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Poems by Joe Secrest

LIBERTINE CONVICTS OF PARASITIC CUSTOM
(WHERE SALVATION STARVES)

"Our housekeeping is mendicant, our arts, our occupations
our marriages, our religion, we have not chosen, but society
has chosen for us. We are parlour soldiers. We shun the
rugged battle of fate, where strength is born, "

~--Emerson, "Self Reliance'

All of us are graceless
picking up style from sympathy:
mysteries fold like paper sacks
and burn at the smile of the "best
bacon'' lady
when she comes at night to ease our cupboard love.
But it is day,
and no one runs away,
no one sits still,
while outside the sunlight
diffuses madly doling into the colored glass
motherhood, fervent with cobwebs,
before our frowns;
but we wait, for the "best
bacon' lady
when she comes to breathe our flesh
into the warmth of unsullied dreams,
and dice while porch swinging in tune
to the swelling sound of blackbirds
transient among the trees.

"The dogwood has blossomed its braille
of innocence, ' she told
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\/ ‘) BRANCHES

By Marilyn Pruitt

Each seasonable Sunday finds me set-
tled beneath a pine tree celebrating the birth-
day of my religion, which is relatively youug
but healthy and growing, These nativity scenes
are subject to the varied improvisation of my
mind and mood, so that they contain such re-
freshingly unorthodox exercises as uninhibited
love chanta to Nature, or condolence-thoughts
for the "hoi-polloi'" who nurse adopted and in-
valid creeds, or thanksgiving fasts honoring
Eric Hoffer and pine cones, or cross-exa . -

" nations of God's identity. These cerem~i,2s

are ultra-esoteric and private hecause of .i.e
very personal nature of my religion, I was not
converted to it--no, no, rather it was con-
ceived in me and born to me and is inhereiuly
mine. Though it appears nebulous to other pe-«-
ple, its outlines are clear and indelible to e
and are not the scribblings of a toddling mind.
I could perhaps render a more adequate char-
acter sketch of my religion by relating ihe
ironic circumstances which led to its concep-
tion,

' It was a crisp, invigorating autumn
morning--that type which snaps the senses to

fixed attention and I was not resentful to beﬁ\>
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that I had received invarious forms for almost twenty years.
Suddenly my mind rejected the left-overs and demanded
fresh rational nourishment. A wave of vague, vindictive
thoughts about my situation gradually pooled into one, a verse
by Eric Hoffer: '"Wehave rudiments of reverence for the hu

man body, but we consider as nothing the rape of the human
mind." I hurled one last defiant glance at my seducers and
then closed my ¢yes and mind to them all, an act which dis-
owned the illegitimate creed forced upon me.

I felt free and independent and bold. But I felt empty
because I didn't know God after all. I had been introduced to
a God who was an out-of-focus negative of a photograph taken
by some ancient anonymous photographer. I didn't want to
know a God who denied me the satisfaction of seeking him with
my own mindpower. Ididn't wanttoknow a God who demanded
a Friday-the-13th. type of awe for his omnipotence, nor a God
who offered his name asa crutch for crippled egos. In truth,
Ididnot wantto know a God. My God would have to be an un-
knowable God, a God existing beyond my realm of understand-
ing. Hewould be a durable God, withstanding all my assailed
doubts and misconceptions. He would be an objectively dis-
tant God, viewing my searching inquiries with omniscient
humor. He would be the acknowledged God of natural crea-
tion, the progenitor of the universe. His primary gift to me
would thus be my mind, a tool to use as I wish, to either
broaden or limit my understanding. A search for this God
would be noble in that it would be a serch groping far beyond
the common human ideals, a search tocomprehend the incom-
prehensible. No namby-pamby submission, no rehashed ser-
monizing, but rather sincere mind-gazing and creative
thought-construction! With this realization, my religion was
conceived, areligion which could onlybe as individual as my-
self. I felt serenely content as the passionate excitement
subsided and the sweet taste of silence filled my mouth. I
opened my eyes to survey the empty pews around me in the
empty building, and I pitied the hopeless emptiness., Then I
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M. Munoz

CHAINS FROM THE STARS

I like to hang my chains from the stars

and breathe a new freedom of words,

and my soul will fly in the wind

as a dead leaf free from the tree.

Whirl and whirl around this new freedom. ..

...ascend to the sky...

...descend to the earth. ..

and in the fullness of my happiness

let myself go on the sled of the rainbow

and at its end fill my arms with gold

and spread it over the world.

Sing this new discovered freedom,

absorb it so powerfully as to be drunk

and able to swing from the old chains in the infinity of the sky,
and then repeat again and again the magic word;
freedom, freedom, freedom,

worth only for this overwhelming happiness

that makes my soul explode in a million sparkling lights,

I WISH I WERE A CHILD

I wish I were a child so I could cry,
because now my sadness is an expanding fog
that overcomes my soul,

Bearing my solitude in the crows,

my heart is beating as a dying bird
under the increasing sorrow.

But no more am I a child,

and when I want to cry I have to smile,
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Poems by Arthie Walling Pope

THE GENERATION GAP

Youth

Plummeting outward

Toward Tomorrow

Leaves parents standing on the rim of
Yesterday,

Stunned by the shock waves of the quaking chasm
Between them,

Hard pressed to keep pace

With racing stride of

New-generation builder, scholar, and chemist.

Awed by the need to communicate,

And chalienged by the exuberance of Youth
To jet over those

Concentrated test-tube generations
Space-forged into twenty-minus years,
Adults

Endeavor to initiate

Stronger wave-lengths of mutual understanding
And earn the right

To walk beside their sons

In the lard of Today

And, perhaps, to light their way

To independence.
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POET'S DECISION
By

William Rutledge

"Darn thing just keeps moving, ' Kip Martindale said,
staring at the clock across the spacious room. "Time just
doesn't stop for anything or anyone. Could be a great poem
in that and I could have written it. Yeah, a real classic."

The rain pounded against the roof and the windows
rattled as the wind howled eerily. Blasts of thunder rocked
the elaborate brick house andthe accompanying bolts of light-
ning instantly made the littered backyard visible.

From his reclining chair Kip stared through the sliding
glass-door at the dreary backyard. His thoughts wandered
as his naked chest and arms responded to the cold with goose
bumps.

He twisted restlessly. He let one long leg hang over
an arm of the chair, his right hand behind his dark,.crewcut
head, andthe otherhandin his lap, still holding the half-emp-
ty canof beer. Glancing from the stormy scene outside, Kip
gulped several swallows of the beer, dropped the can absently
beside the chair, and strained as he pulled himself up.

Lumbering across the uncarpeted denfloortothe bar,
Kip yankad another beer fromthe cooler, jerked the tab, and
held the can high above his head declaring to no one, *"Dear
ole Coors, the championship drink of the middle class men. *
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He quickly finished the beer, and propped his elbows
upon the bar, his green eyes staring straight ahead as he
thought about his past and where it had gotten him,

He had met and married Kay during his senior year
of college. She left college to put him through the final se-
mester. After graduation, he locked his poems, several
prize winners among them, in atrunk and stored them in the
only closet in their one and a half room apartment.

He had no trouble getting a job with an advertising a-
gency. Kip remembered how much he had hated working six
days a week, saving every dime, sticking with sadistic bud-
gets, and never seeming to get ahead. 'Glorified office boy.
Yeah, that's allIwas the first six years. Four years of col-
lege and a BA to be office boy!" Kip spat bitterly.

He left the bar and moved heavily to the reclining
chair, closed his eyes, and thought of the past again.

He had promised himself that as soon as possgible, he
would take upthe poetry again. Really settle down to serious
writing. But there never had been the time. The promotions
with the agency came and the moving to better neighborhoods
began. The added salary and prestige brought more respon-
sibilities. Kip had to entertain customers more and that
made it hard on Kay, too.

Kip grimaced as he recalled the time Kay had returned
home early from an evening of bridge to find Kip naked, on
his hands and knees, being ridden by an equally naked female
manager of a cosmetic firm whose advertising account Kip
was handling, There were also many hunting trips with cus-
tomers that ultimately ended drunkenly in a boys' town or a
call-girl's apartment, Kay had beenunderstanding and made
no trouble as long as Kip received promotions and salary in-
creases, Kip couldn't afford to give up his job to devote to
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poetry and still expect Kay to remain understanding. So the
poetry stayed inthe trunk and Kip grew more resentful of his
job, his wife, and his life,

He hated the cheap copy he wrote for the phony ads.
Crummy lies! Quite a change from the great poetry he was
going to write. Years of creating nothing but cheap lies for
the stupid public. Gimmicks to take their money!

Now he was thirty-nine. He was in control of several
major accounts and security wasn't a worry. He had every-
thing any upper middle class executive would be content with,
except inner peace. ''Could I have been a great poet?' Kip
kept asking himself, For years he had kept asking himself
this question, and for years he kept wondering.

"Why didn't I have the guts to try it? Damn, I could
have made it! I was good, and I would've gotten better.
Twenty years old. A whole life ahead of me. Oh hell, the
poems I could've written., My God, the things I could have
created!"

A loudblast of thunder shook Kip from his thoughts as
his eyes jumped open and stared through the glass-door at the
wintry scene. Thinkingofhispast always hurt him. Now, he
forcedbacktears of griefand self-pity and, at the same time,
struggled to keep from throwing up. His guts felt like lead.

Suddenly, Kip shouted, "I'm sick of this life! By
God, I'm gonna do something about it, now before it's too late
forever!‘' Kip's outburst surprised even himself as he sat
silent for several seconds, listening closely to see if his pro-
clamation had awakened Kay.

The house remained still, and only the sound of the
pounding rain outside could be heard. Kip leaned forward in
the chair, his pulse quickening, and his mind racing with
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ideas. "Why couldn't I do it? Right now? Sure, why not?
Just walkout, Vanishwithouta trace. I've got enough money
on me to caich a bus to almost anywhere. Hell, I'm not that
old. Itwas Frost, wasn't it, who was almost forty before his
first book was published? I can do it!*

The excitement of his thoughts made Kip a vortex of
activity. He shot from the reclining chair and hurried to the
bedroom where Kay had been aslesp for hours. He tiptced to
the closet and silently pulled a pair of slacks, a sports shivt,
a pair of shoes, and an overcoat out and returned to the den.
He dressed rapidly as he continued to think., "All I've gotta
do is get to ancther city, as far away from here as possible,
Change my name, I'll live without anything other than the es-
sentials. Sufferingis stimulatingtothe creative artist anyway.
I can setile down to serious poetry. My God, I should have
done this twenty years ago!™

He was finally ready. When he opened the glass-door
leading to the backyard, he thought of Kay for the first time
since his new idea came to his head. ''She'll be all right.
Hell, she'll have the house, both cars, and my savings. She
might even get a good lawyer and get some insursace mouey
out of it. The damn house is almost paid for. And besides,
I've earned my freedom for poetry. Why did I marry her in
the first place? I'll never understand that!"

Kip stepped out into the rainy backyard and headed
toward the driveway. By the time he reached the street in
front of his house, the rain had scaked him and the cold was
biting through his drenched clothing. The water-logged over-
coat weighed a ton.

A block down the street, Kip's pace was slowed con-
siderably. The wind had changed directions and caused the
rain to slap against his face bringing him almost to a dead
stop. The cold was becoming unbearable. His clothing was
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clinging to his body, making movement difficult, Each step
was a monumental effort. His throat was laready raw.

Kip couldn't go on. The excitement of pursuing the
poetic life he longed for faded and he turned and tried to hurry
back to his house. The wind, now at his back, allowed him
to move faster. He rushedup the driveway, splashed through
the backyard and through the sliding glass-door into his den.
He stripped the soaked clothes off, carried them to the bath-
room, and draped them over the shower curtain rod. He
grabbed a fluffy turkish towel and wrapped himself in it. He
switched off the lights in the den, checked the sliding door,
making sure it was locked, then tiptoed to the bedroom.

He climbed into bed and huddled against the warmth of
his sleeping wife. She squirmed slightly as he touched her
and then was still, Kip buried his head between her breasts
and chokedback tears as he squeezed tighter against her. He
thought again of his poems locked in the trunk while the rain
pounded against the house and the wind whistled eerily.

Kip realized now, as he had done many times recently,
there could be no regaining of the past and what could have
heen. His last chance had been when he was twenty and it
would never come again., The poetic life of his dreams was
like the weather--damp, cold, and dangerous.

He knew now why he had married Kay and worked at a
steady job for years. His upper-middle-class respectability
offered too much comfort and security to jeopardize. He
needed security, the demon of the artist.

Kip couldn't sleep. He just kept asking himself, ""Could
I have made it? 1 would've been a great poet, wouldn't I? 1
know I could have! I wonder...?"



TITILLATING PRACTICES EXPOSED
(This article is recommended for mature readers.)

By Beth Clark

Aha! You did pick up this article and begin reading
it. Why? Didthe title catch your eye, or was it the warning
that this article is meant for mature readers? Everyday as
you pass a bookstand or the magazine shelf, your eye is as-
saulted with provocative titles on the covers. Time after
time, youthe reader have been misled by such insinuations as
"Lady-Bird Confesses To a Stolen Night of Bliss in The Arms
of Her Lover.'" You, of course, realize that this is only
trash, but curiousity compels you to read on to find ocut if
Lady-Bird is having an affair with a secret-service man. A-
vidly, you flipto the page of the story and begin to read, only
todiscover that Lady-Bird was able to join LBJ unexpectedly
on anout-of-towntrip. You, poor reader, are being cheated!
Yes, cheated!! Imagine, ifyouwill, whatthose unscrurulous
money-making fiends who designthe covers and prepare choice
summaries would do to the beloved fairv tales from vour
childhood.

The summary on the back of the ninety-eight cent epic
about Cinderella might begin, like the following. 'Held cap-
tive in her own home, beautiful and voluptous Cindy yearns
fortrue love and rest from the frequent beatings by her step-
mother. Her innate goodness is over-shadowed by the evil of
her loose-~-moraled step-sisters and her over-powering step-
mother. Your heart will race with hers as she escapes to
hunt for love and meets the dashing figure of her dreams, only
to be torn out of his arms as soon as she finds him. What
evil power did her wicked step-mother hold over her? What
mystical force drew her away from the only man she had ever
loved? You'llfindthe answertothese questions in this thrill-
packed story of romance and supernatural forces, "
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Next to Cinderella, onthelist of Fairy-land Revisited,
is a lurid masterpiece entitled Little Red. ""Sent on a secret
mission, Little Red finds the path strewn with intrigue and
espionag:. Alone andunprotected, she forges her way stead-
ily through a dangerous forest. Follow her as she meets the
suave and dashing Mr. Wolf, who is very friendly, and then
who, without explanation suddenly disappears. Experience
the journey's end when Little Red discovers that secret agent
G.M.(Code name Grandmother) has changed. During an ex-
citing masquerade, Little Red uses her wits to save her life.
Don't mi3s the exciting outcome of this adventure. '

Goldilocks, '"'I'll1 takethis one, ' her husky voice said,
'...it's just right!' But Goldywas wrong for nothing was
right. She knew it was not 'right' of her to run away from
home, but she could not supress her adventuresome spirit.
Anyway her golden hair and tawny skin and long lovely legs
could take her anywhere she chose to go. Tired, exhausted,
and broke, Goldy entered what she thought was a deserted
house. She soonfell asleep. As she tossed and turned in her
sleep, her dress begin to creep up exposing her well made
thighs. She was unaware <f the th»ze dark figures which
loomed over her. Suddenly she awoke, sawthem and shrieked,
'Aieeceeeceeee!! Getaway from me, youfilthy beasts....' Too
late, Goldy learnedthe consequences of being a half-bad-half-
good girl, "

So much for the summaries. They are designed tc a-
rousethe curiousity of you, the reader. Designed to eanture
your immediate attention, however, is tke picture on the
front cover. Forinstance, thccoverof Cinderella might show
a half-nakecad girl eaiing on a door, and a sinister woman on
the other side of the door chuckling as she toys with the key.
Little Red Riding Hood wouldbe clad only in her little red rid-
ing hood and a very decollete, skin-tight reddress. Coldilocks
would be curled asleep on the bed iike 2 kitten--a sex Kitten.




Now that you've been warned, you canavoid the pit-
falls of titillating paperbacks and magazines. However, even
in children's books, I must advise you to choose what you
read carefully. Even Mother Goose is under suspicion these
days of Un-American activities, and remember, Riding Hood

was red!
X %k X sk ok

Carol Benson Davis

SUFFER THE LITTLE CHILDREN

Children, like shrunken midget men, slip along asphalt paths
in their own natural habitat of hunger.
Sunken animal-human eyes, turned askance, always searching
for food.
Their boney fingers tear futilely at the squalid air;
Britile bones push against the taut opaque skin,
trying to break through and pull some norishment into their
marrow,
Tiny bellies, swollen from hunger, cry, day and anight,
Minature old-man hands scramble through garbage heaps,
fighting flies, rats, maggots and each other
for some edible piece to help ease the Vesuvian pain.,
Infant packs roam the jungles of indifference
snatching rotten truck from rotten stores.
Running, hiding, engulfing the prize with tiny mouths
cracked and festered with sores
but always leaving room in their bellies
for the dessert
which never comes,

No human pity for animal children.
Their parents in ignorance touch and mate

and bring more starvation

into
the
world.
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ONLY YESTERDAY
By

Carol Benson Davis

There was a time when I was younger and I cared
more for chocolate sundaes and bright red Aggie marbles
than I did Newsweek, the S,P,C.A,, or even Walter Cron-
kite. My world consisted of fuzzy pink houseshoes, my next
birthday, Christmas, and peanut butter which stuck to my
braces. I hated beets; Captain Kangaroo was my idol and I
asked endless questions which had no answers. I was shel-
tered by my mother fromthe ''cold, cruel world!" outside
whichIdidn't know existed. Iwas always told, "You'll under-
stand abcut things when you're older. "

Ofcourse, the day came when chocolate sundaes began
tobreak my faceout. Bythat time I had lost all but one of my
once~-coveted Aggie marbles. My fuzzy pink houseshoes had
longbefore been chewed up by the dog, and there was no Santa
Claus. Taul Newmanand Rock Hudsonreplaced Captain Kan-
garoo as my sex symbol. Miraculously the braces were finally
removed so peanut butter lost all true meaning. I was much
too tall for my age, clumsy, and very self-conscious.

I cebelled against my mother because she was always
telling me to wait until I was older. I was shocked at the e-
vents taking place inthe world outside my own that I had never
been informed of. Intime I learned the word hate, what big-
otry meant and I heard of a place called Viet Nam. This was
the time in my life when I learned the full meaning of yet an-
other wo:d--fear. I was afraid of what was going to become
ofthis world I had recently discovered and had begun to like,

52



Not so many years have passed since those days, I
am still very much afraid for the world but for a different
reason. In those years between then and now I have become
responsible fortwo lives, those of my sons. I have wondered
if I shouldn’t prepare my sons for reality at an early age in-
stead of telling them to wait until they were older. Should I
not tell my children about hate and fear while they are young?

Only yesterday my older son ran into the kitchen. In
his hand he held a bright red Aggie marble that I had forgotten
about. When he asked what it was, I told him it was a piece
of glass that could turn days into dreams of sunshine, puppy
dogs, and other laughing little boys. His eyes sparkled and
his face took on that look of dreams which belongs to the very
young. Suddenly a frown chased the smile away and he asked
why some of the kids down the street hated the little boy next
door and called him a ''nigger'. The answer I gave my son
was simple. That it was ""because of ignorance and he would
understand many things better when he was older, "

Why, after my plans to tell my sons at an early age of
the ugliness in life, had I not been able to compiete them ?
Well, whatis really wrongwith a world of red Aggie marbles,
peanut buiter and Captain Kangaroo? That world lasts so
short a time before it crumbles, Hate and fear are easily
learned. I want my sons to remember love and warmth, and
just maybe they will save an Aggie marble for their son's
dreams.,
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body, and is achievedhy consciously stopping all body functions.

Jackclaimstobe a prophet who was sent to East Texas
to enlightenail whowill iisten. "1 never accept money for my
teaching. Trueknowledge of God cannot be soid. Maharishi,
-2 guru of the Beatles and Mia Farrow is selling his know-
iecge. We cannot judge a man, but the Master (Christ) said
io judge his deeds. So when a cat tells me he can teach me
the way to God in three lessons for thirty-nine dollars, run,
Baby, run. 1 consider him a guru drop-out who became a
smart businessman, "

Jackis nowwriting a book called Son etning on a Stick,
inwhich, asa re-incarnated Indian, he tells the present gen-
eration what they have done to his world while he was gone.

"I hope to realize enough from my book to establish a
950-acre Ashram (spiritual retreat) where all who are seek-

ing enlightenmen: can come for meditation. "
LI

Ronnie Kaye

THE FALCON

Lone Falcon, who glides free on the breeze;

Whose fleeting figure disturbs yet thriils me,

Your eyes burn fire, yet you see no hate.

How free you are, bounded only by the thoughts of God.
On wings soft and graceful, you soar to your Kkill.
Cruel, yet majestic; the eternally bonded traits.
Where lies your beauty, murderous creature?

Is the mind of man so obsessed with death ?

And while you soaxr so highly,

Where fly the angels, and where sits vour God?







Ed White

IN SICKNESS AND DISEASE

It sure is a funny parade. Clowns cry.

The monkeys have died, the crowd is kicking a dog that is
dying anyway.

The parade passes and I scuff through the litter;

The owner of the dead dog points to me and yells, ""Get him.

He's the one." As I run, the towering buildings bend over me

And try to tell me to face my pursuers, I run to the country

And a girl with flowers in her hair says, '"Love me, "

But an eagle stands nearby to protect her.

Suddenly 1 find I like the running and dodg ing,

But soon they have to catch me,

And I must take what is coming tc me.

I'm running short of b reath and they are getting closer

Finally, cornered in a blind canyon,

I'turn to face them,

They are all there,

The dog's man,

The girl,

The crying clowns,

The rest of the par ade.

They all say, "Why did you run?

We just wanted to give you your inheritance, '

One by one, they step forward

To give me their dead degs, their eagles, their dead monkeys,

Their sickness and disease, and all they still held on to.
They gave me these things and said,

"Now you must m ake a parade of your own, "

It sure is going to be a funny par ade.

59






bian doctors were certainly an efficient lot. Other doctors
brushed past me--all, I fancied, knowing that one minute of
lost time might mean the difference between life and death for
some struggling bit of humanity.

Soon the efficient medicinal atmosphere of the hospital
was disturbed by the entrance of 2 voung Arab boy of about
sixteen and two Arab policemen., The ycungboy seemed to be
in custody and was fitfully and uselessly struggling to attain
his freedom. His clothes were threadbare and he wore no
shoes., He wasone ofthe many Avabs living in poverty. Sud-
deniy the boy broke away and darted at me shouting, "Help me;
please help me!"

Iwas stunned and could nct understand what he thought
I could do for him if he was in trouble with the police. The
guards pursued him and he fellto his knees begging me to lis-
ten to him. I turned away, not wanting to get involved. The
boy kept mumbling something about losing anarm which made
absolutely no sense to me. The guards brought the twisting,
writhing boy tc his feet and carried him down the hall, I fol-
lowed reluctantly, but was stopped short by a sign that said
"restricted area.!" Surely the boy thought that I was another
American dupe--those fantastic tales seem toalways workon
the big-hearted sentimentalists.

I stayed inthe waiting room for several hours enthralled
by the activities. Just as I got up to return to my hotel, I
could see Dr. Sardi moving down the hall wheeling a long
stretcher. He had come out of surgeryandlooked a little
pale. There must be an awful lot of pressure on a surgeon.
He must be steady or he takes the chance of maiminghispa-
tient.

Asthe doctor came nearer, I saw the young boy dressed
in a sterile white hospital gown lying under a sheet. I ap-
proached the doctor and asked if the boy was all right. The
doctor responded, '"As well ashe deserves to be." I was in-
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inhaling prowess and tongue manipulation, but the result is
evidently rewarding to those who began the smoking habit
with no thought of how it might end.

A more concrete ring-symbol in the life of a student
especially to the male type, is the senior ring. This bulky
right-ringfinger piece exhibits the wearer's superior intel-
lect, status, and class, which give him unquestionable sen-
iority over the humble lower classes. The final year of col-
lege certainly merits this importance, if only because it
marks the end of a familiar pattern of discipline and the be-
ginhing of a new one., The senior rings that are worn long
after initiation into professional life indicate that college
graduation is rarely a dead end.

On the other hand, the engagement ring is the most
highly significant ring-symbol to the females of the college
set. This prize betokens the end of a long quest for a mate
and the beginning of wedding preparations, which notoriously
have everyone involved running in circles, The man who is
responsible for all the dizziness realizes, or should realize
that for him the ring symbolizes the end of his Don Juan era
and the beginning of an obligatory loyalty.

Customarily, the wedding ring reinforces the "prom-
issery" ring, asitendsanengagement and starts a closer
relationship, hopefully s longer-lasting one Most newly-
married couples are soon enclosedina common social circls,
in which they ring out the old years and ring in the new until
thkey begin to expand the family. Thenthe socialcircle neces-
sarily is deserted ix order that a close family circle canform.
And so it seems that a wedding ring is like a pebble hitting a
pool of water, creating a rapid succession of circles,

And so it is that life itself is a multi-ring circus,
turning from teethingrings to rings-around-the-rosy to school-
bell rings to telephone rings to senior rings to engagement
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A SERMON ON SIN
By

Rev. Simon David Hayes

Sin is a three letier word which means "transgression
inst God's law.' 1i is such a small word fo have such a
shty meaning, When vne thinks about sin, he things about
nething large and dirty. Sinis smooty, bufcanalso be very
ignificant. The sin of omission is as great as that of com-
ssion, Let us now read Job 22:1-9:

Then Eli-phaz the Temanite answered and said,
Can a man be profitable unto God, as he that is
wise may be profitable unto himself? Is it amy
pleasure to the Almighty, that thou art righteous?
Or is it gair tv him, that thou makest thy ways
perfect? Will he reprove thee for fear of thee?
Wiil he enter wiih thee into judgment ? Is not thy
wickedness great? and thine iniquities infinite?
For thou hast taken a pledge from thy brother for
nought, and stripped the naked of their clcthing.
Thou hast not given water tu the weary to drink,
and thou hast withhiclden bread from the hungry.
But as for the mighty man, he had the earth: and
the honcurable man dwelt in it. Thou hast sent
widows away empty, andthe arms of the fatherless
have been broken;. . .

A discussion of "sin" could be divided intc ihree cate-
ies: (1) the vrigin of sin, (2) the presence of sin, and (3)
penalty of sin, Letus consider these three lines of thought
this discussion,

Where did sin originate? There are as many answers
this question as there are therries of evoluiion. Did sin o-
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riginate with mankind, or was it present before hand? In an-
swering these questions, we should name the actual author of
sin. Sin did not start with God. It did not start with Adam oy,
Eve. As Ezekiel says in Chapter 28, sin started or originated
with Satan. Man knew no impurity before he was tempted by
flre serpent inthe garden. Actually sinstarted in Heaven when
Satan started a rebellion to usurp God's authority. Satan was
supposedly kicked out of Heaven because of this rebellion, It
is believed that this time relates to the gap of time between
Genesis 1:1 and 1:2, This preparation leads us to say, beyond
doubt, that Satan was the author of sin and approached the wo-
man in the Garden in the form of a serpent.

Satandeceived the woman by using a little truth and large
falsehoods. His method was simple. He enticed her and then
used a lie to make her think it would be all right. Having seen
Satan as the author of sin, we need to realize that woman and
man decided to transgress on their own. God did not allow
them to sin, but we can easily see by the punishment he pro-
nounced on them. GCod never allowed men to sin, but whenthey
do they must be punished. God does not turn his back on us
and letus sin. Rather we choose sinand turn our back on God.
Sin's origin has accomplished aresult as seen in Romans 5:12,
"Wherefore as by one man sin entered the world, and death by
sin:, ., . "

5

Withthe origin of sin, there is the active presence of sin,
James 4:17 defines sin as knowing to do good and doing it not.
Isaiah compares the body to sin by saying, "From the sole of
the foot even unto the head there is no soundness in it; but wounds,
and bruises, and puirifying sores: they have not been closed,
neither bound up, neither moliified with ointment, ' Isaiah 1:6.
From this scripture, we read that our bodies are a constant
cause of sin. Sin is always present. John records in his gos-
pel that men are lovers of darkness because of their fear of
reproof of their evil deeds. They love darkness because their
deeds were evil, Sin will be here as long as there is a world.
At the end of the thousand year reign of Christ, Satan and all
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TYPICAL PERPLEXITIES OF AN O.W,
By
Barbara Bostic

American institutions of higher learning are being in-
vaded by a comparatively young, but growing, sect. Along
with mini-skirts, the jet-set, flower power, in-groups and
college sororities and fraternities;this new sect, the O, W, 's,
are forming their own collegiate society.

0. W. 's have always found themselves good material
for name-calling in instances where a member of this sex is
known as ''the other woman''. However, eventhis college sect
of O.W.'s have peculiar labels ranging from '"good students"
to "retreads’. Probably evident atthis peoint isthat this art-
icle is about the older woman returning to school.

What factors have encouraged this great come-back of
the pots-ard-pans, diaper-changing, automatic appliaaces
brigade? What ¢lements promotedthe revolutionary spirit of
these MRS, -degree hvldersto seeka broader field in the form
«fa B,S,, B.A,, M,S,, or M.A. degree?

American culture has dictated the pace ofher errone-
ozsly tabbed "weaker'' sex. Noother culture ortime has de-
manded so much of the woman as does the twentieth century
American role,

Eccnomic and living standards have created a situation
where one salary will hardly suffice. Socialareas in modern
communities place a great demand on women. .. (even sub-
committees have sub-committees). Regretfully, the majority
of church leaders are found in the female category. Women
have also fallen heir to budget balancing and the almost total
responsibility of child-rearing.

T ¢ better equip themselves to meet their family,









Have you ever wondered about the ferocious fairy-
tale dragons--about where they came from and where they've
gone to and why they had blowtorch breaths and barbed-skin
‘backs ? These mystery-monsters blazedthroughevery fairy-
tale kingdom pursued by princely posses--every season
seemed to be dragon-hunting season in those days. Few of
the head-hunters thought to climb the dragon family tree; per-
haps they supposed that it had burned down, but indeed it
hadn't, In fact, the tree still stands in some gooshey-green
swamp with only the alligator-filled branches showing, so a
person would have to climb it downwards or not at all. One
curious old swamp-tromper claims he did just that--went to
the base of the submerged tree, where he discovered the tar-
nished truth about dragons. So if swamp-trompers are to be
trusted, here is the real story behind dragons.

There was a time long before Fairy-Tale time when
the earth was such a baby that there were no kings®r queens
or princes or princesses or even any people at al{, No! In-
stead, the earth was crawling with twiney vines o
hodge-podge plants and ranks of oddish insects.
It was called the

... | \‘
Dhegyores
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By Marilyn Pruitt
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lowed in snitches in the hiding places. The hiding places,

then, became fortresses where each dinosaur crouched and

listened for ancther to wander by, but since everyone knew
/here every hiding place was located, no cne ever wandered

uear them. Such a dull game! It might have gone on forever

if one dinosaur had not been extra-crafty with his "Supreme-
ing-Scheme", which, unhappily for him, won him the throne,
ere is how his scheme worked:

First, he quietly located ninety-nine huge caves, one
ear each dinosaur's hiding place. Next he piled mud-rock
n the cliffs overhanging the cave entrances. Then, every
ight he would fill a cave with peppers and cactus, crouch be-
indthe mud-rockpileand wait until dawn. As the sun
plattered the trees and driedthe dew, thetricky green fellow
jould begin making as many funny noises as dinosaurly pos-
ible, getting louder and louder until the hider nearby crept
ut to investigate. When each victim discovered his goody-
ilied cave, he would biuster in for a free breakfast--only to
ind himself blocked inside by a mysterious mud-rock avalanche
seconds later. This scheme worked perfectly each time, so
n ninety-nine days only one uncaved dinosaur was leftto rule
ke werld. With his smcoth skin shining like a green light,
he King Dinosaur c¢rewned himself and began his reign. He
scor found that his kingship did him no gocd at all, though,
recause his animal subjecis had fled long ago, and the pepper-
:actus supply was gone. (He had used every one of these
linosaur-yummies as bait!) And so it was that the King and
lis reign were lonely and short-lived, and when he died he left
nly his gigantic skeleton as a future fossil for some museum.

But what became ofthe caved-in danosaurs? Well, the
story goes that they hibernated through the ages, living on
‘actus and peppers. At sometime during the early Fairy-
Tale period, the mud-rock blockades wore away, and one by
One the warped dinosaurs escaped from their prisons. The
freed creatures hadiempexs as fiery as theiv peppery breaths
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CAUSE OF YOUTHFUL REBELLION
By
Kay White

if the question were asked of youth, "Why are you re-
iling?", most would not be capable of an honest appraisal
their attitudes and behavior. The objective answer should
that youths are rebelling against society’s attempts totran-
ilize them. It seems that society is playing a grade-school
me with its young people by rewarding them with prizes of
ucation, security, amusements, jobs, and a higher stand-
d of livingto be won for good, cooperative social behavior.

American youths are bored with a culture that has al-
3st eliminated all advesture, risk and danger from their
res, Nervous parents shudder at the thought of Junior par-
idipating in contact sports in which he might be injured.
wotball and cther related sports havebeen conventional out-
;8 for "socially condoned violencs' and are now being shut
{for many children. Adventurous activities stch as motor-
cle and car races, sky-diving, and deep sea diving often
ad parents into tailspins. These same parents teach their
ns to evade military service as long as it is pcssible with-
t fracturing the law--and some of these parents help to bend

even break the statutes on conscription.

Youths pay a high price for living by being forced to
nform to middle-aged values. They are asked to denounce
venture at a time in history when danger and challenge are
most as essential as food and shelter, Often parents are
smayed becatuse their children are not satisfied with the
micrtable life that has been so carefully constructed for
®m. They areincapable of understanding youthful rebellion
d the need to "'gst away from it all, ™
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i1lyn Pearlman

"HE BALLOONMAN AT THE ZOO

Iave you ever seen the balloonman at the zoo?
Ie is a lucky man, indeed.

Ie has so many balloons,

ie has multi-shaped and colored balloons.

wish I were a balloonman,

would be happy.
fI were a balloonman,
would give my balloons to the world.

CHE WAVES ROLLED IN

[he waves rolled in and I heard her voice again.
) God, I did!
"Quiet! Mr. Thanatopsis,' said the nurse.

‘he waves rolled in and I saw her again.
) God, T did!
"Quiet! Mr. Thanatopsis, ' said the nurse,

And the waves rclled in and she was dead.
) God!
J God!
"Quiet! Mr, Thanatopsis, ' said the nurse.
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SLEEP, WHERE ARE YOU?

Sleep—soothing balm that
Heals the sores of the brain--
Where are you? Creep upon
My whirling senses, and
Grant me peace from this
Fear that slices the sinews
Of my reason, and gases

The hell enveloping me.

Sleep—my enemy when

Light was mine

To take for granted; come,
Be my friend now

For light has fled this house,
Eclipsing it in Stygian night
That haunts it unceasingly.

They said life was still mine
When my cold dirty body was
Lifted from the red, grimy mud,;
Mud and blood that mixed

To mask the truth

To hide from them

Medical fact; from me, the world.

But life was mine, they said again
While observing from without,
Unable to do so from within

The house of terror whose

Facade told of peace, not war.
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