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NAILS J. Michael Cox

Dreams are the nails

We hang our hats on rainy days
On coming into the warmth

Open heaters in a country winter
in a barren land

Dreams are the nails

We build with

Rickety skyscrapers to reach the moon
Dens to dwell out the nicht
Dreams are the nails

we seal our coffins with

A Race of Carpentery

Working off our frustrations

in the late hours of the night
Fearing the dawn.









place like a puzzle inside Jim's mind. He
could just picture the train engineer yell-
ing;lookout, just before the boiler blows
up setting tae entire train on fire.

He had to get out of here., He jump-=
ed out of his seat and ran up to the conduct-
or, "You've got to let me out of here;" he
screamed.,

""Now; just hold on there, Bub., There’s
nothing you can do out there, so just sit
back down and we'll be leaving in a few
minutes.,"

"But you don‘t understand I..." He
knew he could not make him understand. Jim
pushed the conductor aside and broke for the
door, In a few quick strides he was outside.
Free.

He began running past the cars of the
train. As he ran past the engine it seem-
ed to come alive:; breathing and fuming; its
single light shining into the night like a
one~-eyed Cyclops. As Jim looked back
over his shoulder he began laughing at the
man-made monster. He had beaten it!

He hesitated for a second. He gave
his first thoughts as to the rest of the
passengers. After his previous performances
they would never believe him. Besides, if
they were supposed to be saved they would
have had the dream also.

Jim continued to run as hard as he
could; as if the devil himself were after
him., Jim knew any second now he would hear
the roar from the boiler and the screams of
the passengers just before the flames would
engulf them,






kind of horrible practical joke on him-
self,

He didn't have time for any "only ifs.'
He opened his eyes again. The train was al-
most on him. The engine looked almost
sympathetic now. Just before he closed his
eyes for the last time, he saw the engineer
stick his head outside the engine and yell
"Lookout!"

TENSENESS WOUND UP Elise wWilliams

The tenseness wound up

As a mainspring in a watch,

And all watched.

Till it came to a time

(Like in every timepiece's life)

when its mainspring broke,..
Shattered...

To thousands of little pieces of time...
Scattered...

Upon the mattress of love













































every phrase, longing someday too to ha
prime, and join the elite of the creme .
creme,

Yet I marvel at Miss Jean Brodie!
want to shout '"Bitchi" at Marcia Blaine s
concerned headmistress when she dares to chal-
lenge the teacher’s choice of curriculumé I
long to cry "Bravissimo!' when Jean scorns
Mr. Lowther's sincere proposal of marriage to
pursue her imperial goals alone, as always,
Most of all, I want to stand up and scream
"INJUSTICE!" when the force that devoted her
life to her girls, the force that killed Mary
Macgregor, is exposed. For I, too, am drawn
in by the Brodie fascination and allure. I
cannot easily see the derangement hiding beneath
a mask of Scottish heather and a fervency that
would have been commendable had it been steered
in a more realistic direction. Yet there is
stark realism in the vagaries of this war-bereft
spinster, with so many equally alluring paths
for us to choose leading us to who=knows-where?
The people of East Germany didn't know where,
Joplin and Hendrix didn't realize where, and
the hopeful followers of the Black Panthers
cannot see where. We are all potential Mary
Macgregors.,

Thus, it is to our definite advantage, it
seems, that in 1961 authoress Muriel Spark
conceived '"the dangerous Jean Brodie" that
Romanesque schoolmarm who, an intensifying half
century to follow, has merited a secure, if not
just puzzling niche in the minds of intellect-
uals, educators, behavioral scientists and
sex maniacs alike,
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Judgenment Bruce Dye

I live in hell: Gad designates my place.
Intimate is my knowledge of its pain

And darkness, which for other men to trace
Within my steps, and thus, perhaps, sustain
Me with consoling words, I have no hope.
There was @ ftime, when ages had rolled by,
That God percieved my pain of lesser scope,
And I no longexr for his grace did cry.

So did he quickly thrust into my thougnt
Some cherub °s dream of paradise, and mine
I thought it was, but soon it fell to nought.
Darker is my darkness now, and no decline
Hereafter shall I feel in pain. I weep

For paradise, and here its mem'ry keep.







AN INAUDI3LE CLASH Griffin Jones

"Aren't we sitting? This is the
Willowed Distance I've been so
Often told about. Walking;
Walking so, on and on to beat's
Time; yet doubted, yet not lost
I'm sure..."

Welling up in silence;
This widow or his way,
Among the ones known

So well,

I am a stranger, seeker,
You speak boldly upon
Your coming.

"Is it not the wait? 1I've measured
Forty leagues from initiation,
Still in signs, imagination,
Dexterity giving to grease,

Hold on, you must know!"

I creep sleeping in corset's

Red platelets, forgotten chemistry
Balling down these veins crystal
Round and over.- shooting
Sideways.
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"1 am persuaded paths of
Lighter ways you know,
You in rage, you who
Crave; knave that you are,
Let it beil"

Soothe you, soft glimmer
on retarded moon, your
Wish hollow in cheese
Crumbling and old, old.,
A wandering temple this,
Chained in gold,pieces
Litter the steps.

"Again, it hums softer to
Put down on here. Sinking
Peak reeking garbage of

Forgetfulness; the garden
Blooms forever too late."

"This snake spits at youi"

.Can you imagine that?
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CONTRIBUTORS NOTES
In Order of Appearance

J. Michael Cox is a senier from Longcsiew,
majoring in psychology. Stan Lackey is a
talented freshman student. Pasha has been
around a long time and in THE STRAYED
REVELIE R before., Elise Williams is a
sophomore from Dallas and does her own thing
in her own time. Kim Hughes is a senior
Enalish major from Houston. Jack Bartlett
is a senior art major,who has done covers
for THE STRAYED REVELLER. Frank Follis is
active in debate and forensics. Leo Rudd
is a senior English major, who is chasing
rainbows with Shiva's Head Band. Mugwump
is mugwump is poetry by committee., David
Lewis is absolutely insane. Cathy Speas
is a drama major and will do more reviews.
Cydney Adams is a junior from Tatum and is
active in underground journalism. Mike
Jones is. Bruce Dye is a talented new-
comer: to THE STRAYED REVELLER.









	Stephen F. Austin State University
	SFA ScholarWorks
	Fall 1970

	The Strayed Reveller, No. 8
	Cydney Adams
	Griffin Jones
	Barbara Guisnner
	Philip Gallo
	Michael Cox
	See next page for additional authors
	Recommended Citation
	Authors


	front cover
	insidefrontcover
	page 1
	page 2
	page 3
	page 4
	page 5
	page 6
	page 7
	page 8
	PAGE 9
	page 10
	page 11
	page 12
	page 13
	page 14
	page 15
	page 16
	page 17
	page 18
	page 19
	page 20
	page 21
	page 22
	page 23
	page 24
	page 25
	page 26
	page 27
	page 28
	insidebackcover
	back cover

