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COME DANCE WITH ME 

Scraping streams heedlessly 
Rub against earthen shores. 
Soft silt dissolves and flows 
Downstream towards the sea. 

The ice which freezes is teased 
By heat and rises to the sun, 
Which funnels cold into rainbows. 

All action flows into a womb of mud. 

"It has potential," said she. 

I said, "Uplift your moistened arms 
Towards the sky and stamp your feet 
In intricate melody. Feast 
The Gods who smile on lover's feats. 
A dancing smile will catch their peace." 

She rolled over and fell asleep, 
Enjoying active dreams. 

I took my pen in hand 
And carved a peg on which 
My mantle could be hanged. 

* Ian M. Harris 
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NOTES FROM A WINE TASTING 

CRY 

What is the point of this? 
I am here, a time-rooted presence: 
I try a bit of that glue-sniffing they call 
Wine, and flow in and out with loved 
And ugly neighbors. • • Ugly? 
0 beautiful, 0 flesh-invested mortals, 
Were we not one before the lmif e, Apartness 
Cut my soul and organs from you --
Forever? 

SMOKING 

It is difficult 
To put much originality into 
The puffing of a cigarette; as a matter 
Of fact, it becomes an imitation: 
To heave back, drawing 
On the stem, detach it, 
Letting smoke ooze reflectively 
From as near the midriff as possible. 

LOWEN BRAU 

That man 
Goes for the mug 
Like grabbing the tit 
Of a never-conquered woman; 
And it is only a fill-em-up-daily 
Cast-glass beer mug. 
Drink it ? 

BEGINNINGS 

Strange, in my age to feel 
Always more amorous; 
And so blind now, I cannot tell 
That woman's smile from her frowning. 

* Charles G. Bell 
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HIGH PafENTIAL 

My life in strange places. 
Night. I climb a bank and take 
A cut-off through some trees. 

The hum in the dark increasing. 

(In New York yesterday 
I saw my crazy Charlotte 
Penned up, ranting.) 

They loom in dim light, fenced with warning, 
Ringed tails upended, barbed 
Like hornets, humming. 

(A jet zooms over; somewhere fire is falling.) 

I think these Martian bees hatched our civilization; 
And I go past, as she would, past a policeman, 
Muttering against the curse, steeled against the sting. 

* Charles G Bell 
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A LECTURE ON· ETHICS, TO A STUDENT 

Far from any fireman 
On a dry Northumberland plateau 
A mansion burns. You 
Must certify the single rescue. Who 
Will it be: mother, lover, or Newton? 
The question stands there, like the cow 
On a peaceful Surrey field \\hich may 
Or may not still be there when you look away. 

Scalding makes boys smart. 
But only in middle age do students learn 
That arson is a subtle art 
And real mansions actually burn. 
Velvet and oak can be charred to dust 
From one sharp flicker of sulpherous lust 
And merely the mention 
Of heated passion can trap 
In flames the foolish lady who lives alone at the top 
Floor of even a fireproof mansion, 

In five or fifteen years you may discover 
That no lady and no lover 
No mother and no Newton leaps to safety. 
Yet you might be a person 
Who leaps from boyhood into boyhood 
Skipping the studies of the skills of arson. 
Who after a sunny day in the neighborhood 
Of a mansionless city, without love, 
Asks in all earnestness whether the philosopher should 
Or should not return to the cave. 

* Elliott Zuckerman 
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POEM 

Haughty, th~ sun 

defies sentry 

window-sill 

thunders 

into my room 

FLAS HING CRASHING 

gloom doomed 

and face to face 

in this place 

dares me to action 

addition subtraction 

dashing , the morning raids 

bed unmade 

the covers retreat 

the won't be beat 

evening calls 

the citadel falls 

pull tha shades 

* Mike Maddox 
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TO NADINE 

· GOlden circles expanding into glorious air! 

Jo~ thunderclaps, and I am deluged in sensation • . 
I celebrate the sun, and plunge, 
Devouring universes. I emerge, the black 
Is blinding, eyes dazzled by delight, 
And always~ 

GOlden circles expanding into glorious air! 

Whizzing round a crystal curve, 
I am immersed in cotton cloud, 
And tingled. Every pore embraces worlds. 
I Spirit-gallop, and with fugues 
I sing the face of God, 
Enveloped by 

Golden circles expanding into glorious air! 

Down now to currents, 
I dance across the nipples 
of Rhea's breast. 
I dive into her crimson womb, 
And hurtle up to galaxies. 
I kick a rock, and planets skit, 
Like pebbles over waves, 
I sing 

Golden circles expanding into glorious air! 

* Avron Alberts 
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And then the other day there was this cold, analytical fellow in my room 
and eager to converse and I was drunk and very poetic and cruel and 
having many words and the ability to talk without logic and rapidly and 
voluminously, so since I noticed that he didn't know love or anything 
about the world and had read Steppenwolf and identified with Steppenwoif 
and idolized Steppenwolf, I became the woman and decided to crush him and 
open him up and make him anew. I only succeeded in crushing him. I lied 
a lot for the sake of poetry. I told him that I went to Europe when I 
was a young man like himself and the second day I was there a beautiful 
woman with pained eyes and too many frown-lines for her age came up to me 
and said, "Are you American?" "Yes." "Have you come to Europe to be reborn?" 
"What do you mean?" "Well," she said, "maybe you've never thought aoout 
it. But haven't you come to Europe to learn to love, to learn to be 
enthusiastic, where you wouldn't be ashamed of it, where you thought 
you'd be allowed to love and to be enthused, where you thought there would 
be nobody to criticize you, to restrain you, to mock you., where you 
wouldn't feel ashamed to love and to laugh?" And she asked me to stay in 
her Belmondish room for two days, at the end of which at twelve o'clock 
midnight I would have to leave, and put those principles which I would 
learn (truths which I would discover) into practice. She taught me to be 
a mother, a father, a brother, a sister, a god, a son -- the Holy Ghost not 
changing my core of character but solidyfying the foundation, cementing it, 
and then building an Eiffel Tower founded on humor and constructed by 
love. She taught me that love was beautiful, and she laughed all the time, 
to illustrate the point. At twelve midnight of the second day I left and 
I cried. She said, as I was leaving, in a voice of desperate longing, 
"You know, mon cheri, that the only reason I had you up here was that I 
was tired of being used, beaten, disappointed, and shat upon by the kind 
of filthy bastard you'll probably turn out to be. I had you here because 
I decided to seduce one of you, to help you, to show you how to love me," 
••• then, "Get out," accompanied by a look of anguish and a pistol which 
she whipped out and pointed at me , and she added a gangsterishly snide "fast.~ 
I left, and I cried. I never thought such a beautiful woman could use such 
foul language. Not long thereafter I learned to curse, and then to laugh 
and to love. 

* Don Massell 
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POEIYI 

Glitter-gore of crucial gold, 

retch-warm spu~tered, 

spatters now 

the trumpet, arch, and vesture, 

flickered-slick. 

The viscid, gilty images of that 

which once did shriek forsook. 

stand dumb -

reeked precious by the precious, 

the unrecked dumb forsook. 

Where's an ore too dross to cast? 

What whoreson's saved the 

coarser wine for last? 

* Richard Sohmer 



FIVE HAIKUS 

Rain dripped off the clouds 

And fell into the steamy grass 

By the river. 

He cut his wrist -

Said he felt no pain -

Beneath a freckled nose 

Summer mouth 

Sticky kisses at the corners 

And \'ohile he spoke I bled to death. 

You will never learn 

To walk on water 

If you slip so much on mud. 

The saddest part of winter: 

When there is no one 

To hold my cold hand. 

* Ginny Sohmer 
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SPRil\!G AFFAIR 

The season was a salon-piece, with gems: 

A turn of phrase, a mordent, 

A stretch of fine sf ogato, 

Each peak prepared in sentimental judgment 

for bright comparison, unstrung, and strung, 

The jewels of a necklace. 

That season, here, for Cecily, 

Till summer struck. 

On afternoons in August and July 

The keyboard of her sensibilities, 

Her eight and eighty pitches of delight, 

Stood glued in the humidity 

And when she turned to sound a single tone 

To strike a key 

The keys on either side depressed themselves 

In crestless cacophony. 

* Elliott Zuckerman 

10 



XANTHIPPE 

If your life with me is the overflow 
of your other life, 

If I get the remnants of your love -
the bitter pulp 

And if the sweetness of your mind has been 
trafficked in the bazaar, beautifully 
displayed at your stall, 

And if you have been prodded and tickled and 
caressed by your admirers, 

Tell me, my dear, if the sadness in the song 
of the crow is a teachable thing. 

* Ginny Sohmer 
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no gl(what-the-hell)amourous he 

no non-conformist bad hat 

(she discovered) 

just (christ, is that all?) 

dirty (.) 

* Richard Sohmer 
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THE YES OF SPRING 

The hidden world holds the child safe 
From grown-ups' anger and dragons' bite. 
While Tl1ey talk, she ceremoniously eats 
Strawberry ice cream, surreptitiously 
Sucking ragged, red lumps on a curled 
Tongue. Tbe secret of cold floor boards 
On bare feet; the dreams of pigtailed 
Girls sprawled behind raspberry canes, 
To chew raw rhubarb and read fat books; 
And The Place by the spring, all are 
Protection from the wrath of the 
Unmentionable and from secret sins. 

Until, kneeling to loosen the earth 
Around a purple-tipped white crocus, 
She sees the flower die. Now 
A caterpillar is a caterpillar, and not 
A red and black woolly bear. The blight 
Ridden garden is enthralled by perpetual 
Winter; and the sterile sky stares 
Fixedly at a crooked yew guarding 
A few palsied chrysanthemums and a 
Leaf choked birdbath. A starling speaks 
From the cinder path as a bushy-tailed 
Rat of a squirrel flattens to leaves. 

The child braced against the summer 
House hugs her knees thinking of death: 
"To escape and die through denial, 
By cultivating the now of ceaseless youth 
To dance and sing in gold and magenta pants, 
Until like an aged parrot, I am eaten by moths; 
Or swaying high on a suspension bridge 
To triumphantly curse the universe and leap 
Into the polluted river. 
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To escape and die through self embraced madness 
By drinking tea from a rose-tipped cup. While 
Candles flicker and gregorian monks chant, 
Wooden bears and trolls from a distant 
Black for est walk the shelf. Perhaps 
If I could become one with the pattern 
On my persian rug, I might understand •••• 
Meanwhile I sit playing my violin 
And waiting for my orange tree to blossom. 

To risk victory and die through caring, 
That seeing death, can love 
A curled-up woolly bear caterpillar, 
Small in t_he cup of my hand; 
To die as the crocus qies to death 
In Spring." Freed by love, 
I can unashamedly face the nakedly 
Suffering blue eyes of one who loves, 
And dance in the garden of death and crocuses. 

* Molly Mattf ield 
Winner of Hallmark-Kansas City 

Poetry Pr:tze 1966 



This year the St. John's life-class was 
fortunate in attracting a considerable number 
of talented artists including several profes
sionals. Our few reproductions can give no 
idea of the range of talent represented in the 
class. In choosing them we naturally gave 
priority to the work of St. John's students 
and were also guided by questions of suitabil
ity in terms of size and technique. However, 
while we make no claim to show the "best" 
work done this year, I think that it is good 
work and reflects something of the variety and 
spontaneity of the group. Several of the draw
ings chosen were done in five minutes. most 
of them took less than twenty. 

* James Gilbert 
Artist in Residence 


