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WILLIAM E. BARD
THE POET, THE MAN

By Arthie Walling Pope

A young, or new, poet should look beyond the ma-
terial #spects tf life, and should begin early to formulate
some philosophy of life. One should begin to write poetry
when he feels moved to do so. It is detrimental to wait un-
til the creative impolse has passed.” William E, Bard
sipped coffee as he visited with members ofthe Piney Woods
Chapter of the Poetry Society of Texas,

It is a rare privilege to talk with W, E, Bard, one
of the most influential literary figures in Texas today. As
President of the Poetry Society of Texas, he is travelling
throughout the state in its interests. He was Poet Laureate
of Texas in 1967. All day, he had charmed audiences rang-
ing from junior schocl to college level with dramatic read-
ings of his emotion-packed poems.

W. E. Bard has won numerous state and national
poetry prizes, hasbeen published insuch journals as Cyclo-
tron, Kaleidograph, Quick Silver, Voices, and South and
West. He is the author of three books of poetry: A Little
Flame Blown, Feather in the Sun, and This Land This Peo-
ple. He writes both traditional and modern poetry.

"I have found that the best way for me to work is to
let the poem form itself. I get an idea, roll it arcund a bit,
and socn, it begins to take shape.' He picked up This Land
This People and began to turn through it. "For instance,
look at '"The Last Wild Horse'. Written in iambic pentame-
ter and the traditional quatrain, it was inspiredbythe
thought in the last line, 'They were too beautiful--they had
to die.' Now, notice 'Not Too Young To Die'."






Poems by Brooke Battles
FRIDAY

Ten dusky months I spent with you
Learning to love

e Your mind,
Afraid to try to love
The body,
A fear that I would find myself
Incomplete,
Ofyou. :
I knew you from the hours we filled
Discussing movies, books, and God-like Finny.
I could understand your mind, and tried
For nothing more
Till Friday.

You could see that I was looking at you
One-eyed,

Hesitantly,

Willing to accept you two-dimensionally
But beautiful in those two dimensions;

And you accepted that,

Not being one to pet Promethean gifts.

But Friday there was something different
About the way that basketball and Chinese food
Faded into night.

The red candle and Dinah

Maybe

Made us see.

I opened--

No

You made me open

The eye that for so long had winked at you.






SATURDAY BOY

Balloon, bright blue, was filled with magic gas
That straightened the miles of string
And held the fragile glope above the level

of people

and dogs

and vegetable soup.
A five-year-old boy, anchored to the other end
By only a small clenched palm
Ran ahead of the others, kicking dirt unknowingly
And missing pretty little girls

and hotdog stands
and goldfish.

He skipped, throat stretched,

watching cowboys

and spacemen

and bright red trucks
Relayed to him by his precious sphere of imagination.
It flew so high
And the color made it blend so well with a scarcely-

clouded sky
That held every possible hope
For a Saturday boy.
Engrossed in one great tale of him and some great king.
He let his fingers fall a little lcose from about that single
link

And learned a rule of earth.
He cried a while
And held his mother's hand.


















APPOINTIVE PROCLIVITY

I threw my "abc'" gum into the offering,
the sani-angel sneezed crime:

"Long live the Identification Card!"
This parole is eating my yeast
shadow.kefore I can teach the parrot
inside my asbestos

patronage within, to tell me

the secret to the plane of flesh,

the theft of vengeance,

I will sell myself into memory, and just

as the theater ticket tears, so night tears away
and I claim her reflection knowing

there are demands that no money can jostle,

and I market miles to possess choices to let me go
since it will be a while before I project a prayer
yet the machines bleed oil for my lost childhood,
"where all the blessings are."
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IN A DISCONTINUITY

In a discontinuity gray
of horizons

a gazelle breathes
rainbows perfumed
with patience;

her tunic

reveals wounds of sun
glided over by the nectar
of tongues of love.

The river receives

in his bosom

the leaves born

by the wailing children
tyrants of kites

vexed by thirst

of swallows,

and he takes them

along
to rest.
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Harlowe helped the man to his feet and the man,
alumsily took a few steps. The man faced Harlowe and,
slightly stuttering, "I...Ibet f...food'd be...scarce for
three waiting out a bl, . .blizzard in a cave."

Harlowe, bitterly cold and seeming not to have
heard, stated, ''Better get back before night. Looks like
we'll have a blizzard, In an hour we can't see two feet. "
Now grinning, Harlowe asked lightly, "How 'bout throwing
me the coat? You keep the blanket. It's probably warmer
anyway. "

Without speaking the man limped, more surely now,
todmxrd his Winchester .270 on the frozen ground. '"Sure
would like to have a...a coat like this,'" the man said
as hebenttogethis rifle, "Sure keeps afellowwarminw...
weather like this.' After a pause, the man added, ''Nest
best thing to a co...coat is w...warm food."

Stunned, Harlowe eyed the man as he leveled the
Winchester at Harlowe's chest, With a smirk, the man
laughingly said, "Thanks for the help, Pard,' as he
squeezed the trigger and Harlowe felt his chest explode.

L I S

'""No writer knows why he writes; he only likes
to imagine he knows. "
--William Saroyan

"Whoever wants to tell a story of a sainted
grandmother, unless you can find some old love
letters, and get a new grandfather?"

--Robert Penn Warren
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Looking back inta United States history, we find that
this country was founded on problems of other countries.
The new land provided a land of opportunity for those with
" debtor, relitious or criminal problems, and for democratic
thinkers tired of European aristocracy. A strange phenom-
encn occurred with these problem pecple--their problems
were incorporated into a progressive spirit ofthose dedica-
tedto solvingproblems and striving for individual attainment.

The era of problem-solving in coordination with
building a nation has passed. The problems created by the
advances of the last 25 years are unique; we cannot learn
from their example by looking back into history. We live
ina jet-set society;threatened by total physical destruction
and the destruction of the values and customs long instilled
in us through historical habit.

Poems today reflect the search for the ""real me."
People with probiems act and react tothe world in bewilder-
ment, seeking answers to bring understanding of self and
man. Some, dissatisfied with the answers they find, parti-
cipate ina "drop-out'" movement, originally based on Love,
They believe that all problems can be solved by dropping
from the hate and torment of society and creating another
world of complete freedom and love. Their basic assump-
tions have a solid basis, but they have sidestepped the
world of man. We cannot communicate our love to others
by becoming isolationists. Such flower children cannot face
their problems squarely; they have not the love for fellow
manor the pride of country to fight to overcome their griev-
ances. Their problems constitute a major problem today.
They are "change-breakers''-~they neither acceptthe chang-
ing world or help it progress. The purpose they serve isto
cause society to re-examine itself in the light of its com-
mon problems, andthe particular problems ofthe dropouts.
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Ruth Ann Ganson

TO MAKE : AN EARTHEN POT

To make a pot,

or vase,

or bowl,

the potter turns his wheel.
He uses ancient Indian clay to make

base,

or handle,
or spout.

Leg muscles pump,
and pump,
and pump

to make vessels uniform.
Potter's perspiration drips,
and muddy water spits,

and splashes,

and puddles.

Sponges squeeze,
and shape,
and mold,
and smooth the bowl.

Air,
and fire,
and quartz,
the glistening agents,
finish the earthen pot.
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FIVE HOURS IN VIETNAM

By Sgt. David V. Stroud, U.S.M,C.R.

Combat was nothing new tothe marines of "D" com-
pany as they prepared for the coming patrol. It was three
o'clock in the morning when they were awakened by their
buddies who Had drawn the last watch. Like blind people,
they used their hands to search for their rifle belts in the
bottom ofthe foxhole. The searching and preparingfor bat -
tle made & muffled sound, and any Viet Cong nearby would
know to walk a little more quietly. A few dark shadows
moved, like ghosts inthe night, toward the platoon command
bunker for the final briefing. They would leave at six o'-
clock in the morning.

The first rays of morning light came swiftly over
the eastern mountains (for day came quickly in Vietnam).
It would be another hot day for the marines; already their
shirts were streaked with sweat. The men of "D'" company
waited in the landing zone for the helicopters. It was 5:45,
and the ""choppers'" would be there soon. The Navy chaplain
was walking among the groups of marines, trying to cheer
them up. He would stop here and there to read Scripture.
The chaplain knew that many of these men would never see
another dawn. All the marines were sitting down, resting,
smoking and talking, doing what men have always done be-
fore a battle--acting brave and trying to hide the fear that
reached out and covered them like a wet, soiled blanket.

Now, it was 6:00, and the first wave of '"choppers"
came in, As they landed, the men lowered their heads to
keep the sand out of their faces. There were eight '"chop-
pers,' and their rotating blades created eight separate dust
storms. The marines of the first wave ran, bent at the
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Dennis Phillips

THE MESSAGE

As it were, I'd climb the Rockies

With one giant step from here and once there--

Reach up and touch the moon as if it were a balloon

And pull it down through a beautiful

Diamond-studded silence till it reached my pocket

There, concealed, its glow of warmth radiating outward

Would send the message across the boundaries

Of time and space and reach the one deserving of such
brilliance.

Should it reach the one with the heart of understanding love
And report back to me--the balloon would drift from me--
Not lost to me--but being drawn

Toward the magnetic love, and once there, surround it

With a springtime thought and fly back to the Rockies for me.
‘Then I would return the balloon

To its place in the diamond-studded silence

For use by some other undeserving soul

Who has the hope that was mine,
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Poems by Janice Ryan

THE CLOWN

My face is battered and bruised;
I manage a grin,

And my chapped black lips crack,
Streaking my chin with crimson.
I rub off the grusted darkness
With a worn, weary hand.

The audience laughs at my antics.
As I career drunkenly into a wall,
It holds its breath

In anticipation and awful awe—
Watching a knife thrust itself into me.
The applause increases

As the knife repeatedly stabs me,
Finally finding my heart.

I am given a standing ovation,
And, before the laughing faces

Of my rapturous fans

I slowly die.
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a hundred birds and introduced by the shining of a
slossy leaves. The world was all gold and green
so good to be ten years old and alive.

ul and I reached the old fence that dipped into the

scampered over, On the other side was a huge
athad been, toppled by a hurricanethe year before.
-awled intothe creek and here is where we parked
to do some serious fishing.

r the next three hours we lounged in the limbs of
ee and pulled in the perch, bass, creek cat, and
irted through the waters. The great white clouds
ch other across the sky and the breezes wrinkled
and ruffled the huge mounds of clover that lined

ell, I guesswe'd better go,'" Paul sighed as he
a dozen fish on his line, '""Your pop and mine are
coming home soon and we’ll probably catch it for
t of school and going fishing, "

greed as I jerked a hook out of the perch that I'd
t. I attached the still jerking fish toc my line with
s and followed Paul down off the tree, We agreed
ould be the best place to do our future fishing and
tr poles and line under the tree. Throwing the
s our shoulders, we started back for home with
lead. The sun still poured forth its great wealth
:sunlight and scores ofbirds belted out their avian
There was no hint of terror anywhere,

ldenly, at the top of a clover-rugged knoll Paul
was about to say something to him when I noticed
He was gazing down towards the creek and his pu-
wide in horror.

irned. Down by the creek was a man in overalls

ared brown shirt. He held something in his hand

at some hidden object inthe clover. Ashe raised
u1s nana to wipe his forehead, I noticed what it was that he
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THE MAGNOLIA

By Linda Orth

Jennifer was right. She had heardhim calling to her
as he cut across the yard and came toward the big old mag-
nolia tree she was lying under.

"Jenny,' Randy calded, "I need your help."

"Famous last words, ' she thought. Watching him,
she remembered back to the first grade when he had per-
suaded herto help him learnthe alphabet, to the sixth grade
when she made the science project he won first prize for in
the school science fair, fer life for years after that had
been devoted to Randy, against her better judgment.

"Jen, listen; I've got a paper due in English next
week, and you know how I am in English. My old prof said
I had to do good on it, or flunk the course. I haven't even
read the stuff. "

How like Randy, to be away from her for nine weeks
andto askher for helpthe first time he saw her. Randy al-
ways had something better to do than study. This time it
was track. And Jenny was a brain.

"I'm supposed to take first place in the track ireet
next weekend, and I'll have to keep in shape for it. Sol
won't have time to work out and research the paper at the
same time. We'll have to divide the work."

"We'll have to divide the work, Randy ?" It was al-
ways ""we' whenthere was work to be done, and it was always
she who did it. "We'" were supposed to make the costumes
for the senior party, but it was Jenny who worked all night
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After all, I'm particular, tco. I want a beauty of spirit and
knowledge in my husband, a sensitive man who thinks deep-
ly on life and its values, a person to tell my thoughts to. "

"I hopeyou winfirst place inthe track meet, Randy.
I feel sure you will. And study, sometimes, all right? I'm
not at school with you to make the grades for you."

"Oh sure, Jen. Mother Jenny. I'll try,'" he an-
swered, "but I have a feeling Lisa will be occupying a lot of
my time. You work hard too, Jen, and I don't mean on
books. The next time I come home I want to hear about a
boyfriend. "

When he came home from school after hine weeks
and told her, Jenny couldn't believe it. Her life's dream
was crumbling in front of her. ''Say that again Randy," she
asked, her mind too stunned to comprehend what he said at
first.

"I'm getting married to Lisa, Jenny.'" He could
scarcely contain his joy. '""We got engaged last week. " Ran-
dy swung on the branches of the magnolia tree. "The date
is August 23rd. "

"I'm happy for you, Randy. ' It was all she could say.

The summer passed quickly and from time to time
Randy would run over and tell Jenny of their plans. '""We're
going to the Bahamas for our honeymoon. We're inviting
500 guests to the wedding. There will be a champagne re-
ception at the country club afterward. She'll be so beauti-
ful, Jen. I can't wait to see her walk down that aisle. "

The day before the wedding, Jenny cried. She was
watching the people streaming in and out of the house next
door in preparation., She turned to run up to her room and
found herself resting her head onher grandfather's shoulder.
"Dear Grandfather,' she thought. It was from him that she
inherited her love of books and deep thinking. He had found
life's secret of true love, devotion and spiritual unity with

her grandmother.
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