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Disengage 
Silver ash,

Second stage rocket 
Dissolves
Into faded blue expanse.

The chalice is raised,
And tipped.

Amber Wet
Slithers over polished crystal 
Like Mercury 
Into our brains.

Looking into your eyes
1 see
Myself
Reflected within endless mirrors.

1 Chuck Reuben



Where do these silences reach? The scene 
Is that of a farewell’s collapse. Is it 
the last grope in a powdered black night?
Was it torn from the perilous grasp of the trees? 
Surely I seemed like another stretched face 
Asking to hold a last favored glance 
Ripped from the edges of long shattered night. 
It fell from bright sense, was paralyzed sight— 
Oh smooth memory, the pale drops run thin.

O. Goldin

Honey hung from her lips 
In strands like golden spider webs.
She spooned it.
Sticky-sweet,
Into her wide, red mouth.
Greedy as a child, she is not as innocent.

The morning sun shone 
And her webs sparkled.
Catching and keeping 
My eyes.
That red mouth once, smiling,
Caught my soul.

She sat across the breakfast table, 
Dripping sweetness,
(Bitterness)
In honey,
(Words)
From a mouth 1 dread to kiss.

Kathie Goff
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Courtship

unskilled 
my arms
strange about your waist 
the light was behind you 
and diffused 
I remembered
a boy in school when I was small:

he had white curly hair 
and I
for awhile
thouglit of marrying him, 
or maybe 
kissing his mouth.

Alison Bundy

Therese

Grandfather’s hands are cold on my neck, 
and smell of oranges.
He pulls at the snarls in my hair
as though they could be undone with the sharp comb,

as thougli they were in his strong, tangled nets.
No fine braid this morning;
I will enter the schoolyard amid cries 
of scarecrow, scarecrow!

I dreamed of cutting Grandfather’s head, 
like a small, shrivelled apple, 
from his neck, 
slicing bloodless veins.
There was a dull noise as it fell to the floor.
His voice whispering to the finished boards.

1 will walk to school watching balanced clouds, 
thinking of a woman’s voice.

Alison Bundy
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Faded Lace

Empty smiles 
hanging dim and dusty 
in the parlor 
Teacups
balanced on aged knees.
A shaft of watery sunlight falls 
between yellow curtains 
of once white lace.
I shift my gaze a little 
and see
Those smiles hang on 
bleached white skulls 
Ladies knees of ivory bone.
The teacups clatter to the floor 
And the silence fills 
with pale sunliglit.

Miriam S. Huaco

Travelling northward on a bus,
I watch through the haze at
hungry horses eating,
heads lowered in the hay.
Nearby, their watermelon load,
delivered,
sits neatly stacked,
row upon row.

J. Faerman





Did you ever have a naked dream?
Mountaineering in the thin air
While your canteen drained a vital strength into
your depleted heart?
And your packstraps digging in with a pain, more pleasant, 
upon reflection, than any idle hopes, or a dissolved dream? 
Keep walking in exhaustion, it can only help.
What’s waiting back at home is far away.
Could you ever return?

Mitchel Eisenstein

Long before
the grey light of dawn 
i lay on the ground, 
unsleeping.

Aware of motions 
but not awake 
to their causes, 
i move not, 
hoping to grasp 
with alacrity 
the meaning 
of these movements.

The tall pine
above me whispers, 
and the cool night air 
tells me soft,
“morning comes.”

And i hear the voice 
of the earth, around, 
and within.
as i lay on pine needles, 
unsleeping.

Robert Ray



Snow Song

hey ya .
liee 

hey ya 
hee

all around me 
singing bright 
all surround me 
landing light

hey ya 
hee 

hey ya 
hee

the life of snow 
singing bright 
i turn to snow 
landing light

hey ya 
hee 

hey ya 
hee

the spirit is cold 
i live in its warmth 
icover the land 
and let it rest

hey ya 
hee 

hey ya 
hee!

Robert Ray



The Jealous Lover’s Hornpipe

Nobody lives forever not even me.
You, on the other hand, will sail on 
Bedsheets to the wind ‘til the end of time.

"Red sky in the morning, sailors take warning. ”
You capture a few for your cabin and crew 
And a few more just to keep you company . . .

"Red sky at night...”
While the sailors delight

F You stand by the mast, your aching wrists
I Lashed to the wheel, with the moon in your eyes
f And the smell of the sea in your hair

Wondering, “Columbus . . . how did he feel?”
^ Or even righteous Noah, on his mountaintop
I Beneath the bow, as he watched all the animals go out

Two by two, two by two 
To recover the earth.

Mose Graves

Hr
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To the Song-Maker

Man of sea wave’s changing flow 
With eyes of sea-green em’rald glass 
Sing your songs of others’ loves 
And lives you’ve lived while sleeping fast

Crow with time, for time begets man
And change need not be wrong
All things change
Some things grow
Singer, grow with your song

Spin a web, an aura round 
And dream your dreams of children’s sleep 
Shrouded, search for a man-child’s good; 
Time’s cost is love for those you meet

Ocean-like, for ocean wrought 
A song of change plays on your lips.
Down the pathway clothed in mist 
The piper for the children be

Maker of songs, with ballad life 
Cry, lor last year’s songs are gone 
1 ime has come for new songs growing 
1 ide has come to take you on.

'S"

Shoshana Friedman



Once Upon A Time

Yesterday’s warm wine.
Tomorrows dreams.
Gentle memories by the stream.

Where did all the time go?
Why did we let the love grow? 
Everyone is judged for himself.
His merits, ideals. The way he feels.

But, then some need their walls.
Some don’t answer when love calls.
1 love you Just enough to 
Let you go. Set you free. Leave.

Yesterday’s warm wine.
Tomorrow’s dreams.
Gentle memories by the stream.

Good-byes have been said.
Dusty love letters reread.
We’ll steal one more night.
Not unreal; it has that feel.

True, we two remained 
But, the lovers were gone. 
Evaporated, absorbed in the light. 
When dawn came: only we remained.

Hangin-on is salt in the wound.
It shouldn’t have ended this soon.
I’ll neither dream nor forget.
Don’t want to! Luturc: no blues.

Yesterday’s warm wine.
Tomorrow’s dreams.
Gentle memories by the stream.

Michael James
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EXCERPT FROM “ALIVE IN THE CELTIC MYTHOS”

Leif Erikson had not yet stumbled onto a land past Greenland and 
the anonymous Anglo-Saxon had not yet written the epic poem of Beowulf; 
the poor and passive Nazarene had not yet committed himself to death at 
the hands of his kinsmen and in fact had not even been born among the ani
mals in the village of Bethlehem; Alexander had not yet entered Persepolis 
and Socrates had not yet given his defense to the charge of corrupting the 
minds of the young and believing in deities of his own invention before the 
Athenian court that would later condemn him to death from a chalice of 
hemlock; the Olympic Games had not yet been born and Confucius had not 
yet begun his wanderings from feudal court to feudal court preaching respect 
for tradition, morality and duty; Gwydion, the British Celtic god who was 
the “druid to the gods,” had not yet descended from his place of divinity to 
become King Arthur in ensuing legends.

This was a time before the gods met their deaths, when the eldest 
were at the height of their power and their new children were spawned con
tinually as heroes and as gods in their own right. Often, gods became en
amoured with themselves or mortals. At such times the distinction between 
divine and mortal became tenuous and indistinct at best. Such was the 
nature of the world at the time. Gods had divided the world among them
selves and governed it according to their disposition ~ a disposition often 
more mortal than divine.

“What do you mean, 1 have no animal comparable to the White
horned Bull of my husband’s herd? 1 have holdings equal in every way to 
his! There must be an animal I can enter against his in the competition.”

“Nay, my Queen.” The man who spoke wore crudely tanned and ill- 
fitting hides. His face was scarred and layered with what was, undoubtedly, 
a permanent layer of topsoil. Me smelled of dung and sweat even though he 
had taken care to bathe in the river and rub the wet sand into his skin to try 
to liberate the various things he played host to. Despite the fact that he had 
dressed himself in the very same unwashed clothes he had removed before 
his toilet, which contributed in no small way to his aroma, he was still filthy.

The woman he spoke to bore herself according to her title. She was 
tall and ruggedly featured, a large-framed woman who must have weighed 
twelve stone and stood over six feet tall, with eyes the color of frozen sea 
water. Despite her formidable appearance she was every inch a woman with 
no extra weight anywhere and a figure that turned every man’s head. A sen
suous woman indeed and certainly a source of pleasure to the king.

But even the pleasures of sex had waned and now, steeped in bore
dom, they sought their pleasures in competition. This time they were com
paring their holdings so that some measure of superiority could be determined 
and one would have the satisfaction of material power over the other.



It was now the unpleasant duty of the poor, smelly herdsman to 
report an inadequacy in Queen Medb’s stock. Somehow the King and Queen 
of Connaught were apparently unequal.

“You have no bull to match the White-horned in King Ailill’s herds, 
great Queen.” The herdsman groveled even more, sure that he would die in 
the next instant. “There is only one animal in all of Ireland that could be 
its equal. In the herds of Daire ol Cualgne it is said there is such an animal. 
Daire has the Brown Bull of Ulster.”

“Then 1 must have it!” As she spoke. Queen Medb punctuated the 
sentence with a sharp kick to the prostrate herdsman’s kidneys. The herds
man scuttled crab-like from the room, despite the agony, with hope of keep
ing at least one kidney intact.

Regaining her composure, Medb summoned attendants to her cham
ber and ordered them to Daire’s court.

“Be off,” she commanded, “and request one year’s loan of that bull. 
Tell him that at the end of that year, in addition to the return of the Brown 
Bull, he shall have a loan fee of fifty heifers; and if anyone in Ulster should 
think ill of giving up so precious an animal for even a short time, then ask 
Daire to come with the animal and he shall have an estate equal to his pre
sent holdings, a chariot equal in value to twenty-one slave girls, and 1 shall 
grant him a place in my bedchamber, as well.”

This was the message that Daire received in Cualgne and so generous 
did he deem the offer to be (especially the more intimate pleasures it implied) 
that he would have gladly loaned the prize animal had not one of Medb’s 
messengers become too cordially involved with strong drink at the evening’s 
entertainment and boasted that Medb would have taken the Brown Bull by 
force, had not Daire agreed to lend the animal of his own free will.

At this, Daire was so angered (and disappointed) that he had Medb’s 
messenger thrown from the hall and swore Medb would never have the 
Brown Bull.

When Medb’s messengers returned and reported the results ot their 
mission, the Queen of Connaught, furious at Daire’s refusal and her messen
ger’s stupidity, vowed that she would take the Brown Bull oi Ulster by force, 
whatever the cost.

Thus the sequence of events that led the divine, near-divine, merely 
immortal, and heroic of Ireland into a battle known as the Tain Bo Chuailgne 
which came to be called the Irish Iliad.

H. Corson Bremer
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excerpt from a narrative poem:

1943: A fire-spirit Woman

Life had always been catching at moments in the storm. 
Desire in the walnut wood, the unwanted and alarming 
Child whose bicycle she rode, the patched marriage 
Of a pregnant schoolgirl to a would-be farrier.
Who must now, having played at Vulcan, wear the horns— 
Past and present it hung like a snake together.

Her grandfather too had broken the land 
Girdling trees and burning for corn 
In fat valleys of the hai-vest home.
And her westward father had gullied the soil 
And loved her mother on his whistling hill,
And poured blood east in a wilder cause 
To return “a veteran of foreign whores,”
Searing her memory with houseless fire 
In the trailer camps of his wanderings;
Then sheering off to bring other wives 
Cuttings from his tree of waste.
That was her father’s war and this was hers;
Those were his gullies and these were hers;
And she was his orphan and she remembered hers.

Charles Bell
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To the Frenchman

the flower of law is
the brand of justiee;
the dark sear orbed
in the half-light of night.
the mark of passion with reason
at war; broiling as the smoke
of fresh flesh singed
by the coaled iron of fate.

the sign a finger of steel 
impressed on imprisoned life 
for deeds the face could not eye; 
could not light regard 
in the wheel of mattered time.

the upper left arm site
for the mark of transgression;
the neck, the target
for the blade to commend the shade
to Charon’s ark cutting a right wake
for the other side.

Dean McCollum
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de rei historia

Concerning the history of the thing 
its genesis or whether it had one 
I cannot say much or whence it came 
Kxplosively spontaneous, but 
its eidos I know or see or sense 
what it looks like or maybe is.

tlie spectacle conjures the knowing smile 
leering even maybe hateful 
certainly not understanding 
two men
whose circumstance 
unprovided for in Eden’s orchard 
entwined
eye with piercing eye
heart with heart
soul with what is all-alike in all
talking and laughing and causing the laughter
among the far-removed from wiser times
not understanding
or wanting to
a Socrates

Ageless Unity a kind of god 
All and Nothing Is and Becoming 
Spirit Cicist in the geisticss world 
Waiting and There Present 
In Men 
Two
Old and Young and Eternal 
Beginnings never conceived 
Ends not anticipated

Truly
a spectacle not to be missed 
on the midway full of wonders 
most wonderful of all 
two men
defying the limits of time and trying
mid-earth
to touch
gracefully
the private parts of Cod. Carosella



PhiUippus Theophrastus Paracelsus

Great student of artistic Allchemy,
Thou visionary groom of Vulcan’s shows;
The ancient wisdom of the planet grows 
In finding gold transmuted mercury.
The purity of metals teaches thee,
Who arcane insight of the Spirit knows,
That better mint of psyche also flows 
From studying the art of chemistry.

Destruction can perfect that which is good.
This holds as well for clarity of thought:
The quest for wisdom often comes to nauglit 
For those who search as Masters claim they should. 

“Obscurum per obscurius” — ‘tis true:
The straight and easy road is found by few.

M. Slopcr
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What is it that the wind 
Is trying to tell me?
The message is urgent, I know";
The dancing pine tells me so.

The sun beyond the hill
Has been forgotten by the sky, '
And all is dark; only
The moon remembers, silent.

Silent, and never will she tell 
The sun’s song to us, yet 
Tonight she bears witness 
To the cool wind’s song.

Time is a myth, time is a myth.
Over and over again, eternally 
The wind tells this message 
But I hear only the words.

Tonight, with the moon and 
Trees as companions in dance.
The wind invites, implores me 
To dance deeper than words.

Implores, urges with undying vigour 
bor anyone to listen deeply.
Silently, and drink of life 
Untouched by man and his gods.

Do you hear? The wind is calling 
fo join the dance and that has no myth.
No time; that which is sacred 
But I hear only the words.

(Oh, that the night might give me its calm strength. 
And ease my mind from the sun’s intense day.)
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The dark of the night knows the deepest songs, 
The stars whisper of sublime existence.
Silence is the common bosom of stars 
And men; utter vastness a mystery 
Which challenges the spirit to wonder.

When humans have viewed the heavens with awe 
Civilizations have been born’ and died 
With the emergence of complacency.
In the stillness of the night, the disease 
Is clearly man’s, this painful ignorance 
Of the decadent nature of pleasure 
And stale memories of awe and joy.

Might humanity heal its damaged mind.
And listen to the silence of heaven?

Donald Dennis

Passionate Athens

Reason is passionate when young.
Fresh, as with a mathematician 
Before his vitality is sapped 
By the domination 
Of the machines of the mind;
Or like Socratic Athens
Where Reason emerged from the womb:
Out of darkness, searching for light;
Innocent steps, an immature yet graceful movement 
To find transcendant order.
To penetrate the mystery.

Here, now, can our mind find the fountain 
From which sane, passionate reason is born.
(And let die this cage built of time)?

Donald Dennis

ti;! lo _

Here, today, can Athens be reborn 
And find the immortal liglit?
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5 Pennies & A Dime

5 stories of Helen, 5 stories of fate, 5 stories of rounded corners and 
of late night diners that have no names, I stir the coffee up and hear the few 
trucks wind by on the interstate—
—I dig in a pocket for coin, the waitress is too old -her endless faces say 
“don’t wait . . . don’t wait . . .don’t wait’’ —
—I’d leave the tip except I’m tapped out to 5 cents and a dime —
- 1 leave the dime—who needs pennies anyhow? “Shit,” I think to myself 
when I get back out to the night, “I’m glad I know which way the doors 
close.” I’d rather be outside—1 carry my blanket roll over my shoulder, and 
with my hands deep inside my pockets 1 become the 3 A.M. road to Salinas, 
Kansas and I just don’t mind a bit if 1 have to walk the whole damn way and 
I’m thinking about the waitress, the coffee and her face—and you know she 
doesn’t have a fate—that it’s all inside your mind and it’s dark as Hell out 
here, sometimes even when it’s light. But what’s the difference between 5 
pennies and a dime anyway? Just 5 stories of Eden, 5 stories of fate, 5 stories 
of rounded corners and of late night diners that have no names ... 
just 5 ways to fade away . . .
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Phone Call

Talk to me, the small voice cries to no one in particular.
Give me your words since you have nothing else to give. But 
there is only silence and the metallic clicking of being put 
on hold.

Deep rolling silence. This is death. Against the edge of 
being lies the dark inkfling) of nothing. Being lies.
Nothing is an absurdity. No thing is; nothing is not.
Being lies.

What kind of monster am I, who knows better than to know? 
Smothersmother. Have you done this to me? Or did eye see 
only what was wanting?

(C)lever against the pain. Pull it out, put it away. Commit it. 
Yet, all ways there. Pain is a part of same. Not another hole.

This is all, death. There is an end. A that for the sake of witch.

Springs dry up even though water flows down. Bven the sad is 
funny because of what it (de)means.

Abandon me. A ban on me. Who’s done what to whom? Does even 
that finally matter. Odd questions for an I that cannot see to ask.

Can you speak? No, but I can spell. Little ones to conjure up 
some screams.

Writer. Right-her. Is that what this means? An other question 
when answers travel in cognito. Make an end, then, and grant 
extreme unction. But you’ve been there before. A place not to be 
faced again.

Then no answer. No one’s home. Yes, thank you operator. I’ll 
call back before it’s too late. Die-all tone.

Janis E. White
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Phoenix General Hospital

Concrete building full of windows: 
night makes mirrors of the glass.

See yourself in windows 
suspended in the glass.

See yourself in all the windows, 
far away and closer 
in windows through the windows, 
you looking back at you.

There are patients here
with withered skin and sunken eyes
just
like
ghosts.

See the ghosts in all the mirrors 
staring back at you.
See their faces, clear as ice, 
cold as death,
bodies tattered, torn by pain
shabby skin and sunken eyes
Just
like
ghosts.



A Dream of Synthesy

Wing-robed passion, master of night 
the renaissance all wise men feared, 
he now incants and gods transmute 
water in air and fire in earth; 
vapour to form, in re-creation.

Bill Hecht

I am discontent.
One ziggy fly buzzes 
around my dark room, 
alighting on my toe. 
Wiggle, toe, wiggle.
My armpits itch.
1 am discontent.

D. Langlois

When all the earth is lulled 
and none save the birds are not earth-bound. 
Wind is a word whose sound slips 
through the lips with a gentle whistle.

Jennifer Liepe
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The riff s of fragments passing sore 
remembered fingers knowledge are;
Though stress unthought they rise through ways 
so smoothed with use the stops fall out 
like bubbles burst. New membered sound 
that phantom makes a dream to ache.

The night of body’s soaring time 
ingrained in muscles feeling mind 
give back the rhythm lovers make 
while heartbeat murmurs melody.
Yet one is here no longer two
blind muscles sound the dreams in flight.

So child’s remembered dreams are real 
when walking ceilings, flying low, 
for membered new when grown so old 
that metnory lies in pulsing time; 
within the vessels phantoms rise 
to play the body made new yet gone.
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the carcanets at the marketplace,
the fish, the gifts and me;
tlie substance, streets and flesh (and bone),

the jeweler’s privilege, touching stone;
hot canopies and wooden bins,
the devil’s dogs and Nietzsche s men,

the honing oil and leather straps, 
the skin and straw, and blade the same, 
the sky a blue silk baldachin

whose herd beneath live petlect sin, 
the crutches and prismatic thread, 
the butter and the whoring bed;

though the diplomatic poniard slips 
between the bastard ribs of hate, 
still the jellied bodies burn;

I speak of death as love unlearned.

Nigel Ilinshelwood



A LETTER TO THE WHOLE PEOPLE OF THE UNITED STATES 
BY ONE IN AN UNUSUAL POSITION

In a time of cried-up causes, tlie din raised by advocates of our vari
ous national policies being matched only by those who clamor to oppose 
them, with the result that a chaos of unpleasant noise is rudely deposited on 
the doorstep of the American public, 1 have deliberated a great white on 
whether to break my silenee with the undertaking of this letter. Especially 
on a subject so inflammable as our present war in Viet Nam, I thought it 
more prudent to refrain from unadvisedly stating personal views, seeing all 
that could possibly be said on either side of the issue must long since have 
been expostulated and refined upon countless times. Silence has, therefore, 
been my observance until such time as my acquaintance with what has al
ready been uttered on this awkward subject had been made complete. And if 
my comprehensive knowledge had not obliterated all last doubts that the 
view to be set forth in this letter is unique, I would not have written it.

Before launching into the main of what I have to say, I should like 
to extend a lormal apology to the public for laying one more opinion before 
them, who have been so greatly abused with words in this debate. But I am 
cheered by the assurance that whoever is still able to persevere for the very 
tew minutes required to read these pages, will concur with me that the pro
posal broached in them should solve most of the domestic difficulties which 
plague the continuance of our war effort.

I hope I may be allowed to preface the proposal with remarks drawn 
from my personal experienee, since that is very much the fashion of contem
porary writers on both sides of the issue. It is only recently that time and 
circumstance, in ways that were unforeseeable as well as improbable, have 
altered radically my station in society. A few short weeks ago, I was a person 
whom many of you would have considered detestable. Photographs I have 
kept with me through the reverses of these months recall to mind the image 
of a young man who was in all outward respects untidy. Since the day which 
ended my responsibility to my family in this matter of appearance, which 
was my graduation from college some months ago, not only had my hair re
mained uncut, but also I had abstained from combing or washing it. It goes 
without saying that I had raised up as much of a beard as was possible at that 
stage of maturity. It should tiot be difficult for some of the more widely 
traveled readers to supply further detail to their mind's eye, for persons such 
as I was are no longer a rarity in this country. I wore sandals but not stock
ings, corduroy trousers but no underwear, and a sweatshirt by itself. My 
reason for this, which served my companions as well, was to avoid with the 
utmost stiictness any sort of hypocrisy, even in clothing, where persons 
often seem to be wearing some garment visible and obvious to all their 
fellows, but in fact arc using it to conceal other articles of a very different 
nature worn in secret beneath the fafse surface they fob off on the public.
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Sucli duplicity in any area of life was to us, and I might add, is still to me 
although I have become isolated from my former companions, insupporta
ble. My memories of that period in my life, and sympathies which are not 
yet extinct, may also confirm for the large number who shall be reading 
these lines ignorant of the sentiment which compels such behavior, that it 
was this same exacting honesty which forbade us to cut our hair, shave our 
beards, wash our feet, clean our fingernails or perform any other action 
intended to engender the impression that we were something other than 
what nature had made us.

Those who have never until now encountered the reasonableness of 
persons such as 1 describe in a first-hand report will be interested to learn 
that it was this same unflinching honesty which enabled me to be a person of 
unquestioned moral innocence. It is possible to write thus candidly only now 
that this is no longer completely true. I trust a digression will be forgiven me, 
so that 1 may explain briefly what is meant by this much-obscured tenn 
‘moral innocence.’ It is this: that those precepts we acknowledge to be of 
general validity for humankind, concerning the recognition of individual 
worth, social responsibility, and other such delicate themes, be brought to 
bear by each of us onto the respective realities of our lives. This formula, or 
one roughly like it but learned in some other university, suffices to make 
clear the essence of the creed which then prompted and justified our conduct.

A further digression is necessary here to elaborate for the uninformed 
what sort of people constitute that body with which I was once so closely 
associated. When I tell you plainly that we who formed the core of our 
society were graduated from university or hoping to sometime, and that it 
was there most of us ran across the formula of moral innocence 1 have 
already mentioned, 1 do not write with intent to overawe those who are 
ignorant with the superior insights of education, but only to make explicit 
the realities of our lives to which we were applying those insights. Then, as 
now, the two broad choices facing a young man upon graduation were mili
tary service, nearly all other routes of entry into our society having been 
obstructed, or, on the other hand, non-entry. At the time 1 struggled with 
that decision, the factor which turned the scales for myself and for many of 
my contemporaries was the unacceptability of the obligation in the army to 
wear undergarments, and to wash and otherwise alter our natural constitu
tions. Surely the repulsiveness of this regulation is understandable for the 
reasons I have already stated. Rather than eompromise the honesty so dearly 
cherished, some of the more morally courageous of us at length followed our 
ideals and adopted the alternative of non-entry, although it meant exposing 
our persons to considerable dangers arising from the hostility of society 
toward us.

Other employments having been eliminated, there was adequate time 
for the exercise of our moral innocence. It descended, as it has often enough 
in ages previous to this one, upon the actions of those who had succumbed 
to the easier and safer route bf military service. As they had determined to
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associate themselves with an organization to which in principle we were 
squarely opposed, it was not difficult to conclude their actions were immoral.

If they had only harmed themselves, abstinence would have sufficed 
to absolve any guilt we might have incurred by being members of the same 
society. But we had good reason to think they were not only wreaking havoc 
upon their own heads, but were also doing harm to other people through 
their engagement in the present war. Although I may not digress so far in 
this letter as to discuss the war in detail, suffice it to say our commitment to 
morality drove us at this juncture into protest, there being no other means of 
applying universal precepts to our daily lives. And so it was that I busied 
myself, along with other persons similarly destitute of means, in the sign 
carrying, the protest marching, and the petition signing which has come to 
be a symptom of our time.

There is an irony in the course of human affairs which allows an indi
vidual to form his basic views on life without foreknowledge of the particular 
events he will be involved in. Thus I existed in the condition 1 have described, 
reasonably certain that my life would be continued in that good fellowship.’ 
It is not without emotion that 1 look back upon that day when the edge of 
fate did fall, severing me from all 1 had held dear. A few days earlier the 
burning of my draft card had taken place, and by virtue of this sacrifice I 

•was admitted to the most intimate circle of our society. But that short-lived 
enjoyment was brouglit to an abrupt end by the delivery of a single letter. As 
persons in my condition did not often receive letters, even the most hostile 
of readers will be able to imagine the trembling which accompanied the 
opening of this one, and to feel, albeit at one remove, the flood of relief 
which rushed over my fears as 1 realized it was not what I had thouglit. To 
be sure, it was from the government, but no, it was not that.

Now it often happens that men, in the management of their private 
lives, are blinded to the presence of a greater danger by the surge of relief 
that comes from having escaped a lesser one. And at that time I did not 
realize the graver consequences of this news about my inheritance, kindly 
brought to my attention by the revenue department. If I had known the 
changes in appearance and opinion, and the loss of friendship I was to under
go because of it, I would have never replied.

I shall not burden the reader with details about the extensive indus-i 
trial estate which was thrust upon me, except to mention the circumstance 
which occasioned this reverse in my fortunes. A distant uncle, himself having 
no heirs, had made me, for lack of other prospects, the beneficiary of his 
will. 1 must confess that until his unexpected death, 1 was hardly aware of 
the relation between us. And certainly no one had bothered to inform me 
about the will. I can write, with still a degree of that former honesty which 
was once so natural with me, that those tax forms were the first news of it I 
had.

It is none of my intention to disparage the revenue department, but 
at the time I was somewhat put off by what appeared to be brashness on its
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part. Its representative, who arrived a few days after the letter, insisted on 
relieving me of a sizable portion of the estate, none of which I had yet seen. 
The urgency with which he pressed the case had, in fact, sound reasons be
hind it. These were clarified for me in the ensuing discussion, and had been 
neglected at the outset only because he assumed everyone already knew 
them. I was given to understand that whereas the monies were necessary for 
the pursuance of the Viet Nam war, and whereas the profits of my estate 
from contracts for war materials was six percent greater than the taxes he 
had requested, and whereas six percent has always been thought an accepta
ble return on invested money in any age, it would be in my interest to pay 
him directly, and to look upon the money not as lost, but as invested in 
what is almost a sure thing, which I did.

I suspect many readers are puzzled as to why 1 allowed myself to be 
thus far implicated in such affairs, when a few weeks ago I had protested so 
vehemently against them. It is with a shame only partially excused by the 
forcefulness of habits 1 acquired when I knew no better, that I confess I 
thought it was an L S D dream. No other drug could produce an absurdity of 
this magnitude, and I congratulated myself with immoderate satisfaction for 
having retained my judgement amid hallucinations of such life-like intensity. 
Moreover, 1 was exuberant at having got a dose that lasted days on end — a 
rare thing, that, in these days when quality in consumer goods js so much a 
matter of chance.

Coming to my senses was a process of more pain than I care to set 
down in a public letter. Most helpful in my deliverance from these agonies 
were the three or four men, managers of my estate, who attended to my 
affairs with circumspection and aided my person in the transformation re
quired by this new station in life. It was they who suggested the purchase of 
a business suit, and patiently instructed me until 1 saw the wisdom of the 
quiet blue one. And these same friends selected the tie pin 1 now consider to 
be an inseparable part of myself, and advised me to choose the panatella 
shape in cigars before I myself could have known.

Just as we cherish a piece of fine china all the more if it bears some 
minor mark of imperfection, whereby we are reminded that it was fashioned 
by a craftsman and not a machine, so I hold these men in greater esteem for 
the one opinion they opposed me in, which is the question of haircuts and 
other body hygiene. And yet even in this they have prevailed upon me with 
the argument that the well-being of my estate would depend upon my 
actions in this matter, since so much regard is given these things in the world 
of big-business. This disparity between what I do and what 1 think has been 
the demise of my moral innocence, and I am deeply troubled by it. Still, I 
have come to realize that tliis is the price one pays for greatness in the world. 
Even the most dense reader will see that in an extended sense, it is our 
responsibility as holders of power to make these concessions with ourselves.

Without the subtleties of thouglit I have attained to as a result of re
ceiving my inheritance, 1 could never have come to appreciate the wisdom of
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the six percent argument, nor to disregard the fact that my initial acceptance 
of it was thought to be transacted in a drug dream. Although it is now trying 
for me to preserve equanimity in the face of anti-war protest, the remem
brance I have of myself some weeks previously has left me with a sympathy 
for the protesters, which 1 believe to be one reason my present position is 
unusual. I am convinced they mean well, and yet a man who has never stood 
at the summit of worldly affairs may not expect for himself the same view of 
things as one who has. Can the protesters be supposed to see the essential 
sanity of our six percent policy in Viet Nam lies in its being a part and not 
the whole of our foreign policy? And that it is only the proceeds from this 
war which enable us to pay out money in those other countries of the world 
where it is so desperately needed for the defense of freedom? If Viet Nam 
falls, then all of Southeast Asia falls with it, and Latin America, and Africa, 
and we have no reason to hope we ourselves shall remain when these others 
are gone. It is vexing for me and my associates to be obliged to watch the 
almost daily parades of those arguing against the very battles being fought in 
their behalf. And yet the lack of perspective they exhibit with regard to the 
hard facts of foreign policy can be pardoned by the low position they 
occupy in society, which is more than can be said for the handful of senators 
who labor under similar delusions.

I would not have allowed myself to divulge this much of my personal 
experience if 1 were not convinced that the value of it for the nation as a 
whole would be immediately obvious. My understanding and sympathy for 
those on either side of the war issue, gotten througli first-hand acquaintance 
with both factions, is not often to be found in a member of our society, and 
yet it is this very sort of insight which must form the basis of any sane pro
posal for solving the conflict of opinion which has nearly paralyzed our 
national debate on the war. And 1 tell you in all humility that the rare nature 
of my experiences has qualified me as one more closely identified with and 
better able to understand the interests of our nation than any other person I 
have met or heard of. It is with this in mind that 1 have taken up the pen to 
suggest a small change in our present policy which would remove most of the 
domestic dissensions we are all so discouraged about.

A more naive person would probably urge at this point that those on 
either side of the issue should try to come to some new understanding about 
the war by exercizing their powers of sympathy towards men on the other 
side, such as 1 myself have done. But I can tell you flatly this would have no 
effect on a large scale, since it is not to be expected that most men are capa
ble of understanding the reasonableness of a position not their own merely 
through conversation or discussions with persons who actually do occupy 
those other positions. As we all know, words are not real things, and to ex
change only words will get us nowhere. A case in point is, again, my own life. 
Earlier, when 1 was protesting against the war, it was at least possible for me 
to converse with others who participated in the same demonstrations, and 
with whom 1 shared a broad common basis of sentiment and opinion. And 
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yet when I now approach my former comrades with all the old sympathies 
still alive, but altered by the insights gotten from my new position, I am 
reduced to silence and turned away with mutterings of ‘capitalist war 
.monger.’ It is small comfort to me personally to return to the office, where I 
am greeted politely, but knowing all the while that on Wednesday afternoons 
these friends meet each other at their golf courses and speak of me as ‘that 
peacenik.’ The great personal isolation I feel at being excluded from both 
sides by virtue of my membership in the other should suffice to make it clear 
that mere rational discourse is not going to help, for I doubt men less capable 
than myself can sunnount these same difficulties.

Now if there is one lesson to be learned from the experiences I have 
taken such pains to delineate for you readers, it is that men do not understand 
a position other than their own unless actually brouglit, through circum
stance or design, to occupy it themselves. For what compels a man most 
about any point of view is that he holds it himself. We need only grasp this 
fundamental truth, and recall the circumstance which changed my life so 
radically, to realize the direction in which a solution for our domestic dis
sensions is to be found. The circumstance I mean, of course, is the long- 
forgotten relation, distant as it was, to my uncle, through whose unexpected 
death 1 received my inheritance, and with it the good sense to accept those 
very views I had protested against. As agile as my mind is, it was not until 
the reality of power descended upon my person, that 1 could really compre
hend and sympathize with the long-range interest and moral responsibility 
we have in fighting this Viet Nam war. And I tend to think that the improve
ment 1 have noticed in myself is rare only because it has not been tried in a 
sufficient number of cases.

When we reflect upon the circumstance that a great majority of those 
who protest are related to those who ardently support the war, in some cases 
as intimately as father and son, and that it is only those who actually control 
our country’s industrial power who understand and have some share in our 
war policy, the problem seems almost to have solved itself. We need to no 
more than amend that passage in the present draft law which reads “. . .young 
men nineteen years of age to twenty-six years of age . . .” to read “. . .men 
who have male heirs twenty-six years of age of younger . . .” The advantage 
of this proposal is perhaps too immense for some of you who are not skilled 
in such reasonings immediately to appreciate. In the first place, the simplicity 
of it, which consists in altering three or four words of the draft regulation, 
renders it practicable, when more complicated proposals would soon bog 
down hopelessly in governmental machinery. The change could be made this' 
evening, and be effective in the morning. And the relief offered our nation 
by it would be not only quick, but also sure, for the expedient of drafting 
only those men having estates to pass on the the younger generation guaran
tees that I) those persons who are now most vocal in support of the war 
would be fighting it, and that 2) two or three hundred of them would be 
killed every week, since that is the very minimum we may expect for the
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next few years, and 3) that as a consequence a great amount of this country’s 
wealth would pass into the control of the younger generation, who now 
account for the bulk and substance of the anti-war protest, but througli their 
inheritances would almost certainly come to see the virtues of our present 
policy.

The great genius of this proposal is, of course, that it allows the large 
numbers who are in favor of the war to fight it, thereby eliminating our em
barrassing problem with the draft, and at the same time it provides a reason
able way to change the opinion of those who dissent, thereby easing tensions 
at home. But just as we recognize the broad strokes of genius on a canvas 
partly in themselves and partly through the nicety of detail they contain, so 
too we are reassured of the essential sanity of this proposal by the mention, 
in closing, of two or three of its minor implications. First, the cost of training 
new soldiers would be cut down appreciably, since many of these older men 
have fought in previous wars. Also, its effect in dampening protest would be 
greatest where it is needed most, in colleges and universities, inasmuch as 
these particular dissenters would usually receive the largest inheritances. 
Without being overly optimistic, one might venture a predicition that the 
proportions of campus protest would be reduced to insignificance. And 
lastly, further escalation would only increase the effectiveness of this pro
posal, since the rate at which estates are transferred would be accelerated as 
more men are killed -

all of which I submit to the judgement of the American people, 

February, 1967.

Phil LeCuyer
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The sky was a travelling circus.
C lowns and wild animals 
surged across the horizon, 
a caravan smeared and lading far away. 
Banners flung and waved 
fierce-rose and sca-turqnoise.
The big, pink tent was a 
matrix, moving the scene into 
darkness,
raising the dust into a 
cloak.
Sad grey.

The circus will return, 
only to leave, again.
Over and over.
Hach laughter different,
all tears the same. J. Faerman
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Dark Mirror

My glass now empty sits upon
a carved and burnt old, wooden table 

I’d emptied it a dozen times last night 
more than I was able;

1 lift the bottle to my eye
and peer inside at all my empty dreams 

Emotions strewn out in the night
now seem like autumn leaves before the wind.

I watched the sun rise in the night
a solitary glow among the stars 

When everything is done and said
it’s not the distance covered that’s so far,

Our thoughts can range from here to space
and all the particles in between;

And you’ll never know that from this pocket fell 
all my hopes and every dream.

It’s been a month or maybe years
since we were fully last together,

1 still remember all the times
the many fights and sometimes loves we shared. 

My guitar has three broken strings
and can’t e;x press the meaning of my heart 

So words of the endless songs remain
hidden without sound here in my mind.

One day in the distant past
I will once again remove my name.

And wander aimless through the streets
with the lost and bitter men along the Seine, 

Discussing all the plagues we’ve known
forgetting outstretched hands always receive; 

But til that time my refuge is
this open bottle balanced on my knee.

Bill Hecht



Well the winds blow well 
past my ears

In your hair melodious eddying 
wandering way 

By and by a song 1 hear 
Shallow soft it shakes my soul 
A tune of past times,

A throbbing-dust past - 
Well the winds blow well
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The Dream of Theseus

(fiuripidcs’ Hippolytus is for our purposes somewhat perversely imagined as 
happening by a stream. Theseus swoons.)
CHORUS OF FROGS Oh my brother, firm and strong,
Believe nothing, you will not be king;
Only in action is this golden story;
We who watch are below you, omniscient toads.
If our reminiscence of how we once
Played in the unyielding sea
Your foot, blind in the intent
Of the clouds, interrupts, we gulping leap away.
There is a spirit asks spirits 
What they’d be, alive or dead?
If dead, what; wise stone or of changing,
Fdeet fire, chosen water or the air which alone is free?
They move, and in the folding.
Presses, we leap out
We will be you, blind proud ruler, hilarious image of the God of stone* 

-Someday. Then, our soul 
Pays in its giddy 
Dreamhaunted, brave steps.
The i^ice of power, through dreams of knowing microscopy she steps, and of 
Omniscient elements, through his body coursing 
To touch ignorance, sickness, suffering, death;
Someday, becomes this midnight gallows.
Perfect cross, price of the chosen
Peace and laws, no less cruel than Aphrodite’s
Of humility, to the ash made God,
And thus and only thus to enter 
That from which 
With which 
In which 
By which
To which all things arc
TMi;SFUS O my prophetic heart! (the Leader is on his palm)
Shall I remember this?
LFADFR Nothing; to know this is to act not at all;
Knowing what we know
It is hard enough to catch flies, leaji, swim;
P.ven the rocks who know more
Find it hard to be merely in the laws of gravity and of stress 
And the crystalline, unbearable beauty
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Is tension, almost to 
The blaxing stars;
Return, happy Theseus, to your play 
In ignorance to become what someday
You will love completely to have known (THESEUS is about to speak) 
No, proud man, tell us nothing; we know.
And are thus tolerant;
Lizards tamed by the Lord of crooked time at last 
To retrace evolution
Bear the numbing hatred mordantly in bones in eternal rock 
And sit in your palm.
You have loved your mother.
Find her, simultaneously with her.
But different as we to you;
Rape her, murder her; (TIIESE.US throws her down indignantly; the frog 
speaks louder)
O foolish man; this is your minor,
Held firm as for a young girl;
It is lies, but true as that you will rise to act on.
That they who see you
In the fantastic masks of death
Unyieldingly over and over.
May, in your licet and just,
Bearably unique 
Imitation of their
Unbearable dreams of heaven making love.
Know they arc known.
Remember and so peacefully forget and finally (frog leaps into pool)
Leap away. (THESI^US awakes)

Ted Merwin





PROMETHEUS UNBOUND: 
KARL MARX ON HUMAN FREEDOM

Rumor has it that toward the end of his life Marx read through the 
works of Aeschylus in Greek every year. This has the feel of a biographer’s 
exaggeration, but even if it does to some extent strain the facts, it is one of 
those fictions which ought to be true.

Marx writes at a time his time and ours - which is in some ways at 
the greatest possible distance from Athens, a time in which reason ~ in the 
sense of the use of mind in the pursuit of the human good - is in eclipse. He 
devotes his own enormous energies, culminating in his great work. Capital, to 
the formulation of the theory of this darkened period, a period in which 
rational man is in bondage to what Marx calls i\\Q fetishism of a commodity 
society. But out of that very theory comes the perception that the pendulum, 
now at the extreme of its negative swing, is destined to swing back once 
more, toward a restoration of the rational polity. And the poignancy of the 
foresight of release from present suffering, out of the depths of human bon
dage, is an Aeschylean principle.

Consider the opening line of the Oresteia trilogy, in which the Watch
man, paradigmatic figure for both Marx and Aeschylus, cries out:

1 pray the gods release from all this suffering ...
Oeoix; pev air to rtor'5’ airaXkajpv novcou . . .

Both the burden, ttotoc, and the release, the reversal, airaWajp, are seen to
gether, the one nested in the manner of the Greek genitive within the other, 
TojaS' aTraXkyriv irouojv. The release comes slowly, through the long cycle of 
tlie tragic development, in the final persuasion of necessity in the Eumenides. 
Marx in the same way must see the nesting of a future release in the very 
laws of operation of a mindless economic order - and like that Protagonist, 
who is first the Watchman, but ultimately Agamemnon and Orestes, he reads 
the signs of an era yet to come.

But the figure who seems to me to come closest to Marx’s sense of 
man’s position is Prometheus. Prometheus is the old god, the Titan, who has 
been bound to a rock cliff by Zeus, as punishment for giving to mankind the 
symbolic gift of Fire. He appears in only the one play Prometheus Bound, 
the rest of that trilogy having been almost entirely lost. In this case, then, we 
see only the first phase of the trilogy, that of bondage, and must envision 
for ourselves how Aeschylus would have composed the release: but I think it 
is anyway in that bondage that we best grasp, througli the figure of Prome
theus, Aeschylus’ definition of man. And that definition, it seems to me, can 
be very helpful to us in attempting to understand Marx’s vision of man as 
well man both in his bondage, and in the state of freedom which is implicit 
in the powers that bondage reveals.
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This question may be of special interest to us, here at the nuclear 
center of America in these last dark decades of the twentieth century, f-or 
our major single national effort, to which our science, our technology, and 
our national economy are directed, is the continual preparation for ever
more-advanced nuclear warfare. And the target of all this preparation, the 
offense which is so terrible that we are ready at any moment, tonight if need 
be, to destroy life on a large part of our planet - is Marxism. It seems, then, 
that it would be well to know, before we go, what it was we were objecting 
to. And it is precisely because Marx is officially anathema to us, that it is 
probably more difficult in this country than in most to get any perspective 
on his writings, and in particular to grasp his concept of human freedom. I 
do not, of course, mean to imply that many Marxists understand Marx much 
better than we do. But there is the very real, and disturbing, possibility that 
some do understand something we don’t and that if we and they under
stood each other better, we could at least have a more interesting conversa
tion before we proceeded to destroy a large part of the human race, or all of 
it, over our differences.

Now let me go back to Prometheus. I digressed because I wanted to 
make clear the particular sense in which I am interested in him tonight. I 
think he stands, for both Aeschylus and for Marx, as the figure of man him
self, and that in that figure we can find a characterization of the essence of 
human freedom.

First, then, who is Prometheus?
Prometheus is as I have said a Titan, which means that he is one of 

the oldest of the gods, older perhaps than Zeus himself. At the outset of the 
play, Zeus has completed a revolution against his father, Cronos, with 
Prometheus’ aid; but as the new tyrant of Olympus, Zeus has attempted to 
annihilate mankind, by denying them, or us, the arts by which to exist. 
Prometheus, as man’s friend among the gods,0iXar’Opo7ros', has thus in his 
turn revolted against Zeus, on our behalf. He has stolen fire from Hephaestus, 
as the principle of all the rational arts, and passed it on to us. In punishment 
for this transgression - that is, for insisting on the continued existence of 
mankind Prometheus at the outset of the drama is being riveted by 
Hephaestus to a rock-face in Scythia. We, as spectators of the drama, become 
witnesses in effect to the crucifixion of that god who has saved us from de
struction: he is the source of our rationality, and he is impaled precisely 
because he has dared to stand on our behalf again.st Olympus. The last spike 
is driven through his breast, but he cannot die; as a Titan, son of F'arth her
self, he sees beyond Zeus, both before and after, and it is his doom to endure.

But his is not simply the rational mind, it is the historical mind: he in 
effect has Zeus bracketed, first having lent him reason, the secret weapon, to 
overthrow old force but also knowing, as Zeus does not, the contingent 
fate of the new regime as well. For Zeus is to be overthrown, in his turn, by
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a son of his own (a potential fourth in the terrible cycle of gods which so 
preoccupies Aeschylus) if he consummates a marriage which has been pro
scribed by Fate. In time, over the ages, the thousands of years, Prometheus 
will trade that knowledge of Zeus’ fate for his own freedom, and during that 
unimaginable span of punishment, Prometheus will all the while be fortified 
to unending defiance by the knowledge that ultimately pro-methean mind 
will prevail mind which knows ahead. irponaOeiu. It is this bold and unre
lenting, principled defiance of Zeus whieli constitutes Prometheus’ special 
fascination for Aeschylus.

As a play, Pronicthens Bound is a tour-de-force of the dramatic art, a 
drama in which the Protagonist, literally pinned to the earth, cannot so 
much as offer a gesture or change his position from beginning to end: action, 
then, is distilled to pure will. Prometheus, as mind riveted in time and space 
and forged by Zeus’ repression to sheer will, becomes the fixed center of the 
world for both men and gods. He becomes, I think, a.vc//in a uniciue way 
a center of energy, willing and reasoning his way into a future which he in 
part foresees, and in part designs, and which will bring not only his own re
lease, but through his defiance of tyranny, a new order in the cosmos. He 
will in time be released, he foreknows that. He will reveal to Zeus the secret 
of the forbidden marriage, and will thus in the nick of time prevent Zeus 
from fathering the son who would have overthrown him; and in exchange 
for that cosmic tip-off, Prometheus will be given his freedom. Thus in a way 
Prometheus becomes the surrogate for that F^ourth God, successor to Zeus 
the god who never was. As surrogate successor to Zeus, then, we have 
Prometheus himself, unbound.

Aeschylus, Promethean himself, seems to have reached beyond the 
rational soul which contemplates eternal forms, to a new kind of soul in 
which will is primary, and in which reason does not intuit forms, but rather 
thrusts into an historic future in which things will be new, and of its own 
making. At least, I suspect it is this new definition of man, a Promethean 
principle of will and act, which Marx finds in Aeschylus, and identifies with 
his own.

When the pendulum of dialectical history swings back to rationality, 
then, I think Marx foresees it will be Promethean man, not the philosopher 
of the Rcinihlic or the statesman of the Polities, who will inherit the new 
era. And this Marx will see as a higher order of personal freedom, more radi
cally individual and, yes, ereatire, than freedom within the Aristotelian rroXif.

********
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1. Self-Activity

The centerpiece, the keystone, of Marx’s thought is a word built out of 
Faust’s word Tat. Since it has no direct English counterpart, it will be worth 
a minute to trace the expansion of that little word Tat into Marx’s own 
larger term. Tat, which as we saw means act, in its first expansion becomes 
Tdtigkeit, the abstract noun, activity. A second expansion identifies that 
activity with the self, in German, Selbst. The result, a German mouthful, is 
Marx’s term: Selhstbetdtigkeit. The most literal translation would be sdf- 
activity, and that is the term the translators give us, but of course that is a 
manufactured term, we have no such word in English, so the most central of 
Marx’s words does not convey much to us. We have to circumnavigate it 
with words like initiative, vitality, restlessness, or spontaneity. 1 take the 
liberty now of suggesting that this is the very Promethean principle, that 
drive which will not let the self rest in chains, or under tyranny: thus where 
we lack a word, Aeschylus looking beyond his own world may have provided 
us with an image.

“Self-activity” sounds a little like Aristotle’s 0uoif, nature: an indwell
ing principle of motion. Marx is immensely drawn to Aristotle’s terms and 
concepts, and indeed he calls the opposite of self-activity “accidental”, as 
if he were simply transcribing the Physics. But we must be careful, and 
indeed it will be instructive to contrast (pvai^, nature, <iv\i\ Selhstbetdtigkeit, 
selj-activity. One way to do that will be to set Aristotle’s notion of making, 
craftsmanship, against Marx’s account of what he calls the “labor-process”.

Aristotle sees art, rexvp, as a rational process in his own sense. The 
competent craftsman has first a form in mind. This is the reXof, the end of 
the work. The artist in short knows in advance what he is doing; there will be 
a word for it, let us say he is making a chair, and a definition to go with the 
word. Eorm is primary, here as everywhere in the cosmos for Aristotle. The 
crux of rexm], the art, is to confront matter, the formless, with pre-existing 
form, and to know how to shape matter so as to bear form as fully as possi
ble. The more complete the Texvr], the more smoothly and effortlessly this 
motion of Trotr/aif, this making, takes place. If ships grew by nature, Aristotle 
says in his inimitable way, that would be like a fully competent shipwright at 
work.

Some of the things Marx says about the labor-process sound very much 
like thi.s, but as the account unfolds (in Chapter VII of Capital, a chapter 
which we might regard as Marx’s Physics) we begin to recognize signs of the 
world-change. Form and matter suddeidy reveal a certain curious symmetry: 
not only the object, but the workman undergoes change work anc/work
man develop together in the unity of the work-process. Marx says, “I'he 
work is objectified, as the object is worked.” The work has clearly taken on 
a new sense, as something in its own right, something .vn/r/c’ct/re, which finds 
expression in the objective result. What does this introduction of the terms 
“subject” and “object” do to our understanding of art? There was no such
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subject/object split in Aristotle’s account of Texvrj, or in his cosmos. Aris
totle’s workman was not a subject, but merely a rational mind going about 
its business in an orderly way.

Marx has turned craftsmanship into Faustian drama; what was simply 
reXof, an intelligible end, has become Zweek, a goal, and the artist is charac
terized, not by the easy competence of his work, but by what Marx calls (/c/" 
zweckgcmdssc Wille, the goal-oriented will. The instruments of labor, which 
for Aristotle were merely rational methods of the prudent mind, are now 
Leiter der Tdtigkcit. conductors, perhaps lightning rods, of the artist’s activ-. 
ity. For Marx, then, art has become process, in which the goal-seeking will 
of a subjective self finds its way to objective expression, a product which is 
partly foreseen but at the same time something new.

In this process the artist discovers himself objectively as something he 
had never known, perhaps had never been, before. At the seat ol this drama 
\s self-aetirily. We need only contrast this with Aristotle’s quiet remark, “Art 
does not deliberate’’, in order to sense the full measure of the world-change, 
which will renect in turn upon the contrast between (f>voii and self-activity. 
We have, incidentally, witnessed the birth of our modern word art, which 
leans so far today on the Faustian, Promethean side that we cannot safely 
use it to translate rex^j- In his account of the drama of the labor-process, 
Marx shows us in effect how we can understand art as creative, without mis
using terms: something genuinely new, not an imitation of a pre-existing 
form is emerging. Similarly freedom of speech is important to us today, and 
troubles us in our reading of the Republic, because free speech is vital when 
there is the possibility that something//cw may need to be said.

l hat little word “new” perhaps contains it all. Aristotle in i\\e Rhysics 
argues convincingly that time does not exist (that is what he means when he 
says that it is nothing but the measure of motion); it is contrary to reason 
that there be anything new. For if it is anything at all, it must be an instance 
of being that always was. By contrast, one way Marx has of epitomizing the 
labor-process is to say that in it, Uurtibe leads to Sein out of restlessness 
comes being. Self-activity leads to new being. Marx is not kidding he 
really means this. There are forms ... but we make them. The forms have a 
history. And among the forms, is the form of man. Yes, man has made man: 
what man is to be is a question not yet answered, a question for history.

s|c4:4:4:4:4:4::|:

11. Alienation

There is, in our modern society, a general sense of frustration, dismay, 
and something we tend to call in a vague way “alienation”. We sense that the 
world of modern technology, modern finance, class-divisions (however 
covert), and nuclear warfare is not really a proper home for man; the self 
secs in the world in which it lives, not its own image, but its opposite. This
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extreme negative swing of the pendulum, away from the valid expression of 
the human self, is a dialectical crisis for us.

Although everywhere the processes of our society are devastatingly ra
tional in detail to say that they are “computerized” sums it up the net 
result makes no sense for man: senseless and increasing devastation of the 
earth’s resources, multiplication of poverty and hunger in the face of grow
ing quantities and concentrations of food and wealth, the proliferation of 
unsought and unwanted technologies, and, most serious, most unbelievable 
of all, the world poised at every moment for instant nuclear destruction. We 
sense that we live in a world gone mad, but we sense, too, that there is 
nothing we can do about it. No available act of political decision will have 
any significant effect on it — nobody is asking our opinion about the real 
questions. So we are left with a sense of alienation, and possibly a heightened 
will to make a better world for man if there is any way to do so.

Already in the midst of the nineteenth century, Marx experienced 
essentially these feelings, which he diagnosed technically as “alienation”, and 
he traced them to their source in the structure of society. As he often does, 
here too Marx brings Aristotle forward as consultant, and 1 think it may help 
us to look with Marx at a passage he quotes from the first book of the 
Politics. Aristotle is here helping us to locate the art of economics by making 
a basic distinction between economics (oIkovouikt], housekeeping) properly 
so-called, and something else, a spurious economics, which calls xPWetnonKT?, 
chrematistic, from the Greek word ra xpwara, money. This distinction be
tween true economics, which is rationally limited and measured by the 
human good, and spurious economics, or chrematistic wealth-getting ^hich 
is uncontrolled by any rational measure, but moves only from quantity to 
greater quantity) seems to point to the central fault of our society. Aristotle 
analyzes the fundamental distinction between two ways of appraising goods; 
this becomes the foundation of Marx’s analysis of our capitalist society:

With every article of property (Aristotle goes on) there is a 
double way of using '\V,both uses are related to the article itself, 
but not related to it in the same manner - one is peculiar to the 
thing, and the other is not peculiar to it. Take for example a 
shoe — there is its wear as a shoe, and there is its employment as 
an article of exchange ....

To say, then, that we live in a society which has gone chrematistic, is to say 
that our processes of production and distribution are ruled not by use value 
but by exchange value that is to say, we make things not because they are 
good, but because they will sell. Our society is governed, Marx stresses, not 
by considerations of the good life - human use, or human purpose — but by 
the infinite and essentially irrational criterion of ever-increasing quantity. 
There is no end to increase of quantity, since one quantity is as such exactly 
like another, and one is always at the same starting-point, driven by the same
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urge, to make another cycle of prof it. What we call “economics” is therefore 
not the choice of effective means to achieve human ends, but that false “art 
or skill” of getting more, and more, and more. Progress is measured by 
growth in the GNP. In these terms, we already see the roots of alienation in 
the separation of life from human ends, and that this alienation is intimately 
associated with our capitalist society, a society which is “economic” only in 
the chrematistic, and not in the true, sense .

. . . When a man makes a product, as we found in our consideration of 
self-activity, his purposeful will shapes an object in which he as worker finds 
expression: the self knows itself, and finds satisfaction, in the product. We 
assumed when we spoke that way that the product was indeed the object of 
the worker’s will - that it was for him a goal, a good thing, a use-value. If on 
the other hand, he makes it as a commodity, not because he prizes it but in 
order to sell at the highest price he can command, the product’s significance 
for him is evidently eroded. And if, finally, he works not for himself but for 
someone else, so that the product is not even his own to exchange, the bond 
between the worker and the work is altogether severed. He may or may not 
in some distant way approve the product, but if his labor-power has been 
purchased and commanded, and he does not work out of free will, but from 
necessity, the significance of his work is lost. This is the deeper root of 
modern alienation, according to Marx.

Still further, the man who sells his labor-power to another has himself 
become a commodity. Not only is the product not his own, but his very 
time, his energy and his will are not his own - in short his life during the 
hours he has sold to an employer, is not his own. The ultimate analysis of 
alienation is not, then, that the product of a man’s work is not his own, but 
that his own activity, his life has been alienated. That is not just a matter of 
hours. What is lost is the opportunity for the expression of self, which is at 
the center of Marx’s concern for human freedom, and no doubt the center 
of our own concern as well. When we make ourselves commodities, we per
form the original act of alienation, reducing what is most personal, what is 
most original and strictly creative, self-activity, to common coin. When we 
market ourselves, we do that — and every one of us who works for another, 
has performed that act of alienation. Fiven a St. John’s tutor is a commodity.

We might at this point pause to correct some false impressions about 
Marx. It is commonly supposed that Marx is concerned with fair, or uniform, 
distribution of the product of labor. He is not unconcerned with that, but 
we see that this is not the center of his concern, which is rather the free 
command of one’s own time, one’s own life. It is commonly supposed that 
Marx recommends a uniform or regimented society, in which the individual 
is engulfed in a mass. We see that the situation is precisely the opposite, 
Marx takes as his measure the total freedom of the creative individual. Marx, 
looking at us, says that the freedom we imagine we possess is to a large 
degree illusory, precisely because we do not freely command the hours of
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our working days we alienate ourselves in a way he regards as a funda
mental violation of personal freedom. Finally, readers of Capital often make 
the initial mistake of supposing that Marx recommends the reduction of all 
labor to a homogeneous measure: while on the contrary, he simply describes 
with surgical precision what in fact he observes happening in the commodity 
society - our society - for which he is building the theory. Marx does not 
write Capital because he loves capitalism: he writes it to show us our own 
situation.

It might well seem that Marx is merely a dreamer, and that by insisting 
on a serious definition of freedom as self-activity, full command of one’s 
own time, and envisioning this as realized to a new extent in something 
called human society, he has left realistic possibility behind. I’here are, 1 
think, two modes of response to this objection.

One is that the technological possibilities now in our hands are almost 
unlimited, and certainly at least beyond anybody’s present reckoning. It is 
impossible to say what might be accomplished if we turned over our present 
factories and skills to production for rational human ends. Vast quantities 
of unwanted products could be quickly eliminated, vast hours of time now 
wasted on efforts to persuade ourselves to buy things we do not want, could 
immediately be saved. Public transportation could be re-invented, huge 
numbers of automobiles could be retired and automotive production cut to 
a fraction or switched to bicycles with enormous savings in consumption of 
unneeded energy. We could rebuild our devastated cities, and restore the 
blessings of life to the pedestrian. The list of such rational transformations, 
which are physieally within our present grasp, is virtually endless.

Beyond these immediate possibilities, we have before us the almost 
unlimited ability to set machines to work for us, and through automation, to 
release ourselves from a very large part of the labor we now perform, even 
with respect to necessary or wanted functions. The length of the working 
day could certainly be cut to a fraction of the present hours. From an engi
neering point of view, these things are available to us. What is it which stands 
between us and the redirection of our society toward such rational, human 
ends?

The obstacles are not physical. We have all the Promethean arts in 
our command -- except perhaps one, the real fire: the ability to reorganize 
our society to make these physical possibilities socially attainable. We are 
Prometheus, fully able to foresee a new order, but pinned to a system which 
denies us the realization of all that lies within reason’s grasp. This is perhaps 
the most acute form alienation takes for us - and the sharpest goad to dia
lectical thought. At least, so Marx might diagnose our case.
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Ihe other answer is that Marx is in much of his work a scrupulous 
realist, and he labored with enormous energy for years to come to grips with 
the realities of the system within which we live. The result is his book, 
Capital, certainly a powerful analysis of the structure and function of the 
capitalist system. This theory is perhaps Marx’s Promethean secret. Capital
ism has of course taken new forms over the century since Marx wrote - 
above all, the corporation has become the capitalist of first instance, and 
monopoly capital has swallowed much of the market process which Marx, 
like Adam Smith before him, tends to presuppose. But beneath this, his 
analysis may remain sound, and the laws of motion which he derived, 
implying secular trends to ever-increasing crises, may be holding true. The 
consequence that Marx drew was that capitalism is not a system which can 
remain viable over the very long run; it contains inner contradictions which 
will force a move to new social forms. In other words, Marx is not so much a 
dreamer as a Promethean analyst, and there may yet be rea.son to take his 
predictions into account.

He foresaw as inevitable a revolution in which the chrematistic 
society capitalism founded on private ownership of the means of pro
duction, would be replaced by a use-value society, in which human reason 
would master, rather than serve, its instruments of production. How man 
would guide the forces of production to human purjmses if he had such a 
chance, there is no way for Marx to say, since man has never been in that 
position. Man has never had command of his own time, has never been asked 
to decide how he would use it. Social forms of a free society would have to 
be developed almost from scratch, through the excruciating dialectic of 
praxis. But the Promethean principle is constant: man will not accept life 
under conditions of contradiction and alienation forever without rebellion, 
and he will contrive new ways to bring reason to bear on social forms, in 
something like what Marx calls, “human society”.

Marx .says somewhere that Prometheus’ greatest gift to man is that he 
showed him the way out of the darkness of the cave in which he had always 
lived, and gave him a “dwelling fidl of light”. That image, I think, comes 
close to Marx’s concept of rational human freedom.

T. K. Simpson
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LOUISE

The day 1 visited, she had made a butterfly net for her nine-year-old 
daughter and had sent the girl out to the wonderful world of flying insects.

1 sat having coffee with Louise and througli the window 1 saw the 
Iialf-grown girl in the backyard running, and stopping, eyes darting - running 
with the net and stopping. Now and then she glanced around to make sure 
that no one was watching licr silly activity. Then she would see another 
winged thing and chase it.

My friend smiled as she took another sip of coffee. “She’s enjoying 
it, isn’t she? It’s a delicate skill, capturing butterflies. 1 used to love it when I 
was a child. For months in spring and summer I would go outside every 
afternoon to net butterflies and, well, sometimes moths. Mostly moths, 
‘cause they’re easier to catch. Usually there are more moths than butterflies, 
anyway. But even moths can be beautiful, with their soft grey designs and 
plump bodies, don’t you think?

“And 1 made my own butterfly net it was strong, lasted a long 
time.” Her upper lip began to fall a little, like a quivering curtain. Her eyes 
squinted to block out an unnamed bit of sorrow. She watched her daughter.

“I caught lots of wonderful creatures and put them in a Jar with 
holes in the lid to give them air. And I’d bring butterflies and moths - 
mostly moths to school, for my friends to admire. ‘Louise and her butter
flies.’ ” She opened her mouth a little and managed to put a smile on her 
face.

“It sounds rather nice, Louise,” I said to her.
She paused and asked me how I’d been and “How’s Bob and the

baby?”
Then her daughter came in, dragging the cone-shaped net on the 

floor. “I’m tired of it, Mama,” said the girl. “I feel dumb chasing them, run
ning around the yard. If I do catch one, it’s a moth and it squirms around in 
the net until I let it go.”

She wandered away, leaving the butterfly net on the floor.

Diane Langlois



Untitled

Walking tlirough the crowd only made the feelings worse, lie’d 
wanted to just walk and lose himself and now all these god damn people and 
cars were driving him to a rage. The glint in his eyes was too bright, his teeth 
gritting too hard, his heart drumming in his ears, louder, louder, louder.

He awoke sweating, cold and wet in his bed, the shudders abstractly 
similar to exhaustion or hypothermia. He swallowed slowly, fixed upon his 
sensations, eyes closed, flat on his back; he felt his breathing swell and fall. . . 
swell and fall. . . slowly, deeply. The dream faded away, leaving behind an 
empty pocket of darkness somewhere inside his body, a numbness that en
veloped his mind. He scratched the side of his face, feeling the morning light 
burning red through his eyelids. The extreme exhaustion was taking him 
clo,ser and closer to total nervous collapse, he knew it too. But time was too 
short now to turn back. Just a few more weeks. Just a few more weeks.

The water stung his skin, scalding hot. The steam reached deep into 
his lungs. He felt the blood move again through his body, his brain began to 
unlock, his eyes began to open, he felt almost alive again. The chill that had 
run through liim burned away slowly, the sunlight through the shower cur
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tain cast a blurred view of the world outside. He shook the hair off his face 
and turned the water off. Standing naked he felt the drops roll and fall, saw 
the light playing through the steam. He stood for a long time, the light and 
his breathing suffusing his mind. In the mirror a man, far older somehow, 
stared back at him, a coarser, slower being with larger hands and eyes. The 
veins stood out through his shoulders and neck, his features somehow with
out expression, the dark eyes ponderingly empty. Old now at twenty-nine, 
always old now, time-passing like so many hollow freight cars. Always a 
stream of wild epitaphs moving through him, begging his heart to choose one 
and turn itself off, like a flower picked. . . He turned away.

The rock wouldn’t budge for him this morning, so he sat wrapped up 
in his coat in front of it, waiting for the copper pan to come to a boil. He 
was much thinner now, maybe 185 lbs., his neck and back dappled with 
shadows, the muscles locked like huge serpents around his torso. The power 
in his hands was immense, huge clipping hands that surrounded maul and 
chisels almost like toys now. A ceaselessly beating brute of a man, toiling 
before this stone everyday and everynight, a thousand upright strangers 
guarding the way to Hades.

He stood watching the blue fire beneath the copper pan, the water 
rose in chaos as he poured it into his cup. Abruptly, the stove stood lifeless 
again, the man’s back turned to it as if a betraying lover leaving the room. 
He drank slowly, standing motionless before his work. 74 tons of alabaster 
grey marble with bands of green running through it lay on its side, eight feet 
wide, eight feel high and twice that distance in length. Throughout the stone 
shapes emerged and receded from view as if hunting wilderness, a sense of 
fleeing terror, locked in time, spit out across the floor like vomit upon the 
man’s feet. His laughter broke suddenly at these thoughts as if this imaginary 
vomit was his child at play with its father. He smacked his fist into his palm 
and removed his coat. He stood naked except for a cloth around his loins 
and the tools in his hands. He paused, eyeing this thing he lived through, 
then began the ceaseless beating prayer hymn to his gods. The sweat poured 
down his back and off his face, but he didn’t seem to notice. It was as if he 
had departed this space for some far distant world, only his body remaining 
here to transport his dream through the shadows.

The heavy iron headed maul quivered and sung as it rung itself against 
the steel shank, biting small pieces of stone into dust. The bell would ring 
each day, five times in the morning and five times in the evening. He was a 
child then, running alone through the woods, pausing on all fours to smell 
the earth. Small fast eyes hiding alone among the many, watching the others 
pass. A sentinel protecting secrets unknown to them, he sat with small sticks 
building a world apart. At the five bells he would depart to join the others, 
his people, his people, his people, ringing with that far away hammer. “A 
shallow heart”, someone had told him as a child, “is a shallow grave”. He 
remembered dreaming about shallow graves, shallow graves, shallow graves. . . 

the small chunk of bread was deep in his pocket, a dry biscuit that
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his land lady had offered him days ago. He stuffed it hungrily into his mouth, 
fighting the dryness with the cup of coffee. He remembered thinking these 
people walking by his stoop were all too well fed, everyone in clothes like 
kings and queens. He would look into their eyes and they would all turn 
away, a fright disguised as contempt, or disinterest. He laughed and laughed 
and laughed...

The hammer sung slowly now, the darkness growing deep once more. 
He drew himself back from his reveries of other times to the now of his 
stonework hunger. The time would be past nine again. His guts were cold 
and empty, he felt sick inside. He must eat and rest now. He took the meat 
from the ice box and set it upon the cutting board to warm to room temper
ature. He undressed and stood looking out of the window down at the lights 
of the city across the river. He ached as he rubbed his legs, bent at the waist 
his genitals hung loose and sore. He would bathe then eat. He took his coat 
to the bathroom and turned the scalding shower on his back and neck, 
squeezing his tendons until light flashed behind his eyes. He let the water 
pour over his head and across his closed eyes; it would fill his mouth and he 
would spit it out again. The pounding would go on and on in his brain getting 
louder and louder as he concentrated on it, like a huge heart beating. He 
turned off the faucet and let the water drain off his body, standing as mind
less as he could make himself. He put on a pair of pants under his coat and 
returned to the small table by the stove.

He set the copper pan on the burner and poured water from the 
pitcher into it. The blue flames burst into life as he sat heavily upon the 
bench. He sat bent over, his head hanging loosely, his damp, dark hair cover
ing his eyes. He shook his head from side to side rubbing the back of his 
neck with both hands. He straightened back up again, arching his spine, a 
shuddering sigh emerged. He took the steak and cut a piece off dipping it 
into the salt bowl. Taking a great bite of a yellow onion he put the meat into 
his mouth. He chewed slowly, a sensation of pleasure rising through his 
tiredness. Breathing deeply, he poured the hot water into the cup, tea leaves 
rising to the surface.

He sat amidst the dim light watching the city below the warehouse. 
He felt as if this were a huge ship at sea, a hulk upon the water. The tea 
steamed his face as he held it cupped in both hands staring at the reflections. 
Below the big river wound in and out of the view of the trees, a great snake 
with tiny black tugs smoking past the Market Street bridge. The streaks of 
lights, cars, glittered down Decatur Street past the square. Tiny, insignificant, 
diminished, obscured distances, lights of hollow spheres across the Mississippi. 
There was something deep inside he missed. . . . His supper was eaten slowly, 
the red meat and tea making his heart strong again. He slipped on his boots 
and left through the side door of the warehouse, making his way down the 
cobble stone hill towards the ferry landing.

George Gilbert Graham
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Some Evening

Confusion lurks dreary 
Across the back of my neck.
I sigh;
I set down my pencil.
A thought,
A wish;
I step out 
Into the Night.

Some moving darkness 
Surrounds me 
In a crystal blaze 
Of naked silence.
And as 1 walk 
This closcknit powder 
Laces my sight 
With cunning patterns.
Sound then reaches my ears 
Of a hushed shimmering 
— Fragile snowflakes 
Dissolving beneath my step.
And trailing pinons 
Scatter distant,
Pensively holding heavy 
Soft cakes of snow.
Then. An opaque warmth emerges 
To divide my spine.
Spreading potent wings 
Tliat embrace me.



A Physical Thing

If we were made of wood 
it would be just as dead 
between us.

Honey and salt,
ajar of wilted wildflowers
on the wobble-legged table,

all still lifes look the same- 
shameless.

With a dancer’s stiff self- 
conscious grace you cross 
to the unpainted bookcase 
(warped with the weight of

ancient wisdom) 
take down a thick book 
and begin to read:

“. . . that if one plants a bed 
and the moistened wood acquires 
the power of sending up shoots 
what will result is not a bed

but wood..
Busy in the kitchen

I call your name.
You answer, 
your voice

sounds strange and 
far away, 
hollow

as from a cave.

Mose Graves
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The Only Ship There Is

Chinook

This spring 
all the lawn got 
was spit and stars 
from blue mouths, 
red trucks.

You could go on and on 
from the castle wall drop 
endless shower of stones 
boil lead burn pitch 
using gargoyle tongue.

Take the sword 
and in fast cry of blood 
in beginning of spring 
follow light in the west 
till dark wine from the sea 
sends you reeling back home.

In the deeps of winter remember 
that snow floats 
smoke drifts
from the fire that flames in your eyes 
of the burning of your heart, 
through all the clouds of despair.

But today this wind blew in, 
drinking beer and smelling 
like sea-roses.
He threw me with inky hands 
in the heavy creek 
pushing along with cold soup.

So 1 slide
elastic over rock,
writing no letters,
needing nothing
but the slow surge
coming uphill with each liquid stair,
each warm eddy
saying only Matthew Hansen
you are mine.
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Moonrocks and their dogs 
sit watching long nights 
and the colors of dawn 
rise over their heads 
while they softly hold 
the round cones of pine 
between their knees.

Away, see the underside 
of feet step away 
weaving deep a ditch in dirt. 
Only the strongest rocks remain 
to hold memory of meadows 
and reunion under stars.

Mattliew Hansen
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Contribu'iui; .............. □ 100.00 □ 110.00 H
Spouse ol I ile Member □ 10.00 —
Student □ 10.00 □ 15.00

Enclosed is $________________

Name_____________________________ _
Address________________ Zip------------

GIFT MEMBERSHIPS:

Name_____________________
Address________________Zip.

Jl

Dues include subscription to the Club magazine, SIERRA ($}H

and chapter publications ($1.00).

GIFT MEMDERSinPS will be announced by a special* gift catdt
your name.

r^t U 338 E. De Vargas 
OlCrni V-.1UD Santa Fe, NM 87501
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