Al/Bz/2883 11:84

832??81549

"3 7" of Notre Dame

= <=gam of Sheila Bagm,

Rave On

. wild to he ureckage forener:

James Dickey, “Cherrylog Road”

Rumbling over caliche with a busted muffler,

rachio blasting Buddy Holly over Baptist wheat I'eldv.,
Travis screaming out Prefare 3¢ the way of the Lord

at jackrabbits skittering heneath our headlights,

thé Messiah coming to Kansas in a flat-head Ford

with bad plates, the whole high plains holding its breath,
night is fast upon s, lo, in these the days of atir youth,
and we were hell to pay, or thought we were. Boredom
grows thick as maize in Kansas, heavy as drill pipe
fittering the racks of oil ngs where in summer hoys
toustabout or work on combine crews north as far

as Canada. The ones lefi back in town begin

to die, dragging main sireet shit-faced on 3.2 heer
and banging on the whorehouse door in Garden City .
where the ancient madam laughed and turned us down
sinee we were only hoys and she knew our fathers.

We sat out front spitting Red Man and scanned a landlscape
flat as Dresden: me, Mike Luckinbill, Billy Heinz,

and Travis Doyle, who sang, I'm gonna live fast,

love hard, and die young. We had eaten all the hife

there was in Seward County but hungry still, hauled ass
to old Arkalon, the ghost town on the Cimarron

that lay in half-shadow and a scattering of starlight,
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and its stillness was a kind of death, the last breath

of whatever in our lives was ending, We had drunk there
and tossed our botles at the walls and pissed great arcs
into the Kansas earth where the dust groweth hard

and the clods cleave fast together, vea, where night yawns
above the tiver in its long, dark dream, above

haggard branches of mesquite, chicken hawks scudding
into the tree line, and moon-glitter on caliche

like the silver plates of Coranado’s treasure

huried all these years, but the absence of weasure,

abscnee of whatever would returm the world

to the strangeness that as children we embraced

and recognized as life. Rave on. |

Cars are cheap

at Roman’s Salvage strewn along the fence out back

where cattle graze and chew rotting fabric from the seats.
Twenty bucks for spare parts and a night in the garage
could make them run as far as death and stupidity
required—on Johnson Road where two miles of low shoulders
and no fence line would take you up to sixty, say,

and when ynﬂ flipped the wheﬁl clockwisc, you wete there
rolling in the belly of the whale, belly of hel, .
and your soul fzinteth within you for we had seen it done
by big Ed Ravenscrofi who said you would go in a boy
and come out a man, and so we headed back through town
wherd the marquee of the Plaza flashed CREATURE FROM
THE BLACK LAGOON in storefront windows and the Snack Shack
where we had spent our lives was shutting down and we

sang rave o, if's ¢ cray feeling out into the night
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that loomed Tow like 2 darkened church, and sang loud
and londer still for we were sore afraid.
Coming up

aut of the long tunnel of cottorwonds that opens onte
Johnson Road, Travis with his foot stuck deep into the soul
of that old Ford come on, Bubba, come.on heating

the dash with his fist, hair flaming back tn the wind

and eyes fii up by some fire i his head that |

had never seen, and Mikﬂ, iron Mike, sitting tall

in back with Billy, who would pick 2 fight with anything
that moved but now huniched over mumbling something
like a prayer, as the Ford Jurched on spitting

and coughing but then smoothing out suddenty fast

and the fence linc quiting so it was open field, then,
then, 1 think, we werc butt-deep in regret and a Tush

of remembering whatever we would lcave behind—
Gamantha Dobbins smelling like fresh Jaundry,

light from the movie spilling down her long blonde har,
tréut leaping all silver and pink from Black Bear Creek,
the hand of my mother, 1 confess, passing gentlc

across my face at night when T was a child—oh, yes,

it was all good now and too late, teo late, trees blurnng
past and Travis wild, popping the whecl, oh too late

too late

and the waters pass over us the air thick

as mud slams against our chests Hongh frrRing now

the car in its slow turning seems whmost graceful

the frame tn agony like some hurge animal groawing

qnd when the wheels leaue the ground the engine culs lonse
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with & wail thin and rageed as a bandsew cutting fim : our fathers. And .. ‘:.'. :
and we are drowning breathless heads jommed against no longer know t;'.h"-'.-. :
our knees and #s a thick swirling fmrple nightmare ' in town for years. L_
we cannot wake up from for the world is burning too ) remarried, then . .
and I hear Billy screaming and then the whomp I found this hot== = :
sick ernncht of glass and metal whomp again back windmw fake TEW MAMES & & &
fophing loose and glass exploding someone crying o ' a quiet place for oo -
tink tink of iron om iron overhead and then ot last -, of earth whose we .. :
1£%s over ecnd he quiet comes ' and so, after vespets. .
Oh so quict. Somewhere ‘ from men who &
the creak and grind of a pumping unit. Crickets. and one of thera - “
The tall grass sifting the wind in a mass of whispers : and T am telling s & -
that T know I'll be heating when T die. And so and his eyes were ..
we crawled trembling from doors and windews bome out : and T knew this ...

of rage and boredom into weed-choked fields barren

as Golpotha. Blood raked the side ol Traviss face

grinning rapt, cestatic, Mike's arm was hanging down

like a broken curtain rod, Billy kneeled, smmmed,

hstening as we all did to the rustling silence

and the spinning wheels in their sad, manic song

as the Ford's high beams hurled their crossed poles of light

forever out into the deep and future darkness. Rave on. e - -

I survived. We all did. And then came the long surrender,
the long, slow dnfting down like young hawks ri;ﬂing on
the purest, thinnest air, the very palm of Gad

holding them aloft so close to something hidden there,
and then the letting go, the futtering descent, clavis
spread wide against the world, and we hecome, at last,
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our fathers. And do not know ourselves and therefore

no longer know each other. Mike Luckinbill ran a Texaco
in town for yc;rs. Billy Heinz survived a ctuel divoree,
rernarried, then took to drink. But finally Jast week

J found this house in Arizona where the brothers

take new names and keep a vow of siience and make

a quiet place for any weary, of Jost, passenger

of earth whose unquiet life has brought him there, '
and so, afier vespers, | sat acrass the table

fram men who had not surrendered to the world,

and one of them looked at me and looked into me,
and 1 am tefling you there was a fire in his head

and his eves were coming fast down a caliche road,
and 1 knew this man, and s natie was Trawis Doyle.
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