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FRIENDSHIP IN THE STREET: JANUARY AFTERNOON
by Allen Chesney, '70

The crisp, sooty-fresh air isn't too cold
In the lee of the hulking buildings,

But out in the street
The wind blows so hard your wool-clad legs feel bare.

The sunlight gleams like ice on the city.
People go and come, trudging in the frozen slush,

Wishing they were where they want to be already.
Here comes a grizzly-bearded man

In faded cap and old army jacket,
Your friend and mine.

"Hey, buddy, got a cigaret?
Nice day if it wasn't for the wind."

Of course you have the cigaret,
Of course you have the match, the dollar bill.
He is anybody's buddy, but who knows him?
The only friend he speaks of is the wind.
It blusters on as he wanders down the block.

BLUE
by Will Cantler, '73

Blue. Blue is a color, a feeling, a
time of the day. Blue is a day when
everything seems to be beautiful and
clear except life. Blue is when you
start walking just to walk, and walk, and
walk. Blue is when you look at the clock
on the wall and the second hand is on
twelve but when you look back, after
what seems to be eternity, it's only
fourteen seconds later. Blue is a beach
at almost twilight, and no-one is in the
water or on the beach but you, and as
you sit there in the sand, you see the
sand castle you worked on all day get
hit by a wave you never thought would
get up that far. And blue is when, at

any time, and any place, you sit with
yourself, or walk, and suddenly, or slow-
ly, you see why everyone has done
whatever they have done, and for a
moment, you find Om, the lost chord,
the inner truth, the power and force
behind all things. And blue is when,
as you look at all the rest of the
world, you see that you were right. Blue
is alone and empty. Blue is a thought so
deep that you feel you couldn't have
thought it,, but you did. Blue is, how-
ever, only a feeling, or a color, or a
philosophy, because all colors are but
shades of something else.



SCENE
by Richard Kane, '70

(The scene is a bus stop. There is a
stop sign, a green wooden brench on stage.
There is a public telephone at stage
right. A very sloppy youth of indis-
tinguishable sex wearing blue jeans and a
green sweater sits slumped on the bench,
watching the parade of girls, occasionally
flicking the hair out of his (its) eyes.
A middle-aged businessman walks on
from stage left glancing at his watch
nervously, looking up the street for the
bus, and glancing at the youth. Finally,
the man speaks, with obvious reserva-
tion.)
Taylor: Excuse me, ah, do you happen

to know what time it is? (The youth
does not reply, or even acknowledge
the question.) Ah, excuse me, but do
you know the time? (The youth gets
up, pulls the man's left arm out, and
reads Taylor's watch.)

Garcia: Yeah. It's twenty past nine.
(He sits down on the bench and con-
tinues mentally stripping the female
passersby.)

Taylor: Well, I think my watch is slow.
(Another businessman in a gray flannel
suit walks on from stage left and
repeats Taylor's performance. Finally
he speaks.)

Manning: Do you have the correct time?
I am afraid my watch is not working
properly.

Taylor: No. I am afraid that my watch
might be off also, and I would not
want to mislead you.

Manning: Thank you for your concern.
I can see that you are aware that time
is money, as I am.

Taylor: Why, do you know, I was going
to say that four seconds ago. I do
wish that the bus would arrive. It is

due at 9:22, but that does me no good
with an incorrect timepiece.

Manning: We must ascertain the correct
time. I have many appointments this
morning, to which I cannot afford to
be tardy. I am ashamed to think that
my watch might be wrong. Do you
know, I was embarrassed to ask the
time of you.

Taylor: I assure you that I was equally
embarrassed to admit my uncertainty.
If there was a telephone near at hand,
we could call the Time Information
Center.

Manning: There is a public telephone.
Do you have ten cents?

Taylor: I believe so ... Yes here is a
dime. Alas, there is no directory.
Do you know the exchange?

Manning: I believe so ... Here, let me
dial it. (Both in the booth now,
Manning dials.) Oh, hello, is this
the Time Information Center? Oh, I
am sorry . . . Well you needn't be rude
about it. (hangs up) I must have
dialed a wrong number. Do you have
another dime? (Sound of a bus
coming and going while Taylor fishes
for a dime in his pocket.)

Taylor: Yes, here, my last one. Dial
correctly this time.

Manning: I will do my best, (dials)
Oh, hello. (To Smith) Yes ... At
the tone the time will be 9:23. (long
wait) . . . beep, (hangs up)

Taylor: I was right.
Manning: My watch was correct also.

Now where is that bus? Time is
money. (A particularly striking girl
walks across the street.)

Garcia: (lasciviously) Hey lady, have
you got the time?



ALONE
by Eric Groot, '70

Feet slowly, softly, shuffle overhead as she nears
me, as she comes alone.

The whispering willow's and rustling wind's moan
Is pierced by the night-owl's eerily poignant wail,
But six feet of cursed earth deaden my agonied groans
As I epileptically wriggle, frustrated by nature's

barrier.
The leaves cleave to clear a path
With foreknowledge of her midnight pilgrimage,
And the black gingerbread gate's open in inanimate

compassion.
Only I see her tears; I hear her as she softly

weeps for me, wanting me,
Wanting me back again,
Shrouded in a long black veil.

Then, ghost-like, she goes, silently, quickly.
I know she'll never return,
I knew she'd never return,
But in a moment's pleasure,

a moment's melancholy,
a moment's diversion,
death's delusion.

WITHIN HIMSELF
by Mark Leonard, '70

The first performer was good,
The crowd clapped.
He sat and stared.

The girl was better,
The crowd applauded.
He leaned back, and gazed at her.

The soloist was tremendous.
Immediate applause greeted his finale.
The crowd stood up.
He sat, eyes into the blackness.



STORM WARNINGS
by Jim Button, '70

The growl of distant thunder troubles the uneasy night.
The waning moon hides her ghostly pallor under tension-

fraught clouds,
Blacker than a blacksmith's anvil, ebony with work.
Lightning's fingers, thin cotton tendrils,
Flash in awesome warning against the darkening sky.
A lone star peers over a far horizon only to be
Snuffed out by a massive sea of black.
Rain-drops drizzle down window-panes in slant disarray.
White waves crest before the swift, yawing wind.

Rain pounds,
A symphony of echoing leaves, syncopated and sharp.
The world is a dingy grey
Waiting for the sun.

THE REVENGE OF THE APPLE VENDOR
by Ben Lord, 73

In an orchard on the bank of the
Concord, within the hailing of a well
tossed stone, a fruit vendor sold his
wares from a rugged stand. In those
years, times were hard and business was
bad. Ezekiel had pressed more apples
than he had sold and his family was
sustained by the threads of a bare living.
In the midday, a regal carriage crawled
across the dusty country road, flanked
by an armed guard of four and an officer.
The guards passed by the stand but
returned when they were hailed from
the cab. The driver dropped down from
his perch and comforted the horses. He
held their warm heads to his stomach
and stroked the snowy forelocks. The
horses snuffed at his pockets and he
gave them a rough cube of cane sugar.
The door of the cab opened stiffly and a
man with a red suit with gold embroidery
got out and froze into a deep bow. He
was one of those 'Abyssinian servants
who were revered for their intelligence
and manners. His wig was freshly pow-

dered and covered by a black tri-cornered
hat, with the crest of his manor upon it.
One of the guards fingered at his saddled
musket nervously and began to roll a
cigarette until reprimanded by the officer
and scolded, inquiring as to his etiquette.
The driver sneered as the Lord stepped
sluggishly from the cab, unseen, with a
hate that devoured him from within.
When the bloated, red-faced man had
stepped down the horses scolded him,
stomping ruts in the dust and whinying.
The Lord pulled nervously at his ring,
and the peddler seeing it, and recog-
nizing its owner, burned with the same
hate that the driver had known. The
passenger's features, adorning his frail
body with extravagent clothes. He had
a red waistcoat that dropped to the
calves in the back. The coat flared at
the waist. Long straight lapels dropped
down the front of his coat, parting at the
belly. Large engraved buttons ran down
the front. The leaves of lace poured out
of wrist and out of his tight collar



dropping over his vest. The sleeves were
of black satin pulled back with a set of
buttons. A tan vest with voluminous
pockets at the lower extremes, shined
softly in the sun and was almost without
wrinkle. Light brown knee breeches
drooped over the gleaming black boots,
almost hidden; hidden in the layers of
clothes was the stud of a rapier. The
Lord talked with the hint of haughty
pride,

"Apples! My dear sir, you knew I was
coming and you set them out for me!"

"Sir . . . "
"And I am glad to have your service.

Will you please place a bushel in the
carriage, sir."

"But, but ... Yes!" he said almost
startling the party. The vendor reached
under the table and pulled out a bushel
of apples.

"A little green aren't they, Peddler?"
"Oh, no, they are sweet as honey-

Ambrosia on earth!" The apples were
loaded into the carriage and placed under
a blanket. The driver mounted and the
procession rolled out of sight.

In the Tenneker Inn, hearty waves of
laughter rolled in like waves on a beach.
Merry voices told and heard the same
story over and over. Even the stern and
pious Reverend Keebe laughed lowly
between cups of the hot, bitter-sweet
cocoa. The mighty blacksmith, Noah
Graves, called for another ale for Ezekiel,
and all glasses were raised to his honor.
The innkeeper, a husky, jolly-eyed lady,
made a pot of custard pudding and gave
it out on the house.

But in another part of the town, in
the Administrative Mansion, a pallid man
in a white nightrobe lay heavy in bed.
He was surrounded by attendants; a
peevish doctor fluttered back and forth
nervously. Bordering upon uselessness he
called out shrilly, "More hot water, is
the tea ready? Dear, dear, dear!"

So it was that night when Ezekiel
Churchman, a simple farmer, struck a
blow for the colonial revolt, dealt a
gastronomic victory for his people—the
night when General Gage had a stomach
ache.

TWO POEMS
by Allen Chesney, '70

NOVEMBER

The leaf, the last on the bough,
Shivers, shaken by the moaning wind,
And with a last tug, lets go

Gliding slowly on the sighing breeze
Landing among a million other leaves

And is lost in a sea of dying color.

MARCH

The birds fly north with the coming spring
While the trees stand, black skeletons,

against the sky.
In a cool sunset twilight white months ago,
The same silent birds flew south
And these skeletons were gold and flame.
Now the yellow buds shine on spindly stems,
And the grass seems a little greener, for

winter is over.

THE HILL SONGS
by Allen Chesney, '70

There must be voices in these smoky hills,
Singing softly in the autumn breezes,
Crying, swept by winter's harshest winds,
Laughing as the gentle spring breath

teases.

There must be poems in these rising hills,
An older, simpler tongue's good-natured

sounds;
The falling roar of distant rocky streams,
The wails (resounding from the peaks)

of hounds.

There must be music in these grey-green
hills:

The ridges reflect it warmly in the night,
The people hear the tunes for their ballads,
The birds are never silent in their flight.



A VERY LUCKY MAN
by Tim Key, 73

I was caught on the road trying to
escape from Warsaw. An enormous, offi-
cial looking Mercedes screeched to a stop
ahead of me. Doors opened, and large
men in black uniforms piled out yelling,
"Halt, halt, Gestapo!" I ran across the
road in desperation, and all I remember
was a muffled explosion followed by
darkness.

I awoke in a world of dazzling, blind-
ing light punctuated by dark shadows
and taking on weird shapes and forms.
My eyes, glassy at first, focus on a face
above me. I have never seen such a face;
its features express unbelievable cruelty.
There is no human element in it at all. I
know this man is evil and wants to hurt
me. Screaming, I lash out at the terrible
countenance and feel my flesh crack
against hard flesh. Footsteps hurry up on
either side of me, and my arms are
pinned down by two new faces. The
first face is gone temporarily, but it soon
reappears trembling with controlled rage.
There is an ugly purple area on the cheek
which the face gingerly rubs with one
thin, white hand. It then smiles, not a
warm smile, but a ferocious one which
makes my heart beat faster. The hated,
first face speaks.

"You resistance workers still have
some spirit in you, don't you? Well, I'm
the little man who drives the resistance
. . . . out!"

At the same time the thin, white
hand comes down across my face brutal-
ly with a resounding smack and I feel the
blood trickling down the side of my
mouth. The face is now contorted with
hysterical laughter, wheezing and high-
pitched. I want to destroy that face, so
black is my hate, but I am helpless. The
features have again hardened. Again it
speaks.

"Friend, that settles our personal
score, and you had better hope it is our

last." The voice is as hard as steel. "Now
let's get on with the interview—we
haven't much time."

"You won't get a thing-"
The hand, again moves with incredible

speed and I lie dazed, senses reeling,
under a second blow. My thoughts start
to race wildly. Musn't let myself fall to
pieces—musn't give the names of my
two contacts to the Gestapo. The face's
voice breaks my train of thoughts.

"Thinking are you? Oh, don't worry.
I'll give you plenty to think about! Give
us the names of your fellow resistance
workers and we will let you go free.
On the other hand if you want to play
games . . . "

It's a bluff, obviously. I know this
baneful creature will kill me at the end
with about as much feeling he would a
fly, perhaps less. However, I can bluff
also.

"These names—I know nothing of any
resistance circle and as for—

"Silence, dog!", the face hisses.
"But, but-"
The blows come in rapid succession

accompanied by sharp guttural curses.
My mouth is filled with sticky blood and
my face is puffed, swollen. I have never
experienced such pain. The voice speaks
but now it seems far away—almost in
another world.

"Maybe we are treating him too
lightly, huh? Do you want harsher
treatment? After all, we despise being
inhospitable. Mueller, revive him!"

One of the faces pinning down my
arms, slaps a rag, dipped in ammonia
across my face. It feels like a sledge
hammer.

"What do you want of me?", I begin
weakly. The face above me reddens
somewhat but the voice remains con-
trolled.

"Stupid idiot. You know perfectly



well what we want. The names of your
friends, recently operating a resistance
in Warsaw. Now tell us the names
and be reasonable."

"But, I tell you, I don't-"
"Break his arm, Mueller."
My scream is literally drowned by the

sickening crack as I plunge into the
merciful realm of unconsciousness.

-2-

When I wake up, I am in the same
nightmare world. The three faces stare
down at me, their eyes sadistic and un-
blinking. The middle face speaks in
mock sorrow.

"I am sorry we had to take such
drastic measures, but patience wears thin
around here. I am not a patient man,
and when I want something I get it.
Right now, I want those names."

"Please, I don't-"
"Shut up! If you pretend ignorance

one more time, Mueller will break all
your fingers, one by one. Telling me the
names means your freedom, and you
want your freedom, yes?"

"My broken arm—
"Yes, we'll fix that up also, but

first the names, and no lies." The evil
face looks down and smiles the same
savage smile. The hand clasps a shiny
silver object, long, thin, and deadly-
looking.

"A straight razor, my friend. I used
to be a barber back in Frankfurt. My
reputation was not very good. Now, the
names."

Another bluff might work.
"My friends—their names are Dzorny

Uzjemakis and—
"Lies!", the face shrieks and I feel

stabbing pain as the razor takes a slice
out of my cheek. I almost pass out, but
the ammonia rag hits me again. My face
burns—oh—how it burns, and I writhe
with agony. The face stares down at me
with an animal-like fervor and speaks
angrily.

"You are putting us and yourself
through unnecessary trouble. Now, for
the last time start talking or you will be
subject to—but never mind—speak friend,
or else."

Knowing that I cannot hold out much
longer, I start to stall.

"Will you really let me go?" I ask,
hardly believing my own hoarse whisper.

"Yes, dammit, yes! You must co-
operate—then you will be a free man."
The razor is placed against my throat,
parting the flesh slightly and I begin to
shake, tremble like a wet dog. Some-
thing snapped inside me.

"I'll tell you", I scream, "the names
are—

Suddenly, my voice is interrupted by
the staccato drumming of automatic
weapons. The three faces above me
burst into little puffs of crimson and fall
away strangely. Hands grab me, gently
lifting me up and I am confronted by a
robust man in grey, red stars on collar
and cap. I look at him dazed.

"Captain Uri Ipolitovitch, Russian
Army, at your service. You sir, are a
very lucky man."
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UNANSWERED
by Mark Leonard, '70

I hate going to bed with a bad feeling:
With undone homework,
With unfinished arguments,
With songs telling of 1984,
With an unfinished poem...

What will I feel like
When I wake up?

Laughter escapes from a boy's mouth,
Running away faster and gaining more power
Until
It runs headlong into
Mr. Ogilby's door.
KNOCK-KNOCK
Mr. Ogilby peers out and says,
"Good e-vening, my friend."
The laughter turns right around
And runs back to its owner.
It didn't run backwards, though,
Or else it would have been crying.
"Come on," he said, "Get into the elevator."
"Oh, yeah (sheepish smile),
I almost forgot."
"Push number seven."
"Right."
My stomach sagged slightly
As we went up.

When I got out,

We were on the same floor.
"This must be the same floor."
"Push L." (for lobby)
My stomach lost weight
And tickled my ribs.
Got out on the same floor,
Walked around,
Got back in the elevator.
No. 7.
Same floor.
Got back in the elevator.
"Hey, there's a revolving door
In the elevator."
I went through it
And
Es

cap
ed

I run and run and run,
I'm fast, I'm strong, it's fun.
My feet will pound a song,
Ta-dum, ta-dum, ta-dum
Ta-bing, ta-bing, ta-bing
Ring-a, linga, ling
"Turn your damned alarm clock

off, would you?"

I tapped lightly on the door, slowly
opened it, and slid into the room. He
was sitting harmlessly on the foot of
his bed, clumsily fingering into place the
top two buttons of his toy-soldiered
pajama top. Stammering, I said hello,
then went mechanically through the
required list of face, hands, and teeth.
Modestly he nodded at each interroga-
tion, saying nothing. Upon my inquiring
if he had said his prayers, he shook his
head, simultaneously getting up off his
bed. With folded hands and eyes
squeezed tightly shut, he rapidly fired
out a volley of indistinguishable words,

THE BABYSITTER
by Leo Dulin, '70

ended by an abrupt Amen. Then, in one
motion, he jumped up off his knees,
lifted the covers, and bounded under-
neath them. Uneasily I asked if he
wanted anything. He answered a quiet
no. I ventured a goodnight, timidly
starting to back toward the door. Yawn-
ing, he gave a simple goodnight. I
renewed conversation waveringly, won-
dering if he wanted the door open or
shut. Softly, he answered shut, offering
that it was childish to be afraid of harm-
less things like the dark. Again I backed
out, gently closing the door, then
breathed a sigh of relief.



THE WAYWARD SCHOOL BUS
, by Francis Townsend, '71

The Time: approximately 8:00 A.M.
As the thick, gloomy fog (drifting thick-
ly and gloomily around) persisted, the
appearance of the sun was made obvious
only by the rapidly deepening shades of
pink, around the horizon. The other
denizens of this nightmare world hovered
intangibly nearby, reminding me vaguely
of the sight of octopi (great bloated grey
ones) moving sluggishly through murky
water. Yes, we were all there, thrown
together not by fate, but by the superin-
tendent of schools. There we were,
waiting—waiting for that primrose-
yellow, fuming, break-grinding monster,
which over the years I had learned to
despise. I glanced down the long road,
at the end of which the sun was peer-
ing apprehensively over the top of the
trees. A large dust cloud was approach-
ing. With it came a sound—an unidenti-
fiable sound which could have been a
train, or thunderinghoofbeats. "Injuns!"
I thought. No. It couldn't be Injuns.
The dust cloud got closer. Amid the
swirling dust I saw flashes of ... yes it
was . . . primrose-yellow. Then, blinking
cross-eyedly, the school bus screeched
to a stop. The little group on the corner
resignedly filed aboard. As I was last,
the driver made a deliberate effort to
slam the door on my free hand. He
missed (being a little arthritic in that
arm) but managed to twist his face into
something of a sneer as I passed.

Inside the bus was chaos. The noise
was deafening. Eventually, however, I
found a seat, and, in normal sequence of
events, sat. Even the sound of the bus's
diesel catastrophe was drowned out by
the incessant chattering of the other
inmates. Up in the first two rows,
twenty-three people were trying to work
out the harmony to Sweet Adeline. I
still kept a firm hold on my sanity,
though being comforted by the know-
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ledge that I possessed the means to put a
stop to this unrelenting torture. Little
did anyone know that, hidden in the
secret inner pocket of my inconspicuous-
grey, super-spy trench coat were enough
explosives to blow the whole bus to
smithereens. I would have done the
deed then, but the moment was not right.
At that point, we were in the midst of
our voyage, and the noise had reached a
shattering crescendo. I could not take it
any longer. I stood up.

"All right, you people", I stated
declaratively, with just a tinge of authori-
ty in my voice.

"You'd better listen, and listen good."
No response except more incessant chat-
tering (The Sweet Adeline group was
getting quite good by this time).

"Look here", I shouted, "I've had
just about enough. One more word, and
this bus goes up like a Roman candle."
(Why are they looking at me like that?)
Defeated for the moment, I sat down
again. Didn't they understand that if I
so much as pulled on the bookmark in
my Hindu text the whole bus would go
up in smoke? I stood up again.

"I'm giving you one more chance", I
shrieked, "All right, here goes." With
that, I pulled the book mark.

II.
Nothing. Nothing at all happened!! I

sat back down again, mortified. I knew
I'd put explosive in one of those dement-
ed books. I sat there wildly pulling
bookmarks. When I had gathered about
a handful and had run out of books
besides, I sat very still, gripped the sides
of the seat, and let a convulsive shudder
run through my body. "I must have put
it in something," I thought frantically.
This was Monday. I always blew up
things on Monday. "Where is it?"
"Let's see . . . books, pencils, ruler,



lunchbox . . . Lunchbox!!!" Then I
remembered: the cheese, pickle, and
salami on rye. Ah, one bite pull the
pickle and "BOOM." Then, gritting my
teeth, I jammed my hand far down
between the cheese and salami, got a
good grip on the Dill, and yanked. I
closed my eyes, and braced myself for
the explosion to come. It never came.
Suddenly, realization flooded my mind.
I had failed. My world was as good as
gone. Nothing for me but to be picked
up by the authorities. Eventually, I
calmed down, and sulked quietly to my-
self. Glancing out the window, I noticed
the road skimming along beneath me.
"You could make a run for it," a small
voice sarcastically suggested. "Certain-
ly", I answered, "and be sanded to
death along two hundred yards of
macadam." Unfortunately, there being
some merit to his suggestion, I was
forced to- come up with a less painful

alternative.
Without warning, a voice hissed from

across the aisle.
"Hey", it said. I looked over to see

who was addressing me. A peanut but-
ter and jelly smeared urchin was leering
at me from the opposite seat. I leered
back. He was pointing, and staring, but
I ignored him and remained silent.

"Hey," he said, "Barn door."
"What did you say?" I returned acidly.
"Barn door's open", he answered,

going into paroxysms of snickering. I
flushed bright red, and ventured to
glance down. If only one of those book
marks had worked, none of this would
have occurred. I place my lunch box
across my lap. Oh, the humiliation of
it! However, it would be brief. I
casually reached down and got arranged.
Then ZIPPPPP!

BOOM!

AFTER RAIN
byJimHutton, '70

Twisted strands of bright green grass
Lie folded on a glazed sidewalk.
Earthworms, thick pieces of white and purple twine,
Half drowned and limp, lie dazed on the sodden

earth
Beside the glazed sidewalk.
Water droplets cascade from leaf to leaf
Sounding a gentle cacophony.
Children dressed in bright vinyl raincoats
And Christopher Robin hats
Splash through dull, brown puddles,
Laughing as they jump over fallen black branches
That block their path.
Raindrops cling to a grey wicket fence
Reflecting sunlight along the wet ground.
A glistening car passes,
Wheels shooting water in rainbowed geysers,
Wetting the twisted strands of bright green grass
Lying folded on a glazed sidewalk.
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SIX BITS
by Will Cantler,

IV.
73

don't look now
you're being watched;
but we still fight
we still starve
we still thieve
we still cheat
we still talk
we still kill, don't look now,
they're laughing

II. who says:
"man has not improved on the past"
when V.
from
Damocles we have extended the whole human race
from
a hair to a shiny red button
and
from
a sword to over two billion megatons

of
annihilation

III. tomorrow
where will I be
what will I be saying
what will I be doing VI.
what will I be thinking
assuming, of course,
that I will still
be

I am myself
and

I think for myself
and

how do others think
and

what will happen to my mind
if

and

I die

Webster says:
"the systematic
killing"
(drop the bomb on Viet Nam)
"or extermination"
(wipe China off the map)
"of a whole nation"
(get Rusky before he gets us)
"or people."
(let's burn blacky)
it has a nice ring, doesn't

it
genocide

why does man murder man
why does man steal
why does man oppress man
why does man lie
why does man cheat man
why does man capitalize
I

A CHRISTMAS CAROL
by Richard Coleman, '70

Only once — and 'twas long ago -
Did I understand the reason why
My parents told me about Santa Glaus,
And now it is a lie, a lie.

He came once a year on Christmas,
They said, and filled my stocking full;
But only on the condition that I
Was a good little boy... (or a fool?)

For Santa was a grand old man,
Or at least my parents told me so,
And my paper heart was enchanted
By this man who must love me so.

But now I have grown much older,
And to my sorrowing surprise,
The world has never known a Santa,
But is filled with many more lies,

more lies.
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SELF
byJimHutton, '70

I am a monastery;
Scarce days ago, my arms embraced tired pilgrims.

Teeming with life, my corridors bustled with
Cowled monastics reciting rosaries by candlelight,

And vast litanies of blood and bread echoed
Through solid chambers,

And wizened wizards thought silent thoughts
In my ivory towers.

I was alive.

Now, stark and bleak against a hollowed hillside
I stand, weathered and weary,

My walls crumpled and strained against Time,
The swift destroyer;

And small grey rats scuttle across my sunken cellar
That was once huge and filled with wine.

No traveller knocks at my rusty gate or walks
My weed-grown path

And I remain
Staunch;
Celibate;
Alone.

THE NIGHT SHADOWS
byJimHutton, 70

The night shadows,
Writhing in exquisite agony

Across clouded rooms and around nooks,
Talking in silent celebration as they mime

Their solid shapes, painted and artificial.
Hearing much, but understanding little,

Save the language of the moon,
And the utterances of the wind in the

Alleyways and the tree-lofts.

For they are the night shadows,
Mocking their better halves as they lie

Pasted against the walls,
Drinking stale drinks in a smoke-filled room

Packed with animated people that move
Like marionettes on invisible strings,

Each with a part and a game to play;
The shadows and people move together

Into the murky darkness;
And are one.
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A JOURNEY ON THE CLOCK'S SMALL HAND
, by Mark Leonard, '70

A draft of cold air awakens my face.
I grope for my glasses early in the morning.
A flood of song tells me of our "sin and waste";
Casually, I wonder what Time will bring.

My philosophizing is cut short
By breakfast jabber.
And silence.
Somehow, I unconsciously
turn my mind
off
At meals. Why?

I do some minor thinking as I sit
On my next visit: the pot.
"68 days is a long time to be here
Without a break — but I don't really care."

There are many times that I wish
I could just sort of turn
My mind off my thoughts.
Like when I do something nice.
Would it be nicer if
I didn't realize it was a kind act?
Conceit.

These are the normal days,
Whose sum spills
tension,

facades,
irritation,

and other acts of selfishness.
We are too close to live
comfortably.
Now is when our little acts
are made big, because
others see us too
Close.
Friends close out friends;
Enemies are near.

An act of kindness passes
unnoticed. The reaction:
Everyone is selfish.
How can I be Christian
If I think I'm Christian?
That's selfish, too.
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An act of meanness is jumped on
and hoarded.
The friend points and says
(eyes flashing)
"You are not a friend of mine."
Is it true, is it true?

The days are dry, sullen, and
bloated.
But they don't last
for long.
After a well-deserved rest
(for some)
We return
(some don't)
nearly
normal

THIS IS A RECORDED DIRTY MESSAGE
by Francis Townsend, '71

I was sitting quietly in the study,
reading. The phone rang. Why did the
phone ring? It had to. It was that kind
of day. I picked up the receiver. The
sound of guttural breathing was issuing
from the ear-piece. I was unruffled.
I made myself comfortable, set forth a
firm, self-assured business-like manner,
and said, "Hello?". The breathing con-
tinued. I resolved to attempt a less sub-
tle method of salutation. "Hello, who's
this?", I demanded. Still more breathing.
Abruptly, the rasping halted, and a muff-
led voice said, "Mumph . . . phrouff . . .
emmaph . . . rufrushph." This verbal
deluge nearly shattered my calm, but I
managed to retain a semblance of com-
posure.

"And what do you mean by that?"
I inquired.

"Shut your face, and listen good",
came the reply.

"That's 'well'."
"I say it's good, it's good."
"Wonderful", I interjected drily.
"You M 1, f m, s d-h_a_.

B s; p q, k g-and-g g.", the
voice returned. I was mildly amused.
"I beg your pardon?"

"I said . . . "
"I know. I heard what you said."
"You did, heh?"
"Yes."
"This is an obscene telephone call."
"I gathered that."
"But aren't you beset with an urge to

slam the receiver down, tear the phone
from the wall in an insane fury, and then
try to call the police?"

"Not particularly."
"Not even a little?". The voice was

beginning to come in broken sobs.
"No."
"Why?", the voice asked, starting to

cry now.
"Nothing you've been saying even

applies to me especially. For all I know,
you could be just any obscene caller."

"It doesn't? I could? Say ... What
number is this anyway?"

"Easterborg 2-8731-4290-6714. Why?"
"Oh, heh. Uh, I know this sounds

silly . . . "
"Yes?"
"You know, I'm actually pretty

new at this game, and well . . .
you're sure this is not Easterborg
2-8731-4290-6614?"
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"Positive."
"I was calling Easterborg 2-8731-4290-

6614. Just a little mistake, you under-
stand. I didn't mean to cause you any
inconvenience."

"That's quite all right. You were
really very good. I liked your guttural
breathing."

"Thank you. That's just something I
worked out."

' 's very nice."
"Thanks. Say ... "
"Yes?"
"I was just thinking."
"Oh?"
"You've been an awfully good sport

about this whole thing, and I really do
appreciate it. There aren't many people
left in the world who are like you, good
people, I mean. I'd just like to thank
you."

"It's really nothing", I consoled, "We
all make mistakes."

"W^ell, thanks again, and good-bye."
"Yes. Good-bye." And that was the

end of our conversation. As soon as I
had hung up, I realized that there was
only one thing to do. That poor,
crippled offspring of a sick society had
to be helped. I took up the phone, and
dialed the operator.

"Hello, operator, I'd like to make a
phone call . . . . '

"Hello, Easterborg 2-8731-4290-
6614?"

"Yes?"
I covered the mouthpiece with a hand-

kerchief, and began to breathe gutturally.
As I spoke, I heard a noise on the other
end, possibly of something being ripped
from a wall; and the line went dead.

NIGHT OF TREPIDATION
by Eric Groot, '70

The ominous funereal clouds contrast
Against a greyer, turbulence-filled sky.
The thunder crashes, echoes, reverberates,
But forked lightning has not yet appeared.
It's summer but the wind is blowing cold:
It's gusty and emotional, coming suddenly
To shiver shutters; leaving empty lonely silence.
The trees and bushes scrape against the house,
And make a nervous, hissing viper noise.
The crickets aren't chirping; owl's green eye
No longer reflects nocturnal light.
I've on one little light for company,
But off it clicks—it just illuminates
The apprehensive sombre atmosphere.

BIFOCALS
by Leo Dulin, '70

One's glasses are a wondrous two,
True scientific prodigy,
For they enable eyes to see
World's beauteous sights, afresh, anew,
Distinguish birds in sky of blue.
Behold the fair—Judge unsightly;
Then gives the glass four new too few.

The two are too a devilish pair,
For in being two outer eyes;
Sight dependent then on glass,
Without them sight impaired.
Praise science, for if at will sight dies;
Divest the two and conceal earth's ass.
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ON A BUS
by Richard Kane, '70

It was the only seat left, so I sat down. "Do you have a good football team?"
He spoke first. "Yeah, it's all right."
"Do you go to school here?" "Do you play football?"
I didn't want to start a conversation. "No."
"No." "What do you play?"
"You live here?" "Soccer."
"Yeah." "Do you have a good soccer team?"
"You on vacation?" "No."
"Yeah." "St. Andrews . . . it's Catholic, right?"
"Where do you go to school?" "No. Episcopal."
"St. Andrews. You've never heard of it.' "Are you Episcopal?"
"Where is it?" "No. I'm Catholic"
"Delaware." "Oh . . . Do they make you go to church?"
"Where in Delaware?" "No. I go to church in town."
"Middletown." "What town?"
"Oh." "Middletown."
"It's very small." "Where's that?"
"Oh. Do you like it?" I didn't answer him. I had to get off.
"I don't know. It's all right, I guess."

THE MASS OF HUMANITY OR PROFESSOR
A. E. PREDICTS THE END

by Will Cantler, '73

the mass of humanity
bends the space of thought,
and the mind of Adam
is no longer a straight line
but a spiral
which winds tighter,
with every birth

until
this timepiece earth

snaps
and someone will see the stopped clock

and
discard it.

A WALK IN THE COUNTRY
by Ben Lord, '73

Standing in a field suspended in a were six barracks, all the same size and
cataclysm, a void between reality and shape. They were constructed of long
fantasy, there stands a wall so large as to sheets of steel that flashed like cut gems
rival the palaces at Karnak. I climbed in the fierce sun. I descended the wall
the narrow steps and mounted the crest until I came to a large court. There, by
of the wall, looking down slowly. There. the steps, were old cans that had col-

17


