








sounds of pulses, the hidden impulses of blood. I sucked the broken surface of
my skin and tasted the chemistry of myself. Someone laughed, the girls rolled
finally apart, tired lovers of each other. The fair girl slowly stood and yanked
her shorts up, drawing the zipper, fastening the metal stud.

“Will you be here tomorrow?”

Gillian said, “I’'m not sure.”

“I’ll come anyway. But I won’t wait.”
“I may go to his room.”

“Do you want to?”

Gillian, now standing, arms dangling, did not answer. She looked through the
dark in my direction as if she had known of my presence all along; she looked to
where [ stood, my head bent over my hand, my mouth over my own blood in the
manner of a defeated vampire whose long night forways have turned up nothing.
Holding my breath, I moved deeper into the shrubbery. Our eyes, perhaps, had
met; perhaps there had been an encounter, a glimpse; perhaps I had seen what
she wanted me to see—how could I know? The girls parted; [ saw the fair girl
slide into the trees, disappearing like a receding lantern. And Gillian waited for a
moment in the clearing, lonely and small there in the dark, as if she had lost
something of herself, as if she knew that whatever it was it was being transported
now, like a plundered souvenir, down through the trees in the fair girl’s hands.

I waited for her to come to my room on that night; but she did not. I waited all
night long for the sound of her. Dark became dawn, the sky the colour of a bare
damp bone. I could not shake the image of the encounter in the wood, of
Gillian’s upraised thighs and the blond girl’s shorts sliding from her body; and the
image hung with me like a dog in heat, with the same clammy insistence of an
aroused animal. From the window of my room I watched the lawn slough off its
shadows; and birds began to move in the branches of trees, furtive, nervous,
indistinct as yet, rounded out by their absences, by the slight shivering of stalks
where they had recently been. I was touched by a sense of emptiness; aware of
movements that were not movements; but echoes only, and at the core of dawn
a darkness undispelled.

from a novel in progress
by Campbell Black
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(From The Circus Series )

The Magician’s Night

Magic you say? I've disappeared before my eyes
And taken you all with me.

For a while it was all real, all right

Mamma I should have rode the horses

But I touch the deepest eye upon me, when |
Pick a card, you can be queen before

I make you disappear.

Before I make you care

Where I’ve let the pidgeons fly.

Scott Regan
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september

walking to the store at the end of the
street, past glowing,
pale, dying
rooms, dim in sick shimmers of tube, playing
dead fish on walls,
on the road, moon,
clearer now than in bloody air to the
south, drops downward
as i, walking,
eclipse it with a stride, pressing it past
reaches of dead
elm. but, walking
back, the moon rides up shoulder, coining fresh
shadows never
to be shaped this
shade again, never another stillness
like this again,
as moon dives to
pools deeper, more fathomless, than surface
shine of streetlamp
on dying dreams.

Herb Coursen

I reelee MacAnn
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From a Series...

Hullo, Cassiopeia

Fragments
Hullo, Cassiopeia.
It’s hard to believe they call you cold.
Distinct, discreet, : “It seems so natural that you’re here.”
You do carry yourself like a queen. I told her,
Lying,

But cold?

People will always misread silence. Guiding her into the lab with

The flat of my hand on

Cold is The small of her back.
My landlady’s daughter. o i
Fighteen and haughty, Stepping in gingerly,
She swishes past me on the stairs, Her e}.'es told that the place was precious to her.
Eyes turning aside, following the line of the banister. She QIpped her head down,
A quick gesture that spilled dark hair
A yawn, a vacant stare; In wisps across her face,
Worse, a tangled mass of panty hose Leaving the neck bare

Dangling precariously over my bath.

What does she know of comradeship? I flaunted the full ring of keys.

“Go ahead—look around.”

We share a special perch, you and I. She nearly flew across the room
From a chair, seated, you make your circuit in the sky, An anxious bird-thing in a silky .frock
While I, shored up against this hill, Her slippers skittering across the bare ,marble.

Hang over the city behind a fortress of glass and gauges,

Watching the lights below wink out one by one. She smelled of scented powders, like pollen.

S, Miller “Show me your new star,” she hissed.
S. Miller
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Wandering

I know that a man who leaves his fatherland will be sick with nostalgia. I also
know that the man who leaves this earth will be prey to a similar malady, but I
do not know how to name this affliction.

German Titov

McCulleh felt deliciously lazy, as he would waking by degrees into a slow,
languid morning. He experienced his dormant senses with perception necessarily
transcending them. He was vividly aware of his own sight, hearing, feeling, while
seeing, hearing, feeling nothing. He floated in the sea of his consciousness, and
felt himself buoyant and rising gradually, reluctantly yet insistently toward a
stimulus above the surface: a sun, or a sound, or a distant pain.

He was surprised to find himself in an upright position, falling. Then he was
walking, limping, down a slope of long grass and copses of low bushes dangling
prickles and dry berries. He was on a hill overlooking an empty highway. In the
noon heat, the only sound was the shrill humming of cicadas and the ghostlike
rustling of grass disturbed by his passage. The stillness was strange and startling
to McCulleh.

He stood for several moments, looking about him, unconvinced of the reality
of his surroundings, examining himself only as a sudden afterthought. His bare
feet were dirt-caked and bleeding: his pants were wet with dew and torn, like
his open shirt. Large areas of skin were marked by fine scratches and mottling
bruises. He felt a growth of beard on his cheeks and dry, swollen lips. He could
not recognize the gaunt ribs, the cracked, protruding knees and elbows as his
own. There was a hunger and fatigue that had anesthetized him to their
concommitant discomfort. McCulleh, himself, felt alert, curious, and excitingly
bewildered. He regarded the automobile appearing in the distance noncomittally,
as a logical, if ulterior development in his situation, temporarily drawing his
attention away from it.

He thrashed his way down to the highway as the car bore on him, breaking
abruptly where McCulleh staggered out of the thick roadside bushes. A young
man, sweatingin shirtsleeves and loosened tie, sat apprehensively behind the open
window, his mouth ajar.

McCulleh summoned his voice from forgotten, rheum-covered depths.

McCulleh clutched his borrowed dime like a precious jewel. He inserted it
into the telephone slot with exaggerated care and finality, and dialed the single
digit as if the act was crucially pivotal. The operator was lax in putting his call
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through, the ringing was remote and endless. The click of connection, the
operator’s and Elaine’s crisp exchange, were secretly significant to McCulleh.

“Gareth?”

“Elaine. . .”

“Where are you?”

“Nogales.” McCulleh grasped the phone as if it rooted him in a place he
feared leaving. He found himself looking over his shoulder with the trepidation
of a paranoid.

“Nogales? Are you in Mexico?”

“Arizona. I need some money.”

“What are you doing in Arizona, Gareth? The institute has been calling
I didn’t know. . .” ’

He tried to guage the extent of her agitation, knowing that she could and
would be damping her actual emotions, holding them in some strategical reserve

He held his breath around the words: “It’s only been a few days. . .” He ha&
posed a question, but Elaine did not answer.

“T'll explain everything later, Flaine. Right now I need two hundred
dollars. . .You can wire it to the Greyhound station. Nogales. I'll take a plane
from Tucson.”

“But—"

“Ill explain later, Elaine. Just wire the money, and quickly, and I might see
you later tonight.

“All right.” Her voice was suddenly stiff and forced. McCulleh looked at the
earpiece as if it had hurt him, for a moment believing he was talking to a stranger
pretending to be his wife.

“Good bye, then. You will hurry?”

“Ill call right away. Good bye.”

He returned the phone to its cradle and stood in the booth, watching it as a
dead thing. The conversation with Elaine had ended too soon, but the phone
would not animate itself, and he could not pick it up and find her waiting
patiently on the other end.

He had been gone for three and half days. His body had shed fifteen pounds,
and he had lost his shoes, belt, and all contents of his pockets. His two smallest
!eft toes and little finger of his left hand were fractured, as if some bone—crush-
ing force had grazed him in its indifferent passing. Cuts on his belly and soft
Inner thighs had become infected, though not dangerously. Two days after his
Teturn his body temperature dropped from one hundred and one to near
normal. Slowly, he began to gain lost weight.
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What else could he tell Elaine?

—He had sat up in bed, next to her, from a dream of moonlit desert and bare
mountains, his skin shining and his eyes and mouth dry. He remembered thirst,
getting up to quench it, dressing to go outside for air. He did not remember fall-
ing back asleep. He did remember the incessant cicadas, the still air like an
omniscent presence, the dead berries no insect had wanted, the automobile: a
dream intruding on and finally effacing his own.

Elaine’s wine, squeezed from grapes ripened on a steep hillside behind her
house, and fermented in wood casks in her dim cellar, was its own celebration.
McCulleh, his senses and needs deadened by bottles of drink and the severed
ovaries of poppies, sprawled in sleep by the fire. He woke at Elaine’s side in
early morning, disquieted by his inability to recall the events of the previous
night past a certain point.

But he knew that point, remembering it with remarkable clarity, though
nothing beyond it.

He had been walking in the woods, and had gone a long way over a trail he
had never taken. He stood where he had come to, and looked around, puzzled
by the strange landscape. The sun was low in the sky, and he knew he had started
off in early afternoon. Several hours had been lost, hours he had apparently
spent covering the miles to this unfamiliar spot. The lost time did not overly
concern him, but another thing did.

He felt as if the afternoon had been spent in sleep, and he could recall a
dream. It was not a dream, though; it was as if he had been given access to a
memory he did not, until now, know he possessed.

His memory was of walking, as he had walked that afternoon, but on a hard
bare surface with a startlingly near horizon attesting to its curvature. Through
the soles of his feet he felt an immense throbbing, as if he walked upon the
outer housing of a living thing. He experienced many motions at once: his own
movement along the smooth surface, the revolution of that surface about a
point somewhere deep beneath him, and the movement of everything in space.

The sky was thick with stars overhead. He watched their progress across the
panorama for a long time.
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Elaine was lying spent, beside him, breathing slowly and deeply, her hair
spread out like a discarded banner. McCulleh watched the rise and fall of her
breasts, her upturned mouth and parted lips, her eyelashes closed on white
cheeks, and the oddly bowed position of her legs, her crossed ankles and pubie
hair at opposite ends of a diamond-shape.

That night he was again tempted to believe what he saw to be a dream. But it
was not one. He heard the cry of an animal, and its answer, and went outside. A
huge yellow moon was in the sky, its features unrecognizable. McCulleh felt -his
senses to be unusally keen. He heard movements in the forest, could see each
individual blade in a moonlit field of grass. A small shape appeared over a hill
crest, and became a human form. It came over the crest, followed by others
walking toward the forest in an arc avoiding McCulleh. There were fifteen or,
twenty of them, a few long-haired women, a few children, walking or on their
mothers’ backs. They disappeared into the dark of overhanging trees, and an errie
shudder passed through McCulleh’s body. ’

He returned to Elaine then, who had stirred into a half-sleep. When she rubbed
her face sleepily, like a child or a monkey, McCulleh felt an intense pleasurable
heat spread over him, and something leap uncontrollably in his loins. His taking
of her, his escape into her, was a resolution that was demanded by something
that coincided with his own demands only in passing.

‘For .McCulleh, it was a familiar sensation: that his fingertips were merely
witnessing Elaine’s orgasms, rather than arousing them.

}.\s a child, he had sensed an inexplicable strangeness in places or situations, a
feeling encroaching on nostalgia, but seeming the antithesis of nostalgia at the
same time. Being a child, the strangeness was all the more inexplicable, and must
have been interpreted and rationalized within the limits of a child’s ken.
McCulleh wished, for peculiar reasons, to revisit such places, and walk in them as
a child with an adult’s eye. He was certain he would be better able to analyze
the felements of the situation that had prompted his feelings of exciting uneasiness,
of impending adventure, of loneliness, of knowing he did not belong, was

abandoned, yet finding delight in his alicnism as well as a wistful, inexpressible
sorrow.

Such feelings for a place would last minutes, at the longest hours or a day. He
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clearly remembered a few times during his childhood and adolescence: entering
a church for the first time, huge, dizzying, echoing and empty; spending a part
of winter in a snowless, tropical land; his first days at a large university. Other
times he would only look up at a change of weather or an orange, rising moon
and the strangeness would overwhelm him.

He had outgrown these once frequently experienced emotions.

McCulleh was interested in these incidents of his early life because now some-
thing like the feelings they created were reoccurring, more and more often, in his
life. The feelings were different from those of his childhood perhaps only in
degree and complexity, forming around some unchanged core. But now, they
were prompted by familiar, commonplace circumstances. Or familiar circum-
stances were suddenly and arbitrarily becoming unfamiliar ones.

The walls of his home or his quarters at the institute, streets often traveled,
paths often walked. . .At times these were the stimuli that produced in him that
notion of his own alluring, saddening foreignness. He could almost feel it
flowing in his veins, along his nerves, reaching distinct parts of his body and
organs like a rapid-acting, omnipervasive drug. It filled him with such mixtures of
joy and unhappiness, attraction and repulsion, curiosity about and fear of the
feeling, that he felt in a position to do nothing else but experience it.

The phenomenon was as inexplicable to the present McCulleh as to the past
one.

The incident was disproportionately allusive to McCulleh: He had wakened
at noon, long after Elaine, the past night’s unresolved love making impressing
a shapeless and undefined culpability upon him. Elaine had asked him to look at
the inoperative television console. She stood off as he worked, watching as if
McCulleh were a surgeon operating on a human being.

Prior to sleep, the being will forget itself. All the manifestations of
consciousness disappear in proper order, followed by consciousness itself.

From experience, McCulleh knew that a severely drugged or drunken man,
or a deranged one, might forget himself prematurely, before actually entering
sleep. He will awaken wondering what had happened the previous night, what
belonged in the gaps in his memory. Often he cannot rest until those gaps, by
the recollections of others, are filled, though he also fears what lies in them, and
finally wonders what it was that had caused him to forget his being.
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For. McC}lﬂeh, was it different? He no longer drank, or used any drug to such
an obliterative degree, and he was not insane. But the period previous to sleep of
which he could remember nothing lengthened.

He would act and talk normally for hours, even having sex with Elaine, and
recall nothing the following morning. Sometimes his wife would give her account
of the lost time. McCulleh saw nothing unusual or significant in his actions dur-
ing these periods. But his actions’ complete, unvarying almost lobotomized
usualness and insignificance disturbed him. It disturbed him less profoundly that
he could make lobotomized, forgotten love to Elaine.

Whereas in his youth, a sky of black and grey storm-horses or a snowless
December among Negroes with smiles splitting their faces might trigger that
elusive strangeness in McCullek., now the triggers were less momentous.

A face in a crowd, the position of the hands on a clock, the design of a
fabric, one of Elaine’s gestures, a sound or color or certain light. . .then, where
he was, what he was doing, even who he was. . .all was subject to doubt.

When the feeling left him, it did so utterly, leaving no wake. His memory
seemed a pitifully inadequate bridge to the actual experience, collapsing under
McCulleh’s slightest pressure.

To be the perpetual stranger: this appealed to McCulleh. Only the wanderer
who remains disconnected from the world, experiencing the world as an alien
upon it, could achieve the kind of freedom McCulleh sought: the freedom of
unlimited options, of a future and past exploding omni-directionally away
from him. The act of seeking on a conscious level, seemed foolish to him; the
truth of this was becoming obvious.

Wandering was the symptom, the manifestation of the unconscious seeker.
The man who leaves the world will not leap off it. He will wander out of it.

To him, wandering did not mean moving about, from place to place. His
wandering had bearing and purpose, though it might have been an aberration.
Once, he must have realized his alienness, his terrible misplacement. But it was

also terrible to leave the world suddenly, though this was his need. So he would
wander out of it, gradually.

McCulleh was driven to his goal by wonder, kept from its premature attain-
ment by fear.

T. Lowerre
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