
Volume I, Issue 1 November, 1980 



Why o 

gump « tion (g9m(p)-shon) n origin 
unknown 1: shrewd practical common 
sense esp. as actively applied to the 
problems of life 2: ENTERPRISE > 
INITIATIVE syn see SENSE 

I like the word "gumption" because it's so homely and so forlorn and so out of 
style it looks as if it needs a friend and isn't likely to reject anyone who comes 
along. It's an old Scottish word, once used a lot by pioneers, but which like "kin" 
seems to have all but dropped out of use. I like it also because it describes 
exactly what happens to someone who connects with Quality. He gets filled with 
gumption. 

A person filled with gumption doesn't sit around dissipating and stewing about 
things. He's at the front of the train of his own awareness, watching to see 
what's up the track and meeting it when it comes. That's gumption. 

--Webster's New Collegiate Dictionary 

-Robert M. Pirsig, from Zen and the Art 
of Motorcycle Maintenance 
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letter from the editor 

To our readers, 

Representing the Gumption staff, the new kids on the print block, I would like 
to welcome you to an idea. On the following 40-some pages you will see the 
fiction, prose, poetry, photography, and illustration composed and coordinated 
by one of the most unlikely mixes of people you're likely to encounter on a college 
magazine staff. Funded by student activity fees, we have worked with the zeal 
of a group of underground revolutionaries in order to launch our idea in paper 
and ink. I would like to take this small space to share with you the origins of 
Gumption. 

Last winter, I reached the half-way point of my college education and found 
time to assess the experience. The sterility of academic life was bothering me 
and I wondered if I was merely marking time-stalling- postponing my life with 
footnotes and flowcharts instead of dealing with a world chocked full of 
problems. At the same time, I analyzed this pseudo-society we call college and 
saw many factions independently pursuing their goals, their needs, their 
survival-at times with excellence, at times with the lackluster spirit of just doin' 
time. I saw, of course, the division between faculty, administration, and 
students; that's probably a given at any school. But I also detected a more 
troubling schism between this college and the outside world. I wondered if our 
educators were merely punching in and out each semester, each class-their days 
of learning long passed. I wondered if students enrolled here for anymore reason 
than heightening their resume awareness (or just putting off the idea of getting a 
job). And I sure as hell had no idea what the administrators were doing, except 
talking line items and tossing around cliches such as "the TSC Community." 
Well, what in the world is the TSC Community? It was time to find out. 

I discovered teachers, students, and yes, even administrators whose 
extra-curricular endeavors ranged in appeal from curious to downright inspiring. 
I spoke at length to a Spanish teacher who, while living in Cuba, resisted the 
Castro revolution and holds such a conviction for free government that tears 
come to her eyes when she talks about the subject; a drama teacher who has 
written and directed nationally famous plays, started a black community theatre 
in Trenton, and shown consistent dedication to the encouragement and training 
of his students; a psychology professor so fanatically immersed in his research 
that he has virtually no social life. And then I found students who formed their 



goals by ideals, or creative needs, not lucrative paychecks that their degrees 
would buy upon graduation. And more-much, much more. 

But it all seemed so damned underground, this uplifting aspect of college life, 
and if you didn't have the time for (or the inclination toward) such investigation, 
some very important lessons of your college education may have eluded you 
come cap-and-gown time. 

So, what we are offering with this magazine is a forum. A forum for everyone 
connected with Trenton State College: staff, students, and alumni. As you will 
see with this issue, this forum can accomodate a variety of formats, and I'm sure 
we will find more than are contained in this first issue. Somewhere in the idea of 
community is the act of sharing. Gumption will provide that opportunity for all 
of you. Let me remind you that this issue is a beginning, only a beginning to 
what we hope to establish as a permanent fixture at Trenton State. If you would 
like to contribute your work or just your ideas, we will be happy to talk with you 
or read your letters. We like criticism. 

I must take this opportunity to thank our advisor, Robert C. Cole, to whom we 
will dedicate this first issue, for his expertise, training, and high standard of 
excellence. We will continue to strive toward that elusive goal of quality in print. 
Appreciation must also be extended to Dave Rogosky, our photography advisor; 
Ron Lewis, Tim Quinn, and the Signal staff for their valuable assistance with 
production; Don Dickson and Pete Rosario for their support, and the Student 
Finance Board for giving us this shot; and Alexis Islinger from the Department 
of College Relations. 

Enough from the editor. Enjoy. 

Respectfully, 

Ian T. Shearn, Editor-in-Chief 
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"That group of people there-
working, joking, arguing. . . What 
binds them is the democracy of 
respect for each other. They look 
like people banded together against 
a world they measure and under
stand. 
-paraphrased from Doris Lessing's 

"One off the Short List" 

At the end of each article there is 
a short biographical sketch about 
each author whose work is published 
in this issue. It is with great pride 
that we introduce the remainder of 
the Gumption bond. 

Ray Carter is a junior, special 
education major. He is presently 
employed in the children's division 
of Trenton Psychiatric Hospital. He 
was instrumental in setting up a new 
summer recreation program for 
juvenile patients. 

Maria DeAngelis is a sophomore, 
accounting major and is presently 
the Rathskeller chairperson for the 
College Union Board. 

Michael Forhes is a junior, politi
cal science major and is a Student 
Center manager. 

Joseph Gorczynski is an assistant 
professor of psychology and special
izes in teaching statistics. He is the 
former coordinator of International 
Education and was an exchange 
professor to the University of 
Frankfurt, West Germany during 
the 1976-77 school year. 

Mahesh Mahtani is a junior, 
electronic technology major. He was 
born in India and later moved to 
Nairobi, Kenya. His family now 

lives on the island of Barbados, West 
Indies. He is a seasoned traveler 
who in the last two years has toured 
Japan, China, Taiwan, Manila, India, 
and Great Britain. 

Katherine Meivers has a masters 
degree in education from Atlanta 
State University in Georgia and is 
attending Trenton State as a part-
time, non-matriculated student. She 
is currently studying the German 
language and German literature. 

Edmond Passarelli is a sophomore 
advertising design major. 

David Rogosky is an assistant 
professor of media communication 
science. He has produced a wide 
variety of educational films and 
radio programs. He is the former 
chairperson of the college's Public 
Relations Committee. 

Aim Marie Russo is a junior 
speech and communications major. 
She is presently in internship at the 
Trenton Times as a staff photo
grapher. Russo's pictures appear 
frequently in Trenton State art 
shows. 

Madeline Verbeke is a junior, 
English major who last year won the 
Nancy Raub-Gamma Sigma Award 
for the outstanding sophomore wo
man English major. 

Robert Young is a junior, adver
tising design major. He is the 
current recepient of the Hans P. 
Meischner Art Scholarship for out
standing ability in the field of art. 

Ana Bahamonde is a junior, spec
ial education major. She is a 
member of Kappa Delta Pi education 

honorary and is treasurer of the 
Spanish honorary society. 

Marilee Taussig, former confer
ence manager for Trenton State, 
resigned last year to pursue a career 
in art. She is now free-lancing and 
living in Philadelphia. 

Ah yes, the poets. Sylvia O'Neill 
is a professor of psychology. She is 
currently the faculty advisor for the 
Women's Center and the coordinator 
of Women's Studies. 

Rolando Perez is a junior, philoso
phy major and spending his first 
semester at Trenton State. Perez is 
presently writing a book about the 
philosophy of Nietzsche. 

Herman Ward is a retired, former 
Trenton State professor. He is a 
professor emeritus in the English 
department. 
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prof i le :  

Trenton's 
Best Big Leaguer 

by Frank Richardson 

George Case's sport now is duck 
hunting and he lives across the river 
in Lower Makefield Township, Penn
sylvania. 

But 40 years ago he was from 
Trenton and was establishing the 
best major league record of any 
baseball player who ever made it to 
the top from this city. 

There haven't been that many 
from Trenton. There were four in 
the 1960's and 1970's: A1 Downing, 
the Dodgers pitcher; Bo Belinsky, 
the no-hit pitcher who cut his career 
short by his wild night life antics; 
Danny Napoleon, who was supposed 
to be great with the Mets; and, 
currently, Steve Braun of the Roy
als. 

Case, his hair flecked with gray 
now, stands six feet tall and still 
maintains a trim physique. He has 
to keep up somewhat with the kids 
as minor league batting and base-
running instructor for the Seattle 
Mariners. 

Case had a healthy .282 lifetime 
batting average, led the American 
League in stolen bases six times, and 
led once in runs scored. In his 
prime, Case was among the leaders 
in batting average, doubles, hits, 
and runs scored. He is a distinguish
ed entry in the Baseball Encyclo

pedia. 
His big league career began in 

1937 when he was 21. It was an 
exciting era in baseball when the 
grass was green, there were no free 
agents, and no club owners who play 
with teams like toys. Stars like Lou 
Gehrig, who was ill by this time, and 
Lefty Grove were being replaced by 
the Bob Fellers, the Ted Williams, 
the Joe DiMaggios, and the Hank 
Greenbergs. World War II would 
soon have its impact on the United 
States, not to mention the baseball 
players. 

After two standout years at the 
Peddie Prep School, Case was 
offered a tryout at old Shibe Park by 
the Phillies' scout, Ira Thomas. 
"Before I signed my first contract, I 
went down with my brother to work 
out," Case said. "The first day I 
pitched, but the second day I showed 
them my bunting and running skills. 
I even hit a ball into the left-field 
stands, which was difficult for an 
18-year old. I opened their eyes 
when they asked me to bunt and 
run. 

Connie Mack, manager of the 
Athletics, of whom I'm very fond, 
offered me a job in Texas, but I 
didn't particularly want to leave the 
region so I declined." 

The Washington Senators offered 
another contract for $150 a month to 
play for the York, Pennsylvania 
team in the old New York-Penn 
League. Case accepted and it turned 
out to be a good choice since the 
team moved shortly afterwards to 
Dunn Field in Trenton. Although 
the field was not satisfactory for 
baseball, W. Clifford Case, George's 
brother, urged local business leaders 
to remodel the park. 

Trenton was a good baseball town 
and the Trenton Senators, with their 
"A" classification, eventually drew 
over 100,000 fans annually several 
times. It was a different city in 
those days. 

"The team used to stay at the 
Jersey Hotel across from the court
house while visitors stayed at the 
Hildebrecht on State Street," Case 
said. "I lived at my parents' home at 
21 Prospect Street." 

For entertainment, he'd go to the 
movies at the nearby Strand or to 
one of the downtown theaters. 

Spencer Abbott was managing the 
team at the time. The players felt 
that although he had been a fine 
manager in his prime, he was too old 
for the job. 

In his second season in Trenton, 
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Case tied two other players for the 
league batting championship at .338. 
This prompted the management to 

offer Case a tryout with the parent 
club in September. From that time 
to 1945, Case was Washington's 
most productive player. 

While with the Senators, he grew 
close to the team owner, Clark 
Griffith, in what Case called a 
"father-son relationshiD." Griffith 
had always been known to have just 
enough money to make ends meet in 
the operation of his team. 

to September we didn't lose a 
series," Case said. "The pitchers 
reverted to form next year and 
couldn't get anybody out." 

During the war, Case, who was 
classified 4-F in the military draft 
due to shoulder injuries, was base
ball's premiere base-stealer and won 
over $3000 in foot races against 
other players at the various ball
parks. He rounded the bases faster 
than anyone and once drew a large 
crowd to Griffith Stadium during a 
weeknight for a sprint match against 

start satisfying people who wanted 
to see the ball hit out of the park," 
Case recalled. "I could tell it really 
pained him to make the trade." 

This trade, however, provided 
Case with an opportunity to play 
with future Hall of Fame pitcher, 
Bob Feller. "It was a miserable year 
for me," Case said, referring to the 
back ailments. "But I played the day 
that Feller threw a no-hitter against 
the Yankees in New York. Frankie 
Hayes hit a home run to win it for us. 

I saw Frank Crosetti (Yankee 

£ They had to carry Case off the field in a game against the 
St. Louis Browns when he couldn t straighten up after fielding a 
hall. He was only 31 years old. ^ 

"I had more contact with the 
owner than players do now," Case 
said. "Baseball was Griffith's whole 
life and he never missed a game. 
You know, one time he made me 
take a pay cut because my batting 
average went down .009 even 
though I led the league in stolen 
bases." 

When Griffith died in 1955, Case 
was honored to be a pallbearer at his 
funeral. Griffith Stadium (at 
Seventh Street and Florida Avenue 
in Washington) and the ball club 
remained in the Griffith family 
although his son. Calvin, transferred 
operations to Minnesota in 1961. 
The Washington stadium has since 
been demolished. 

Referring to Griffith Stadium, 
Case recalled that "the fans in 
Washington were very tolerant. We 
had some good teams but the war 
took many of our good players. In 
1945, though, we had the only 
knuckleball starting rotation in his
tory and they won a lot of games. 
Roger Wolfe won 20 games that year 
while Dutch Leonard, Johnny 
Niggeling, and Mickey Haefner all 
contributed fine seasons. From July 

Gil Coan. Unfortunately all that 
speed shortened his career con-
siaeraoly because by 1946, scar 
tissue had accumulated in his lower 
back and made it impossible for him 
to stand up straight. 

But in those eleven seasons he 
played, Case has many pleasant 
memories of this era in baseball 
which he terms unstable. One time a 
fanatic fan and airplane manu
facturer designed bats, which were 
scarce at the time because of 
wartime shortages, that were light 
and tapered at the end. Case said 
they were great bats but made of 
poor wood and broke easily. He was 
suprised that no one since that time 
took up the idea of making such bats. 

Another time Ted Williams, the 
great Boston Red Sox slugger, 
stopped Case in the "tunnel" under 
the grandstands and said to him,"kid 
if I had your legs and you had my 
bat, they'd never get us out." 

Case played left field for the 
Cleveland Indians in 1946 and 
roomed with Gene Woodling after 
being traded for a power hitter, Jeff 
Heath. 
"Griffith said he had to trade me to 

shortstop) on the subway after the 
game and he said to me,"We couldn't 
get a hit off of him if we played 18 
innings."' 

In 1947, Case returned to Wash
ington in a trade for Roger Wolfe. "I 
was at the height of my earning 
power, $17,000, when I was told to 
retire by a Baltimore doctor that 
year, he said. They had to carry 
Case off the field in a game against 
the St. Louis Browns when he 
couldn't straighten up after fielding 
a ball. He was only 31 years old. 

During the year before his retire
ment, Case opened a sporting goods 
store on Hanover Street in Trenton. 
Later he coached baseball at Rut
gers University from 1950 to 1960 
before returning to the new expan
sion Senators team as a third base 
coach in 1961. He tried his hand at 
managing in Hawaii in the Pacific 
Coast League in 1965-66 and has a 
photograph in his den of himself and 
Danny Kaye, the entertainer, at a 
Hawaii baseball game. Kaye is his 
present employer at Seattle. 

Case wanted a job closer to home 
that would not require so much air 
travel. After managing York in the 
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Eastern League in 1967, he retired 
briefly in 1968 before returning as 
manager in the Yankees organiza
tion in Oneonta, New York, from 
1969 to 1972. 

"I really enjoyed working there," 
he said. "The fans were great and 
there was avid interest in the team 
by local businesses. The businesses 
gave prizes to the players for team 
leadership in runs and wins. It's the 
best minor league baseball town in 
the country." 

Case, besides enjoying the atmos
phere of Oneonta, won two pennants 
and finished second twice. Unfortu
nately, when George Steinbrenner 

bought the Yankees, the budget was 
trimmed and people like Case were 
released. During his stay in Oneon
ta, Case had helped to develop Doc 
Medich, Terry Whitfield, and Tippy 
Martinez. 

Since then, Case became special 
batting coach for the Yankees' minor 
league teams, and later worked with 
the Texas Rangers organization 
before joining the expansion Seattle 
Mariners as a coach. 

"I like it because I can set my own 
schedule and I work about two 
weeks at a time," Case said, refer
ring to his present position. Despite 
working for the Mariners, Case said 

that he has never watched a game at 
the Seattle Kingdome. "I just go to 
the minor-league cities twice a year, 
analyze the players weaknesses 
from the stands, and then work with 
them to improve their skills," he 
said. 

Case is home every winter with 
his wife of 41 years, Helen, in Lower 
Makefield Township. He had the 
home built in 1941. Their son, 
national sales manager for Pro Keds, 
lives nearby while their daughter 
teaches in Hartford, Connecticut. 

Frank Richardson is a senior English major and is currently a staff writer for Mercer 
Business Magazine. He is an avid baseball fan and has traveled to many of the major 
leagiw ball [Kirks across the country. 

The Sinking of the HMS Lark 

The Captain downed his lager, 
Remembering the War. 

The Duke relayed a saga 
Of ancient regal lore. 

Rembrandt in the gallery, 
Cocktails on the bow, 
Small-talk of the claorie, 
And insights of the Tao. 

An end without a moral 
Aborted the Lark's course: 

She crashed into the coral 
With thirty knots of force. 

A gala turned to gore. 
Bourbon turned to brine. 
The Lark on ocean's floor: 
A decaying unsung shrine. 

Anonymous (student! 
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profile: 

Warning: Continual research may 
be hazardous to life in the classroom 
and lead to controversial side-effects 

PAUL BRONSTEIN: 
SCIENTIST 

PAUL BRONSTEIN: 
EDUCATOR 

by Harriet McCormick 

Paul Bronstein's dual role of 
scientist and teacher may have 
earned him the title of Trenton State 
College's most controversial profes
sor. Bronstein, who teaches in the 
psychology department, is nation
ally known for his scientific work on 
the behavior of animals. 

His interest in animals and love 
for nature began during his child
hood years on a Connecticut farm. 
His conversation is sprinkled with 
down-home type humor. But his 
appearance and laid-back demeanor 
are deceiving. When challenged, in 
or out of the classroom, Bronstein 
reacts with the no-nonsense savvy of 
a New York street kid. It is a tactic 
he says he developed for survival 
when his family left the farm and 
moved to New York. Consequently 
he comes across as an interesting 
but unpredictable mixture of coun
try charm and city shrewdness. 

Bronstein, who calls himself a 
"born-again atheist," has a doctorate 
in experimental psychology from 

Rutgers. Since 1971, he has receiv
ed seven grants to support his 
research which has concentrated on 
the behavior of humans, rats, chick
ens, and most recently, the aggres
sive behavior of the Siamese fight
ing fish (Betta Splendens). His 
grants have come from the National 
Institute of Mental Health, the 
Research Foundation of the City 
University of New York and Tren
ton State College. Bronstein con
ducts most of his current research 
with the aid of student assistants in 
his laboratory on the fourth floor of 
the Education Building. 

Research can make for a lot of 
craziness," Bronstein said. "It is not 
necessarily a good and noble thing." 
The experts agree with him. The 
September 8, 1980 edition of For
tune magazine notes that: "Out
siders who perceive scientists to be 
otherworldly creatures lost in the 
pursuit of pure knowledge are 
surprised to discover that scientific 
career-making can be a competitive 

rat race." According to mathema
tician Eugene Trubowitz, "If you go 
for a year or two in this business 
without making a significant contri
bution you're considered a has-
been." 

Each year since 1968, Bronstein's 
new and updated research papers 
have been published in the nation's 
top psychological and biological jour
nals dealing with animal behavior. 
He is a sought-after speaker who 
last year addressed meetings in New 
York, Illinois, Arizona and Colorado. 

The qualities that have anchored 
Bronstein's success as a scientist 
may have hampered his role as a 
teacher at Trenton State. The class 
he teaches most often is a course in 
experimental methods. To fulfill 
requirements for the course, stu
dents must conduct experiments 
individually or in groups, compile 
and interpret statistical data, and 
write original research papers on 
their findings. 

Students find, as Bronstein does 
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in his professional work, that discov
ery rarely comes easily. Even on an 
undergraduate level, research re
quires fortitude, persistence and 
ambition not to mention ability, 
understanding and insight. 

There is an atmosphere around 
Bronstein in the classroom as well as 
the laboratory that he is seeking 
answers. One of his students 
remarked that his middle name 
should be "Why?" Bronstein said his 
intense curiosity may seem wild and 
strange to some students. He's 
right. 

Some former students liken Bron
stein to a Dr. Jekyll and Mr. 
Hyde-type personality. A senior 
psychology major said, "He demand
ed and got my respect but I think of 
him as a brilliant scientist and a 
classroom monster. Just because he 
was a child prodigy, he shouldn't 
expect us to be." 

When asked if he was ever 
considered to be a child prodigy, 
Bronstein replied, "Only by my 
mother. Mostly, I was prodigiously 
overweight." 

Other students have jokingly said 
they think Bronstein resembles the 
Siamese fighting fish he is now 
studying. "Not really" Bronstein 
said, "They're prettier." 

Bronstein said he understands the 
mixed motivation of students here in 
and in colleges everywhere. "I want 
the students to know the simple 
truth that I was a mediocre under
graduate student," he said. Bron
stein began his studies at New 
York City College when he was only 
16 and didn't become serious about 
academic pursuits until his junior 
year. "I know that college is for 
more than book learning. You grow 
up in college," he said. 

A junior psychology major said he 
thought Bronstein was too agressive 
in his teaching. "He paces up and 
down in front of the classroom like a 
hungry lion. It gives you a 
think-and-learn or else feeling." 

Bronstein said he values the 
quality of aggressiveness in other 
people "if they're on my side." 

"In some sense if you're teaching 
there is always a certain level of 
bullshit," Bronstein said. He sees 
his primary goal as motivating 

students to think. "I wish students 
who are here, some of whom do not 
want to be here, would at least 
question why they are here," he 
said. "Many things I was asked to 
think about as an undergraduate did 
reverberate in a meaningful way at a 
later time and still reverberate 
today," he said. 

Bronstein regrets the fact that he 
doesn't encounter many truly 
curious students. "Most students 
are in college not to be educated per 
se but to be able to make a living." 
He does not propose any other ideal 
because he sees the role of most 
students as being dictated by eco
nomic necessity. For the majority of 
people " education for the sake of 
education is a luxury," he said. 

Bronstein's own education has 
taken him outside the classroom and 
the laboratory. He spent much of 
the summer of 1977 in the jungles of 
Kenya. He and his African guide 
travelled over 3,000 miles to observe 
large game animals in their natural 
habitat. At one time, researchers 
could spend a few days in the brush 
and then catch a plane to Nairobi for 
"lamb chops, a shower and a bed, " 
Bronstein said. For him, however, 
that was impossible. Kenya was in 
such a state of internal upheaval 
during his stay that it was some

times dangerous just to be there, he 
said. Bronstein who privately 
confided that he hates bugs, found it 
difficult to live and conduct research 
in back-country isolation. 

Bronstein is a very private person 
and seldom talks about himself or his 
life away from the college. For 
relaxation he plays the banjo or 
listens to Mozart for hours. His one 
true love in life is and always has 
been baseball. Divorced, Bronstein 
said he would marry again if he 
found the right person, but any 
woman he would ever be interested 
in would have to have a life of her 
own. Unlike the female Siamese 
fighting fish who almost always 
takes a submissive position to her 
male counterpart, Bronstein said he 
would seek a person who was not a 
weak and uninteresting individual. 
"I come from a family tradition of 
strong women," he said. "In other 
words, the person with a beard who 
beat me when I was bad, was 
mother." 

Bronstein said he has no grand 
purpose in life. As a researcher he 
feels he will always be seduced by 
the desire to get closer and closer to 
whatever it is we call truth. As a 
teacher he wants to be available to 
his students; to be a resource for 
them. 

Harriet McC.ormick is a senior, psychology major and 
journalism minor. She has received national awards from 
the Danforth Foundation for creative writing and from the 
I nited Nations for research writing. McC.ormick wrote the 
s<-rii>t for a documentary tm abused children which was aired 
nationally on ( IIS in 1975. 

"This could he habit-forming." 
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The Motivation 

for Religious Belief 

by John Blum 

Much has been said about the 
nature of religious belief throughout 
history. It has been defined, labeled, 
categorized, scrutinized, and above all 
confused to every imaginable limit, by 
unknown arm-chair theologians and 

distinguished religious philosophers. To 
deal with such an endless array of 
insight would prove more futile than 
enlightening, adding to the already 
massive amount of confusion and dis
array. Therefore, let us consider a more 
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feasible and less complex course - the 
motives for religious belief. 

It is crucial that one distinguishes 
between motivation and justification for 
religious belief; that is, whether a 
person sees his beliefs as a means to an 
end or as just an end in itself. Antony 
Flew, in God & Philosophy, deals with 
this issue quite well. "The crux (of 
religious belief) is that the appeal is 
being made to desires of some sort, and 
not to reason: not, that is, to reasons as 
grounds." Again, there is a sharp 
distinction between motive (in terms of 
desires) and justification (in terms of 
reason). He who "believes" in the hope 
of an ultimate reward (namely, everlast
ing life) differs markedly from one whose 
belief is centered on "seeing the truth." 
Pure belief would only concern itself 
with the recognition and acceptance of 
that which is true, or, in Judeo-Christain 
thought, that which is God. 

But can belief be pure? Can belief be 
totally exclusive of all desires, hopes, 
and wishes? It would seem that, in 
order to be pure and righteous, belief 
would have to be of a justifiable nature 
(an end in itself) rather than of a 
motivational nature (a means to the 
end). Such is our agreed definition of 
pure belief. Unfortunately, it seems 
unusual that people would believe in 
anything without some kind of guaran
tee or promise of reciprocation; that is, 
many people look at their personal 
sacrifices to their beliefs in terms of 
"what's in it for me?". Here, belief 
becomes more or less motivational, the 
lure being (in Judeo-Christain belief) 
everlasting life and eternal peace. It is 
sad that many people look at their 
beliefs in these terms, i.e. desires for 
rewards and salvation, rather than 
desires for the truth. This sort of 
"selfishness", though not evident to 
many, clouds the true and real meaning 
of religious belief. 

Another aspect of motivational belief 
concerns the element of fear, in particu
lar, the fear of death. With the concept 
of everlasting life as a priority, it seems 
appropriate that those who fear mortal
ity (of which nearly all of us are guilty at 
one time or another) find some sort of 
satisfaction in knowing that, through 
their "belief' in God, somehow they 
would be given that chance for eternal 
existence. Here again true belief is 
blasphemed by such appeals to desirous 
rather than reasonable inquiry, for only 

pure and true belief provides the basis 
for traditional Judeo-Christain lifestyle. 

Consider yet another form of fear, 
namely, fear of God. Here, the 
emphasis, as many biblical accounts 
state, is on the immense and immeasur
able powers of God that are unleashed 
without mercy time and time again 
against multitudes of men, women, and 
children. From the Great Flood to the 
destruction of Sodom, the wrath of God 
has left indelible impressions on the 
human psyche, especially on those 
who tend to be more affected by 
revelations. That is, expounding belief 
in God would "save one's skin." Regard
less of whether fear has its roots in 
death or in God's anger, again motiva
tional, fear-based beliefs serve only as 
"hard-sell" tactics and therefore render 
belief (in its truest sense) null and void. 

In summary, it appears that religious 
belief may be catagorized as either 
motivational or justifiable; that is, 
subject to desires or reason. And 
desirous belief may encompass selfish
ness or various forms of fear, either of 
which constitute false belief. Therefore, 
it would be correct to assume that the 
only real religious belief would concern 
itself with the "search for the truth,"and 
ultimately, in the Judeo-Christain sense, 
the search for God. Hopefully, this 
critically important distinction will 
succeed in at least creating a more 
pervasive awareness among those who 
"claim to believe." 

John Blum, in his own words, " a 
disgruntled and typically confused philoso
phy and religion major," drop/ted out of 
Trenton State last year and is now living in 
southern New Jersey where heis a substitute 
teacher. 

them to higher ground in case of a fltxxL " 
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^ GOD and michael 
by michael (malinowski) 

The following is an excerpt from a hook of the same title by Michael Mali now ski 

michael: God? God? 
GOD: Hello? 
michael: You got a minute? 
GOD: I've got them all. Remember? 
michael: Oh. Yeah. Listen, can I talk to you about 
something? 
GOD: Sure, go ahead. 
michael: It may take a while. There's a couple things. 
GOD: I have all of them too. 
michael: Oh, yeah. Listen, there's a lot of things that I 
don't understand. I'm confused about a lot of things, 
do you know what I mean? 
GOD: I think so. 
michael: I don't know where to start. 
GOD: Whenever you're ready. I'm in no hurry. 
michael: Oh. Okay. Well, why is there, I mean, why is 
the world so messed up, you know, there's so many 
things going wrong. 
GOD: What things are going wrong? 
michael: Well, everything. There's so much-wait a 
minute-aren't you watching? I thought you're 
supposed to be watching us. 
GOD: I'm watching you, Michael. I'm watching 
everybody. Not to mention everything. 
michael: Then you see everything. You know what's 
going on, why don't you do something? 
GOD: What do you suggest I do, Michael? 
michael: What? I don't know, any number of things. 
Half the world's starving. 
GOD: And why is that? I put plenty down there. I 
remember it vividly. 
michael: Then where did it all go? There's not enough 
for everybody now. Maybe when it was just Adam and 
Eve and their-
GOD: Who? 
michael: Who? Whatta you mean who? The first man 
and woman, the ones you created, didn't you-
GOD: Is that how they told that one? Oh well, never 
get a man to do a God's job. 
michael: How can you make jokes? I'm serious. It's 
your world and you must see all this. 
GOD: I see everything, Michael. And I ask you again, 
what do you suggest I do? 
michael: I don't know what you mean. Just make more 
food or stop people from killing each other, I mean, 
Jesus Christ-
GOD: Now he knew what was going on. 
michael: What? How can you-please, can't you do 
something? 
GOD: No. 
michael: No? Whatta you mean no? 

GOD: You know. No. As in uh-uh. 
michael: You can't be serious. 
GOD: Yes I can. And I am. 
michael: So you're not going to do anything. 
GOD: You got it. 
michael: I really, I really don't understand you. 
GOD: Michael, there's nothing to understand. I gave 
you the world and each other. After that, you do what 
you want. 
michael: That's it: we do what we want? You just let 
all these things happen, all this suffering, you just, I 
mean, that's it? 
GOD: That's it, Michael. 
michael: That's it. Wow! 
GOD: I don't know what else you want me to say. 
michael: I don't know. I just, I just don't understand 
you at all. 
GOD: Michael, there's nothing to understand. Listen, 
when you take a test, does the teacher stop in the 
middle and give you the-
michael: A test? Who's talking about a test? I'm 
talking about people's lives, your people-
GOD: Same thing, Michael. 
michael: Same thing? You mean, you're just testing 
us, all this is a test? 
GOD: I'm not testing you, Michael. All I'm trying to 
tell you is I gave you the world and each other and you 
take it from there. Living shouldn't be a test. It was 
nice when I made it, let me tell you. 
michael: Well, it's not too nice anymore, let me tell 
you. 
GOD: I'm sorry, 
michael: 0h~ 
GOD: Oh what? 
michael:I'm sorry, too. I didn't mean to blame you. It's 
just that-
GOD: What? 
michael: Then it's our world and we're either going to 
make it work or not. 
GOD: That's right, Michael. 
michael: Well, what've we been doing wrong, then? 
Why is everything so messed up? 
GOD: Why is everything so messed up? That's a good 
question, Michael. If everyone asked himself that 
question, that would be a step in the right direction. 
michael: And-
GOD: And what? 
michael: Why is everything so messed-Jesus, can't I 
get a straight answer out of you? 
GOD: If you wanted him, what did you call me for? 
michael: What? Please, can't you just answer my 
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question? 
GOD: I don't like that one. Ask me another, 
michael: What-forget it, just forget it. 
GOD: Michael, why do you think the world is so 
messed up? 
michael: Forget it, I said, just -
GOD: Answer me, Michael. 
michael: Why should I answer you? You haven't been 
very cooperative. 
GOD: Michael, what do you want, some simple 
solution? You talk to me and I'll push you in the right 
direction. 
michael: Can't you just-? 
GOD: Michael, one thing I will tell you is that my 
giving you solutions will not help matters any. I'll 
nudge you in the right direction but you have to 
discover some things for yourself, 
michael: I don't understand. How am I going to~ 
GOD: Michael, would an invention be of any use if it 
just appeared out of nowhere? First of all, you 
wouldn't know how to use it or what it does and 
second, you wouldn't know how to make it. You would 
have to destroy it to see how to rebuild it. I'm going to 
help you but you have to discover and think some 
things through by yourself. That way you won't just 
have words in your head but you'll know how to use 
them and where they came from. Then you'll be able 
to use them because they won't be words, they'll be 
truths and beliefs that you will know are true because 
you've discovered them and you will feel them in the 
deepest part of your heart. Okay? 
michael: Okay. I guess. 
GOD: Alright, then. Where would you like to start? 
michael: Well, why is the world, no~ 
GOD: The world is so messed up because people aren't 
listening to what I'm saying, Michael. 

Now let's move on. 
michael: You mean the commandments, thou shalt 
not-
GOD: I prefer directions. And let's keep it simple; love 
thy neighbor. That's the best way I know of saying it. 
michael: And how about thou shall love thy God with 
thy whole-
GOD: Same thing, Michael. 
michael: Same thing, what? 
GOD: Same as what I said. Love thy neighbor. 
michael: How can it be the same thing? We're us and 
you're God. 
GOD: You can't love me without loving your neighbor, 
Michael. One leads to the other and one is the other. 
michael: Hold on. You lost me there. 
GOD: Loving your neighbor and loving me is the same 
thing. 
michael: I don't follow you. 
GOD: When an artist paints a picture, that picture is 
his expression, it's a part of him. The universe is my 
picture. 
michael: Yes, but you can love an artist's work without 
knowing the artist. I don't get the connection. 
GOD: The artist is revealed through his work. He 
exists through his work. 

michael: Yes, but he can create beautiful things but 
still be a real-
GOD: What I mean, Michael, is that I created the 
world and everything in it from within myself. 
Nothing can exist without having me in it. 
michael: You're in me? 
GOD: I sure am. 
michael: Then aren't you talking to yourself? And so 
am I, for that matter. 
GOD: I created you, Michael, but it's up to you after 
that. You are a part of me and you are also an 
independent being. I know it's kind of paradoxical, 
michael: You're telling me. 
GOD: You have my spark in you, Michael, my breath. 
We are of the same soul. 
michael: Then doesn't it follow that I'm a part of 
everything else too? 
GOD: It sure does. 
michael: It sure does. What did I just say? 
GOD: You had it, Michael. I made everything and I am 
in everything and everything is in me. That's it. 
michael: I'm in you, huh? 
GOD: You're in my toenail, Michael. 
michael: What? Oh, I didn't realize you had such a 
sense of humor. 
GOD: Where do you think Laurel and Hardy got 
theirs? 
michael: I didn't realize. 
GOD: That's all right, 
michael: Thanks. 
GOD: So where are we? 
michael: Oh, yeah. Okay, you said the artist exists 
through his work, right? 
GOD: That's right. 
michael: Well, since you're in everybody, doesn't that 
mean that his work is your expression? 
GOD: No, that means that he has acknowledged my 
existence within him. He has discovered truth and 
beauty within himself and I am truth and beauty and 
so he has discovered me. Do you follow? 
michael: I think so. But you say you are in the artist 
because he has discovered truth and beauty. What 
about ugliness? What about hate? Adolf Htiler, were 
you in Adolf Hitler too? 
GOD: I exist within everyone, Michael. Whether he 
has acknowledged my presence within him is another 
question. 
michael: What do you mean, acknowledged your 
presence? You mean if he believed in you? 
GOD: I mean if he discovered truth and beauty, 
Michael. Truth and beauty exist within everyone, but 
it is up to the individual to discover it. 
michael: Then believing doesn't matter? 
GOD: Believing does matter, Michael. Believing in 
truth and beauty does matter and that is what you 
believe in if you believe in me. If you don't believe in 
them, you can say you believe and you can think you 
believe but you really don't. 
michael: So Hitler didn't believe in you? 
GOD: I guess not. 
michael: But were you in him? 
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GOD: I was. 
michael: Where? 
GOD: Very deep inside him. Too deep, 
michael: But you were there? 
GOD: Yes. 
michael: So then if we're supposed to love our 
neighbor, then I guess we are supposed to love Hilter 
too, right? 
GOD: You are supposed to love so that there will 
never be another Hitler. 
michael: But there was one already. Are we supposed 
to love him, were we supposed to? 
GOD: We who, Michael? 
michael: We, everybody, I don't know. Listen, you 
know what I'm asking you. If you're in everybody and 
we're supposed to love everybody, were we supposed 
to love Hitler? 
GOD: Let's get back to this later, 
michael: What? Why? 
GOD: Remember I said I want you to discover some 
things for yourself? 
michael: Yeah. So you're not gonna answer me. 
GOD: Iwill answer you, Michael. Better yet, you will 
answer you. 
michael: You're just giving me some-
GOD: Michael, if you can't answer that question by the 
time we're done talking, I'll tell you. Okay? 
michael: Alright. I'm gonna remember. I'm gonna 
hold you to that. 
GOD: I'll remember too, Michael. I don't forget many 
things. 
michael: Oh, yeah. 
GOD: Now where were we? 
michael: I thought you didn't forget many things. 
GOD: Don't get smart, Michael. I don't do this for 
everybody, you know. 
michael: Yeah, I know. Alright. Listen, now you're in 
everybody, right? 
GOD: Right. 
michael: And it's up to the individual to find you, right? 
truth and beauty and that? 
GOD: That's right, too. 

fiction: 

by Ian 
The bronze, life-sized sculpture of a tiger executed 

its timed mechanical function: its head moved from 
side to side three times (thirty watts of light beaming 
through each eyeball), its tail moving slightly up and 
down at the pause of each head motion. Small Fry, a 
real rocker of a band, blared out "Get Back" to a dance 
floor that resembled a hockey brawl. The cash register 
burst into life with a click, ring, and slam, ready for 
perpetual service. The radar range buzzed, expelled a 
baked potato which was immediately set down next to 
a Singapore Sling. The jukebox continued its 

michael: Alright, and if not finding truth and beauty 
causes you to become evil or whatever-
GOD: For lack of a better word. 
michael: And it's up to the individual to find truth and 
beauty-
GOD: Yes? 
michael: Then doesn't it follow that if somebody 
doesn't find truth and beauty and they do something 
wrong, then it's their own fault? 
GOD: You mean, is every individual completely 
responsible for his actions? 
michael: Yeah, that's it. 
GOD: Is every individual completely responsible for 
his actions, Michael? 
michael: You won't just give me an answer, will you? 
GOD: I told you, Michael, I want you to discover some 
things for yourself. So whenever you ask me a 
question, I'm going to ask the same one back to you. 
Don't let that stop you, though, 
michael: So now what? 
GOD: So is every individual completely responsible 
for his actions? 
michael: I don't know. From what you've said, yes. 
GOD: What did I say? 
michael: You said it's up to the individual to discover 
truth and beauty within himself. So if they don't and 
they do something wrong, it's their own fault. 
GOD: I said that, didn't I? 
michael: Yeah, you did. 
GOD: Alright, Michael. What are you doing here? 
michael: What? Whatta you mean? 
GOD: I mean what are you doing here? What are we 
doing here now? 
michael: I don't know. We're talking, I guess. 
GOD: About what? 
michael: About things, you know, things I'm confused 
about. 
GOD: So what are you doing, then? 
michael: I don't know. I'm asking you questions, 
looking for answers. 
GOD: Looking for what, Michael? 
michael: I'm looking for answers. 

T. Shearn 
repertoire of pink, purple, and green light patterns: it 
was ready to fill the room with more noise as soon as 
the band needed rest. An inappropriate, simple and 
small traveling alarm clock sat between a bottle of 
Cherry Brandy and Banana Liquer. It read 11:50 p.m. 

The cherry wood of the eight-sided bar was painted 
deep orange with eight rectangular two-by-sixes 
extending to the ceiling at each corner of the octagon. 
Faceless people sitting in wicker chairs with orange 
cushions, clung protectively to their seats, trying to 
ignore the wall of leisure suits and bluejeans standing 

Michael Malinotvski was fxirri and still lives in Trenton. lie is in his fourth year at 
Trenton State and is studying to he an educator or the deaf. His other interests include 
Cod, nature, music, and women, though not necessarily in that order. 

80 Proof on the Rocks 
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behind them. Inside the bar, two bartenders (Walt and 
Woody ) moved in calculated, wasteless teamwork, 
handling liquor and money with equal indifference. 
Walter, handsome and middle-aged, once a successful 
stock broker, had trained the young and eager Woody 
in mixology. The master and disciple worked well, 
combining competence and raw energy. 

Woody was experiencing a premature fatigue 
tonight and it worried him. He realized it was from 
indifference. When he had begun employment with 
the Tiger's Tale Lounge and had been thrust in the 
central arena, he had worked with a nervous 
flamboyance, certain that every patron was watching 
him. It did not take him long to realize that the 
clientele had other things on their minds and thus he 
became a detached spectator of the nightly pheno
mena, analyzing the scene as a sociologist. He would 
move from one section of the bar to another as if he 
were changing the channels of a T.V. set. But tonight 
Woody was bored and wished he could turn the set off. 

The outside door to the bar was far away, hardly 
visible in a remote vestibule, but somehow the regular 
customers and the staff could always feel anyone's 
entrance. There was no overt recognition; girls kept 
bumping, the tiger still stalking; but there was always 
a blatant, yet indefinable pause in the noise and 
motion. Out of character, Woody waited to see who 
was coming. 

She had short blonde hair and wore a beige overcoat, 
her hands in her pockets. It was too dark for details 
but she emitted an air that made Woody stare. She 
maneuvered through the mass, past the tiger and to 
the bar without a glance away from the floor. It was 
not shyness, Woody noticed, that made her do this, but 
the same indifference he was feeling. She slumped into 
a bar chair that had just been vacated. 

Woody had the feeling of his first day again. He 
buttoned his collar, tightened the knot of his tie, picked 
a fifty-cent tip off the bar, tossed it into a large snifter, 
and placed a cocktail napkin before the visitor, his 
hand remaining momentarily extended toward her. 
All in fluid confidence. He wondered how his hair 

looked. 
Two hands on the bar, his body leaning toward her, 

Woody asked her, "What can I do for you?" in a voice 
that sounded like one spoken in the privacy of a living 
room, but a single decibel louder so that it was audible. 

"What've ya got?" Woody felt less tense. She 
communicated wide-openess in the lingo of the lounge. 

"I'll give you a Woody. Invented it myself." She 
nodded in approval. 

"Why is it called a Woody?" Her words were 
slightly slurred. This wouldn't be her first drink 
tonight. 

"Because that's my name." Woody wished he could 
have worded it more effectively. 

"Rose-Ann," was the blunt reply. 
"Huh?" 
"My name is Rose-Ann." 
"Oh... Oh, hiya!" Woody was off-guard. 
The drink consisted essentially of Amaretto and club 

soda with varying degrees of Vodka being optional 
depending on the recipient. Woody knew she didn't 
need a kicker, but poured a full shot of Vodka 
nevertheless. It was getting late. 

Two stiff Woodies later, the young bartender 
approached the blonde who had taken off her coat to 
unveil a gorgeous body: pillow-like breasts, a thin 
waist and hips like a Koufax curveball. Her beauty 
made Woody more hesitant. The small clock read 1:05. 

Walter ordered the young bartender to take a 
twenty-minute break loudly enough so that Rose-Ann 
could hear. He poured a cup of coffee, added a slug of 
Antisette and sat it on the bar in front of the seat next 
to her. "Go !" he demanded. 

Woody expected to find conversation difficult, but 
soon discovered that Rose-Ann was more than eager 
to tell him her woes. Woody filled in the gaps with 
tender acknowledgements. "It must have been hard 
for you," or "You know that's nothing more than the 
reflection of these troubled times we live in." 
Occasionally, a leading question: "What do you like to 
do with your free time?" "Do you live in this area?" 

1:42. Back behind tne bar, Woody reported to 
Walter. "We're going to meet at the Royal Diner. She 
wants a steak sandwich." He was jubilant but 
obviously uneasy. 

"Listen, kid, don't blow it. That girl wants your 
frame." 

"You know that girl is really very intelligent, Walt." 
Rose-Ann left the same way she entered: aloof, not 

seeming to care where she was going. As the last 
dedicated few straggled out, Woody was already 
two-thirds finished with his clean-up responsibilities. 
The front doors swung open. 

It was Betsy, the pretty and spaced-out ex-waitress 
who had moved to California in search of herself. She 
strode quickly to the bar and sat herself directly in 
front of Woody as he put cellophane over the lemon 
rinds. Woody looked at her menacingly. 

She chirped: "I have so much to tell you, Woody, 
about what's happened to me since I last saw you. And 
I flew back here just for that. You know, you once told 
me that freedom is internal and not outside of me. 
Those words have helped me so much. But I have to be 
honest, I'm having trouble. I need to talk to you. I 
need to know what you think." 

"Tonight?" 
"Please." 
The last die-hard customers gone, the tiger 

motionless, silence sneaked into the lounge. The clock 
ticked to 2:04 and Woody felt trapped. He looked for 
Walter, who was busy counting the night's take. Betsy 
chatted on and Woody filled in the gaps with polite 
acknowledgements. It must have been hard for you. 
Gee, that's a shame. Yes, I agree. Woody took another 
look at the clock as if there were some answer there. 
He poured himself a cup of black coffee and sat on the 
beer cooler next to Betsy. He never made it to the 
Royal that night. =^=^====== 

lan Shearn, a junior English major and journalism minor, 
is the founder of Gumption magazine. 
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from 

THE BEAVER BOOK 
(before the Eggwhite Days) 

by Robert Cole 

Following are excerpts from a ix>ok being written by Robert Cole about growing up in 
West Virginia under the influence of the media in the early 1930's. 

from Part 1,1948 - 51 

Fortune Gordien was throwing the discus when I came in. "What's that?" I 
asked Jack Wills, pointing to the little half-column cut of a man almost airborne 
in The Grit, America's Family Weekly, May 1948. "That's Fortune Gordien 
throwing the discus," he said. He had thought enough of it to put it in a 
scrapbook, and he shared it with me. The book had boxers and baseball and 
football players in it, kinds of people who so far hadn't made much impression on 
me. 

I was eleven years old. I had been interested in soldiers and other war 
machines and maps for most of my boyhood, but then the war ended and I didn't 
see much about weapons and fighting in the paper and magazines. I lost all 
interest in Popular Mechanics and Popular Science when they quit running 
pictures and diagrams of submarines and grenades and howitzers. I used to pore 
over the maps the oil companies gave away at the service stations, showing all 
the theatres of war, the deep purple for China, the pointed little mountain 
symbols, the occupation flags of the warring nations, but soon the only maps I 
could find were road maps of the states, which confused and bored me, and maps 
in atlases, which were vivid enough to hold my interest. So I traced them, then I 
drew them, literal, copying efforts trying hard to duplicate all the coastlines and 
inlets and peninsulas and archipelagos, but not too much for scale and spacing 
and other proportions. Rather grotesque, in fact. Still, when I put the world on 
the back of a strip of wallpaper in fifth grade, the teachers were impressed and 
tacked it up on the bulletin board in the darkened upstairs hall of Beaver Grade 
School. I stood and basked in it, going over it line by line, humming tonelessly 
like the drone of a bombers engines in the war movies. I hummed, sometimes 
unconsciously, when I was absorbed. It drove teachers crazy. "Who's 
humming?" they'd snap, like someone maddened by mosquitoes. 
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^ / was a sheltered kid and couldn t swim or skate or climb 

trees or whistle or whittle or talk pig latin or. . . ^ 

I noticed that in the backs of the atlases were long 
lists, columns of names of cities and their populations, 
and the products of countries. Fascinating. I began to 
copy them down. Sometimes I found sea stories that 
listed the provisions ships carried in their holds. I read 
them closely. The best book I found for that was one 
called "Swiss Family Robinson." I lay on the bed one 
dark, storm-cloudy Sunday afternoon, intent on the 
tiny type on the yellow old paper. I lost interest when 
the family unloaded the ship on the desert island. 

It was more than a summer after the Fortune 
Gordien picture had appeared in The Grit that I saw it. 
My interests were transferring from war to sports, the 
visual images of sport were beginning to impress me 
vividly. As I leafed through Life magazine in that fall 
of 1948, I began to notice more than the pictures of 
battles and natural violence. There was a picture in the 
October 18 issue of an automobile tire framing three 
men standing in the background with their arms 
extended, throwing. The caption said they were 
quarterbacks for the Chicago Bears-Sid Luckman, 
Johnny Lujack, and Bobby Layne-and that they were 
simultaneously throwing one football apiece through 
that tire. A couple of weeks later there were pages of 
pictures of Army's big football victory over Cornell, 
the Ivy League champion. Next week began a two-part 
story on the life of Joe Louis, the heavyweight boxing 
champion. In the December 6 issue I studied pictures 

of the war between the Nationalists and Communists 
in China, and a couple of pages beyond noticed two 
pages tight with pictures of Navy's unexpected 21-21 
football tie with favored Army. One picture showed 
Navy's Bill Hawkins apparently having bowled over a 
tackier and landing in the end zone with the 
game-tying touchdown. A teammate is running across 
the end zone from the top of the picture, his mouth 
wide open, his arms raised like the referee signalling a 
touchdown in the lower left corner. 

"Bobby, why don't you go outside?" my mother 
would say. "All he does is read," she would boast 
peevishly to other people. (She boasted more directly 
about my straight A's.) I heard so much of this, I felt I 
had to defend myself. I loved books and maps and 
comics and radio, and what was there to do outside, 
except mow the grass or work in the garden? Even 
though we lived in a little mountain-valley town in 
West Virginia with neighbors all around, I had to walk 
a mile up a hill to Jack Wills' house. And there were so 
many things I didn't like to do or didn't know how to 
do. I was a sheltered (and therefore cautious) child and 
couldn't swim or skate or climb trees or whistle or 
whittle or talk pig latin or blow bubbles or shoot 
marbles or play mumble-de-peg or fly a kite or string a 
cat's cradle. I didn't like to fish or fight or fire a gun or 
fix cars. I was outgrowing what few toys I had 
protected from my destructive younger brother. When 

Icontinued on page 24) 

Shady Spring High School, Reaver, W. Va., 1953. 
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photography and text by Ann Marie Russo 

There are not many blacksmith shops left in America. And, there is only one 
in Trenton. Located on North Olden Avenue, it is one of the few blacksmith 
shops in the northeastern United States. Many people pass the building without 
stopping or for that matter, even noticing it. 

The brick building is dated 1823. The craft of blacksmithing goes back even 
farther. Today, three blacksmiths work in this dim, cavernous building creating 
tools and equipment from scrap pieces of metal and iron. 

Years ago the building was used for making horseshoes and carriages. Outside 
the back entrance is an old shed once used as a holding place for horses while 
shoes were being custom made for their hoofs. Now, old bicycles and piles of 
wood clutter this space. Beside the shed is a carriage house that has been 
converted to a storage place for the iron pieces that are used in blacksmithing. 

Entering through a large double-bay door once used long ago for the horse and 
buggy access, one immediately feels the comforting warmth given off by two 
open-fire furnaces. Such fires typify the traditional blacksmith, but the 
deafening noise of a two-hundred-fifty-pound metal press quickly betrays the 
feeling of slipping back in time. 

Alex Howe, a Trenton State College industrial arts major, the youngest of the 
three men, began developing his interest in blacksmithing when he was ten. He 
has been an apprentice at this shop in Trenton for three years. He has been 
blacksmithing for over five years and claims it will take him another five or ten 
to become a full-fledged blacksmith. Howe is carrying 14 credits at Trenton 
State and puts in 35 to 40 hours a week in the shop. He has traveled to Germany, 
Switzerland, Scotland, England, and Italy, visiting different shops and learning 
new techniques (all at his company's expense). 
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Alex Parubchenko, shop owner, has 
been a blacksmith for seven vears. Alex 
firrst learned the craft through tradi
tional hands-on experience bv apprentic
ing with his father. He came to Trenton 
after working in Canada. 

[opposite page, lower left] 

A window in the horse shed. It is one 
of the few signs of decav that the 
building shows. 

[opposite page, top left ] 

On the left. Fedor Sirchuk. master 
blacksmith, and Alex Howe ;  Trenton 
State student and apprentice black
smith. examine a hammer thev are 
making. A circular stone grinding 
machine is used to flatten the surface ot 
the metal. 

[right ] 

He has been around blaeksmithing 
since age five. Now 79, "he can work 
any of us under the table," claims the 23 
vear old Howe. Born in the Ukrain, 
Fedor Sirchuk traveled to Brazil and 
then to Trenton. He has been at the 
shop for twelve years. Alex Parabchen-
ko was his apprentice. 

[opposite page, lower right ] 

Angular, circular, and flat iron pieces 
are stored in the carriage shed. The 
blacksmiths select the appropriately 
shaped pieces for the job. 

[below] 
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I discovered Fortune Gordien in the sixth grade, I was 
too old for toys and too young for sex, so I wandered 
deep and alone into the world of paper sports, 
exploring so strangely and morbidly that I became 
isolated more than ever from my family and few 
friends. My reading narrowed and my writing was 
reconstituted into the words and forms of the 
sportswriters, and the world of games became the 
reality of my life for the next seven years, stunting me, 
shaping me, saving me. 

I was beginning now to look for stories of football 
games in our local afternoon newspaper, the Raleigh 
Register, from Beckley, five miles away. I had long 
been a close reader of the paper, but as my interest in 
sports grew, the paper became my daily sustenance. It 
was delivered to our house around 3 p.m. every day 
but Saturday. I waited for it in summer and I pulled it 
out of the corner of the wire fence as soon as I got 
home from school in winter. There was another local 
paper, the Beckley Post-Herald, but I somehow 
disliked it, partly because of its gawky type faces and 
cluttered pages. It was a morning paper, and my father 
would not have had time to read it before going to the 
mines-or before going to bed when he worked the 
hoot-owl shift. Neither would I have had time for it in 
the morning: I spent a lot of time reading the Register, 
staring at its pictures, repeating its words to myself, 
humming with excitement, finally reducing the paper 
to clippings for my scrapbooks. No publication meant 
as much to me as the Raleigh Register. My mother 
believed I taught myself to read before first grade by 
picking out words in the Register. I finally understood 
that "island" was not pronounced "is-land," as logical 
as that might have appeared. I was attracted to the 
islands on maps because of their setting in the midst of 
those horizontal wavy lines that represented ocean 
waves and thus symbolized the ocean. Most of the 
newspaper was advertising. Sports especially was 
choked tight, to my sorrow. 

The first sports I found memorable in the Register 
was not in that section of the paper, however, but in 
the Sunday "Buz Sawyer" comic strip. During the 
week "Buz Sawyer" followed the adventures of a 

trouble-shooter for an oil company, but on Sunday it 
had to do with his old Navy buddy, Roscoe Sweeney. 
This fall of 1948, it went another remove from its title 
and focused on Roscoe's sister, Lucille, who, being 
unusually strong, began to play football for Yippa-
hoopy College. She was modest, and as easily 
embarrassed as I was, and as lovable as my sister, and 
she was always being thrown off stride by men 
players' tricks and having to rally her team to beat 
some college with a funny name like Weybeloe Normal. 
She also baked delicious lime pies. (Yippahoopy 
College was in Florida.) Lime pies. I could hardly 
imagine one, so I started drinking lemon-lime soda (as 
close as I could get), and I even found some limes at the 
store. But I never tasted lime pie. Lucille's season 
ended in December and by then I was looking for 
stories of real football games, to read along with the 
Register's annual children's Christmas serial. I 
couldn't find many games in December: everyone 
seemed to have stopped playing when Lucille Sweeney 
did. But the sport's pages did include an intriguing 
kind of information about football, with lists of names, 
towns, and states. It was not far from the geography I 
loved, and I looked into it, then into the subjects 
around it, and soon I was pursuing daily discoveries, all 
about sports. New words, new numbers, new 
uniforms, new actions. First there was the football I 
had been looking for, then basketball, and then another 
sport which didn't start till summer, but was written 
about year-round: baseball. 

The football stories I found first were about the 
selections of all-star teams of the best players. I 
memorized the first one I noticed, the 1948 Associated 
Press All-America team, published December 1. The 
composite picture of the players featured backs 
Charlie Justice of North Carolina and Doak Walker of 
Southern Merhodist, at the top, punting toward each 
other. Under the arch of their raised legs was a 
hulking, bear-like, bare-headed man, his right arm 
flexed in front of him, his left arm swinging loose, 
cradling a football: back Art Murakowski of North
western. To the right, a circular picture of center 
Chuck Bednarik of Penn. To the left, outside Justice, 
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was back Bobby Stuart of Army, No. 42, standing with 
a football tucked against his right side. At the bottom 
of the composite was a strip of pictures of the faces of 
the other six linemen, from left, end Barney Poole of 
Mississippi, with a sweaty grin in profile; tackle Bill 
Fischer of Notre Dame, with deep-set eyes; and end 
Dick Rifenburg, wearing that distinctive striped 
leather Michigan helmet. I read closely the names in 
the dark-type listings of the second and third 
teams-such as A1 DeRogatis, Chuck Ortmann, Sam 
Tamburo, and Norman VanBrocklin-and in the tiny, 
light type of Honorable Mention: Lou Hoitsma, Lindy 
Berry, Jack Cloud, Lou Kusserow. The names would 
always fascinate me. . . . 

I finally found a way to gorge myself on sports. For 
the past couple of years, one of my favorite trips had 
been the walk over to the "hard road" (U.S. 19, along 
which Beaver's business strip had built up) to buy dime 

was a shiny silver. This was scrumptuous. It cost 50 
cents, which was, I later would discover, twice as much 
as most sports magazines (Collier's was 15 cents). But 
I bought it, spending two weeks' allowance. It was 
called "Sport Annual 1949." It was "a big 128-page 
volume compiled by the editors of Sport magazine" 
with "a special 32-page section crammed full of box 
scores, batting and fielding averages, performance 
charts, facts, figures, and statistics." I wanted to see 
what that was, and this was the time to find out: sports 
journalism was booming. A number of sports 
magazines came into existence just at this time and 
ceased publication within a couple of years. It was part 
of the boom in sports following World War II. Sport 
Annual 1949 was the first sport annual, and its parent 
magazine, Sport, was in only its third year. 

But what I read, I read according to the accidents of 
newsstand distribution. Whatever Lefty got, I got. 

^ Lefty Mays had once been a good semipro baseball 

pitcher, but to me he was the man who owned the store with the 

comic books. To him I must have been the weird kid draped over 
the magazine rack. ^ 

comic books at Mays Cut-Rate drug store. Lefty 
Mays had opened the store in 1945, which had been 
sort of an expansion year for Beaver. The Boy Scout 
cabin was put up that year, too. Lefty had once been a 
good semipro baseball pitcher, and he would visit the 
Cincinnati Reds training camp in Florida in the spring. 
But to me he was the man who owned the store with 
the comic books. To him I must have been the weird 
kid draped over his magazine rack. He had the only 
newsstand in town. There were other newsstands in 
Beckley, notably one run by Virgil Miller, a hunchback 
and local celebrity. But I never got up there much, and 
when I did Virgil seemed to have the same comics and 
magazines as Lefty. 

I was beginning to pay more attention to the 
magazines, and one day that winter, probably in late 
February, I noticed a magazine that seemed to be all 
about sports. It had a rich maroon and gold cover, with 
a vertical row of pictures in the lower left corner of 
Lou Boudreau, Joe Louis, and Doak Walker, and the 
names of several sports-baseball, basketball, boxing, 
golf, tennis, swimming, hockey, football, horse racing, 
auto racing, trotting, ice skating, skiing, powerboat 
racing, rowing, billiards, track and field-and the 
names of several athletes-Lou Boudreau, Joe Lewis 
Doak Walker, Babe Ruth, Max Bentley, Ted Williams, 
Mel Patton, Marcel Cerdan, Satchel Paige, Willie 
Turnesa, Stan Musial, Bob Mathias. The back cover 

That winter there was delivered to my choice, in 
roughly this order, most of them well ahead of 
publication date, Sport Annual 1949, Basketball 
Illustrated (one of the Sports Review series), Babe 
Ruth All-Sports Comics (April, Vol. 1, No. 1), Sport 
(March issue), Sport Life (April), Sport Pix (April), 
Sports Illustrated (March, Vol. 1, No. 2, big as 
Collier's). In many ways starting with Sport Annual 
1949 was starting at the top. While it contained no 
advertising, it was itself probably an unprecedented 
advertisement for the glories of the sporting business 
in America. The bright images of performance and 
physical beauty, the numerical listing of the records, 
the outlining of the issues and controversies (mostly 
innocent or trivial), the recording of the customs and 
conventions of sports-I was not to find it done so well 
to my taste anywhere else. And nothing looked so 
good. I read it over and over. Jack Wills saw it and 
bought one for himself. The intriguing numbers in the 
tiny dark type and the straight, neat columns became 
my refuge. The images would fill my head for life. The 
statistics I recited, copied, rearranged, even though I 
didn't understand them. 

The 32 pages of statistics at the end of Sport Annual 
1949 seduced me easily and completely. They were 
even more fun to copy than the geographical data had 
been. These sports statistics would seem primitive by 
later standards. The first electronic computer was just 
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being developed in 1948, and it wasn't being fed 
baseball data yet. Even as a beginner I could see there 
was no consistency even between the ways the 
American League and National League organized their 
baseball statistics. For instance, the NL ranked its 
power hitters by slugging percentage, the AL by 
RBI's. The NL included pitching statistics such as 
"Games Started" and "Complete Games" in one 
comprehensive summary, and listed "few-hit games" 
(no-hitters, one-hitters, etc.) by date and opponent. 
The AL put combined records of Games Started and 
Complete Games and an odd category called "Incom
plete Games" in an awkward listing called "Additional 
Pitchers' Records," which did not include the dates and 
opponents of few-hit games. Also, the AL persisted in 
a grammatical error, labelling records for substitutes, 
"Players in less than ten games," instead of the correct 
"Fewer Than Ten Games" used by the NL. I later 

discovered that even the important annual, Who's Who 
in Baseball, did not, for example, figure pitchers' 
career earned-run averages. 

But there was so much for me to study that I forgave 
the shortcomings. I was, for instance, so impressed by 
the standard of few-hit games that I clipped the 
boxscores of all few-hit shutouts (six-hitters or better), 
and I listened carefully to the linescores read over the 
radio hoping to hear of one: ". . . and the Browns, no 
runs, four hits, one error." "There's one!" I'd think. At 
ages 11 and 12, reading, memorizing, copying statistics 
(at first in pencil, later with fountain pen, when I came 
to sense the nicer feel and fullness of the flowing ink) 
was a kind of masturbation. I could do it and do it and 
do it. I delighted in the way the players were listed by 
their formal names-Theodore Williams, Myron Gins
berg, L. Dale Mitchell, Lucius B. Appling, Lawrence P. 
Berra, Mizell L. Piatt, Constantine G. Niarhos, Sabath 
A. Mele, J. Geoffrey Heath, Vernal L. Jones, Sylvester 
U. Donnelly, Truett B. Sewell-and I would copy them 
just as formally, printing the names in all capital 
letters, with serifs. . . . 

Cole with friend and guide, Jack Wills [right \ 

Digest, none was more impressive than the illust
rations of how tough the old-time players had been. 
There were frequent stories about how injury-prone 
modern players were (such as "Aren't There Any More 
Orioles?", in the October 1949 issue), but these didn't 
make the point as well as the anecdotes about Ty Cobb 
and the other hardcases. . . .The most ingenious 
nastiness was boasted about by Spencer Abbott, a 
Washington Senators scout, who described how he 
disciplined a tough old Western League third 
baseman who would give runners the hip and knock 
them off balance. Abbott bought a darning needle, cut 
it short and stuck it through a piece of cork. He carried 
the cork with him the next time he rounded third, and 
when he got close to the third baseman, he jabbed him 
with the needle. The man squealed and stopped 
hipping people. (October 1949)... 

AMERICAN LEAGUE PITCHERS' RECORDS 

Pitchers in Ten or More Games with Less'Than Ten Complete Games 
Rated According to Earned Run Average Per Nine Inning Game 

Name and Club Throws G W L 
Paige, Leroy. Cleveland R 21 6 1 
Klieman, Edward F., Cleveland R 44 3 2 
Scarborough, Ray W., Washington R 31 15 8 
Gromek, Stephen J., Cleveland R 38 9 3 
Christopher, Russell O., Cleveland R 45 3 2 
Byrne, Thomas J., New York L 31 8 5 
Shea, Frank J., New York R 28 9 10 
Graver, Ned F., St. Louis R 38 7 11 

Camnal W  II I Aii«» *)! rtocolanH I 11 i n  

Pet. IP AB 
.857 73 267 
.600 80 271 
.652 185 711 
.750 130 483 
.600 59 223 
.615 134 459 
.474 156 562 
.389 198 746 

lAft 

H 
61 
62 

166 
109 
55 
79 

117 
200 

R 
21 
26 
71 
52 
21 
55 
66 
92 

E. R. 
ER SH BB SO HB WP Avg. 
20 5 25 45 1 1 2.47 
23 11 46 18 2 1 2.59 
58 4 72 76 3 2 2.82 
41 6 51 50 6 3 2.84 
19 5 27 14 0 1 2.90 
49 10 101 93 9 3 3.29 
59 12 87 71 2 1 3.40 
75 6 95 75 1 5 3.41 

For all the staggering volume of information and 
images and ideals and novelties I was finding in these 
magazines and comics, it was not until late in the 
summer of 1949 that I discovered two that came to 
mean the most to me, Baseball Digest and The 
Sporting News. Neither had the appeal of the slick 
paper and color pictures of the other magazines, but 
they had information, condensed in Baseball Digest, 
expanded in the Sporting News, documented in both 
with great gray expanses of statistics, spiced with 
anecdotes and trivia. . . .Of all the lore in Baseball 

from Part II, 1951 - 55 

. . .1 decided I wanted to play other sports, and 
since I still remembered Fortune Gordien in the Grit 
last year, and since track seemed so exciting in the 
Babe Ruth All-Sports Comics, I called Bob Wills, my 
friend Jack's uncle, the sports editor at the newspaper, 
and asked him how big a discus was. He said he'd look 

26 



it up. That Sunday in his column, the answer 
appeared: "A discus is 10 inches in diameter and 
weighs three pounds, nine ounces. Does that answer 
your question, Bobby Poe of Beaver?" Gosh, I thought 
he knew me! Now I had another nickname from the 
Wills family, who called me Wibbits, Wibby, Riberts 
and variants of those. And Bobbus. Now I was "Bobby 
Poe of Beaver," especially if I asked a question in class. 
After the teacher responded, Jack Wills would grin 
devilishly and whisped, "Does that answer your query, 
Bobby Poe of Beaver?" 

"Well, Bob probably just couldn't hear you clear on 
the phone," Jack explained to ease my hurt feelings. 

I gave Bob's dimensions to my father, and asked him 
to make me a discus. It didn't sound hard, he said, and 
promised to find something at the mines to make it 
from. A few days later he came home with a gleaming 
steel plate, polished smooth, each side a pattern of 
concentric circles as if the plate had been cut out of a 
steel tree. "Cut the end off an old axle," Dad 
explained. I hadn't prescribed a material to make it 
from. I was eager to try it out, and invited Bones 
Bragg, an older boy who lived two houses down the 
road, to throw with him. I told him the 
discus-throwers swung their arms and threw sidearm, 
like Fortune Gordien. Bones was much stronger than 
me, and four years before had permanently wounded 
my self-confidence by hitting me several times in the 
face during a fight, dancing around me like a boxer 
jabbing at me while I cried and raged, helpless to 
defend my self, the blows stinging and numbing and 
blinding me. He was eager to show me again how 
strong he was, but after a few tries in which he 
couldn't throw the steel plate farther than 20 feet, 
Bones said in disgust, "Bobby, I don't care whatchu 
say, ain't nobody thrown that thing 170 feet." 

I was surprised, but I knew they had because I had 
read the records. Bones must be the problem. I would 
throw with Jack and Jeep Wills. We tried our own 
style, not sidearm like the pictures, but underhand, 
like softball pitchers. The best we could do was roll the 
steel plate, and it cut great furrows in the soft ground. 
After awhile it defeated us, and then lay around the 
house rusting for years, like a huge hamburger patty. 
Sometime later I learned a discus is made of wood, 
which always made me smile when I'd come across the 
steel weight. 

I was playing more softball than any sport, however, 
during recess at school, and baseball with the Wills 
boys. (Most boys around home were afraid to play 
baseball: they called it hardball, and said it hurt your 
hands.) That spring and summer of 1949 gave me the 
chance to apply all the tactics of chicanery I had been 
reading about in baseball magazines. I sneaked onto 
the softball field at third base in sixth grade at Beaver 
Elementary. Third was close to where I was standing, 
probably shivering with eagerness, and nobody else 
seemed to want it. They all wanted to pitch or bat or 
play shortstop. I tried to act like I belonged there, 
trying to recall whatever I'd read about how a third 
baseman was supposed to behave, and looking as 

imposing as I could in case any seventh or eighth 
graders wanted the space. The recess league wasn't 
very savvy or scientific. So my innovations were an 
immediate success and my status rose like a rocket. I 
was perfectly amoral: if the major leaguers did it, it 
was right. Standing at third base, the first thing I 
thought to do was to hip someone, like the old-timers 
did. It turned out to be one of the major successes of 
my boyhood, one of the few times the directions 
worked. I wish the model planes had been so easy to 
do. I stood in the baseline about ten feet before third 
base. Here came this kid, I forget who, except he was 
older and pretty tough. But, although I usually was 
frightened of confrontations when I was myself, now I 
had the courage of an actor. I bent forward and swung 
my hip as the kid passed, and felt him barely brush me. 
I didn't look immediately, and when I did I had missed 
his stumble-but I saw his sprawl. The kid was in a 
pile out in foul territory, his right leg thrown over his 
left, looking puzzled. He must have never figured it 
out, because he didn't come after me. I tagged him out. 
I never did that well again with that trick. 

My greatest move cut down and demoralized the 
tyrannizing baserunner, Bobby Mabes-or was it 
Bobby Mabe? We used to wonder. He was a distant 
boy, an eighth grader when I was in sixth, tall and 
country-thin, and what the girls call cute, with 
country-long brown hair he'd comb back between 
innings. He wore a tan long-sleeved shirt hanging 
square-bottomed outside his levis, and he was always 
dancing off the bases, taking an extra one often in 

Shady days, C.oli> learns to use the shower. 



violation of our understanding of those things, and 
nobody knew how to stop him. He was a challenge to 
me, because I knew how they worked rundown plays in 
the majors, and I wanted to do it to him. He didn't 
know me at all. My chance came when he singled and 
ran around first and started dancing and daring 
toward second, where I had the ball. He was sideways 
to me, and his feet-the sides of his fancy brown 
brogues-seemed to swing back and forth as if he were 
hung on a wire. He knew what to do: he'd dance back 
and I'd throw to first and he'd go to second. Did it all 
the time. There! I threw, and here he comes-only, I 
hadn't thrown. I had faked. He came to me in a long 
springing step, but seemed to see his error and 
suddenly collapsed in mid-stride and fell on me like a 
big baggy puppet. I tagged into him and felt as if with 
one thrust I had tagged him all over, deflated him. He 
felt light and insubstantial as if the wind had blown 
him to me. He walked away, avoiding my eyes and 
looking like someone studiously ignoring an insult 
hanging in the air. Nobody seemed to be saying 
anything. They'd never seen a faked throw before. It 
became a popular maneuver, and diminished the 
stature of Bobby Mabe(s). His career must have gone 
downhill. I don't remember seeing him when I got to 
high school, but I remember hearing that he got caught 
screwing sheep, and thereby gained a special status 
with most of us.... 

remnant of a time and rural style I'd barely known, a 
time when boys did hard physical labor, chewed 
tobacco and spit ambeer, caroused and fought and 

I had never heard or been a part of a group o f people 
spontaneously breaking out in song, and the e ffect was incredibly 
uplifting-- as was the unprecedented privilege of bellowing out 
obscenities with a group, at school, at noon right out in front of 

God and everybody. J 

...from the time we got our football gear my 
freshman year at Shady Spring High School, I was 
scared and out of place....We wore that awkward gear 
for five straight sweaty, dusty August days without 
washing it. The dressing room must have smelled like 
old stable hay. When you undressed to shower at noon 
or 4 p.m., you wadded up your pads and shoes and 
helmet and jammed them into the sodden fastness of 
your jersey, making one big grass-and dirt-stained 
sweatball to fester overnight and sting your nose next 
morning. Some of us laughed about it, but some of us 
never noticed.... When we came in to shower, sliding 
or screeking our cleats across the concrete, hot, 
relieved, excited, tired, a camaraderie erupted in the 
dressing room. It was a rowdy process that was new 
to me, with my sheltered boyhood, but actually was a 

hunted and fished more like men, when talk was 
coarse, when you grew up with almost no outside 
influences. A small-town roughness and naivete was 
passing away, and a softer suburban tone would 
replace it. 

The county cannery was on the opposite end of the 
high school building from our dressing room, and it 
represented the rural, grow-your-own style of life of 
most of our families. In another year the cannery 
would be gone, torn down for a new gymnasium and 
dressing rooms, which would draw even the Beckley 
teams out to play us, just as people were beginning 
more and more to move out from Beckley and change 
our district. Some of us boys were already imbibing 
the outside world, me with my reading, the Wallaces 
working summers at Atlantic City, New Jersey, and 
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other people having to go to Akron and Cleveland and 
Detroit for work now that the coal mines were going 
dormant. Unlike most of the boys who had dressed 
here in the past 30 years, some of us would go to 
college and then live our lives elsewhere. But we still 
dressed and looked for the most part like Shady boys 
had since the war, and the songs we sang probably 
went back to World War II barracks, but some of the 
obscenity had probably more recently been picked up 
third-hand from the colored. I had never heard or been 
part of a group of people spontaneously breaking out in 
song (certainly not bawdy song), and the effect was 
incredibly uplifting-as was the unprecedented priv
ilege of bellowing out obscenities with a group, at 
school, at noon, right out in front of God and 
everybody. We stood around the dressing room, 
paused in our changing, and, some standing on the 
benches like a chorus on risers, roared out in our 
rising, boyish manliness the deeply felt male desire to 
fuck all those fine young women which most of us 
couldn't. For me it was still a linguistic rebellion. 
"Ohhhhhhh-" somebody like Ronnie Phillips would 
begin,  always the exaggerated "Ohhhhbhfor 
emphasis and unity. 

Ohhhhhhhh, 
She jumped in bed 
and covered up her head, 
and swore I could not find her. 

I knew damn well 
she's lyin' like hell, 
so I jumped right in behind her, 

She grabbed my goose 
and wouldn't turn loose. 
I grabbed her sausage grinder. 

When the white of an egg 
ran down her leg, 
I knew damn well I'd find her.... 

I visualized each step as we sang-the girl in the bed, 
covered and bulging-the man jumps in-a hand 
grabbing a goose? Goose Tatum? a penis? (I hated the 
word) a prick? (not much better-there was no good 
word)-the gray cast-iron meatgrinder at Henry Lilly's 
general store down in Beaver, disgorging strings of 
hamburger-a black hairy thing-pussy (nice word, 
something unknown, surrounded by nice thoughts)-
eggwhite, separated from the yolk, like Mom did to 
make divinity candy, thick in the mixing bowl, was it 
like that?--something nice seemed to be happening 
there. 

When I came back to school my sophomore year 
(1952-53), after the polio quarantine, I got my first 
chance to be a sportswriter. We would have a lot to 
write about. It would be one of Shady's greatest 
seasons, and I would become Big Scoop Cole. . . . 

Because of Love 

Because of Love 

Would you give me 
because of love 
absolute allegiance, 
share all your secrets, 
stay by my side 
when I need you, 
enjoy my pleasures, 
mourn my sorrows, 
hate my enemies 
and like my friends, 
grow in my direction, 
merge our roots 
and branches into 
one doubled tree? 
If you'd give me these 
because of love. 
I don't need you -
a mirror will do! 

-Sylvia O'Neill 

photo by Ann Marie Russo 

Robert Cole is an assistant professor of English and 
journalism adviser for the college. He is married and the 
father of three children. 
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The Lake 

Isn't she lovely today? 
Isn't she? 

Moving with the wind 
her fingers tap the wall of earth and the 

Trees make certain that no one will 
interrupt as she loves and 

Cries to the wind that whips her 
gently as fingertips that search and the 

Sun makes certain the lovers will touch as 
clouds watch in passing but is it not the 

Wind who will decide how long they may 
stay? 

And ducks search for 
food along her shores 

Returning from the hunt to 
families which wait silently and 

Bluejays streak across a sky that 
wishes it could own her blue and 

Bees float above the grass 
green making the earth lovely that 
seeks to hold her passions but the wind is 

Gentle and does not ask the earth to 
resist as the squirrel in its treetower knows too 
well. 

Is she not lovely today? 

-Michael Malinowski 
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fiction: 

TURNAROUND iiusivnori^a 
by Warren Schmidt 

Amidst the anti-war, anti-establishment upheaval of the late 1960s, Schmidt sat quietly 
in his office at the University of California at Berkeley and comjxtsed this piece. Gumption 
gratefully acknowledges his permission to reprint it in this issue. 

There once was a land where men were 
always right. 

They knew it. . . and they were proud 
of it. 

It was a land where a man was proud to 
say, "I am right" and "You are wrong." 

For these were words of conviction, of 
strength and courage. 

No one was ever heard to say, "I may be 
wrong" or "You may be right." For 
these were words of weakness, uncer
tainty and cowardice. 

When differences arose among the 
people of this land they sought not to 
explore but to be right. 

And to insist that others be right, too. 

When differences arose between the old 
and the young, the older would say: 

"We have worked hard to build this 
great and prosperous land. 

We have produced cars and highways 
that permit us to move quickly from 
place to place. 

We have built planes that surpass the 
speed of sound. 

We have produced computers which 
solve complex problems in milliseconds. 

We have even touched the moon. 
We expect those who inherit this good 

land to appreciate what we have 
accomplished and to build on the 
heritage we have given to them." 

These older people were right, of 
course. . . and they knew it and were 
proud of it. 
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But the younger people of that land 
would respond: 

"We see around us a land that has 
been befouled and exploited. 

People starve where food is plentiful. 
Laws and practices prevent some 

from having an equal chance to develop 
and to influence. 

Noble and moral words are matched 
by selfish and sordid deeds. 

Leaders urge us to fight wars to 
preserve peace - and the fighting does 
not end. 

The whole scene is phoney and 
polluted and inhuman and out of control. 

We want no part of this money-mad 
Establishment." 

These younger people were right, of 
course. . .and they knew it and were 
proud ot it. . . and the gap between the 
generations grew wider. 

When differences arose between men of 
different races, those from the majority 
race would say: 

"We are working steadily to build a 
land of justice and equality for all our 
citizens. 

We have made considerable prog
ress-but social progress does not come 
swiftly. 

Those whom we seek to help and lift 
can only hurt their own cause when they 
push and intrude and pressure us. 

Let them show some patience-and let 
them use more fully the opportunities 
we have already supplied. 

Then we will feel like doing even more 
for them" 

These people of the majority were right, 
of course. . .and they knew it and they 
were proud of it. 

But those from the minority group 
would reply: 

"We have been pushed around too 
long and we are angry. 

We have been confined to a ghetto. 
Our children's education has been 

stunted in second-rate schools. 
We have seen jobs go to the less 

qualified while our people are rejected 
or shunted into menial tasks. 

We see a thousand subtle signs that 
brand us and our children as second-
class citizens in this land. 

We will tolerate lofty promises and 
meager deeds no longer." 

These people from the minority were 
right, of course.. . and they knew it and 
were proud of it.. .and the gap between 
the races grew wider. 

And so it went in this land. . . 
Group after group defined the right 
And took their stand. 
And upheld their position against 
those who opposed. 

It happened between those who 
taught in the schools and those who 
provided the funds. 

It happened between those who gave 
priority to a strong defense and those 
who gave priority to better cities. 

It happened between those who 
pleaded for peace at almost any price 
and those who argued for national honor 
at almost any cost. 

Everyone was right, of course. . .and 
they knew it and were proud of it.. .and 
the gaps between groups grew wider. 

Until the day came when the rigidity 
of Tightness caused all activity to come 
to a halt. 

Each group stood in its solitary 
Tightness. 

Glaring with proud eyes at those too 
blind to see their truth 

Determined to maintain their position 
at all costs 

(For this is the responsibility of being 
right). 

But the quality of life in the land 
declined 
And grew more grim 
And the people became more angry 
And violence increased. 
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People had more things, but their sense 
of well-being and personal fulfillment 
diminished. 

Some measured the cost in tasks 
undone and energy wasted 

Others in loneliness and fear-
Most felt powerless and without hope. 

But through the tense days of confusion 
and gaps of all kinds 

Some maintained their vision of a 
time when men would again value their 
differences. 

As a source of richness 
As a stimulant to learning 
As a base for creativity 

Then. . . 
One day a strange new sound was 

heard in the land. 

Someone said, "I may be wrong. . . 
You may be right. 

The people were shocked that anyone 
could be so weak and so confused. 

But the voice persisted. 
And when the people looked, they 

saw that it came from one who was 
known for his strength and wisdom. 

And some people began to listen in a 
different way. 

It now seemed safe to listen to 
opposing-and even "Wrong" views. 

As they listened, they discovered com
mon beliefs they had not known before. 

They even began to see signs of 
humanity and noble purpose in those 
whom they once only knew as adver
saries. 

Here and there men expressed their 
common desires in deeds-and bright 
examples of joint action were seen in the 
land. 

With each new effort, men's faith in 
one another grew. . . 

And their faith in the future. . . 
And in their ability to shape their own 

destiny. 

They stated these beliefs in a Declara
tion of Interdependence which read in 
part: 

All men are created equal-but each 
develops in a unique way. 

All men are endowed with certain 
inalienable rights-but each must as
sume certain inevitable responsibilities. 

For the happiness and fulfillment of 
all depends on the commitment of each 
to accept and support equality and 
uniqueness, rights and responsibilities. 

In this land the quest for truth was 
never considered closed. 

The desire to persuade others was 
matched by the desire to learn from 
others. 

The proclamation of easy solutions 
(which others should carry out) no 
longer seemed as heroic as the quiet 
personal commitment to work steadily 
on some complex social ill. 

Most important of all-men had learn
ed how two rights could make a very 
costly wrong. 

The land became alive 
With quest 
And debate 
And learning 

The land grew prosperous and the 
quality of life advanced. 

But more important-the land had found 
its soul again. 

And experienced a rebirth of freedom 
and justice and trust which mark a truly 
great and human society. 

Whether these thoughts are right or 
wrong. . . or part of each-

I hope they widen no gaps. 

Rather, I hope they support that voice 
in each of us which knows that in times 
like these. . . 

It may take more wisdom and courage 
to extend a hand than to point a finger 
or to clench a fist. 
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fiction: 

The Courtship 
Of Maggie Reed 

by Don Evans 

Celebrated black playwright Don Evans departs from his usual format and presents the 
following quiet short story. 

New York -1915 

"Boy, what done got into you? Ain't never thought I'd see you polishin' an' 
scrubbin' nothin' but a horse stall." The moonfaced man leaning over the 
porcelain bowl splashed the cold water around his eyes and reached for the towel 
hanging from a nail in the corner of the washstand. "Yessiree," he teased, his 
voice muffled by the cotton towel, "this room gon' be so clean I reckon I ma hafta 
seek lodgins elsewhere." 

Two young men, one sixteen and moonfaced; the other seventeen, lean and of a 
servious demeanor; sharing a room in The City of Promise. Two Virginia 
Farmboys running from the sameness of days spent waiting for the harvest: 
running from Sunday morning church services and the advice of old people. 

"Way you workin', seem like you 'spectin' maybe she gon' set up camp an' stay 
here. That blanket near 'bout tight enough on that bed for the Queen o' 
England." The moonfaced youngster began pulling on his freshly pressed shirt. 

"What you know about the Queen o' England or anyplace else," countered 
Henry Edwards as he once again smoothed the blanket and turned his attention 
to the broom leaning against the doorsill. 

"I know this Maggie-gal must be somethin' mighty special. I know that." 
"All my women be special, Mr. Andrew Sloan and I don't be askin no lady to 

come visit with me in no pigsty." 

34 



Andy laughed loudly at that, knowing full well that 
women who spent time in the room shared by himself 
and his friend generally wound up cleaning the place. 
Never before had Henry taken the time to plump the 
pillows and sweep the floor. Andy was happy, 
however, to see a smile on his serious friend's face. 
After the excitement of New York had worn off and 
their plans of success had settled down to jobs as 
kitchen boys in the Adelphia Hotel, Henry had found 
little to smile about. "I didn't come all the way up here 
to carry no slops," Henry complained on more than one 

into them. He winced as he felt the leather's bite. 
But these, he thought, were his shoes: all his. 

"You were too slow," muttered Henry Edwards. 
Maggie Reed was a lady who required immediate 
attention. She had come to visit with Belle Henderson, 
Andy's current interest. Belle made a point to mention 
that Miss Reed (she had emphasized the "miss") was in 
the employ of some very prominent white folks on the 
upper Westside of Manhattan. While Belle flitted 
about the room playing coy with the young men, 
Maggie Reed sat quietly in the corner. There was a 
hint of shyness about her demeanor; a shyness that 

In 1915 New York was the City of Promise; 

one of the few places where two black farmhoys 
c o u l d  f i n d  a  d e c e n t  j o b  a n d  4 b e  s o m e b o d y ^  

occasion. In nineteen-fifteen New York was the City 
of Promise; one of the few places where two black 
farmboys could find a decent job and "be somebody." 
All of the old men back in Virginia had talked so much 
about the "good life" up North (and with such 
authority) that the boys just knew that the Adelphia 
Hotel's kitchen was merely a bad dream; that they 
would wake up and find themselves someplace else 
doing something else. Moonfaced Andy was better at 
accepting what reality offered. Henry grew morose, at 
least, he had been so until meeting Miss Maggie. 

Almost fully dressed now, Andy continued his 
teasing, "So, you really think she gon' come over here 
tonight? You really thing that?" 

"Even if she do, that don't mean she all fast an' loose 
like you think, I got me a lady o' quality." 

"Heh, heh, heh ain't she though? Just as 
highminded as she wanna be. Better be glad I didn't 
see her first." 

"Seem to me you did. Just too slow, that's all. 
Anyway, Maggie know you ain't no good." 

The comment came to Andy as a compliment to his 
prowess with women. He winked and sat in the one 
chair near the window to polish his shoes. Blowing the 
dust from them, he grinned at his reflection and then 
spat on the toe of each. Taking an old rag from inside 
one of the shoes, he lovingly buffed first one and then 
the other, luxuriating in the knowledge that he, too, 
owned a pair of shoes that nobody else had ever worn. 
Back home his shoes, like so many other pieces of his 
wardrobe, had come from "Miz Thompson's boy." His 
mother would wrap the cast-offs in newspaper and 
bring them home, explaining that the Thompson boy 
had "hardly worn them." She never failed to comment 
on how white folks waste so much. These 
reminiscences flashed through Andy's head as he 
rubbed the boots to a bright shine and forced his feet 

went well with her quiet good looks. Henry wasted no 
time in approaching her. 

"It sure is nice to meet you, Miss Reed." 
She simply smiled. 
"I knew some Reeds back home but I know you ain't 

no relation to them. You from New York, ain't ya?" 
"New York," whooped Belle, her ample bosom 

quivering as she laughed. "You must ain't heard that 
chile talk." 

Maggie Reed gestured her friend away and turned 
from Henry, hiding her embarrassed smile. 

"Don't pay her no mind. I mean ain't nobody really 
from New York...leastways not no colored people. 
Little bit o' flat talkin' take me right back home. Tell 
me you couldn't understand nothin' Belle was saying 
when she first got up here." 

"That's a lie," Belle's raucous voice cut through the 
room sending the young guests into further gales of 
laughter. "Miss Belle was always genteel in her 
speakin'." 

"I'm from Raleigh, North Carolina." 

Memories of Days Gone By 

A broken down 1933 Ford pickup 
truck, 
an old red house in Tennessee. 
Two old men enjoying the afternoon 
breeze. 

-Rolando Perez 
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The rhythms and sounds of home were in Maggie's 
speech and, to Henry, they had never sounded more 
beautiful. For the remainder of the evening he 
devoted his time to soaking up those gentle sounds. In 
slurred tones she told him how she had hired herself 
out as a mother's helper and gone to Virginia Beach 
with her employers; how others, impressed with her 
firm but gentle way with children, had tried again and 
again to win her into their services. It was the 
youthful Mrs. Florence Hedwig's offer which finally 
caused Maggie to turn in her resignation and board the 
train for New York City. She knew the money she 
would be receiving would not go nearly as far in the 
large northern metropolis, and there were some very 
real misgivings about being so far from her mother and 
father, but the lure and promise of New York worked 
its magic and Maggie Reed could not refuse. Then, too, 
there was Mr. Hedwig: a rather handsome man with 
piercing eyes who stared at her strangely whenever 
his wife was not around. Being in the city was what 
she wanted but she knew she'd have to be careful 
living in the same house with Mr. Hedwig. 

All of this she told Henry as they walked through 
the streets, still teeming with people in spite of the 
near-midnight hour. The metal gate that surrounded 
the house marked the end of the walk. They stood 
talking, saying their awkward good nights until Henry 
leaned toward her. She felt her body tense, wanting to 
be kissed but fearful that she might be seen. 

"I got to go in," she said as she turned from him, "It 
don't look good for us to be kissin' out there on the 
street. Sides, I just met you." 

She nodded, smiling warmly, ran quickly down the 
alley to the back of the house. Henry, too, smiled as he 
turned back into the nightstreets. 

They did meet that next Thursday and every 
Thursday from then on. Sundays they would walk to 
the street car and ride downtown to Mt. Carmel 
Baptist Church. Henry soon found himself liking New 
York, confident that its promises would be fulfilled; 
that he could and would soon be somebody. He at least 
had a start: somebody who really cared about him and 
his dreams. 

She also knew that they had never been alone in spite 
of the fact that everyone had paired them off as two 
young people "keeping company." When the question 
was presented to her, she had kept her eyes averted 
and simply nodded. Now, standing at the foot of the 
stairs to his second floor room, she wished she had 
followed her mind and told him that she couldn't see 
him alone. All the way over she had kept her face 
somewhat covered by the scarf she wore in case any of 
the church people she knew might be in the area. It 
was that same fear of discovery that had caused her to 
reject his offer to pick her up at the Hedwigs. Being 
seen with him in this neighborhood would, she 
thought, be a dead giveaway. Back home, people 
always said they couldn't tell but she was certain that 
they could. 

Of course, Belle was always sneaking Andrew into 
her room. They'd wait until her landlady, Miss 
Higgins, was asleep and go in the back door. She knew 
all this because Belle would tell her things as they 
walked to choir practice. Belle was bold like that. 
Although she would never admit it, not even to herself, 
Maggie envied her friend. They were alike in that both 
young women wanted to experience everything they 
could but different simply because Belle was not 
hampered by fears and propriety. "Heck," she would 
say, "I don't do it now, ain't gon be nothin' left but 
gettin' ol' an' havin' some ol' rusty colored man's 
babies." Knocking on Henry's door, Maggie felt 
bold and just a little bit scared. 

He felt awkward. It wasn't that he had never been 
with a woman before but simply that he knew that this 
time was different. Maggie was different. Her 
embarrassment was real, not a pre-planned set of 
moves and dodges designed to make him "take" her 
and, thereby, absolve herself from any guilt in the 
matter. He was certain that she knew the night of 
pretended script reading would end up with them lying 
on the bed or the beat up couch against the far wall. 

"Just hope I can remember all them words," he 
muttered as he noticed her looking anxiously toward 
the window, to see the clock towering above the 
houses across the street. "Ain't never been too good at 

(# Her embarassment was real, not a pre-planned set of moves 
and dodges designed to make him 'take' her and, thereby, absolve 
herself from any guilt in the matter. ^ 

First Tears 
Maggie Reed had never been to a man's living 

quarters before. The thought of going to Henry's 
excited and frightened her at the same time. The 
invitation had been simple enough. "Come over next 
week and we'll study our parts together," he had said 
after the rehearsal for the play in which both had 
parts. "Simon, The Cyrenian" it was called and Henry 
had quite a large part. Maggie already knew her lines. 

rememberin' things like this. You ever " 
". . . . been in a play?" she snapped back, startled 

from her searching. "Back home they have lotsa queen 
contests and I do pieces sometime... . but I ain't never 
been in nothin' like this. I mean. . . ." her words 
disappeared as she once again turned her attention to 
the window. 
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"Wanna go?" 
"Well, it is gettin' late an' I don't wanna hafta 

wake up Belle with my knockin." 
"Belle be alright. I mean, she still got company. . 

maybe. " 
"Oh. . . " 
She was nervous and he didn't want to force himself 

on her, but he didn't want her to go either. "You ain't 
got to be rushin' off 'less you want to. What I mean to 
say is that I respect you and, to tell you the truth, I 
done got right fond of you these past few weeks so you 
ain't got to worry about me. . . doin' nothin' you don't 
want me to." 

"But what if I want you to," she thought. "What if I 
want you to put your arms around me and pull me close 
to you." For the first time the thought did not offend 
Maggie. It was as if his closeness and the gentle 
maleness of his voice had conspired to make her touch 
the yearnings deep inside her. She turned from him, 
knowing that the move was an invitation. She closed 
her eyes as she felt his hands on her shoulders and his 
breath on her neck. Lips and teeth biting strangely 
into her neck, tongue darting about the ridges of her 
ear and her body tightening as the fight is drawn from 
her and she determines to give herself to this man. 

There are tears. All through the sweet, endless 
night, there are tears. Fear soon gives way to 
embarrassment as she feels the strangeness of his 
man's hands probing parts of her body she had barely 
dared to look at herself. Even in the dark, she keeps 
her eyes closed for fear of seeing herself and not liking 
the image; not remembering that all sight is clouded 
when pooled in tears. Then the pain; no matter how 
gentle the moves or how comforting the words, the 
pain, too, brings fresh tears. The final tears are theirs 
to share; tight tears screaming new felt joys that call 
an end to all crying as the two bodies lay wasted side 
by side in the dark and now, lonely bed. 

Henry wanted badly to get out of the bed. No 
woman had ever been like this before and the 
sensation frightened him. It wasn't the cocky 
satisfaction of conquest he felt when he looked at 
Maggie sleeping so childlike next to him. (It wasn't the 
guilt of one who has just stolen a priceless gem, a guilt 
that can be walked off, communicated to the night, the 
stars, the clock with a frightening face staring at him 
across the silhouetted skyline.) He wanted to scream 
the joy that he felt, knowing full well that to talk to 
other humans would only serve to cheapen the 
moment. It wasn't her body that she had given him, he 
knew that well. It was strength; a realization of 
himself that heretofore had only been bravado. 
Maggie had made him know his man-ness; vulnerable 
but not weak, strong but not solitary. He kissed her 
lightly and eased himself from the bed. Like a wary 
guard, he watched her through the night until the 
yellow-faced clock struck morning. 

Soon, the sun sent the nightshadows flying into 
memory and the two lovers walked the quiet streets to 
the starkfaced brownstone house she called "home." 
They lingered a moment at the iron gate, each fighting 
the urge to take the other into their arms, each 
needing the comfort of the other's assurance. 

"Reckon I'll be goin' now," he muttered. 
"You don't hurry you be late for work." 
"Sure 'nough don't feel like doin' no work today. I 

mean, I just feel too good." He knew she wanted to 
hear more. He wanted to say more, wanted to tell her 
that he had never felt about a woman the way he felt 
about her. More than anything else, he wanted to kiss 
her but out here on the street with early morning 
people passing by, such a move would stamp her "bad" 
and "loose." "I'll pick you up for church Sunday 
mornin," was the best he could do and he smiled. 

She watched him stride confidently down the street 
and wondered at the root of his confidence. She 
wondered if he would talk to Andy, describing her as a 
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conquest and turning the night into a barbershop joke. 
Would she be just one of his silly girls who dirtied 
herself by giving in to his passions? 

For two days her mind was troubled. Her mind was 
troubled and her body ached. But the pain was not like 
any she had ever experienced before. It hurt in ways 
that were sweet and, deep down in parts of herself 
kept secret from the world, she longed for the 
pleasure-mixed pain and the man who caused it. She 
wanted to feel low and a bit contrite but she didn't and 
that fact troubled her, too. Maggie knew that she had 
been introduced to a part of herself and she felt 
enriched. 

Rising on Sunday morning she could not help but 
wonder if he would keep his appointment. 

MAN TALK 

"Hey, ol' Stick-in-the-Mud, musta had yourself a 
time. We waited near 'bout all mornin' for y'all to come 
back." The moonfaced man massaged his aching feet 
as he watched Henry pull the sheets tight on the bed. 

"She didn't want to go back to Belle's. We walked 
home." 

"You walked all the way uptown?" 
"It was warm." 
The laughter seemed obscene to Henry and he 

cautioned his friend to stop. Andy, however, didn't 
take his roommate seriously and continued his teasing. 

"That ol' gal must have some good stuff to make you 
walk halfway cross the city to get home. Must be some 
powerful stuff, I mean to tell you." 

On so many other nights the two partners had 
laughed and joked about the woman they had enjoyed. 
Together they had laid plans to seduce this or that 
unsuspecting female and were not above sharing a 
particularly interesting sex partner. But tonight, 
Andy's laughter brought no smile to Henry's lips and 
he turned quickly, grabbing the moonfaced man by the 
collar. 

"Keep your nasty mouth off my Maggie, you 
understand me," he shouted as he drove the young 
man against the wall. "She's my woman and ain't 
nothin' happened here last night. Ain't nothin' 
happened so don't you go runnin' your mouth off to 
nobody." His anger embarrassed him and he quickly 
released his friend with a muttered apology. 

"Damn, Henry. . .1 was just kiddin'. . .but I do say 
that must o been some sweet ol' poon-tang." With that 
Andy ran quickly around the room, dodging the pillow 
aimed at his head. After a few moments the two men 
were rolling playfully about the floor in a mock battle. 

Normalcy restored, they went about the job of 
dressing for work. Henry wanted to share his 
excitement but today not even his old homeboy was 
close enough. On the way out the door Andy quipped, 
"Sound to me like that ol' gal just might tie you up. . . 
might get you buyin' rings an' all that." 

"Just 'cause I don't want you makin' fun o' things 
you don't know nothin' about don't mean I done gone 
stone crazy. I come up here to get me a piece o' this 
world. Cleanin' up slops at the Adelphia Hotel ain't 

exactly what I'd call a peice o' nothin." 
"You tell her that last night?" 

"Ain't had to. She know me real good. An', anyway, I 
can't hardly take care o' myself. We've got an 
understandin'. 

He worked out the week and planned for Sunday. 
He planned for Sunday and wondered when he would 
have his lady alone and to himself again. 

They became scarce to their friends, Henry and 
Maggie did. Hours away from their respective jobs 
found them searching for quiet corners in the park. 
Hidden among the trees and bushes they talked 
endlessly, each telling the other the dreams kept close 
to the heart. 

"Everybody need their house fixed up an' back home 
near 'bout everybody know how to do somethin' but 
they don't hang out no shingle. That's what I wanna 
do, Maggie hang out my shingle an' do this thing on 
a real business basis. Sharecroppin' an' workin' for 
somebody else, that ain't me. Ain't what I want outta 
life." 

For her the big dream was to go to school to be a 
teacher. This kitchen help thing with the Hedwigs was 
just to help her get the money she needed to go back 
home and go to school. No, she didn't intend to teach 
back there, but the schools for colored were cheaper 
and she could live at home. No, there was nothing she 
especially wanted back there in the south except a 
diploma. When they talked of marriage she simply 
said, "Someday, after I know I ain't got to be 
beholdin' to nobody." 

"Being married mean you got to be beholdin' to 
somebody?" 

"Sissy Hill, she went off to school to be a nurse and, 
when she finished her course, she married Alfonso 
Harris. They did fine 'til he up an' lost his job at the 
mill. Sissy, she was takin' care of this lady who was an 
invalid. The longer Alfonso stayed outta work, the 
more jealous he got. Feelin' bad 'cause she was 
workin' and he wasn't, I guess. Thing was that he 
finally tol' her he wasn't gon' sit around an' have no 
woman takin' care o' him an' how, if she quit nursin', 
she could help him with the little farm they had. 

"Did she stop?" 
She nodded, "an' now she lookin' right old and the 

farm, it don't hardly turn enough for them to eat right. 
She let on like she so happy but I know I couldn't; not if 
I was a nurse or a teacher, I couldn't." 

The more they talked of their dreams and plans, the 
more nights they spent alone in Henry's one room, the 
closer they became until one night Maggie stopped 
talking. She stopped talking and spent a good deal of 
their time together just staring off into the distance. 

From his mother Henry had learned about the 
silences of women. They frightened him and made him 
edgy. "Crackers Alive, woman. . . . can't you say 
somethin?" he complained finally. 

"You tell me all the time how you're fond of me, 
Henry, but you don't say you love me. I don't mean to 
be forward or to make you say somethin' you don't feel, 
but " 
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"Of course, I love you. Ain't that what bein' 'fond' 
means?" 

"Lovin' me means. . she looked directly at him, 
forcing back the tears that threatened to show 
themselves. "I think I'm in a family way. I didn't want 
to say nothin' 'til I was sure but I think I'm sure now." 
Henry had heard the words before. A young woman 
back home had told him the same thing and sent him 
running off to New York. He was running then to hold 
onto a dream, to find his independence. "Too soon to 
tie myself down to some woman'," he had thought. 
Now, here, in the city that was supposed to give him 
his ticket to realization, he heard the words again. 
This time, however, it was Maggie and she was not 
just any woman. The dreams were still there, but 
Maggie was very real. 

"Gimme some time to think," he said as he left her at 
her doorway. Don't go worryin' on it too much 'cause 
everything's gon' be alright. I just got to figure it out. 
Got to figure it out." 

For two weeks he planned and schemed, trying to 
find a way to hold on to his life dreams and, at the same 
time, accomodate this new twist. Of course, he loved 
Maggie. There was no doubt in his mind on that part of 
it. What upset him, nearly drove him out of his mind, 
was the picture of life as they would soon be living it. 
Being married was one thing but being both husband 
and father on the little bit of money he could count on 
was quite another. He didn't want what he had seen. 
He wasn't going to have her respect turn to hate 
because he couldn't give her the dignity of security. 

He had run once before and, to be honest, didn't 
have any real guilt feelings about it either. But 
everytime that option raised its ugly head, he would 
hate himself because this time was different. That, 
too, was a fact because he couldn't even bring himself 

to talk it over with his roommate. Henry struggled 
with the problem alone. Finally, he went to the station 
and bought two tickets for home. They'd start out 
there. He'd get whatever job he could find and save 
what he could until he had enough to go out on his own 
as a businessman. 

He expected Maggie to be angry after not having 
heard from him for two weeks, but he'd make her 
understand that he couldn't come to her until he knew 
what their future would be; until he could smile and 
help her with her own indecision. 

He liked the idea of telling the Hedwigs that Miss 
Maggie wouldn't be watching their children anymore; 
that she was going to be watching her own from then 
on. The thought made him smile as he waited at the 
back door. Maggie might be mad but she'd still be glad 
to see him. 

It seemed that he waited longer than usual for the 
door to open and when it did, he found himself unable 
to speak for a moment. It was Mrs. Hedwig herself 
who greeted him. 

"Is Miss Maggie in," he muttered, trying to conceal 
his surprise at seeing the tall blonde-haired woman. 

"You must be Henry." 
"Yes, m'am, I am. Is she home?" 
"You didn't know? Maggie doesn't work here 

anymore. She said she was going home. . . .to be 
married." 

"To be married?" 
"We took her to the station. It was all very sudden. 

All this time I thought she was from the south....but 
she caught a train for Boston." 

Henry turned and walked slowly down the alley. He 
didn't even respond when the tall blonde lady asked 
him if he knew of any young women who needed a 
position. "Boston," he thought, "I'll never find her in 
Boston and she don't know nobody in Boston. . ." 

Don Evans is an associate professor of African-American 
studies at Trenton State. He is also a visiting lecturer with 
the rank of associate professor at Princeton University and 
teaches courses there on alternate semesters. Evans is an 
award-winning author and playwright. He was nominated 
by the .Audience Development Committee of Neiv York for 
The Rest Play of 1976 for Showdown. Sugar Mouth Sam 
Don't Dance No More was published in the Rest Short Pkiys 
of 1978. His most recent play, One Monkey Don't Stop No 
Show closed in October after playing to rave reviews at the 

Crossroads Theatre in New Rrunstrick, New Jersey. The 
l>lay is expected to move to New York City in the near 
future. 
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A Letter to my Daddy 
.Vw 

% 
by Laurie Gorman 

Late at night, when all is quiet and all is clear, I turn 
on the desk lamp and defiantly write a letter. Without 
fail, each night after writing the letter to my father, I 
cry about what I have written. Walls form around me 
and I drift into an overpowering abyss of emotional 
thought. Fantasizing the arrival of my letter, and the 
returning of my long lost love, I am no longer 
depressed or alone, because I have what I have 
dreamed of and cried out for, since I was old enough to 
know. 

I reach for him, and my reach falls far too short. As 
a last resort, I use words to convey what my heart 
feels. Without the help of anyone, I must attempt this 
on my own, and grow strong enough to be able to 
accept the outcome. Obsessed with the idea that one 
day I will eventually find you, I am forced to follow my 
dreams and use all my power to grasp hold of you and 
call you my own. . . . 

Hey Daddy, where have you been? I don't 
remember you at all. In fact, I never even saw 
you. It's really hard to understand. Mommy 
never fully explained it all to me, she only tried to 
protect me from the pain. She never realized how 
much it hurt not to have you around. The 
emptiness I feel because I am unable to get close 
or even behold you with my eyes is leaving an 
impression on my heart. Taking over my spirit is 
the thought that I cannot live without you. 

I can remember gazing out my bedroom window 

and wishing on the first star I saw; wishing you 
were holding me and loving me. You know, I 
never called anyone Dad. I always wanted to 
though, but you just weren't around. I remember 
the tears that I cried only for you, but you never 
heard them because when I called out for you, all I 
heard was an echo. 

After seventeen years, I finally find out who you 
really are. And I finally learn your real name. My 
heart beats a thousand times faster when I think 
of you, I reach out to grasp hold of you, but you 
move farther and farther away. I'm so afraid that 
when I find you, you will have forgotten all about 
me, or that you are a lie too. Oh Daddy, I just 
want you to hold me and say three all so important 
words, "I love you." But everytime I close my 
eyes, my fantasy of our meeting comes to mind, 
and all that I have dreamed of is shattered by the 
thought, that you don't even know I exist. 

Sometimes I say to myself that I don't really 
need you, but everytime I even think of you a 
surge of excitement pierces my heart like an 
arrow, followed by tears. I even thought of the 
words you would first say to me. . . 

I wanted to give you the world; 
You're Daddy's little girl. 
I'll make up for the past; 
I won't leave you this time. 
I love you! 

But Daddy I don't want the world, just you. 
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Past years are gone! Now is when I need your 
arms around me; now is when I need your love. 
Reach out to me and try to hear my cry for you. 
You don't even have to stay, just let me see that 
you are real and not a lie. All I need is a moment, 
something I can remember. 

Oh, why didn't you hold tighter when I was a 
baby? Why didn't you open your eyes and see that 
I'm your flesh and blood. It tears at my heart, 
ripping the very strands, and leaving me helpless 
and lonely. 

I have this childish fantasy of receiving a 
Christmas present, signed, "To my little girl, Love 
Daddy." But the present never came, nor did you! 
I picture you alot. They say that you were 
handsome and that you were a good, decent man, 
and also that you never had a choice, she made you 
go. 

Dad, I look for the man of my dreams, and all I 
see is you! This hurt and anguish will never leave 
as long as you're out of my reach. I am unable to 
love someone else; marriage and children are out 
of the question because I don't want them to be 
rejected as I was. Oh, Daddy I need you more 

than mere words can say. If you can feel or hear 
my call, come to me. My arms are open wide. 
Maybe, God willing, we'll meet and we'll know be 
cause of the inborn paternal love. 

I'll find you, even if it takes another seventeen 
years. But please don't leave me again. Once I 
grasp hold of you, I'll never let go. We'll be 
together and we'll love each other like I always 
thought it would be! Dad, I love you! Oh, how I 
need you! 

I awake with the song of the birds, and I read over 
my letter, and place it in a notebook to be filed away 
and forgotten. I jump into bed and my tired eyes close 
themselves. I pray for a better tomorrow, and one day 
that I'll find my father. The light goes out because 
there isn't any need for it; it is already morning. 
Crying myself to sleep, I am now in reality and my 
fantasy has shattered. I know that I must learn that 
there is a purpose for everything. As Emerson once 
said, "For everything you gain, you lose something, 
and for everything you lose there is something 
gained." I thank God that I have what I have, and I am 
what I am. My only wish is for something that I never 
even had the chance to lose, because it was never mine. 

Iaurie Gorman is a sophomore physical education major and a member of Trenton 
State's gymnastic team. Gorman's poetry ivas published in The College Poetry Review 
TIRO and was selected to appear in Pegasus, a collection of the best icork from The College 
Poetry Review. She received a merit award from the Philadelphia Bulletin for creative 
ivriting in 1979 and was last year's Trenton State winner for poetry in the New Jersey 
Writers contest. 

Late Fall Once Again 

In the dark wood the leaves hiss and glow in the rain. 
Soft, succulent vines shiver into purple death, 
And mouse and rabbit burrow and build against the bite of the cold; 
The blood sap returns to the roots. 

Who shall salt down this season 
That buries its dead with crackling wreaths under the moon? 
Who shall remember the golden skies scarfing this whirling earth? 
Who shall watch over the seeds, those brown eyes of the spring soundly 
sleeping? 

Only the wind that blows both hot and cold, 
Companion of the sun and just as old. 

--Herman Ward 



NOTEWORTHY 

Coup-de-tete 
November 18,19. Princeton Univer
sity, Kresge Auditorium. 7 p.m., 9 
p.m.~$2.50. 

Deer Hunter 
November 21. Mercer County Com
munity College, AV 110. 7:30 p.m. -
$2.00 

Dracula 
November 21-23. Rider College, 
Student Center Theatre. 8:30 p.m.-
$1.50 

The Champ 
November 22,23.Trenton State Col
lege, Kendall Hall.8 p.m. 
November 24.Rathskellar.8 p.m.~ 
$.50 (with ID), $1.00 general. 

Hide in Plain Sight 
November 24. Princeton Univer
sity, Kresge Auditorium. 7 p.m., 9 
p.m.--$2.50 

Walt Disney's Pinnochio 
November 29. Princeton University, 
Kresge Auditorium. 11 a.m., 2 p.m.~ 
$2.00 

Real Life 
December 1,2. Princeton University, 
Kresge Auditorium. 7 p.m., 8:45 
p.m.--$2.50 

Holy Moses 
December 5. Bucks County Commu
nity College, Library Auditorium. 
7:30 p.m.-$1.00 general. 

All That Jazz 
December 5. Mercer County Com
munity College, Kelsey Theatre. 8 
p.m.- $2.00 

Going in Style 
December 5,6,7. Rider College, Stu
dent Center Theatre. 8:30 p.m.~ 
$1.50 general. 

The Consequence 
December 15,16. Princeton Univer
sity,Kresge Auditorium. 7 p.m., 9 
p.m.-$2.50. 

Life of Brian 
December 13,14.Trenton State Col
lege, EB 134. 8 p.m. 
December 15.Rathskellar.8 p.m.~ 
$.50 (with ID), $1.00 general. 

Muppet Movie 
December 27. Princeton University, 
Kresge Auditorium. 11 a.m., 2 p.m. 
$2.00. 

1941 
December 6,7. Trenton State Col
lege, EB 134. 8 p.m. 
Rathskellar. 8 p.m.- $.50 (with ID), 
$1.00 general. 

September 30, 1955 
December 9,10. Princeton Univer
sity, Kresge Auditorium. 7 p.m., 
8:45 p.m.--$2.50. 

Comedy (Various) 
Every Friday night. Bucks County 
Community College, Tyler Hall 
Basement. 9 p.m. 

CoaJminer's Daughter 
November 21.Penn Hall 259, Buck's 
County College.7:30 p.m.$1.00 gen
eral. 

Hamlet 
November 14,15,21,22,23 Mercer 
County Community College, Kelsey 
Theater. Call 586-4695 for additional 
details. 

Gertrude Stein Gertrude Stein 
Gertrude Stein by Pat Carroll 

November 22, Rider College, Fine 
Arts Theater. 8:05 p.m., $8.00. 

A Christmas Carol by Charles 
Dickens 

Preview Performance. 
November 25, 26, 27. Princeton 
University, McCarter Theater. 8 
p.m., $6.50. 

Regular performances of 
A Christmas Carol will be 

presented at times and dates: 
listed below: 
November 28, 29, 30 8 p.m. 
November 30, 2:30 p.m. 
December 4, 5, 7, 11, 12 8 p.m. 
December 4, 7, 14 2:30 p.m. 
December 6,13 4:30 p.m., 9:00 p.m. 

Igor Kipnis 
December 12. Mercer County 
College, Kelsey Theater. 8 p.m. Call 
586-4695 for additional information. 
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BY lAHESH MAHTAN1 

Buddy Rich and Orchestra 
November 21. Trenton State College 
Kendall Hall. 8 p.m. Free with 
subscription. Tickets at Student 
Center Information desk. COPA* 

Bluegrass Festival 
December 6. Princeton University, 
Alexander Hall. 8 p.m. $7.50, 7.00, 
6.50, 5.50. 

Waverly Consort 
December 8. Princeton University, 
McCarter Theater. 8 p.m. Standing 
room only. $5.50. 

Rock and Roll Band 
Every Saturday night. Bucks 
County Community College, Tyler 
Hall basement. 9 p.m. $3.00 non-
students. 

*For all COPA events at Trenton 
State call Karen Cantwell at 
771-2167. 
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The Nutcracker Ballet 
December 17, 20 21. Princeton 
University, McCarter Theater. 2:30 
p.m. $7.00, 6.00, 6.50, 4.50 

The Nutcracker will also be 
presented on the following dates: 

December 19, 20, 21 7:30 p.m. 
December 22 4:30 p.m. 

Spend a weekend at a Dude 
Ranch 

November 21-23. Horseback riding, 
indoor swimming. Meals included. 
Call 771-2602 at Trenton State if 
interested. 

Trip to Englishtown 
December 6. Christmas shopping. 
6:00 a.m. Call 771-2602 at Trenton 
State if interested. 
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Talent is a gift. The development of that talent is one of life's greatest and 
most important investments. 

The academic and artistic identity of any institution is closely linked to the 
talent and ability of the members of that institutional community and the 
expertise with which that talent is presented. 

The editors of Gumption extend an invitation to all members of the Trenton 
State community to share their talents and ideas with the community at large 
through our medium. Gumption directly presents the outstanding contributions 
of our students, faculty, and staff. Those contributions take many forms. We are 
actively seeking individuals who wish to contribute photography, art, poetry, 
prose, fiction or research writing We need layout artists, reporters, 
illustrators, photographers, typists, proofreaders and designers. 

The next issue of Gumption will present paid advertisements. We particularly 
need individuals who are interested in soliciting ads and have experience in 
advertising layout and design. 

We also have a special need for a secretary/treasurer. 

You may contact us at: 
Gumption 
Trenton State College 
Student Center 
Student Activities 
Trenton, N.J. 08625 
Phone: (609) 771 - 3209 
Office: Student Center basement 
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