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Sh.oes_, ■ 
lonely creatures, 
old, new, of many kinds 

the places they go 
sometimes fast 
sometimes slow 

through wars 
to parties 

even left prints 
on the moon. 

—Ray Winford 

The style of shoes that a person wears can tell a lot 
about his personality. We Americans have a great 
variety of styles to choose from. "A shoe store on 
every corner,” I guess one could say. That is just 
another small fact that we take for granted. Think 
of all the millions of people in the world that don't 
own even one pair of shoes. Some haven't ever seen 
them, nor can they conceive what they are. But we, 
our closets bulging, wear ou^ oldest and most dilapi¬ 
dated pair. How strange! Can we, as Americans, be¬ 
gin solving our big problems by thinking about this 
one small, insignificant fact of life as it is lived 
in America? — — Ashley Parlier 

If we are to have security, trust, 

and love in this world, first we 
must control the climate of the 
earth so that all may walk in the 
freedom and lightheartedness of 
schoolchildren on a spring day. 
Then, with hope, noone will ever 
step on anybody else's toes. 

—Mack Williaias 
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DAI'4N THAT SOLjiJ ! 

(An Ant’s-Eye Viev/) 

The shoe is to me as the scatter to the fly, 

And my little tale begins with asking man 'vihy? 

v/hy am I stepped on mercilessly, 

Though I step on no one—certainly not thee ! 

Shoes give me the blues, or hov/ shall I say?— 

I would rather be smothered or done in with the spray. 

Shoe, I hate thee! 

Let me tell thee the ways; 

I hate thee for McCanns, Hushpuppies, 

And don’t forget Keds, 

vvlio roain the \/hole earth just to step in my beds. 

But vengeance I vow on my aunt’s aunt’s grave: 

I v/ill bite thee on thy sole, and pain I’ll not cave! 

So remember my warning of the sole that you wear, 

/aid just step on me again tind again, if you dare! 

—Bruce Held V/atkins 

ohoes are a v.ay of expressing 
the kind of person you are 
or the kind you’d like to be. 

—ij-ichael McCullough 



Shoes, shoes, good for your feet! 

The more you wear them, the more you look neat. 

--Harold Wilson 

Feet are the most obvious signs of a person's in¬ 
telligence. A couple of the easy signs are high 
arches and low arches in people's feet. A persuii 
with a very high arch is a person of high intel¬ 
lect. People who have low arches are your com¬ 
mon everyday ditch diggers and trash collectors. 
If you ever happen to run upon a flat-footed 
person, you will be able to see what it is like 
when a person is just plain-out born dumb. The 
best way to measure intelligence is when it is 
snowing. Just sit on the street and count how 

many people you see walking barefoot. 

—Randy Black 

V/hen a new shoe style comes out, a person may swear that 

he wouldn't he caught dead in it. But, once everybody 

else is wearing it, his mind believes that he has got to 

have that style. This is because he w£mts to be part of 

the whole, and not different. 

—Tiichael IlcCullough 



THE THINGS I HAVE TO SWALLOW! 

It was a cold, foggy night as a big ship went cruising 

on top of me. All of a sudden there was a big explosion, 

and I realized that the ship had Just struck one of my ice¬ 

bergs. People began screaming and diving from the ship. 

All the commotion and splashing upset me somewhat, until I 

noticed the debris floating atop me. A shoe was wet and 

dirty, and as it began to sink I could tell that its owner 

was a Janitor on board the ship. The next shoe that floa¬ 

ted by was a small but lovely sandal. It probably belonged 

to some mean little brat who was now drowning and choking 

in me. Another shoe floated by and began sinking rapidly 

to the bottom of me, mainly because there was half of a 

foot still inside it, I could toll from the gold shoe¬ 

laces and the silk sock on the foot that this shoe belonged 

to a rich passenger. 

The last shoe that caught my eye had not moved during 

the whole explosion. It was l:)la,ck and had been heavily 

polished. Ihi.s told me that it was the captain^s shoe, 

sticking there inside the ship and going down with it. 

—Robin Dellinger 



A VARIETY OF SHOES 

There are many different styles and shapes of people 

in this worlds and just as many different shoes. I know 

this to be a fact because I, Robbie C. Roach, have sat 

under some of the finest tables in the world, and I con¬ 

sider myself one of the world's foremost authorities on 

feet and their coverings. 

A few of the various types are the obvious ones. If 

a size fourteen triple is placed under a chair, you can 

just about bet that some very large hunk of man is the 

proud owner. At the extreme opposite of this situation 

is the size three A (in a fancy style of shoe). This is 

practically always worn by either of two types of ladies. 

The first is a very small lady with feet to match, and 

the other is some overly pluiri]j lady who uses every means 

possible to reduce tfie size of her bodily features (gir¬ 

dles, tiglit pfinty hose, siriall shoes, etc.). The ones in 

between, liovjeveiy get rathei' trdeky to judge. A genei’n.! 

rule to go by is c the longer and naru'ower the siioe, the 

taller and thlnncf l-tie owiuv, end vice veesa. 

And these rif^w plati'ofiii slioes—wliew! They're hafeily 

ever woiui by j)eO[)le ol normal size and weight, but usually 

by midgets oi' sonie six-J'oot-eigbt-inc}! basketball slat who 

loves to (Jack comirg; Uifougl'i eJe^ors. 

For L’urtlK.'r' infofma,tiori on the subject, write to: 

Robljie C. Roach 
The Hole in the Wall, Student Union 
Whitcliell Poilutionary College 

--Cliff Archie 



Hey^ Mister^ 
watch out. 

You’re stomping on my 
private ground 

with your big shoes. 

You tread on my toes, 
I’ll tread on yours. 

—June Potter 

WHO^S HERE? 

As I lie in my bed 
With a cold in my head. 

Footsteps tell me who’s there. 

Brother’s boot stomps on the stair. 
Mother’s slippers tread light as air 
And Father’s the firmest by far. 

If they come in bare feet. 
To look in and retreat. 

This always conceals who they are. 

—Helen Rowe 

East side, west side, awl 
around the town. I cobble 
stones in lieu of shoes. 

—Bill Moose 

I weave back and forth about sixteen times, 
then I'm tied in a knot. Wliat am I? 

(SuTuc^sooqg) Steve Echerd 
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THIS POET'S QUEST 

Some poets seek the wind in words 

or the beating of the bluebird's wings. 
Others the feel of a long lost love 

or the pleasure found in newborn spring. 
Still others seek their praise in song 

claiming all that don't are surely wrong. 

But in my mind I strive to weave images others 
just can't conceive as coming from a level mind 
My hopes are in that with passing of time 
they'll see just where I've been. 

For in the golden halls of time 
♦dwell memories where I travel, seeking my rhyme 
and not in where I dwell today 
will you find what my words portray. 

—Bob Holzworth 



ARS POETICA: 1975 

Prayer #1 

Master of the Universe: 

Thank you 
For all my hate and pain. 

For when I explode 
Or slowly decompose, 
My fragments 
Are the poem. 

deim 

Poetry provides a means 
of sharing an experience 
—beauty or ugliness, 

happiness or sadness, 
achievement or defeat, 
hope or despair, 
love or hate— 

in a condensed 
power-packed 
creative expression. 

Perhaps it is a way 
of emptying one’s soul 
in such a way 

as to let others know 
to some extent 
the overflow. 

Fran Broughton 

Poetry is someone else's thoughts 
that reach inside you 
and grab your own. 

June Potter 



Par A\'/ay • • • I Stay 

On a misty morning, 
Paring the clear day, 
You can feel my yearning 
For the far, far away. 

Once I traveled far away. 
I thought my longing v^as gone to stay. 
But it seems the places I found 
V/ere not too different from my home ground. 

I guess I never \.ill satisfied, 
My restlessness won’t he pacified, 
For all of life and great creation 
Can never equal my imagination. 

Pavid Miller 

Poetry is what evaporates from all translations. 

It can he ex'pressed in a picture, a fev; lines, 

or even one vjord. —F. Velencia Brovm 

Poetry is an expression of life. I find myself in poetry. 
It is perhaps the easiest way for me to reveal my feelings, 

to share emotions I have experienced, to give a part of my 

self. 

Michele Strut 



THE PIPER ON THE HILL 

I sit 

on this cold dark rock 

With my skirts spread about me 

and suddenly 

I hear the ringing echoes 

of the pipes. 

I look up and he is there 

calling to me. 

The piper. 

Majestic in his domain 

Alone 

amidst the rocky crags 

Dwarfed against them 

Yet above them. 

His swirling kilt 

and his flying fingers 

are the only movements 

he makes. 

He is carved there 

for ail time- 

The Piper on the hill. 

—June Potter 

r. 
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SONGS OF PRESENCE 

The only song of life 

Has the chorus of your eyes. 

You are the song: 

I am the musician 

Fortunate enough to 

Hold a tuned life. 

Should only a moment pass 

That I called you my brother, 

Your lasting, trusting selflessness 

Would prove to be a ray of light. 

That T could ever see you in my iriind. 

--Sunshine Benson 

To- 

fou've gone now 

And even Ihough 

I didn’t know you 

except to speak in passing, 

I feel a pang at your loss. 

For who's to say that 

the why's of your life 

Are not the answers 

to my questions? 

—June Potter 



Life is an illusion 

slowly appearing 

and rapidly 

fading away. 

Love is only like a mountain 

when it is true love . . . 

Then it is strong, 

immovable, 

and everlasting 

One day .... 

You shall climb to the mountaintop 

and crest the hill. 

Then you shall view life 

as it really is. 

Johnny Henderson 



I hurt. 
I hurt inside, deep 

I see remnants of social tapes 
still hanging about your shoulders. 

A mirror-like reflection 
of my already-traveled existence 
is found swimming in your eyes 
and floating upon your breath. 

Your- pain is being drowned 
in a flood of fantasy 
which passes over the scars 
contracted from the tapes. 

Plow through the muck and 
you sink deeper as in quicksand 

while closing yourself off 
for fear of yourself. 

The walls are high and safe. 
No edifice has ever been permanent. 
Remember this when you find 
Yourself standing naked amid a pile 

of rubble. 

-Karen McClamrocI 



so WHAT? 

but I didn’t say anything! 

SO WHAT? 

you're crazy! 

SO WHAT? 

you've gone stark raving mad, and now you're trying 

to drive me crazy too! 

SO WHAT? 

well, you won't get away with it! I'm sane, and I 
refuse to let you drive me crazy!! 

SO WHAT? 

would you stop saying that? you're driving me 

crazy!!!! 

SO WHAT? 

here comes that lousy white attendant again, he's 
pulling out his key. he' s going to l^ck m__e 
up again! he's, going to kill me! they're 
going to puI. mo back in that room with 
the iron bars! i'll die there! 

SO WHAT? 

—June Potter 



IT 

WITHOUT THOUGHT GIVEN 

BOB HOLZWORTH 

Without thought given*or received, I sat among spring's 

tiny flowers? staring*•*,,oat the starlit*.April night, 

hand*•«***«»*«*•.•m mine 

Your sleeping breath.***o,*,9,.drew me nearer, and 

niy passrons for you* o.*.**.*.««..*•*..*.*..were aroused. 

Your sweet scent mingled with musky manhood on summer's 

velvet forest floor. 

Starlight danced.*...in your waking eyes, 

your ruby smile broke...into vibrant laughter, 

as you joined me in summer song. 

Fall, entered slowlyalmost apologetically, euid 

brought the rainbow*.... to our feet as we 

walked on cool autumn nights along empty county roads 

Seeking summer's fleeing forms. 

One lonely flower stood brightly in the rain chilled air 

and spoke to me 

"As alone here I stand; so will you stand on 

winter's slow-covered slopes, searching for 

meaning" 

I turned to meet your eyes and the winter gale froze the 

tears in my eyes; as I realized that summer had abandoned 

me for another year, and you with your semi-seasonal desires 

had VANISHED. 



The Artist Looks at His Town 

Golden lavender 

light of 
Five-sharp winter dusk 

casts mauve 
on yellow 

bric-a-brac porch. 

Spinstier-like 
virgin mothers 
head home from 

family-owned stores 
named 

Sherrill.^ Lazenby^, Steele 

Pick up eternally yellowed 
newspapers 
tucking brovra bags of 
Birdseye 
under aging arms— 

Gather strength from 

wistful thoughts 
of 
Spring's jonquiled 
promises 

and mount the stairs. 

Inside a gingerbread 
door 
who knows what dreams 
are filled 
by serving 
pre-cooked 
love 
on 
Wedgwood blue 
plas ticine 
nostalgia? 



Alternatives to Suicide 

my room is cluttered with things 

dirty socks gum wrappers album sleeves 

old rolling stones i haven't read 

but plan to read 

and know 1 never will 

surely it's time to move 

to another room bare 

that fills as time passes 

(no 

roorainghouse rooms never get filled 

only cluttered) 

so when you visit 

please leave 

a reminder of growth 

an incentive for change 

some day i wilL 

(a) fill a large home 

(b) be evicted into the streets 

either is fine with me 

—deim 



You know you know I think 
you know I know 

you think 
but your thinking isn't 

knowing 
you know 
I think. 

I think I think you know 
I think you think 

I know 
but my knowing isn't 

thinking 
I think 
you know. 

—Mack Williams 

In these times of feminine unrest, 
Housewives ready to leave the nest 
Insist upon their equal right 
To pay aklmony or go and fight. 

All this nonsense must be stopped 
And ERA discussion dropped. 
We crave equality—that's the word? 
Man, we're superior. Haven't you heard? 

—Denise Mitchum 
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V/hen God made human beings, He made a part 
of the body called tear ducts. He made tear 
ducts so when people become angry or unliappy, 
they can cry. Tears are his way of letting us 
release the painful emotions from within. 
The tears represent something of ourselves 
that would become as prickly thorns to fester 
inside us and make us hard and brittle. But 
as God made us with the capacity to cry, when 
something pricks at our inner beings, we can 
wash the hurt away. God made tears for all 
human beings. He didn't say that tears are 
only for one of the two sexes, or are only to 
be used by a certain age group. But somewhere 
along the line His children got mixed up and 
decided that men and boys shouldn't have to 
cry, because they must always be strong and 
brave. Sometimes, people even get the idea 
girls and women shouldn't cry. This is a 
shame, because without the release that tears 
can bring, we can hurt even more. We try to 
make ourselves feel better by telling our¬ 
selves that we are "strong”. The thing to 
remember is that everything has a purpose. 
There is "a time to weep, and a time to laugh." 

(Ecclesiastes 3:^) 

In reference to the most wonderful man who ever 
walked this earth: 

"JESUS WEPT" 



DWAVi 

I 

Dreams—Ah, serene world of freedom. 

My room, dark and dead. I sleep, 

My bed like a warm womb. 
I am born to a world dim and deep 
Within my mind where all woes seep 
Through a keyhole between reality and unreality. 

Walking through unknown lands I weep 
Not a single tear, for sweet Aphrodite 
Sits by me under the breathing Arbor Vitae. 

II 

Before me looms a garden so vast. 
Wild savory sage, motionless mint. 
Lavender thick as a ship's mast. 
A red dome of rosemary with amber tint. 
Columns and proud statues of peppermint. 
Eagles inhabit this living garden so free. 
Scents of peonies, thyme and buttercups sprint 
Through my senses, releasing my memory 
Of society's gray, chained, merciless slavery. 

III 

The air is filled with a rhapsody 
Of satin sounds, of nymphs singing 
With mandolins and violins that nobody 
Could chain as hisj blindly murdering 
Its uniqueness, its freedom of being 
What it is. The nymphs dance. 
Their virgin white bodies 
Flow through the scented air, continuing 

To please me as Aphrodite's clasp frees 
My hand in farewell and this world begins to freeze. 

IV 

I am now caught in a turbulent gray _^ 
Seaj I feel my blood turning to stone. 
Bottles, coins and punch cards spray 
Forth from purple parched lips. I groan. 
From the sea's death depths, a voice. The tone 
Is both animal and foreboding: "You are mine. 
Never to be free, never to be you. You're my own 
Little slave!" And the waters and I combine. 
The pillow is my tombstone, the bed is my shrine. 

—Jackie Johnson 
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CLASS? 

’Tis 5:30 in the afternoon, and I v/ill be attending 
a class which v/ill begin very soon. The class itself is 
not bad, but a sleeping course you should have had. 

There is no loiov/n correct sitting position for this 
class; I myself have tried them all; look out—I’m about 
to fall! 

Near the back of the room there is a groan, but not 
the type that is usually accompanied v/ith a hurt. A 
groan that is a close friend to hunger. 

Meanwhile, in the front of the room, there is a dig¬ 
nified person vyho to me seems v/ell-groomed, looking 
through his glasses. He is the teacher, or conductor, of 
his classes. 

Nov/ it’s 6:45, and I just came alive. No, I’m not in 
the ’’Pepsi generation” — it’s time to go! 

Charlie Payne 

LRAl'AENG liESSON 

I’ve dra^vn your face 
a thousand times 
on empty sheets 
and restaurant v^alls 
while waiting. 

The perspective is 
off now. 
The shading blends 
the eye into a nose 
or cheek. 

The Artist 
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0 V^RJX) S'E 

The pain of living hac hecome 
too much of a burden. 

I had no over my birth 
But—tmChrietian thought—I can 

sag'" hov/ I vrill die. 
It be so easy. 

The sun has turned bright b3v:ick. 
Agony is my only companion norm 

It v/ill be so eargm 

The bod^T- begs to be freed 
firom its alliance. 

I can ih;ee you. Tcal:o _coy>foi''t 
'froifi the yellby/ ojjliyion^. 

It \7ill be so easy. 

Arl'x flashy 

dOhlT'b!] Oh 'T'h SIAJ''r!;Sh 

Graceful i7''in oriental s'batues, 
K e e p e r s> o f my c a. s 13. e, a r' th e i i: 
jVncestore v;ere rur'.rdianr' of the temple. 
At once depenrlent and independent, 
Arrogant, prideful, delicate and curiou: 
A hint of evil in their 3)lue~eyed stare 
ho stranger dare be comfortable 
In their al3--ineui?;mng r^renence. 

Ono-perr’,on ereaaturcs, 
Mine alone yet not nine. 

they are 

They come 'bo my lap to be refueled 
By ny love. 'Ohen, as abruptly 
As they cone, they are gone, 
Returning to their v/atchful posts. 

v'ith 

Aria PIashy 



CLAY, FOR THE POTTER 

by Charles S. Current, Jr, 

Clay, for the potter, is not merely a clump of earth that 
can be baked into some useful everyday article, but rather it 
is a pliable, expressive medium to be used for the purpose of 
creating works that are fully acceptable to the most discrimi¬ 
nating of artistic tastes. 

The different kinds of clay presently in widespread use 
in commerce and industry, as well as those that are available 
to the hobbyist and potter, are far too numerous to list, but 
mention should be made that hardly a day passes that everyone 
doesn’t utilize something made of clay, and a minimal period 
of observation will surely verify the importance of the role 
that this lowly material plays in our present civilization. 
Bricks for the construction industry, insulators for high- 
tension wires, tile for floors, and terra cotta pipes for wa¬ 
ter and sewer systems are just a few of the essential, every¬ 
day, utilitarian uses of clay. Suitable clay for the potter, 
whether he is a hobbyist or a serious artist, comes in many 
different kinds from many different countries. In Ceramics 
Handbook, Richard Hyman lists data on no fewer than twenty- 
six different clays t^at are available to anyone interested 

in becoming a potter. 
In most instances it will be found that the ceramic hob¬ 

byist holds clay in an entirely different concept from that 
of the creative potter. To most hobbyists, clay is just an¬ 
other tool to be used skilfully in a learned craft, whereas 
to the artist it is his means of expressing all facets of de¬ 
sign, composition, and beauty, as well as his attempt to com¬ 
municate, through pottery, some of his personal feelings and 
attitudes. Laura Andreson, noted teacher of ceramic art, 
stated when commenting on the versatility of clay as an ar¬ 
tist's medium, that "Clay responds to every kind of touch, 
and the shapes it assumes are as varied as the personalities 
of those who form it . . . ."2 Therein lies the personal ful¬ 
fillment of the person who starts with a shapeless mass of 

earth and somehow manages to create, out of his mind and 
through the dexterity of his hands, an acceptable work of ori¬ 

ginal art. 
^^01*1113 iTiB-ci© of do nof^ fop son© iind©fin8.Dl© p©8.”’ 

son enjoy the prestige of other art forms. This lack of in- 
ter^t may, in part, be due to the fact that pottery has been 
a necessary,commonplace, and usually rather plain item of 
everyday use for thousands of years and people are not yet ac¬ 
customed to looking for the imasual or_beautiful in something 
of such mundane familiarity. Joe Pugliese, in an article a- 
bout Ron Nagle's ability as a potter, points out that Nagle 
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has been frustrated by the apparent lack of status of the ar¬ 
tist who chooses to work in clay. There still seems to be 
some confusion about what is art and what is craft . . . 
Perhaps increasing publicity and better showings by galleries 
will in the future create a broader cultural climate wherein 
there will exist a greater appreciation and acceptance of clay 
art and handmade pottery. 

Until such time may come that there is a greater aware¬ 
ness of the efforts of the artistic potter, a large portion of 
our population will continue thirijking that clay is just a clump 
of dirt, and will have to forego the opportunity of enjoying 
the fine works of some of our most accomplished artists. 

^Richard Hyman, Ceramics Handbook (New York; Arco Pub¬ 

lishing Company, Inc., 1953)7 PP* 

SBernard Kester, "Laura Andreson," Craft Horizons, De¬ 

cember 1970^ P» 

3joe Pugliese, 

p. 37* 

"The Potter," Craft Horizons, June 1971, 



A ^ i”'i 

:T 
'to Tlv.^J' dtU nsad 8b4 

M /V JXWj .v?. :-: "nX .s’itiv? sdftOoxlD Oiiw iaW 
‘'’. . , . eI 'ftdw bn»' lii -tuo.:!*^ nole£? T*:t0O efir-B 

fc'*'£cf 3Sitivvdiia bru; ^.b5£:>'xocLt 
n^oit'riw ■''♦ftffiXXo -I'iJ'.^ sJbo^xv XIXW 

fs '.u 'o b'lii figi>Bh>'-^ XX' "-’ 

-?7 vfiv I oi ^-3fi:t jci'^ Xcua XJSJ'fiU 

iU : t'T .>n M'i-Ijsl B r.>ji^.t lo BSbfl 

I '^1 ; rail.? ^rliuu .Lt .i;aiN.irto3 lilw r.f>X.?eXu»!>q *iiio 

,.'*.* X.' j liTi/l' v^P^'^i- uS ‘Juri i-liw bfiA ^o 

. '. *’. f ■ ■ ■‘3^’ ^^03 tp • 5;tXl eH^ 

;:: 

" ■* ■■■ 
*'T*-vt.#^'*. •', . -.fw- 

u 

.■i,;-;<*^ 
-r ^ 

■h^ 

»V»v 

i^rr^ 

•■»- .#? 
.'J> 

• ^<%*'.tt ilk ti« ,ii 

'1^ 

f<l3^. Oi'Tii lr''LO\ WO^ } ^-.t u: 

'X.-> * Iq snLTBJtl 

' a 
-oa j ^oi' ';a’i ' ’%< bsi’iltftA , rf,.}^.y')j 

*' -./iSi ' 
oi?uw ■■VJ '\ :>--.}JoX adT“ .^o'.A .c 

.q 
•W'*; 

4 
V w' A 



Um. 'h/e 5 

fit 2 UM <^^(i 

a'( "Af €)1(Uam, hi^/pAt //}t) 

T ^ioppU 7*> (pOf^dcA . 

rhc J5/M. UJ^ 

£)/ '(aicdoi*'■ . 

X C^^IJ/ 4’.<^ <*■ “3 

7i,«« 3- '^Y* -- 

-- j) } 

^"‘r* <lA d-^ l<>fUltfS A 
fin o( Pi r . 

fiUoc j ^ . 

L S s4^C/2€ • • 
hf^l 45 ^ '>,A 

^Ac 

f^pfij. >AW/ ^ ^ ^ 

,/ * y» , fLpsf't'^ 
Ad< H ^<^4 ^ 

pl"'^ ‘ y f4^„. 

-r. 



DEPENDEWCE 

When life brings pain 

I call on Him. 

When clouds bring rain 

I go to Him. 

When friends forsake 

I turn to Him. 

When my heart breaks 

I cry to Him. 

He understands. 

He dries my tears. 

He gives me comfort. 

He calms my fears. 

My hope lies in 

This simple prayer; 

W}iatever befalls 

He’s always there. 

Kathy Martin 

AWAKENING 

The buttercups are blooming, 

The robins have returned. 

The field mice gaily scamper 

Where once the bonfires burned. 

The little stream flows merrily, 

Free from its icy bonds. 

There's wading now, not skati.ng, 

Down at the old mill pond. 

The hills and meadows beckon. 

The bluebirds start to sing. 

What joy it is to recognize 

The miracle of Spring. 

Kathy Martin 



i'Jducation 
Registration 
Vviiere’s the line begin? 
It seems to me 
It started back there 
Before I ever v/as here. 

Education 
Adminis tration 
Tell me v;ho they are? 
Once I v;as told 
in the days of old 
They’re to keep us in the fold. 

Education 
Socicilisation 
vThy the big charade? 
V/e’re all God’s lambs 
V/e’re all afraid 
V/e ’ 11 miss the big bandv/agon. 

Education 
Destination 
Are you travelin’ the same road as me? 
Life’s for the livin’ 
Livin’s for the lovin’ 
And lovin’s for you and me. 

—I-Iarty Eolsom 

i shall not be a slave to you 
3^ou shall not be a slave to me 
for hov/ can v/e go hand in hand 
through life if neither one is free? 

—Ilarty Folsom 

You see things through your knovaedge and experience, 
and I see things through mine. But, jiist becau 
see differently, does that make one of us wrong 

—Lorieta Ruark 

C
fj 

(>
• 



30 

DESIRE 

I long to tell the story 

that happened a long time ago, 

The one that gs^ve me strength 

and pov/er, 

The one that mode me gro\;. 

I long to hold the hands 

of all rny great fathers 

in the sky. 

I long to hug the necks of the mothers 

and give a grateful 

sigh. 

I long to feed my mind 

on 0.11 the kno\vledge it 

con hold, 

I long to feed my soul 

v/ith the bless.ings 

of the bold. 

I long to tell ray children 

that they are important too. 

I long to tell the v-orld 

I’m 

born '•me'''a 

—'h'larandra” 
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TirUlTDER ROAxlING 

Eantasies v/ithin my mind I v/eave 
As iraa.geG are there conceived 
'w'ith v.'hich I no\^ can believe 
Reality I have deceived. 

The seeds of fantasy have been sov^n 
In a new world v.'here I may roam 
V/here I may dv/ell and be alone, 
By people's v/ords I can't be stoned. 

Just leave me in my reverie. 
It's here I'll stay, for here I'm free. 
From here lira's problems can't be seen 
In a \/orld \;here just an image I'll be. 

Soaring here I am a cloud 
Or thunder roaring..roaring loud. 

* * * -X- •)(- 

Av/akens now another day 
I'll sit and gase 
As children pla,y 

Another day I’ll sit and dream 
Of future plans 
Outrageous schemes. 

loiother day it seems to be 
For speculation 
laid reverie 

Another day which '• ill be spent 
Or useless, wasted 
Malcontent 

Another day of feeling forlorn 
To see you turn and stare 
At me in scorn. 

Another day it seems to be. 
Vi ill it be v/asted 
On fantasies? 

V/hat can be found 
If we g-'se all a.round 
Seeking tirelessly to be free? 

V/hat can be gcsined 
V/hen v;e all seek in vain 
To find that v/hich cannot be louna. 

V/here can we go 
Mhen we've closed all the doors 
Burned all the bridges 
Leaving none behind? 

V/hen we've severed the past 
/nd the future at last 
Lonely men \.'e all must be. 

Bob Ilolaworth 



Wake up into the dream 
Out of your sleep of reality, girl! 
Look at the plastic people in their little v/orld. 
Move them around, pick them up, throw them 

across the room. 
They don’t care. They’re only plastic. 
They don’t knov/ \vhat ’ s coming off. 

—June letter 

Although I do have to live vdth myself, 
I have discovered it is possible 
To pretend my Conscience isn’t there— 
1 hide from It. And ignore It. 
Or at least assure It that some day we will 
Kiss and make up. 
Then I’ll be truly contrite. 
And we’ll live happily ever after. 

—Diane Gandy 

Hailoi 

Wooden head ate lead. 

A pencil fell from his ear. 

latent i^^. pending. 

—Bill Moose 



PARTY 

A Muskrat sits on his grave. 
People talk of nostalgia: 

She graduated from high school and 
became a fashion editor.... 
I went into your room and took back 

all the things that were mine.... 
When I was in Heidelberg.... 
What was the guy's name that 

used to date Elaine? — No Ellen.. 
Remember the concert we X\rent to in.. 

A Rabbit nearby says "1 don't understand! 
"I can't think of anything but music." 

He's scared and says so: 
"I'M SCARED!" 

A shaven Lizard slithers across 
the table to eat the last 
cherry in the punchbowl. 

The Muskrat and the Rabbit 

A homebody wishing to be a nomad 
prepares for a very short journey. 

—Karen McClamrock 





I'm sitting here all alone. 

My life is supported by the sun. 

I'm a lonely thing, but sometimes a 

bird stops and sings, sings me a song 

of happiness. 

There are some who look at me as 

just being there, and others look at me 

as being everywhere. 

To speak I v/ould not dare. People 

v/ould not understand that I myself 

need love and affection, the sane 

as man. 

To guess my name should not be hard 

to do—I'm always being planted by you. 

But if after this clue 

you still don't laio\., 

stop and think an hour— 

My ncime is as simple as a flov.er. 

—Charlie Payne 

She blooms, although conservatively. 
She blooms, somewhat prudishly. 
She blooms, /vnd if she gre\/ vnld 
She \;Ould bloom beautifully 
/ujong the thorny bramble, 
So soft. 

—Denise Tmtchura 



REACTION TO T-IASLOV/’S A PHILOSOPHY OP PSYCHOLOCrY 

"by Marty Folsom 

Feeling, feeling. FEiILIlTG-. ViHat is it? Close your eyes. 
V/hat do you feel? Do you feel sensation of mind or mind¬ 
lessness. Do you feel sensation of body, or do you feel 
bodylessness? Do you feel tired? Or at peace? Do you 
feel more av/are, or do you feel fear? Do you hurt some- 
\/here? Is the pain physical, or does it go beyond that? 
Do you feel happy, or sad, or just that you are sitting 
there v/aiting for something to happen? V/hat do you v/ant 
to happen? As you hear a voice speaking, how does that 
voice penetrate your mind? Or do you not allov/ it to do 
so? Is it the voice you are perceiving, or the words that 
the voice is forming? Do you v.^ant to respond to that 
voice? How? Vihat do you \yant to do? Feel. Are you a- 
v/are of feeling? Open your eyes. Look into the eyes of 
the person next to you. that do you see? Eyes? Are 
they blue or brov/n or grey or didn’t you notice? If you 
didn’t notice, v/hat do you see? Let us go around the 
room, and each of you describe v/hat you see in the eyes 
of the person you are concentrating on. Do not take 
your eyes from the eyes of the other. Silence. Start 
the round of the room. Finished? \/hat did you feel as 
you spoke, as others spoke? Let your mind come to con¬ 
sciousness. Feel-. Reach out, touch the person next to 
you. v.hat do you feel—in touching? in receiving? 
Stand up. Look down. Slowly, look up. Raise your arms 
in the direction you FEEL as you move your head. Back? 
Down? Up? Outward? Or inv/ard? Do not be afraid, for 
we in this room are all human beings. Kneel. Close 
your eyes again. Iiet youw mind go wherever you \.’ish it 
to go. v/hen you rise, e:"press soundlessly your feelings 
to and for the others in this room....and go....and feel. 
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Hello. 

I am Alice. 

REMET'lBER liE? 

I met you a long time ago in Wonderland 

when you were sitting on a toadstool. 

When I was Skipping around in pinafores you 

were demanding wisdoms I never knew of. 

While I was grinning at the Chesire cat 

you wanted all my attention. 

I didn't know much about reality's side of 

the looking glass, and you condemned me for my innocence. 

How unfortunate that Alice in Wonderland 

missed connections 

with the Wizard of Oz. 

June Potter 
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THE Y];]IJ.0\7 DARE 

Rocking by the fireside, 

Needles of flickershine catch my eye 

iind hold it there in steady stare. 

My musing mind meditates the yellow dare. 

The yellow needles 30in in chorus. 

Hear them rasping: 

Marry us, join us, 
to be a wisp, to be a vapor, 
to atomize yourself like paper 
when sparked, and float away 

the blazing death, 
lighter than air, you spire 

on a breath. 

Come, come, let us be one, 
to rise with our smoke 

straight to the sun, 

your ashes wafting 
as in the wind whipping. 

All these things they seem to be singing. 

The yellov/ light v/axes dull and dimmer. 

Kindle us, fuse with us! cry the einbers. 

But even no\/ this room grows colder 

As I gaze into the dying smoulder. 

—David Miller 



Curse 

Who will lift this curse that's on me? 
This inner spell, this woeful vex. 
This cursed eater of my dreams, 
Wlio will lift this curse that's on me? 

In darkness I lie, no stars, no skies. 
Before my eyes drift images in repetition. 
All women, all naked, all voluptuous, all attracting. 
What secrets of ecstasy haunt their eyes? 

What rejected woman is that, so lost, so sad? 
Perhaps my mother, or some future love? 
Standing in the fire of a funeral pyre, she 
Bums. Crying, crying, "Why, why?" God, am I mad? 

And who comes here to give me Hell? 
An ancient builder? warrior? god? or all? 
In one hand a scroll, the other a torch of gold. 
He says in a sigh, "Your name is listless. Farewell, 

farewell." 

Will 1 never know serene divinity? 
Will I never know truth in love? 
Will 1 fall and never rise? Is this 
A curse of Nature, or delirious fantasy? 

—Jackie W. Johnson 







The Bla.ck T'idov/ 

I 

And there 3^ou sit upon your 
Throne of fiber innocencej 

The hitch of Death, a plafrue of Life, 
Lucifer's queen of pestilence. 

A soulless mockery of "being,” 
Completely naked of all that 

Is moral. Punishing, pampering, pondering. 
Each day, caring not of man’s voe. 

II 

Your parlor is a pall for 
All v/ho come near. 

The wind plays a dirge 
On your v/eb the Devil v;ould fear. 

Your deep black bod3/ is sleek 
And smooth, but I care not 

Of your beauty, so rare £md unique. 
I loathe your damned existence. 

III 

You begin to rotate in sensuous attraction. 
Movements electric ?ind wild. 

To the oye and the soul sending forth vibrationo 
Of passionate desires, so tender, so mild. 

Then, as your thirst i‘or ecstasy is 
Quenched, you play your encore; ^ 

Betraying 3^our love (your lo' est sin), you 
Peed upon his mind, you greedy, lusty vvhore. 

IV 

And I want none of ^''our evil wa^/s; 
I v.'ill give you "mercy." 

I have the power to tw.ke jout 

Life, but you must "be" 
As all must be. And \ hile 

In heaven I \ rite many rhyines. 
You v'ill be imi)risoned in chains ^ 

Of death during infinite lii.etimes. 

—Jackie Johnson 



ENDLESS JOURl'TEY 

I v/alk to the shore and get in my boat— 

I paddle for time; 

Time, they sej, is like a long, v/inding river: 

It rims forever, yet you can see only to 

each bend. 

On my voyage I see the earth, the v;ind, the fire 

and all of the prism. 

I-Iy boat travels fast, for I weigh nothing. 

Body and mind are in limbo, 

And my libido runs wild. 

Now I reach the sea cmd become meaningless; 

My bOcit rocks freely; 

Body and mind return to my distorted spirit. 

But I knov' I am v/ell. 

baiti water seeps into my craft and 

drowns my essence—horrible, horrible! 

I am no\; beneath the sea, and there 

are souls with me. 

Satan stands ominously before me ... . 

V/hcit have I done on my journey? 

I am in hell. I have been here many 

times before—God save my soul again! 

All is silent; I am tangible \.gain; 

Eortitude is v;ith me. 

The smoke clears and my eyes open. 

I have awakened from my endless journey. 

—Bruce Dield \/atkins 



LUCINDA 

SLOWLY 
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DREMS 

Rre^ims are 

Absurdities 

Caught during unavaire moraents 

During odd hours 

Before v/aking 

To relieve them 

Before v^e relive them. 

—Denise Hitchum 

LOST DRE.d'I 

V/here did it slip a.v/ay to? 

V/hat has become of this dream? 

Did it ever exi s t, outside the boundaries 

Of my mind": 

Mere there too many barriers 

named time and circumstance, 

Or was the belief too absurd 

To merge v/ith reality? 

bhere did it lose all meaning? 

Or v/as it destined to melt 

Like frost on a \,'indoapane, 

Slipping av.ay from the sun’s face? 

—Denise Hitchum 
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LUNAR RIND EXPANSION 

The moon grew last night. 
It was splendid. 

I tried to tell Roy about it. 
I guess he thought I was crazy. 

It does sound a little strange, 

the moon GREV/ last night. 

And I saw it. 

—Sunshine Benson 
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THE ELECTRIC RAILROAD TOOTHPASTE COMPAIIT 

just left in a puff of smoke; 

his feelings quite well removed 

from his face. 

VJe had been discussing the possibilities 

of promotion. I can see it now . . . 

Every 5-year-old little boy in the United Stat 

wearing an ELECTRIC RIILRO/U) TOOTHPASTE 

COMPANY 

tee shirt. 

Karen McCiamrock 



Thy Thoughts Drift . . 

Into a setting sun. 
Thy mind colored red. 
The leaves of Tree Time 
Lie, to th^'’ amusement, dead. 

Planet Paranoia rifts on the run 
With mind ringed red. 
The words of the Orb whine; 
You chase what they said. 

"My God, where has He gone?" 
Wonders mind colored red. 
There is no reason nor is there rhyme 
To the Planet in mind's bed. 

Planet Paranoia seems such fun 
To mind colored red. 
Chaos isn’t such a crime; 
Disconnection makes you unafraid. 

Into a setting sun 
Thy thoughts drift. 

Thy reason is on the run 
As thou gazest with thy gift. 

--David L. Miller 

FINAL VERSE FROM "APOLLO'S DREAM" 

Take a moment from daily toil 
Or singing victories after spoil. 
Turn your eyes unto the heavens. 
Follow upward the flight of ravens. 

And as your very eyes do wink 
At a many-colored twinJc, 
Look you close at star in sky 
Burning brightly--it is I. 

—David L. Miller 



OBSERVATION OF MAN'S DEICESE 

King Kiam I am, 
Dominion over all my domain, 
Throns upon Mt. Triane, 
Swirling winds about me slam. 
Cutting *cold my only companion. 
Surveillance of measly mortals my station. 

Being alone the constant cross to bear. 
My terrible toil does mortals tear 
Away from me^ no company I keep. 
I am alone, no tears I weep. 
For 1 am everlasting. 

Watching m-snkind’s perverse past 
Reminds me of the Place Below. 
Upon their death the sinful sons folloiAi 
Trail that leads to Satan at last. 

So 1 watch them one by one 
Follow their fathers till'all are gone. 

—David L. Miller 
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feucr ai. note 

TH15 NoTi »5 'reAjQtuK 

^oR All I^mQTs ^AuBuC^Erc.. 

THE UNITED STATES ©FALL 

iz\ 

. - b/.'i’iv 
Li. ro w vfVY 

Vc Y' .i t 

/'/-rv. hff. 

by 

Robin Dellinger 

Most millionaires are not rich because they worked their 
whole lives. They are rich because they were born into the 
world that way. 1 often just sit and wonder how nice it 
would be if one of those millionaires was my favorite uncle. 
I would kill him immediately and inherit his entire fortune. 
If by chance I should inherit sudden wealth, I would buy the 
■j^orld, or as close as I could come to it. This would change 

my life and probably the world too. 

Since I've been poor for the most of my life, I'd first 
use the money for my own benefits. Being a major league base 
ball player has always been one of my great ambitions, but for 
some strange reason I don't believe I'll ever be one, unless I 
buy my own team, of course. So first on my list of pleasures 



would be a major league baseball team. I would make myself the 
manager of the team^, the captain of the team, and also the start¬ 
ing shortstop. Since going to the beach is one of my favorite 
recreations, I'd buy Hawaii and move my baseball team there. Hu¬ 
la girls would be awarded to each player who hit a home run. 

My favorite organizations and charities would also receive 
a large portion of my money. The army, since it protects all the 
people of the United States, could not be left out. My contribu¬ 
tion would be so large that the army would be under my cominand. 
We would conquer Russia, Japan, China and other countries that 
got in our way. Sickle Cell Anemia, the Black Americans' most 
dreaded disease, would receive a donation for more research. If 

scientists could not cure it, then they would transfer it into 
whites, because everything the blacks have, the whites should 
have also. 

Money would be spent to clear up corruption in the American 
Government. Laws would be passed that carried severe punishment 
to politicians who commit crimes. All guilty parties involved 
in political scandals would be hanged by fourteen-carat gold 
ropes, which I would provide. Last, I would have lie-detector 
machines installed in the White House, which of course I would 
own, and all presidents and their aides would have to take a 
weekly test. If an aide lied, his punishment would be thirty 
lashes and deportation from the United States. To punish the 
President, a forty-million-dollar jailhouse would be built. It 
would be made of steel, iron, and concrete. A tunnel would be 
dug directly under the jailhouse about two hundred feet. At the 
bottom of the tunnel would be rattlesnakes, tigers, bears, alli¬ 
gators, and the President. At the end of two days, the jail¬ 
house would be torn down and the tunnel filled in, thus ending 
all political scandals. 

After playing baseball in Hawaii, conquering all the nations 
in the world, and killing all the presidents I can kill, I'm 
bound to get bored. So after about two months of enjoying my 
riches, I would return everything I bought and took and once a- 
gain be a poor country boy. 

Abdul-Jabbar et al. 

Basketball players are tall and thin. 
Wliere others end, they just begin. 

--Bill Moose 



\/0i AliTTOO'!') 

You canie to me in the form of budding' breasts. 

You changed my ideas and made iie shuffle the Real me C_. kJ 

into an old -v/ooden chest. 

I accepted you unv/antedly. 

I cried to you that you had come too soon— 

Out of season. 

You sv/amped my attitude. 

You bent my joys, turning them into Sorrows. 

I fought you hard. 

But, like 3ii old chair v/ith constant use, 

I folded. 

llov^ you ov/ned me completely. 

You Icept your house inside and out. 

T no longer resented yours presence. 

I turned to yon al’-'/a^a:; 

'.!e ’''ore eornpanion"'. 

Together spim the day," am'ay 

I trusting you vith my secrets,' 

Together '''O found nev/ jog" in 

) 

—deenest desires 

romraice, 

And se sped a.'' engaging in ■edl ock. 

go fast. go fast 

oince you ca.ine to i^e in the foiin oi 

g"•,/ e e t budd ing br e a.s b s. 

go fast, so fast 

Once agriin T reaenb you 

Ar: I peek into tkf- o]d '• oo.len chpi't. 

—'Rpth .0 0 ten 



A SPECIAL DAY 
(Another day of life) 

Lord^ 

Bless the people who 

struggle each day. 

Bless the men, Bless the 

women, Bless the children 

wherever they play. 

Bless the animals on 

this earth. 

Bless our eager little 

souls in which we search. 

Bless the hearts that are 

filled with love. 

Help the hearts that are 

filled with hatred and blood. 

Bless those who help 

themselves. 

Because without you 

Lord 

there’s nothing else. 

Thank you, Lord, for 

this special day. 

In Jesus' name I pray. 

A man 

—Charles G. Lindsay 
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OPERATIOIT SAHTA CLAUS 1974 

Lhe most beautiful night in the v/orld 
vias the night v/hen Santa Olauu, 
Jesus Christ iuicl God all came to town, 
l/ith them, with smiling hearts and 
joyous voices, His children v-ent round 
to those ■'■'/ho v;ere also His, hut had 
lost heart. 
Little by little 
came a tear, a smile, then 
many tears and many smiles. 
As the barriers broke down, 
arms and hands reached out, 
touched, shared... 

the Christmas Cpirit. 

—Llart^^ Folsom 

For 1'lathy and Feth 

You children are so often x^atient 
VJlien I am as a hurricane. 
So times you’re s'/eet and perceptive 
to me much more than I to you. 
Hov/ often do you wave good-bye 
Ijid send me off to work or school 
j\nd go on and fight your own hard battles 
Usinp’ vliat little v-e have as fuel. 
It v/orks both vaiys, my little daughters. _ 
It’s 3/our love tind smiles that keep me going 
}3ecause it isn’t onl^^ me I’ll 4ail 
If I refuse to use what’s here and 
Learn and earn so v/e all laay gro'/. 

—..arty Folsom 



HERITAGE 

I never really understood 

W}ien my father said to me, 

"Son, I cannot take you to the beach 

For I don't like the sea." 

So I followed in his footsteps. 

Forever homeward bound. 

But soon enough to realize 

That I'd come to love the ground. 

Then later he turned and spoke to me 

W.rth sadness in his eye, 

"fou've been down long enough. Son; 

It's time to upward fly." 

And now I am my own son 

And a father to everything; 

In only half a life I've seen 

He gave me roots and wings. 

—A. L. Reynolds 
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It's difficult for me to close my self 
to feelings that want in. 

I feel your being calling me 
but when will you let it out? 

Something in me won't turn you away; 
it keeps reaching out. 

The distance you keep and busy yourself 
determined not to let go. 

You turn to me as much as you dai-e 
only when you feel low. 

You took a good look inside yourself 
and blamed what you saw on others. 

Can you see the good in you and 
stop dwelling on the things that smother? 

Look further, don't stop. Beyond nothing, 
you see, is something— 

A heart, a soul, a being, a man within 
a simple structure. 

A shell? a covering. 

--Re 
I-++ f+++(-++++ t- f+++1- f++ f)-+ *-+++ f f f ■i-++-f+++-i-)-++++++++)-1- 

+ 

+ For Cnarles: 
t- 

♦- Reaching out 
+ Reaching for something you want to touch 

+ Playing the game of truth 
+ We sat, talked, listened, and loved. 
+ Yet, there is a distance between us 
+ A distance that may get shorter, 

f but will always cx,Lst. 
+ For this distance we did not and do not 

command or control. 

+ It is the past. 
+ The distance confuses and tangles the mind 
+ Brings pain and pleasure till you stop reaching. 

+■ And that is where we are. 

+ 
^ A friend 

) 



ON BEING 

There's no real way bo tell you in conversation 
That you're not so complex that you can't 

find your being. 
Wiat purpose can you have for living? 

You're just existing: find yourself. 
Don't let me confuse you^ just think, really try. 
The being within you ^ alive! 

Look at a star on a crystal clear night. 
The feeling from it is you, one part of you. 
Take it in, let it fill you; 

then, look again. 
A waterfall, mighty in strength, in source, in being, 

come upon unexpectedly. 
Its mountain of splendor welcomes you. 

See it, feel it, don't dare turn away. 
It's you, it ^ you, good with bad. 

Try to hold on to it. 
You are what you feel. 

All parts of you that feel are you. 
Acknowledge all feelings, be a fragment 

no more. 

—Re 

Noon-Day Coffee Cup 

The edges are smooth and cared for 
But the handle has a small crack 

To hint at the many times sweet lips have 
touched the rim 

Slowly drawing a fluid darkness from its center 
It rests on cupped roundness 
Like a babe in cradle 

It does not cry out for lo'/e and attention 
Bub sLlenbly whimpers when empty 
Wanting to be filled again 
Just like you and me 

--Sunshine Benson 



HUMOil by 
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HAIKU 

Frank in stein on bier. 
Serving done by amateur. 
Always suture self. 

HAIKU ¥ITH PALINDROIffi 

Milton expands his 
chest. "Mark Eden found again 
no devil lived on." 

Curses on thee hunk of rock 
For my path you chanced to block. 
I wish you had been some other place 
As I fell and smashed my face. 

FULL MOON 

While gazing on the yellow moon, 
I felt an urge, but not to spoon. 
Staring at my hairy calf, 
I Longed to tear a cow in half. 

W 

1 
L 
L 
I 
A 

MOOSE 



THE FLOWERS 

From my spot at window bay 
I see the dark clouds forming, the 
Wind blowing, telling Earth that he 

Has Rain behind him on the way. 

The Sun is smiling senselessly, 
Unaware that his goofy grin 
Is killing the Flowers again and again. 
They don't like the Heat endlessly. 

Now Riinning Rain is making petals prance. 
See them stretchy now they're growing 
Till they drop dead from drowning. 
Those poor damn Flowers don't get a chance. 

David L. Miller 

CRAEGRESS 

There is some crabgrass in my yard. 

The smoothness of my lawn is marred 

By its presence. So I gassed It, 

Dusted It, everythlnged It. But still sits 

It there so fine and fair, poking Its head 

Inches above the other grass until really 

I become quite crass about the whole matter. 

So to Hell with this weed that does spatter 

Smatches across the good grass, making silly 

Patchwork of perfect green. I hope It grows till It's 

dead. -•-David L. Miller 
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I F 

If you were a flower 

Would you have power 

To stay sweet with blooms every hour? 

If you were an empty tree 

Could you stand over a big wide sea? 

Would you wonder how much love was granfedT thee? 

If you were me 

Would you be as happy as a bee 

And sniff the pretty flower 

Every minute in every hour 

Or climb the big empty tree 

That will stand over a big wide sea? ^ 

If, oh if this could be 

If you were me 

Then you could see. 

—Velencia Brown 



MUSEUM PIECE 

by 
Joel Norman Beck 

"Now^ Mother, sit down and listen to what I have to say." 

His mother neither responded nor made any attempt to avoid 
the forthcoming conversation. Wiile she sat there, quite motion¬ 
less and expressionless, the boy continued what seemed to be a 
lecture. He had never talked to his mother in this direct and 
forceful fashion before, and his speech showed much regressive¬ 
ness. 

"You look very different today; and I see you wore your 
new dress," said the boy as he walked nervously back and forth 
across the cold basement floor. The acrid and heavy odor of 
boiling wax caked the air, m.aking the very act of breathing an 
effort. The boy’s eyes glared fiercely at the kettle that con¬ 
tained the scalding substance. 

Quite oddly, the art of making figures from wax was the 
boy's hobby. His fascination with this activity was, however, 
not without fruit. He had made wax bricks, various insects, 
and even a few profiles of famous people, from Abraham Lincoln 
to Robert E. Lee, and considered his basement of wax a sanctu¬ 
ary from reality. 

Almost in tears, the young man of seventeen pursued his 
thoughtful monologue: "1 told you. Mother--" He paused, then 
continued, "it's hard to live around here." Quite disturbed, 
he accused, "You always try to tell me how to think. Besides, 
nobody will ever know how I do think and feel if you continue 
pressing me." 

Slowly, the boy walked over to the kettle and stirred the 
wax cautiously, so as not to get burned, then said, "You've 
been trying to mold me into what you think I should be." 

Still his mother didn't comment, and the room heard silence 
for a few minutes. 

So, the boy continued, smiling strangely, "I have to mold 
you before you mold me." 

^ Lifting the victim ot strangulation from the chair and ba¬ 
lancing the corpse upon his left shoulder, he gradually im¬ 

mersed the lifeless body, slowly and respectfully, into the ket¬ 
tle. Soon he would have a new member in his basement collec¬ 
tion of wax. 
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war weary wagons roll over time worn cobblestone 
roads worn by rolling wagons 
in a war long since forgotten, 
the bullet bridled peace remains 
filed in statistic metal monuments 
PEACE WITH HONOR.for who? 
mortals lost in limbo forgotten 
in the exodus 
WATCH companion cadavers 
used again in death 
field grown misery their battle lost organs 

replaces 
carrying the invisible battle homeward 
to a battle of the mind 
where all men lose... 

Bob Holzworth 

The Magic Kosmics 

I came across a firing squad all without a gun 

They stood in line quite helplessly 

They didn’t look as recklessly 
As everyone described them or as what 1 understood 
The eyes I think contributed to their destined action 

They didn’t reflect silver bullets 
And as time passed it seemed poetic justice^ 
To look at them as children who took no satisfaction 

In knowing that their hands had held a kosmic rung 

That traveled life through death 

The most unwelcomed guest 
Of what I grew to love about a man without a gun 

Sunshine Benson 



DISENCMNTMENT IN THE l^ttLITARY 

by Thomas R. Coulson 

Despite the new regulations and publicized changes^ dis¬ 
satisfaction runs high among enlisted men. Now^ this being 

true, something is obviously wrong with the system. 

Policy-makers, high-ranking officers, and civilians are 
unable to explain the difficulties except to say that the 
youth of today is somehow different from "their" youth. If 
they were able to view the situation from the bottom of the 
heap instead of the top, they might discover that they are 
trying to cure an illness by treating only its symptoms. Dur¬ 
ing the years that the military draft was in force, procedures 
evolved which are entirely appropriate to an agency employing 
coercion to obtain needed manpower. But the procedures, the 
multitude of petty rules and regulations, are merely manifes¬ 
tations of the underlying coercion. Minor easing of the rules 
is simply not sufficient to induce young men to enter the ser¬ 

vice of their own free will. 

Just as the proper role of the police force is to protect 
citizens and property from internal aggressors, the job of the 
armed forces is to protect the nation from foreign aggressors. 
Every civilized society must have some such protection in or¬ 
der to survive. The duties of the policeman and the soldier 
are just as important as those of any other cj.tizen regardless 

of occupation. 

The military sees its rolo as not only necessary but sac¬ 
red. What in the hell do they think it is, a religion? The 
defense of our country is not an inviolable honor but a demand¬ 
ing and often thankless task which must be approached realisti¬ 
cally. In a broad sense, the idea that it is proper for a ci¬ 
tizen to sacrifice the whole or a part of his life to some 
"higher order" has been the cornerstone of every dictatorship 
that has ever existed. 

I do not mean that citizens should never come to the aid 
of their country in time of trouble. A government which up¬ 
holds and protects the rights of its people will never have to 
worry about a lack of support. History tells clearly what hap¬ 
pens when the "rights" of the state come before those of the 
individual. Government must be the servant, never the master. 

Another part of the problem is the attitude of military 
officialdom toward those in the lower ranks: "personnel" to be 
used in any manner seen fit. Once the premise is accepted that 
the government has the "right" to take a given number of years 
of a man's life, the conclusion follows that the military in 



6ff6C"b '^owns'* the individue.! for those years. 

Discipline is necessary for the success of any venture. 
True discipline, however, is a product of respect. If a man 
respects the laws he obeys, the superior he follows, and the 
power of the weapons he controls, there is no problem of dis¬ 
cipline . 

The attitude of "ownership” of the rank-and-file soldier 
gives rise to other problems: the notion of the interchange- 
ability of the enlisted man, and the separate system of jus¬ 
tice for the military. The old tales about master mechanics 
and holders of advanced degrees serving as cooks and in other 
limited positions are true even today. The idea behind these 
misallocations is that since the military "owns" the man, he 
can perform efficiently in any job that he is programmed to 
perform, and his ovm thoughts about the task he is given may 
simply be ignored. 

The results are plain to see: men held in positions be¬ 
low their ability become despondent and negligent once their 

efforts at attaining other positions have failed, while men 
held in jobs above their ability become anxious and insecure. 
A perpetual waste of individual talent occurs. Few men re¬ 
lish the thought that they can be shuttled into different po¬ 
sitions and duty stations by superiors who may not even ask 
the man's opinion on the matter. No private business could 
ever treat its employees in such a cavalier manner. An en¬ 
listed man in the service is an employee, much the same as a 

policeman. 

A more serious obstacle is the idea behind military jus¬ 
tice, the idea that a separate system of justice is needed 
for military men because, as property of the government, they 
are different from other citizens. The result is a double 
standard, sometimes unbelievable. For example, a recent amend¬ 
ment in Army regulations has allowed military men to read any 
literature they want, even if the literature is critical of 
the government. THIS WENT INTO EFFECT 1 80 YFA.RS AFTER THE BILL 

OF RIGHTS WAS ADOPTED I 

In discussing military justice, I am not talking about^ 

those laws which are derived from general principles and which 
apply specifically to soldiers. All occupations have comple¬ 

mentary sets of rules and ethics. What concerns many is the 
idea that a system for creating and administering the law may 
be set up apart from the general system of justice in this 

country. 

This attitude has no place in any plan for a truly 
tive military service. The life of military personnel should 
be tied in as closely as possible with the rest of our socie y, 

not cut off and isolated within a separate spnere. 
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LIFE COMES ONCE 

Prologue 

Somewhere, 
Over a ridge, 
Under a sky, 
Upon an ocean, 
Somewhere, 
The so-called dead God 
Ehispers, 
VJhispers to a v/orld of dead 

minded people, 
\Vhispers: 
Life comes once. 

I 

I lie in darkness 
Upon a cold bed. 
My mind begins to drift upon a road 
A road lonely 
A road straight 
A road v/hich ends 
V/here death v/aits 
Vihere death v/aits 
All around me are 
Ecstasy in silence. 
My eyes meet v/ith many billboards 
Each revealing a future life. 

in darlaiess 
for my soul, 
for my soul only 
quiescent sounds. 

once 

Possibly, mine ;plashed upon their 
canvas. 

II 

I see the first billboard. 
M-16 rifle around my back, 
I devour a can of K-rations. 
The desert sun makes sweat dance 

upon my forehead. 
My deodorant fails. 
So, I stink. 
But war is no poetry. 
I bathe in the hot waters 
of the Red Sea. 
I lie naked in the arid sands 
Of the Sinai, drying. 
Arab peasants glance at me. 
Nothing new—they pay no attention. 
But one peasant pulls out a grenade 
And flings it. 
Not quite on target; it still does its damage. 

(continu 
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Rov/ I lie naked in the arid sands 
Of the Sinai, dying. 
One arm 
One leg missing. 
The gritting sands that cling 
To the open v/ounds 
Send pain through the 
Bloody hone marrov' 
Quickly < 
The hlood dries 
And I think to myself: 
Life comes once. 

Ill 

Oh yes, another billboard. 
”Hey man, you’ve got a bad sound there!” 
And so, 
I live among amplifiers and acoustics, 
Among bisexuals and homos 
ilmong v;ater pipes and hypos. 
I sing out my message in 
Strings and drumsticks 
Blasting the ears of my followers, 
A different town 
A different girl. 
”Hey, landlord, there’s an orgy in room 216!” 
”Vdio cares?” 
Lucifer does. 
He sends me new junk 
To try out. 
And— 
I try it. 
”Iiey, landlord, there’s a dead hippy in room 216.” 
”\vho cares?” 
Lucifer does. 
I lie stagnant, on a silk sheet. 
Green aging vomit bubbles out of my lips. 
My eyes vision golden nymphs 
Dancing in black nightgowns 
But, 
They have no eyes. 
I see a psychedelic heaven ’vhere 
God and I will join together. 
But it is not psychedelic; 
It is red \/ith flames of death. 
And Tucifer prepares a dirge 

v/ith his orchestra of demons. 
And Lucifer sings: 
Life comes once. 

(continued) 



TO 

IV 

Another hillboard greets me. 
My Grand Torino carries a 427, 
Mag vvheels, a four-barrel engine. 
My billfold carries three hundred dollars, 
An ID. 
I’m the luckiest guy in tovm. 
I can have a blonde or a brunette 
A white or a black 
Friday nights at the Holiday Inn 
Saturday nights at the Rarnada 
Beams Choice, Cold Duck, Budv/eiser, 
Mary Jane, acid—take your pick. 
Seven o’clock Sunday morning— 
Fifty bucks? You’ve gone up ten dollars! 
Damn inflation—-everybody’s having it bad. 
Driving dov.n Highway 216 
I think of last night. 
My foot leaves my thoughts 
And increases the acceleration. 
Eighty miles an hour. 
And then 
Klomp! 
I turn the fast Ford around. 
There, in a pool of dark blood, 
A mangled pile of tender flesh. 
A pile that ^-'as once a child 
\/ith a Bible in her crushed hand. 
The Bible 'is open. 
It reads: 
’’Thou shalt not commit adultery. 
Thou shalt not bear false v/itness. 
Thou shalt not kill.” 

I scream arid scream and scream again 
Until I go dumb. 
Confused, I light a Camel, throw 

av/ay the flaming match 
And v;ait, wait for v.'hat? 
I smell the stench of dried blood 

and gasoline— 
Gasoline? 
The match, the gasoline, the car. 
I bum nov/ 
Imd I will burn forever. 
Lucifer laughs 
Chuckling and so.ying: 
Life comes once, 

V 

I am av^akened by the cackle 
Of the cock’s daily cry. 
The sun warms my cold room. 
The cat meov;s for milk. 



I dress and meet today’s life. 
I smell the crisp hacon in 

the old iron pan. 
I feel the v/armth of the firewood 
Crackling in the hearth. 
And I think of last night’s journey . . . 
V/as it an ominous dream? 
A fantasy? 
Or a message? 
Suddenly I run out the door 
PuUn across the frosted glossy grass. 
I slip and fall. 
And I think 
i\nd think: 
Life comes once. 
Life comes just once. 

Jackie Johnson 

HEIMAN 

And the crisp white caipet 

Is blind cold upon Herman’s bare feet. . . 
Warmed by the moon's midnight sunset. 
Walking by neon signs aligned in the street. 

Herman smiles as the people pass by. . . 
Smoking pipes. . . Silent Night. . . Bells ringing. 

Children throwing snowballs through the Christmas sky 
While, in Heaven, Gabriel is singing. 

The smiles of Herman are not seen. 
Greeting hands only obstruct their way. 
His hands blue froze, his teeth rotten green— 

NO, this "bum" shall not spoil their holiday. 

—Jackie Johnson 



DANGEH, GUN CONTROL AHEAD 

by 

Charles S. Current, Jr. 

Stricter gun control, as proposed by some politicians and 
lobbying pressure groups in Washington, would amount to gross 
infringement of a Constitutionally guaranteed right and could 
not assure that the criminal element of our society would ex¬ 
perience any real difficulty in obtaining guns for illegal 

purposes. 

Article II of the Constitution states that "A well regu¬ 
lated Militia being necessary to the security of a free state, 
the right of the people to keep and bear arms shall not be in¬ 
fringed." Even though the Militia, as known at the time of the 
writing of the Constitution, no longer exists, there is always 
the possibility that an organized, well-armed militia of civil¬ 
ians may be needed at some future date in our history. Even 
now, any totalitarian move toward control of our government 
could use existing gun control records as the starting point 
for implementation of confiscatory action which would disarm 
all civilians, thus accomplishing one of ttie first moves to¬ 
ward subverting the people of our nation. 

Some organizations are pressing for legislation that would 
make just the owning of a gun illegal, except for those belong¬ 
ing to law enforcement agencies or members of the armed forces, 
even though this action would probably not concern the criminal 
who wanted a gun. Senator Hart of Michigan advocated in 1972 
legislation "to outlaw all private possession of pistols and 
revolvers."^ If implemented, this kind of action would serve 
the purpose only of encouraging the criminal, particularly 
since he would know that honest citizens would be defenseless 
against him, and he, undoubtedly, would not be concerned about 
the legality of the gun he would be using for the purpose of 
terrorizing his helpless victim. 

Gun control, as a political issue, has become a ready and 
easily Ignited smoke-screen which can hide those who don’t know, 
don't care to know, or won't take the time to find out just ex¬ 
actly what needs to be done in order to slow the increase of 
violent crimes. For example, of all the handguns owned through¬ 
out the United States, a very small percentage are actually used 
in violent crimes. Acording to the National Rifle Association, 
statistics indicate that "The handguns involved in the 8,221 
homicides committed in 1970 represent only 34/1,000 of one per¬ 
cent of the estimated 2U million handguns presently held by ci¬ 
tizens . "2 



The need is not for stricter gun control but rather for 
strict enforcement of laws that would act as a deterrent to 
the gun-carrying criminal. As a start toward discouraging 
criminals from carrying guns, 1 would suggest more positive 
action by the courts when passing sentence on convicted cri¬ 
minals who used guns in crimes or had firearms in their pos¬ 
session when crimes were committed. I believe that when it 
has been proven that a criminal had a gun when he committed a 
crime, there are at least three actions that would tend to de¬ 
ter others from carrying guns. First, the maximum jail sen¬ 
tence for the crime should be mandatory^ second, the sentence 
should immediately become an active jail term,* and third, the 
sentence should not be subject to probation, parole, or par¬ 
don. 

A gun is controlled by a man, and since it is a fact of 
life that a criminal will get a gun if he wants one, the law- 
abiding citizen should not be rendered defenseless in an at¬ 
tempt to remove the burden of criminal control from those po- 
liLicians who, in some instances, are the same people who are 
making a big issue of gun control in their effort to hide the 
inadequacy of their own legislative abilities. Guns, admit¬ 
tedly, are very dangerous, bub too much control could very 
well prove to be an even greater threat to the safety of the 

law-abiding citizen. 

1 "Gun Control," S_. NeiAfs and World Report, August 21, 

1972, p. 37. 

2"Tighter Gun Controls," ^ News and World Report, 

July 10, 1972, pp. 68-69. 

RESCUE 

The searing summer sun singed and 

Sizzled. 
Fat Fred felt fatigue and 

Fizzled. 
Magnanimous motes of moisture mobilized and 

Mizzled. 

—Bill Moose 
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The Many Paces Of ii 0 V E 

Love is simple and complicated 

It is harsh and it is tender 

love is modern and old-fashioned 

(and never goes out of style) 

It is hot and cold 

It is greedy and unselfish 

There are many faces of love 

V/hich one are YOU wearing? 

Denise Mitchum 



BETRAYAL 

Touch my face—but feel not the warmth of my cheek. 
Gaze into my eyes-—but ignore the fire and expression there. 
Listen to my voice—and hear not my plea for life. 
Speak to me—yet disregard the power of gentle v/ords. 

I am numb—although I can sense your absence. 
I am blind—yet your'face is a light imto my being. 
I am mute—-still my cry for you shaices temples of earth. 
I am deaf—yet your voice is music for my soul. 

I am alive—yet merely existing for the hour of freedom. 
I am v/ell—still sick in my heart for your smile. 
I have slept—although weariness fills my dreams. 
I will die—knowing I have loved and that my love was 

returned—if only for a short time. 

—Sunshine Benson 

DEFEAT 

My tears they are many 
My smiles they are few. 
If my tears were in color, 
They'd be red just like you. 

Yes, red like you, heart, 
As you bleed through the night. 
As the pain surged through— 
My God, what a sight! 

My w'eeping’s nov/ frequent. 
My smile's turned around, 
My heart is in pieces 
And my pride's going down. 

My life is nov/ shattered. 
It's all too much to bear. 
I wonder w^hat happened 
To make him not care. 

Denise Mitchum 



GARDETI PRAYER 

I 'knew I shouldn’t have corae here. 

But I think maybe I can ease the pain 

V/ith the beer in this can. 

I know it’s such a lonely way to die. 

And so with each sv/allov/ I think, 

Maybe I’ll end it all tomorrov/. 

0 God! — You knovjr 

She treats me like dirt. 

But why should I complain? 

That’s what I’m made of anyv/ay. 

IIow else can dirt communicate? 

Let me be the fertile soil 

Eor your garden. 

—Tommy Johnson 



A SONG TO RMEMBER 

I wanted to give you a song to remember, 

Some words to express myself after I*m gone. 

But before I could sing them, June turned 

to December 

And words were not needed to give you a song. 

I knov/ you so well now that we have come 

this far. 

I know that I want you to carry me on. 

But how can I give you some \/ords to remember? 

V/hatever I come up with seems to be v/rong. 

The end of this time v/ill soon come and you^11 

move on 

Out of my life but not out of my heart. 

I v;anted to give you a song to remember, 

A song of my thoughts for you after we part. 

—June Potter 

BLUE ON GOLD 

Blue on gold— 
I see my past before me 
But who would knov; 
A flame could tell my story? 

Blue on gold— 
You’re lying here beside me 
But not for long. 
The dawn breaks nov/ behind me. 

And you will go 
Porgetting that you’ve knov/n me. 
Por blue on gold 
Vibrant colors told my story 
To you. 

—Sunshine Benson 



THE GREAT SEARCH 

A person searches and searches for someone to have faith in, 
to trust, to be friends with and to maybe some day totally love. 
When this person thinks that he has found someone to understand 
him and what he needs and wants, someone to care about how he 
feels, he may find out it was all just an illusion. 

What is love? Love is playing cruel games with people's 
hearts. Oh, how I wish I could reach out to one individual to have 
him care for me as a person to share with me his ideas and beliefs 
and someone whom I could share with also. I want to give whatever 
is asked of me. I don't want to be selfish with my love. It's 
really so foolish to think that liking a guy can put me so high up 
and being liked by no guy can put me so far down. Why do I let 
that happen to me? Why don't I stop it? Maybe I could if I want¬ 
ed, but maybe I don't really want to. 

And when you need a friend to talk to, where is that friend? 

I don't know; I can't find him. I feel as if I'm drowning—I'm 
swimming in very turbulent water and slowly sinking. No matter 
how hard I struggle, the water just gets higher and higher. I'm 
drowning. I'm not going any place and I'm not getting anything 
accomplished. I want to help, to be good to someone, but it ne¬ 

ver seems to work out that way. 
What do I want? I want a guy who will be my friend. I want 

someone I can share my ideas with and who can share his with me. 
I want someone I can talk to about my problems and someone who can 
talk to me about his. I want someone to touch, to hold, to feel, 
to kiss. I want someone who understands me and whom I can under¬ 
stand—someone to cry with, laugh with, and be honest with, some¬ 
one who will encourage me to be my best and someone I can encour¬ 
age to be his best. I want to give as well as take. I want some¬ 
one I can learn to love and who can learn to love me, who will 

stop telling me lies and tell me the truth. 
I want to communicate, to understand, to love, to like, to be 

a friend to. I want to learn to love. 

—Lorieta Ruark 

... for what is life? 
It's nothing without hope. 

Mine left with you-- 
I can no longer cope. 

—Denise Mitchum 



GHAIIGE 

c is for Craig—'v/ho did. 

H is for heaven—it v/as. 

A is for always—it isn’t. 

N is for never—it is. 

G is for got—I haven’t. 

E is for even—we’re not. 

—Denise Mitchiim 

Once, a friendship v/e shared 
v)as a special thing betv.'een us. 
Time has come and erased 
all that was or could have been. 
I can no longer reach out to you 
or you to me. All that’s left 
are just vague memories of what was. 
And’ they aren’t enough to keep 
what we ha.d 8.1 ive. 

—Lorieta Ruark 

Deep in the night 
I search for a light 
But none is there 
And I in despair 
Send out a cry 
I’d rather not die 
In this darkness unknown 
Lord I’m so alone 
I need your help—can you give it to me 
Before I drown in this unknovn sea 
Of hate mixed i.dth love 

and feelings I hide? 
0 Jesus, 0 GrOd, please be on my side. 

—mar0da 



8l 

Today I love you. 
Yes, you v/ho are my sight, 
My dreams. 
My life. 
There is no yesterday in us. 
We have no past to hank on, 
harely one to remember. 
/uid tomorrov/ isn’t ours to claim 
dompletely. 
V/e only hold tomorrov/ by its 
rising hours. The rest belongs 
to the unborn. 
llov^ is our time. Time 
to run and stay. 
Time to rebel and learn. 
V/e reached for the stars 
V/e righted the wrongs 
Got dealt ei few bad hands 
Ahd inside ourselves, we grew a little. 
But now’s not tomorrov/. 
Now is today. 
Ahd, well, 
Today I love you. 

—Sunshine Benson 

What can I say to you? 
I think I love you a little 
And you msoke your feelings obvious. 
Yet I am bound by chains 

too strong for me to brealc. 

I v/ish you v/ould try to talk me 
into something; 

Then perhaps I could talk myself 
out of it. 

Yet you never say a ^'ord. 
You just look at me. 

V/hich makes me want to kno\/ 
v/hat’s behind those eyes. 

Weep for me. 
I don’t have the freedom to explore. 

—June Potter 



DOMINANCE 

Yesterday, I took you for granted. 

As you heeded my demands 

I never stopped to think 

You might have other plans. 

Time passed us by without notice 

Of little things we'd always had. 

On it passed without a worry; 

I'd never a reason to be sad. 

But today, I awakened to something 

That has shattered my dominance. 

I went on to continue demanding. 

But you had other plans. 

—Bob Holzworth 

My words have now entrapped irie 
In this web of disbelief. 

And now that they've been uttered 
Have caused pain without reprieve. 
Words spoken then in angei* 

Words never meant to be, 
Those thoughtless--shallow syllables 

Have ended your love for me. 

—Bob Holzworth 



SONG 

Leave me softly 
leave me gently 

Leave a kiss upon my pillow. 
Leave me, love. 

Leave me quietly 
like a teardrop. 

See it flowing, see it gliding 
down my cheek. 

Leave me softly 
leave me gently 

if you feel the need. 

Leave me caring 
leave me open 

not hurting, or broken, 
leave me, love. 

Oh, please don’t leave me, love. 

—Denise Mitchum 

ACCDPTAl'ICD 

Tears that shine in the darkness 
Fall silently from my tired face 
Speaking loudly of loss 
And fear of days to come. 

The shameless flow of salty vessels 
Falls quickly down the trodden path 
Each holding a memory 
Of days together and dreams shared. 

But nothing good will ever last 
And we must part 
—two stars in the darkness have met 

and gone— 
Each carrying with it 
Just a little more light. 

mar0da 



Love: expectations? 

liOve anyone? 

v/ho respects me. 

Loved by anyone? 

who wiLL accept my love. 

Love; Vdiat will you give? 

V-iliat can I give? 

not everything— 

too risky— 

Love, 

and money, 

come . . . 
and go ... . 

—Lat t'ra^iier 

You really can’t expect anything from love— 

love is alv/ays unexpected. 

—Lance Pabriaio 

Love must be nourished as you would nourish a baby. 

It requires frequent feeding, or it will die. A 

touch of the hand, a soft whisper, a handful of 

flov/ers have been kno^n to work \'onders for under¬ 

nourished love. 
—Lavid E. Pitagerald 

Love has been the basis for everything 
in the v.'orld, from v^xirs to great acts 
of allegiance. 

oj:im '.vliitson 



Love does not happen quickly. It is like 

a garden: it must he given proper cultiva¬ 

tion, or it v/ill die before maturing. 

The physical, animal attraction is not any 

more love than is oiir hatred toward our 

enemies, but it may be a good starting point 

—love has to befrin somewhere. If love is 
<w' 

attained, happiness v;ill surely be yours, in 

the form of a lasting relationship. 

Thomas R. Coulson 

love is 
being 
holding 
seeing 
caring 
needing 
loving. 

I'-iillie Bowling 

To love is to 

. be happy 

. dance 

. laugh 

. hug 

. run and roll in the snov/ 

. huddle together for v/armth 

. sing your special song 
, care completely 
. take the chance of being hurt. 

Benise Hitchum 

If love is beautiful, v/hy does 

It make people cry? 

Denise Mitchum 



MAGIC MOMENTS 

Gone now those moments 
Once tender and warm. 
Uttered so softly 
Through night till the dawn 

Gone now those feelings 
Once sweetly expressed 
Through guilt-ridden errors 
Now I suppress. 

Moments of magic 
They all seemed so real. 
Now here I lie 
Unable to feel. 

Moments of magic 
Oh where have you gone? 
Where have you taken 
Your sweet lover’s song? 

Moments of magic 
How now will life be 
Fearful of loving 
Those close to me? 

Moments of magic 
So tender and warm 
Forever you’ve left me 
With feelings forlorn. 

Moments of magic 
Where have you gone? 
You’ve left me here singing 
Love’s tragic song. 

—Bob Holzworth 
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I^RjCYER is NOV/ 

You and I 
on this night of love. 
The moss v;e lie on 
beneath this tree 
is soft as the dov.n 
of a pillov:. 
The stars shine 
they tv/inkle 
they laugh 
for they know of our love. 
The v/arm gentle breeze 
that stirs through the night 
makes each moment together 
a little bit better. 
Your arms v/ra.pped around me 
37-our lips on mine 
give joy and pleasure 
that no one can measure. 
Only you and I 
and the stars 
Vsiov/ of our love. 
Hold it close. 
Hold it dear. 
It is forever 
beccsus'e forever is here 
forever is noa. 

J'Orieta Ruarlc 

Ir Mli HJkddlDS 

If Idlings, go right 
If you love me 
be 'll stay togethei: 
Don't you seeV 

Hut if wc fight 
If you hate me 
Then I would rather 
Set you free. 

Diane Gandy 



TV/0 AS om 

Moving down the street 
Hand in hand 
She dancing happily 
He strolling herausedly. 
She stops and points 
At something or nothing. 
He looks, nods. 
She laughs 
The laughter of happiness. 
He smiles 
At her laughter. 
And they continue on 
Tv.'o as one. 

—June Potter 

^"v;0 CAN NEVNR BE ONE 

If I speak to you of love 
kvould you understand 
Ky conception of the scene? 

If I speah: to you of needs 
Could you possibly see 
What ny heart is dreaming of? 

If I speak to you of life 
Could it possibly make right 
The things that I’ve endured? 

And if I speak to you 
Of your needs, and desires, 
How can I preconceive 
The essence that is you? 

And hard as I mny try 
Can I justify 
uliat is and what will be? 

It seems so very clear my dear 
As [5ure as the dawn will come 

10 can never be one. 

—Bob Holzvorth 
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Hands 

that touch... 

can only gi-asp 

the pleasui-e 

of feeling... 

hearts 

that touch... 

can gi7i.sp the 

pleasure 

oC Love.... 



TOGETHER 

We've been through it all, you and I. 

Together, we've weathered many storms 
Storms which have 
Thrown us against the rocks 
Threatened total destruction 
But have never succeeded. 

There were times being near you 
Caused constant pain; 

Memories swelled up within 
Begging me to sail for new ports 

Where, maybe..waters would be calm. 
Many times I succumbed to those impulses 

Went sailing on uncharted waters 
Casting my fate to the winds 
My soul to the seas. 

But when my ship went aground, you were there 
Waiting. When I was broken 

Thrown against the rocks and bleeding 
Wounds deepened by guilt 

Left many scars in the healing, 
Your care has brought me through. 

Yes, we've been through it all, you and I. 

You've'"WBarthered my storms 
Cushioned my falls 
Bent with the galing winds 
And have given more 
Than I can possibly repay. 

—Bob Holzworth 



Sitting here 

Watery images appear 

moments recalled 

disjoint in content 

puzzling in nature 

a day pieced together 

from fleeting fragments 

warm and tender 

spent with you 

Eyes dancing across the pool 

reach out to taunt 

warmly tease 

in the breeze 

songs in the air 

floating without care 

catching them 

with mine. 

Bob Holzworth 



Loneliness a shroud 

Greets me coldly 

Here again to wonder why? 

Here and now 

The -faces 

Voices of another time 

Place 

Without meaning 

Surrounding 

Attempting to enter 

The door closed 

Long ago. 

—Bob Holzworth 

Dwelling among the soft melting hues 

memories flowing of what I’m not sure. 

Softly playing all life's mellow bines 
the musician playing my mind now lures: 

into his tunes he cleverly weaves 

my mind s hidden mazes of what came before 
memories falling, autumn’s bright leaves 
the flowering melodies open the doors 

to secrets I’ve locked away in their cells. 

—Bob Holzworth 
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if i could write 
to tell you how i feel 
and to let you know 
how it feels so real, . o 
words do not come that easy 
i’m not one to sit down 
to put random thoughts together 
and make it have that special sound 

but i like to try 

A1 Summers 

were words to flow like the mountain stream 
then I would not be so pressed to say what I mean, 
if those meanings were as clear as that natural brook 
then you would not be so pressed and have to look, 
for what I said would be what I meant, 

if man played by instinct and not with his mind 
he would be able to survive, his life simple, but find 
an animal has no problems, he thinks up no pain, 
he lives as it comes, his life simple, but sane, 
for worry is a word not yet spoken. 

if all things so simple and life oh so fine 
then we would not have problems, everyone so kind, 
but life’s not that simple, it doesn’t always work, 
people say and do things without thought of hurt. 

it bothers me some, I like thinking real 
but sometimes I wonder should I be more ideal 
or somewhere between 
if you know what I mean 
with thoughts random but sent 
you know what I meant 
for love I have found 
in utterance of sound 
of words from my heart 
we have made our start. 
I love you. 

—A1 Summers 
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SERENITY 

Gazing ... . across 

glassy waters 

visions appear 

warm ,.and 

tender 

Spent .with You. 

Your dancing , . . . ... eyes 

across the water 

embrace me. 

Reaching out 

I catch them with 





How does one keep a rosebud from blooming? 
Frost, certainly, and coolness will slow the process. 
But when the sun shines warmly and strongly the bud 
becomes a huge blossom with all His glory. 
So it is with humans. Some are stunted, frozen and 
diseased beyond the point they can ever grow, let alone 
bloom. 

But what with me? For so long I've been the bud. 
I've survived the frosts; the hoards of pests that 
have threatened and hurt my soul but, now I've started 
to blossom with love and trust. 
I don't know how to stop. Must I? Lest a hoard of 
beetles come to strip away my newly opened petals, 
still fresh with dew. Or, shall I go one better and 
be a prize rose? And hold myself in this state until 
it's time to be plucked and held and cherished, by the 
man I love. 

Lord! Help me; Hold me tight for the moment, not yet 
arrived, but surely imminent. He knows, I know. We know 
what we mean to each other. You know us far better than 
we know ourselves. Help us, guide us so our love may 
blossom In all the glory that love was created to be. 

-marty 

THOSE ROSE-FILLED SPRING DAYS 

Those rose-filled spring days 
are over 

at least for a little while. 
So we'll run through flowered 

fields no more 
in search of daisies and bumblebees. 

Those rose-filled spring days 
are over. 

Replaced by a chill in autumn air 
and multi colored leaves. 

Those rose-filled spring days 
are over . 

but I still remember the day 
you chased the sunshine, hoping 

to embrace it. 
But you embraced me instead. 

And I was glad. 

-Johnny Henderson 
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MY FROG 

A tree fell down 
And my frog 

got 
squished. 

I picked him up^ but 
He was dead; 

A tree had fell 
Right on his head. 

I gave him to the Lord above. 
He flew up there just like a dove. 

Isn’t it funny that my frog did say 
That he wanted to get squished 

anyway? 

So the thunder roared^ 
And the lightning swished; 
A tree fell down, and 

my frog 
got 

squished. 

—Bruce Field Watkins 
1963 
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Cool^ starlit night 

Greets me as I walk 
Through snowcovered 
Pastures whose blanket 
Of soft yellow daisies 
Has long since died. 

Quietly I walk 
Under trees whose 
Branches reach out 
Toward the dark 
Cold heavens 
And who seem to 
Speak as the wind 
Whistles through them. 

I stand quietly now 
As I see you kneeling 
Before a flat stone 
Weeping softly with 
The wind. 

I approach quietly 
As not to disturb 
Your private moment 
Of apparent remorse 



THE UHDERGROUKD INFORMER: 

HELLWARD BOUND 

Buried in all of man 
Are the deeds of the past 
To forget if he can. 

Some thief makes a baker’s dozen eleven. 
So our mistakes of former times 
As very goodness we steal from heaven. 
Our time we lose as God’s clock forward chimes. 

And Satan keeps clock of judgment wound tight, 
And we fools, we laugh, our burdens light. 

With these stolen goods comes a debt 
That will be settled. 
”I’ll forget it,” I said. 

But I was wrong. 
The debt was not to be withdrawn. 

The spectre came to collect His due. 
And Satan another sinner found; 
So would I become Hellward bound. 

My burdens, suddenly aimed heavy at my heart, 
I now hear clock of judgment tick onward, onward, onward 
While in my home with death at my door 
I can pray no more. 

Closer came the spectre 
Until... 
Close to the edge, I slipped 
And fell, Hellward bound. 

”Ha,” shrieked the spectre, ”how yon fall! 
You, your kind, to burn time all." 

"Not so, sir!" I cried. 

"Though man may err a thousand times. 

With God’s grace, to be forgiven is divine." 

"Sir," said he, "there be no grace in Hell." 
And so I fell. 

(continued) 
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In falling all is black. 
And nothing can you see. 
Your senses you lack. 
How then can God find me? 

Falling, falling without hope to tell 
Myself, ray soul will bum in Hell. 

My past, ray past, 

Alas, ray past! 
A different life would I live 
If Satan were a boon to give. 

The heat it makes ray head totter. 
A king's ransom I'd give for a cup of water. 

I fell into a lake. 
My thirst I hoped to slalce. 
But I had become mired 
In a burning ocean of fire. 

With life over, I burn, I know not how long. 
My death is miserable, all about croaks of song. 
For I was not alone in universe of red. 
Everywhere doomed ones groan in twisted rhapsody, 

Man's deepest despair born and bred. 

Suddenly... 
Lost hope found 
As I turned around. 
All damned mankind are still. 
It is Satan, Prince of Evil. 

"Sir," I called boldly, 
"Another chance, another try." 

"Never," said he coldly. 
Not a tear could I cry. 

"Then, sir," I faltered, "a cup of water." 
"Sir," said he sternly, "there be no water in River Styx. * 

And so I burn, ray soul writhes. 

^In Greek mythology, the river which the souls of the dead crossed 

to the underworld. 

--David Lee Miller 



TO H.F.R. 
(Three years later) 

Your last days.encompassed 
your being, in strict 

devotion to Bonnie.and your unborn.. 
child.carried you through the hell-hole 

existence.. 

kept you striving for your eventual 
release 

Freedom? 

You played the 
expected.accepted 

role required.. 

and your day came.you left, I knew your mask 

(HAD SEEN IT MANY TIMES) 
quite an actor...on your stage. 

Where did you go? 
I wasn’t sure then. But your plans were shaky, your 
Past...the same. Seems 

that your dream world (Bonnie died) crumbled, you 

TUMBLED 
and 

from your blood line 

fell, no new creation intended 

to tell 
of your 

existence. Your 

well worn 
polyethylene smiles.melted in the 

heat of reality.Burned your ability to hang on 

YOU DIED 
BURNED OUT AT 2? 

Bob Holzworth 



MORTIS RIGOR 

(POST MORTUM BLOOZE) 

Mortis Rigor,.checked into the 
Yadkin Hotel 

yesterdayI 
Cold 

inflexible 

to suit me. 

character, 

too set in his ways 

Always uptight, he never comes out 
of his dark...borrowed room. 

Invited by 
D.T. BOOZER, Rm,418.as he drank in the new 

year..slept it off....,.,in the alley..until 

Happy New Year 
in mid February as 

the Boys-in-Blue 

dragged him off.to his room, to sober up. 

MORTIS RIGOR 

stepped in 
a cold 

inflexible 

of the Council Street 

character 
Regular guest 

.BEAT. 

BOB HOLZWORTH 



Don't Cry, Mamma 

by 

Vicki Caldwell 

I am asleep. At least I think I'm asleep. No, I don't 
feel as if I'm asleep. My eyes are closed, yet I can see. 
It's getting light now. I love to watch the sun rise outside 
my window. The warmth of the sun is on me now. I can feel 
it trying to penetrate the pores on my cold face with its 
warmth. I feel like stretching from the bottom up. I try 
to move, but I can't. Boy! I feel queer inside. Outside, 
I'm not even sure I have an outside. Wiat's the matter with 
me? 

Mamma just came into my room to wake me up for school. 
She poked me and went on out of the room. Now I'll wake up, 
get ready for school, and go eat breakfast. 

I try to move. I can't! There's Mamma coming back to 
see why I'm not up yet. 

Mamma? Wliy are you looking at me like that? Ouch! 
Your hands are on fire. I can't move. 

Mamma, stop screaming! Oh, stop! Why can't I move? 
Please stop screaming. Mamma. STOP!! I can't stand it. 
I'm crying but nothing is coming out of my eyes. I'm 
screaming but my mouth is closed. 0 God! Have you taken 
me? Please make Mamma stop crying. Please. 

I feel like I'm floating now. The scene in my room is 
fading out below me. I seem to be in the bottom of a glass 
rocket, and shooting toward...well, I don't know where. Just 
up. 

It was daylight when I...when I died. But now I can 
see that it's gradually getting dark. There are stars 
floating past me and they se(2m to be smiling, 0)i, it's 
beautiful up here! Just like Winken, Blinken and Nod, 
and here I am "sailing on a river of crystal light into 
a sea of dew." Not only that, I can also see the nets of 
silver and gold full of herring fish. 

They're gone! Suddenly I'm floating by myself. The 



rocket has disappeared. I'm not breathing_, but I seem bo be 
alive. I am paralyzed^ but I feel like putty. 

Everything is so quiet. I believe this is ho;^j it would 
be if 1 had been deaf. It's so very very quiet, 

I seem to be going do’^n. I am out of the stars and, as 
I turn, like an astronaut on a space-walk, I see the earth 
below me. It appears I am going there once again. 

W}iat no^? 

It Ls still morning. No, it's not the same morning. 

The scene which I am being drawn to is a funeral... 
about a hundred people gathered at this church. Wiy, this 
is the church I go to--I mean I used to go to. I wonder 
who died? 

It's beginning to rain now. Oii, I feel cor-ry for the 
family of the deceased. It always malios things sadder when 
it rains at a fnaeral. 

My aunt is playing softly at the oi'gan. A beautiful 
wreath of yellow and white daisies is on bop of the casket. 
Someone else must have liked daisies like I do. I can't see 
the casket to see who is dead. The men from the funeral 

home are closing the casket forever. 

I'm floating again--t(3w.ards the piano at the right frorit 
corner of the ch:,irch. I he.ve come to rest on bop ol‘ trio pi¬ 
ano. I'rn sitting on the birthday bonk thst 1 remQTibei-. I 
used to pub pennies in the bonk, according to how old L was. 
Since I don't feel, the bant, I must be in a transparent form. 

I am sure no one can sec me. 

The fami.ly is coming in. The vjoman 

veil over her r‘i.co and I fian' t make t 
It's Mamma and Daddy, nnri I'og, my si::ter 
0*1 NO! NO! NO! NO! Not Mi iunerad? I 
ins.ch and I'm thr'owi ng up. Nothing cortr'S 

perspiration. 1 cry. No boars. 

in front has 'i. Ihac 
who it is. W'l.it! 
. f)Ut wl-ioro am 1? 
feeJ. si ck n I, my sbo¬ 
on t. I sweat. No 

I. 
'A 

Look, people', J.oo'c nd, mo. I'm lot dead, i m 
g^Lpye! Oil, why don't you see me, ju.jt looiv up 
Stop crying. Mamma. PLeaS'C stop. Pleas'i. 

alive. 
and s<'C 

Does this hafipon to everyone wii in they die? Does every¬ 
one' to her own ihneral n'ld be a witness to the mental and 
physical [breakdown that sonaiw and grief can do to a Person. 
Do they sne how ghastly tlieir families and loved ones ioou. 
Mom junt starve at the casket and erles. Dad has n glazed 

look in his eyes, 'rnd my sisD'i- us i.n n. state of 

This must bo some kind 
plen.so take me away irom her- 

but let me leave! 

of belt I'm going thr-ough. 
Do wliat ;/ou want with my 

0 dod 
soul 
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I feel faintso I close my eyes. When I open them I 
find that I'm at the graveside. I can hear the thud of dirt 
falling on my casket. There is a gentle rain falling again. 
Here I am being buried "into the sea of dew." 

^This is crazy^ and now I'm hysterical. I'm laughing! 
Imagine that! Laughing while I'm being buried. 

That horrible silence is returning^ but before it com¬ 
pletely surrounds me^ I hear Mamma sobbing very softly. 
She'll be all right now. But please don't cry^ Mamma. I'll 
never really leave you. I promise I won't. Never. 

Don't cry. Please don't cry. Please^ Mamma, don't cry. 
I love you. Mamma... Mamma? 
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HY EARLIEST HEI'-IORY 

My first memory goes back very far. I think 

I v/as about three years old. The reason I remem¬ 

ber this is that it was such a horrible experi¬ 

ence, I mean, something I just can’t forget. I 

v/as lying in my grandmother’s lap, with my head 

hanging over her Icnees. In this position, the 

blood in one’s body can’t go anywhere except to 

one’s head. The feeling v/as quite unordinary and 

painful. Getting up from the position I was in 

made me feel much better. Just think how one 

would feel in that situation if he were grovn! 

Quite uncomfortable, I expect, to say the least. 

—Kim McKenzie 



World passes. 

Me inside 
But not a part. 
Things slide off 
That should matter 

And would 
Except that I can*t feel. 

World crumbles. 
My world. 
Foundations rotten 
But still 
The only ones I had. 

World continues 
Same as always 
Except for 
the downfall 

of me 
which no one 

knows of 
but you. 

—June Potter 

TIME FOR THE POEM 

Give me time for the poem of you. 

There are passions too strong for structure and form 

Emotions too close to see clearly. 

I must wait for a distant hotel 

And remembrance of this yellowed page. 

You must wait for a different writer. 

May our love be the poem of the age. 

-maroda 



0 foolish dreamer 

Trying so hard to hold on. 

The infinite sands of time 

Sift through the hourglass, 

And you stand at the bottom 

Trying to hold them. 

Go ahead. Try to create 

your own little glass. 

You can't recycle the sand. 

It can't be frozen or refrigerated. 

—Karen McClamrock 

Limerick 

There was a young nurse in X-ray 
Who was so developed they say 
When she put up a picture 
Young Doctor Quicksure 
Said, "That's a tremendous display. 

—Helen Rowe 



Smile • . . 
The world is unfolding before us, 

As we mold it through 
Our thoughts and actions. 

—Johnny Henderson 

As we look toward the future 
with anticipation, 

Our minds open to all, 
We will always remember the past 

and the world we left behind. 

—Johnny Henderson 

SLOW DOWN 

When the wind's blowing lightly 
And a feather's floating smooth. 
My life skips brightly 
And always on the move. 

—Dexter Funderburk 

time 

so slow, so fast 

but always continuous 

it cannot change 

past is past 

future is tomorrow 

living in now 

and love is forever. 

—A1 Summers 



Ilk 

Time flows steadily on 
Remembering names of all 
It has encountered in the night. 

Remembering them all 

As they watched life passing them by 
Forgetting to grab the brass rings. 

The carousel of youth 
Fluttered and faded into memories 
That cannot be recalled. 

Time, watching knowingly, flows steadily on 
Remembering them all. 
Ticking on, now slowly gone . . . 

Eternity passing them by. 

“Bob Holzworth 

Youth never stops. 
But rushes on, gushing 
Like a flood-swollen river 
Crashing over the rocks 
Only to form a quiet pool 

At last. 

Life never sits, but breathes 

Apd beats and vibrates 
Like the electric sound 

Of modern man’s music. 

Life doesn't rest. 
But moves like a jubilant 

puppy's tail, 
Glad to be let in the house 

In the cold morning 
after a lonely night. 

Life doesn't freeze. 
But circles and bounces like molecules. 
Free and loose and traveling well-worn 

cycles. 
Life flows—or becomes death. 

—Denise Mitchum 



STUMBLING BLOCKS 

What a wonderful day . . . 

For I am walking today. 

Lord, I have been stumbling 

for so long. 

Tomorrow I shall run! 

—^Johnny Henderson 

IT'S A NEW DAY 

Though the wind soars light 

In the heat of the night, 

My life is reborn at the 

Break of morn, 

I awake in a new world 

With my mind in a twirl. 

But I will live to find 

Another life more kind. 

Dexter Funderburk 



song of ’merica 

in ’merica 
before the War 
my father’s father 
traveled faster than rocks 
falling from the hill; 
ate more food each Time of Light 
than all the mushrooms in the cave.; 
brightened every Time of Dark 
with strange cool fire above his head; 

changed Cold Time to Hot Time 
and Hot Time to Cold Time; 
was Master of ’merica, the victor's land. 

the War was the time of 
the Brokefoot, 

the Bentback, 
the Starveyed, 
the Darkfaced, 
all beings of pain, 
my father’s own father 
he died in the cave 
chanting "justice is done 

let the times know." 

i teach you this song 
that you too might sing 
so your children will hear 
so your children will know 

and never forget 
the song of ’merica. 

the tune was forgot in the War. 

deim 



IMAGES 

Life is a precious thing that has been 
washed upon the beach 
by the tide of love. 

Washing, as does the sea, a single shell 
among thousands 

is tumbled to the shore 
by the strong aim of the sea. 

Lodging on a patch of dry sand for all 
lookers to spy. 

Examined by a young boy who, dissatisfied, 
casts it further into the sea. 

A^ng, it fights its battle against the sea 
as the sea tugs so firmly 

upon its breast. 
Struggling to keep from being pulled into 

the blue depths 
of death. 

Trying, but success collapses, and by night 
it is sucked back 
into the blue sea^ 

again by the tide of love. 
And life has fled. 

Johnny Henderson 



Tim6, liks S0nds in thG hour glass, GscapGS us. 

Sands, minutG in ralation to thG tidGS of thG univGrsG, 

PoundGd by thG wavGs 

DashGd on thG rocks 

WashGd out to sGa 

ThGir journGy to bGgin. 

Man, rabounding from constant conflict. 

Confronts himsGif. 

Thrown again at Gvary turn 

Into SGif-conflict 

Salf-dGStruction, 

Man's abilitiGS 

UnlikG thG sand 

To turn thG tidas 

Toward nGw horizons. 

Bob Hoizworth 

Man falls from his lofty parch 

likG water through the rocks 

Blindly falling 

Blind to his abilities. 
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Laughter. 

Syinhol of happiness. 

But is it alv/ays? 

Usually. 

Sometimes no. 

Sometimes 

Laughter hides tears. 

Lor when you’re shut out 

And you cannot discover v^hy, 

You laugh 

To hide the hurt. 

—June totter 

THE LOSS OE LAUGHTER 

I don’t care 
If you won’t let me come after. 
I just fear the loss of laughter. 
Instead, I hear sadness. 
Melancholy wanders in circles 
/aid latches itself to fog and raincoats, 
Moody Mondays, and me. 

I can bear to let you leave. 
But don’t take that part of me 
That smiled when you were here. 
If I can loosen my tense muscles 
And laugh, then the scary silence disappear 

I don’t care 
If you \/on’t share your path. 
Just leave me v/ith a joke to laugh 
Away the melancholy madness 
Before it attaches its sad song to me. 

I don’t v/ant a sad song 
Attached to me. 

—Denise Mitchum 



Man often uses his physical environment to create a 
pleasurable sensation in his brain. Happiness may be 
"felt" in the mind by listening to music, or it may be 
enjoyed through touch, thus engaging both the physical 
body of man and his mental capacity. By doing something 
with his hands or his entire body, man has learned that 
in this way can he ease his mind and relax his mental 
strain. Happiness in the end is strictly a mental sen¬ 
sation. Only through the physical world can we experience 
this. I'm talking aboaL h1_1 phases of the physical world. 
Love is enjoyed by beinu- with someone, touching that per¬ 
son, or thinking of memories of earlier times with that 
one person. Those are physical means to enjoy happiness. 
Reading the Bible, taking comfort in those holy words, 
and falling back on them in times of need, those are sen¬ 
sations that originated physically. Remember, you had to 
pick that book up, open it, touch it, to begin easing the 
mind. I firmly believe that all happiness originates from 
some physical means, whether directly or indirectly. 

A. L. Reynolds 

Many people feel that happiness is present only when 
one possesses material objects. One must feel happiness 
within himself before the material objects make him happy, 
"The Unknown Citizen," a poem by W, H. Auden, shows an ex¬ 

cellent example of the way some people feel. Some believe 
that if you have plenty of material objects (phonograph, 
car, radio, frlgidalre), you are bound to be harjpy. If a 
person feels happy about the way he looks, acts and talks, 
he is said to be happy, but if a person owns a lot of ma¬ 
terial objects, his feelings can't be seen. How can we 
know if a person is happy simply by the things he owns? 
Answer: We can't, because the things a person owns are 
not the person himself, 

Kim Wagner 

Overall, I think b^^npiness is in the mind. 
I think you can it off and on like a 
light switch, 

Glenn McClettie 

It's out in the aii, «;e will only reach out and 
grab it. 

Judy Hoover 
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"Happiness is not in thingsj it is in us." 
This is very true to many people. But it 
is not true with me, nor will it be true 
with me tomorrow. 1 hate to be alone with¬ 
out someone or things. So, I believe that 
to have happiness you have to have things 
or at least want things that you believe 
will make you happy. Wlien I don't have 
someone or something to make me happy, I 
am lost. I get the feeling that I am a- 

lone, lost, apart from the world, and I 
feel very unhappy. But when I have some¬ 
one or something to occupy my mind or my 
time, I feel important. Even if I should 
be sad or confused when the things don't 
do or comply to what I think they should, 
I still have the dream that some day I 
will be happy. 

Mike McCullough 

The individual must find happiness 
within himself in order to accom¬ 
plish the goals he is striving foiu 

Stan Wapnarski, jr. 

An individual's conception of hap¬ 

piness coincides with his or her 

idea of values. Another man's 

concept of happiness may seem 

perverse and ultra-strange, but 

if that person can go to sleep 

at night with a clear conscience 

and finds enjoyment in living, I 

consider him happy. 
Buddy Tucker 
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happiness 
A 

P It is my opinion that 
P a person makes his own 
I happiness. Some peo- 
N pie make themselves de- 
E pressed and sad.Perhaps 
S this comes about from 
S too much worrying and 

anxiety. A person is 
H as happy as he makes 
A himself, and everyone 
P has the same opportu- 
P nity. He will have to 

I suppress all thoughts 
N of anger, emotion, and 
E will have to clear his 
S mind and body of any 
S worry or ill feeling 

he has. Happiness is 
H inside every one of us 
A but to achieve this we 
P have to realize it is 
P there and be able to 
I bring it out of us,even 
N at some of the saddest 
E times of our lives. 
S Johann Knox 

S 

Happiness is in giving. 
You have not given 
until you have given 
a part of yourself. 

Pam Josey 
h 
a 

i 
n 
e 
3 

HAPPINESS 

ft, ft 



True happiness, I believe, comes from contentment, 
peace of mind, and the feeling we get pf being satisfied 
with who we are. When we can learn to, accept the person 

we are, then we will find true happiness. Music can 
give us pleasure, our friends can give us pleasure, but 
only when we understand that these are all parts of the 
life that we live, and we can find happiness in the 
most simple things. Sunshine can not make us happy,but 
rather the beauty of something so rare can reflect the 

happiness that we were meant to enjoy. 
Happiness is what we make it. You cannot make me 

happy. It must come from within me. I must want to be 
happy. Happiness comes from learning to accept others 

and ourselves just the way we are. 
Paula Gryder 

Happiness is not in the things 
We accumulate for ourselves. 

Not in houses, nor in furniture. 
Nor in rows and rows of shelves. 

It is not in cars, nor in jewelry. 
Nor in silks and laces. 

Neither in the nearby to’>njns 
Nor in faroff places. 

Happiness is in the things we do 
And the things we say bo othersj 

It is lending a hand to our fellowmen 
And accepting them as our brothers. 

It is sharing their smiles, feeling 
their pain. 

Forgiving if they offend. 
It is reaching out, and giving ourselves, 

And becoming as their friend. 

Fronia Moore 

I believe that if a person would just take a 
good look at himself he would agree that just 
being alive can be happiness enough. 

Mike Speer 
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Happiness is . . , 

Happiness is a love for all things 

Springtime with everything in full bloom 
The fantastic colors surrounding you 
The sun shining warm over everything 
The wind blowing hesitantly as you walk. 

Happiness is friendship 
The smell of the air after a soft rain 
The trees swaying from side to side. 

Happiness is being in love and loving every minute 
Reaching out and always finding someone there. 

Happiness is a beautiful feeling. 
Happiness is life 

and 1 love it. 

Vicki Hornbuckle 

Happiness is not in the things 

we see or possess; it is in the 

inner desires of man^s soul and 

spirit.A man who has a dog that 

pleases him and makes him happy 

experiences happiness because 

of the deep desire a man has 

for companionship with some¬ 

thing, The dog itself is not 

happiness; but the dog is a 

piece of puzzle missing from 

the man's search for happiness, 

and when the dog has arrived to 

fill the hole, man is happy and 

—Jackie W, Johnson content. 



The simple pleasixre of* waking to the music 
of a sunrise 

Or teaching a child to write his name 
Makes living the most important possession. 

The grace of a horse’s gallop 
The song of "Twinkle Twinkle Little Star" 

when a child forgets the words 
and then proudly remembers them 
to sing it all for her favorite doll. 

To reach out and touch a brother 
or sister I never met 

Makes happiness a word no more 

Then alone with all my thoughts 
I sit and smile. 

I don’t proclaim "I am happy." 
My feelings surpass such syllables. 

I bubble with awe when I realize 
my sight as I look out over 
a mountain 

I thank the Lord for the smell 
oT what 1 smell. 

I touch 
I speak 
I sing 
I am high on life. 

I’m living. 

Sunshine Benson 

EAPPINES3 IS NOT . . . 

...not a place but a direction. 
Tim Tom] 

...not things but the way you perceive things. 
, Lori eta Ruarl- 

.not the gift but the friend who gave me the gift. 
Steve Sherrill 



^ inte:^retation of happiness in my surrounding world 
A IS having open channels of communication between myself 

P and the^people^I come in contact with during class, work 
P and leisure time. lAllien I can feel at ease with others, 
I not being judged or appraised, but being accepted for what 

N I am and what I believe in, that is happiness to me. 
E 

^ Mack Williams 
S 

H To one person it could mean drinking beer on a Sunday 
A afternoon while watching football. To another it 

P could be working to make a living. 

^ Jeff Speaks 

d ...having troubles and being able to work them out. 

Tommy Creson 

S- ...just being myself and taking each day of life as 
S a great gift from God. 

Dennis Ellsdge 

H ...feeling free...having time to stop and appreciate 
A the leaves turning, the sun shining, dogs barking. 

Denise Mitchum 

P ...the inner thought or emotional feeling 
P that a person has when he is satisfied 
I at a given time. 

D. L. Humphrey, Jr. 

N ...taking time out to enjoy today. 
Wilda Scates 

E ...being satisfied with what we have. 
Ann Shaver 

S ...the expression of love. 
Ray Ramsear 

S ...a bridge that unites heart, soul 
H and mind, increasing our ability to 

A respond to the world around us. 
Helen Rowe 

P ...peace of mind. 
Anthony Day 
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No matter what the day, time, or hour when one of her children be¬ 
came 111 or what the case may have been. Mother was always there 
with a warm and tender love, giving the help that was needed the 
most. It brings happiness to my heart to have parents who have 
worked together and always provided a place for us to sleep and 
food for us to eat. 

There were times in my young life when I said, "I wish I were 
the only child. ” But now as I look back over the years and bring 
back a memory of the great times that we all had together as a big 
family, I'm glad that I was born a member of this large family, 
and I wouldn't want it any other way, for it has really brought me 
a happiness that will never be forgotten. There's no replacement 
for a big happy family and the love that goes along with it. 

FLEURS 

Quelques fleurs jaunes uL blanches. 

Un bulldozer. 
Ne plus de fleurs. 

De plus machines. 

Les gens. 
Une ville. 

Les voitures et les autobuses et les trains. 

Les stations et les magasins. 

Une grande ville. 

Les bailments de la ville. 
Chez une fen'^tre, chez une borte, 
Quelques fleurs jaunes ct blanches. 

--David Lee Miller 
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Happiness is brouLgiit- about by different things 
in different people. Some people enjoy a warm 

sunny day^ a new girl-friend, a new car, or 
winning five hundred dollars. Other people en¬ 
joy such things as wrecks, rainy days, or bro¬ 

ken hearts. 
Randv Black 

If I were in Africa and twelve gorillas were stomping 
me to death and then they stole my food and put ants 
in my pants, this would obviously make me happy. On 
the other hand, if I were trapped on a desert island 
in the Pacific with thirty beautiful girls, I wo^ald 

probably be unhappy. Happiness is in things. 

Robin Dellinger 

fou can’t just go out and buy it. 
Virginia Waddell 

People overlook the simple pleasures in life 

because they’re,too busy working for just 
one thing—that big fat paycheck, 

Rick Houston 

When people are happy, other people notice, and sometimes 

it makes them feel good too. 
Pam Fulbright 

A person that speaks of hate, shows hate and likes hate 

will never have happiness in himself. 
Dave Pardue 

HAPPINESS IS WHEN . . . 

you had an important decision to make and you think you made the 

right one. Barry Wooten 

you feel assured that what you are doing is of a high standard. 
Sidney White 

you are at peace with yourself. 
Beverly Woods 

the world is smiling at you. 
Tony D. Cauthen 

you have nothing else to lose. 
Lynne Holzworth 

you finish reading about happiness. 
The editors 



Ray Winford 

Dale McKoy 

Dale McKoy 

Dale McKoy 

Kathleen Grant 

Bob Hoizworth 

Brooks Dobbs 

Bob Hoizworth 

Brooks Dobbs 

Keith Brown 

OLD MAN — Pencil Drawing 

HORSE — Pencil Drawing 

GIRL — Pencil Portrait 

EAGLE — Pen & Ink 

MAN - Pen & Ink 

WOMAN - Pen & Ink 

MOUNTAIN SCENE - Pen & Ink 

SELF PORTRAIT - Pen & Ink 

BRIDGE - Pen & Ink 

BRUCE LEE — Pencil Drawing 
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the depths > 
of yesteryear 
those who make me 

shed a tear. 

For their lives have 
already been used 

j Yet to what purpose, 
f what force, I muse 

Set in a rattern, 
D in folkways so riyid 
^Always feared to give 

v/ay to tht^ id. 

/ Even for a brief rrio 
as to sense 

The meaningfulness of 
fe>v a oeak exror 

Such as to keep the livelines 
and spring in the soul 

And give energy and laughter ^ 
to fill ur the whole, f 

1-0 keer the stars end bright 
twinkle in the eye 

oth'';rs never die 

Yet even as I write this 
I'i:i soi/ry to know 

That many become old 
I long before they now 

ir long 'ives, the 
long ye' rs of t'le lieert 

B'^'cause beck in tlioir 
rein h; d a big ste.rt. 

For defenses: b -O i c k w;. i 
^ iron cu-rtr'.ins e 

j^^^o s t e, g- t ,h ere ef w ■ 
fill rest co'c.c 



The Call to Liberation 

on the cross not knowing 

whether saviour or thief 

to the right or left 

nameless fluke 

or master plan 

we hang around 

the wine and bread 

the beer and chips 

everyman's bo tree 

everyman’s bar 

it's fine to die 

but first cry 

aloud your thirst 

content 

at one with death 

resurrection is the hardest scene of all 

—deim 



IN THE BEGINNING 

In the beginning 

Creation. 

Moses gave 

Salvation. 

Jesus offered 

Compassion. 

The receivers returned 

Humiliation, 

Which led to 

Degradation. 

Caesar, Napoleon, and Hitler began 

Action 

That reaped only 

Destruction. 

The masses sought 

Salvation. 

Above all, existed 

Confusion, 

Upcoming, worldwide. 

Revolution. 

Yet there remained no 

Solution. 

Finally 
Desolation. 

--Jackie W. Johnson 

do I matter? 

Would it matter if I had never been. 

Was I placed here or did I just happen? 
Am I here for a purpose or do I exist 

for the sake of life? 
Will I live for infinity or will 1 die 

tomorrow? . 
Will I make a contribution to liie 

that I will be known for? 

Or will I die unknown? 

Will the world be any 

because of me? 

better or worse 

Would it matter if I had never been? 

—Lee Tate 



RECYCLE I'TY SOUIj 

I v/as looking at the problem 

In people v/ho seem cold. 

I wonder v/hy it happened? 

Cod, recycle my soul! 

Harmony's before 1fhem 

But they are blind and old. 

My body’s getting v;eaker. 

Please recycle my soul. 

Recycle my soul 

Before they seek to change me 

i\nd I’ll never knov/ the ansv/ers 

If they start their rearranging. 

So if you see me carry on 

The light that I now hold 

You v/on’t think tv/ice about me. 

Cod, recycle my soul. 

—Sunshine Benson 



A WORLD AROUND US 
One both big and small 

with questions unanswered 
like mountains so tall 

they seem to conquer 
they sometimes control 

your very being 
your very soul 

it’s not always easy 
to put them aside 

but oh how much saner 
to live and let abide 

for there are always misgivings 
and many, many faults 

with questions unanswered 
no matter how much they are sought, 

good life is for living 
people should be giving 
all that is real 

you know when you feel, 
with heart as my strength 
I keep faith at its peak 

for love I have found 
and no longer need seek. 

—A1 Summers 

YOU 

Your eyes speak for your silent lips. 
Your touch is as welcome as spring, 

Your warmth as warm as sun. 
And your love, a jewel so precious 
That words would only reflect the surface 
And never tell the depth of wprth it holds. 

—Denise Mitchum 



Ah yes, unknowing child 

wandering through the world. 

You are such a small thing 

wandering through as 

such an illiterate entity. 

Searching for the knowledge, 

jumping at everything 

and believing all. 

Accepting almost all. 

Wanting all 

Trying all 

Waiting for one. 

Waiting for ONE. 

—Karen McClamrock 



Musings 

I am me. 

I cannot be 

v;hat is not me. 

If I tried, there would soon 

be nothing left 

of what is me. 

hliy is my immediate reaction 
to a new feeling 
to stifle it? 

Hov; can I decide v/hether 

v/hat I w'ant to be is because 

it is v;hat I am or what 

I w'ould like to be? 

I'm terribly afraid to say 

the things I feel tov/ard you 

for fear of sounding corny. 

But you laiov/ 

what my silence means. 

June Potter 



People running, sometimes walking 

Never stopping, never talking 

Never caring, never sharing 

Only v/alking like before. 

People lying, then they’re sighing 

Some are dying, all are crying 

Most unknowing, all are showing 

That they need someone to care. 

Someone loving, no one shoving 

Someone caring, someone daring 

To be different than the others 

No one ever tried before. 

maroda 

Up and dov/n and dovm and up, merry—go—round and round 
and round. Life’s full of bitterness, hatred and pain! 
People hurting other people. Where’s the sense to it 
all? Misimderstandings because of lack of communica¬ 
tion. One person v/ho is full of his knowledge and ex¬ 
periences and his interpretation of life tries to reach 
out to another person v/ith feelings and experiences and 
^ his ov/n, and, in doing this, sometimes these 
people get hurt. It’s hard to understand something you 
don’t know about and haven’t experienced. How can one 
see \vhat he doesn’t have eyes to see? It isn’t easy. 
But if people would open up to the truth, then maybe 
there’d be a little less hurt in the world, a little 
less hurt with a lot more love. 

Lorieta Ruark 



HOLDING ON 

Brother, 

Hold on to that rope. 

You don't know who is 

on the other end. 

Don’t give up! 

Your basket may be ready to touch the ground. 

And after the deed is 

done 

the one whom you have 

helped 

will be thankful. 

—Johnny Henderson 

HEARTFELT HOME 

0 Lord, 
how can you be so tremendous 

and rule the universe 
and yet be small enough to 

live inside my heart? 

Welcorae. 

—Johnny Henderson 



LEAF 

A branch, a bud, a blossom, a leaf. 
Curious, pure, fragile. 
Free as the v/ind. 
Yet attached to the origin, 
Changing colors 
Yet remaining the same. 
Then the leaf falls 
Into an unknovm v'orld 
And, like childhood, 
Is forgotten. 

Jackie V/. Johnson 

TOMORROW 

Will tomorrow bring: 
a death 
a tragedy 
a heartbreak 
a tear 
a feeling of emptiness? 

Yes, but tomorrov^ v/ill also bring 
a nev/ baby 
a comfort 
a love 
a ooy 
a new day of life. 

Sandy Bolin 

Reach up and touch the clouds 

Cray day of my soul 

I’ll not let them get me do\m 

Instead reach up and part them novy 

Because the sun forever shines. 

Mart3^ Folsom 
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AMERICA THE MOTHER 

What do you think she would say 
If this great country could speak 
Like a loving mother who night and day 

Would care for her children, strong and weak? 

She would speak softly with her eyes full of tears 
With a troubled heart and troubled mind 
And wonder why after two hundred years 
Some of her children are yet so unkind. 

0 children, children, you have been told 
Just how you all should behave. 

Have you forgotten that from days of old 
This country has been "Home of the brave"? 

Stop this bickering with your brother 
Just because your skin is not the same 
And start working with one another 
Before you all bring me to shame. 

Start living up to your Constitution. 
Be proud of your brothers and proud of me. 
Work together for the good of the nation 

And prove that this is the "Land of the free." 

Listen carefully and don't forget: 
Get rid of pollution, inflation, and all. 
Or you children will be the death of me yet 
And my two-hundredth birthday will mark my fall. 

So listen, children, and please obey me: 
Try to right the wrong you've done. 
Someone out there may try to slay me. 
But with your help I'll overcome. 

—Sarah L. Warren 



IftTE SHALL OVERCOME 

The Rats. 

Garbage running over 

Fumes spilling into air 

Litter everywhere 

Whiskey bottles 

Beer cans 

Ugliness 

Disease. 

And the Rats. 

Reveling in filth 

Eagerly waiting 

Along with the buzzards 

To devour the garbage 

Overrunning the land. 

Dead fish in dark streams 

Slime in the skies. 

Man is the cause. 

And the Rats 

Burrow and live 

In the garbage 

Singing: 



07ERC0PULATI0N 

rhy'-larij your five kings of DEATH walk^ 
in shining unwisdom, talking 

of the merry end of man, when they shall 

rule in DOIILNION over the starving BOIiES. 

Their guilt-edged statistics explain it all 

to the living-dead mind-men who care not 

as millions live in death-sleep of fears 

their life-fears fed by: 

DK4IMANIZED.... 
COMPUTERIZED... 

WORDS 
of 

SUPPLICATION. 
The good man of Rome 

told us today, there’s 
PLENTY 

FOR ALL, JUST PRODUCE IT. 
And Space-ship earth, drowning in the man-made 

AIR, yields up her bounty. 
SCREAMING, 

she is raped and 
raped again. 

Men, illuded by 
self-concepts (ignorance) 

SCREAM 

WE; "SHALL OVERCOME 
poverty 

disease 
pestilence. 

CONTINUE: 
ravaging 

maniacs 
in their bubble-minded worlds 

producing, seducing her virgin soils 
caring not 

THAT 

LIFE: does not live in a 
VOID. 

Bob Holzworth 
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Ik9 

rin kIe d old 
With sunken 
Where teeth 
What do you 

man 
jaws 
should 
think? 

b e , 

Is the world you've known 
Comeandgone? 
Have they started over again? 
Does it pain your eyes to see change? 

Or is it just with the end of one era 
And the coming of a new one 
You realize you have no place, 
You're extinct? 

Wrinkled old man 
With sunken jaws, 
Has your weary mind 
Grown too tired to think? 

_Denise Mitchum 
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Old man, you're an ugly thing. 

No teeth, only black gums. 

And when you spit, brown slime dribbles from 

the corners of your mouth. 

You sit, not able to say a word. 

Hunched in your overcoat on this July day. 

Lean on your cane, old man. 

What are you thinking? 

-June Potter 



THE OLD MN 

So crippled and bent 

Like branches after a storm 

Is the old man. 

He is wise, but the young can’t hear 

His words, only the cadence as he speaks. 

His knowledge they are better without. 

He could advise them of the worlds 

He has lived and worked, and imagined. 

He may know some solutions. 

The old man sits, looks, speaks. 

But they ignore his words. 

After all, who has time for an old man? 

When they are old and bent, will they remember 

The old fool they never had time for . . . 

Worn out with time, losing ground to youth. 

Anxious to try new wings alone . . . ? 

i 

—Denise Mitchum 



152 

TO AGE 

I 

OLD MAN CRYING OUT IN THE NIGHT 
FOR SOME KIND SOUL TO HELP HIM FACE 
THE LONELINESS HE NOW MUST FIGHT_ 
HAS AGE NOW BROUGHT WITH IT DISGRACE? 

OLD MAN NOW HIS YOUTH IS GONE 
HIS LIFE IS BUT AN EMPTY SHELL 
OF MEMORIES OF THINGS HE'S DONE. 
LONELY FEARS OF AGE WITHIN HIM DWELL 

NOW LEFT ALONE BY THOSE HE LOVES. 
LITTLE REMAINS WITH WHICH TO FIGHT. 
BROKEN LIKE A CRIPPLED DOVE 
IS NO ONE THERE TO SEE HIS PLIGHT? 

YOUNG MEN YOU WILL BE THE SAME, 
YOUNG MEN HIS PLIGHT IS YOUR SHAME. 

II 

OLD MAN, ALONE AT NIGHT HE CRIES. 
DESPAIR. OH NOW WITHIN HIM DWELLS 
HIS LONELY HEART WHERE HE MUST HIDE 
THE AGONY HE CANNOT TELL. 

OLD MAN SHELL OF HUMANITY, 
HIS HOPES ALL BUT BROKEN, 

NOW FIGHTS TO KEEP HIS DIGNITY. 
LIFE REMAINS BUT A SMALL TOKEN 

OF THE LIFE HE LOVED AND KNEW.... 
years of watching his children grow, 
years of happiness which he gave to you. 
OH!—WHAT LITTLE OF LIFE YOU KNOW! 

young men you will be the same, 
young men his plight is your shame. 

t 

—Bob Holzworth 



GRANDPA 

I saw his face. 

He saw my soul. 

I touched his hand. 
He touched my heart. 

I saw the sunshine sparkle on the lake. 
He felt the sun's warmth upon his face. 

I read to him. 
He painted me pictures with words. 

I saw life through rose-colored glasses. 
He accepted the challenge to face life as it was. 

I knew the color of his eyes^ the contours of his face. 
He loved the softness of my small hand in his large one 

I remembered my friends by the way they looked. 
He remembered his by the memory of a voice. 

I saw his tears. 
He felt my grief. 

His death brought sight 

To him—as well as to me. 

--Kathy Martin 



AGES PASS 

Yoimg men, hear ye not the crying 

Of lonely, forgotten generations. 

Their aged hopes withered and dying? 

Builders were they of once great nations. 

Aged men who once knew greatness 

Through years of turmoil shed their tears. 

Fleeing not, they showed their braveness 

To shelter you from all fears. 

Uncertainty on their paths has dwelt 

As on they forged toward new horizons. 

Hopes of glory in their hearts, they held 

Dreams of great worlds on which to build. 

Young men, hear ye not the crying 

Of those lonely generations 

Who in years of war were dying 

For the greatness of your nation? 

Aged men whom now you see— 

Were they not once you and me? 

' —Bob Holzworth 



PROBLEMS OF OLD AGE 

by 

Robin Dellinger 

Senior citizens of the United States are no longer needed 
in their country. Today's old people are a nuisance to society, 
and the young people of America would be much better off if they 
would rid the earth of these senile creatures. The only thing 
the old people do today is sit around and breathe up our good 

air. 
Some people, like Richard Armour, still insist that there 

are certain advantages to growing old. Armour states, for ex¬ 
ample, that "old people care less about how they look and do not 
worry about keeping up with the latest fads.!'"^ This is ridicu¬ 
lous! Why should we, the young people of America, let all those 
filthy old slobs run around looking like something from the Stone 
Age? Armour goes on to say that older people can feel proud be¬ 
cause they have been through things that younger people haven't, 
"You are too young to remember" or "That was before your time" 
or "When I was your age ..." are all familiar lines that re¬ 
mind us what the older generation has been through. 

"In 19^8, three out of five men and women over sixty-five 
received about $1,000 in money income,"^and this has probably 
gone up since then. If young people stopped the government from 
giving their money away to the senior citizens and spent it on 
something more sensible, America would be a better place to live 
in. Senator Pat McNamara remarks that "this country has not ta¬ 
ken enough time and thought for the problems of its older citi¬ 
zens."^ We probably haven't, but that's because they're not our 
problem. 

An article by Thomas C. Desmond states that "old people 
make up less than ten per cent of our population yet, constitute 
a high proportion of those in our mental hospitals."^ Since 
there are a lot of oldsters in our mental hospitals, maybe they 
could be of some use. We could utilize them in a time of war 
by tying bombs around them and dropping them into enemy camps. 
For the oldsters who feel left out, maybe we could think of 
something to keep them happy. Since falling is the greatest 
single cause of accidents for old people,^a staircase from the 



top to the bottom of the Grand Canyon could be built, and the 
oldsters could practice falling down it. 

To gain control of the senior citizens, the younger gene¬ 
ration must first control the government. Once the government 
is controlled, I suggest that all people over sixty-five be put 
in one part of America, preferably Rhode Island. 

Of course, the rules would be changed when our generation 
reaches sixty-five. 

1 Richard Armour, "Going Like Sixty," The Rotarian, Decem¬ 

ber 197U, p. 37. 

2Gladys Engel Tang, Old Age in America (New York; H. W. 
Wilson Company, 1961), Vol XXXIII, p. 10. 

3Tang, p. 11. 

^Tang, p. 13U. 

^Tang, p. 103. 

WORD TO THE WISE 

Speaking correctly and spelling correctly 

are two different things but English 

teachers are always getting down on both. 

In order to speak correctly one doesn’t 

have to spell correctly. In order to 

spell correctly one doesn't have to speak 

correctly. 

—Karen McClamrock 



Love, the flower that was my heart. 

Once bloomed radiantly in the fields 

Wandered wildly over the land. 

Now it withers in the night. 

Love, the stream that was my mind. 

Flowed in beautiful words from my lips 

Words that once pleased you as we walked 

Hand in hand. Now still in the night it stands. 

Love, the breeze that was my soul. 

Blew freely into your heart 

Warmly touching you, never to part, 

Remains as cold winter wind now you’ve gone. 

Love, you were the years of youth. 

Flowers and streams of spring 

Now remain but memories 

To an aged, crying man. 

Love, you wander in new fields now. 

Young lovers pick your flowers 

Run gaily in your streams 

Partake of your sweet fruit— 

Your fruit which now tastes bitter 

As I sit here with tears flowing 

f 

Down my wrinkled, aging face. 

—Bob Holzworth 



RARE JEV/EL 

Precious one 

Your knowledge of time stuns me. 

Your wisdom of tlie past galvanizes me. 

The wonder of your work 

enhances me. 

helving into the past 

I find a rare priceless jewel. 

I find a \mique figure of a man. 

A man that lost time, allowed it to 

pass, and still lived in a 

quaint luxury. 

Your dreams were our hopes. 

Our hopes v.'ere your dreams. 

Your desires came truei 
survival of one’s self 

commonsense 

self-determination 

is possible and can be beautiful. 

A character \vithin ^^^ourself, 

Meritorious Patriarch, 

My fantasy is of you—always. 

_» Karan dr a" 
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