A Sea Story

By Don Gibson

It was another balmy day. The clipper
Baltimeore Lady was again becalmed. On
deck, a stalwart man of fifty, bearing a
worn cap of navy blue as his only identifi-
calion as caplain, restlessly paced. For a
moment he stopped, turned his face fo the
haerizon, and revealed a decply-tanngd
complexion eiched with the marks of fif-
teen years of close association with the
ses. Turning, he impetususly stamped the
floorpoards and resumed his way fowards
the bow. From a perilous perch, enfwingd
with a profusion of rigging, a lookout
shouted, ““Lifeboat off the starboard
e

The cry turned all faces toward the
distant low-lying boat, The captain rushed
Across the deck and snatched the spyglass
from one of the sailors.

Where is it ? he shouted to the look-
out withou! moving the glass from his eye,

“Four points off the starboard bow!*
the lafty volce returned.

The captain adjusted his instrument fo

the new bearing and saw a small, weather-
beaten lifeboat drifting aimlessly in fhe
ngon heat. He thought he could defect
samething moving within the frail hull,
but the rolling of the clipper made it
impoessible 1o conlirm. Turning 1o his first
mate, he gave concise orders 1o lower a
boal to investigate. Within momentis a
boat, mannéd with several ablobodicd
sailors, was lavnched. It seemed like an
clernity 1o the captain and his crew before
the two boats met and returned with one in
T,

Within fifty feelt of the clipper, a
young, bland-haired sailor siood up and,
cupping his hands around his mouth,
called out, ““Call the ship's surgeon.
There's a man here close fo dyin®! "

The emphasis placed on his last word
sent & murmyr through the on-leoking
crigw. A fow minutes later, the boals Came
alongside the high hull of the clipper The
blond-haired youth struggled up the rope
ladder with an apparently lifeless form
over his shoulder

He looks hyrt bad.* he announced 1o
his fxpactlant comrades. "Wherd's the
SUFgesn?

“Right here,”” a weak volce re-
sponded. “Lét me through.” The dector
crouched by the sprawled form and put
ong¢ car to the withered form's ches!. &
dead silence filled the air, broken only by
the creaking of the ship's timbers,

“He's alive! ™ the surgesn uitered in
an astounded woice. ““Someone help me
get him below. "

By this time, the captain had arrived
on the selemn scent. He gquietly ordercd
four sailors 1o carry the survivor below ta
sick bay.

“Back to your stations, everyone, ™ he
said, furning to his crpw. He took the
young, blond sailor by the arm and led him
aside and spoke 1o him in lowered fones.,

“Did you {ind any identification in the
boat or among his belangings?™ the cap-
Tan asked,

e, sir the scaman  aniwered
respectivlly. “And ai for his belongin's,
fhe boat was emply.””

““How long would you say that boal has
been adrifll ™ pursued the captain,

el sir, judgin’ by the seaweed on
the sides, sir, 1'd wager that old dory has
been out there for a good two weeks.

“Thank you sailor,”” the caplain said,

“Oh, and se¢ 1o it tha! that lifleboat is
cleaned up — wi might be able 1o salvage
her ©° His eyes moved off toward the hor-
ipon under his Iowering braw,

“Twoe weeks,” he mused 1o himself,
“Two weeks.” A& merchant ship had
passed them six days before saying they
had seen wreckage of the whaler Penguin
ten days before that, That would place the
lass of the Penguin at no later than sixieen
days ago.

Anofficer broke his reverioe by saying,
“Caplain, you are wanted below, sir The
surgeon has revived fthe man we ook
aboard.”™

“Wary goetd,* the caplain mumbled a%
he hastencd off toward the companien:
way. He lowered himsell down the narrow
staircase angd through fhe small corridor
o a crampéd cabin.

The room, dimly lit by a tiny porihole,
was filled with a stale oder, mingled willh
that of the surgeons sweat. The caplain
sho! a glance foward the prone figuoeol an
ald man on an improvised cof. He could
not discern the face, a5 & shadow secluded
it from view.

e can talk nowih i, The SUrQeon
2aid in a low voice.

The captain nodded 16 the doctor and
turned to the old man. He dréwiup a stool

and 38t bélide the <ol His éyées had
adjusted to the surrounding gleom and he
could now readily sealifa Gld man’s face.
IT was once a handsoime ong. he thought,
but now was thinned bytold agéand recant
starvation. Deep_falls wore fUrrowed into
his brow, below which, twolsunken eyes
swam in ruddy pools without focusing. His
iaw was covered with a rough, grey
brard; his head wasCrowned with while.
Hiz framaderas broad, bul pitifellyiemaci-
ated. Twalwrinkled ihands hung maoticon-
lessly at the emds of his feeble, thin arms.
Withinamoment the capiain realized that
this diving spactrc had ance Been & $1rondg
scaman, starved for $ome twd odd weeks
under suﬂinn 2un in Meemiddie of the
&8 — he hadn't long falive.

Az the captain leaned closer to the old
man, the two sunken pils suddenly became
animated.

“Iain't deadl yet''' the old man
croakod, sending the captain recling back-
wards on his steo)) Quickly recovering
from fhe shock, he thought he could defect
o faint smile on the old face as he asked,
WO B you T What happéned to you "

Whatam 17°° the old man repeated.
“Who am 12 a lifttle fainter 1 took &
short time boefore his mind cleared. ““Ah,
yiog hetsaid after a short while, which

{Continued on Page 4L)

Way of a Turtle

By Kevin Coogan

[ get the distinet feeling every once in awhile, when |
stop and look around, that no one else is there. Come to
think of it, this iz not some strange feeling; it's a true-to-
life fact. I am alone. It doesn’t bother me though. I guess it
should, but it doesn’t. Just think of i1t. In a short 14 vears a
serawny goof like me has become completely isolated from
the world. It’s horrifving, but it’s true. I'm ready to face a
harsh and bewildering life filled with loneliness and
dezpair. It will make a great novel someday, after ['ve lived
it.

Don’t get me wrong. I'm not an orphan or a leper or
anyvthing hke that. Physically | am surrounded by people,
lots of them. In fact there are s0 many of them, I am
suffocating. [ should sayv “we,” because the whole world is
suffocating in its same dull existence. I live with a group of
people, my family, in a purple house surrounded by
thousands of white houses. That’s why my father painted
ours purple — to be different. Really evervone that lives in
our house hates purple, but my father sayvs individualism
is a beautiful thing no matter what color it happens to be.
My mother thinks the whole idea is stupid. “Why be
different just to be different?” she says.

He alwavs mumbles back, “Man needs to be an indi-
vidual.”

Why dont vou paint vourself purple then?” she savs.

“Maybe I will,” he grants. 1 bet he would too if he had
any purple paint left.

When [ walk (I walk everywhere), 1 sometimes think
that somebody is playing a joke on mankind. I mean,
wouldn't it be funny if someday somebody, [ puess it would
be God, told us all that we're not really alive, that it’s all
just an illusion? What would the world do? Probably just
roll over and go back to sleep, but I still think 1t's Kind of
funny, and I laugh about it whenever 1 walk. You know, [
think I'll become a mailman. A lonely and embittered one.
The idea really does appeal to me. 1 could walk to my
heart’s content through rain and snow and sleet and hail
every day That really does appeal to me.

[ hate the word family. It's such a fake, the whole
word. On the outside family means love and togetherness
and happiness and the whole jov bit, but it’s really notthe
truth. Family really means boredom and irritation and
dislike. That's the way it really is.

The last time my family was all together waswhen my
gister died. Mo, | guess that’s not right becausemy sister
died before the family got together. She was old, hmean
about thirty or so, and she had kids and a hushand: It was
kind of sad. I didn’t even know her, but it was'Still"sad:
I'm the voungest in this group of people Lfeside with, It's
very irritating to be the youngest. The problem, iz “Ull
always be the voungest. When they gay, “We'lll tellhaou
when you're older.” they really mean that they'll never tell
me because the thing is Ull never baolder Pl alwaysbe the
yYoungest,

When 1 go to school (I haté that word too) my mind
remains blank. It's such a jokeé that school s a plage of
learning. That's such a lie. I reallihaven Blearned much of
anvthing. [ don’t know anxBody that has, bubthen again |
don't know anvbody very well atyachooll “It's vour own
fault,” my mother saxs. “Youre like 2 turtle. never
apeaking to a =oul.” KKnow, it =“my own fault; but I don’t
care.

There used to be this Kid thabeonstantly bothered me.
Evervday he would 2ae "hello™ and introduce himzell and
ask if he could eat with me snee he G=ually saw me at
lunch. I meapever vday hedigh thisg Of course | never said
anvthing to him, @nd he usually would say nothing back,
but it really bugEed me. [ meéan who was thiz kid anvway |
didn’t evenshnow him,. One day right out of the clear blue
sky he@aid, “You reafool,” @and ot up and walked away

But he was: wpongadlminot a fool. I'm a wartle. 1 like
soclugions, [ like donelinezs. Thats me. And if 2omeone
comes 2earching for me, [ resent it. Because my=elf, alone
in thiz world, isu sceret.

You'know Idént think I'll be a mailman. It seemed
kind of atupid anyway

Mary Ann Jack=zon, Editlor
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Private, William Langdon

By Maurcen Clawson

“It is war that wastes a nation’s wealth, chokes'its indus-
tries, kills its flowers, narpowsils svmpathies, condemns it
to be governed by adventurers, andfleaves the puny, de-
formed, and unmanly to{bréed the next generation.” Bill
underlined this paragraph with bis magie marker and
closed his book with@ heats sigh. Hefwasdired. He shut his
eves trying Lo obliterate the incessant hum of the helicop-
ters, the negver-ending snap of anlenemy zun, the heat, the
flies, the knowledge that ina few moments he must get up,
tired as he was, and face the inevitable — death.

That's how he felt aboutthis assignment. Though odd-
Iv enoughd this was the first timesinee he came to Vietnam
that heavasn’t afraid)h Bill'sat back enjoving a small patch
of shade provided by anold lean-to. He had a few minutes
before the mission and he wasn't about to squander them.
Funnyv, he thought, how he took advantage of time back
hame-vah, he sighed heavily again — Virginia. That small
farm he was raised ondnever sounded better than at this
moment.

Memories flashed“through his mind like prices on a
stocksmarket board. Up until a few months ago, his life
was thewiarmy hiz girl Ginny, sunny davs, and happy
hours. Themphe turned eighteen. Bill laughed quietly to
him=¢M. Eighteen! That was supposed to be the magic age
where, the world would come alive to his presence.
Eighteen: The only thing that it got him was a shaved head,
a eold, a harsh rifle, and a stack of vellowing letters from
hoemcAnd, of course, the heat and flies.

Bill wiped his sweating brow with his sleeve and got
up. He was still tired. He walked down past the rows of
army green until he came to his tent. This was hiz home
now. He went in and looked around, threw his book on the
cot and at the same time picked up the M-14. An odd com-
bination, he mused: a book against wars and a gun that
causes them. He gently caressed the sleek fircarm. Shoot-
ing used to give him pleasure. Virginia is a good hunting
atate, he thought. Lots of deer, rabbits and squirrels. A
pun used to give him pleasure. It didnt anvmore. *When [
et home,” Bill thought, “I'll sell those huntin® runs.”

He picked up his helmet and ammo belt, remembering
when he first arrived for basic training at Fort Bragye,
North Carolina. “"How naive I was,” Bill thought. Fighting
for God and country was a tradition in the Langdon fami-
Iv  All of hiz ancestors had fought in one war or another,
and all had been decorated. Evervone expected Bill to go
into Vietnam and come out a hero.

Perhaps that was why Bill was so gung-ho about basic,
taking delight in the learning of hand-to-hand combat and
becoming an excellent marksman. Despite all this training.
the first mission in Vietnam was a shock. For nothing can
prepare a man to Kill.

“Hex, Bill.”™ a tart voice broke through Bill's reminiscing.
“Bill?™

“Yeah, Joe, what iz it™

Time to go, buddy The Old Man™s a-callin™ ™

“Right, Joo. Be with va.”

Bill turned to wo. taking a long, hard look at the small
arca he had ealled home, not really knowing why

The zun in Vietnam is an intangible enemy, even to
those who were born under it. It was especially harsh on
the GI's gathered around outside the radio tent waiting for
orders. Bill shaded his eves from the heat and glare and
#lanced at the country before him. Aside from the occa-
sional spurts of gunfire, the rich, gently sloping hills could
easilv have been mistaken for American countryside.
However, this was all he had time to reflect upon, for this
Lroop was moving out.

Theyv started at a quick pace, walking along well-worn
and familiar paths. As the hours passed, the terrain be-
came rugged, almost jungle-like, and walking became diffi-
cult. 8o far they had been lucky, for they had run into only
one small Vietcong scouting party, and no American
casualties had resulted from their meeting. However, they
were going deeper and deeper into V.C. territory, in an
area where every step might be their last.

The men were sweating profusely. The heat of the
jungle was suffocating, pressing in on them from every
gide. And a fear which prickled their sking and made their
hearts pound madly steadily grew. They stopped for a mo-
ment, listening to a dead jungle. Then it happened! A crack
from an enemy rifle and one voung man lay dead. The
zoldiers serambled for shelter, now thankful for the dense-
ness of the area. No sound was to be heard. The men stayved
that way for an hour Just listening and waiting, knowing
what was to come, but powerless to prevent it. A shot from
behind started a barrage of fire and told the men the ter-
rible truth — they were surrounded! Bill and the men
opened up with evervthing they had. However, it was not
enough. The radio man, down. Tom Harkens, dead. One by
one the American soldiers were picked off until only three
remained. One of them was Bill.

The Vietecong had stopped shooting. Bill relaxed a
minute and looked upward trying to see the sun. The
foliage of the trees was too thick to see through. But he
didn’t need to 2ee the 2un to tell that it hung low in the sky,
for darkness was falling quickly

We cannot sit and wait for death, Bill thought. We
must figrht. The two other survivors were o the left of him
and back a few vards. Bill's mind was hazy, his thinking
unclear. All he could remember was the platoon sergeant
back at bazic sayving “strength in unity safety In nums-
bers!™ These words kept echoing in his mind, growing
louder and louder “Never give up gro down fighting!™
Bill tried to calm himseclf, but the words kept repeating in
his brain. [ must get back to the other men! I have to! Half
crazed, he got up and ran with all the strength left in him,
running for Virginia, running for tradition, running for
himself: he never made it.

Back at camp a sergeant was gathering togrether the
things of Private William Langdon. It was a name to him,
nothing more. He picked up a worn book Ixing on the cot
and placed it on top of the other things left of Bill. It slid
down the small bundle and fell to the floor, its pages open-
ing to a small section underlined with a red marker, "It 15
war that wastes a nation™s wealth, chokes its industries,
kills itz flowers, narrows its sympathies, condemns it to be
voverned by adventurers, and leaves the puny, deformed,
and unmanly to breed the next generation It 1= war that
kills.”
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The Misftit

By Deid Jokresan

Alan was a lonely guvy His favorite pastime was
swimming in the pond and catching flies. This 15 because
Alan was a turtle. He wasn't like the other turtles in the
pond. He had a bright, orange spot on his back which made
him stand out. The other turtles didn’t like this, because
when the sun hit the spot, it reflected into their eves and
made them sore; therefore, no one wanted to be around
Alan. Al was very dismayved at having no friends, and so he
decided to consult the wisest person he knew — Fred, the
frog. Fred could usually be found sitting on a lily pad at the
edge of the pond.

“Fred,” Alan said, “what can I do about this spot on
my back? I'm tired of eatching flies by myzelf.”

“Well, Al, why don't vou try dyveing vour spot black?” re-
plied Fred, while putting on a pair of sun glasses to
climinate the glare.

“That's a great idea, Fred, but where do [ get the dye?”

*Go to the goffleberry plant at the other side of the
pond and pick 25 berries. Then proceed to squeeze the juice
out of them and mix it with two teaspoonfuls of pond
water.”

Alan swam Lo the other side of the pond and followed
the procedure given to him by the frog. He applied the dye
and decided to wait for someone to come by g0 he could ask
them how it looked. Five minutes passed before someone
happened by, This particular someone was the optometrist
of the arca, Sam, the snail.

“Hello, Sam!” hollered Alan.

Sam turned, put his monocle to his eve, and remarked,
“Why, Alan, your spot’s gone! How in the world did yvou
manage to get rid of it?

“1 didn’t get rid of it,” returned Alan with glee. I
covered it up with the dyve from the goofleberry bush.”

Rejoicing, Alan dashed back into the pond and swam
to the other side to tell the frog.

“Fred, Fred, look, the dve worked!”

“What are vou talking about, Al, your spot is as plain
as dayv. The water must have washed the dyve off yvour
back.”

“0h, no,” sighed Alan. “What can I do now, Fred?”

“Well, give me a little while to think about it alone.
Come back in a few hours.”

S0 Alan went away thinking, himself, of something he
could do about his problem. Mayvbe it was a spot of paint he
acquired when he was a tot. If 20, he could remove it with
turpentine. No luck. It looked as if it was there to stay He
might try swimming on his back all day, but that was too
uncomfortable. Besides, he found it very difficult to get
turned over again. Wait, he could go to the Indian witch
turtle and ask for a hex on the spot or a potion he could
drink to make it disappear. That's it, he would go im-
mediately

The witeh turtle’s hut was in an awfully dark section
of the woods, but Alan had little trouble finding it.

“Mr. Witch Turtle,” Alan called, looking into the hut,
“are vou in there?”

Out came a huge box-turtle with a painted face and a
string of snail claws around hiz neck.

“What vou want?’ asked the witch turtle in a deep,
grufll voice.

“It’s like this, W T I've gotl a spot on my back that's
giving me trouble. I was wondering if you could do zome-
thing about it for me?”

“You can take vour pick of the hex treatment or to-
day's special potion mixture.”

“What's the difference?” Alan asked.

*The hex treatment is a dollar extra,” replied the witch
turtle.

“(Oh, well, in that case ['ll take the potion.™

S0 Alan drank the potion and waited five minutes (ac-
cording to the instructions) and lo and behold, the spot
disappeared. Alan thanked and paid the witeh doctor and
left. Overjoved, he went back again to tell Fred the frog of
hiz good fortune. But once again Fred had to tell him that
the spot was still there.

“What!” velled Alan. “I just drank a potion that made
it disappear.”

“It must have worn off. But never maind that: I think 1
have found a way,” and he held up a small bottle.

“But what could be in that little bottle that could help
me?”

“Spot remover,” replied Fred.

He applied it to Alan™s back with a cloth and then
looked.

“Is 1t working?” inquired Alan.

“Ah, I think it needs a little bit more.” And headded
more of the liguid and rubbed vigorously

“How about it, Fred?”

“Nope, Al it's not working. I'm afraid that that spot 1=
just a part of yvou.”

“But it can’t be, Fred. What about the potion? That
had a temporary effect.”

*That could have been just a colering agent such as
dye.”

S0 Alan left the lilv pad and went hoeme. He moped
around for about a week before he met a girhturtle from
another pond. She was wearing a beautiful sweater. Alan
walked up and asked, “What's ¥our name?"™

“My name is Alice. What's yours? "

“It’s Alan. Aren't you going Lo turn'and run’”

“No,” zaid Alice, "I can help vou.™

“You can?™ retorted Alan. “That’s wonderful, but
how?"

“I'll just knityou a sweater like mine. You sce, | used
to have the same problem as you.” She turned around and
pulled the sweater off of her back. There, to Alan's amaze-
ment, was a bright spot similar tohis.

Well, of course Alice and Alan were married and lived
happily ever after But that isn’t the end of the story The
sweaters became very popular and spread all over the pond
and eventually all ever theworld, and they are a very mod
picce of elothing today You can guess what the sweater is
called. That's right. The turtle-neck sweater.

The Void Within

By Frances Stoneherger

My muffled footsteps beat softly on the dirt path.
Headed for the public library to return a book, | was taking
a short-cut through a small, wooded park rather than going
around it. [t was a time when [ felt like being alone, and |
preferred the silent trees to the running, lasghing children
who would have been my companions out on the sidewalk.
Fumbling in my jacket pocket to make sure I still had mx
library eard, | came across a crumpled envelope, Absent-
mindedly [ drew it out, looking capelesgly at its =mooth
white surface soiled with meaningless | markings.
Eventually it registered: it was a letter I had written the
night before to a friend. [ hadnt 2een her since theelose of
school more than a month agod and heacing that her
parents were getting a divore, Darotein hopesiof cheering
her | was glad I'd forgotten to mail it that morning, for
now it gave me =omethipge to think about az F'walked along,
| imagined her flindingg it among the mail, opening and
reading it, maybe smiling or even laughing a little at the
funny parts.

I placed the Jétter back o my pocket for the moment,
felt again for myv eard, found and withdréw it. Intending to
slide it betweéen the pages ofuny book to have it handy
when | needed 1t 1 was startled when the wind snatched it
from my hand? ] 2aw the card land in a pile of fallen leaves
of f to mydeft andwent after.it.

After about ten minutes I beran o notice how terribly
the custhing of the leavesias2 llooked among them, grated
on the stillness of théhforest air [ paused. The wave of
silenee rolledhbackiintact, Somcehow unable to continue my
search Sl movediingerly back 1o the path: the dry leaves
eried out v condemn my intruzion. Standing there alone,
surrounded by the imposing trees, barely breathing, |
heard it

Definitely, out of the throbbing silence came a series
of short, very small sounds. Sceking its source, I crept
forward about one hundred feet to where the path
diverged. As [ paused, listening, | could discern more
distinetly the muffled, disconnected sounds. 1 could also
tell they were coming from a commeon source and that this
source was immediately to my right and most assuredly
homan. | moved cautiously in that direction until the
parting branches of a small fir afforded me a view of the
clearing from which emanated the sounds [ had heard.

Straight ahead and with her back toward me was a
voung woman. She was seated at a stone picnie table, all
that remained there from an early state camping area. Her
rich, dark hair, tangled with dried leaves, engulfed the arm
on which she rested her head. Obviously she had ran to this
retreat, being none too careful of her way [ s2tood there for
20 long in gilence I was convinced that she was asleep and
that [ had been mistaken about the sounds, but as [ turned
to leave, they came again. Made by the woman before me,
they were more like the gaspe of 2omeone drowning in the
oppressive air than the sobs they were in reality

My mind raced frantically for some word, some
gesture, anyvthing I could say or do to lessen her grief,
whatever the cause, but cach time I came up blank. In a
few moments [ realized why — that which | sought did not
exisl. For, whatever closeness may exist or however great
the longing, it maxy never be sufficient to allow the
azsuming of another™s zorrow [ knew that it was not her |
sougrht to relieve, but myself, from the empty. useless
feeling that stifled me. Unable to overcome this internal
void or to face it [ turned and ran erashing through the
treces. pulling the unmailed letter from my pockel, tearing
it, and cursing itz smummess as 1 ran. Even vet | cannot
remember what [ did with the pieces,

Communication

By Melanie Grusczenskl

Owut of the depths of the night

I whispered your name

And you ansivered.

I wwas frightened and alone:

The blackness envelopéd mie.

You reached out to mein thedarkness
And touched my soul.

You touched my wiind, too,

And the hiddencorners of my heart.
Betore, I had no one.

But now I do.

I part of you.

Funcral

By Mikie Meginnes

Ignore me people,
Dor tsay hi,

Come to my funeral
When I die.

Sit by my casket
Cry crocodile tears
Spealk of me never
It future years.

Hizs at me now

Don't say why

I kenow you don't like me
Don't you lie!

I know you'll be there
Even if you've a fever
I wish you'd not bother
Idon't like you either.

Musings
By Frances Stoneberger

Of all the things we now employ
To make us more attractive,
A simple smile is easiest
And truly most effective.

Birds chase birds,

Fish chase fish,
Animals chase animals,
Men chase men

Andd rainbows

Our rivers choke with dying fish
Our drinking water’s green.

Whao cares so long as we can keep
Our clothes spotlessly clean?

Our elders taught us how to hate

As children unaware

Thinking we might build a better world
On the fault that ruined theirs.

Confusion is a branching roufe
Either leading to surrender
Or fresh things to think about.

I may not share your sadness
But may only stand and watch
Fuace to face with uselessness
Being able to do naught.

A friend is one we may talk to
Not “at” as we most often do.

To have no need of anyone
Is to be truly free.
But someone who is truly free
It is impossible (o be.
Man discovers
Man employs
Muar exploits

Man destroys
M.

Remembering
By Margo
I Beeard an old song last night.

It used to make me cry —
Remembering.

But now it fills me with
A kivd of joy —
Remembering.
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Self
By Margo

Once I was so sad

I could not understand

Why seasons changed as usual,
And people talked and laughed
And were happy.

Now my heart is filled with joy
And it is strange to see

The weather dark and dreary

And people quiet and discontented.

A Poem About Death

By Pat Oberyg

There're times I fear the thought of death
As I fear the thought right now.
What would happen if I died?
Would I be missed? Just how?
Would the shock be great for mom and dad?
And how well would they bearit?
My sister, brothers, friends and loves,
There’s grieving, will they share it?
How will you all remember me?
As a lion or as a lamb?
Lots of laughs? Iask you please —
Remember me as am.
I'm not the greatest thing on earth,
And still I'm not the worst,
Often selfish, I know Iwas;
then again, I'm not the first.
I have my dreams, I have my faults,
My life has just begun.
What then—ifin a second’s time
the earth is minus one.
Being dead is really great, a lot
of fun, believe me!
And still the pain’s too hard to bear
My world, why did you leave me?
There're times I fear the thought of death,
Az T fear the thought right now.
I'll close my eyes, sleep with the night,
Gruess Tl pull through some how.

Reincarnation

By Melanie Grusczenski

Go

thow, my Beloved,

To the hilltop where we once would lie.

Abandon the emptiness,

Befriend thy loneliness.

Journey to that long-forgotten crest and
Conqguer if, as does the king his" rightfal
heritage.

Find me, my dearest, the' purest, reddest
bloszom.

Take care that the thorns

Cause thee no more pain and sorvou

Like the briars clinging o thy grievous heart,

FPlant the ruby floret

Amidst the moss andelover,

Flourishing above the davk and somber. tom b,
It iz to be your finallove-offeériig.

Do not nowrish it with tears of sovrow, for

It shall wilt woith bitterd roplets.

Aboree all any dearest love,
Let the raoge be aurbond.
It shall yield to the wind s
Rejuvenate b the suns iearmth,
And thrive in heavren's moist showers.

Thawglod can nalonger vevel it the weild winds,
Whirling so they take Hie breath aray

Or baskin suatlit wolicat fields or

Riuen, lawghing. throwgh o sprivg rain.,

Fwill be eontent

ForTam reborn i the rose.

Reflections

By Mary Ann Jackson

She stood sideways and every which way. but nothing
seemed to help, not even her newly-made slacks. Still the
reflection painted an image of a rather tall, skinny, and
curveless figure, Pulled back in a sash, her dusty brown
hair, streaming coarsely down her back, made her narrow
face appear even longer. Concentrating on the honesty of
the reflection, a doggic-eved, 18-vear-old stared frozen in
distress.

“Standing in front of the mirror all day isn’t going to
change anvthing, Margice,” teased a rather pretty-looking
woman in her mid-thirties, as she glanced up from her sew-
ing machine.

“Well, I guess they don’t look that bad.” Margie
responded, tryving to manage a convincing =mile, as she
slowly pivoted around to face her mother. “And that A-line
top vou're making will make them look even better.” She
paused just long enough to pivot again and ran on excited-
v, “Evervthing just has to be right for Debbie’s party
Saturday. because if [ don’t get asked to the Prom by
Saturdavit 7

“It won't be the end of the world,” her mother
emphasized firmly

Hearing that defense a thouzand times before, Margie
turned away in defeat and retreated to her father who was
slouched in a chair in the far corner of the den reading the
evening paper contentedly If the sports page was nol/con-
cealing his face from view, one would see a man in his mid-
thirtics with a handsomeness appropriately complement-
ing his wife's beauty “Hey, Dad, how do vou think they
look?" she zaid, taking a pin-up stance before her father

“Just great, little lady, just great,eame her father's
rushed and mechanical reply, which was partially muddled
by vesterday’s sporting events.

Hands on hips, Margie, flustered by her fathers false
flattery, pleaded, “Oh, Dad, can’t vou just for once be
honest and put down that paper and férgét that you're my
father and I your little lady and pretéend yvou're a“boy at
Debbie’s party?” Pausing to catch her breath, ghe ques-
tioned, “Would you ask me to the Prom if [oavore these
slacks at Debbie’s party Saturday™

Margie stood motionless al the unusnal suddenness with
which her father reacted. Abraptly, he slammed down his
paper and launched forward m his chaie. His placid, green
eyes [iery and his tawny facea burning searlet, he blurted,
“You better just get those fool ideas out of vour head, little
lady: next thing you know vou'll be going to bed and getting
vourself pregnant!™

Utterly dazed at her father’s anger and words, Margic
clumped difelessly to the floor. She hurriedly reached for
the pile of magazines sitting by the cdge of the chair.
Flitting nepvously over the pages, she saw only blurred
mazes of (thexsmart, new sammer fashions and hairdos
which would havenormally caught her eve.

“How could he say such a thingd ' shemurmured to'the
blurred faces in disbelief. 1 onlvAvant 1o roto = Dpift-
ing in her thoughts, she remembered back, to junior high
and how she longed for entrance intohigh schoe] —the ac-
claimed date Kingdom. But the famed date Kingdom hadn’t
been 20 generous as far asdlargie was concerned. Her bricf
exchanges with the opposite sex had left her only empty
and discontented. She probably, should have felt insulted
at her father's words, bot she was too dazed in anger to
grasp any implications. She could hear her mother with
her intended comforting, but instead agonizing, savings,
“There’s time, ¥ou can wait.” oIt Kept ringing her mind,
*There’s time, you ¢an wait,” S Theére's time, you can wait,”

But [ can’t wait any longer!” sereamed Margie, spring-
ing up unconsciouslv from herdaze with tension mounting
in her face. “I'm 18-vears=old, & young woman, and attract-
ed to the other sex and bubbling for them to recognize me.
Is that so unnatural?” Teéars streaming down her cheeks,
her hair wisping downlover her forehead, she turned and
rangjeckily out the doorway A sob-muddled, “You just
don’t understand!™ followed her out of the room. Those
words lingered emotionally in the room. Her fallen hair
sash lay erumpled on the floor.

Her father pulled himself slowly up out of the chair.
His footsieps breaking the heavy silence, he walked over
toward the door and bent over to pick up the fallen sash.
Hiz wife still 3at at the sewing machine, apparently un-
touched by the flurry Sitting down on the stool beside her
and reaching out affectionately for her hand, he said, 1
don’t know what we're going to do with that girl, Hun.
She's 30 voung and so innocent, and [ want to protect her
5‘“‘-"

“She'll got over it, dear, vou wait and see,” she zaid, try-
ing to reassure her husband with a tiny trace of enthu-
siasm in her voice.

How he wished that he could tell his daughter how he
and her mother were once teenagers just as sensitive and
restless as she. And when they went out on a date, an eve-
ning vielded consequences which they have had lived
secrotly and painfully with for the past 18 vears. “0h, little
lady, we do understand  .,” he murmured unconsciously
to the reflection.

In the room above Margie lay exhausted from cryving.
Leaning up on her elbows with palms on her tear-stained
cheeks, she tried to sort out the whole mess which fluttered
in her heart. She pondered why her father was so strangely
bitter and apprehensive and her mother zo cool and pro-
crastinating. But she was too tired to search for an answer
now. Hastily, she chalked it all up to the generation gap,
which she comfortably assured herself was a very accept-
able and logical explanation whenever parents and kids are
concerned. Her mind finally at ease, she lay down and
rolled over to continue the probe of her new outfit and Deb-
bie's party Saturday

A Pain in the Toe

By Larry Laws

The doctor's of fice was shiny and modern. Behind the
desk, the doctor glanced up from his paperwork through
dark, thick glasses at James Wheatley

“Now then, what scems to be the trouble?”

“This might scem silly,” Mr Wheatley said, “but I've
been having this pain in my toe.”

“Indecd!” said the doctor, “Well now, just how long
have vou been having these pains?”

“About six months now, but it hasn't been that bad
until last week. You see — "

“1 see,” echoed the doctor. “Getting worse all of the
time, you say "

“Well, you might say that,” he replicd. painfully
wiggeling his toe. “You see, when [ first "

“Tell me, Mr. Wheatley, how old are you?”

“Fiftv-five.”

“Fiftyv-five.” repeated the doctor, as he leafed through
his records. “According to this, vou haven't had a checkup
in over ten vears!”

“Well, vou see, [ -

“Come now, Mr Wheatley, we aren’t living in the
Middle Ages vou know. Even if you feel all right, that
doesn’t necesgarily mean that yvou're all right. See, and now
vou're having pains in Your Loest

*One toe,” corrected Wheatley “The hittle one on the
right. It seemed to me —

“You know that fiftv-five iz a dangerous age, and no
checkup in ten vears!”

“1 suppose 1 should have seen to it but, you see, 1Us
just that my toe — "

“Mxy dear fellow. yvour toe is part of you. It just doesn’t
exizt down there all by itzelf. If it hurts, there has got Lo be
areasont”

“But I thought that vou could just rive me =omething
I —

“To stop the pain,” he 2aid. =1 guces= [ conld. but that
wouldn't be wetting to the root of the problem. would it™ It
could be an imflammation, or a tumor or who Knows
what™

“Perhaps vou could take my blood pressare, or
something,” of fered Wheatley

“Well, I guess [ could, but it wouldn't mean too much
to me because that's not my field. “But, there’s nothing to
worry about; we have a fine hyvpertension man over at the
diagnostic clinic. Let's see, [ can give you an appointment
at 9 a.m. Monday morning.”

“Very interesting!” a red-haired doctor execlaimed,
while looking at the x-rays, “See this shadow in the upper
ducdenum.” he pointed out.

“All this 15 my toe? asked Wheatley as he edged
toward the group of doctors who were huddled over his X-
ravs.

“Your toe! Oh my, no, that's the orthopedic radio-
logists’ department.

“I'm a gastro enterologist man myself. Upper. Dr.
Shultz here is the lower.”

He then turned back to his colleagues while Mr.
Wheatley sat down and rubbed his aching toe.

“We'll have to call in a few more specialists Lo locate
the problem,” 2aid one of the doctors.

Mr Wheatley sat there, dumbfounded as the huddled
team of specialists discussed his case.

“No doubt in my mind that ivs a

“*But we can’t ignore the endocrine complications,
doctor

*Yes, vou're right, but a tubular function man should
look at those kidneovs, first: after all, he iz fifty-five yvears
old.”

After awhile, Jamezs Wheatley rose from the bench
and slipped out of the door, limping slightly as he left.

The room waz small and dark. with heavy Turkish
curtaing covering the windows., A =supeestion of incense
hung in the air Then, a small, dark, scrawny man with a
thin mustache appearcd wearing a turbin. He bowed
solemnly

“You come with a problem™ he asked in an accent.

“As a matter of fact, ves,” James Wheatley =said
hesitantly "You see, I've been having this pain in my right
|.'il.| |:|_- L :
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seomed interminable fo the impatient Cap-
fain.

“The Penguin:s’ the old man mur-
mured.

“The Penguin?' the caplain asked in
a lowered tene. “Are you a surviver frem
the Penguin®'’

The old man nedded,

“What happened 1o her, and how long
have you been adrift?™” the captain pur-
sued, a little wvexed with the old man's
silence.

“Ah, what happened,”” réiponded the
old seaman wilh & slight sigh. * 1711 tell you
what happened. " he started slowly.

“*The Penguin was & whaler — the best
whaler out of New Bedford — and was my
ship. I'm Caplain Robert Forrester. cape
fain of the Penguin: or what used to be the
Penguin, We were sailling these walers
S0l four wistks back, looking for a school
of California grays

The graceful whaling ship Penguin
sliced through the ature waters of the
Morth Pacific, all sails billeswed with the
wind. A fow scaltered clovds racod across
the summer sky. The beauly of the day
had & marked effect on 1he créw, smiling
for the first time in days at they went
about 1their duties. The exhilarating
witather, however, wai not 1o be enjoyed
by the Penguin's caplain, Robort For-
rester He had conflingd himsell to his
cabin for a good deal of these recent days,
plagued with the burden of an emply hold
and already one week overdue al port. On
this day. he paced the foredeck, ong hand
Behind his back and the other hidden
behind a dark beard. From high atop the
mainmast, a lookou! cried, “"Whales, hal
Grays ofl the pori beam! One Thousand
yoards!®

Within an instant all hands wore
gazing off into the distance. The tell-tale
sfream of churned water indicated the
school of California gray whales. Great
slate hills were rolling slowly in and out of
the water From the midst of the group, &
geyser of steam hissed some thirty feel
inte the air before falling back down to the
28, A murmuer of excitement ran through-
out the crow a3 the caplain ordered port
ki,

“Make ready the longboats!® sang oul
the first mate after a nod from the caplain.
“Furl the topsails — walch your speed,
helmiman.” The conversation droned on
amid the buitle on déck a3 Captain For-
rgsler again casl his gaze on their quarey.
He thought te himsell that of all the whales
he had fracked, these California grays
were the most peculiar The plume of
white foam following the lead whale indi-
cated a very fait speed for & whale — fén
knols, perhaps. 11 seemed 8% though they
were running from somelhing.

He had to change his position now that
the bow was swinging arcund toward the
school. He walked forward with a brisk
pace, turning over the idea of frightened
whales in his mind. Once at a desirable
perch on the ferecastle. Caplain Forrester
lifted his spyglass toward the excited
pack. They were sounding! Some had
already svbmerged, while others were
ridding thair cavernous lungs of the last
spouts of uied air and re-inflating them
with fresh. Feorrester jerked the glass
away from his eye and rammed i cloded
angrily. He could now @ither follow the
sChool, which would mean many hours of

By Larry Hanna

The polished while top of Pele Vance's
highway patrel car reflected a glimemer-
ing porfrait of the full moon rising
slowing toward the rénith as the vehicle
glided, phantom-like, through the lonely,
pitch-Black prairie night. 1F had been al
least & half-hour since the wveleran
treoper had passed a sign of civilization
— that being & giant tractor-trailer ferry-
ing & new bulldazer up 1o the COPPET MINe
al Sheridan Wells, the own in which
Vance lived and from which he began his
nightly forays.

How b was alone wilh his thoughis &%
he guided the Fury at an even 3 miles-
per-hour  pace down the porfect
stralght stretch of road, oblivieus 1o 1Ge
cLcasional chatler of dialegue on hi
radic and the laraway cries of
creatures. Through his open. (g
window, he surveyed the infinite
of stars parading across the ni
seeming unuivally cloie in
Great Plains air Siowly he allowe
self to drifl into a state of ré g
silently wondered if  other (g

crime and hunger
Earth. And this 1§
Ied him to the quest
in other worlds
the Universe, as did
Vance had alw

¢ it ol as
f ntally e%-
daily réalities

caping from the grue
of his [eb.
And 10 if was that he now had his mind

searching and possible wild-goose-chates,
or he could give up the pack and secarch for
anather, which could ftake weoeeks. Alter
walghing the odds for a lew momaents, ho
decided 1o follow the whales.

““Hoiil the topiails!™ he ordéred 1o the
nearest  olficer “The whalei have
sounded. We're in {or a long ride. Tell 1he
helmaman to get vs over the 3pol where
the grays dived, then right rudder until we
are parallel with their course. Step lively !
We muitn’t lode thoie whales!™ He
emphaiized his last order with a bang of
his list, hitling the gunwale, causing the
afficer to jlump with a start.

For onc-and-a-hall hours the Penguin
followed the submerged school of whales,
rotating men on watch for the tell-tale bub-
bles as often as every quarier hour, yel
itill e sign of the whales surfacing. Cap-
tain Forrester, who maintained the belief
that one hour was the culside limit for &
whale's submergence fime, bit his lip and
impatiently scanned the horizon. The
crewmen ctoationally shat glances at the
figure hunched over The ralling with a
spyglass to his eye, as doubl began to grow
in their minds as fo the captains compe-
tency. Suddenly. a waterspout five-hun-
dred yards off the port Bow. Then anather,
and anather The whales wore surfacing,
Lookouls cried, ““There she blows ™ and
the craw men chorused together in rounds
of hurrahs. Caplain Forrester's brow
brightened. The men necded nd orders
from him; they scurried fo their posis gx-
citedly as more and more whales blow cut
their mighty spouts of steam. The Penguin
changed hor course a litlle and raced
toward the thrashing pack. The captain
was happy and certain of a large catch
until, between orgers, he watched stunned
as several whales started to dive again.
Within several minutes the entirg school
wai submerged. The men's shouls died in

their throats. The Panguin was perfectiyd
2l except for the lapping of the waves

itray bubbles surlacing. Slowly
ihotk was replaced by depra
those already 3illing in
wiearily climbed back on deck. The
began to shulfle back to their posts.
first mate drew up slowly 1o the

loncly U.5. 8IS
mired at the Mo
his rear-view
sight.

O fo the W
him was w
misshapen

and its lights
ir fashion, as if
ckind.,

gnsequences of any rash
turns oul 10 be really

b i

pie books | read hawve finally

off my rockeér ** And 56 hé de-

o follew the object for a while
doing anything.

Wir, and as a precaution, turned on his
siren and domee light.

But the scaring lights were gelting
farther away. Vance's curlosity wat now
overcoming his fear The ipeedometer
touched 100,

Arnd now an amating thing was
happening. The flying disc seemed o be
lowing dewn, and Vance's Car was now
rapidly gQaining on it. Then, as he
watched parlly in terror and partly in be-
wilderménl, it appeareéd to stop dead
aboutl a mile ahedd, near where a little
side road cul off from the main highway.
Mow Vance was Iruly frightensd. He
grabbed the mike and began 1o send oLt &
call for help, But the radio responded

and asked in a low fong, as if not o disturb
the ship“s silence, “Orders. sird"”

“The same,”” he replied without look-
ing away from the spol where the school
disapptared, “*Follow them. "

The rest of the aliernoon was spent in
pursuit of the elusive whales, with several
incidents similar 1o the first encounter By
six o'clock that evening, Capiain For-
rgster was ready o give up. He surmised
fhat the whales were definitely fleeing
from something, and they weren't aboot to
stop lang encugh fo be caughl, by either
thair purswer or him.

Darkneis had already fallen byh
timge the captain had finished his L '.|"
repast. He mounted the quarter-déck o

ang M
lit 8 well-used pipe which he drew cutofa ©
deep pocketl. Leaning over the railing. the

pipe clenched between his teeth, he stared
inte the swirling wake of the ship. O
mament the small eddies and
his peneirating gaze. as a Yo
approached Rim, '
“Begging the caplain's g
But | wonder if you had notice
of the wind’s direction.”” {

“This is your first
ty officer?®

“Well don'l y

wWere racing
had risen only
The dark swells grad-
find pleked up and

hip, supervising

ly with a loud metallic buzzing seund —
ad, for L0me reason, gone complelely

Seconds later, he arrived al the place

U where the smaller road turned off. Sure

encugh, about a guarter-mile down the
little road hovered the lighted disc. All
the time issuing a slight whirring nolse, it
wai seitling to the ground. Trembling, he
pondered his cholces. Should he forget
about this strange phenomenon and get
aut of there? Or should he turn down This
side road and perhaps become The first
human o greet some extra-terrestrial
expedition?

Patrolman Vance jerked his stedring
wiheel and sped off down the littie road,
straight toward the flying disc

Twid highway patralmen, decked oul in
boots, lcather jackets, and peaked caps.
stepped out of the headquarters building
and intg the bright ¢arly marning sun-
shing,

“Hnow what! Licutenant Adathews [ust
todd me?” sald the one on the right,
“Remember Pete Vance, who got frans-
ferred over 10 Sheridan Wells last year?
Wall, they found him deasd on Some little
back road last night. Car was all
smashed up, by the side of the road. Been
dead about a week,. Some uranium pros-
pecior wanderin® arpund wp  thoere
siumbled onto Rim. ™

“Neah?* The other cop stargd back in
disbelief. “"That's too bad! | used 10 Know
the guy prelty well when he was stationed
here. He wat an all right guy, bul sect ol a
dreamer Liked o read far-ouf books,
things like that. Maybe that's why he ran
of f thie road. Got 1o havin® $ome wild pipe
dream abou! somethin® and didn't watch
wiherd he was goin’ "

““weah, maybe.” returned his parfner
“Too bad. anyway. Tha! puls this year's
traffic fatality toll ar 4% and this is only
June. Lookis bad wheén it happens To &
highway patrolman, 100,

They got in thelr car and drove off

deck Rad vel 'o be secured. At the crow's
pace stepped vp to beat the storm, a 100kK:
Ut high on top of & mait ung oul,
““Whales! All argund wst™

“What?* the caplain cried in dii-
beliel. “YWhales? Now? " An excited mur-
mur ran through the crow as the loakout
répeated the unbelievable report, For-
rgster Clutched a nearby line so firmily
that hit knuckles turned white.

“They've come back fo laugh” he
thoughi angrily to himsell as he cursed
them. ““Mo longboats oul in this weather, "
hé Called to the crow. ““Loave "em be, "

The men accepied the order with
mixed eamotions. Some  realized the
wicidal risk they would run if 8 storm
broke while
Others craved excitement and saw |
impending storm as a chance lor more
wvenlure,

The ship began 1o pitch amid the ever
increasing waves, Rain started falling
torrents as the fury of the 310rm was 3

denly upon them. All at ence, a vielent jolf

shook the ship. One sailof §
gunwale to walch in b
ment & whale slowly B8
the side of the Penguin. Save
followed as the confused wh
the ship's hull,
“They're stoving
&% he stumbled up
wede?”

& decision, a
across the aky, il
for an instant. T

1 ngling from a yard-arm
gl into the inky depihs, A
et hered his shriek, if he
- A few sallors allempled

seard themselwes.
in Forrgiter managed to regain
g againiyt the ilrong wind., and

‘which made the captain’s blood run cold,
\ The image of fen or more snake-like arms

wirithing hall in and hall oul of the water
ingered on the caplain’s retina. A second
flash verified if; the monster was flailing
fifty-foo! arms, ecach lined with seweral
rows of discs. A% it rede high on & wave, &
huge head lilted out of the water, reveal-
ing two glowing red eyes separaled by a
beak of soft flesh, displaying an array of
raror-sharp teeth, Anotheér wave carried
the creatyre broadiide inte the Peaguin.
The créw had seen 1he moniter and were
scrambling fe the salely of the below-
decks. Bul one sailor slipped before he
could reach the open hatch. Before he
could get up. a leathery arm shot across
the deck and curled arcund him. The cap-
tain staggered 1o anather companionmaay,
dasihed down the ladder, and retur ned with
an axe in hand. However, by the lime the
caplain reached the unfortunate sailor,
the immense arm lifted its victim high into
the air and slithered back inte the s¢a.
Another arm was now reaching for the
captain, wha ran stumbling toward 1he
stern of the ship. Several more of the
writhing armi wrapped themselves
arcund the masts a3 three créwmen dash-
od out of the open halch, each with an axe,

“Back herg!™” the caplain shouted
above the din of the storm.

The thrée stumbled aft and joined the
captain in front of a lifeboat.

WV ve g0t 1o get at its head, " the cap-
tain Bellowed, as the wind fore half the
wirds fram his mouth and carried them
out to sea. “Everyone in” he yelled, ges-
turing toward the lifeboat,

The sailors exchanged incredulous
glances at ¢ach other, and started back for
the hatch when fwo more huge arms
twisted their way toward them. ln a panic,
onge crewman fried 1o dash for the hatch,
Byt asx he was about fo climb below. a
strong arm whipped acrods the deck and
wrapped arcund him. Before Forrester or
the olher 1wo fallors could reach him, the
arm pulled the man off the deck and into
the depihs,

The créowmen wanted 16 stare al the
disappearing tentacle, but the capiain
grabbed them both and pointed fo an ap-
proaching arm. All three ran for the life-
boal, and had it lowerdd quickly. As 1he
frail craft battered 1S way arocund the
Penguin, the giant head of the monster
came inta sight. 11 was at least twenty feel
in bréadih, with ihort dcrgams isiwing
forth from ity hideouws mouth,

they were in a longboal.

mead was wilthin
tossing boat,

head sunk dod
torrent of big

e muscular  fentacles,
el the depths and curled
. sailers, squeszing the
almost instantaneously. His
ngled from the constricting
entacle as it lifted him high
water and dropped him into the
%. Forrester and the remaining
resumed their awn life-or-death
ggle with the last encircling arm,
hich they severed together The lifeboat
Filled away from the wiretching monster,
which bled profusely. In what appeared 1o
Bo o last effort, it wrapped all i3 arms
aboutl the maits of the Penaguin. With a
mighty heave, all three mastis toppled into
a heap of confusion, The caplain and last
sailer watched uabelievingly as the beast
withdrew its fentacles from thelr grips
arcund the shatlered masis and wrapped
them entirely arcund the ship. Slowly the
bleeding creature squesred the whaler: ifs
timbers creaked and split under the fan-
fastic pressure. Then all at once, The baf-
tered ship seamed 1o give up, and with &
fremulous crash, was split in two. 1T was
but a maifer of momenis before bolh
sections of the Penguin were gond,. &% wiell
as the monster.

i We wealhered the itorm in the
lifeboat for bwo days, unatil the sun linally
showed itself, Tired and hungry, we fried
o fish, but with lithle luck. About five days
after the wreck, that sailor died — of beri-
Beeri, 1 think, He left me alone, all alone on
the ie¢a, all alone.” The old man's volce
droned ol &% his head slowly turned to one
sida.

The surgeon lcaned over the wilhered
form, with one ear to the old man’s chest,
He furned to the caplain and nodded,

The captain sieod, shook the cramps
ol of his legs. and went up on deck, The
sun wai shining brighily as he strode
aboul the ihip. He paused when he
reached a gunwale, leaned on the ralling
and leoked out 1o sba.

“Twenly-armed monsiters!"™ he
chuckled to himsell. “The old coot musl
have béen delirious.” As he was gullaw-
ing, the young blond iailer who lead the
rescwe operation came vp ta him.

“Caplain, sir, could | have a mo-

ment?

“Certfainly, what is 17" the captain
responded.

“wWell, sir. it's about 'hat boal we

picked wvp this alternoon. When | was
scrapin® the bottom of her, | came across
this stieck 1o it."" He held out a plece of de-
caying flesh which leoked like & section
from a large snake, Upon inspecting if, the
caplain turned it over to find several rows
of concave discs, He looked up to the
sailor, then refurned his gaze fo the rancid
piece of flesh, He slowly gave it back 1o the
walting sallor

“Lomeihin the maiier, 3ir " he asked
concernedly.

“Mo  he said,
“Nothing™s the matter ™

el sir, what'll | dowith it

“Throw It overboard,” the captain
falteringly said.

The young sailor gave it a mighty
heave and then excused himself. As the
caplain feared, it ficated, staying close to
the side of the clipper, as if 11 knew 13 las)
wvictim was on board.

That evening. the old man was buried
at sea, The ritual was simple, |-E.‘-i||‘|-'ﬂ only
several minutes as the captain riead a fiow
lirees fromm a Bible. As the sack was about
to be lowered, the waler-logged section of
tentacle floated arcund the thip and hov-
ered in the water directly below the chute.
The caplain saw it oul of the corner of his
eye, represscd a shudder, and nodded fo
the sailors by ihe chufe. The canvas sack
slid off the chute and splashed info the still
waler Wheon the crow had dispersed, the
caplain tried to resist looking over tho
side, but could not. He stared down info the
water as the wile hunk of flesh slowly
began fto sink, following & few stray
bubbles. He thought ke saw i Maving as it
slid deeper and decper. but & murky vell
3eon obacured it Trom view,

The captain remained, staring into the
depths of the s¢a a léw moments longer,
then sira iﬂhlfﬁﬂ, pocketed the Bible, and
walked towards his cabin,

after a pause.
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