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PENDULUM AWARD FOR PROSE

WALDEN

Susan Abrams, ‘67

TODAY I entered upon a portion of Walden autumn.
Walked through it, touched and felt and sang to it. | sur-
rounded it with my love and pulled it in to me, close. So
now, as | write, in me is a Thoreau peace.

Too many beings and timeticked minutes. If only they
hadn’t and weren’t. But they had and were . .. so | ran
away (or tried) for an escape.

Up the dried flaxen needles, slippery. Reaching for a
branch ... bush ... trunk ... up and to the top. Picnic
table. People. And a path. Brushed crunched leaves, dead
and dry and brown under. Above ... leaves orangereded
and yellowbrowned. Speckled and tipped and skeletoned
with rays. To naked branched trunks, rooted stones. My
insides quieted and relaxed and smoothed soft as a kitten
purr. Black earthedpeat covered close and was hugged by
chewy moss and ragged rocks and pebbled stones. Slip-
pery down and slippery up on flaxen again. From an
orangered bushed peek I saw through the black bars, water,
bluewarmed by reflected yellow, that . . . shimmerpathed
across the muted opposite. Then ... backdown. Careful-
down and over to where thick green tufts of grass, getting
old with age, sought to cover swamp-like circled. Sur-
rounded by trees dark. And yellowed speckled fall falling.
Spongy thickness under. And two pebbles over sat sitting
on a brownblack log, old and splinteredsoft. And there |
satand waited. For . .. forever and a day to pass to nowhere
and back again. . ..

A child’s “daddy,” and voices and nowhere came back to
somewhere. So | got up and left. Taking with me the two
Walden pebbles and yellowed speckles. Up through the
flaxen again and past red fallen fall hugging the trunked
earth. And to the sand stoned shore to “Dona.” Back.

* * *

Cradle and love the solitude autumned peace. Rustled
and leafpicked. Hugit. Even when the dorm is typewritten
and did-you-have-a-good-timed. Then unfold it. And wait
... for winter to fairytale and branches.
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THE PHANTOM LOVES

Shirley Cain,’63

ELIZABETH couldn’t find the right change when she got
on the bus. The driver stared passively over her right shoul-
der at the seemingly melting asphalt street while she peered
into the darkness of her change purse. She noticed that the
driver had very blue eyes when she looked at him the first
time to see if he were the kind who becomes annoyed by a
girl who can’t find her fare. Men who called out hoarse,
impersonal orders always made her jump. She didn't
think this one was like that; instead he seemed tired. Not
the surface tiredness of waking, but a deeper, intrinsic
tiredness which seemed to affect his hands, his right shoul-
der and ear — even his voice. Lizzie smiled quickly, real-
izing she had not heard him speak.

Tinkle. She let the dime fall into the box, she looked at
his eyes again. They were not clear blue as she had thought
at first, but they were stung with tiny bits of light and chips
of quartz. Was he married? Probably. With about three
children. Maybe even four. No. She would have to find
another.

The mornings were clear and bright with the too sweet
dampness of New England’s indian Summer. The frame
houses were bleakly brown stained. The driver left the
folding door open for a block. This allowed the outside
air to flush down the aisle.

Lizzie smiled at herself in the mirror over the driver’s
head. Sometimes she looked away, but the old houses
squatting shoulder to shoulder along the street made some-
thing inside her move sharply. Would life always be like
this? So routine? She inevitably returned to her own image
jiggling there above the front window. It always surprised
her a little to see her own face among the others. Some-
times she hardly recognized it as her own. On these oc-
casions, she felt an overwhelming desire to see her face as
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her hands. Her fingers tapered to blunt ends. She bit her
nails. She wasn’t pretty, that was that.

Mother always said every young girl was pretty and that
when Elizabeth was older and happily married she would
laugh at herself for being silly. Why does she have to call
me Elizabeth? 1t made Lizzie mad. She felt like crying, but
mostly she wanted to scream. Mother didn’t understand;
she couldn’t know. Close to nineteen and never been
kissed. Except once, in the third grade, by a horrible little
boy who sucked his thumb. That didn’t count. She couldn’t
talk to boys. The only ones who seemed interested were
the dark and oily and not quite clean. Just like the one
across the aisle. But you can’t tell that to Mother! Actually,
it didn’t bother her much, the part about being kissed, but
sometimes she thought about it.

Just under the window, someone had scratched an awk-
ward message: ““The Phantom Loves Agnes.” Lizzie read the
words, wondering about the Phantom. Who was he?
Why did he love Agnes? Who put those words there?
Agnes? The Phantom? Someone else? She imagined two
or three little children, giggling and whistling and watching
the back of the driver’s head as they walked away. Why
had they done it?

Lizzie got off the bus with a crowd of determined, per-
spiring women who disappeared in various directions. She
stood a moment on the sidewalk, holding her purse close
to her stomach, and saying under her breath, “Size eleven,
perhaps a silk, something for informal evenings, size
eleven, light green or blue, informal.”

She walked over to the curb and waited impatiently for
the light to turn. One. Two. Three. Fo . .. there. She
walked briskly across the street. The others lacked her
vigor.

Once in the store, she kept repeating the phrases over
and over to herself. Hate salesladies. They are such men-
aces. They spoke in intimate terms reserved only for chil-
dren. Honey. Dear. Dearie.

Mother and Elizabeth had always shopped together
when she was little. How special those expeditions had
been! The perfect dress had always been found. But now
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My son is in college. All American. Everything. My hus-
band and | traveled the continent. 1 attended school at
France.”

She began to pack the dress. Lizzie looked down at the
gray rug. The woman had no English accent.

“You may wonder why | am working here,” she con-
tinued. Her fingers worked frantically to tie the string.
“Well, my dear, it is difficult to do nothing all day. My
hands must be busy. | have been here a long time. Eight-
een years.” Her voice faded. Lizzie watched with fascina-
tion. As she looked into the lady’s eyes, she saw again the
sadness of nights and afternoons alone.

“Soon | will leave for London.” She handed the package
to Lizzie. The woman touched herarm.

“Be careful. Honey, be careful!” she whispered.

Lizzie felt the tears sting her eyes. Was she afraid? Of
What? The lady? Of life? Of love? She rushed through
the store out onto the street. It was still hot. A bus was at
the depot.

She had to sit in the sun on the bus. The inner shaking
had stopped. She felt detached. Her eyes were dry. She
could not stop thinking.

All those people possessed the same strangled look of
despondency. The eyes . .. the bus driver, the Negro girl,
the saleslady. Their eyes were worn and tired. Had they
seen too much or not enough? What was the secret of
living?

Outside, people walked, thinking tired thoughts and
hating in the same tired way they had been doing for years.

Suddenly Lizzie remembered the words scratched under
the window: “The Phantom Loves Agnes.” The simple
statement seemed to be devoid of the creeping exhaustion
of living; and yet, as she thought of it, a frantic sadness
clutched at her. The words held the beginning of the ter-
rible secret; a weariness bubbled slowly from the phrase.
“The Phantom Loves Agnes” became dark and buried in
damp, long grass, but around it hovered the warm per-
fume of something as delicate and gentle as growing. And
the terrible secret seemed close and desirable and quite
wonderful; the smudge of weariness was really very small.
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FROM THE AFRICAN
HILLS

Edith Cheever,’56

Lineon line

Thessisal stabs its way

Into the sun

From the blanket-stripped hills
Where a red road

Throws her ribboned head

Through the banana bush,

And dust-hewn clouds

Swell up the valleyed skies,

Across the knitted plains

Where gentle Fathers say their prayers
In the peace of the palm and the poor.

Rosed evening fades

Into the wind-thrown teddy bear hills
Of rock-torn peaks;

And a formless drift

Hushes into the sea of cliffs

Singing its hymns in a seamless smile.
Where the giving sun

Burns holes into the hills and disappears —
The earth goes red

And the mist curtains down the peaks
Chinese silked,

Like veils they wish to sleep behind.
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