widow's. Somehow in the coming together of the woman and her monkey is felt the coming 
together of her whole world. The source of this unification is love, and it is through love that 
we ourselves are to approach her.

Felicite is not to be understood, but rather to be felt. Her relation to the world is through 
feelings. She enters people and objects by a love she feels for them, and in this way she 
experiences the world. In the same way Flaubert guides the reader to feel through her, to 
experience her non-understanding relation to things; as if she were for me what the parrot, 
Loulou, becomes for her; or perhaps what the baby monkey becomes for the woman in the 
photo.

This is the approach which Art requires to reveal itself. I must make the effort to enter it, as I 
do Felicite, and yet I must make passive my urge to understand it. It is through Art that I 
rediscover my own unthinking relation to the world by allowing it to effect me. Once I have 
seen the gap in the photograph I must go on, and use the gap as my entrance into the 
photograph's world. This requires that I cease my scrutiny and allow my feeliings to guide 
me. It is Art's place to ask this of me, and it is in my compliance that I go beyond 
understanding into a world where objects speak for themselves, where they reach out and 
touch me, and show me my world.
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LA CUENTA
The drama is a mental drama.

William James

1
"En la onda," sang Sam to himself as he climbed the hilly path to La Paloma. "En la onda, 
en la onda," a kind of tuneless chant. He pronounced the words carefully, stretching out 
each syllable in the strange phrase until, reaching the top of the last rise, he fell suddenly 
silent.

However familiar, the scene never ceased to amaze him. On his left the endlessly fraying 
fringes of the ocean, while to his right, in the distance, the bald head of a cave jutted out of 
the surrounding vegetation. Between the two—the stone and the sea—bloomed the 
countless varieties of plant life which thrive in the hot wet climate of Mexico's Pacific coast: 
aloe and agave, mango and bamboo. Motionless, Sam watched a long wall of lime-green 
water break and bubble up onto the bone-white shore where eight or nine bathers lay 
naked in the sand or splashed, laughing, in the surf... in the waves ... in the flow... "En la 
onda," Sam sang as he slipped down the slope, through the coconut grove, and headed up 
towards the still. .

Faith made no sign of noticing Sam's approach. Sitting beside the stream, her notebook 
open in her lap, she continued to fan the fire that smoldered under the big cast iron pot. 
Sam took off his pack, set it down gently, and sat down on a tree stump.

"Hi, " he said.

Faith turned around to look at him. Her forehead was damp with sweat. "Hello," she said. 
"How'd it go?"

"OK. I got six bottles, which should just about do it. I don't think anybody noticed.

"What do you mean, nobody noticed? " She laughed. "A six-foot gringo with a scruffy red 
beard walks into town and buys another half dozen bottles of rubbing alcohol and nobody 
noticed? Of course they noticed. Everybody notices, it's just that nobody cares! You worry 
too much. Here," she said handing him the cardboard flap she'd been using to fan the fire 
as if it were some powerful and important tool. "I'm going swimming" and grabbing her 
notebook and a towel she skipped off towards the beach.

Sam watched her narrow back disappear into the foliage. He liked the way she moved so 
easily through the bush, as if she were part of the scenery. He walked over to the kettle, 
gave the coals a cursory poke, and checked over the long plastic tubing that sprouted out of 
the top of the pot like some strange artificial flower. Then he opened his pack, took out the 
six newspaper-wrapped bottles and lined them up around the stump like toy soldiers 
standing at attention.

Fetching the large crockery jar Faith had been using for a camp stool, he set it upright and 
began lining the bottom and sides with some copper window screen he found in town.
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When that was done he picked up the burlap sack from under the hammock, untied it, and 
started scooping out handfuls of dried marijuana. The dust from the leaves turned his 
fingers a pale green and made him sneeze more than once, but Sam didn t stop until the 
large jar was half full. Then he smiled and ran his hands through the pot like a miser playing 
with his coins. Finally, he uncapped the first bottle and watched its contents gurgle into the 
jar, uncapped the second, and when at last the bottles were all empty he covered the jar 
and sighed.
Then, as if on command, Sam got up and walked over to where his backpack rested against 
the trunk of a palm tree. He reached deep inside and pulled out a jar and a small packet of 
grass—the best of the fifty pounds he and Faith and Ocho had stripped clean. Settling onto 
the edge of his hammock he rolled himself a cigarette and wiped the end of it around the lip 
of the jar so that it was coated with a dark brown tar. Then he took out of his pants pocket a 
box of matches, struck one, lit the joint, sagged back into the hammock, and for the third 
time that day Sam began to wonder how, exactly, he happened to be where he was

The starting point of Sam's reflections was always somewhat arbitrary. In search of a first 
cause, he sometimes went all the way back to the day he left Dallas, still high from his party 
the night before. Determined to be out of the country by sundown, he ran off the road 
outside of Junction with a hundred miles to go. He decided then that he needed to sleep, 
and when he woke up it was morning.
Of course if he cared to, Sam could have gone back even further, to when he had first talked 
with Lorene about adventuring together in Mexico. But he did not like thinking about 
Lorene any more. In the fall, after they split up, he had invented lots of reasons for leaving 
alone—the weather was bad, work was slow, he had some money, he was between lovers. 
Once he crossed the border, though, none of these seemed to count for much. Traveling, 
that was all.
Lately, Sam suspected that his decision to leave Guadalajara had been the really 
momentous one, which had catapaulted him into his current situation. Not that leaving the 
Oueen of Jalisco had been so very hard to do; after visiting countless different restaurants 
and bars, the park, the zoo, and a number of museums, Sam had been pretty bored. He even 
called on the most expensive whorehouse in town, accompanied by another Texan-in- 
exile—a student at Guadalajara's mammoth doctor factory—who, it turned out, had gone 
along merely as a ploy to mask his true intentions. In all, he hadn t much to show for the 
first week of his vacation.
But leaving Guadalajara had been easy compared to the problem of figuring out where to 
go next. After wasting a whole morning poring over his Texaco road map, he had finally 
decided to drive to Lake Chapala, a resort area twenty miles to the south. For one tning, he 
had liked the name. It reminded him of Ed Chapel, a guy he went to school with 'viio had 
gone on to become a salesman for Nieman-Marcus. Also, the guidebook had described it as 
"the longest lake in Mexico, believed by the Indians to be the home of sacred spirits. He 
was half-way there when he spotted Ocho standing by the side of the road.

He wore a loose cotton shirt made out of a flour sack, and a campesino's high-brimmed 
straw hat kept the heat off his sun-bleached head. In place of the traditional tire-tread 
sandals, however, a pair of point-toed boots stuck out from under the cuffs of his jeans. Out 
of habit, Sam pulled over and the stranger tossed his bedroll in the back of the station 
wagon. Only then, when he stretched out his hand, did Sam notice the long figure eight 
tattooed on the inside of his arm.
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"Hey, amigo," Ocho said in a dusty drawl, "are you going to the coast?"

"Well, actually. .Sam started to say but changed his mind. He /tadthought about it. "Do 
you know any good places?" he said instead.

For a moment Ocho looked at Sam without saying anything. Then he broke into a 
mischievous grin and began to paint for Sam a picture of life on the beach, "la pura vida," 
the life of ease . clear sky and clearer water... spearfishing for snapper as long as your 
arm .. . fresh silver oysters with red sauce ... naked women with breasts like ripe papayas. 
. . sunshine and coconuts and all the dope you can smoke ... So instead of reminiscing on 
the shores of a sacred lake, Sam spent the next two days tracing a thin red line down the 
middle of his complimentary map of Mexico, wondering—despite Ocho's assurances— 
where it would end.

South of Parracho, the terrain grew steeper. The station wagon rattled around in the green 
hills of Michoacan like a steel ball in a gambling wheel while Sam and Ocho sipped their 
warm beers and talked. Ocho told Sam about his ranch—actually his old lady's ranch—up 
in northern New Mexico, and how she didn't mind if he disappeared for a few months every 
year so she could visit her ex and argue about alimony. He said he was probably one of the 
few travellers whose tourist card listed his occupation as "saint."

"What do saints do?" he said. "They don't have any money, they wander around, and they 
hallucinate all the time."

Sam told him he hadn't known what to put down on his card. For the past three years he 
had been washing windows with a buddy for a firm they called the Sunshine Windowpane 
Service, Inc. but he just put down "businessman" and let it go at that. Sam wasn't sure 
whether or not Ocho really considered himself a saint, but for some reason he no longer 
expected him to help pay for gas.

From time to time Ocho would point out some vista or hilltop, saying that on the other side, 
a couple of kilometers from the road, something unusual had happened to him, or to 
someone he knew, or to someone someone he knew knew. Sam listened eagerly as Ocho 
told him about shoot-outs on marijuana plantations, macabre Indian rituals, and 
miraculous, last-minute escapes from bandits, federales, and wild animals. Once, 
rounding a hairpin turn, Sam looked over just in time to see a turkey vulture swoop down on 
the carcass of a cow. By the time they reached Nueva Italia, he was ready for a rest. After 
lunching on a couple of tortas—flour tortillas stuffed with barbecued meat—Sam handed 
th 3 keys to Ocho, stretched out in the back seat, and fell asleep.

When he woke up it was almost dark. The car had stopped, and out the window the hills 
were flatter, edged in gold. The front seat was vacant. Instinctively, Sam felt for his wallet, 
which was snug against his butt; his pack was still stashed safely in the back. He opened 
the door and stepped outside, but Ocho was nowhere in sight.

"Psst. CabronI" He looked up. Ocho was sitting cross-legged on the roof of the station 
wagon, puffing on his pipe and contentedly contemplating the last rays of the day. Sam 
clambered up beside him, and Ocho handed him the pipe. It tasted cool, like menthol. He 
puffed a while before handing it back.

"Mint," Ocho said. "Yerba buena con yerba mejor," but by then Sam was already gazing 
raptly at the dying sun and wasn't listening.
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When it was full dark they climbed down. Ocho told Sam that they were only a few minutes 
from the ocean, and should camp out instead of blowing money on a dive in Playa Azul—a 
tourist town popular with the Mexican middle class. By the overhead light, Sam unpacked 
his camp stove and set it up on the tailgate, and Ocho cooked rice and tomato and avocado 
which they ate with tortillas. No longer sleepy, Sam read after dinner from a book about 
UFO's while Ocho unrolled his blanket a hundred yards down the road. Before he crawled 
into the back seat again, Sam looked up at the clear sky, riddled with stars. Lorene would 
have liked this, he thought.

By noon they were in Zilpancingo, one of the fastest growing resorts on the Mexican coast. 
In addition to the row of whitewashed hotels which gleamed like teeth in the mouth of the 
bay, the town already boasted two American-style condominiums, complete with saunas, 
a discotheque, and the most expensive liquor north of Acapulco. In five years, Zilpancingo's 
population had more than doubled as peasants from the adjacent countryside left their 
fields and often their families, to work for the tourists. Without comment, Sam and Ocho 
drove through the clusters of dilapidated huts, called palapas, which surrounded the town, 
marking its economic growth like the rings of a tree.

At Sam’s insistence they stopped at a small beachfront cafe for fried fish and beer, which 
he ate with enthusiasm, stopping only long enough to pick up a strand of seashells from a 
passing peddler. Then with a last expressive belch, Sam picked up the check and 
announced he was ready to go. "Where to now?" he said, reaching for his keys.

Ocho either did not hear him or did not choose to answer, so Sam walked silently behind 
him to the west edge of town.
Tuga was not at home when they reached his bungalow. On the porch, a large woman was 
lounging in a hammock reading a comic book and sipping a yellow liquid out of a tiny bottle. 
When she saw Ocho she gracefully flipped to her feet and called out to him.

“Ocho, hijito mio, como estas? Vas a quedarte con nosotrosP" Then the woman said to 
Sam, in English, "Hello, how are you?”

Ocho answered for him with a great show of politeness. “Dona Ocampo, permiteme a 
presentar mi estimado compadre San Houston Cairnes. Un hombre muy elevado qua sabe 
manejar sin ojos, toca guitarra sin orejas, y comer sin saboreando algo." Then turning to 
Sam he said with equal flourish, "Sam this is Mrs. Maria Teresa Evangelina Diaz Ocampo, 
better known as Yoli. The only woman in Zilpancingo who can outpack a burro, outshout a 
mariachi, and make dogmeat taste like sirloin tip. Just remember, never ask what you're 
eating."
After they had all settled down on the porch, Yoli yelled to her daughter to bring 
refreshments for her guests. In a moment she came out with two bottles of beer and 
another soft drink for her mother. Then, just as quickly as she appeared, the slender brown 
girl retreated to the shade of the house. Ocho winked at Sam.

“Margarita es mas hermosa que el ano pasado,” he said to Yoli, who nodded but did not 
reply. There was an awkward silence. “Donde esta Tuga?" he asked.

"In the beach," she answered him in English. "He makes two more palapas for the ones 
that blow down this summer. Lots of work." Ocho asked her about other mutual f'^iends, 
then they thanked Yoli for the beer, and Sam and Ocho walked back to town.

An hour later they drove up to the house, steering the big station wagon down the unpaved
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streets like a tanker picking through a coral reef. In addition to their provisions—which 
Ocho had selected and Sam paid for—they bought a dozen bottles of Yoli's favorite soft 
drink, which was called Yoli. She accepted the gift graciously, and with her permission 
Ocho nosed the car into a tight space beside the house. They loaded the groceries into 
Sam’s backpack, along with his stove, a change of clothes, and his sleeping bag, which they 
tied to the frame. Then Ocho hefted his bedroll over his shoulder, Sam locked the car, and 
they set off on the path to La Paloma.

The trail through the hills ran over an incredibly diverse landscape. After stumbling in half a 
mile of jungle brush, they emerged on the edge of a precipitous cliff, at the bottom of which 
the tide crashed and foamed over huge, sun-baked boulders. Then the narrow path 
broadened into a regular road, bordered by a barbed wire fence which vanished at the edge 
of a small pine forest A hundred yards later, the forest mysteriously shrank into shrubbery 
and they were back in the jungle.

In fact, Sam was so enchanted with the scenery that he missed most of what Ocho told him 
about the history and traditions of La Paloma—how the property had once belonged to 
Yoli's family, who valued it mostly for its coconuts and occasional cornfields. Then one 
night, searching for turtles (of which he was very fond), Tuga stumbled upon a bunch of 
smugglers who were loading sacks of grass onto a catamaran at anchor in a cove near the 
beach. The smugglers huddled over Tuga's fate, and finally gave him a twenty dollar bill 
and told him he had seen nothing. Right then and there, said Ocho, La Paloma was born: a 
haven for the hassled gringo, a rough sanctuary nestled between the mountains and the 
sea, protected by the ancient gods, and by the fact that Yoli's mother's sister's daughter 
was married to the grandson of the Zilpancingo Chief of Police—a reasonable man with a' 
sense of humor, who tipped them off before the federales moved in for their periodic raids.

Then suddenly Ocho grabbed Sam’s attention by asking, point blank: "How much money do 
you have?"

"Why? " Sam demanded, instantly suspicious.

Hey, no te aguitas, man, don't get hot. I just wondered how long you can stay, like, if you 
don't have much maybe we canwork something out withTuga. He usually lets me help him 
with the palapas in exchange for a hut and some of Yoli's cooking ... or there's always ways 
to make money off the tourists ..."

Flattered to be distinguished from the casual travellers, Sam began to reckon his cash. 
Immediately he was dismayed to discover that, though usually careful with his money, he 
had no idea how much he had spent in the last few days, or how much of his $400 was left. 
With a sigh he began to calculate ... a hundred in Guadalajara . . . sixty, no, close to a 
hundred on gas . . . cashed the third traveller's check . . . fifteen hundred pesos

"You counting your profits again?"

Sam looked up to see Faith standing over the hammock, towelling her short brown hair. 
Whipping her head from side to side, she showered him with drops of salt water, like cold 
fingers on his sleepy face. Sam grinned stupidly.

"Ripped again, huh?" she said, then leaned down and kissed him on the mouth. "Come 
on, she said, tugging him from the hammock. "Let's see how the soup's doing."

Though he couldn't figure out exactly why he had come to La Paloma, Sam knew perfectly 
well why, even after his money ran out, he had stayed. In twenty-nine years, he had never
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known a woman quite so fearless as Faith, and for the sake of a few dollars he wAs not 
about to let her get away.

2

Faith came to La Paloma about two weeks after Sam, just in time for Halloween. She was 
travelling with a French Canadian guy (who claimed to be a member of the separatist 
underground), but soon after their arrival they had a falling out and he left. Sam, who was 
totally absorbed in learning to snorkel before his return to the States, didn't pay much 
attention to either of them. Like everybody else, he noticed her for the first time at the 
Halloween feast.

For days the La Palomans had collected firewood, cooked, and otherwise collaborated in 
preparation for the party, whose significance for them surpassed even Thanksgiving and 
Christmas. Everyone contributed something—food or drugs—and Tuga brought in six 
cases of beer and a burro load of ice.

The costumes ranged from ingenious to outrageous. Most people simply assembled an odd 
assortment of colorful clothing, vaguely stranger than their everyday attire, and wore paste 
masks or painted their faces to look like birds, animals, or demons from their own inspired 
imaginations. One kid from California, however—who called himself Wayne or Dave, 
depending on how he was feeling—somehow managed to get hold of a tuxedo jacket, 
which he donned over swim trunks and flippers, and a New Yorker (who shared Tuga's 
passion for turtle meat) constructed a huge papier-mache tortoise shell which rivalled 
anything worn at the more traditional Dia de los Muertos dances in town. Sam tied a dozen 
palm fronds to his shorts and drew a large blue tear down his left cheek, while Ocho took 
the easy way out and showed up as a pirate—for him a simple disguise which required only 
the addition of a bandana and an eye patch.

Faith came as Ocho.

It was a masterful caricature, and Sam was astounded at how, after only a few days on the 
beach, she had managed to capture him so well. With green paint she had drawn h figure 
eight on her arm and another, sideways, across her forehead. Then she sketched a curly 
mustache on her upper lip with a piece of charcoal, parted her hair down the middle, stuck a 
kitchen knife in her belt, and spent the early part of the evening walking bowlegged and 
winking at everybody.

At first no one knew what to make of it—especially Ocho. After all, there wasn’t a person at 
La Paloma he hadn't helped in some way, showing them how to build a fire, or whack open 
a coconut with a machete, or pry up oysters from the rich beds along the cove. Not only that, 
but his cliff-hanging adventures, related at night while the pipes circled round, had earned 
Ocho a measure of respect bordering on awe, and some of his more devout fans found the 
newcomer's satire almost sacreligious. Women giggled nervously when Faith came up 
behind them and pinched them on the ass, and she punched at least half a dozen guys in 
the shoulder before one of them got the idea and timidly thumped her back. At last, when 
the food was all laid out and the fire was crackling with a steady glow. Faith brazenly sat 
down right next to Ocho and offered him a puff of her hand-carved bamboo pipe, a carbon 
copy of his own.

He took a deep hit and burst out coughing. "What the fuck is this?" he asked, hacking and
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beating his chest.

Faith smiled. "My tourist card," she said, and everybody laughed—including Ocho when 
he finished coughing. Once the ice was broken, some folks even came up and 
complimented her on her costume. From that time on, though, Ocho always gave her a 
wide berth.

The party roared on for hours. After eating all he could grab, drinking as much as he could 
hold, and smoking more than he remembered, Sam joined a group of musicians in howling 
out all the popular songs they could think of. When his fingers were too sore to strum, he 
flipped the big basso over and began pounding out savage rhythms. Finally, when the last 
case of beer had been demolished and most of the celebrants had either retired or 
collapsed in the sand, Sam laid down his guitar, reached for his pipe, and prepared to 
admire what was left of the night. He was just about to light up when Faith, lying beside 
him, reached up and took his pipe away.

"Hey," he said, when suddenly she sat up, kissed him, and passed out in his lap.

So even though he was down to his last eighty dollars, insteadof leaving the next day as he 
had planned, Sam approached Ocho about his earlier offer to help him raise money and 
stay. Unfortunately, Tuga wasn't building any more palapas, and the only other schemes 
Ocho could come up with were bamboozling the tourists for meals and juice, and hawking 
Tuga's grass in town—a dangerous scam which meant cutting into the vicious beachboy 
trade. Sam was investigating the black market in station wagons when the letter arrived.

During his first week in Mexico, Sam had frequently dreamed that he was back in Dallas, so 
that he had to fight his way out again and would wake up exhausted, as if without sleep. For 
almost a month, though, he had been blissfully cut off from the world of window-washing, 
and thought of home hardly at all. Nevertheless, he had remembered to drop his partner a 
postcard with his latest address: General Delivery, Zilpancingo, Mihoacan, Mexico. "Just 
in c 3se," he had said to himself, without thinking of anything in particular. But as soon as 
he got the letter from his buddy, he realized that there had been a reason unknown to him at 
the time.

Slyly mentioning the lack of "high quality Mexican artifacts" available in Dallas, his partner 
wrote that a mutual friend with a prospering law practice was very eager for him to bring 
back some "souvenirs." The collect call went through in a matter of minutes, and by the 
end of the week Sam walked out of the Banco de Mexico with $1000 in traveller's checks. 
After meeting Faith at a restaurant for a celebration lunch, they walked together to Tuga's 
hsuse to sample the smoke.

When they got there, Tuga and Ocho were playing checkers on the porch. Tuga stood up 
and greeted them warmly; from the number of pieces on the board, it looked like he was 
losing.

The house where Tuga and Yoli lived was L-shaped, made out of baked clay, and quite 
respectable by Mexican standards. Sam had never caught more than a glimpse of the 
interior and was surprised at how sparse it seemed. There was precious little furniture—a 
large table, chairs, and a cooking shelf by the fireplace, and hammocks slung by the open 
windows. What few incidental pieces they owned, Tuga and Yoli had loaded down with 
bric-a-brac. Under a large gilt-framed madonna a small wooden pedestal was devoted to 
pictures of their children, all but one of whom lived with distant relatives in the United 
States. A cluster of photographs testified to their success: two beauties, with Yoli's eyes, in
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cheerleader suits; a teenager in a graduation cap; and there was even a snapshot of a 
young man in a Marine uniform, whose beaked nose was the spitting image of Tuga's.

In the opposite corner, on top of a collapsible tray (which would have been called a TV tray if 
they had owned a television) Tuga had displayed some of the mementos he had acquired 
during nine years at La Paloma. Sam picked through them with amusement; a high school 
ring, several hand-made roach clips, a variety of buttons with slogans like GOD IS ACID and 
KILL FOR PEACE, a bamboo flute, and a large carved wooden bird with LA PALOMA 70 
burned into its wing. On the wall over the table was a big black and white photo of Janis 
Joplin grimacing into a microphone. Below the poster sat a brand new microwave oven, 
donated by a guest who specialized in smuggling appliances.

Tuga took two long stalks of dried marijuana out of a bulky burlap bag. He handed one to 
Sam and gave the other to Ocho who picked off the top leaves and stuffed them into his 
pipe.

"Its called guayavillas," Tuga said, passing the pipe to Sam, who pulled on it thoughtfully. 
"No one plants it—it grows wild between the cultivated rows, sown by the wind, raised by 
the rain and the sun. It’s very sweet." Sam leaned back in his chair and savored the smoke 
with half-closed eyelids, like a connoisseur sampling a new vintage. It was hard for him to 
gauge pot, though for years he had tried.

The problem, as Sam saw it, was how to evaluate objectively a state of mind whose 
principle action was the abolition of objectivity. It was like trying to make love and whistle at 
the same time. Once, for instance, he had devised a numerical scale from one to ten, but 
always the rating came out the same: seven or eight in the first flush of heady invigoration; 
four or five as he gradually became capable of remembering (or imagining) other, brighter 
highs; and, on balance, he always ended up at six—a little better than average. As a result, 
pot-tasting, for Sam, remained basically an approximate art, and its bottom line divided all 
marijuana into two categories—weed that worked, and weed that didn't.

Sam passed the pipe to Faith. Looking around the shady room, dark even in the middle of 
the afternoon, it occurred to him that Tuga's house was like the basement of a museum, the 
vault where all the unclassified art collected dust until some future curator could come and 
unravel their forgotten secrets. He was particularly intrigued by the microwave, as the 
house was without electricity—wireless. No juice, acoustic. Pre-rock and roll. Then 
suddenly Sam felt very old, older than Tuga, older than anyone, as if he were the last 
survivor of some decayed civilization, preserved like a relic for the edification of the young. 
He wondered what he could teach them. Washing windows?

"Another?" Ocho asked, and Sam nodded. The pot was obviously stale, last year's crop. He 
looked over at Faith, who shrugged noncommitally, and the pipe went round again.

I don’t feel old, Sam thought. Other people are old, my parents are old. My friend Ed who 
has a wife and two children and a house in the suburbs isn't even old, not really, though 
sometimes he pretends to be old when he yells at his kids to eat their okra or go to bed. 
Maybe that’s what old is, when you act like you know something your kids don't. But then 
we all joke and smoke and bitch about our jobs and sometimes go out for a beer and listen to 
the band and I dance with his wife and it's just like college, or even high school, except that 
you get laid more, and you’ve done it all before, and my hairline is starting to creep up my 
forehead . . .

Sam ran his fingers through his hair and rubbed the thick bristle on his cheeks. He rested
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his elbow on his knee, and cupped his chin in his hand, a balding Thinker.

It was hard to tell. . .After three years, Sam knew his partner pretty well, but when it came 
to drugs, he was something of a stickler. On the other hand, if Dallas was dry . . . Sam 
remembered the week of rain that preceded his leaving, how dreary everything was. Three 
years of washing windows in offices and elementary schools and fast-food joints. Twenty- 
nine years old and he still lived like a kid, no wife, no family... Lorene... but waiti He jerked 
his head up, switching his vision from Faith to Ocho to Tuga, and all at once the great 
strangeness of the place at last enlivened his thoughts—he was freel All alone in magical 
Mexico, with a thousand dollars in his pocket and a bag full of grass in front of him, and he 
was worried about losing his hairlll!

The impact of Sam's outburst was gradual but thorough. Soon all three of them were 
laughing uncontrollably, while Tuga smiled so wide his eyes closed. Sam gasped for air, 
breathed deeply twice, hiccupped, and started laughing all over again before he managed 
to blurt out, "How much?"

"Well," said Tuga, stroking his non-existent beard (which sent Sam once more into mild 
convulsions), "if you take all twenty-five kilos. I'll give them to you for one thousand pesos, 
cada kilo."

"No, mi amigo," Sam responded with sudden confidence. "I'll give you eight hundred 
pesos a kilo, and not one centavo more." Tuga appeared pensive a moment, then stood up 
and shook Sam's hand. They had a few more laughs, made the necessary arrangements, 
then Sam and Faith headed back for the beach.

As soon as they started up the trail at the edge of town, Sam knew he'd been had. Totally 
sober, for a moment he thought of going back and calling the whole thing off, but he didn't 
have the strength. Eight hundred pesos a kilo for last year's crop—thirty-two dollars a 
pound! Tuga would be laughing his head off, tickled to get anything at all for it. Guayavillas, 
indeed. If the new harvest reached Dallas before he did, Sam wasn't even sure he could sell 
it for twice that—or give it away.

Then, like a shell-shocked soldier who suddenly realizes he actually has been shot, Sam 
wondered how in the world he was ever going to get twenty-five kilos of marijuana past the 
U.S. Customs? His earlier plan to conceal it all in the floorboards and doorpanels of the 
station wagon seemed to him hopelessly naive. Once the dogs sniffed the dope, the narcs 
would have his car stripped down to the chassis in half an hour. Oblivious to the brilliant 
weather, and the yellow butterflies which flitted before him on the verdant path, Sam fell 
deeper and deeper info his funk until by the time they reached the beach he was ready to 
cry. Instead, he told Faith he'd see her later and climbed the hill to the awning covered 
restaurant for a beer.

Yoli was alone in the shade of the pavilion, preparing a batch of snapper for supper. Sam 
nodded to her, fished a beer out of the ice chest, popped the cap with his pocketknife, and 
slumped into a hammock to stare at the ocean and contemplate his fate. He had just started 
his third cerveza when Dave came up and lay down in the hammock beside him.

"Sam, m'man," he said cheerily. Sam grunted. "What's wrong?" he asked. "You been 
eating Yoli's cooking again?"

Unlike many of the younger people who wandered into La Paloma, Dave, Sam decided, was 
trustworthy. A twenty-one year old chemistry major from Stanford who was on temporary
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probation for putting his knowledge into practice, Dave had showed up one day with a smile 
on his childish face, a well-thumbed copy of Nietzche in his hand, and five hundred doses of 
homemade lysergic acid in the bottom of his backpack, carefully stored in a plastic bottle 
labelled VITAMIN C.
Ocho was overjoyed. "Next to smokin' dope and fuckin' women," he said, "I like trippin' the 
best." Indeed, during the next few weeks, Ocho swallowed as many "vitamins" as he could 
cadge, and he had great hopes for Dave's future in applied science.

Sam himself tended to shy away from the many recreational chemicals which turned up at 
La Paloma, passing in and out of season as rapidly as exotic fruit. Perhaps it was the 
cautious tradition of his country forbears, but Sam preferred his poisons in the natural 
state whenever possible. On the other hand, that same daring pioneer heritage had 
induced him to taste each of those powders and potions at least once or twice, so Sam was 
not altogether opposed when, after he had done spilling his troubles, Dave leaned over to 
him and said in a dramatic stage whisper;

"Hash oil."

Then Dave began to detail for Sam the simple process whereby fifty-five pounds of low- 
grade grass could be condensed into less than a liter of potent extract, ideal for transporting 
across international boundaries and guaranteed to be welcome wherever it was sold. "All 
you need," he explained, "is a big kettle and five or six gallons of alcohol—less if you hook 
up a condensor coil. Just soak the pot overnight, boil down the juice—and voilal" he threw 
up his hands like a magician whose assistant had just vanished—"hash oil."

Sam could hardly contain his enthusiasm: it was too good to be true. He bought Dave a 
beer, and before sundown he was smiling again as he saw himself sailing through customs 
with nothing to declare but two bottles of Kahlua—one of which contained the secret 
meaning of eight hundred and eighty ounces of pot.

That night, when most of the other tenants were asleep (or too wasted to eavesdrop), Sam 
held a council with Faith and Ocho at his palapa, where Dave once more outlined his 
suggestion. Ocho was all for it immediately, and told Sam that hash oil was the greatest 
thing since sliced bread. Faith had certain reservations.

"There hasn't been a bust yet this season," she said. "What happens if they come while 
we're still boiling the shit down?"

"No problem," Ocho answered. "You'll have at least twenty-four hours warning, which is 
more than enough time to bottle what you got and stash the rest, right?"

Sam nodded, sagely, then he had another thought. "Where could we do it?" he asked.

"Well," Dave began, thinking out loud, "you'll need running water if you plan to use a coil.. 
and it wouldn't hurt to find someplace away from the palapas in case there's an 
explosion—remote possibility, but you can't be too careful ..."

"The cave," Ocho announced, and it was settled. West of the palapas, a hundred feet below 
the cave, there was a clearing where a small fresh-water stream trickled for a dozen yards 
before disappearing once more into the underbrush. In addition, the site was far enough 
away from the most travelled footpaths around the palapas that no one was likely to 
stumble upon it by accident.
"It is," said Ocho, "perfect."
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"Perfect," Sam repeated under his breath, and for the first time in his life he thought he 
understood the meaning of destiny. Naturally there were a few problems in the beginning. 
For one thing, Ocho had to convince Tuga to let him borrow Yoli's big kettle to concoct "a 
special soup," and Tuga had to convince Yoli that the gringos would be finished with it 
before the next turtle catch, when she would need it for making her famous sopa de 
tortuga.

Also, though Dave was only too eager to help set up the apparatus, he found chopping the 
weed tedious work, and preferred quoting to them from his tattered copy of Nietzsche, 
which he read with great feeling. Sam especially liked the one about how you love your 
desire more than what you desire, but Faith kept interrupting Dave, calling Nietzche "a 
fucking sexist," and soon he stopped coming by altogether.

Then there was the crack in the plastic coil, which they didn't discover until they had 
already lost over a gallon of alcohol. Still, in one week Sam and Faith completed their first 
batch, and anxiously smeared three drops of the oil on a Marlboro, which they passed back 
and forth. An hour later. Faith ran to tell Dave and Ocho the good news, while Sam stayed 
in the hammock, trying to figure out how many grams there might be in 750 milliliters at 
$400 an ounce.

3

The bust was scheduled for Friday, the day after Thanksgiving. Yoli heard about it from her 
second cousin Esperanza on Monday as she waited in line at the tortilleria, and by 
Wednesday the bush behind the palapas bustled with gringos, anxiously scouting likely 
spots to cache their contraband. On Saturday if things went according to plan, the jungle 
would be busy once again, as dozens of young men and women whose intellectual 
competence had been carefully monitored since childhood wracked their brains to 
remember where they hid their dope.

The old timers, like Ocho, had their favorite hiding places already staked out, and for them 
the procedure was more or less routine. Keeping just enough back to tide them over for a 
few days, they carefully wrapped their marijuana in newspaper and plastic, and stashed 
their other drugs in coffee cans and powdered milk tins. Then they hiked into the jungle 
along cleverly marked trails to their chosen burial plots. Of course, there were always one 
or two newcomers who stuck their dope in little cat-holes dug behind their huts, or ignored 
the warning altogether, mistaking it for paranoia unbecoming travellers of their caliber. 
These were usually dealt with roughly by the federales, who shook them down and took 
theii dope and marched them into town to jail where their release was even more difficult 
and expensive. At first sympathetic to the stubborn malfortunados, Tuga in time came to 
regard them with a sort of patient equanimity, the way Aztec priests must have felt towards 
the victims bound upon their altars. They were simply individuals sacrificed for the 
common good. It was all part of the economy.

But even if Yoli had never brought word to Tuga about the army's impending visit, Sam 
knew that something strange was in store. Three weeks of relative isolation had sensitized 
him to the subtler rhythms of the jungle, and he began to see hidden significance in things 
he normally ignored.

56



First of all, there was the rain. A week before the intended bust an unseasonable squall hit 
La Paloma, a rarity in the dry winter months. For three days it rained, almost without a 
pause. Streams coursed through the unwalled palapas, and the heavy thatch roofs could 
not keep the water from seeping in. Soon the trail up from the coconut grove turned into a 
slow-moving river of mud, and people took to spending all day on their cots, covered with 
raingear, stoned to the point of sedation. Some even gave up altogether and checked into 
Zilpancingo's less expensive hotels where they drank beer and played cards and waited for 
the rain to stop.

When it became obvious that their tarpulin was not going to withstand the deluge, Sam and 
Faith packed up their supplies and retreated to the cave above the stream. The "soup” in 
the kettle was just about evaporated, and the final batch was soaking in the jar, so they 
weren't too inconvenienced by the downpour. Still, they were glad when it finally let up.

The second event was less dramatic than the sudden monsoon but it bothered Sam even 
more. The morning after the rain had cleared, while the sea was still running high, Sam 
took exception to his solitude and met Dave and Ocho down on the rock pier to dive for 
oysters. Sam and Dave each had their own masks and snorkels, but there was only one pair 
of fins between them, and one crowbar, while except for his speargun Ocho owned no 
diving equipment at all. The general procedure, then, was for each of them to take two or 
three dives with the fins, dig up as many oysters as he could, and pass the fins and the bar 
to the next man.

Dave went first, jumping in well away from the jagged jetty, pounded and spattered by the 
freshened surf. He took one short dive to get his bearings, then went down for a full minute 
before surfacing with three large rock-encrusted oysters. He heaved them up to Sam who 
knocked them clean before dropping them in the net shopping bag they used for a towsack. 
The second dive Dave stayed down even longer and dug up four more, but the third time he 
could only find two small ones.

Ocho swam farther arond the point of the pier where he had even better luck than Dave. In 
three dives he pried up a dozen large oysters, and the fourth time down he found two huge 
shellfish he was sure had pearls in them. Since he had to surface further out to keep from 
being caught up in the crashing waves, Ocho almost lost one of his monsters on the relay, 
but Sam made a great one-handed catch of the football-sized hunk, and tossed it over to 
Dave before taking his turn in the ocean.

He had one fin on and was waiting for the other when Ocho got hit from behind by a large 
breaker. He came up sputtering, then suddenly dived down and a second time before 
swimming over to Sam and handing him the crowbar.

"The other fin?" he said, as if Ocho had forgotten.

"I don't know, man," Ocho said, perplexed. "It got away from me. It'll turn up."

Dave, who was watching from the end of the jetty, still laughing at Ocho's dunking, called 
out above the rush of the waves, "What's wrong?"

'The fini" Sam shouted, "It got awayl"

Dave was in the water in less than a second. "What did you say?" he bellowed, swimming 
over as quickly as he could chop his way through the swells.

"The fin," Sam repeated. "Ocho was ..."
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"Hey, man," Ocho cut in, looking fiercely at Dave. "It got loose, OK?"

No, it s not OK, ' Dave snapped back. "I carried those fins on my fucking back all the way 
from San Franciscol How come you don't get your own gear? If you'd been paying 
attention—"

"Hey, fuck you, kid!"

"Davel Ochol" They turned around just in time to duck under another breaker, and when 
they surfaced the missing fin was floating between them like a dead fish. Neither said 
anything. Ocho handed the fin over to Sam who strapped it on and went down like a stone.

Dave and Ocho made up later on, even laughing about how mad they'd been. Ordinarily, 
Sam would have forgotten the whole thing, too, but instead he marked it, and puzzled all 
day what it might mean.

The third thing was the least definite of all, and disturbed him the most. It was Faith.

During the weeks of their seclusion, chopping and soaking the grass and running the still, 
Sam had grown closer to Faith than he ever thought possible. He couldn't imagine 
whatever had attracted him to Lorene, so pale and pudgy compared to Faith. He felt 
sometimes that they were really one person, pretending to be two, and he wondered how 
he ever got on without her.

Of course, this sense of intimacy was usually heightened by Sam's habit of testing each 
succeeding batch of hash oil. At first he would sample it by itself, smudged on a cigarette of 
mint or tobacco, but it wasn't long before he replaced these with real reefers. As a result, 
most of the time things appeared to him magnified and fraught with meaning — as in a 
dream, but without the softness of sleep.

Often Sam would lie for hours in his hammock, just wondering about why he had done this 
or that, or how come one thing or another had happened to him. Sometimes he went up to 
the cave to meditate, and once he felt as if he were on the brink of discovering some terrible 
secret about the world, about life, about himself. Then he began toquestion Faith about her 
actions, hoping to find in them some insight to his own and was disappointed when her 
answers were vague or desultory.

Sitting together on the pier one evening, sharing a pipe at sunset Sam said to Faith, "That 
night, the Halloween party?"

"Hmm," she said.

"How come you did that? You know, sat next to me and took my pipe away. . . "

Faith arched her back and stretched her arms above her head. Then she got up and walked 
out to the end of the jetty. Sam followed her. "Huh?" he persisted.

"What's the matter?" she shot back at him. "What difference does it make why I do what I 
do? I just did it, that s all. She stared out at the ocean. "Besides," she added, swaggering 
up to him in her best Ocho imitation, "you have a cute butt," and bit his ear.

It Wc sn't until the rains came, however, that things went to a head. Holed up in the mouth 
of the big cave they felt like the first people on earth. Though they had been up there many 
times before, they spent hours just sniffing out their new environs. It was fun making love 
on the cold smooth stone with the water pouring down. Afterwards, as they lay naked 
together, wrapped in a blanket. Faith said, "You know, I had a dream that we would be here 
like this, with the rain and all."

58



"I know," Sam said.

Faith stiffened. "How? How do you know?"
"That book you keep," he said, "the one you write your dreams in. You left it open one 
morning and I looked at it."
Faith didn't answer but lay very still for a long time. Then Sam asked her, "Are you mad 
at me?"

"No. Did you read anything else?"

"A little."

"Oh.'

That's all she had to say about it, but Sam felt the distance growing between them. After 
the rains stopped they prepared to evaporate the last batch of oil. Faith waited until they 
had hooked up the still and then told Sam that she was going into town and might not be 
back for a while. That night they slept in separate hammocks, and Sam dreamed about 
Lorene.

Wednesday morning the work was done. Sam removed the kettle from the coals and set it 
down by the stream to cool while he ran down to the beach to fetch Faith for the final 
decanting. At the edge of the coconut grove he noticed a small knot of people gazing out 
into the water. Then he saw Faith off to the side with her arms around Ocho who was 
kneeling in front of her. Sam walked over in their direction but Yoli intercepted him, 
grabbed his arm excitedly and pointed out to sea.

"Why do you swim so far out?" she demanded. "He was so smart but he swims so far out 
and now . . . los tibarones . . ." Then Yoli, who could outpack a burro and outshout a 
mariachi, snuffled vainly to keep back her tears. She had always liked Dave.

Sam patted Yoli awkwardly on the back and walked over to where Faith stood with Ocho. 
"Hey, I tried to reach him, I really tried," Ocho said and sat back on his heels.

"What happened?" Sam asked.

"Undertow," Faith answered. "They were out spearfishing and were just coming in when 
Dave got—"

Ocho interrupted. "I told him. Relax, don't fight it, just tread water 'til you can catch a wave, 
but he got scared and kept trying to swim in against it. He was about fifty yards from me but 
he was going out fast so I started over then... then he just gave up and went down. I tried to 
get to him . .

"You tried," Faith said decisively, resting her hand on Ocho's shoulder. Sam put his hand 
on Ocho's other shoulder, and then they both helped him to his feet. His knees were still 
shaky from the strain and he was out of breath. Other than that, Ocho seemed alright, 
except that somehow he had managed to lose his speargun.

Yoli insisted on bringing Dave's wallet and passport down to the police station herself, but 
Ocho took charge of his other property. He carefully loaded Dave's backpack with all his 
belongings so that his kin would find everything in order. Then he transferred the contents 
of the vitamin bottle to his shirt pocket and borrowed Dave'sbookfor a memorial service on 
the beach. That night Sam and Faith and Ocho ate supper together, and after topping the 
Kahlua bottle with the last of the hash oil they walked down to the beach to deliver their
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eulogies. There was no moon, so they each took turns reading Nietzche by the light of a 
small candle.

"In the end one loves one's desire and not what is desired," said Sam, finding his favorite.
Ocho read next. "A little poison now and then: that makes for agreeable dreams. And much 
poison in the end, for an agreeable death."

"Whatever is done from love always occurs beyond good and evil," Faith quoted, and then 
they were silent.

Sam listened intently to the drone of the ocean. He had never known it to speak so 
eloquently. He heard a soft scuffling sound and turned to the others. He thought someone 
was coming.
"Shh," Ocho said and blew out the light. Sam listened closer. Down the beach, not thirty 
feet away he saw a bulky shape wash out of the sea and inch towards shore. He shivered. 
Slowly the thing dragged itself from the surf and on to the sand.

It took at least an hour for the big turtle to find its spot, and another to dig. Transfixed, the 
three of them peered into the darkness as the rock-like animal hunched over its nest, 
dropping egg aher egg into the wet hole. Then it heaved aside, scratched clawfuls of sand 
into the pit, and plodded back into the water. When the turtle had disappeared, they looked 
knowingly at one another and, still without saying anything, climbed the hill to sleep.

The next morning the sky was bright and clear, and a stiff breeze blew in off the shimmering 
sea. Sam and Faith rose late, wakened by the heat, split a papaya for breakfast and made 
their plans for the day. It was Sam's turn to go into town, and even though he didn't feel 
much like shopping, he hadn't started his car since the rainstorm. Then he remembered it 
was Thanksgiving, and decided to pick up something special to celebrate, something 
American. Peanut butter, maybe. Rustling through his other pants for his wallet and his 
keys, Sam saw Faith pick up her notebook, pause, and put it down again. Then she turned to 
him and said, "What else did you read?"
"What?" Sam asked, though he knew what she meant.

"When you read my book of dreams, what else did you read?"

"I don't remember," he answered, and set off for town.

On his way through the coconut grove he sawTuga walking along the beach, poking at the 
sand with a stick. He had already found the eggs Sam had seen so painfully laid the night 
before and had in fact eaten half of them for breakfast. "Holal" he shouted when he saw 
Sam turn up the hill towards town. Sam waved and walked on.

Sam ran his errands absently, even forgetting his groceries at the market so that he had to 
retrace his steps. The sunny streets were packed with tourists, whole families of them 
strolling through town, picking up souvenirs and stuffing themselves in the open air 
restaurants. As far as Sam was concerned, they might have existed in another dimension. 
A few young people who knew him from La Paloma wished him Happy Thanksgiving, but 
the words meant nothing to him, and he even regretted buying the peanut butter. America 
was an illusion, he decided, a collective hallucination perpetrated upon two hundred 
million greedy souls. He was no longer the same person who left Dallas two months before, 
who called himself Sam, who went to parties and complained about his job. That was 
somebody else, somebody he used to know . . .
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He stopped in front of a travel agency and looked at his reflection in the big plate glass 
window. Those were his arms and legs, all right, but instead of his face there was a globe 
criss-crossed with meridians, and above his balding head were the words UNIVERSAL 
TOURS. He turned away and walked past the hotels to Tuga's house to start his car.

As he approached the footbridge he heard shouts and loud thumping sounds, some kind of 
heavy work being done. When he reached the narrow inlet that flooded in from the sea he 
saw the trucks and the people crowded up to the edge of the water. Six launches were 
grounded on the sand and a dozen men were heaving turtles into the trailer trucks. The big 
sea turtles weighed at least a hundred pounds each, and hit the truck bed with a heavy 
thud, punctuated now and then by the crack of the ones that landed shell first. Stacked four 
feet deep in quivering heaps, the confused beasts waved their useless flippers 
spasmodically and tried to draw their withered heads into their shells. The restaurants in 
Acapulco paid a good price for turtle meat if it was delivered fresh.

Sam decided that his car could stand idle another day. Despite his packages, he made it 
back to the beach faster than he had come, even running in spots when the terrain allowed. 
All he needed was a cold beer and a little peace. He didn't even want to get high. Just a cold 
beer and maybe a long swim. He thought of Dave, and the turtles, and then he recalled that 
Yoli had promised that she would make her famous turtle stew for Thanksgiving. Breathing 
heavily, he ran up the next hill to chase the turtles away, but he wasn't able.

Yoli was alone in the restaurant when he arrived. He knew what was in the big kettle she 
was stirring, but he didn't care. He grabbed a beer and headed for the hammock when Yoli 
said, "You missed the big surprise."

"Surprise?"

"Yes, " she said, merrily adding spices to the pot, "the soldiers."

"I thought the federates weren't due until tomorrow," Sam said.

"Not federates—La Marinal They surprised us today. Como se dice . . the navy."

Sam looked down from the restaurant on the bluff to the beach below. Thirty feet from the 
pier, two small outboards were beached with their motors raised. Four or five men in blue 
jumpsuits were standing nearby, one of them listening patiently to a fast-talking girl in a 
yellow bathing suit, while the others winked and gestured. The woman had blonde hair; it 
wasn't Faith. Leaving his groceries with Yoli, Sam hurried through the grove and ran past 
the palapas to the camp.
Faith wasn't there, but Sam spotted two more blue-suited sailors rummaging through his 
backpack. Not that they would know what they found when they found it, he thought, but he 
wondered just the same if he had left any evidence, a stem or a seed. He decided to 
brazen it out.
"Hola," he called, taking the sailors by surprise. The two men—boys, really—did not 
answer immediately but stood their ground.

"Hola, Senor Gringo," one of them said at last. "Please tell us where you have hidden your 
mota. We want to smoke some with you."

"Mota?" Sam asked, playing dumb.
"Si, Senor Gringo," answered the other, his hand still deep in Sam's bag. "You know, the 
marijuana. We know that you have some, and we would like to share it with you." Then he
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pulled out the Kahlua bottle and held it up, like a trophy. "Or else," he said, "perhaps we 
should have a drink, instead?"

"No," shouted Sam, and before he knew what he had done he grabbed the hash oil and 
bounded away towards the cave. His legs felt like trees, rooted to the ground, though he 
was moving as fast as he could. They're going to shoot me, he thought, but then somehow 
he knew that they would not.

When he reached the cave, Sam ducked inside, slipped down a rock ledge and landed flat 
on his back. For a full minute he lay in total blindness while his eyes adjusted to the sudden 
dark. He was safe, for the moment, but he tried to determine the nature of his predicament. 
He had done nothing, really, except take back his bottle of hash oil . . .

Sam jumped to his feet and knocked his head sharply against the low stone ceiling, but the 
jolt seemed to restore his vision. He looked about him in the half light and found the Kahlua 
bottle cracked open on the ground in a thick pool of oil. He dipped his finger in the sticky 
liquid and licked it clean. Then he got down on all fours and began lapping up the puddle. 
There was a rustling outside near the mouth of the cave.

"Hey, Senor Gringo," one of the sailors yelled, "we found your mota, right here in this hole 
where you buried it. Come join us for a smoke." Then he heard a long shrill whistle and the 
bush bristled with heavy footsteps. Sam got off his knees and crouched towards the 
entrance, hugging the shadow of the wall.

A dozen men in blue suits were milling around outside the cave, talking in Spanish and 
laughing, and smoking dope out of huge bamboo pipes. Most of them wore pistols, though a 
few had rifles slung over their shoulders, and one carried a shiny machete with some kind 
of writing on the blade. The man with the machete turned towards the cave and blew a 
stream of smoke in Sam's direction, smiling a malicious grin. It was Ocho. Then gradually 
Sam began to recognize other faces—Tuga, and Yoli, and Dave.

"I thought you were drowned," Sam tried to say, but the words stuck in his throat. Then he 
watched in amazement as Dave's face slowly began to change shape and it was not Dave, 
but Ocho—they were all Ocho, a dozen Ocho's all dressed up in blue uniforms, smoking 
bamboo pipes and calling his name. . .

Then suddenly Sam remembered what it was he had read in Faith's dream book. It was 
something about being trapped in a cave with an invisible wall likeathickwindowthatyou 
could see through, but you couldn't leave, but there was a big bag of pot, and the more you 
smoked the thinner the window got until when you finished smoking it all up you could 
walk out of the cave, and through the grove, and into the sea. Sam looked over at the spot 
where the bottle had broken, but instead of the inky puddle he saw a large burlap sack, just 
like the one the grass had come in. His stomach sank to his feet, and for a second he 
thought he would be sick.

Sam sat down on a rock and tried to think. Faces flashed through his mind like slides on a 
blank screen; Ocho ... Dave ... Faith . . . Lorene ... Faith .. . How long would it take him to 
smoke up twenty-five kilos? He began to calculate. At ten grams a day, that was 3.65 
kilograms per year . . . that would be . . . how much?

"How much?"

The voice sounded familiar. It was his own. Sam set down the bamboo pipe which had gone
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out in his hand and looked around. Shafts of sunlight stabbed through the windows of the 
shady house, drawing long shadows across the wooden floor.

Tuga was still seated at the table, his brown arms folded on his chest. He raised his thick 
neck slowly and blinked his eyes as if he had been asleep. "It's very sweet, si?" he said. 
"For you, Senor Sam, I make it 1000 pesos cada kilo. Bueno, amigo, how much do you 
want?"
Sam glanced at Ocho, who grinned and winked at him. Then he turned to look at Faith, but 
her eyes were riveted to the poster on the wall. She looked like she was in another world.

—Eric Rosenblum



MUNSON GALLERY
MEMBER - ART DEALERS ASSOCIATION OF AMERICA. INC. 

653 CANYON ROAD. SANTA FE. NEW MEXICO 87501 

TELEPHONE 505-983-1657

SANTA FE WORLD TRA VEL INC.
116 GALISTEO STREET • SANTA FE. N M • 87501 * TELEPHONE (505) 9884463

Best wishes tothedass of1979!

a i^osada
Fe

A Soudiwestern Inn

One of Santa Fe’s 
great inns.

One of Santa Fe*s 
great restaurants.

330 E. Palace Ave. Santa Fe. 983-5800

64



|l\j^\,oO^ LUNCH
DAILY

11:30-2:00
24 VnRI€TI€S closcd

OF OM6L6TT6S
36 VnRI€TI€S OF HRMBURG6RS 

HOT SPINRCH 5RLRD. 
5PRNIKOPITR, QU6SRDILLRS 
RND OTH6R SP€aRUT€S.

• §
ft

231 WASHINGTON
POST OFPICE BOX 2105

SANTA FE, NEW MEXICO
87501

TOO €. Son Francisco Street
fot Lo Fondo) 983-2024

Lynnette MacGillivray Isabel Kuziel \Afe
SMALL

WORLD
TRAVEL

recognize
excellence.

P.O. Box 2101 Santa Fe
73 W. Marcy Street New Mexico 87501 XEROX

65



CLIFF’S LIQUORS

great books 
great booze

We are pleased 
to support the endeavors 

of one of the nation’s 
most unusual and distinguished 

institutions.

903 Old Pecos Trail 
988-1790

ofSantaJe
Want to improve your dialogue with your banker? 
Come in and ask our New Accounts Personnel 
about the special BANK of Santa Fe account 
offered to St. John's College faculty and students.

983-3374

SOUTHWEST
SAVIBiaS AND LOAN ASSOCIATION

Santa Fe Branch Santa Fe Home Office
403 W. Cordova Road 813 St Michael's Drive

9824466 9889701

THE
COMPOUND

TRAVEL HOLIDAY MAGAZINE AWARD 
"One of the oulstanding restaurants 

of the world”

()S ! CANYON KOAI) 
SANTA TE, NEW MEXICO 

S(IS-'m7-4tS i

66'



200 Old Santa Fe Trail 
Distinctive Sania I'c Lnnclies

Mon.-Sat. 11:30 a.ni. - 10:00 p.in. 
Reservations 983-2389

CCANCCCN113AL
STATICN

1 l)l(>ck soiilli Speclal(ics:lH)l Spltmcli Suliici/
fine Qiildics/Ivnc-iiil<las/ii(>inciiui(ic sonpsAlcsscrts/ 
oiir own cofl'cc blciul/

SontdS (jIaai & (V.
982-3828 DEALERS IN ALL KINDS OF GLASS 310 JOHNSON

Successful writing is 
communication from 
one person to another.

It’s the same 
with banking.

Putting you first keeps us first.

FIRST NATIONAL 
BANKof SANTA FE

Member Federal Deposit Insurance Co'-poratlon

67



A slagheap topography 
Of ideas and senses eroding 
Cutting space into an aging face 
A season of unexpected texture 
Chalk, columbine, the perfect skin 
Of a snake, shed and caught 
Between naked saltbush roots 
And the wind
Changeable weather these days 
Skies breathing, lifting and lowering 
With the sweet dark motion of 
A woman or a hawk

—Susu Knight
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