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SHAFTED

Dropping his bow and arrows in the snow, John Ridgewell sat down in the small
clearing with the gentle grace of a boy in his late teens, and put his back against
a large tree, He pulled out a pack of cigarettes and put one in his mouth., "Have
one?", John asked as he held the pack of Lucky Strikes in his outstretched hand,
The older man sitting with his back leaning against a log a yard or two away made
no reply, so John put the cigarettes in the bottom pocket of his red hunting vest,

"Got a match?" John asked, and, without waiting for an answer, said, "Never
mind, I have one somewhere" as he fumbled through the pockets of his coat.

"You done much hunting in these parts before?" the boy asked after a short
period of silence, "No," John answered his own question, "I don't suppose you
have. You look like a city fella, I mean with them clothes. Around here you
don't wear that kinda outfit...get mistaken for a deer too easy."

John leaned back against the tree and took a long drag from his cigarette.
"Mighty cold today," he commented. "Think I'll build a fire." In about ten
minutes there was a small fire between them, made from twigs and moss that John
had gathered,

He then sat back against the tree and studied the man sitting in the snow
on the other side of the fire from him, John saw that the man was about fifty,

a large man, with brown hair and eyes, and a rather pale camplexion., Well off,
the boy thought as his eyes fell on the new Browning automatic at the stranger's
side...probably a big businessman...he had that look, nothing the boy could ex-
plain,..just that look, He wasn't so smart, though...no red clothing; who was
to tell whether it was he or a deer in the bushes?

John opened the conversation again by asking, "Ever done any hunting with
a bow and arrow? It's a lota fun." John picked up an arrow, started fiddling
with the red feather on the end of the shaft, and then continued his story. "Got
me a big one today around here. Must've only wounded him, though, 'cause he got
away., "

Then a voice called out in the distance: "John, John, where are you?"

"That's my brother, Bob," John told the stranger as he rose to leave. "He'll
be wanting me to go home now."

John got up and left, and as the thick undergrowth hid the departing figure
from sight, the stranger fell forward into the snow - the red feathers of an ar-
row in his back sparkling as the last rays of the setting sun fell on it.

-~Albert Simons, '69
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BUZZARDS

A twinge of air
As the black feathered tribe
Sails and glides
Through its circular orbit,
Thickening while descending
Upon the putrescent plasmic corpse.
A swirling funnel of death
Slowly attaining its vertex.
--William Justin Comstock, '66
HHHE HHEEE
NEW YEAR'S EVE

Larry, nineteen, was reclining in a dilapidated armchair on two pillows (to
keep from slipping through the hole in the seat), watching Guy Lombardo and the
merry middle-aged couples on a new portable television, a Christmas present, Ann,
eighteen, was picking her way through beer cans, Sunday's paper, a diaper, trying
to make a corner of the room respectable. New Year's Eve.

Outside, two couples piled out of a '58 Chevy in exaggerated jocularity, They
staggered to the doorstep, intoxicated by themselves and the night air., A good
time,

Larry, half asleep, suddenly awoke, bounded from the chair to the door. Ann
hastily pushed back her hair and made an attempt at pinning it., Rejuvenated, eyes
wide with exitement, Larry opened the door. Shrieking salutations filled and re-
verberated throughout a room almost virgin to it. Larry called out for drink re-
quests, although the supply was limited to beer and cheap wine.

They started playing bridge, though six can't play, and two of them lay on
the couch necking and drinking (the kissing diminishing as the drinking increased).
A hand of bridge was barely finished when one of the boys slapped his date on the
derriere, and then squesls, pushing, laughing, hugging followed. The table fell
over,

Only a vase broke., Guy Lombardo announced the approaching new year, and as
balloons fell, the couples stood in silent embrace. Then they moved away the chair
and table and started dancing - at first a slow waltz and then, becoming bored,
Lhey tried switching to an over-dramatic tango, strutting back and forth.

A wail broke in from overhead, and they stopped their grotesque dance. It
was the baby, Ann opened a side door and skirted up the steep wooden stairway.
Seconds later she returned, carrying the small babe in a soiled blanket. The
couples cooed their approval, and one boy offered it a sip of beer. They all

laughed as the baby grimaced in disgust. Each one took his turn holding and
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rocking the little creature, poking him occasionally to make him laugh. The in-

fant tired of the play even sooner than the others, and so Ann had to return him
to his cradle upstairs.

Larry was discoursing on the precociousness of the baby when Ann came down
again and whispered in his ear, She was sick., She hadn't felt well all evening,
and now it was worse, She went into the bathroom, as Larry explained her condition
to the two young couples. They in return expressed their sorrow and left the apart-
ment quietly. Outside, however, the Chevy motor revved up; the car zoomed off
leaving behind only echoes of laughter,

Larry left the doorway, closing the door, and fell into the ammchair. The
television was still on, and, in a moment of fury, Larry jumoed up almost as if
to kick in the screen. He only flicked it off and fell back into the chair,
nauseous,

Ann came out of the bathroom and walked over to the back of the chair. Larry
did not turn or make any sign of recognition, Her eyes swelling with tears, Amn
threw her arms around Larry, sobbing, "I'm sorry!"

--Jim Rogers, '66
SHEEHE HEEEE
TO PATRICIA
My cruel fom
does pollute, putrefy, bastardize
The sweet innocence of her body and mind,
The spring garden beauty of her figure.
How? to relate her ecstatic and delicate,
continually evanescent charm, enchantment,
beauty, with this
honest,
-stimulation by shock-
bitter,
form,

Bitter of the past - not yet - sweetness of the present.

Rising affection still
interrogates
my truths,
my hopé s,
my fears.
Life's helpless subservience to time,

My time away from Patty.



The weapons of time trying to discharge unnoticed tragedy:

failing memory,
overestimation,
her needed stimulation,

time's new experiences.

We can only personally fulfill our

lives if we focus our minds like the

circular fields of a binocular
Together! Patty and I! Wel!l

Need more weeks to graft this clasp!

Patricia ~ sweet purity,

Innocence without ignorance,

The perfection who loves my deficiencies;
She's proud of her body and brain - She thinks.

We're together. We're better!

I need Patty's love
Before "society says" I should.

We have a socially pnroper need and lovej

We'tve trapped and ccantrolled lusi in a secure cage.

Pray we be alilowed %o loose it --proparly, honestly,

Pray no“hing hurt Patty.
I care - really care - for, abeut Patty,

Not poussession but ILOVE - lasting.

Suppress your jealousy!

Bz proud that my love exists!
Either exclaim or pity!

For love dictates only extremes;
Else it isn't LOVE.

I LOVE Patricia.

--Andrew Sayre, '67

SEHERE ER88
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I THE OMNIPOTENT
As I was pondering my fate of heavenly ascension
And thought about my meeting with my God,
There suddenly flashed a thought that I Am
He whom I pray to and entreat.
I am the one on whom I lean for support,
And I am either adequate or inadequate for my needs.
VWhat man does not cry unto himself,
Does not search himself for an answer--
The answer to a prayer of need, or desire?
For it is to himself that man first calls upon,
And then finds himself inadequate, and calls upon
A greater crutch, the stronger, imaginary one of the mind,
The bigger and better manifestation of what he wants to be.
--Bucky Smith, *66
R HEHHE
THE REVERIE OF A LONELY NIGHT
When I have felt how life is gone so fast, so good, so fair, but
yet with this sterility, it is not yet, and yet i% is the thing I waut,
that thing is death, all things encompassing. Life to man no fairer
is, and is to be enjoyed, but petty things and petty sorrows, and petiy,
petty things stuff up and block, and cannot get away, for they are here,
and here they stay. Sobriety, inebriate and many other things, society,
society, you fly on devil's wings. O, come again, o come again though
you may never stay; you are my dream, you are my life, o come tome, I
pray. And now thy holy part stay still, need you not to dream;'tis life,
'tis life, 'tis flesh alone that lives and does not seem.
--David Margolies, '66
FEEE SHEEEE
ADEN, 1956
The dusty Cadillac taxi cab with its stained and moth-eaten upholstery stopped
at the foot of the gangway. The white Aden dust swirled in the harsh sunlight
for a moment, and then added an additional coat to the once black exterior of the
car, I was nine years old, and feeling very unccmfortable beczause I had to go
to the bathroom, but was too embarrassed to say anything about it. I felt rather
uneasy with the stern-faced Mrs. Pritchard around, who was accompanying my family
and me on cur tour of the Near Eastern port. I would have preferred to stay on

the ship and play with my new toy soldiers, than to spend the day in a hot, crampe<
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taxi, looking at dull Moslem mosques. Mrs. Pritchard even insisted on keeping
the windows closed, because the dust and odors bothered her. My bowels and head
began to ache.

I was idly watching the scene of cheap watch peddlers and camels through the
window (I was very blasé about such things at the time), when I saw my first beg-
gar. He seemed to be around fifty years old, with a growth of dirty grey beard.
His body wag perfectly normal from the waist up, but he had no legs or even stumps.
He moved around on a board with casters attached, propelling himself by his hands
on the ground, And he smiled. It was a great tcothless grin, which increased
to show his gums whencver someone dropped a pemny or two into the cup that he con-
tinually bea_t upon the ground. His eyes looked happy also, without a trace of
the self-pity that I thought would be there.

He was only one of the many beggars that I saw that day. Amless, legless,
handless, earless - they gave me my first heavy dose of human suffering. However,
the skin stretched over the stumps and the distorted limbs ceased to sicken me
as the day wore on, and my own physical discomforts regained their precedencs.
Someone told me that the parents would pull an am or leg off a boy when he was
young so that he would be better equipped to bsg. I began to look at the beggars!'
faces, There was self-pity ia a few, I thought, but the majority had the same
listless, blank faces that I later saw on New York busses and subways. As in
any civilization, there were also the happy ones, lilce the legless smiler, Despite
their disease, want, and starvation, they lived their lives with some kind of spark,
laughing and jabbering in the dust and filth of the streets. Mrs. Pritchard seemed
to find them invisible, or the air above them better suited for her eyes. No
Jabbering, armless monkey was going to spoil her day.

I finally found a bathroom in the hack of a camera shop, and when I passed
into the street again, I had lost all interest in the beggars. I no longer suf-
fered with them, As a newly seasonad traveller, I joined Mms, Pritchard in the
inspection of the air over ths beggars' heads., I was looklng forward to the Walt
Disney film that was to be shown onboard onr ship that night,

--John Reecve, '66
RO 3HE0E
Those buzzing insects--
annoying flight near the ear--
their only pleasure.
--Andy Sayre, '67

I BREEE



LAWRENCE

"Wow! Have you ever grown)" said Lawrence as he swung his suitcase off the
hissing railroad car. His younger brother, Miles, who had been standing stiffly
on the platfom for nearly an hour, ran to greet him and placed himself at his
elbow,

"Did you come down here to meet me all by yourself?" Lawrence asked cheer-
fully.

"Didn't you get my letter? I got my license while you were at college."

"Oh! That's right. I'd forgotten. Would have written you back if I hadn't
been so busy, How many times did you take the test?"

“Just twice," said Miles, a bit proud that he had not passed the first time.

"Not bad, not bad, Where's the car?"

As he turned the ignition switch, Miles shivered with excitement. This was
the first time he had driven with Lawrence in the car, and he hoped he wou:ld make
a good showing of his skill at driving. Releasing the clutch pedal ever so slowly,
he tried unsuccessfully not to stall,

"The cluteh is worn," he said hastily as the engine died.

At last Miles coaxed the car out of the parking lot, praying that he would
not stall again., A single drop of swcat rolled down his side.

"Watch the curbl"

"I am watching it, Larl" Miles insisted.

Lawrence was a good driver; in fact, he was good at everything. That was
she trouble with Lawrence: he was so good at everything. He had been president
of the Student Govermment in hich school, had played on varsity teams as long as
iilles could rcmember, and now he was in college, and alrsady president of the
“reshman Class.,

"That's called lugging," said Lawrence as thke car jerked spasmodically around
a corner., "Oh, I maant to ask you, are your grades any better this time?"

Miles bit his 1lip and wished Lawrence hadn't asked that question, but he
managed a "ot much," and left it at that,

"That's too bad, You'll have to get them up by the end of the year,"

"Yeah, I guess so." Miles glanced at his brother, trying to forget how much
Ye envied him--everyting about him, his even growth of beard, his handsome face,
the masculine aroma of his after-shave, and, of course, all his accomplishments.
Te garage was shut, so he left the car in the street. In the house the steaks
were sizzling, and the table was set, but Miles thought he smelled a fatted calf
and didn't come to dinner,

IHEEEE HHEHE --John Evans, '66
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The pleasure of life
is war, grief, plague, and famine;
Death the best of all.
--Ted Thornton, '66
8 300
A CHILDREN'S STORY

The frog hopped up to him again. Robert stared sullenly down at it, This
was the third day that the frog had visited him. He always came hopping down from
the woods to the left of the fam. And he always stayed an hour, Then he would
turn and make his way back to the woods.

Robert stared at the frog. For the first time since its first visit the
frog hopped up to his feet, It sat by Bob's left heel and looked up into his face.
Occasionally it would wink, Suddenly it took a leap. Landing on Bob's knee, the
frog faced the boy.

The frog spent the rest of the day playing with the young boy, although the
boy was not too enthusiastic, He was still worried about his mother's death.

The frog jumped down from the porch steps where he had been resting. Bob
smiled as he watched it, The frog took an enormous leap and landed by Bob's
mother's rose bushes., He turned and sat still, facing the boy. Bob sat still,
looking into the frog's tiny eyes. The frog jumped back towards him and sat
silently, immobile, about half way from the bushes. Then turning quickly, he
took a second leap equally as large as his first.

Bob watched the frog, wondering what he was doing., He saw the frog turn
back to him, Staring into those small dots on the frog's eyes, he decided to play,
As he stood up, the frog whirled and left the ground with a great leap which car-
ried him across the road in front of the cottage. He turned as he landed and
faced Bob. Bob took some steps towards the wooden fence which protected his lit-
tle brother from the carriages on the road., The frog watched. Suddenly he was
gone. Bob ran to the spot where the frog had just been. He was not there,

Bob sat by tae edge of the dirt by-way thinking about his friend the frog.

He grew sad again because it scemed that the frog had left him, just as everyone
elss had, He was beginning tc get used to these desertions. Getting up, he turned
@ the house again., '

"Croak, croak,"

Bob turned quickly. The frog was in the bush which lay before the woods.

He waited for another sound, When the croak came, he ran to the spot. The frog
Jumped before him, Once again they were playing the game.

"Croak, Croak." Bob followed the frog as it went into the woods, which were
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littered with a light sprinkling of early fall leaves. The frog led him in and
out among the pines, Bob became so entranced by the chase that he paid no at-
tention to where he went. He went deeper and deeper into the forest. The frog
stopped. Bob moved up next to it, still playing the game.

When he looked up, he found himself in a section of the forest he had never
been in before. It was beautiful, Above him the trees formed a natural canopy
which sheltered him from the sun, Beneath them the air was cool and moist. The
sun barely filtered through. Through this sanctuary ran a small brook. It mur-
mured softly and glistened as if it had some sort of life source of its own.

IT

Bob sat by the brook. It rippled and whirled by him, seeming to run faster
and faster the longer he sat by it. But he paid little attention to it.

The frog stocd up. "Robert," he said, "I've brought you here for a very good
reason. You are too unhappy. I knew that you would enjoy yourself here, so I
went to get you."

Robert looked happily at the frog, who had grown to be three feet tall since
the time they had entered the "cove," as the frog called his hame. By now Bob
was accustomed to both the frog's large size and his speech, which was grown-up.

"Mr. Gorf, I'm glad you brought me here, I hated it at home. Nobody paid
attention to me. They never really did. And now my mother is dead, they never
do. All I can do is sit on the porch and listen to them play with my little
brother Johnny."

Mr, Gorf, the frog, loocked at the boy who was now only slightly taller than
he himself., He was now at his largest size. Soon he would start shrinking again
and the boy also.

"Bobby, I'm here to play."

Together they played in the cove, Mr. Gorf took Bobby on his back, then
hopped around like a bucking bronco, but was careful to keep Bobby from falling.
The boy never seemed to tire. Whenever Mr, Gorf asked if they had had enough
play, Bobby said no and asked him to find a new game. So Goif tock him to the
"Sacred River." There, in a large pool, they went swimming together, Gorf even
took Bobby for a tour of the treasures which covered the bottom of the lake, swim-
ming along undervater as Bobby held onto his back, But eventually the boy did
tire, and Gorf brought him back to the cove. Never once did the boy talk of his
mother,

As they entered the cove, Bobby looked up. The trees seemed taller than be-
fore. They reached up to the sky. He looked at Gorf. The frog was the same size

as when they had started to play, Now he let Bobby call him "Gorf" instead of
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Mr, Gorf. So Bobby did not worry about the trees anymore.

Gorf saw the boy look to the trees, It was early evening now. Even though
the sun had barely filtered through the leaves above earlier in the day, the mag-
nificent stars shown brightly through the branches above. They never ceased to
amaze him, But now he and the boy were in the cove, and they had to move on.

"Robert," he looked at the boy who had turned from a boy of ten to a boy of
seven in the course of the afternoon, "We must eat.”

Turning, he hopped to a large tree, looking very funny to Bobby because he
seemed too old now to be doing anything that youthful. Slowly the bark moved away
from the tree to form a doorway. Bobby ran to the tree to icok through the door,
He saw a flight of stairs, Without a moment's thought, he ran down the stairs
into the lightead room at the foot of the stairs., He did not hear the sound of
the door shutting behind Mr, Gorf.

Within this subterranean room where he now stood, Bobby saw wonders he had
never even hoped to see. Along the walls stood rows of armonred knights, their
Jeweled swords flickering as the candlelight altered, He ran before each of them,
staring at them, touching them all to be sure they were reaily there, before he
turned to loock at the rest of the room, Royal banners hung from the ceilings.

He saw the same emblems on them that he had seen in pilcture “ooks, even one with

what he remembered was called the fleur-de-lis, He loved each of them, almost

as much ac he loved the suits of amour the knights wore. ™ien he saw the paint-
ing at ths end of the hall, It was the best part of the rowm. It was a gigan-
tic painting of a knight on his charger, rushing to mect his foe. His ammour glis-
tening in the sun, the red and blue plumes of his helmet fluttered in the breeze
with the blue kerchief tied about his left wrist, But there was more. The knight
actually moved, and tbs plumes actually fluttered. Dobby could not touch him,
but he knew he was there, and he knew he moved,

When Eobby tired of the knights, the banners, and the painting, he went back
to Gorf. The frog waited very patiently at the archway which led to the stairs,

"Would you like fo eat?" he asked.

"fes, yes!" Dobby shouted like 2 little boy asked if he wanted to ride the
carousel,

Gorf stood up on his hind legs and clapped twice, Suddenly, on the table
which stood between Bchby and the puinting was a banguet,

III

Gorf brought along the child. It was a very young child, about four years
old, Gorf himself was not in his former shape of a frog, He was human, He handed
the child over to another worker, saying, "This is Bobby Randall. Mark him






