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1Votes 011 Freedom 

It was my very first sit-in 
There were two negrocs and myself 
We took scats at the coun1er, and I ordered a milk shake. 
"That'll be thirty-five cents" said the man behind the 

counter. 
I looked around at the crowd that had gathered, 
And suddenly I had a sick feeling in my stomach -
I had forgotten 10 b1ing money! 

In a prospernus Southwestern city a prominent banker said: 
"Our freedom is precious. We must constantly be on our guard 
against the insidious plots of the thousands of Communists 
who are in our midsts." 

In a courtroom in \Vashington, D. C., a college student 
praised Fidel Castro as the father of the True Freedom 
And in a tar-paper shack in Appalachia an old man 
said he didn't give a damn 

The Organization was dete1mined to uphold the New Freedom. 
Yesterday they burned the Senator from New Jersey 

for suggesting the return of the Graduated Income Tax. 
The Supreme Court had been abolished and its members e:-.ecuted. 
It was replaced by the house Un-American Activities CommittlX' 

As Secretary of War I had just turned in my first report 
They infonned me that they had just received word that my 
father had been a Democrat. 

It's cold out here, and this rope hurts my neck . 

Ac the open end of the alley the Atlanta sky was a mix
ture of purple and orange. 

The early-evening neon glow reflected from rain
spattered streets made an eerie panern in the 
alley 

The wet, dirty pavement was littered with beer cans and 
bits of paper 

Near the back door of a cheap restaurant stood two un
covered garbage cans, their contents spilling over. 

The plcasa.nt smell of burning w<XKI led one's atten
tion to a small cross which lay smouldering on the 
ground. 

Nc.'Xt to it lay the bleeding, half-naked body of a 
young negro, face down in a dirty puddle. 

Three blocks away in his hotel room Sam Coope1 
realized for the first time what he had done that day in 
the name of God, Freedom, and Southem Honor. He 
let his white hood drop to the floor and reached for 
something under his pillow. 

The shot could be heard three blocks away in the 
dirty alley. But the young negro couldn't hear it. 



The Governor told the good citizens of his state 
That he was the defender of their freedom . 
And they cheered in patriotic frenzy .. 
And somewhere in the distance a bomb e.xploclcd 
Freedom had been defended against the vicious onslaught 
of four liule girls. 
Bui a few days la1er the stains had been washed 
from the walls of the church 
And the conscience of a nation 
And the Governor began once again 
to speak of freedom 

Oh, walk along the plotted ground 
Above all kinds of men 
Tell me who's the greatest now, 
The greatest of all men? 

Show me which grave is the largest, 
Where does the best rain fall? 
Show me which grave lies the deepest, 
The deepest of them all? 

On which urn the grass is greenest, 
Where the wildest flower nests? 
Over which the air is sweetest, 
So much sweeter than the rest? 

Did I hear you say the're all the same, 
The men, the graves, their size; 
That Benedict's on that same plane 
As that where Lincoln lies? 

That so like arc one and all, 
Would not disturb their sleep 
To change one with the other, 
So lawful is the deep? 

Oh, walk along the plotted ground 
Above all kinds of men. 
Tell me who's the greatest now, 
The greatest of all men. 

Nancy Barry 

/Jlarching Men 

Sometimes I dream of marching men 
with hard faces and rifles held high. 
None of them arc smiling while red-stained bayonets 
arc gleaming . in the early morning sun 
of Anytown, U.S.A. 
While New York, Chicago and Boston lay 
Silently where they once loudly stood, 
The men keep on marching 

with hard faces and rifles held high. 
Kicking up dust. 
In my dreams, I stand there with the pounding 
of their heavy boots in my cars, 
holding a tattered flag whose stripes 
have been tom. 

One of the marching men, a lean young fellow 
spats at me and my flag 
And doubles me up with his foot in my stomach 
With nauseated regret, I reflect upon carefree days 
when I thought it smart to dislike 
John Birch. 

George M. Sako 

In this - the best of all possible worlds, 
It delights me to sec that you arc the best 
Of all possible people. 
For all times 

Supremely best 
None other! 

And I can sec that you, the best were created 
By the best of all possible 
Gods. 
And are a major part of that god, 

Although he can only attempt to be a minor part of you. 
Despair not - he has a lot 
To learn. 
It inspires me to sec you who are 

The best, By the Best, in the best 
Do so much splendid work. 
Amounting to the best of all possible 
Tiny hills of nothingness. 
Strange! This is the best of all 

WiliamBabner 



On the Aforning After 
With the esception of strong-willed individuals who 

ne,·er let a drop of liquor pass 1hcir lips, most people 
on one occasion or :mother experience the nauseating 
and nerve-wracking condition known as a hangover. 
Such a gruesome state may be caused by imbibing 
scotch, martinis, wine, beer, or even the author's favorite 
ind\1lgcncc Southern Comfort manhattans. The oc
casions for thorough intoxication may be wedding re
ceptions. wakes, cocktail parties, or solitary drinking. 
Regardless of the type of liquor consumed or the social 
excuse for drinking, the result remains a horrible feeling 
which often leads one to think that dying on the spot 
would be better than enduring the tortures of the morn
ing after 

Those who cannot boast or be ashamed of surviving 
the harrowing hours of a full-blown hangover have no 
idea of its ramifications. Upon awakening, one finds his 
eyes plastered shut with a sandy substance which he can 
well imagine to be the recrystallized remnants of the 
eyeballs he is sure the alcohol dissolved to leave the 
empty, aching sockets in his head. Then, as awareness 
filters down to the mouth, one discovers his tongue to be 
twice its normal size and coa1ed with a furry mat re
sembling the closely-packed hyphac of a fungus. Return
ing taste makes one wish it had not, for the foul stimulus 
from the buried taste buds is best compared to the odor 
emanating from the slimy cellar of a rccently-fumigatt-d 
old house. 

Torture is just beginning, however, for as soon as one 
makes the mistake of sitting up or standing, the troop of 
little men toting twelve-pound sledgehammers who hid 
themselves in his skull during the night 
to a vertical position as a signal to start 
way oul. At the same time muscles all over body 
commence creaking and complaining about the awkward 
position in which one fell asleep or passed out. To make 
misery complete, one's stomach attempts about now to 
surge upwards from its accustomed place, and that noble 
organ of digestion gives one the feeling that it contains 
not the often-described butterflies, but instead a dozen 
or so hairy tarantulas casting about for a suitable site to 
sink their fangs. 

Can one survive this dire predicament? Yes, if one 
is very cautious in his movements and even more careful 
what he feeds the spiders down below until they have 
been digested, he will usually live to suffer the conse-
qucncesagain 

Philip C. Hirons 

Winter's Curse 

The cold day breaks on ba1Ten ice; 
~o creature moves in the cold, stiff air. 
Trees raise their arms to the sky 
To relieve them of their wintry 
Burden. Their trunks and limbs arc bare; 
All their strength docs not suffice. 

The grass is gone, its green is spent; 
No life on thisplaincanbcscen 

A haunted region of ghostly dreams 
Is all that remains. Even the beams 
Of a radiant sun has lost to a fiend 
Its glow, a glow for which the field was meant 

The lea o'er which the haze has spread 
Quakes as crystals of frozen mist appear 
On the barks of trees made nude 
By autumn's wish to make life crude. 
And ice on the skin of trees so near 
'.\1akcswinter'sstay a time of dread. 

Snowflakes fa!l like frozen tears 

From a cold, despondent sky. 
Some find homes on the cold 

And hardened earth and mold 
Themselves to every twig; some fly 

From place to place, nowhere to adhere 

Naked limbs, like fingers drumming, 
Beat a rhythmic tune. The wind blows 
With hearty blasts like an evil 
Spirit sent here by the Devil. 

But through this pain all nature knows 
Someday shortly stormless Spring is coming 

Michael. Chamben 

A Afodest Petition 

"College students arc a bore." 

Said a certain administratorc. 

"For petty things they enjoin to riot; 
intellectual freedom is no diet 
On which to build character." 

"Low on the rung of the register 
Do these students find their status; 
These words, of course no malice 
Do they mean," said anothore 

\-Vho was also an administratorc. 
"Take heed of authority now, 

And gently take your bow 

Standing straight and proud 

Be not one of the masses loud," 
Said anothorc of this clan. 

In phrases pure from the student band 
Returned 1hcsc words in professional fashion 
From one now chocked by near-tear passion, 
"My leaders right or wrong 

Should echo loud in gala song, 
For we arc students here 
Who should not tum to leer 

At foibles not intended 

Your opinion is not demanded 

So give it not thus freely, 

And let this end so happily." 

"Students of the world unite 

And grant administratorcs one last bite." 

Scpara1encss torn 

isolation worn 

love remains 

the great white mushroom 

in fields of thorn 

Arthur i\1cKe1111a 

LOVE is a great white mushroom in a field of thorns. 

Josephine Zuchowski 



Snowflake 011 the Jungle Floor 

ants, ant,, ants, all over the place! Running, 
walking, 1topping! uts to the ants! If only I could fly 
toward tho1un in an airplane. Bruuum bruuum in a 
plane with 1ix big motors and nice shiny I don't 
know· why this world is so stupid, but Well then 
again it's not so hard to take. After all, it alway• snow• 
in tho jungle. I know that for ture. And I know why, too, 
although noono bolieveame. 

When I told Dad, he laughed, "You idiot! How 
could it snow in the jungle? The temperature there 
noverfallt below freezing. It'1alway1 hot,1ticky. There' 
no snow in tho jungle," he said in a gruff voice 

He always talked to me that way. And I remembc1 
l',.hat mommy uted to a.y whenever he did. "Ha, ha," she 
u1ed to 1cream, "You jack "Ha, ha, ha, oh it wu to 

funny. But that never worked out too well. He would 
get mad and beat her when she made fun of him. I 
remember one of those fight . That was the night those 
two men in white clothes came in with a long 
stretcher I think that's what they called it. They 
took mommy a\n)' in a long: white car which made a 
loud noi1e1 ai it went up the street. And then two police• 
men came in and took daddy away. Aunt Em came ovc1 
to pick me up and took mo to her hou1e. She is a nice 
lady, but she didn't take care of me the way mommy 
did. I wonder if lions sink in the snow I'll bet 
th01e funny bird1 at the zoo get all their colori from be
ing in the cold. fommy alway told me to cover up good 
in tho cold to I wouldn't tum blue 

Oh tbat stupid wind! I wish it would 1top blowing 
Blow . yah "Blow hard so that they'll all go out, 
or your with won't come true." That's what she a.id 
Mommy put seven cand!eson that cake. My first cake 
and my first party . that seems so long: ae-o. And we 
had ice cream, candy, soda and presents! Lot and lots 
of presents. Everybody was having a lot of fun until 
daddy came home drunk. Mommy shouted and daddy 
roared so loud that everybody went home and I hid 
under my bed. That wu the lut time I had a party. It 
was such a nice party until he came home 

He came home drunk many times. Mommy and 
daddy would alway, argue when he came home that 
way. "You're a great father for the boy and a wonder
ful husband, you arc! Drink your pay while I have to 
scrounge money from the neighbors to feed the boy and 
myself." Then he would roar, "Shut up, you bitch. If 
you weren't always on my back about how much money 

JO 

I make, I'd be alright. But no, not you, you can't shut 
up. Blah, blah, blah, that's all you do. I never get any 
peace." Sometime, they would yell at each other fo1 
houn I'd like to throw a snowball at a !ion. I bet 
he'd like it too. Ha, ha, I could probably throw a ropo 
around hi1 neck and have him pull me around through 
the jungle on my sled 

Yah, cousin Andy and hit led! That dirty little. 
should have hit him that day. "Be a good boy, Chuck, 
don't be tad. You'll only be wone off." Dear Sweet .4.unt 
Em! That nice little boy of her1! He didn't have to bully 
mo and make fun of me in front of all those kids just 
beca.u1e I'm smaller than most of 'cm. He wa1 jutt like 
th.1t drunken old man of mine. He and hi• pack of lion 
cubt! It's too bad I didn't get even. I wish I could get 
even with all those kid, who alway, made fun of me! All 
the times they laughed and bullied me around. Oh, if 
only people would leave me alone !ike I am right now 

This is 1omething new for you isn't it, Chuck. Yes 
1ir, all alone like the proud lion in the jungle no, 
there really i n't too much to be proud of though. Like 
the day you came home from school with the note from 
your teacher· 

Chuck has not been doing good work. I wish you 
would have a talk with him 

"You'd better not let your father see this, Chuck,·· 
mom said. Then we had a long talk, I don't remember 
what we talked about, but whon dad came home and 
found the note by accident, he got real mad. Mom 
screamed when he tried to hit me. This was the first 
time he had ever tried to hit me. He was drunk as usual 
When he finally dragged me out from under the bed, 
he started to hit me hard. I felt myself being knocked 
toward the wall. When I woke up in the hOJpita! she 
told me that she had knocked daddy on the head and 
had left and that we were never going to go back home 
again 

The next time I 1av .. d.1d we were in court. The judge 
was dressed in a long black gown he looked real 
funn}•dreaed that way ho novor1milcd either. I had 
to sit up on a big ch.1ir and tell about home. The judge 
looked at me and asked, "Do you know tho difference 
between the truth and a lie?" "Yet," I said. Then he 
told me, "All we want you to do i1 to tell the truth." 
Daddy got very mad and jumped up screaming awful 
names at me a few times, but the judge told me that no 

one was going to hurt me and that I had to answer the Vanished is the era 

questions. When we were leaving the big room, daddy 

yelled at me, "You little beast! We wouldn't have all 

this trouble if it weren't for you!" Was I to blame for 

all that happened? I didn't do anything wrong? did I? 

Oh, who cares as long as I can go to the jungle where 

there's lots of snow. Cold and clean, that's what snow 

is like. Real cold and so very clean. I like to sec it fall 

Mom once told me that I was like a snowflake because 

I was so delicate. Why did she have to die. Why? Why? 

WHY! 

I can still sec her in my mind, laying on the bed in 

the apartment. Cold and white just like snow. If only 

I could go back inside and kiss her on the cheek and sec 

her eyes open like f used to do before in the morning. 

She would smile at me when I did that. She'll nevc1 

smile at me again. I don't want to live anymore. I want 

to die! 

Oh, those tupid ants! What arc you looking up at 

me for. Stop ttaring up at me you fools! I wan·t to die 

do you hear me? 'What arc all those people doing down 

there? Ha, ha, I wonder if that great big lion father of 

mine is down there. I hope he is. Now I'll show him. lt"s 

going to start snowing in the jungle in one minute. Ha, 

ha, ha, I won't be an idiot any longe1 

Arthur ,HcKemza 

Resolution 
Oh, that sad day, that sad day! 

But how were we to know? 

The crowds that had cheered him, 

The crowds that had loved him so. 

The yellow tosc of Texas, 

A token of that state, 

Was made red by blood in Texa:. 

Thru undcrscrvingfate. 

Let us make this soil unfertile 

To breed such hate in men 

The red, red rose of Texas 

Must never bloom again. 

Nancy Barry 

When life was a 

Honeycomb of passion 

~ow it is but a 

Routine vagueness 

Past thrills are 

>iow empty memories -

And the dreams gather dust 

The vitalncss of life, 

Once ever-present 

In e\'cr-fricnds, now 

Fades to dull acquiencc. 

The tiger's roar of ad\'Cnturc 

Tum's 10 the cat's purr of habit 

Lighted life 

Bill McQuad( 

Tall and crimson stands the waxen stick 

In an antique holder black as night 

Straight and regal i.> the waxed wick 

Bright and hot atop it ~hines a light. 

Light to warm cold hands and hi•arb 

Light to chase the dark and fear.. 

Light by which to read God's booJ... 

Light by which to face the world 

Luminous 

Radiant 

Effulgent 

But flickering, flickc1ing, flickering-. 

flop~ .\I. Coftu:110 



Ce qui est du doit etre paye. 

Bonsoir Monsieur 

II y a lon~tomp1 quc j'cntcnds vos pas qui approchcnt 
de ma maison 

Ccttc maison, vous la connaisscz bicn, car mon Cpousc, 
cllc aussi, a suivi votrc appcl 

_Oui,mcsaffaircssontcnordrcctjcsuisprCta 
vous rcndre tout le, fruits de ma vie 

_ Mais non, cc nc sont pas des bagatelles. 
Appcle:,; Diane, ma feu epou1e; 

clle vou dira cc quc j'ai fait pour son bonhcu1 
_Quoi?El!cn'aricniidire! 
Diane! Diano! J'ai bcsoin de toi. Parle pour moil 
Ellene vient pa 
Eh bicn, auriex-vom cru quc pendant vingt ans j'Ctais 

savie? 
Maintenant, cllc nc chantc pas mCmc mon nom 
Bah! Jo n'on ai pu b01oin. 
Jc 1ui~ un hommo important; en offet, 

ma parole porta grand respect panni mes associes. 
DC que mon ordro fut donnC c'Ctait cho,e accomplie 
Jour ct nuit je me devouais a mon travail 

(pau1e) ct pour qui? 
Pour ollo, tout pour el!e 
Les premiere, ann6e1 j'arrivai a la maison 

au:;: petite, heure1 ot 1re1 fatigue. 
Ellcava.it piti0 do moi et di1ait· 
" e travai!le pat ti dur, je t'en pric." 
C'an vrai, nou1 no nou1 voyion, pretquo jamais. 
Apr0s tout, qu'est-co qu'ollo voulait, 

ii fallait vivro, n'ott-co pas? 
A pcinc d'arrivcr, ii a mCme fallu quc je coupe lcs de

pcnses 
Femme ingrate! J'ai tout fait pour cllc, ct maintcnant, 

Voici comment clle me recompense 
_ Des enfants? Nous n'cn avons pas voulu 
Jc lu ai fait comprcndre quc Jes cnfants nous mangc

raicnt tout mon salairc 
_ Non, cllc ne m'a point rCpondu; 

cllcsavaitbicn que1e1murmure1Cta.ientinutile1 
_ En vfrite, j'Ctais houreu:'( ot cllo auui 
Nous avions chacun nos habitudOI 
Pendant quo jo travaillais elle 101tait tout le& toirt ot 
_Qh,jonesaispas;i.qucllchcurc,jerentrais 

aprCsollo 
_ Qui sait. Voir scs amies? qu'importe 
Elle n'aimait pas rester scule tous lcs soirs. 
- Beaucoup d'hommcs? Pendant quinzc ans! 
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Ah non! Pourquoi a-t-clle fait ecla? ct dans ma maiwn! 

'Ctait-elle pas heureu e avec moi? Jo Jui ai tout donnC. 

Pauvre Diane, combicn cllc doit aouffrir mantcnant 

Mais, tous homme coupab!e doit payer pour scs fautcs 

).1onsicur! OU allons-nous? Cc nest pas le bon chcmin, 

le chcmin de la Charite est adroit 

!I n'y a ricn qui poussc sur cette voic sauf ces vallains 

arbres tortueux dCbordant de fruits pourris. 

Oh Dicu ! Regarde;,; cc;; troncs. Ce sont do pauvrcs mi• 

sCJ"ablcs torduo d'angoi e! 
Qucl endroit offroyablo! :V[onsieur, ol1 sommcs nous? 

(Pause) ).fonsieur? (Pause) Monsieur!! 

Voici unc autre &me pitoyablc qui • - - ma foi! ! C'cst 

Diane! 

Si cllc demeurc ici (pause) 

Oh mon Dieu - - - Moi aussi! ! 

FRANK L. 8E,\UDET 

The University 

They say that this is the place: 

for the intellect to be nurtured 

for the mind to be nourished 

for the soul to be cnrichcned 

Herc, fed a steady diet of direction and purpose -

Arc the stalwart bodies, waywanl and meaningless 

w.ttching for words to point the way 

waiting for knowledge to soothe 1hc ache 

And as empty as they came, they !eave 

Hollow like rotting logs in the shade, but 

Not trudging crookedly as dying bears do, but· 

Forward and straight, with an aim they plunge -

Seemingly in a trance, just so many zombies 

George M. Sako 
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A Dark Wind Blowing 
From th, Jul: horizon of my futur•, • sort 
of slow, ;1rsist111t br,,u h•d b11n blowi111 
tow•ri. m,, •ll my li/1 lo111, from th, 1""s 
that were to come. A11i. on its waJ• tli•t 
breeze had leveled out all the ideas that 
p,opl, tried to foist 011 me in the 1qully 
1111r1•l years I tli111 was living throw1h 

Aside from his needing a haircut, nothing was par
ticularly noticeable aOOut hi appearance. It was an 
exceptionally warm day for October, Qnd he pulled him
solf, hesitantly, over the 1hadowy pavement in the direc
tion of the newly-con tructcd colle~e library. ( othing 
is worse than physic•l pain when it cannot be escaped 
Intense, throbbing pain, ~rowing 1harper by the minute, 
wu all ho felt - all that he had been feoling for hours 
despite the moq>hinc. He strained agaimt unconsciou~
ne•. Al! v,a white - the wall1, the ceiling, the floor, tho 
nurse's costume, the bed, the sheets, cverythn~ - vl'bite 
All was sterile, untouched. All wu uninfected by those 
things, tho e numcrom thing,, which arc part of people', 
lives. Hi, wife was there by the bed1ide, but it didn't 
matter. It had never mattered. And still, he 1trained and 
wa1 unouy in hit bed.) On either 1ide of him the camput 
prawled,tho white of the modern rectangula.r1tructure1 

contrauing sharply with his lone dark figure. He had 
been late gettin1 out of bed, and the 1un'1 heat forced 
him into a lump, from which he would not recover foi 
the remainder of the day, as he neared the box-like 
library. Climbing up the tep1 to the patio, a part of hit 
mind was apathetically aware of the day'• mission -
tho1e uncompleted clu .. ignmenu. It had been another 
Sunday morning: his father 1creaming at him ("!o to 
church"); hi1 younger brother lilling hi1 1eme1 with the 
blaring 1ound of the televi1ion; and his mother - the 
1torcotyped, chubby Italian woman - losing herself in 
the ondle • preparations for dinner. ('tVoman - linking 
life and eanh, plucking from the troe of lnowledge, and 
beginning the chain of 1uffcring human existence and 
rebellious triumph - how ignoblo have you become? 
.\fan is laughingly nailed to tho cross, each generation 
feeling the nails pcircc its hands, and, were he to ascend, 
another cross on another plain with another treacherous 
hill would find him. His eyes were heavy now.) Now, in 
the afternoon, here he was at the library- that solitary, 
imposing entrenchment of civilization standing on the 
temporary ground of time 

As he entered the building, the freckle-faced librarian 
at the desk leisurely glanced at him, caught his stare, and 
turned back to her work - she had seen him on other 
such days. A moment later, in the smoking lounge, he 
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-ALBERT CA)IUS 

opened a book ;ind began reading. AL the rear of the 
room two tudents, a boy and girl, were pain1takingly 
whispering to oach other. It was as if they were to be 
severely puniihed if they dared to 1peak openly - con
pirator1 from another w;i.y of life. (Somewhere, It 1tand1 

l11.ughing, mocking us with time - is It so conscious? 
Striving to stop the grin, l,;nowing we can never do it, 
but continuing till, content 2nd anxious with our 
attempt - why? ... n oxygen tent was brought in and 
placed over him - he prote1tcd but to no avail.) He 
prodded through the fint few paragraph• "learning 
1heoryi1dolightful",and1oforth-untilhefoundhim
sclf reading words. He would either suffocate or fall 
uleop if he 1taycd. The 1tifling heat of the room gripped 
him by the neck. Once more ho was outside the white 
and gray mau,oleum, and, leaning a3•in1t a railing at 
-the far end of tho patio, he becamo alert to the countlo:s 
bird, perched in a nearby tree u thoy filled the air with 
the sounds of their imi1tcnt 1creechint and swayed the 
branches with their momentary weight. (Pain, like noth
ing c!,c, briniJ that intense con1ciou1net1 of life-that 
realixationofhopefullonclincss-untildeath,ifhcard, 
reminds us of our impotent desires and de1peration 
Deception, by its nature, clutters up the living room 
while leaving it teemingly bare. Alway1 later, eternity -
that un1een, gnawini 1implicity over1hadowing our 1elf
intoxication and lying beyond our comprehen1ion -
makes it,c]f unmi1takably felt through the uark, gray 
walls of our dying room. Slowly, we walk fot,vard, our 
broken bodie1 bent lower than befor(:, aa 1.,c measure the 
longth of each step so that we may forget it in ou1 
anticipation of the next stride which may never come 
His wife left for a moment- ho didn't notice.) On a 
bench directly in bacl,; of him, •t the girl. He would not 
have seen her at all, were it not for the :Ji1tcning black 
hair which fell lightly over her thou!don - girl, were 
blue-eyed blondes these days. As he lit a cigarette, ;; 
light breexe blew the 1moke into his eyca <md made them 
bum. As hi1 thought• inevitably drifted back to him1elf, 
tho girl with the dark hair moved toward him and uked 
him for a cigarette. He wondered if th;;t were all she 
wanted. "Herc you arc." "Thank you arc you a 
Senior?" "Yes." "I thought so," she was a bit hcaitant, 

"I'm a Freshman this ye1r." "Oh." Her skin was not 
quite as dark as her hair, and her face, though not 
extraordinary, was attractive enough to hold hi atten
tion. She uked why he never smiled - she had seen 
him a few timet before. "I never rcal!y thought about it 
much," he said. "Oh," she replied half-heartedly. There 
was a pau10 as he lit her cigarette. He felt uneasy and 
preferred to be alone. She was arched over the railing, 
looking at the ground. Her body- she was quite slender 
and wore a\ackl - blended with the \and1cape and, yet, 
maintained a peculiar distinction of its own. ~ing a 
book in her hand,, he uked in a 1udden ruth: "What'ro 
you readin1?" She turned toward him, her heavy deep
set oyca dominating her expre•ion: : " 'The Stranger' 

by Camm, I jutt finished it." He was startled but 
pleasantly so. Attemptin~ to gage her feelin~ aOOut the 
novel, he commented that Camus mu1t have been a very 
unhappy man: "don't you think ,o?" "Aren't we all?", 
She aid in a tone which deflated him. (Born into un
happinc•, having life to begin with, knowing sooner 01 

later, we'll lo,c it . even though we feel immortal -
what we cling to so dearly will be taken from us. The 
essence of mankind - the guilt of not acting in accord 
with our origin and fate. His wife returned.) She con
tinued; "What distinguished Camus isn't that he's 'un
happy' while others arc not, but, rather, that he faces 
the buic de,peration and, for that, it leu 'unhappy' than 
mott of ut who would 1.,allow in lie,. Hi1 di,comfort wu 
showing as he motioned to loavc. In words tinged with 
ditpleuure, 1he g.skod: "Aro you afraid of me?" He wa 
vi1ibly 1haken and almo1t g:avo in to an urge to nm from 
her. "Oh, I've got homework to do." Serenely, without 
effort, the 1poke ,oftly: "Why not call me by my name 

i1'1Jaunit;o,.." He could not re;;i thor. "I'm sorry, my 
name i1 Albert no relation to Camus." Then: "Do 
you come from this city?" " 'o, W\"l moved here recently 
from New York." He was interested: "\-'.'hereabout?" 
She turned 11.way from him and ,aid: "We lived on I 18th 
Street for u long :u I can remember. The houses weren't 
very pretty." "\Vherc do you live now?", he inquired 
"South Providence." He retorted s:u,:a tically: "Oh, I 
sec )'OU've come up in the world." He regretted the e 
word u ,oon a they can)c out. "I never thought I was 
down", she replied with a remarkable calm, "I welcome 
the world on it own terms . It can't keep me away.'· 
"I-la, I can't ~et far enou~h from it." He was fooling 
but he wu do11.dly eriou . He 1poke again: "Nothing you 
do means anything to anybody." "That' true", she 
responded, "but whatever you do memis something to 
you, for yourself. doesn't it?" His mind was going in 
all directions at once and, yet, it did not matter because 
each line of thought came out to the same thing: "It's 
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meaningless - empty - nothing matters:' She looked 
across the fields surrounding the library without focusing 
her eyes and rejoined: "What you say is the m1th-:i 
hard truth - but what arc the altemati\·cs? Religion? 
Suicide? Escape by rejecting ourselves? Oppose life
because it will end? Foolishness! We'll all lose C\·cntually 
\Ve arc something- enjoy whatever pleasure that brings 
and re1·o!t against the suffering. . But always know 
what you mu1t come to, and rejoice that, though you 
know it, you still live." After a slight pause in the con-
1·crsation, Albert said: "You're a Pagan.'' She drew hc1 
eyes to his, smiled as a child would who has just deceived 
her ciders, and said: "How very insightful of you. Albert 
The gods of the heavens arc all my friends. We must 
all be Pagans to be free to help and love each other 
for the sake ofan unfettered cxistcncc----ofan uncluttered 
living.'' :\"ow, Albert was gazing over the land about 
him - it was multicolored and rather pleasing. He said 
,. [ bclie\·e you . always ha1·c. I've been too bus~ 
langui hing weeping, to look. I guess I gucs;; I 
have no ri~ht." His eyes fell back on her - she was 
neither slave, nor master, but an cqu:il, a companion -
hit only hope. On a strange Sunday, as the noon hours 
pa~d by, the gods were treated very kindly by Albert 
and his newly-found playmate 

His oyl! saw only white - they were fixed on the 
ceiling. (The birds filled the air with their screeching. 
They were deafenng, and the dark-haired girl sat in back 
of him.) hry. the imbcdclcd lines of her face more 
pronounced than ever, sat by her husband's bed ;ind 
watched a nurse who had just entered the room with 
another bonle of colorless liquid. C'Goodbye . will I 
sec you again?" ··J suppose so," she smiled.) llis pain 
had, finally, become unbearable. He knew what must 
happen but trained aiain t the thought of it. (lie won
dered, walking away from the library. why he had not 
seen her before - she was beautiful. He had been too 
long too long at the wrong altar. He would ah,a), 
be losing and had to love without hope.) Everythint:" in 
the room twirled around him as he slowly closed his eye,, 
to the white, blank ceiling above. ( He had not eaten 
dinner, and he felt the emptiness of his stomach. I le 
started the car.) He exhaled his last breath. His wife·, 
tears could not touch him. The night outside was clca1 
and hannless. In a park on the other side of town, two 
people sat on a bench as they laughed, 1:1.lkcd, and 
argued. The stars were calm and beautiful - :i.nd cold. 
The gods were everywhere. In 1hc early hours of morn
ing, Albert had ceased to be concerned. His eyes had 
opened as if in reflex - they stared at the ceiling. 

joh11 DiBia." 



What's to Wonder 

\Vhat's heaven . 
Little girls with pink ribbon, 
In their hair, about in Springtime 
And up at tciYen, induli::ed in innocence. 
This ia heaven. 

What's hell 
Nighttime deep down in the dark dell. 
That'• hell 

What's bitter 
Lott love, loat face,to live and be 
Out of place, to long: for the,ong 
And hear ju1t a tv,icter. 
Very bitter 

\Vhat's sweet. 
A lo-.,e'1 lovely ki11 and a blush 

After the feat. 

\\lhat'snice 
A pretty girl and love. 
That 1hou!d suffice 

Paul Hathaway 

Universalities 

A Parable 

Before time began there were three spirits. The first 
1pirit looked around him and said: "I am the center of 
the universe. I will thine upon it and nouris!-i it and 
make it beautiful." The firtt spirit became the sun 

The second spirit felt the warmth of the first and 
knew that it wu cood, and he saw the light of the first 
and was filled with wonder at its brightneu and he re
flected its glow. The second spirit became the moon 

The third spirit looked around him and saw the sun 
and its light and the reflected light from the moon and 
said: "Herc is nourishment and warmth and light. I 
will take all and give nothing in return." The third 
spirit became the earth 

Polly E. Keene 
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011 A Walk At 3:00 A.AI. 

A street light han&• barren 
Against the blackne•, 
An outpost to some truck 
Highballing to some neon hell 
A train's whistle cuts 
The heavy night air 
Louder it grows - then gone, 
Gone forever -- lost - save to the romantic's heart 
Lights flicker in an all-night 
Laundramat-Oh God-
Save us from 
"Dirt Backwash"! 
A blue1ign fluhoa 
Against a blank white-washed wall -
Je1u11a-.,es Jo1u11ave 
Then home again 
And to my room 
Where I can sit 
And listen to the grass grow 

Bill McQuade 

JJfind Over JJfatter? 

How strange mankind is 
to unleash the particles of matter 
for their powct 
when he hasn't even tried 
to learn the meaning of the power 
that's within him 
let alone to utilize this force 

How blind he is 
how blind 
Blind Mankind 
Matter 
is a!\ that matters 
Never mind 
Mind.* 
In this government 
of the people 
buy the people 
Matter 
is all that matters 

Polly E. Kerne 

*According to Hindu belief, the soul of man resides in 
the unconscious of the mind. It is in this dual sense 
that the word is used here. 
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iffy Emptyness 

hallow 
follow that hallowed hallow hell 

Tomorrowstoday. 
tell me about the place, 
face m face, knowledge's embrace 

It's Empty 

Walle, Hayman 

Shards for Him 

rou are my drunken godlessness, 
reeling about in the sea draught of wine, 

occasionally to stumble onto your bed of nails 
only 10 dream that I am come to satiate }'Our thirst of 

death, 

will measure out the dryness of your life 
with smooth sea-tottering cups. 
though when you wake, you hurl me head-long 
into the blind of a hurricanes loveless eye. 
afterwards, only to say· 

oh, I remember you, 
like the trickles of chiffon 
we tumbled 

the liquid lace of delicacy 
so rise, up from your bed of nails, 
and, if you must, find me. 
And though I wear red grasses, 
can rainbow the pale of your wounds, 
I tell you I am long after the storm, 
am not calm, 

and have died many times, 
far far from the sea. 
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Ann Francis Walsh 

Dinner 

Damn! Do I hate to cat alone. Should 'a called Bill 
or Mack. Ha - funny . just like before 

Al- Joe, Joe - you got the flowers? 
Joe - No. Mack, Judy's cousin, is bringin them 
Al - He'd better hurry up - it starts in twenty minutes 

We were supposed to be there ten minutes ago. 
Joe-Look, don't get me started; I said he'd get here. 

I know we're late. Damn-it, do 'ya think I want to 
be late for my own weddin? 

Al - Aw-right, aw-right- sorry. 1 know you're nervous. 
What guy wouldn't be right before his wcdclin? 

Judy-Joe-Joe hone}'. do you feel all-right? 
Joe-Of course Judy. I'm O.K.-line-just a bit 

tired. Guess I drank a little too much. 
Judy-Do you want me to drive? I mean, I really 

\.\'OUldn't mind 
Joe- Judy - please don't go hcnpt.-ckin me already . 

not on the first night anywa}-s. I said I was O.K. 
Judy- I'm sorry Joe - You really don't think I'm hen• 

pecking you _ . Do you? 
Joe - Nah - I was just kiddin 

Why the hell do I always end up sittin next to some 
fat slob for - s'enough 'ta make your stomach turn. 
That's righl lady - stare. So what if I'm sittin alone. 
'Ya think I've got no friends or somethin? Old Hitch! 
Al - Herc's Mack. C'mon Joe - We can't keep 'cm 

waitin at the church. 
Joe- Yeah- Wait 'a minute Al. First want 'ta get a 

look at this place. 'Ya know this is the last time I'll 
be in this house a single man 

Al- Yeah-yeah. There'll be plenty 'a ti.me for the 
tears later on . C'mon now or we'll be late. 

Mack- Hey! You two guys comin? Haven't got all day 
'ya know. 

Judy- Joe - wasn't it a wonderful wedding? I mean, 
evel')'One seemed real happy, and even aunt Maud 
said she had a good time. 

Joe - Judy, you get 'a couple-'a drinks in your aunt 
Maud an she'd have a blast at a wake. 

Judy- Joe, how much farther do we have to go? 
Joe - Not too far honey - maybe seventy-eighty miles. 
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Jud) Wish we were there already. Is the place big? 
Joe - Hon, wait'll you sec it - "A beautiful hone)·· 

moon mansion," . . that's what the brochure the 
1ra\"cl agency sent us said. 

Jud)' - Joe . I love you hon. I - I - I really can't 
e.xplain it, but you're just so good for me. 

Glad that old bitch left - little more of her starin 
an I'd ' a told her right where to go. funny - never 
thought I'd end up sittin in a lousy cafeteria eatin 
dinner just 'a week after I was mal'ricd. Boy, is this food 
l'Otten-tastcs\ikeshit. 

Joe-Hey! C'mon Mack-take it easy, slow down. 
What 'ya tryin to do-get us all killed? At least 
wait till the wcddin's over with. 

~1ack- If you guys didn't screw around for so long in 
that house we'd 'a been there by now. 

Al - Well there's no use in speeding now Look, we're 
here and the bride's car didn't even get here yet. 

Mac - It's 1101 supposed to be here stupid - Joe', sup• 
posed to be here first. 

Al - \laybe that's what's wrong with these "e<ldins. 
'Ya know - why don't we be different 'an enter 
after the bride ... huh? That'd be funny huh 
Joe? 

Joe- C'amon, knock it off you guys. Can't 'ya sec I'm 
nen-ous awready? 

~lack - C'amon, let's go in 'an stop foolin Mound. 

Just doesn't seem fair - rotten garbage - stinks! 

Judy-Joe-you're so nice and wanu. Why did you 
get a place so far away? 

Joe - Hon, that's the on\}' place wi1hin drivin distance 
and besides, Bill and Gail went 1here on their 

honeymoon 'an said they had a ball 
Judy- I know they went there. Did they really breal

the boards holding up the bed like they sa.id? 
Joe - I don't know - But if I know Bill, 1he hot ~hit 

wasn'1 kiddin. Sorry hon 
Judy-Joe-honey, can't we slop now? I mean. 

Al - Now don't forget what the p1ies1 said Joe when 
the organ star1s playin, }'OU march down real slQ\, 
and wait for the bride. S.1.vy? 



Joe - I know, I know. Damn - wish my knees would 
stop shaking- Any place we can have a butt 
around here? 

Al - Don't be funny- we're in church 'ya know. 
Joe- Ha, funny how at this time last year I swore I'd 

never get married 
Al-Yeah-you traitor 
Joe-You're just jcalo~s tl!at ;u didn't get Judy. 

How the hell can people cat in this garbage pail 
day after day and still have a stomach. I'll tell 'ya, it's 
the last time I'll ever ea! i\thi!dump 

Judy-Please Joe 
Joe - A wright hon - I was just thinkin the same thing 
Judy-Joe, shouldn't you pull in off the road. I mean 

- suppose somebody secs us? 
Joe - Judy honey- it's eleven P.M. Nobody's gonna 

be going past here until tomorrow mornin. Even the 
kids with hot rods wouldn't fool around on these 
curves 

Judy - 0.K. hon - just come over here 

~lack-Joe, she's the most beautiful girl, I mean bride 
l'vccvcrscen 

Joe - Yeah - Boy, I really am a lucky guy. You've got 
the rings- Haven't you? 

~tack-Of course-You only reminded me ten times 
already. What kind of best man do you think I am 
anyways? 

Judy- Joe, Joe - I love you, I love you . 
Joe-Judy don't talk now-don't talk- just love me 

-love me 

Al - There's the organ; let's go. 

Joe - I take this woman to be -
Judy-I do 
Joe-I do. 

Garbage-God-damned garbage. It shouldn't be 
this way-it just isn't fair 

Judy-Joe-those lights!-We're gonna be
Joc- No! No! Judy duck . 

God-damn - do I hate eatin alone 

Charlu Abosamra 

20 

Prancing cacophony whirls about us all 

Preaching in its undulations great respect 

For wants above our needs 

No Lorelei so dulcet ever wooed, 

Nor enigmatic portrait ever lured, 

With such an eerie force young legions 

To the beetling cliffs of indulgence 

To want is fearful, frustrating, and 

Much worse; "To be or not to be" pales 

Before the prospect of have-not. 

Vast reaches of unknown unfold their inky wings 

And fly into our shrinking faces - RECOIL! 

Ascetic? What is that? Denial is the grossest 

Evil morst can conceive, and future in the galaxies 

Is shriveled by mere discomfort. 

Puny we shall eternally be, UNLESS 

Or BECAUSE or UNTIL 

We MAY awake (or snore and dream) to 

Onelessness. 

P. G. fliro,u 

A New Life 

Can't I walk where I will? ls it so bad to lie down 
when I want to? ls it so earthshaking to sleep a restful 
sleep when I have a need to? I will be alone to hear 
myself breathe, to follow each inhalation with a severe 
self-consciousness - to sec nothing else but the undulat
ing spiral of my life's precarious continuum. What will I 
be, you ask? Do I know so little or have you, in under
standing so much, forgotten the little upon which ou1 
reality revolves? Would you have me negate the pene
tration of an inward universe? Do you know what you 
ask? (Look forward: I sec them struggling- how nicely 
they deprive each other of their lives and minds, how 
wonderful it is to hurt each other. Behind these crumbl
ing bushes, charging up these furious slopes, being 
hauled over these dead oceans and seas - the occupa
tions of the soul? I can no longer bear to look. The 
cowards will be the ones who fight the last battle of 
righteous glory.) I watch great flocks of birds and, as I 
observe, they, quite suddenly, fly away from me. I know 
that the joy of being close to them docs not come from 
a desire 10 dominate them but, rather, from my needing 
them to be what they arc now and will be later - they 
glide away so gracefully. {Look foz-ward: I sec blood 
running-and it is not only red blood. It runs right to 
the gutter and settles in the shallow dirt, and is carried 
off by a hard rain fall. The blood seeps out from a 
blackened tree - a burned out tree is bleeding.) I 
finally see the water falling- I see it close to me. h 
falls to an amber plain beneath the cliff and meanders 
off to an unconscious, waiting sea. ( Look forward: I 
see, with a treacherous clarity, the tracer bullet's path-
I sec the heartless streak of startling, Judas-like, deathly 
light approaching. My death, though it comes at any 
instant, will not be such a betrayal.) I peck at the sky 
above, and it reproaches me if I do not go to a place far 
away, where I can know of the things so far within, yet 
overhead. But, still you ask, whal will I be? (Look 
backward: I won't be my father's Jack and I won't be 
my mother's Jill. Say what you like, I'm gonna be a 
fiddlds wife and fiddle all my life. "I swear I don't 
know what's wrong with him. Stop reciting that stupid 
rhyme or I'll lock you in your room!" I don't care - I 
enjoy the words. "Go to your room!") I hear a little 
girl singing- her voice flows like a. violin. She reaches 
up into heavens - she trys to go beyond. She feels the 
urgency of her attempts but cannot tell me about her 
self. The sound of her voice ma.y be all that is needed 
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Sometimes I feel the wind around me and, often. it 
blows so strong tha1 it knocks me down and deranges my 
mind. But I always get up in time to catch the gentler 
breezes and to hear their whisdings through the count
less limbs of the trees nearby. (Look forward: I see a 
wide-eyed baby, in its crib, expecting some milk. The 
Statue of Libeny is in the room. I sec her kill the crying 
thing with her fiery torch. The lcucrs ''GE" are stamped 
on her forehead. She is a caricature, a pretender of the 
real thing. She is a lousy fake who hates expectant kids 
- she is the dcbutantc with a respectable smile and the 
torch turned upside down. Should I pluck my eyes out?) 
And, still, what will I be? I hear a mountain in the mist 
and it tells me what I must do; I must fill my lungs 
with air and let out a bellow that all of you can hear. 
And I do it. (Look forward: I see them coming toward 
me! The robot of Liberty, the corporation's imagery, the 
big busts, motherhood with its skins pulled down low, ice 
cream and candy, home-made cakes and bombs, shiny 
Chevrole1s, and "God" - they arc surrounding me and 
pushing me to an artificial death. l must flee to pre
serve myself, but where? I must be alone. I must have 
life.) From the mountain top, I yell Olll with all n\) 

might: 00 YOU HEAR (I'LL BE A FIDDLER'S 
WIFE!) I'LL MARRY WHOMEVER I WAKT TO 
~IARRY AND I'LL DREAM ~IY OW:\' DREA:>.IS! 
I CAST YOU OFF AND E~IBRACE THE GREAT
EST SA:\'ITY I HAVE EVER KNOWN. (Look back
ward: "What's bothering you? What is it-can't you 
tell me? Why don'! you mix in? Why are you always 
alone in your room? What's wrong with you? What's 
wrong with you? Arc you listening to me?") I WANT 
TO HEAR MYSELF-TO HEAR WHAT l'~·l SAY
ING AND TO HEED \VHAT 1 AM. I LISTEN TO 
THE FUTURE RAl:\'S UPON MY WINDOW AND 
I CATCH THE ODORS OF THE CO~IING SEA
SONS. AND I A~I FRIGHTENED- I A~I E\'EN 
FRIGHTE'.\'ED OF TH.£ HERE ANO NOW. BUT 
THAT IS '.\'0 MATTER, FOR IT WOULD NOT 
CHANGE THINGS IF I \VERE NOT. I WILL AL
WAYS BE-FOR AS LONG AS I LIVE- WHAT 
I ALREADY AM - ~IE. AND, YET, I AL\VA YS A~! 
BECOMING MYSELI~ - BECO}.IINC MORE OF 
ME. AND THAT sn,tPLE FUTURE INCLUDES 
EVERYTHING OF VALUE ANO NOTHING OF 
WHAT YOU OFFER. 

John DiBiasc 



The Gift 
The only evidence of the active world was the 

sound of an occasional auto humming: by on the high
way. Frank Daniels was comfortably stretched out on 
the bed inside unit 26. For the rest of the world outside 
this was an ordinary Fcbru<ll)' evening. For Frank, to
night was special. 

He had been here many times before to 
temporary rcpriC\'C from reality. Pleasure was here 
good scotch, a cigarette, the pleasant, soft murmur of the 
late night music,and the physical freedom of nakedness 

Pleasure had been here in the form of the woman 
who usually shared these retreats with him. She was no 
longer a part of Frank's essence, but tonight she had 
more meaning for him than she ever had when they had 
loved together. ft was she who had released him from 
the brittle shell of bitterness and taught him the little 
things of life that had the power to give joy. 

He had never understood her. It had been a game 
with him to accept her belief that it was such things as 
giving or receiving a gift that made life joyful. She loved 
gifts. Like a shy little child she would give Frank a poem, 
a flower, or a colored stone. It became more than a 
game1 though, because after a time he gave her small 
gifts, and he could not explain the strange warm feeling 
he felt when she would smile with her eyes - only her 
eyes. 

It did not maner that he could not understand her. 
I-le lo\·ed her and wished only that somehow she would 
understand his presence here tonight - to understand 
how the gift he had in his bag had more meaning than 
any of the past gifts. Only he could understand; just as 
only he could understand the truth about everything. 

No one had had more ups and downs than Frank 
Daniels. He had been up as high as General Sales 
Manager of Lindhom Incorporated and down as how as 
number 74362 in the alcoholic ward of the state mental 
hospital. For 36 years the struggle for sclf-reali~ation had 
gone on. Success was as easy to achieve as failure, but 
failure always followed success. No endeavor proved to 
be exciting or important enough to satisfy that cancerous 
disease of boredom; yet no frustration had been strong 
enough to prevent him from going on in his desperate 
search for himself. 

The doctors at the state hospital had convinced him 
that drink only helped him to lose himsclf. They had, 
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during therapy clinics reaffirmed Frank's belie( that life 
had a purpose. After bis discharge from the hospital he 
decided his purpose was to find the trnth of things. 

Hints about the truth came in the fonn of the girl 
who taught him the wa1m meaning of a gift; other hints 
came when he faced the reality that there was one field 
in which he was less inclined to desert because of bore
dom - the field of music. 

There was no rhyme or reason why his music and 
his woman slowly smothered the formerly unsatiabk 
urge to search for something else. Somehow he changed 
There was purpose to his life. Whatever it had been 
that could not be satisfied in him was buried in him 01· 
gone. The challenge to improve himself in music grew 
greater and greater as his playing improved. There 
seemed to be a ratio between his musical improvement 
and his awareness of the joy of being alive 

He smiled as he opened the gift. Never had he felt 
such fulfillment and peace as tonight. Tonight he had 
admitted that he had found the real truth - the truth 
that his search was for this thing he found in his music, 
the truth that the recent injury to his hands was real, 
that he so quickly lost his physical capacity to play, that 
she could never understand this new endeavor tonight 

His crippled hands lifted the gift he had bought for· 
himself. He stared at it and wondered how many people 
in the mad world outside were searching for the truth 
he had found. The muzzle of the gun felt cool in his 
mouth, but he was dead before he could taste the 
powder. 

The dove of peace was flying high 
One fine day in spring. 
He landed - looked around 
And then he flew away. 

Ed Fahey 

W. J. McQuade 

To a Red, Red Rose 
Scarlet valleys, crimson peaks, 

Cradled velvet laps, 
Beauty's hailed thee loveliness -

A masterpiece perhaps! 
Enriched by mellow stalks of sun, 

And gilded by the breeze, 
The pearl of nature's cunning, yet 

The damn thing makes me sneeze! 

Maureen F. Blais 

Cape Cod Lost 

in the distance gray clouds 
arc closing over 

a white-capped sea 
and cares are rushing 

like cars 
to cross broken white lines 

scrub pines and sand dunes 
returning 

to sentinel solitude 
and I away 

from waznl 
peaceful chaos 

Jo$eplii11e Zuchowski 

On Censorship 

You mustn't read Fanny 1-lill, 
her spicy ebullience may taint your soul. 
So speciously promulgate the intransient censors, 
the self-ordained o\"ersccrs of American morality. 
Priggish and self-righteous, the unknowing intruders 
seek the abolition of wickedness in literature 
Forgetting, the fools, that the real evil exists 
only in the minds of men 

George M. Sako 
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On Bended Knee 

On bended knee, I look to you 

And say: 

'•Will you be mine?" 

But you look down wi1h tenderness and say: 

"Will you get up?" 

Human Nature 

We all appreciate the spring 

from winter"s bondage freed; 

The first mowing of the grass 

what pleasure it docs bring 

But comes the heat of summertime 

we sing a different tune; 

Oh to have a little snow 

To cool our swelt'ring clime 

C. A &rnn 

And when months hence the snow docs fall 

arc we full satisfied? 

Only the first snow storm is fun 

The shoveling ruins all. 

Jeffrey Vernon Wcbbn 



A Saga of the Deep - or lVho's the Captain 

The captain strode the gleaming deck, 
His pirate's heart aglow 

The cold spray splashed his booted feet, 
His tread was firm and slow. 

Then suddenly the look-out cried, 
"Ahoy! A ship I sec!" 

The captain roared his dread commands 
And ga1.cd far oul to sea. 

"Yea, polish up your cutlasses, 
Hist up that skull and bones, 

We'll get that treasure in her hold, 
And send her down to Davey Jones." 

His unsuspecting prey drew near, 
A Spanish galleon bold. 

And well the pirate captain knew 
That she was bearing gold, 

"The grappling hooks! The grappling hooks!'' 
The pirate captain cried 

"Come, bring 'em up right now! Ye hear? 
Soon we'll be o'er her side. 

There! Now we've got cm tight and fast 
Over when I say three! 

We'll get all the gold they have 
And show them no mercy. 

Now, one, two, - ." The captain stopped 
Before the count of three 

A voice had from the cabin come. 
He went there sheepishly, 

Resigned, the pirates took their hooks 
From out the galleon's side. 

They haul'd right down their jolly flag 
And bitterly they sighed. 

Ama:i:cd the Spaniards watch'd their work 
Oh, why this sudden halt? 

Had magic from that cabin come 
To soften that old salt? 

"Now why did you forsake our gold?" 
A Spaniard sought to know 

Up spoke the grizzled pirate's mate: 
"Aw! The captain's wife said 'no'!" 
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C. A. Barnes 




