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Page 2
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SECONDS ARE BEST

"Tive s Froit®

Today

usaed to the corve
rois

in Tina’s wastecan,

But tomorrow

will redden,

vhele as a pippin,
for Tima's frmitpan,

Comrad Pandlston

R

Walking cured the group
The tous had feults
tiayor Freea always says
Inaccant
Even vhon abortionists clog
Pregins vith ambryos
Yhat sbout that Jew's plastie
Tombatona?
Saves money
Ho ain't pgot no relatives
Do you?
? (]
My horoscops says the Commlcs
Started a rumer
Yea
Soap causes cancer
Pesychoscmatic leprosy
EXTRA, READ ALL ABOUT IT
(That'11l be ten cents, sir)
Wow, & whole dollar, thank youl

"Sed FParswsll®

Now then! Now then! Ve are through,
Vs rmst break up, me and you.
Though it btreaks my heart to stand,
And see you leave for a foreign laad,
I must be brave and wait,
Patiently beside the gate

Hurry back is my adieu,

Ramember love that I em trus.
Remsmber when the guns do ring,
The days we used to sit and sing.
Maybe this will keep you gay,

On your dull and dreary way.
Ramember me! Remember me!

While you are way across ths sea,
And the love that waits for you.

150,000,000 AMERICANS DIE OF [EPROSY; CAUSE URKNOWN

Sir
You!ll have to return to your rocm now
You've walked smough today.

Charles T,

Hmrdll

To the bird

hanging by his heed
stuck betwsen two boards
in the sids

of an old houns,

HAPPY BIRD HEAVEN

Joo Fobb

Gy
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"liotes From a Country Parson"

I remabor that awful, pride-wounding ashosk in the sonlesearching epiphany
of i'-!;& words °£ that wknmm preacher who spoke the words: "Vanity of vanities,
1 32 vanity,

In en instant I exmrien ed the complete intuition, both spiritusl and

shecd of the ubter contingency, the finiteness, of my life in the impersonal
eulm of 't:f.-z esocial order,

9 T thoughi beck to the world around us that drowns us in education,
Lovgnapers, magasines, and television I realized that there was never any mention
of the =ingle most important and inevitable thing in all our liwves == death. We
ali lived ag if 1t didn't oxist.

In despairv, 1 attempled to reorganize my life, making all the facats of the
social order subordinats to that great inevitability. My sttempts wsre doomed
to snd in deszpair,

It waas then that I realised a new order must coms into existence: not mersly
the ahuffling of these social values such as prestipe, power, and wealth, but the
splimination of them, With the realization of death came my deaire for an authentie
personal existence az separated from the social order as was possille,

The problem was how to accept death as a thing of positive vaiuve, vhich I
knew I most do in order to make ny life personally msaningful. I made a gemble
and it becume a successful vager,

Firat of all, I tiwvew out the Sunday Sehool mythology, which had alunys
boen insorporated in my ides of God. Second, I threw oul the many shortcomings
of organized Chrilatianity, which made me antagonistic toward the wery mention
of the word "Cod'. Last of all, I want back to the mysterious parables of
Jesus and interpreted each of them as if He were talking to me, Twentieth
Cantury creature that I em.,

For the first time since my epiphany of death, I had a wvay to fit that
insscapable event in as the ultimate value in my life, In that one memorable
instant of time, I realised that the Carpsuter of Nazareth spoks for me as well
as Himself, vhen He said: "My Kingdom is not of this world."

Bill Armstrong

"Ar" "How the 0ld Man Came”
What plece has art vhen from the soul He plays his lute,
It'a taken, then placed in towers His toothless smile
To be kicked in idle hours And vecant eyes
By lads who from the world have stols? Showing passion

Without expression,
How ranked is it vhen sits aumy He sings his wordless songs
For stuffy fools to buy for walls, That smell of death
Created by the man who stalls And passes on.
All his time in lofty array? He hears and touches

And then with breathless
By itself it sends us soreaming, Sighs and wrinkled brow
Psople has it to giwe it num:lng And bonsleas face

Jim Tarris That never shows

How he can kmow
Our inner selves,
Lete ua see within
His soul
And passes on.
Sonny Hylas
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PREQUTEL™

Ve blow o1l night, until 4t vwee ~one and dones I opet inio the yellou
hesin end rubbed the stubble on my chin, Charley came in a llitle af*er nine,
too early for bin.

e had it beby, man did we ever have it."

Mhore's the Daddy," I said,

153111 in bed, "

T waz packing and didn't vant to telk, I une thinking about lag’. night.
Tuo homms, a bese, & pleno, snd dvums, Flve volcos mingled end then 1nifled.
Ve blew, sll risht, we reelly had it, Cool, man, cool. I'm going hone, I
{housht  to myeelf, Dack south, llew Orleans, Too long gone vith notidng butb
» boze snd eight dollars and somo change, Timo's pessed, I'm old, l:ke Charley
snd Daddy and Yhil ond Bix, Too old %oo soen, GCo on home, I caid si ently,
while youlve abilil pot sgome time,

Wi/here wo going from hereV, Chorloy said.

Mo where, Homo for meo, Y

tomed Aftor losgt nighl? lMan, ve had 'em.® He emacked his fiz%, "le
hed 'en ight here,*

Who did we heve, Chorley? 1ho? GSome niggers and some Xkids? Iow many?
1'm #Hired, I'm poing home, "

therley sluugged snd walked next door to his room, I heard hinm cloee the
door wiile I vae loolking in the mirror, I spat out the taste of stelu emcke
and sat down on tho johmn, The last gip, I thought, in eome dirty callar in
8%, Louls, Tlouing your guts out for tem bucks apiece. I remembered Dix vhen
he was young, net like lest night, Coming out of a slide and letting go with
thoge low emooth ones==St, Jamea Infirmary, And the Daddy, lipe puckored,
blowing out his brains, And Charley keeping the beet on his gkins. Phil
could play all night, adlibbing 1t, just banging thoce keys i1l his “ingers
vere mubs, And me, keeping us in there uith the strings, taking off rnd
jorming, Yeh, vwe had it last night, but vho cores anymore?

They all walked in, slow like, all but the Daddy. Ile never got up after
s sesgion t11l lunch tine or after, DNix and Phil sat dowm on the bed. Chorley
Just sort of stood there, kinda chaking, trembling,

What's up®, I said, ™Mb use talking, TI've got 4t up %o get oui, Iliow,

I just can'™ gee it anymore, ®

Gharleas's oyes £1llod up ond I new gomething wee happening, FPhil looked
at the floor, his hends folded uwp in his lap, Bix just looked up and told me,
real quiet like,

“The Daddy's dead, He just sh ot himgelf so full of "H" that he died,

e hlew it all out last night oend he died this morning, ¥

T just looked ot them, 1it a elgarette, and welked out the door, dewn %o
the cellar, I pleked up rmy bess and they vere all there, Ve played ‘or a.hlle,
Charley wdth tezrs m]ﬂng down his blaek cheeks, maling them look all ehiny and
ebony-like; Phi’., going reel oasy, not bonpging, Just sort of back there, off in
%he digtance. Bix and me and Daddy, real slow, Ile was there for a time,

Ve played evhile ond then went looking for another homn,

Somny Hyles
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&, VIATCHES
"The Second end Last Nole from the Others®

In petty paradies of egaintly virtuce,
Virging sing vith roderimmod eyes
And hollow volces,
Constant hymme vith contriwvences
Thet make us wonder
What makee 1%t go.
I% is a constipatlion of the mind, |
Thoughte not firom the mind
But from the groin.
I avait the condnz and %lic eccond coaln~
And the final orgaen,
Gasping, crasping with hende
utetrotched to unlmown gode, "From East To Vest®
Mory colored rainz that cleanse
And then baptlze us into the fold, Groat rusted bonee of the desert
It ig an antligoptic for the brain, Trace glazed sande to seabe of mounteing

Steeling our nervae Probing purple skios.

So thet we may lio topgethexr Apsehe warriorg long aricsen

"ithout hope, Roan theec plaing vith rustod lances

T avalt tho lagt trump, In quest of pinkie goulde soldicre.

Tlot vith faith, ut plity. larmwouth eenent villapges choke
Somny Iivles Tith induetriel canpfires uwhile

The truth poeg marching off to
, Other ware in the East
(The wost now conquored)

"For Beth® ; ®ravel for into the sonde by day,
Lay still ot night
A Bleod red ribbon is the nmorning daumg And you nay etill hear the coycte

fnd 88 I glouly find my wey along, howl,
I stop, bend low, e:d with deliberate care But you shan’t see the buffslo roan,
Pick one nimute and perfect pale wild rose, Charles T, Guy

Thie slender sprig I hold against the sky.
Then I gently prose its sotin potals,
Uhleper a name and broathe a silont -royers
" Overhead; & pale grey dove wings ite vey
To the east, the nessengor of my thought,
As the dewn ricce up over India, DEFINITICN:

‘3ke 1H1liame
LOVE ig being behind
(1n tennis)

tThe First Drean®

I have In nighte in blaclnees stecped secn
[Itches end werlocle toke their marrlage vous
And phanton prieste at & funersl pyre

Shout and sacrifice the ssared cous.

I have lived vith jinng and gnomes and beings
Yot wmaned, I have glept with vampires.

Sonny Hyles
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"J,C. and the Boy"

I walked slowly dotm the mein strect of the derkened tovn. "Stupid little
berg. Rolle ur the sidewelks after six o'clock, Ilothing to doy, and my leet ride
left me strended horo.™

I welked around the three blocke that tlay called the "Bueiness soction® of
the town bolore I prew tired and usged tho curb for a seat. "Damn) Leet cipgerotte
and nothing open.® I cruipled the package in dieguet end threou it apeinst the
noarest store front.

"Its getting cold., I hed better find a nlace to sleegp tonight.® I welled
back down the bLloc! and turned to tio left loolking for o plece to cleep. Two
blocks dowmn vee e cnall franc o urch building weather-gray fron lack of peint,
Mlonder if thesge hici:e ever lock thoir doore?® The door ween't locked, so I
looked in, rnd finding the dimrch enpty, uelkel dowm to tlic front, I flom-ed
on the firont peu ond looked sround et the dreb interior; flaky paint, crecked
plaster, and werped floors.

The lighte frrom the eirect stresmed in the vindov and rwflectod on a srnll
plcture of Jesus vith @ bloeding heert and pierced hends, Underneeth the pice
ture mng & emnll crosg. Milce nicture, lother usge to lirve one 1ite thot, ®
I remenber vhon I vee gix, and morrio tock 1y hand and lead me to the picture,
and sgeid, 'Somn, alue;’c look to (ln, He vill never f8il you.,! That ves mon
all right, Always telling me to look to tlio Lord snd he vould telie cere of
all ny troublee. lhot'e thet vorse she wes all the quoting? COh yeahd MAll
yo that ere hesvy=laden, conc unto me and I will give yor restd® Tearr tricd
to come to ry eyecs but cteyed just behind ny eye-lidc,

I remember rom's funcral, The preacher even used tlet veree end I cried,
but thet wves & long tine ogo. |

"I shouldn'’t've come in here, Too many nemories.™ I ran dowm the sicle,
slanned tho door behind me, then peuced on the steps lictening to the silonce
of the night. ™iybe I con wlk out to tie rood and caoteh a ride to Chiesgo,
or wome where with bright lighte,"

Gemotte lMeGuire

My Sond Iy Sond®

I turned from the fireplace,
Hends £t1ll varn from blistering heat;
Saw you coming down the road e
U1th ragped clothes and o veary look w
And ren to enbrace vouy
Ity returning Son,
Three yeere tince you loft eon,
A long, long time vithont heering e wvord,
there hove you beon Son = 20 raggodly drecgod -
Far avay?
I heve goen tho

Uheres froliclhing tirough derk cirocots
In bobylon, and ate pig-slepe

In foreipn lande.
iy Sond iy Sond A robe for ry fon.
K111l the fatied calfy Eat, drink,

Dan
0% Iy Son le hone,

Gonetteo MeCuiro
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"Dear Abbey"

Like pinnacles of masculinity,

We sit steeped in odorous draughts of ram's musk

And bull’s hide and dreaming,

Suck in beautiful images

Demanding that we buy Schlitz or nothing at all

Or, that we'd rather fight than switch

Or, rather switch than fight

Or, some other indignity heap:d upon us,

We, who continue to offer ocurselves,

Smilingly ordering our favorite brand of crud,

Which threatens to devour us in turn

Under lladison Avenue subtleties

And with slickeshaven cheeks

Smelling of esters derived from jellyfish

We smile our sparkling, invisible shield

Of forty percent fewer v.vities

To sterilized young women,

Who brightly throw out lines of Frewd

And secretely damn the inevitable double standard

And how 1ittle good these trite phrases will do them

As they resach down into their sudsy pan

Of white tornado juice

Or, skate jet-powered across shiney, gleaming kitchens,

Disinfected and deodorigzed -

Just as barren of warmth as they are,

Whose thoughts turn once again

To the world of tinkling trinkets on wrists and ears

And that voice of their savior saying: "Avon ealling!"
Bill Armstrong

"To the Armless Minstrel Boy"

I am sitting on stone chairs
Looking out for roadsigns,
I am walking down sidewalks,
Haunting billboards.
I am constantly hoping for a song
To rise and poems to be read
To rwsic in cellars and privats homes.
And 1 am looking for a technological revolution
To Imock on our irner doors
And end all revolutions,
I am contemplating self-destruction
Without really believing in it.
And the world is spinning around
A sun with ourselves standing
And laying and laughing while
We fly out in ths expanding universe.
Imagine that
I am sitting on stone chairs
Locking at my pedeatal
And awaiting the new religion.
I am constantly hoping that a song will rise
And someone will be there to sing it.
Sonny Hyles
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"Mr. Smith's Progresa"

The last sweeping bend of the cownty road brought him to thet utopla of
exurbis, Paradise Valley. It vas already incorporated, the sign proudly
enpouncing that 201 citizens resided there. Civilization hed come at last to
the sleepy little county of Southern Florida, some 40 odd miles from }ilem:,
University professors, business and professional psople were among its highly
prominent residents.

As Smith saw the stately, rambling homes in the $50,000 bracket, he felt
pride well up in his chest ms the developsr of such a handsome project., Hs
pulled his car %o a stop cn the road overlooking columed colonials and
split~level ranch homes, Thelr strikingly gresn, fertilized lawna and blus
pools of all shapes created a myried of color and patterm., But most of all,
to 3mith, 1t represented the insvitability of civilization «= progress.

Glaneing furtively around, he drew a little black book from the glove
compartment and opensd it, tracing down the columas of statisties with his
finger, FHe chuckied to himself, Already, after only one ysar of existence,
Paradise Valley had recorded & murder: the slaying of a prominent Mismi
businessman caught in a triangle by an irate pstroleum engineer. This,
coupled with two suicides and a healthy divorce rate made things look
promising. There had besn an outbreak of juvenile delinquency, another
first for Seminole County.

Smith had about given up on his county until he thought of bringing the
city to it, The uneducated, rural folk were unsusceptible to progress, being
tied to the myths of religion and morality. Paradiss Valley was indeed a
lucky stroke for him.

Pulling up to the little real estats office, he goit out and walked
briskly across the lawn to greet a couple waiting for him,

"Smith's the name = yss, the developer. Sure nice to mest you folks,
Fine 1ittls eommunity we hawve here. High priority settlement - real
progressive eommmity. Fine atmosphere for bringing up children == all ths
folks are good, educated city people. Yes «= and we intend to keep it thot wayl®

Bil1l Akmstrong

"'SMG" “Uld Man"
Too late we thought What use are you old man?
Gf the more frequent overflowings Too old to ride herd,
Of ths soul. Too late, Mend fence, cr look for strays.
They becime visions = Your only job, to gathsr eggs
Future directions =e fnd 8it in rocking-chair
To exhalt, twist To let the sun sadle
And moke the Puzszle complate; On your weather-besaten face,
low here before you people, What use?
As all people, jumped bare To hear the creak of rockers
Upon myself, made waste, On your porchebound steed,
Abort all Eves, And drezm of days that used to bo:z
With wulzar, sweel appraisals. Tha thunder of stampsding hoof's,

Jin Harris And roar from swift gun,

Now, revelling in ancient glory,
You dream yourself to death.
Gemstie Mcluize
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from eritical paper on Tiny Alice

Stephen C., Pepper's contextualistic type of eriticiam is ths proper
method of evalvation of Tiny Alice, because the play's ambiguous nature makes it
impossibla for the observer to receive clear, individual interpretations with
one viewing of the play. It is a puszle end must be studied. 4And if the play
is to be worth while or valuable as a work of art, it will be so becsuss it
despens the intellectual experience of the audience.

Pepper in The Work of /Art states that an artistioc creation is not a single
objeet but 2 "neat of objecte."™ This "nest" consists ofs a vehicle or control
object, the immsdiate perceptions of that object, and a funding of those perceptions
which results in the object of criticism., This is the procsss of the contextualist,

It goes without saying that a work of srt is more than emotion. Put emotion,
I believe, is the most important factor in the reception of the immediate perceptions,
Pepper says there is not only satisfaction (emotional and intellectual) involved
in the perception, but a vivid realization of the imrediate quality of the
experisnce, The emotions determind this vividness, and coupled with theemotions
involved in the satisfaction of the immediate perceptions, they (the emotions)
dominate the aesthetic experiencs.

Tiny Alice lacks the necessary order of events, that is, plot and individual
scenes, to evoke serviceable emotional response, At the end of act two Brother
Julian sutmits to the sexual enticements of Miss Alice., DPut the audience fails
to respond to what normally would be an emotion situation, because Misa Alice is
not human and Frother Julian has failed to make his predicament associatable. By
no means is stark verisimilitude a prerequisite for wiotional response. Fowsver,
Albes has made his characters and their plight ebstract to the point of
the experience with the work 2 totally intellsctual one, Tiny Alicg is art minus
emotion, which is not art. Albee has made little of what is theoretically very
emotional material, '

cooDlsunity results from the spasmodic and highly symbolic nature of many
of the speeches. Symbolism i:. the Albes play has gotten out of hand; that is,
the obssrver bocomes so involved with the meaning of characters and their spoech
and actions, that symbolism almost beccmes the subject of the play. Albes,
to be sure, didn't produce the play for this end, What he does in the play,
though is show an intense interest in a message. This destroys unity and
assthetic value, Jin Harris

from "Ames in Sigter Carpie"

Ons point is very clear: Ames does not understand Carrie., He thinks he
doss, but Dreiser makes it apparent that he doss not. IListening to music at
the Vance's home, he asks of Carrie, "Isn't that a pathetic strain?” She blurts
out an unf'inished comment about what music does to her -~ not really knowing e
snd Ames assures her that he knows how she feels. Carrie is unable to fesl
anything for music, and Ames is unsble to see this lack of feeling. He telieves
Carris's nature places her in a class that should do more se=ious drame, on idea
Carrie is avare only through him, Ames tells Carrie that when he first saw her,
her mouth was curved in a mammer which expressed sorrou. Actually she vas
exiremely happy that night and wished the evening to continue. JAmes 1s placing
some mesk of melancholie intellectualism on Carrie, making her in an image he
wvants, He tells her "You ought not to be melancholy.”

(continued next page)
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Jister Carrio (continusd)

Amos does reflect Drelser's idea of the purposelesss nature of 1ifs, He
#ays, "The world is full of desireable situstions, but, unfortunately, we can
geculy but ons at & time. I doesn't do us any good to wring our hands over
the far off things.” Here is ths irony of Ames' position, He is intelligent
=8 the eyes of Carrie, but le is not intelligent or perceptive snough to undarstand
tumsune a8 eimple as she, FKe fills Carrie's head full of notions atout harsaif,
 Botions far biyond what she is ompalle of schiewing. He deseribes %o hor the
vidienlous mesk thet he has placed upeon her face, and Carria succumbs to the
toception. Chs longs "$o be egual to this feeling wuritten upon hor contanance,"

fimss is a useless character, Ho scsme to be interposed near the end of
ths noval to whet Carrde's sppetite one more time, whils the reader, already
cvare of Carria’s nature wntches her bacome unheppy again. Anyons could have
sarved this purposs, and the man gives the novel no mors than what has aelready
bosn given ty Drouet and Iurstwoed,

Jim Farris
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