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The three lines, whether they run vertically, or horizon-
tally, or whether they move together or independently,
achieve nothing, emerging from the void whence they
came. Only the creative intellect encloses a space and
forms a definite figure, the three bodiless lines becoming
a real object of which the triangle is the symbol.

from: The Book of Signs by Rudolf Koch, Dover Publica-
tions, Inc. 1930

PENDULUM AWARDS FOR EXCELLENCE

POETRY Terry Price
PROSE Lorna Aylward
ARTWORK Linda LaCivita
PHOTOGRAPHY

Pamela Seeley

Pendulum awards for excellence were chosen by: David

Honick, prose and poetry; and Pamela Caragianes, artwork
and photography.



THE REAPERS

Pamela Dutkowsky 76

Let us be a breeze,
frolicking over fields

like children,

and the rustling of the winds
our voices,

echoing from field

to field.

Let us not cloud our skies,
but allow clarity to be

our song, the sun,

our love,

and our souls, like the moon,
a reflection.

Let each new day be our harvest,
and in our bounty

find the blending

of seasons.






HOW THE DOG IS MORE FORTUNATE!

Bea Nirenstein 77

The dog

(an ugly mut)

rolls in the muddy grass

in his “fleaful” agony

but he is oh so much more fortunate
than I

and other people.

Humans can't roll in the grass

even on a warm summer day

when the carpety green grass
sensuously tickles bodies

for we can read

the sign

KEEP OFF THE GRASS.

Oh, shit!

(They don’t let you step on that either.)
How the dog is more fortunate

than 1

.and other people!

The dog

(with a cleaner, less tooth-decayed mouth
than my old grandfather’s)
digs a hole

in the muddy grass

for his bones,

his bones from a steak
some insolent “richy”

can afford

while the rest of us humans
drown in a jar

of peanut butter
























Linda LaCivita ‘75
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MOMENT

Barbara Shepherd 77

Somewhere within the soil of my thoughts

Grows an amaranth I dare not pluck;

For then I would know for sure

As the world turned its clouded eye on me

And rumbled as it spat off another atomic explosion
Breaking into fathomless laughter,

That I am absurd.

To live in the afterlife offered the martyr

Is not enough.

b

This air is too compelling.
I'm all wrapped up in it,
blind to death’s glances
I puncture the breeze with pine needles,
Routing its hold on me for a moment,
Though I'm only pretending, still watering my amaranth
Twice a day.

I've come no closer to this motley life.
Than to a passing train.

A rushing sound

All to fade to a silent point, then gone.
To someone else’s eyes.

More real to me my amaranth

Whose leaves spread down my nostrils
Quietly suffocating me,

While the wind whispers too softly —
You are.

You are.

No more.
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i'm lonesome. . . .

for home
and days when i didn’t have to think
about myself or where i was or wasn't going.
i miss those little-girl-days
of blue skies and waves rolling in
to fill up the holes i'd dug.
now it seems if i'm lucky enough to have a
wave come my way, it only knocks down
my sand castles and they’re so hard to
start building again, especially at my age
of indecision.
and it’s hard not to run to mommie
to help tie those shoes
when the laces get all tangled up.
i'm a big girl now and
i shouldn’t have so much trouble coping,
but i do.
and maybe we don't all grow up —
i mean all the way up.
the “kid” in me is still so real that
i sometimes wonder if i ever started growing up,
but then i feel the hurt sometimes
so i know i have, because kids don’t hurt this way.
but maybe i'm immature,
and maybe i don’t know where i am,
where i'm going, or what i want.
but the best way out is always through
though it’s often tougher that way.
so maybe there isn’t a pot of gold
at the end of that rainbow but,

. . . maybe there is.

Mary Ellen O’Connor 77
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“Hello,” said Bertram to the silver toothed girl in the
Indian print dress. “Hello,” she said to the empty but not
quite as empty as he had been empty Bertram. “It is so
nice,” said Bertram, “to see a pretty young girl strolling
through Cambridge Comimon wearing a smile that helps
expose the most interesting left front tooth I have ever
seen.” “Oh dear.” said Sarah, nicely embarrassed, “was
I smiling?” “Yes,” said Bertram, “Won't you join me for
one moment, or as many moments as you have? I have
some time hefore I return to the fruit store. I am on my
lunch break.” “Well,” said Sarah, “Perhaps it was one of
your oranges that made me smile so.” Bertram pondered
this and deducted from his full to capacity mind, “How
very nice to think that an orange, perhaps from my fruit
store, can make someone smile.” “Yes,” said Sarah, “and
vou make me smile ever so nicely. By the way, my name
is Sarah Jane Bornstein, and you?” “Well” he said, “My
name is Bertram, Bertram Haverhill Leonard, and up till
now, I didn’t know why.”

From there vou and your imagination may take this
story where you want. I know now that my imagination
is working well but it tells me to tell you to create your
own very happy, or possibly very sad ending, or better
yet, beginning.

Ellen Whitman ’77









LAMENTATIONS
(d.s. keiper 1955-1972)

Terry Price 77

the people in the park
have your face,
their voices sing your song.
i can see you
any place i go. pleasant smiles
full of sunshine and tears crying

. for everyone.
even if life had more to offer you,

death was your request.
eating held no joy, sorrow and

tears were our meal. trapped
together all of us lamented

our internship.
only the free of heart held

. hope for escape.
and now it’s your spirit that

soars free.

only you escaped, our fate

remains for us. oh how
we cry. why sweet one did

you get so lucky?
had you not everything to live for,
a future together as two,

binding together as one
forever?
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synchronized together. vou soloed
before the rest of us and
stood apart from evervone else.
what luck vou had.
always everyone's envy
and yet vou rejected the very objects
we yearned for.
the luck you have to soar free
apart from a container
of earthly bondage. a soul
free at last.
111
of the remainder, we
are still here.
we mourned, not for you, why
disturb vour happiness?
drawn together for a short time
departing again on our
singular paths.
do vou sec us;
turmoil, tears and testing life? does
your spirit float free to watch
and protect us
or have they locked yvou inside
vour body
contained in a box:
wood, metal and satin?
it looked not like the
one remembered in
sweet memories.
how you always cried for
freedom
and they did not even grant the
desire of one so
sorrowful of life and
beautiful of death.
entombed, where have they deposited a
container of earthly emptiness?

only now lucky one you are free.

27
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