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No Shepherd To Save Them
Doug Odegara
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Epeeegoc s to their left and they scrambled for cover behind some fallen

“Sounds like onI The Jieutenant had cut his forehead
on the sharp rocks an d trlhc%ed OWN hiS nose.

|C-ﬂo IbIeMsaFvw?Iee t“ Gg%gvveaayhlfﬂ%e Wwalt th?m out.” An al ost Imper-

fo oral’s mustache. Rgr”ae
Cser will srren er and_we can all go to the nearest pub and nave
'Ink together.

TR, 3%%2@{&'83% P 0 )

“No altruistic spirit in this realistic younger generation/ An-
other burst of buﬁletsplhopped at the ground In grong them.

“Your_best cover 1S on the right flank. They’re almost directl
above Us - - just a bit to the nIgﬁ & Y y

From his prone position, the corporal gave a sharp salute. “Care
t0 kee p'nycqnsQJFnceer ouf r'\ tfor ag% ’joeﬂpﬁose cas

i e S

ﬁ throu c[] e UngerorL &\]/e ”norem ets cheweq at tﬁ eleavesa ovg
Im. “Better keep the conscience for me, anyway.’

The lieutenant and Joel fired a few times t]o keep t E enen%
attentlop focussed on thelr osmon Then Joel remarked g
corporal’s an unusual man, isnt he?”

“In what way?”
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plm brief] forget the background of destruction that lay In the rifle
e Was carryn

But the (i ink of metal< against rock broupht him shhare Iy out f
his poetic rev 3/ nd back Y0 an ap rec;f 8 for arrlora
gosnlmh He ducke mta thick c?row underh PSh aad move
lowly In the direction of the sound, muscles tense, ritle poised.

es?otted hl?( nject In a ¢learin e3|de the river, An ancient
map, dpraa nshﬁep : sat.on a age 10CK, He Was Lchehagsseeﬁ

anc 1Ing thelr 0lood Into the “river. MOtIPNIESS an
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Eﬂedas (%

whi
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1eep
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\hvear Orr aun”clew another sheep from the pen behind him to repeat the

Joel w thhed the cold grey es nd he %omplete lack of ¢

ression onteaged ace as the |8 ned an|m s
roat. Fg fs\ome strange reason nhh]man ab[n 3 ere Cahou
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rom the o and. Then he unth eciove FWﬁ aed I
scurry t rough tae grass, too exhausted from it’s ordeal to Tly.

. He tyne dto the old man his voice sajurated with ra Jou
Insane HIS Wa s were 1ost In a oo?o an?msh S he ooke
the cold eyes framed with hthe expressionless, wrink face “You're
not Insane, You're one of us!

dove The old man turned his back and began to look for the white

a’ne back 8d listen, you demon!” Joel was screammg
hgstehca }/ NOW. an’t you see”there must be some other way! T
corporal didnt mean .

Two bullets iH ln the stomach and another In the throat.
The Germans had ear him shouting.

“Please . . .
The old man watched Joel’s body lurch into the river. Calmly he



E)ri]%et%eupet e z\al\tlgrlte dove, tied 1t to the branch and began dipping It

There was a cruel quality In the coldness of his eyes.

St. Clair at Sunset

DONALD HAIR

The warm wind wings across the shining river,
A woodwind tune in contrapuntal style
Against a cello's throb, the liquid quiver

Of water's gentle lap on ancient piles,

Far off against the flaming sky the bridge,
Poised in air as spider's web at dawn,

Stood, spun between the darker verdant ridges,
A crown of twinkling lights on channel drawn
Behind, the lusty city throbs with vigour;

Its jumbled rumble rolls and thunders on,

And artificial light illumes the sky,

As does the sun unseen approaching dawn.
Harmony Iin nature seems not needed:

The people of that city do not heed it
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Why do you weep, tiny tulip?
Why drop a nectar tear,

Or shake a leaf in fear?

Is it the frosty knife of wintery chills
That cuts the life-juice at the root?
Or is it Time that slowly Kkills,

With fingers choking, resolute.

Why do you weep, pretty tulip?

Tomorrow you'll be dead,

Your flaming velvet head

Will lie as cold as clay upon

The dampish ground; each fragile petal-pearl
Will shed its lustrous glow, and curl

Itself in ugly wrinkles; gone

Will be that precious smile of May,

But oh the glory of that one blooming day!

Why do you weep, happy flower?

For you have lived one glorious hour,

And died an angel's death; while |

Go groping ever through the realms of night
For one small ray of eternal light,

And wait my God impatiently.

GUTTERIDGE

Meantime that smile of yours does set me free,

From earthly care and plight,
A balmy dew

That seeps into

My soul and Dbreathes eternity.



The Still, Sad Music
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1S tongue. 1t bound his | nd cloyed his soul. Life's bright red
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emaciated calf on the rump with his shove

“It looked like Webb."

“It smells like Webb."

They saw Niessen wave from the ditch and walked along to meet

him,
“We got two more here. One English, He's got his feet on Webb's
back. We ought to rg?lve th a medeﬁ I%r EI| g tﬂats 0.0."

“How do you like your job Niessen?"
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CORALIE LAWTON

Lost.

Nothing, all around.

Above me, emptiness

Extending to no end.

Beneath, a shifting mass

Of dirt.

Out of nowhere, going nowhere.
About me, fellow grains of dust
Swirl into living motion,

Imagine goals and purpose,
Strive, grope, and play,

Ignoring hollowness;

Till instantly,

Each crumbles, each joins again
The shapeless blank

Of limitless expanse.

Eternity before us, infinity behind,
While void meets void meets void.
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TERRY LEEDER

Stone wheel,

Ridged in from the rim,

Static,

Like the motion of its maker's heart.
It was once dynamic,

Grinding out the years

Like the dull labor of a man

Grinding out a life.

ROGER F. GARDINER

Miss Patsy Macintosh, fat funny little girl,

Bewildered, homesick smile; shy, rumpled sable curl.

A stranger, from the north; shy, learning, growing bolder.
A high-school girl sophisticate; quickly growing older.

Pat Macintosh, a London girl; awkward adolescent;

No longer strange to us; fears largely evanescent.

Intelligent, a worker; books, homework, horn-rimmed glasses.
Parties at Sunday school; still rather plump in places.

Patricia Macintosh, no longer fat and funny;

A slender, proper girl; smiling, cream and honey.
Gracious, charming, friendly; poised, experienced, mature.
A teacher now, no nonsense, but capable and sure.
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Knowledge

J. T. J. C.

A group of students

sitting in a brightly lighted room
conjecturing as to their being
and their being's doings.
Ludicrous!

Blanketed minds

poking madly at the blanket
not knowing how they poke
trying to reach the stars.
Ludicrous!

But even so, the puny knowledge gained

IS used sustainingly as is the fallen rain.

WILLIAM A. COLLINS

The knight rides out from Camelot
Along a road that's cold and still.

He knows with what his way is fraught
And yet it's not against his will.

The cries ascend from far behind
He knows what they portend.

He knows the warnings of the seeing blind,
But he turns not from out the way he wends.

For he is off to slay the maiden fair,

And make impassioned love to the dragon in its lair.
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Standing here on the flatness of this land,
Flat and dull as a woman without a bosom,
| dream of the place where | was before;
Of its friendly, bald, black rocks,

Of beloved hills, purple at dawn and dusk,

And Dblack, as her hair was black, and rough and beautiful.

Watching the river of this flat land,

Old, and muddy, and slow, and dry,

In my heart | see the rivers of that other place
Stained brown as tea, and clear and bright;
Bright and clear and brown as her eyes were,
And laughing softly, lightly, sweetly as her voice.

Breathing this grey, wet, lifeless air,

Foggy, perpetual Autumn without its leaves,

| long for a friendlier land, behind me now,

Green, and live as it is grey and dying here,
Smelling the live smells of pine and lake and Spring,
Blowing soft in my face like her sweet breath.

14
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a?sailed hl‘orVY]hICh he brushed away. “lhave a good Job. | have lots
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gﬁ ate%rshuffled past quickly, which only left Malcolm more uneasy
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store win
he scoffed at himsel

OWF at ever}/ mirror eepco ntered. “There wa PO hIF.%
{0 nalﬁ tpeg stare, It [ust natura

natural to 1ook at other eog)l ou do It yourse f He strove to be
easy, but he was not. He was as nervous as'a cat In a crow.

UTe going to pieces, Malcolm”, his boss warned, “What Is
r}e troub(fe? %gu a?e ;eﬁ -conscious with customers, you of all people,
after so many years.

“ wil dﬁ betteF’ Malcolm muttered. “It is nothing”, and he
tried to laugh things off

And n evn I\/Iacolms riends seemed to ook at him for no
[]ea on that % cqlm could e% gure ha Iookc? h ’He
ik?ﬁme ueow reLOSI Utr%g\?vt Then ww Ee i Tmueew
Y(\go atgplm yI\/Iafcolrr raguaq tool% {0 avmdyng PIS ¥r|erc erhe
stares of strangers Wer better the gawking of friends.
By this time his friends did have reasons for looking at Malcolm.
e 15 50 thin”, they said,
He 15 50 nervous and Irritahle.”
‘Why, he nearly screamed at
smﬂ%g fmm as% ame towy Jn eagh
at me. “What are you loo mg at e sal
“He avoids us, t00”, put In another,
“I haven’t en him in weeks”, addedatnfrd “| hear his work

Ver His.boss says he Is so,stiff with the customers
ﬁ/ac? Yake im off ﬁ}/e sales staf at least tempor arli?/’

‘| wonder what 1S wrong”, they all said. “He has everything,
18
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especially now that his leg Is all

1ght.”

Efut 5 112" said one excitedly. “I saw him the other night and
he was limping.”
“Limping?” they wondered. “Oh, no.”
He changed. his. walk when | came up”, the man continyed,
n Ceﬁﬁ 8 |mp|nlq PeVYtaps the operatton Was no gooé lt
he Is afraid to'tell us.
Each of Malcolm’s friends cringed from the thought.
But the operation had been perfect, Malcolm knew. The lim
Wgy h]go he lin %635 ?%ecause I haP?E somehow ?e"t im more af ea{e
Ea lett him comyortable exc course, when, he met people who
new him. He no longer t hoo anyone a a friend.
nt afalse np Wwas 1o answer 10. self- orsclt]ousness 0 the
thm \&/ £ SIStent, ever-present won enroN e met peopL
h/IY ? neyhtng odd In him, .if that was Wh étv\}/ looked” at’ nim
alcolm’s nervous' mannerisms increased. His head was owr 0 av d
gart 1 crassed the street to avold aguaintances: he carrie
ma o/\oc et mIrror; ne Waa continuously looking at himself in store
WINAOWS; NIS tandst‘A Jttered everywhere, pattinghis hair, straighten-
g nis t|e creasing his hat.

lookin

obscurit

Cars Wat/tlng

Andgtl
{0 the uestto
Ana then one day hureyl

treet
t at the corner,

1,

o e

be stared at; everyo
as the light changed.

starting up. It caugh
was thrown down anc
until the torture stop

In the hospital theY
steel pin and plate had

he felt eey
ne scream

Ilgh

e stares at Jay-walkers. He ste
It was ona’hill and the car
this leg, the
dragged w
ed, and soL

repaired the leg as best they could, but the
wisted and torn the flesh and muscles and

S upon him, exes around him. “What are
I his pain; a

d limped to provide an ans%Ou
!<ts comf rt|

had tQ rt)e%%on Hcg)

nped behind a car

olled back before
the bumper. Malcolm

g car’s horn screamed
Up In pain.

[h/ q?e mtdo?eo th BF

-0r once he

enewed leg, Ir
ile the followir
nd was blottec
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teye was nothing,much the docirs could do but ake out the mefal
and Ul 2 pi 1 e bone, and e 1eg n & SRt Gt

.~ The dactors told I\/Iacor? “You will always I|m - Malcolm. There
is not enough whole muscle Teft to make the jOﬂ strong again.

Malcolm’s friends came to see him, lying there on the white bed,
and commiserated.

“How terrible!”
“To be cured,”
“And then to have this happen.”

“Lame again”, they whispered. “Poor Malcolm.”

e MR S0 A

| e T et
' 4

i et e e e
Says t il e quite oticeable

Malcolm 1 ghtaout thi dhen stretched himself In th
E@gs IEIOerp%terT(éLog CanoP B %et n(jeloi%uée |P1|Sa?s?ra|8{1at hceai Ir}ogrardp

It W%S S old leg backa ain. It was what everyone had once
ed e ke %%'”anevﬁ%js“%evoui) SO0 06 % ngWa%peO

e e et e e OBl
eace, ﬁ ?eit %?eeg No Fonger did the rackmg uneam%ess of the last

eeKS aFf ICt him,
“I am whole again”, he said aloud.
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Qreen Vialon

ROGER F. GARDINER

A sea of green, of shimmering green.
Below, the grasses verdant sheen;

Above, the shaded trees bare seen
Standing, washed with a softer green.

A sea of green and silvery surf

Where blossom-waves splash on the turf,
Returning birds sing out their mirth

That all things take new life from earth.
Across this soft and green-laced view
Stark pine-crags cast their sombre hue.
Their surf sounds sighing softly through

The fading dream . . .
| dream anew

Another sea ... of Autumn’'s brown . . .
A sullen tide, with Death seeds sown:
Vermillion, yellow, red. Birds moan

No green, where sun-killed grasses frown.

WILLIAM A. COLLINS

Lying on a road, on the flat

Flat surface of a road.

Going where the nowhere has begun
Spread-eagled to infinity.

And the wheels, the ever-turning wheels
The never-ending wheels crushing it
Down into the soft tar —

A teddy bear once black and white.

Thrown by a child —a god at play
Throwing out part of his soul.

It once was black and white
It now Iis gray —

With the never ending rumble of the wheels.
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Tke Cycle of -Naughnt

JIM ETHERINGTON

The vivid Dblastings of the battles
Sinks Iinto the mud,

And from their holes like mice
Come brown clad men

That scurry away to the west;
They board their ships for home,
Leaving far behind

Their gory fields of play.

The land festers slowly

In the frightened heat of peace,

As foul the winds of summer

Seek and search about;

O'er the shell holes filled with slime
Shattered trees cast fitful shades
As night collects . . .

And grey shrouds of formless clouds
Soak into the restless skies:

Soon from their tumbling midsts
Weeps down the dreary tears

That form in lonesome puddles,
And fall in rotting wounds;

Night closes down . . .

Nothing is to be seen . . . but

Only the quiet soothing rain

Trickles about, seeking, cleansing.

The morning breaks with a fresh Dbreeze

That sweeps across the acres.

The first rays of the young red sun

Pad softly across the hills,

Glist'ning on sweet dew

That sliding, slowly anoints the leaves

Of the young grass rootlets

That thrust through the mud of the sheltered places.
In them springs the enfant hope of forgetfulness
But on them shall retrot the armies of Hell.
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City, of J\liynt

ANONYMOUS

Early are the night sounds;

The wind iIn the city trees and the papers rustling In
the gutters,

The chirp of crickets in the vacant lots and the rattle
of rats in the garbage cans.

It Is dark along the city.
The night and | are born together.

And the sounds of night are many.

The shirt-sleeved, beer-stained arguments, the
laughter, cruel and kind,

The squeal of tires, the rustle of silk, the sickening
stench of sex in a third floor hall.

Dark now is the city.
The night and | live together.

And then the city Is quiet,

Quiet except for footsteps, lurching homeward,
except for tears in the night,

Except for the squalling wail of a baby and the rush
of running toilets.

Dark, dark is the city.
The night and | grow old together.

And then light comes to the city.

The footsteps are purposeful in the squalor as the
factory workers swings his lunch-box to the
morning shift,

As the milkman rattles his bottles of life,

As the corpuscles of buses pulse In the arteries of
the city,

As the corpse stirs, reluctantly, from a million frowsy
beds.

The city is never born again but only wakens.
The dull fingers of light reach into the city.
The night and | die together.
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“cdnd cdll Our ylefterday,t . . .

ANONYMOUS

It was here yesterday,

The sky and the clouds and the sun;
It was here yesterday,

The trees and the earth and the world;
It was here yesterday.

Only a day, only a fraction of eternity,

Only an existent moment in the life of a non-existent god.
Once the present, now only the past;

Only a yesterday.

It was here,

It was here the chance.

The moment, the outstretched hand, grasping;
The opened mouth, speechless;

The trembling thought, unformed.

The moment, only yesterday the moment.

It was here.

The sun was warm, the bough was laden,
But the hand was afraid,

But the heart was afraid.

It was here yesterday,

Only yesterday.

But where is yesterday?
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. . 1
Tis Only A Matter of Mind . . .

Mike Anderson
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The blast of cold night air In his face brought Fredricks back
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to hi here h the Dack of a hjle eag|
ST 5 BB 5t s v

. “Can. | realy believe this —or am | completely mad?” were the
first dou%tlng tho}ﬁghts and the last mortal WOP(! fy James Fredrelc& .

M

In the mornmﬁ) the wega erfsal ned front |% je storles read-

Am t}lgtlggdm{s] (?g % thin al{ %Ilcer%rpe P/s |f| gabs towmstsgg
0dy_Of James Fre rlcks aqe Tl % 1S a artment

E}f ree

the Cit 3ark saneo o* ocks, With ? ]QII“I% %
In the kur X aim {0 have seen It Hﬂ rect?/a Ve
ir etreaenot || putldings or towers anywhere In the park, (S
page two for pictures.)”

WILLIAM A. COLLINS

Perfection is for the dead
Not for the living.

For while the breath goes in and out of me.

For while the blood nourishes the bone.

For while | look in the eyes of God

And feel His tears fall to the earth as rain

And feel the cataclysmic powers of the storm called life
Then will | live.

For only while | search the mind of Man.

For only while Pm sickened and Pm glad

With what | know and never hope to know —
Do | live.

For | could search the universe right through:
The silver penny of the moon, the twenty dollar gold piece
Of the sun, the rhinestones on the velvet blouse of night —
To where the firecrackers have just strewn —worlds to be won
And never know the sum.
Yet want to know and blindly —

Fear to know.

21 -



Ode

toXVinter

DON GUTTERIDGE

The snow beats fast and thick upon my sill;

The lawn and hedge are caught in that snowy cloud,
That settles like a down on town and hill,

And clothes the naked trees with a freezing shroud
That clings like a ghost to every shivering limb.

The green lawn, the dark skeleton of the tree,

And the gray of walk and road are lost to me;
Swallowed up Iin that whirlwind of white,

That hides the very sun and sky from sight!

The snow is stopped; and everywhere | look,

| see the earth now wears a purer vell.

But silent is the tree, and still the brook;

A still and silent earth, and oh how pale!

And somewhere off | hear the children shout,

As they laugh and play at their snowball bout,

And bundled bodies brave the crisped air,

Breathing frost, and oh! so unaware,

That far below

The deep-piled snow,

There lies a living soul!

The night-wind sweeps across the snow-clad scene,
And wails a high foreboding tune;

In the wintry black of sky the silver-orb'd moon
Surveys with watchful eye the field and stream.
The ice comes on!

And from the freezing lake, a rumble deep

And roaring, like a cry of anguish or a moan;
As if some living soul the lake doth own,

And beats against the icy waves that creep
Across its face and chill

The very depths. The ice is come!

And all the lake is still.
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O Winter! you with ice and snow

Bedeck this world in heavenly show;

You paint the hill and clothe the stream,
And leave the woods a fairy dream.

No garment ever wore this earth so bright,
So clean, so pure, so holy white

As this gay dress, this crystal cloud;

Her living glory, and her dying shroud!

IV

O Winter! some find joy In your snowy dust,
And fools play in your lifeless crust;

They laugh and sing

At a senseless thing.

And like a child they give their trust

To every gleam and precious glow,

And miss the life that lives below.

But | find only grief in the winter snows,
That rises, swells, and bursts! and overflows.

Pity, sorrow, pain

Course my every aching vein,

And melancholy streams along the blood,

To burst upon the heart and spill

Upon the brain, and with a savage flood,
Extinguish the last light of human hope!

O Christ! Once our warmth and light,

The sun that broke the dark of night,

And melted every frozen heart;

The spring eternal sprung from purest joy,

The glory and the light that lived in every part
Of our mortal being, and wandered through
The deepest caverns of our soull Where now

Is the warmth and life that blew

Across the summer grass and swayed the vernal bough?
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And where is the glory and the hope of Christ?
Lost In the icy blast! Forgot

In the loneliness and the terror of a winter wild!
Abandoned by the faithless, once beguiled,
And now too weak to change their wonted lot!
O Christ! weep not at the usurped throne;

For WE have made this Godless shell.

You led us once from Hell's dark home,

And we have built a darker Hell!

VI

So blow ye winds, and snow ye snhows!

Freeze the heart and paralyze the soul,

Ice the streams where glory flows,

And glaze the brooks where love and beauty roll.
But, somewhere In the sadness of the wind,

And the hopeless blast of snow,

In the barren womb of a frozen earth,

| hear the voice of spring, and find

Its infant murmur giving birth

To a hope long hid; and | feel

The stir of something deeper, something real,

A long-veiled glory breathing 'neath that snow,
And whispering tales of a glorious day

That was and is and evermore shall be,

If only we have faith to see

That In ourselves alone does the power lay

To find eternal peace and everlasting joy,

The greatest glories man can know.

Ja
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