




































































































Soliloquy of a Wise Fool 
JAMES COGSWELL 

Say, but it's great fun 
To sit back and watch 
This crazy bunch of human beings 
Struggling for existence! 
Just look at them-
Writhing, grasping, groping, stumbling, 
All over the face of the earth. 
Foolish-looking creatures! 
Where are they going? 
Hell, I don't know. 
They don't either, I suppose. 
But they keep on moving, moving, moving­
Searching, searching, searching. 
Silly fools! 

See how they snatch and grimly cling 
To everything their hands can hold, 
Tearing away each other's flesh 
In their maniacal lust 
To fasten their fists 
On something that's real! 
It amuses me to watch them. 
No matter how hard they squeeze, 
Not one drop of meaning 
Will ooze from their arid handfuls of nothing. 
Watch them shrivel away their lives, 
Trying to find an answer 
To the Unanswerable Question, 
Digging into what men have said they thought 
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Since men first claimed they thought. 
Look at their silly blank faces 
When they look up 
After a lifetime of probing, 
And nothing is left of them 
But a glimmer of life 
Pulsating between skin and bone. 
Their jumbled brains, stuffed with prattle, 
Still find no spark of purpose 
In the black chaos. 

Look how they pile 
A stack of steel and stone 
As high as their puny hands will reach; 
Then standing back, with gloating gaze, 
They boastfully call this "Civilization, 

f ' • " The essence o man s existence. 
Blind idiots! How they make me laugh! 
Just one stroke of the hand of Time 
Will crumble it all 
Down level with the dirt from which it came. 

Living, yet just as well dead. 
Moving, yet just as well standing still. 
What difference does it make? 
But the crazy fools keep plodding, roaming, seeking, 
Till their rotten carcasses collapse in exhaustion 
And mingle with the all-consuming earth 
Which they never knew the meaning of. 

If it weren't so humorous, it might be quite horrible. 
But it's lots of fun just looking. • 
Thank God, I'm only looking. 
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Analogy By a Broken Heart 
DAVID RUFFIN 

I knew that you'd been in the room, 
For within the cloisone tray 
Was a pale and helpless cigarette 
Just burning itself away. 
As fall scatters the summer's leaves, 
You leave them everywhere you've been­
Some dying; others doomed alive. 

In them I see the hearts of men 
That you have left in your cruel wake, 
And all the wounded, dying faith 
Broken for your vain, selfish sake. 
These are cadavers of slow burning, 
Cold gray lips tinged with rubbed-off 
Crimson of your worthless, betraying kiss. 

Deserted cigarette cast off-
Flakey ashes cooling-
Tip red with lipstick: a memory. 
I wish she'd stubbed you out. 
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To a Mandarin Scent Bottle 
DAVID RUFFIN 

Small, china, beturbaned oriental 
Seated cross-leg'd and dressed 
In strange blue glaze, madder, and 
Tarnish'd gold leaf. 
Once bearing sweetness for 
Some lovely lady, 
Your insides retain only 
A vague reminder 
Of that fine scent from Araby. 
Where is your mistress? 
How long have you sat untouch'd? 
How long since your solitude 
Has been disturbed? 
Like Dharma prince of the Zen, 
Need you no food, drink, or sleep? 
Is there someone you await or 
Do you simply seek Nirvana, 
Beautiful, little, inanimate, china 
Scent bottle made to look like 
A mandarin. 
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Sonnet 
SAM McCULLOCH 

Forgive, darling, that I do not say 
how your eyes dream nor allow 
your lips joyous as a Christmas carol 
sweetly touching the memory 

to be on the lips of schoolboys 
nor tell that your smiles play 
with the sudden familiar feel of a new season 
stinging the cheeks when the fi.rst narrow 
gust lifts leaves or breathes the air full 
of violets 

for that lightness now 
of your hair after these 
days will be gone 
as they say fairy stories go 
they will only know then 

I loved you 
and in a moment start 

like rosebuds breaking through. 

Poem 
SAM McCULLOCH 

Lightly 
chocolate-soda high-school-girl kisses 
shock into first feeling 
the new niceness of light hair 
and sudden clearness 
of near eyes 
quick curved flutter of lashes 
is distraction. 

Nervous joy of fi.rst seeing. 

Plantation Niggers 
ETHEL WILLIAMS 

I 
FIELD HANDS 

Distant billowing rows of white 
Cloistered under spreading night. 
"Hit's quittin' time! Jes hyar dat bell! 
Us gwineter have ham ... Ah knows dat smell! 
Stan' up, Nigger! Tote dat sack! 
Time fo' us t' be gittin' back!" 
Ambling homeward, day's work done ... 
Shadows against the sinking sun. 

II 
NIGGER QUARTERS 

Cabins blurred in deepening dark .. . 
Firelit steps ... A coon-dog's bark .. . 
Weary fi.eld hands shuffling in ... 
Full-toned voices below the din: 
"Wench, come wash yo' black man's feet! 
Gimme some hoeca e an asses an mea . k ' 'l ' t 1" 

Happy laughter ... yelping hounds ... 
Bustling ... rustling ... Nigger sounds. 

III 
NIGGER SLEEP 

Eerie light on shadowed walls ... 
Dying embers ... Whippoorwill calls ... 
Trilling rainfrogs ... Bullfrogs boom 
In hollow bass from swampy gloom. 
Pale stars flickering ... distant ... cold ... 
Streaking fi.reflies: Nigger gold. 
Quickening night ... dampening ... chill .. . 
Silence ... throbbing ... pulsing ... still .. . 



To a Young Friend 
DAVID RUFFIN 

I'm afraid that I'll never see you any more, 
And as in a book that's finished 

' The shades of meaning and detail 
Will soon evade my brain until diminished 
Is the greater part of all remembrance. ' 
The familiar tone of your voice 
May soon refuse to resound within my mind• 
The melodies you played and the shape o/ you1 hands 
May leave no picture for time is so unkind. 
But as long as I live I will remember 
Even th~ugh your name should be fo~got, 
The sunlight in your lilting laughter 
Before parting was our lot. 
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