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by: 
Voelker 

np1 ll1oh1gan 

o 11 d., of 11 th1n_ga, Bw1. ~ 

1lf ~t'iJ;a got thia Bu.cl horse, ~d.1n , 1.n trade 
~~~• I\ A ~ 

with etler, the brewer,Aa.M~t had aoon deyeloped th t -~•a.a 

lesa of a bore• than animated int attne. ach d.aY he_9ou\d-~ 
~ ~~~A-'~ 

. t hi weight 1n oats and bay., a phenomenon -, fa1'ftel" refu ed to 
I\ . ©~ I\ 

cept until the day -1- ran awar. ,.. ~ 
~ 

Durt ng the night tbi e curt ous an1 l d sn wed h1a ha.1 ter ~ 

ttope, got loose in the b n.. rooted and gouged into four or five 
(1J, • ~f~J,,..,..J_ 

sac a ot oat • and. lo! when ~lier ud vi" opened the b3.l'n door 

th t fateful ep%1ng morning, the~e stood th1a bloated Bud b t 

1n th 1ddle ot th 'b floor• oal!nly el Terti:,.g d drooling 

ate o ta• more o tat and till some r ~ ~ta. Tbe pl t w 
Q..4.c..,# ~IA.\',~: 

1n ea of mtn led o ta and manure. " even dinoa Ul's 1th the 

~sentery c uld not baYe contri~t d. more to tu orop~o to orro 1 

~~ 0'6,-(. ae, ~ 4u ~ 
· o-.e stood epellbOund 1n the open bam door.- hie enga.e-, J 

/\.. 
ing ant , 'blinkin tbough1lfullf, re ch d his snout into h f-

l:Alt1ed k t hie tee,. nuaz 1ng for little t1d-bit to •t(!...(. 
bis diet - d c•e '112 !Ji th another drlpptng 11&1' of o ta • .., 

~ ~~-~. 
looked at•,/ tber. ,aa 4Mw Athe back of 1• band ro • bl 

yee and., a~ they aa, in tbe love stories. uttered low mo • l 

t , he utt r 4 quite aer1ea of low moana, gradually mounting 1 
~ 

Yolume and 1ntens1ty until he wae eoon filling the"-bemttfti 

~r1 morn1n a1r with the mu 10 of bis lament. 



~ 
It 1s a. monument of understatemen't to say tha.t/\my f9Ahe• 

could swear~ When he swore hia ouraes crackled, they g aye out 

darting blu~ lights, the aJ.r was filled with •ja. tic electric 
t'4,t/( ~ {)./a'.~ 

shooks. As &11.stood there • heart surged witlx/\p:r{de. 1ever could 

there be a. r1Yal to this wealth of invecti-ve. 
11

This grea.t man, 'rrrf 
,, G>~~# ~ 

father, was the· poet laureate of profani ty.,....,,.,Just then my ,a.teer 
• 0 - ./1 J 

turned on ~✓ *J • 

o,.,J., e~ tJ~1 
r-wae to blame! 4,._- the bla.nliAblank spawn of a hasty 

and 111-consiclered •arr1age/ the drooling, addle-pated heir to his 

/~fl!"""l~t-111---R' a.,~ tvtv,, Yaet posseaatona,~he ran e. eal:eon} -- d.1dn1 t even ~ppw bow to tie 
I\ ~ ~ 

a blankety blank ha.1 ter rope. -», fa41Ju,!f' e :f'lo!,._lent a new d1gn1 ty 
~ ~ .,,., 

to imbec111 ty. . 

" •An• by the :roarin• Jesus," ~shed ·on, "you• 11 pick 

up every la.st oat 1f it takes all summer long. 1 1 11 be bitched, 

buggered and bewildered if a ~ .! 
1
~~elp of m1na 1s goin• to 

,,, . 
throw my- money into a pile of -• JMt- &¥ ge out Toa aee &!•e•dy 

bo.w a] l 4il3t.a i,a••• 'bJ: t~aA■la;i,a-:- )t e,..- ~~iu~ iJiu A- f...wn. ,..r~ • 

~~elt to~ task a.a,.,~ tenderly led Bud, the , 
::=,---<Gir.t:Ol,c~~.~tti4 • e. J e,.o 

-,,..,l,&,\,J,l~e, 1nto his stall, where he - tied him, pa.tt-,J him. whi sperMig 
~ Ut. ~ t. ~ ,wl., ~ ti I\ 

him. > ~ook an empty water pail and tried>f ngerly 1IJ separate 

the cha.ff from '"1e wheat1 ao :ti,e, epev. Looking for a needle in a 
t«. (;Vn,fli...J.r.J I If /j.. 

hay stack was._c~ild' s play. And gi°"e me 'Wte" hay stack any old 
l\ ~I\ .. ~ "~~ I" 

.. day. ~~• and etood over .. , 1¥,111~ on an tmeaolo,'e4 
~~ M,t4 ~ ~ 

dung fork. OUt of the corner of Jlf eyeiJcA.could aee IINAlong legs 
"- I\ I' ~ . I/ . 

planted wide apar~ on the swollen mound of ..,l\m1ser,:. .ho wa.a f.✓L• " p~~-u .,,.., ...... , 
th1e fellow 111 s• Robinson had been teaching us a.b°!t"-.-- the luolty 

guy who h d only jo clean out the Augean atablea? ,.. , •. 
\'~ • ~ ~~~,(Ml 

Suddenly }t ,tel t a surge~ausea.~ ? almea, ~ 

•Get r.t.a move on you,• m,s fathM" said. 11~ 
EH.,r:,o-e11(1NJ.. JC 
A knelt there, swaying, in the manure. ~ did not move. 

" 0 (¼... ....... ~ 
"Ge't a move on you, J aaid) ,._.£n_ a. rising voice. 
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Written by: 
Jt~ D. Voelker 
I\hpeming, Michigan 

LIFE IS THAT WAY 

by 
Robe rt Traver 

It was a warm, earthy Saturday morning in the early spring 
,,... 

when I was seventeen, that I ran away from home. My father chased 

me part of the way with a dung fork. It was not 

the l'iired girl 

that -- at that tender age my oldest brother took care of that 

department -- but it was over a gluttonish slob of an old horse 

called, of all things, Bud. 

My father had got this Bud horse, a sway-backed gelding, 

in a trade with Weiler, the brewer, and it had soon developed that 

he was less of a horse than an animated intestine. Each day he 

could eat his weight in oats and hay, a phenomenon my father re

fused to accept until the day I ran away. 

During the night this curious animal 

rope, got loose in the barn, rooted and gouged into four or 

sacks of oats, and lo t when my father and I opened the barn door 

that fateful spring mor~ing, ~here stood this bloated Bud beast 

in the middle of the barn floor, calmly slavering and drooling 

oats, more oats, and still some more oats. Tlie , place was a steam

ing sea of mingled oats and manure. Seven dinosaurs with the 

dysentery could not have contributed more to the crops of tomorrow. 

As e stood spellbound in the o en barn door, this engag

ing animal, blinking thoughtfurly, reached his snout into a half

feet nuzzlin for a little id-bit to v ry 
and came up w1 th another dripping na w of oats. . 1 

looked at my father. He drew the back of h1·s hand across his 
eyes and, as they say in the love t · 

s or1es, uttered a low moan. In 
fact he uttered quite a series of 1 

ow moans, gradually mounting in 
volume and intensity until he f 

as soon illing the beautiful 
spring morning air with the music of his lament. 

' 



It is a monument of understatement to say that my father 

could swear. When he swore his curses crackled, they gave out 

darting blue lights, the air was filled with static electric 

shocks. As I stood there my heart surged with pride. Never could 

there be a rival to this wealth of invective. This great man, my 

father, was the poet laureate of pro.fanit~-.Just- h-en my father 

turned on me. 

• I was to blame t I -- the blank blank spawn of a hasty 

and ill-considered marriage, the drooling, addle-pated heir to his 

vast possessions (he ran a saloon) -- didn1 t even know how to tie 

a blankety blank halter rope. My father•s flow lent a new dignity 

to imbecility. 

"An' by the roarin1 Jesus, 11 he rushed on, 11 you1 11 pick 

up every last oat if it takes all summer long. I'll be bitched, 

buggered and bewildered if a whimperin1 whelp of mine is goin1 to 

~~~-------"""""--,rth-r-0w: my meney-=1-n-to p-ila. of -ff But why go on? Yo 

how all this loses by translation. 

I knelt to my task as my father tenderly led Bud, the 

horse, into his stall, where he tied him, patting him, whispering 

to him. I took an empty water pail and tried gingerly to separate 

the chaff from the wheat, so to speak. Looking for a needle in a 

hay stack was child' s play. And give me the hay stack any old 

day. My father came a.nd stood over me, leaning on an unemployed 

dung fork. Out of the corner' of my eye I could see his long legs 

planted wide apart on the swollen mound of my misery. Who was 

this fellow Kiss Robinson had been teaching us about 

guy who had only to clean out the Augean stables? 

Suddenly I felt a surge of nausea and I almost lay down. 

11 Get a move on you, 11 my father said. 

I knelt there, swaying, in the manure. I did not move. 

11 Get a move on you, I said. 11 In a rising voice. 
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I stood ~P and looked at my father. Behind him stood the 

animal, Bud, gnawing at the wood of his stall; standing there in 

all his greedy, oat-bloated, dung-coated splendor. 

11You, 11 I said to my father, slowly said, looking into his 

angry gray eyes, 11You and your horse, Sir, can go straight to 

i\-el II The :;,i,,--- ---_., si t.e.d ou: 0£ the. barn-, rcy 

father hot on my heels. He chased me out of the barnyard, across 

the railroad tracks in front of a moving freight train, past 

Weiler 1 s brewery, the old fire hall, and back across the tracks 

again. I could hear he was losing ground. I looked over my 

shoulder. The freight train was coming between us. My father 

stood panting by the tracks, holding the dunR fork like a javelin. 

It was too far to throw. When he saw me looking back, he shook 

his fist and faintly shouted, above the rumble of the moving cars, 

11 I -- I 1 11 go you to hell !11 

alon si e 

from view. The engineer was grinning at me. I ran and caught on 

to the rung of the first box car and started to climb. I climbed 

with a heavy heart. There was a big lump in my throat. Here, at 

a time when I might never see or hear my father again, when I 

expected him, somehow, to reach new heights of invective, to open 

up new vistas of vehemence, the best he cotlld manage was, 11 11 11 go 

you to hell !11 But I suppose, in the last analysis, that that, 

alasl is what is known as Life. 

I didn't return home for three days and two nights. 


