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WELCOME to the verse of a punch of guys
who think writing should be a part of
every educsted man's experience., We
are a group sanctioned py ncne, other
than our own selves, sanctioned with
our own pelief that we have something

to say. Spend a few minutes with us, : editors:

Be you science student, Englisin student,

agriculture student, whatever your fcvte Jim K. Harris
we peliieve therc ig interest for you in

the follcwing pages. Bill Armstrong
Who are we? Students too, But students John M. Gocod
egotistbiczl enough to want to have our

ideas, any ideas, spread throughout a Sonny Hyles

fow minds other than our own, We have

talked to ourselves and to each other. Gemette McGuire

Now we want to talk to youw.

Glance througnh the followlng pages.
If you see something of value, talk
apoub it

If you wish to coatripute to the PENTAGHAM submit your
work precigely as you wish to sce 1t 1in print. Send
noems, short stories and essays to: FPENTAGRAHM, c/o
30X 5445, S.F.A. STATION, NsCOGDOCHES, TX 75961.

Number One January, 1967
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The Temper of Love

A FATHERS BEMEMBRANCE OF BOYHOOD

He stalked me to the clearing,

My curley-neaded sprite,

And proueht to my lips a smile

Of wrathful mirta.

My glistenring toocls lay scattercd
Around the green,

And 2 Flimsy shack of high-grade wood
Stood uaderr a skinny pine tree,
Before the shack in a glowing bed
Was a campfire of brown pine cones.

"Can I camp out tonight, dad?" the face
Of freckles said, -

"I won't oe afraid of tigers and bears
Because I have my pop-gun

And a nice warm camp ped".

He wistful-eyed looked at me

And pleaded, "Can I dad?"

T rubped his mother's curls down smocth

And answered, "Yes little man, if I may

Stay with you." :
Gemette MecGuire

NIGHT SONG

My darling steps upon the snow at night,
And floats into the soft caressing wind,
And gently tiptoes past the waiting clouds
Into the myried of vast unending stars,

And chases after moonpeams, fast and light,

She chuts her eyes| and angels swarm apout,

And peauty shines around her golden if'ace,

Arnld thls pvlendid signht ishe steops and glances

Down on thc acart that lived put for ker touch,

Anid nodig .l hands outstretchned she spans the gulf

That secarates this world from that she left,
And beckcons with a volce, impassioned, warm...
"Come to this place." And all my soul responds,
And rises to her calm ershanting touch,

An@ resta with her, untll there is an end,

John M, Good
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#2

Spring fell fast, I guessed,

Over the rail a thoaumrd feetb

To pavenzsnb, movaple crowds

The city sprawlied in ordered fashion
West the chalky smokz shoots

Up, a lepoiring many teil

;i_kness not cf pody works q‘ickly
Tzking frcmn me precicus hour

And how qaored they

To pe handled by any out me,

Spring fell fast, summer gone
I %izg my file Dtﬁno soul 111
Auotner day, year vhen e
Skell meate eomewhere in a field forlorn
Or 1a anothesr kour of desperation
Vher tt o “isslng relatives again
Descen? 1lke psets Lo suck
My plood, my life, my preclous
Hvmple minutes of self--glory in
Soliitude,
Jim k. Harris

Hymnal--Hope

WHERE

Caught in the swirl

of a mad, dashing world
I know not whrere

To pus ry faze

Whether to 1ift it
To Thee. 0 Gpd
Cx letr 1t hahg
Amid the crowd
0f namecless,
Faceless
People,
Bill Armstrong




Pages 4

THE T0™3

Fron that first stone the sepulchre grew
Until the first 1light faded away.

The ancilcent wisdoms, how much they knew,
From time unmeasured have a isen,

The stones sit mute, a pburying place,
So that 211 who sece woader

What age of wman, what holoccaust has
Left thais place untended,

The fiecry gasp of life is lost

Within the walls quiescent.

The kirngs and pharoks that pullit

pave left it unprotected.

Still 1t points its head

Toward the skiles,

And leaves bresth bequethed

To funersel pyres

Asd magnificent splres which are lilke
The sword uansheathed.,

They lay flone, in Jdesth masks finel,
And gaze emid tue treasures

O0f untold wealth and finecry

And, strenger still, their pleesures.
The temple virgins in their gowns

Of pious regal splendor,

Still dance the dancge that once retold
The gaiety and carcless thoughts

Thet reigred supreme, then ended,

The endless time, much of it lost,
Still lingzers in the image

Of great men sitting, uvnsurpassed

In velvet, silken piuammage.

Then life is through and peglns agailn
And strips this place of grandeur,
Verpage, vintage flcow within

The confines of without a2n end

And volces, careless, still the plend
Within the walls contalned,

The tune 1s played, the sin is sinned
For that unseen, fathomless day.

The skles are darkened from the rage
0f the si.htless, mirthless nmen.

The cyele flows from day to day.

One knows, perhaps, the oaly way

That death may conquer thoughts,

For the walls they hear and hold too dear
What blond and toil have pought.

The g=me is played the s:sme once more,
For nowhere is varistion known

(continued page

5)
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e ) T - e v hadis's

THE TOMB (cont,)

FProm the sudden peauty that may spriang
From decadence and decay alone,

Over and over and over again,

The tomp ringe ocut its cry.

That apiro. lifel-ss song and sigh
That shudlsers fxom the Dy and | oy

And thuni@rq irom the stars up high,
And . tuc _.:--.',‘.4?’-29 to. 1lie

Within q, arms ¢f the whence and why

Cast dcwn from thh helghts and depths unseen

And grasps the
That Iife will

Within the tomo

That eerie,

feeple,

thought that seem to mean
never die.
it goes on and on and on,
constznt tune,
Sonny Hyles

JLESSED IS HE

Mow we heve crossed the dark vell,
{t hes peen rent asunder,
And all cen enter,

The man vho died

Yet 1ived 4in 3eath,

(With a three day Journey
In Bell)

Then arose from the grave
Has died for us,

The Eaaster-1ily has wilted
From that eventful day,
Yet He lives on,

Sitting and waiting.

Waiting fcer us €
Sent to suiis s ¢

Now it 1is over,

And the cold oed of clay

Has peckoned;

Yet our: soul flcata freely,
Waiting for the marriage I&aal

Glorius day.
Gemette McGuire

EPITAPH

So, fishermsn,

With all your grit and will

You're going to tackle dogmas,

Reach out through the centuries

And trample Kings.

Are you sure you have the
stomach for 1it?

What right have yu,

Who's never had the learning,

To tell us how to live?

Don't say its not your word

But His--almighty His.

We'lve had your kind pefore

Certainly,

But we‘ll pe damned

If we'll have your kind again!l

Jochn M, Good
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Hymoal--Despair

COMPANION3

We walked through wonderlands
Of man's great rise

anicking skulls and torsos
From cur path,

Looking into my comrade's face,
There shown in expty sockets
And upon his liniess mouth

A glant smile--profound.

Dancing a rickety dance,
" He pellewed to the ground
Opscznities of devotion--
We laughed.
Bill Armstrong

7

I hear pells
It's time for church
And all the people gather

Hememper when we rode

With dirty faces, unkept hair
Apcu® those crowds

Exhausted from a nignt of drink
Of love, of bed and dirty girls
Exalted at our rejection

O0f simple hours and families

Next week I go for coffee
To pe sure a dirty face
A bitter taste
Will smirk those around
As I greet the sun
With a sacred smile
Jim RBH. Harris

UNTITLED -

A man came to my door one day
And ss1d that he had lost his way,
So I putchered him and hung him

Bu.bo dey.: And 3

chasvised bhin

And said that he must know

That this weas the way to save hkim.
He died, hanging upside down,
Blood running in his eyes and cn

My glassed-in patio.

I wept and cut him down

Ard deified hinm.

But ne did not move or bplink,
So I sacrifiiced ols pody
To the misty gods that I had

Head apout somewhere,
And then I screzmed

And peat my hands upon the wall

Until they oroke

And lay shattered at my feet.

Sonny Hyles




the PENTAGRAM Page 7

DEVOTIONAL

The pell shriekXed, and all the walls
Woppled within the eerie space,

And all the pecple stood ia files

And placed thelr hands high

And promised goodness, and haonesty,

And Goé's leve, Then God salc,

"Hzve 21 love me and pay respect,

And guffer  adaigive, and hopey,

And pe plesscdl.? Yet one man,

nidinz 4q the corner of & hall,

With stuffy dress and multicolored tones,
Said gquietly, "No."

And the pell stopped.

S¢ all the people turned and looked

With rodding satisfection on the scum,
They whispered saintly actions,

With arms outstretched they callied aloud
For fiery vengeance from the Lord.

And then they gathered 'round the trouonled one,
Picked up his state with eager hands, -
Apove their heads they carried him
Majestically bound,

Onto the funeral pyre,

A leader came from within their midst and read,
A mother cried into the placid frowns,
To bare her gentle heart,

A realist, a man of action,

Stepped sternly from th crowd,

Picked up the torch end placed it to the wood,
They all fell psck respectfully.

An awe rushed through them and a fear,

The pell shrieked and they turned their backs
As thz walls wobpled,

Az they smiled and ralised their hands,

Aad promised,

Jehn M., Good

DON'T FOuCET. Ycou'lve been kind enough to look at some of ocur
work, now let us look at some of yours, Our address again is
PENTAGRAM, c/o BOX 5445, S.F,A. STATION. Let us hear from you.
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Science: the Apsolute

~APHNE AND CHLOE

> ohe in paradise, the world seems grey
ad patterns and desigas are thrown away
2> make a din of noise and clatter,
1ere is no trenquility.
fet in a garden, hidden and din,
Daphne and Chlece, in ignorance, swim
Aind while away the hours
Amidst the zrascses and the flowers
There not a poot or shoe has traveled
ind no trucks and men have graveled
Jr oil-slicked inrcads snake their way
into the suntleness of their day.
“hey frolic in the water, never wondering
‘To finish some insignificant job
r, from some day or evening, rob
A\ second of their time, They are taken
.1th each other, never needing eggs or pacon
‘n the morning or beef or stroudle
Jr chicken noodle
‘n a ean
Jr a moving vaun
To carry petty possessions
Or a shrink to cure obsessions
Or a tresvelog,
A catalog,
Daphne and Chloe, cloaked in simple peauty
iever strive to do their duty
To a world of mass production
And scientific deduction
‘ull of air pollution
nd supstitution
nd things as yet without solution,
»om the water a reflection
Of their loviiness uriecayed
And upon each face a recollection
Of youth and fervor unafraid.
Thelr grey disheveled hair
And wrinkled prow
Show not a care
or a hint of how
Their bodies looked pefore their backs
Were pent and their ears went deaf and sacs
Appeared upon their preasts.
They stumble off and then they rest,
Their aging bones and toothless grin
"an never show just who they've been,
Sonny Hyles

#11

One youth lingers
Outside a complex

Of buildings, computors
Drawn py Huxley

To pe sure,

While othner youth

Grown old with

Their own disassociation
Hurry apout inside

To the tune of IBM.

The day so sweet

Fall the season

When crumpling leaves
Disturb all reason
The sun shines ripe
Warming a pbody not
Yet ready to leave
The comfort of a
Small confining place,
The temple where he worships.
Not yet ready to work,

"Personnel" it read

And he heard someone mutter

"Now what can we do for you'

Outside a chuckle

"Poor fools. I shall sit

Cross-legged oy the sea

Dreaming of times

When Man, in hand

With the elements

Ate from his own back-yard

And I shall sing

'Now what cen we do for you?
Jim R, Harris
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PAST A POINT
Jim R. Harris

Whatever the experience, life goes on.

Joinson couldn't really rermexber where he had first keard
that, but it kept running over ana over in his mird now, as he
pleyed with sweat on the window. 1t's funny aboit lines like thaf,

1ifies thau lxve Some poetiec cuality f£or you, and how they seem to
sprine 1'm 2t the strangest times. well maybe they ave not really
strange niues ifor The thought, but simply pnetic times. Perhaps

Winber or summer, Or Some sesson has juskt ccme on the scene,
or you've lost a lover, or maybe it's just cne of those nights,
‘and somethine someone has said o something you've read comes to
pind again ard agein, It's rard to geb things like that out
of your mind. That!s the way it wes with Jekinson tonighte

wWyho hes the seeds?" A fix would bs good now. It's been
good all evening, Leen a long tire. Vog net really. -Just
scems like it. Ile ground the flower seeds in the tiny pepper
box, and swallowed then.

nSpo it's Jekinson. Thought you said your name was Dailey?"

tyho are you?"

"How many times do I have to tell you? My name is..."

WNever rind. I know. I'm sorry. It's just that you talk
so ruch I get confused." . ]

Ané sne really did. For God's sake, she talked a lot.
Ard this guy that was driving was a real nut too. FHe didn't
talk, bui the way he kept turning around and looking back, you
wotid think someone was following him. And the girls next to
hirn squirmed about making the car seem a capsule of confuscd
novement.

Tt had rained earlier in the night and there wsre 1ittle
muddles spread all over tne streets. Jekinson took note of
them and he looked down at the street waiting for one to shoot
by, bright with the light of all-night gas staticns. He pretended
tho woter wag roally the source of the light end there were
1i<tlas cities obeneath the Eouls uilere it was nevaer dark and the
cities had 4lny poople whe were always hapoy. That's!the way
he would have it if he coulid--always svnlipgat, no vooze, and
ne paug. o wha talk too much. Feople wuo talk too much always
come &s righ't, he thoughi, / Hver notice that? Tha sunlight
scerms to stifle. pcoples ebility to talk.

Jekinscn took another pinch of the seeds. Flower, flower,
on the wall...

0] wenld rever have drzamed it, Price Jekinson."

Wha* had nappened? he looked dcwn e lls hand resting
on his left knee. he liked to rest his harnds on his knees
when he lhiad something important to think atout, buv it was so
crowded herse that only one hand could be placed in the reflective
position. Wwhat had happened? Therc had tc be a logical
explanation. Then he thought of another sentcnce.'when we are
borngy wWe CIry that we cre come to this stage of fools." Soracheow
1% saemed to tie in with what he had been thinking--1life goes
on, the puddles of water. And he felt satisfied. |

- en
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THIS COLLEGE TOWN
Joe Bobb

A graduate student working toward his Masters Degree in
the sciences recenily related a story of an experience with the
Nacogdoches police department. An officer stopped him for
nquestioning” and the student took issue with the cfficer over
reasons for his delay. The policeman took offence with the
nemart college kid," and the student nearly had to bend his
knees to the policeman--he had To beg off being taken to jail.

It is ohvious that the near-illiterate policeman was
prejudiced acainst the student, who wore glasses and had an
air of intellectuality about him. This particular policeman
is typical not only of the law enforcement in Nacogdoches but
of the town's peoples and organizations in general. Elderly
women abtempt to censor magazines that have been accepted
throuzhout the country. Merchants and waitresses, who gladly
take the student's money, sncar at having to serve the "fresh,
smart eiudenits.”" Nacogdoches citizens are biting the hands
that have made their town as prosperous as it is.

iL .5 & packward, stifling, anti-intellectual, strickly
East Texas air that surrounds Nacogdoches, And it is choking
any progressive attempts, on the campus of Stephen F. Austin
State College. hLow far can a college progress intellectually,
how far can it extend its sphere of influcnce when it is fenced
in and ruled over by townsfolk who seem to distrust and disrespect
nthose wild kids who go to the college." How will this college
ever cease to be the school dwarfted mwmoung the pines when the
people of Nacogdoches continue to belicve that students are a
necessary nuisance? What chance does this school have of attaining
a university status when its professors are forced to live amoung
people that consider them alien money?

Have yon ever looked at the local newspaper? Typical
stories include a front page anouncement that the manager of
the local discount store will speak in a ncar-by town at an
important meeting of the W.M.T. sewing circle. Or perhaps
you would rather hear from page two that Aunt Sally's relatives
“pom West Texas visited her last week at route nine. Students
end teachers must go to a Dallas or Houston paper to read even
the least relavant news. This necessity carrics with it a
feeling of isolation. The newspaper in a community where the
processes of higher cducation are cocnducted must not remein
s small town paper, but must cater to the needs of the educated
or assist in the hindrance of any further education.

Uneducated minds running a town's police department,
elderly women attempting to censor the student body with Victorian
ideas about sex on the necws stands, and newspaper officials
who write to plcase antiguated communities hanging on to the
skirts of buclkwoodsmen idecas, will kill a college even as
that college doubles its enrolement yearly.
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BPECKS
The spesalie &
Kepdlaoonntd
Letuing, trx
Of millione

Receaing irto
Like lon3,
Coloyrs of
Lancing dart

A great red glant pursting forth
Proclialms agvmﬁTJ scorets

et lite aml”
Blind te thei

“LFOL rg neasts
h‘ J(:. 5 r.g
B;LL Arastron

THE SEA

3

T
A wanderer in this drezry land
sand Jlocklng upon the white,
Towilng sand,
At the lovc;;nass off the s=a.,
Vaitefoanm rushes
Wnite and bleck,
‘rashes on the agﬂ -secamed rccks.
rhen receeds,
LT O, g ﬁpntlv at, the Havrth's Dcsom.
Tne thick-s 5inned
Foam hides the pcacefulness
Of ancient cities and wreaked
treasure ships
Lying in undlsturbed sleep.
The high rise
Or tide displays uanrestrained rage
In angry wincs
I stend alese
jron the shcre,
: And Wish.
Gemette McGuire

> '-"'l UJ

» laghes angrily
sianting, salning rein,

- Fhe rcckiLb Plten of dezk peneath
Reaveals our lives'! wet bane,

The skies are cact Nifb angry cir

Thetr riddips borm asungsr

w & Tk
X = - 2 r -
With flashee--ripoing, fiery o
ﬁﬁ” -Aoafr;:izg;, POitisng Crunany,

Into the distsnce moves the din,
Replaced oy smooth plue seas,
The phosphnorescent glow of life
Appears with soft sea breeze.

It curls apout my e&rms and throat,

Csressing hands of love,

To lure me back with Circe's charm

To the crashing hammer of Jove,
Bill Armstrong
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Neha2s on

il eral 7
Malancholyw

2YMPHONY FOR BASS VOICES

“olitary station—-
urnb——

i trsins~-

‘aeds petween tracks
Tnisper silence

nid the pzes murnur of wianter winds.

ostalgia lives with metal monsters
1tted with covper-colored disease,
uld spreads its .Lguordnt cloak of
gerenibyy
.magine only thirty years pack,
sconny Hyles

"ITH YOUNG TIMOTHY'S PASSING

ia always ran caught up,

»ight flowers, paintbrushes dancing,

t.tlering past his ears
ting soldiers and enemles
1id secret places sheltered from
the rain,
iet, wonderfully sticky,
~overed with ants and muck and
smells,
7ith a dog and a bird,
118 and God's if he'd thought of it
‘o the edge of the woods
md down in the dirt,
‘e ran a thousand times
‘nowing but once,
i gathered in this werld

ind wallcwed in his innocence
Lth a dog ard bird,
18 and Ged'p if he'd thought of At

ad if he hadn't, will now,
ad know 1t polbter than us,
Jcan M. Guod

3

3

#21

Snould I say that now

tine time has come,

when werped faces turn about

fto view a soured soul?

Shouid I say

it's time to descend,

clcse all the mocklng pages,
leave, make ready,

to mate with some roots of grass?

How far have we gone?

iround the& block,

when ports and airports
restlessly waited tue arrival,
SO0 many miles away.

How many have we known?
One, two, surely enough,

How much nave we feit,
how wmony enotions uinknown?
Too wmany to clign, or

remain here where I stand.

I do net count you out.
Back to your own,
perhaps a different, better shape,

Tomarrow I'll wear my yellow shirt,
Tomarrcw, tomer:iow
things will ve diffevent.

Jim R, Harris

. DAYDHE &M

Cbhico stecod with hands on hips,
Aand watched the train go by,
"One dey I*1l1l ride that train,"
he thought,
"Then I won't pe scomeone who's
cheaply pought,
"To pick these pears and peas.
"I'11 get a suit, and go to school,
And do Just as I please."
Chico smiled, skipped a rock along
The road, t.en walked towards town
And smiling Maria.

Gemette McGuire
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