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Second Award Story

A Dreadful Atrocity

Jury Sarem, Senior

1000 hours 4/26
They have progressed to the Hadle Center.

This is serious. Just as prophesied, here at
Jast is a struggle for mastery between machines
and men. “To the victor go the spoils,” but in
this case the spoils will amount to little more
than a ruined world and bitter memories.

The Hadle Center manufactures such light
metals as are vital to the manufacture of the
robots. If they have captured that, then they
have also captured refineries of lubricants, and
even the firms which create robot-brains.

The roving, fighting gangs are at least well-
organized. They have worked long and hard on
a plan, and it is a good one. And it has been
working since the Horde rose out of the east
at 0600 this morning with the sun.

It is terribly true that we pitifully under-
estimated their abilitgnfor original thought, We
supposed that they had no capacity for ambi-
tion, but not so. They have ambition, but it
has degenerated to warped greed. They are
making their bid for supremacy, and it looks as
if they may succ

(Pardon the interruption...my fingerpen
malfunctioned)

Yes, they may succeed. For they advance
almost uncontended. Qurs, up until now, has
been the attitude of a society grown rich, un-
concerned, lazy, complacent in its security, and
now no amount of alertness can save us.

1500 hours 4/28

The roving bands have met with all the re-
sistance we can offer. It was a token effort. The
"caster still gives reports on the progress of the
roving bands. I personally have retired to my
residence to wait. There is little else to do.

We should have known! We should have
known! Our government should long ago have
foreseen the danger and taken steps to prevent
it. But our live-and-let-live attitudes have bred
a laissez-faire policy toward everything, and it
is too late now to reform.

The ’caster says that the roving bands have
now reached City Hall, and ... Ah-hah! He was
behind the news! The bands have now reached
the ‘caster, too. Well, I now must simply wait
for my fate. That is the end of the broadcasts,
and I will now miss the minute by minute re-
port of my impending doo

(Pardon the interruption ... my fingerpen
has again malfunctioned)

The last report puts them around fifty blocks
east of here. The invasion moves slowly, not SO
much because of resistance, but because of ex-
tensive looting. I give myself no more than
three days before I am killed, or before 1 die of
“natural causes.” I am alone with my thoughts.
I hope all other individuals are that fortunate
ﬁheﬂ their times arrive. I will continue this

ter.

2000 hours 4/29

From my window I see only shattered rem-
nants and frames of what were huge and beau-
tiful buildings. The theaters are gone, as is the
Ministry of Beauty. I remember that I studied
for ten ‘years there the greatest works of art, of
all types, that our race has ever produced. And
now it lives only in my own mind.

They will destroy us. They will replace.
They will triumph, That is certain. And is this
not enough? In destroying our culture they de-
fame us even after death.

1200 hours 4/30

I no longer need a ’caster to inform me of
events. All that is necessary is to look out at
the fires which light our skies, and I read our
dreams in the smoke as I hope you read them

ere.

This will probably be my last entry. Be-
sides the fires, there are audio indications of
what is to come. Explosions, shots, the crackle-
crackle of charred civilization, and other sounds
of violence, but most impressive, the screams.
Screams of anger, screams of fear, screams o
hate, screams of greed, screams of lust, screams
of defeat, screams of victory, SCREAMS,
SCREAMS, SCREA

(Pardon the interruption...my fingerpen
has malfunctioned)

Look at mel Look at mel I am aging to
death even as I await my doom! Vital parts are
failing regularly, and I cannot perform correct-
ly. I have gone a week overtime without sol-
vent or lubricant, and I am nearly inoperative!

I am failing fast now, and I must say this:
You baboons may have our worldl Man may
reign where spiritual giants once trod! But
when you reach me, and read this, I hope you
feel shame, and 1 hope you feel compassion for
the fine, beautiful, sensitive world you have
destro

(Pardon the int



First Award Informal Essay
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JEFF SALEM, Senior
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«What if ;‘y a change ‘;vaher hnd #5558
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Honorable Mention Serious Verse

POEM ONE

Kmk Bocart, Senior

In the Library

i's a spy game

as we sit down

an empty chair between us
1 don’t look at you

nor you at me

“Here.” 1 whisper

(a scrap of paper is passed
unnoticed by authority)

“It's a poem ...”

“Your glasses would have to be

your forehead. cementeq

“ “Combing your hair over
, your ears
take on an entirely different conno o Would

tation,
“The school would be in trouble
would have nothing to measure your sid:’the
by. : i
“Due to neglect, your arms mi,

h
glued to your sides with earwax. B¢ becomg

“Something would have to be do,

hats, which would keep falling over ;":“R:;)eust

“There would be large unsightl
¥ y b Pot
on the sides of your head which yt::e\: ]i
have to decorate. ould

“In school, you would be at a terri i
advantage. You would have to raise ;:l::eh:l:
just to hear the question. By the same tok:
your would have to keep the windows o en "
during those long, heated conversations. P

“So you can see that having your ears iy
your armpits would definitely be a disad
tage.”

“What?”

Honorable Mention Humorous Verse

Lighter Side of Life

ELEANOR FLEMING, Junior

It began with the scene of nativity,
An emotion of great sensitivity,
Now we say “Maw” and “Paw”,
And “my brother-in-law”,
This a theory of great relativity.
The modemized version of GOLDen rule,
Is stamp out De Gaulle and play it cool.

Rorshach’s famous for many a blob,
When I make a mess I'm just a slob.

=,



First Award Formal Essay

The National Debt:

TOO HEAVY A BURDEN

Sue OLsoN, Senior

Each child born today in the United States
comes into the world owing a debt of two
thousand dollars, for this is each American’s
share of the present national debt.' Since the
conception of our nation the United States has
been in debt. We began in heavy debt from
the revolution and when our country is con-
quered (if, indeed, it ever is) we will most cer-
tainly be in debt.

National or public debt is the term given to
the obligation of a government to pay certain
sums of money to the holders (usually citizens)
of certain securities at some future time. The
interest and principal of these securities is paid

through taxes.

Each year a new “ceiling” for the national
debt is decided upon in Congress. The total
debt for that year may not exceed that figure.
In June, 1967, the House of Representatives
voted down a routine bill to raise the ceiling
for the national debt to 365 billion dollars, 29
billion above the present ceiling. Only when
the proposed ceiling was lowered to 358 billion
dollars with a seven billion provisional clause,
did it win approval of the House.'

The incident cited above may serve to illus-
trate that there is serious misgivings among the
leaders of the United States as to the advisabili-
ty of a large national debt. Some statesmen be-
lieve that the interest resulting from a large
public debt is too heavy a burden for our gov-
emment. The U.S. currently pays fourteen bil-
lion dollars a year in interest on its debt? If
interest rates become too high the government
will be forced to raise taxes or spend less money
on other government programs.

The inflationary effect that a large debt may
have on a nation is another argument against
heavy borrowing. If money which people would
ordinarily have saved is given to the govern-
ment in exchange for bonds and the govern-
ment then spends it, there is more money in
circulation and inflation may result,

It's very painlessness makes heavy govern-
ment borrowing dangerous. It is all too easy
for an administration to incur a large debt to
finance programs important at the time and
leave the problems which may ensue (inflation,
heavy interest payments) for future generations
to solve.

However, the large debt held by our coun-

2 it
try today does not seem o frightemngsxg‘i;;_

is compared to our current economic Sy the
The federal debt has risen far less_raplh); o
state or private debt. Our country 18 nVchfile tho
and more able to carry a larger debt. per
U.S. national debt in 1950 equaled se\r't‘rll'i}i1

: re,
cent of total output of goods and services nie
in 1966 it e%ualed only forty-three per cent of
the output of goods.* 2

The interest burden appears less alarmmg
when one considers that the United States S°"e
ernment is in a p(l),sition to fhat;e nrc;, o?;g‘t‘ of
meeting payments because of the al
taxes taken in each year. In 1955, the U.S. dlfib;
equaled four times the total tax receipt W o
the debt today is only two and a half tim
money received in taxes.®

The relatively high debt of the United Stal:es
seems reasonable to me. The government a:
need of money to support programs importan
to her people: Medicare, Social Security, na-
tional defense, and of course the war in Viet
Nam, And while the amount of debt seems to
rise astronomically, the wealth of the (fountly
increases at a far more rapid rate, rendering the
large debt, if not harmless, at least justifiable.

| M. Mayer, "Public Debt: What Dees It Mean?”, Better
Homes and Gardens, 45 (March, 1967), p. 28.

? "Paying the Store”, Time, (June 30, 1967), p. 17.

1 “The Soaring Cost of National Debt”, U.S. News and
World Report, Ixix (January 16, 1987), p. S53.

* "“The Soaring Cost...”, op. clt.
* Ibid.

Commendation Award Serious Verse

THE JET PLANE

Evzapern Humst, Senior

I heard two beats against the sky.

I looked up and I saw a sliver of sharp steel
Slit its path through the tender wounded blue.
I walked on

Yet I knew not what it was

That wept silently and dropped its tears
Upon my heart,
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I rst J\Wﬂld Ilunwrous Verse

NOSE BEESINESS

ZANAE JeLiETIcH, Junior

i y once—
A bee went buzzing by me

s singing K old songs,

Twa )
' is
Jooked at it in shocked surprise,
| loo
jte wrong.
o me this seemed quite WHOng .
i ong with y()u?

«0ld bee,” said 1, “What's wr
s aren't supposed to sing!
hed aloud

“Bee:

[l looked at me and laug

Then gave my nose @ sting.
moral of this tragic tale:

er ask,

The
A question nev
Or never stick your nose into

| singing bee’s own task.

Honorable Mention Story

ALLEN

Kay BeckMAN, Junior

Allen never argued. He never.argued when
Lis mother was drunk and told him to get out
of the house. He just went. He never argue.d
when his mother’s boyfriend said that Allen’s
father didn’t love him. He didn't argue because
he knew that of all people his father loved him.
No one else really mattered.

There were a lot of things Allen couldn't re-
member. He remembered the important stuff
though. There was only one time that he could
remember when his mother and father were to-
gether and happy. The three of them were on
a picnic by a creek when Allen was around
three. His mom and dad were holding hands,
and all of a sudden Allen’s dad lifted him high
abm,.'e his head and said, “Guess what, Allen!
You're going to have a new baby brother or sis-
tgel:; bAllen beﬁgan hopin;l; it was a smart little

> Decause his mom always want
and cute little girl like his czusin Ani()ir. S

Allen couldn't remember the
t  f
z:ntl})ls very well. The next thing hen:;uld ::-’
m;l; er hxir]eal clearly was a telephone cal] that
While some babysitter was staying with

10~

im. Ho tried to listen to what gp,

l!:»r he could tell by tllq way sho ;:’l.ll]: sy,
something was wrong with hig mon <ed :!
When she hung up she told him, "A]f,"d dadl
parents have had a ,bnd_ls.ccndent, - e, o
taken to tho hospital.” Allen 'y, 1®Vve ;
Wasn't the hospital supposed to be (Onfusm
Jace where mommies get babjesp A“a happ\i
cry though. e was too scared o |, r;n didn'l

In the days that followed Alle,
over and over that his mom and dad wlng ™
okay. Over and over. After such , o
his dad came home to him, He \yy, ‘
to see his dad, but his dad wag “nhappo arpy
soon found out why. H.is mom woul . A
but the baby, a little girl, was dead. Okay,

Allen’s mom came home. She Joq]
All she did all the time was cry. lx?e}‘lﬂ degq
seeing his mother cry. At first Allen’s dadhated
forted her, but as time went by he began com.
ing at her and she at him. It got 5o Alleg yell.
barely remember them ever being happy coulg

After she got home from the , ]
mom wouldn’t read to Allen, or l:;salitti],hl-m
or any of the fun stuff they used to do. Shlen
rather lounge on the couch and drink from d
bottle. Always from that bottle, Allen digy;
like it when she drank from that bottle beca 1
she'd hit him and tell him to get out of 't‘g“
house. He'd go. He'd walk through the je
orchard. It was quiet there, on

Allen’s dad was nice to him, though,
thing was that he was a truck driver ﬂd E,:
away a lot. Once when he came back he
brought Allen a puppy. Oh how Allen loveq
that dog! He'd talk to it all the time and pre.
tend that it was a special friend named Sam,
Allen had to give the dog away, though, His
mom called it a filthy animal, When he starteq
to cry, his father told him to be a big man ang
make him proud of Allen. He never cried after
that for anything. He wanted so much for his
dad to be proud of him.

Allen finally started to school. He'd always
wanted to go to school. The teacher was a real
nice lady and Allen loved going to school just
for her. Those numbers and words, though.
Somehow he could never understand. When
he'd try to read aloud the kids would laugh.
Allen didn’t mind that so much,, but some mean
kids on the playground would call him, “Stupid!”
He didn't like that at all. He didn’t cry, though.

Allen lived for Fridays. Friday was when
his dad came home. He always brought Allen
something like candy, or a toy, or something
His mom’s boyfriend never did that. His name
was Monty. Monty always made fun of Allen,
because he got bad grades in school. Allen
didn't argue because he had Fridays to remem-
ber. He remembered those precious moments
on Friday before his parents had a chance to

—'—

start fighting —those moments when his dad
would sometimes talk about a far away trip that
the two of them would take together.

Time passed, Allen was thirteen now. He
hadn’t changed though. Nothing had changed
really except that now Allen had friends. All
he had to do to be their friend was to take little
things from the lunch counter. They were such
little things that they would never be missed.
Besides, when he gave them the items they
would laugh and make jokes about him that he
couldn’t understand. He didn't mind, though.

He liked to make people happy.

Nothing had changed, except that Monty
wasn’t around anymore. Now there was Chuck.
Fridays were still special. One time his dad
brought him a paint set and paper. Allen liked
to work with his hands. He always threw away
his paintings though because of his mother’s,
“Those awful things clutter up the house!”

One Friday Allen rushed home and saw his
dad’s car. This meant that his parents were

robably already yelling and bickering. His

eart sank. He walked inside, and they were
fighting. His dad was running around, throw-
ing things into a big suitcase. Allen got excited.
Now was the time for the long trip they'd al-
ways talked about! “Where are we going, Dad?”
His dad seemed not to hear. He closed the
suitcase and started for the doer. He breathed,
“Out of my way, Allen.” With that his father

was gone.
Allen wept.

Honorable Mention Serious Verse

NOT NOW

Mixe ImMMeL, Senior

What do I do when
I want to express
Me

But the bell rrrrrings,
the doors shut.
silence is mandatory

what do I do when
I want to express
Me

But the typewriter's too loud
father’s tired
and the shades need drawing

i am quiet

i conform

i creep back inside
and am lost

~11-

Second Award Formal Essay

?/U/zy Detroit?

Dennis Harvey, Senior
The United States is presently engﬂge%l:;ﬁ
war far more serious than Vietnam: the £
White conflict. Last summer there was 2 al
vastating riot in Detroit, the worst lﬂflfjfgm
American holocaust since the Civil War. b iin't
this riot spring two vital questions, “Why ba
the citizens of Detroit realized the situation aﬂd
prepared for it?” and “Now that it happenec,
what are we going to do about it?”

Prior f:o Detroit thereI wge two p;:zages g
a major 0 uprising. In the summ ’
the naﬁoneg\:as E::iely awakened to the Negro
problem: 34 dead and $30 million worth o
property lost in Watts, Los Angeles. During
the next year (1966) there were thirty minor
racial disturbances across the country.

Then in Newark, New Jersey, in the 1967
summer, the second major riot occurred. Five
years of federal slum money had not improved
conditions at all, and the Negro unemployment
rate was extremely high. Newark had long been
a “basic training camp for the poor” of the
South and other sections of the nation, and a
general “blight” existed in the area. If there is
such a thing as a “right to riot,” Negroes in
Newark possessed it.

The stage was set for a major Negro revolu-
tion, and t%e only question was, “Where?” It
could happen in any major U.S. city, except
Detroit. The experts knew that Detroit was
safe from trouble, for its Negroes were better
off than any other Negroes in the nation. Forty-
five per cent owned their own homes and fifty-
seven per cent owned cars. Many Negroes oc-
cupied important positions: two were in con-
gress and twelve in the state legislature. Ne-
groes had vast opportunities and possibilities
tor success. Other US. cities studied the De-
troit system with admiration.

What the experts failed to see was the Ne-
gro “underclass,” so designated by Professor
Daniel “Pat™ Moynihan, professor of urban af-
fairs at Harvard and MIT. This “underclass” is
below the social structure, completely cut off
from it. In the 1960 census, ten percent of the
Negro population was not accounted for (as
Professor Moynihan puts it, “theyre not even
statistics!”). In Detroit, twenty-five per cent of
the Negro {ouths are unemployed. Thirty-three
per cent of the Negro children are fatherless
twenty-five per cent are illegitimate, and fift);
per cent of the first bom are illegitimate, Ne-
gro children are weaned on looting and robbing
and by eleven years of age they are hardened
criminals. The number of these “underclass-



ac this pop-
1 Detroit totals 109.000. It was this pop
began the riot.

‘e riot began on Twellth btreqt,k 'l)t.h;::t,

1]"{ r"l)lind pig” (an illegal drinking R
“vhl.ill‘: establishment) was raided bty P s
o )-lwgcnl;blhrcc persons were arrestec. ..
ity cnewal project had recently uplol d
l']rl‘% rr\lvgmvs, who consequently had no plac
D(ur and didn't know what to do. The): mo;'f(:]
4 'w"l {riends, and the homes around Twe h
e 3 {amilies per house. It was

oot had four to six e e
rl:r: ‘L‘;(l\‘l:;i u(f dislocated Negroes, taking offense

it how the police “picked on them,” that began
/ .
the four-day riot.

mun" ir
ulation that

Negro underclass riot? The
was merely a spark, setting
What was the underlying
plied fuel for the explo-

Why did the
“plind pig” inm_dcm
off the explosion.
puwdcr»keg that sup
sion?

In the words of tl}g Negrocs, it was ghelx
search for “manhood,” “selt-esteem,’ pride,
“dignity,” and their desire to make “black as
pretty as white.” They rioted for fr'eed_om, not
for possessions. True, the automobile industry
ofiered many jobs, but if the Negroes were
humiliated by their white co-workers, they
could retain no dignity or self-respect. They
became simply workers, not men.

Negroes want to stand on their own two
fect and be proud of what they earn. They do
ot want to accept charity. As one Negro auto
worker stated it, “I must be the father of my
son and gain his respect. A man must be a man
or he is nothing.”

And so we can sum up the riot: In their
search for manhood, 50,000 evicted “underclass”
Negroes rebelled. We know why they rebelled,
but what can we do to ease similar problems in
the future?

Inevitably Negroes will continue to riot.
Black extremist leaders tell us that all of our
cities will burn. After the Detroit riot ceased,
one extremist said, “This time we got the stores;
next time we'll get them (the white store-keep-
ers).” The National Advisory Commission on
Civil Disorders clearly stated the terrifying pos-
sibilities of such action in a report issued on
February 29, 1968, The report said:

If the Negro population as a whole de-
veloped even stronger feelings of bein
wrongly penned in and discriminate
zsam:t, many of its members might
rel?:lzli;o support not only riots but the
e u{z now being preached by only a

ful,

If large-scale viol )
retaliation. 1woul] °f§{{§f;,, resulted, white

This spiral could gy

i quite conceivghl

’za: ialn?a of urban apartheig withysifr‘:f
W in many major cities, en-

-]2—

forced residence of Negrog,

gated areas, and a drastic ,aedf Segro
personal freedom for qll Ame,icu““"i i
ticularly Negroes. ans, pg,.

How can we handle this situati

the extremists, and not cauge a oy o,
erupt in urban areas? One way WDCI]‘” Wap :"
carcerate the extremist leaders l;d ety
leaders an army is nothing. Dr, ke, withnﬂ;
a Negro psychologist, ~ disagrecs neth
Stokely (Carmichael) would arigg ,, AD
morrow.” Dr. Clark continues tq oﬁay after ,(:
of alleviation, “Conditions create peoer : i
do not create conditions.” Cleay P Peopl,

tions and you will clean up the puP the

roblem, cond.

Professor Moynihan agrees v
somewhat, and says, “All gightl ng'r Dr. Clark
clean up this house, but while we doe £oing ¢,
going to let them pull it down , We'Te oy
Moynihan goes deeper into the situa:-nd usl”
presents his solution. The major prob), 0n ang
Negro people is their lack of mobility m of the
the sense of eaming more money if thew L8
“locked up” in a ghetto and cannot Ptk €Y are
type of home they deserve? Thus, jnee a:.e th
destroyed. Furthermore, Moynihay l’)‘i}'e is
that it is too far from the top of the inc Clieves
der to the bottom, and he advocates 5 d’?’e lag.
tion of the wealth. Moynihan thinks thmnbu'
ernment should take over employment an?i i
jobs to all those capable. The gove Sive
should also send a monthly check to n‘eedm?]e’ft
lies for each of their children, thus RiVin; ti}t‘rm.
a family allowance to ease financial difficulti;

This, I think, sums up the whole

lack of communication l?etween the ‘I":}%lt)lin;o;
the blacks. The whites, one day, say, “We re:).-
lize your gripes, blacks. You don’t want chari.
ty. You wgnt to earn your possessions. You want
manhood.” Then the next day we make plans
on how to give them jobs, give them monthly
checks, and gice them their share of the wealth.
All of this giving does not leave much room for
gaining dignity.

I think we should answer the Negro slogan
of “Burn, baby. burn” with a couple of our o\!\:m:
Leam, baby, learn” and “Earn, baby, eam.”

The Negro will inevitably obtain his self-
respect, either by peacefully earning it or vio-
lently taking it. The future of the Negro is a
sure thing, It is the future of America that re-
mains to be decided.

COMPASSION
Evuzapern Hunst, Senior
Take my hand and I
Will sit silent and listen

To what you must say.

~18~
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First Award Dramatic Script

ADAM AND EVE

Mxe ImMeL, Senior

a one act comedy

(The time is only days after the hectic week
of creation. The stage is bare, the lighting is
normal—like daytime. God’s power is shown by
the lights flickering off and on. The serpent’s
voice is like that of a used car salesman on tele-
vision—sly and fast, he is only heard, not seen.
Adam is dressed in a sport shirt and has a
windbreaker on. Eve is dressed in a simple
shift and her hair is natural. The tone used in
conversation between Adam and Eve is at times
innocent and naive; then husband and wife;
then man trying to be superior to woman—
especially when Adam doesnt know the
answers to the many questions. The play opens
on Adam strolling in the garden of Eden. There
is no curtain, the stage is black, then the lights
suddenly light the stage.

ADAM: (Strolling around, looks at something,
co head, frowns, squints, rests chin in
hand.) A . . . shog .« . (walks around,
pauses) shoop? shell? shoal? No. A ... ...
sheep! Yeah, a sheep. (pleased) Sheep.
S-h-e-e-i.l (Looks around skyward, suddenFy
notices his breath, cross-eyed, he tries to see,
then catch, then feel his breath. He contem-
plates.) Anchet. Ankle, A . . ., air. Air? Air,
(breathes it) A-i-r. (pleased, he then con-
tinues strolling and stumbles on a rock.)
ow! wo? oW, (Eicks rock up) hmm . . . rand,
roop, rool? Ugh! (Anguish) this is hard! I've
got to name all these, these, these . . . . ...

(groping for a word) th .. . th. .. things! (tri-
umphantly) Yeah, things. (He looked sky-
ward) How about some help? Itll take too
long all by myself . . . (Lights flicker, ramble
sound, A crouches out of fear and in pain
yells) Aghllll (He has a pain in his chest,
then Eve appears from back stage, While
Adam is still crouched he sees Eve walk by—
she is awed—he looks her over and rises)
Who are you?

EVE: Who? Me? (Innocently)

ADAM: (nods affirmatively)

EVE: Eve . ..I'm Eve.

ADAM: (formally) Hello...a..] am Adam...
(no last name,) You can call me Adam, (Eve
is innocent and so is Adam, but he feels the

compulsion to be masculine and strong.

BOTH: I've heard a lot about you.

(They withdraw embarrassed at speaking sie

multaneously. They smile—Eve looks one way

Adam the opposite; while her back is tumeé

Adam wolfishly sizes her up and decides she’s

okay.)

EVE: (dumbly) What's that? (Pointing with

arm extended)

ADAM: (Assuming his leadership role) 2.
a..a.I call that Phoenix dactylifera, or 2

EVE: hlnm o lifera?

] TeSsS Dactylifera

ADAM: Uh huh.) e

EVE: O.

ADAM: Eve?

EVE: Huh?

ADAM: Who are you?

EVE: I'm Eve—Eve.

ADAM: Yeah, I know—and I'm Adam but who
are you, do you have a last name? ’

EVE: (shakes iead indicating no) Do you?

ADAM: No. When were you born?

EVE:?(She doesn’t understand) 1 dunno. Do
you . .

ADAM: No, do you know where youTe from?

EVE: I dunno. Do you? .

ADAM: No, I guess you just came just like that.
(snaps fingers)

EVE: Didn't it take more than just (snaps
fingers, looks to Adam for an answer.) What
about you? Who are you?

ADAM: I'm Adam. )

EVE: I know, but where are you from? .

ADAM: Well. (Doesn't want to concede his
ignorance) well . . . I dunno, but I was here
first. (Changing the subject)

EVE: Where?

ADAM: Here. (obviousl?y)

EVE: But where’s here

ADAM: (Points to ground, realizes he really
doesn’t know where he is. Long pause.) O.

(Both are troubled at this question. They finally

look by accident into each other’s eyes and they

smile. This breaks the seriousness) ;

ADAM: Well . . . . we don’t know much, do we?

EVE: (Shakes head indicating no)

ADAM: But we're here . . . .

EVE: (Shakes head affirmatively)

ADAM: So let’s make the best of it.

EVE: (pause, she frowns, reluctantly usks) Of
what?

(Another problem for Adum& .

ADAM: Of this! (He spreads his arms wide)
Of all this this this st...st....stuffl It gave us.

EVE: IT?

ADAM: IT!

EVE: Who's IT?

ADAM: (points to sky)

EVE: You mean there’s something else here
besides just us?

ADAM: Of course. IT'S here. Sometimes IT
talks and when IT does it's terrible. The sky
flashes and IT has an awesome deep voice.



Honorable Mention Serious Verso

7:00. Time To Get Up

Scorr ELLON, Senior

nine, eight, seven,
;r!‘::uluy. 7:00, time to get up,
And the city did.
s, five, four, three,

All over the city wives started their breakfasts,

And husbands nn.mxl their showers.

Two, one, zero, Firol :

Milkmen finished their l'l)ufldl. i
1 le got their morming papers.

;;:: rmn climbed high into the sky.

Husbands finished their showers,

And wives called their families to breakfast.

The rocket arched high over the Earth,
Racing toward its target.

Breakfast was finished, and children left for

school.
The rocket’s journey was almost done,
It was returning to Earth,
Husbands had their last cup of coffee
And kissed their wives goodbye.
The rocket finally reached its target.
Wives turned to start their dishes,
Then, Oblivion.
Tuesday, 7:00, time to get up,
But the city did not.

Commendation Award Serious Verse

Car Dump

Davip Wikmsox, Sophomore

Itsnot a beach I'm at,

But there are lots of shells

With no hermit crabs inside,

But rather, a ot of ripped upholstery,

See, the twisted metal
Is starting to rust.

Metal graves piled one on one;

T can almost hear the freakish screams,
And the flying glags and spattering blood,
And a child’s Jast cry.

~18~

First Award Serigyg Versg

Ballad of a Visitatip

Jery Savea, Senior

s d
She bol!eél the door and made fag all the -

ows,

She turned off the lights an( went
room, UP to e,

She made her way slowly the Jey, sth
It was cold and her houge was‘; t:,:“gle ha)),
She came to her door and she opened jt

slow}
Then suddenly turned and looked haol 4. 7
the hall, Ak dowy

She waited a moment to see what wag there
For she thought she had heard Someone cq))

Regaining composure she laughted 4¢ her fojy
Who possibly could at this houy be ’roungp #
Her bedroom door clicked a5 she latcheq it be.

hind her;
The walls coldly echoed the sound,
Outside in the hall there approached someth,,
misty, &
Unclear, undefined, in the dark all aglow,

It twisted and writhed as it came near her
doorway,

Its movements uncertain and slow.

She laid down her robe and the ulled
e centoss 0 pulled back

She blew out the candle she'd carried upstairy,

She laid back her head ag she shut her eyes
tightly,
And tried to forget all her cares,

It pmedl lc}!xruugh the door and confronteq the
ady.

She lay there in horror averting her eyes,
She started to speak but jt silenced her, wailing,
“Tll put up with none of your lies.”

“It's far too late now to repent all your evil,
And makg your amends for the thing you have
one.

She pleaded [for mercy, she begged its forgive-
ness

It wailed once again and was gone.

That morning her maid entered through the
front doorway.

To waken her mistress she went to her room,

She found her in bed and reached out for her
hand,

T was cold, and her house was a tomb,




Third Award Story

The Kias

Mixe IMMEL, Senior

— well, goodnight, he said not looking 4,
her eyes:

_Thank you, she said, thank you for
tonight. . '
awkward pause break it by a kigs kg h

she’s probably been waiting for 5 e oy
333y goodnight goodnight weve just sailcclls:ax%t
the must i do then do it o dont be chicken (she
hates chickens she likes men or rathey boys
et it Over with it will be nice when j finall
8 do it so start kissing now and thep s’(oy
having to worry and and start having to i heL:
a lot start having a good time even at her door-
step then maybe later inside thats whep ; reall
ot to know a girl when i get accustomed to he):
quit thinking kiss her now before turning
around and walking up the painted red patio
and into_ the car before she tums after the
pause awkward and into her soft floor of carpet
<he probably takes off her shoes when she gets
inside because the carpet is so so nice on the
pottom of feet especially in the moming dont
o home tonight like last weekend saturdays
night without kissing her at her door dont be
chicken just kiss her now so when i go home j
wont lie in bed thinking how it might have been
go home and think how it was or how it used
to be all empty and unfinished and very dull
think how nice it will be to go home and go to
sleep not having to think about anything unless
i want to think about how the kiss tasted differ-
ent from whatshernames or lastyearsgirlfriend
even though i cant really remember what they
tasted like but how yes kiss her not this is get-
ting ridiculous i take her out at least once al-
most every weekend and i dont even take the
initiative to kiss her kiss her kiss her johnny
take your medicine its good after i take it but
the anxiety before almost kills kiss her so when
other boys ask how she is i can say that she is
okay and smile wide and leave the rest to their
imagination instead i wont have to make ex-
cuses and say were just friends she just like a
sister i couldnt really feature wellyouknow then
their quiet misunderstanding but they go along
because they really dont care nobody really
cares what i do as long as i do do i suppose
thats how i feel anyway kiss her quit standing
there here like that ornamental tree here by her
door kiss her she wants it she wouldnt turn her
head away no one especially her because ive
known her for so very long shesjustlikeasister
i dont think she d mind she wants to do do i
then kiss her now dont be afraid she wont do
anything funny she 1l probably be very glad so
that if her sister asks her “did he kiss you to-
night” then the reply from her “no” then her
sisters reply “not yet” then “no not yet” then

for

91—

“0 thats

fu
know thay 'l;n

Y he Should n
tonal trayy, 00 ba ba” oy h};iir?; o e
just kiss ey S::ver a little little kiss goodnight
::othe MOrning ,‘Wdiin dadk?sks kiddingly early
caux;:., be embarrassedy:lr:d lls]: e goodmghtb :
o l]ddont lie it would be so o i}o b::;
im g l;aoocli) ebs° ard to lie 5::?5 3]3 tiodofnt lie
trouble ; 1lev‘g 41:15 (:tn%:}d grades i d‘:i" get in

anything r; tf ng wrong and i rarely
ok 15 T e o e o
to : ot kiss her j alfred prufrock ¥dont want
you aggu but sometimes i feel as though i am
times |, Ot myself thats what i dread some-
WOndere";,g him hiss her now kiss her now i
and notW Y 1 get all awkward at her doorstep
i thip| at other girls doorsteps just hers really
time Weve both been this way for such a long
dont : Year i suppose o i dont know we really
to ki XDT.lCt a kiss goodnight kiss her it is good
is notifw €N young and old or inbetween there
wet a gl % wrong with kissing it is nice but its

er kjn funny and awkward the first time kiss
t0war:]§ &" turn away but kiss her first dont go
over th ¢ “‘fi patio steps until the kiss is
that i en next time at the docrsteps she 11 know
At { am going to kiss her and all worries will
come to an end and a happy end and probably

€rs too unless i dont kiss her now now ’

—Yeah, he said, youre welcome.

—You know what, girls aren’t supposed to

say thank you.
~1I know where you read that,
said_ln my seventeen book of etiquette, she

= Yeah, in your etiquette book, the one you
got for Christmas, you already told me.

=0, would you like to come in?

—No, I've got to work early tomorrow with
my dad.

-0, okay, but if you want, you can come in.
—Ah....no I better not.

why not i dont get up till eight o clock
thats not very early and working with father is
not very hard not really go inside no dont it
will just prolong the time i dont really want to
go inside or do i do i no yes it doesn’t matter
but kiss her now then go home kiss her and
then say ﬁoodnight then she 1l say goodnight
then it will be nice to sleep with that in mind
so kiss her now now then when they ask i can
say yes than i can be what other people expect
i must im so close to her in all other ways no
one else even asks her out because they think
ive got a good little thing going here but i dont
but i do if i would only start it i suppose i sup-
pose shes standing there in front of that door
sort of waiting is she is she or is she just ready
to go inside kiss her before that time and then
it will be nice i suppose like with whatsher-
name i suppose withwhatshername it was so



it dont think of her now think of

§o PARY ake that medicine

o ! '

< kinx hor nov
:";:m'::r:r:“lhh I rﬂnllr'rhllml::::‘h:nwl::;: ‘}::
reif or with po W
o i | and kiss her 8 Tot

| can lio arounc -

“1:‘«’!'« :::“::“uhmwd to her and really got &
W

pretty_one
or does sho t

her

hink dm funny hocause 1 dont kiss

i 1 the
kiss her now o she and her sister lnt' hnk

ront

i her and them and they wont

l;::‘(lt :‘::w Kiss hor and it will be nice kiss her
: .

here hend towards her girleyes an iss her
and Kisg her now
— Goodnight, she said said.

— (oodnight, he said said.

Commendation Award Serious Verse

Door Into Summer
Wenpy Brstor, Sophomore

I found
A door into summer.
After
Cold, clammy days
A warm evening
Recalls:
The content
Of a star-filled night;
The gentle
Lapping
Of the swimming pool,
Recently left;
Half remembered, murmured
Conversation
While lying face towards
The sun that beats
Twin gleaming disks
Into the centers of my
Eyelids;
The icy feeling
Of a hot and crackly
Sunburned face being
Soothed
With a cool fragrant cream.
ﬁy gxind is at rest
y body satisfyin
Exhausted. ey
Crickets
Chirp farewell to
The sun.
'{hfe last rays leave—
ife settles, leaving me
For this same dﬂyg iy
That will return
At winter’s end.

Commendation Award H“m“m\ls v
er“

WELL, MOM

Cyp CrickAN, Junior

“Is his family well-to-do?

Aro his eyes both big and bluep
15 his hair cut nice and short?
He's athletic! In what sport?
Dear,please tell me all the rest.

For you we want the very best.”

“Well, his head is wonderfully flat,
His best and only friend’s a cat,
He won't go out for any sport,

His mind is quick, he’s just the sort
Of person that I really ‘dig’,

But most of all his hands are big.”

Third Award Informal Essay

My ldeal Woman

Brap HERRMAN, Senior

Every man, sooner or later, get
thinking about settling down, ggtti;; r::::—fie:;)
and having 2 nice home and family. He ac.
quires a nice, safe job, and lives a nice, safe
life. Everyman’s wife, (Housewifeus Do;nesti.
cum), is also typically nice and safe; her life
consisting of such excitement as tea parties
bridge games, laundering, and buying Girl
Scout Cookies. Everyman may find that he got

just what he bargained for. .. th i
el e safe life..,

Someday in that far, gray, and di s
ture when I start looking for!:\ wife (liit: Tbi:it
next week), I'm going to set certain standards
and criteria for Wifehood. I find this a most
feasonable thing to do, since when I start chas-
ing, (or.if I'm chased), I will do it with the
full realization that my “catch” will be my life’s
partner. It's a pretty important decision, so why
not set a few conditions for matrimon;r?

First, she must be exciting . . . not just in the

Vhyldcn“. if we're %olng to be May
hf{(‘f[ or gixty years, weve got to
{of L“ T b other. 1 mean, compati

ol so0se: but she must be fun o 1, with
-and.w“é
be able t,

bility iy ¢

¢ else must the Ideal Womg,
:::]mpgt'lble? My woman must gub:mhc.
ary 10 popular belief, gentlemen g art,
mb blondes, dumb brunettes, or duvrl:\!)

fer t 3
¥ thin! Men want women that are alive and

|
- S’»an 4 well able to compete intelle

2 ctu:
ﬂl';mn ’ ir husbands. 1 want a wife that t\b’
Wi God Becthoven, and Vietnam g4 w:;‘\

1ecUSS i x
d‘sc:ahiesr cooking, and the neighbors new
ﬂsove- Women have to be smart ... men roxpy
z;\e m for it

or Woman must also have
Wo;\d mor. There are times in ev;y%:?:_
hen things are gloomy. Perhaps there
. f‘na“d"“ troubles, or other worries. My wife
41 be able to take probl'ems in stride, seeing
W good side in everything. (If there st o

"é:f of side, shell make one up.)

One very jmportant criteria is that of beanty.
atuﬂlnY: all men want :x.mactive wives (Pm
gl xcepﬁ‘m)' but my wife must have inner
| t00. She must have strength of char-
un appreciation of art and music, and a
Jove for Yife. Within th.ese things lies a beauty
that 10 make-up can hide or change.

Last, and most important of all, is the cri-
teria of love: Within love lies the essential in-

edient to 2 successful marriage, for in love
there is exciternent, compatibility, understand-
ing and beauty. Above all else, my Ideal
Woman must be able to love, for love shall be
the foundation of my marriage.

There’s only ome thing that bothers me,
though. What if someday, when 1 find my
Jdeal Woman, don’t pass her standards?

Commendation Award Serious Verse

RAINBOW

Marcia GRANT, Junior

Colors bright and fresh
Circle the earth in an arch.
The earth’s wedding band.

Hong,
. Mention Serious Verse

Sutmer Night
EUZARLTH HUB&T, Senior

1 rise from my hot bed
And slip int the starlight,
The Universal Mother wraps

Me in ool folds of darkness.

ommendation Serious Verse

LONELINESS

Diane Bennisow, Junior

!'}onehness is a cold, bare room within the soul.

he room is inside. How am I locked in?

The empty dwelling has no warmth.

It is dark and cold and hard.

The skeleton of the naked tree taps on the icy
window, begging me to open up.

Loneliness is the desolate, desperate emotion of
despair.

1t is the chill of the autumn wind after the rain
has cooled the earth.

Each breath taken deep into the body stings
and parches.

Loneliness is silent, never-changing space.

The infinity of time and place.

Silent, yet screaming recklessly through tho
echoing corridors of my brain.

Caught in a maze, turning endless numbers of
corners like the blowing, bluesy wind.

At times, reaching, the limit of nothing, giving

up the search for understanding, and
resigning to the fate with a short calm.

But coming again when the wind blows its
soundless, shrieking message.

Now once again, the bony fingers of the starv-
ing, tree scrateh hungrily at my win-
dow, asking me the impossible ques-
tion.

-8B



econd Award Informal Essay

SUM STYLES

Mike InaEL, Senior

Ihe riders of twoday are developing many
;i ‘“:\ I'(:;.h Styles that carry lho. themes that
““:h- to the many times in which they aro
"‘ml(m and red. Or the former only. Or the
;::(I.-. only. Styles that graphically and \'('rblnll):
inter into the imermost and outermost foclings
and thoughts and desires and etceteras of man,
and woman too,

One of these new styles developed by Jim
Joyeo in his book ULYSSES, is rivers of §h¢~
mind, or stream of consciousness. It's u weird
thing Jimmy does he flashes all round with
th.... th.... that egg yes, a sunrise dott
with pellets of |wp¥cr yes this morning sloshed

Illpl)t‘d through my lips yes food the eter-
... thoughts

and s
nal life blood yes mmmmm yes .

of his characters.

through this technique often lacking in pun-
ctuation jim achieves a real oneness with his
reader and character a sort of abject nirvana i
mean if youve studied it before jimmy really
puts over how a character thinks to his reader
and modern mans modern reactions to a mod-

e world

“Then there’s that style, oh I guess it's a
style, yes I would call it that, It employs the
subject, or is it the author, in a mental conver-
sation with the reader. D, H. Lawrence some-
times uses this style, yes he did, I recall in,
STUDIES IN CLASSIC AMERICAN LITER.
ATURE, yes of course. I knew that Dave con-
verses his sentences like that, or like this, to
familiarize the reader with the subject, or DH
himself. Of course that's it. How else are you
gonna get to know anything without talking?

Poetry too has been affected by style. e.e.
cummings, a short man, veryoftenus: lawayof
writing poetry

that
seemed =

jump A——-l——_],
over
thepage.

Poet Cummings had the creativi 2 see +

2 wsuahze,_how words + phrases a:'ye, said, +
what certain words + Phrases would be in
:ﬁnwxgof wg;l cgrgstructions. p-

Y tical word constructions becaus:

ingutedp?ﬁat the straight line was too oveﬁsgg
and too narrow. He wanted originality, some.
k eganlew, soheexpanded the straight

! over the page,

This idea was a GREATI ¢4 fo
searching out the many ways of Remn?':d in
Can,

ing to readers,
Neross
Lately Ralphy Ginsberg hag crecteq

style of writing, but we can’t discu:s hﬁ::

godam stylo right now.

So their you have there styles,
are nise. And have you noticed theu n"‘iy ﬂley
I have been creating? 1 use mispeloq “?w Stile
the reader can cheque hisself on spelling 8 so
use poor grammar, punctuation, ayq" R alge,
cte to check the reader s engligh know) Ctigy,
1 helieve in_education of the readey. S edye.
sense, my stile could be called, | suPDOSeO in o
yourselfinenglishism. - This stile po¢ o lCheck
tempts to educate t‘hc reader but also tﬂ!; at.
portray a world wide theme, mayh,e o £
universal one. 1 attempt to show the chaen o
this place, this place we live in — thig 05 of
thru chaotic use of the language. Chﬂoti;?::‘h'

Second Award Serious Verge

Seniors Farewel[

Burap HERRMAN, Senior

And now it is my tum to leave,

Good-bye to class bells,

Good-bye to rows of silent lockers,

Good-bye to lunch time and books,

Farewell to all these things ., ..

For it is my turn to leave.

And I also say good-bye to

That shelter of freedom within the walls of
youth.

Now those walls crumble with

The passing of a short year,

The forward look to college,

The first step out.

It is my turn to leave

And before it happens

Let me turn and look with wonder

Before it happens

Before those memories become stale

And unimportant.

Let me look just once more,

Then I shall gladly step out and up...

Just let me Jook once more. . .

For it is my turn to leave,

And I can never return. . .




d light blinked to .

As tfheo&?ce workers and ha:g::?:g’ : ;nulb-
gude, d across the crowde_d New York s‘g;:’ts
e ching the opposite ISldewalk, Ruperi
UPon his blue _and red plald beret perched
c,re)’t'i y upon his unkempt head of hair, dis
;‘uul“ed pimself from the sea of hurrieq ks >
10dgeC ed down a small side ple

streef i
an wed 8 variety of small shops and smfliov;hlih
hos® i rolled casually towards his destingtio"
he o could not help. smiling smugly af tl'?é
o, 80 o Protruding stom,

who grinned back from the reflectioy of the
" pane-glass windows. At hig deSignateg

. he disappeared from the gtreet and
up a flight of narrow stairs. For g g,
ts he stood searching in his cogt pocket
il he found the key which, whep inserted
Ii‘nto the complaining lock, gave access to his
studio.

cross the room propped up on

5 o‘tl his painting. .Cautlousl){ e edgs:i ?::}-
sto0€ - ture until, wi € animation of glow-
B tion movies, he drew his short pudgy hand

out and carefully removed the drape that haq

Jled the ainting. He stepped back, and aft,
:gljusﬁng ,ﬁe shaﬁe over the window, squint:é
b already .s‘.mken eyes into mere slits from
which he critically viewed his work. With his
eyes still transfixed on tht_e canvas, he backed
towards the door, opened it, and yelled up the
stairs,

“Alfie. Down herel”

In the few moments that elapsed, Rupert
again moved across the floor to stand immedi-
ately in front of his masterpiece. Just as he
leaned forward to caress the canvas with his
hand, the door frame creaked softly with the
weight of someone leaning against it and a
hoarse, throaty voice filled the room with its
presence.

“That it?”

Robbed of his moment of admiration for his
own creativeness, Rupert turned his head
slightly and let his squinted eyes move slowly
up from the sandled feet, touseled jeans and
sagging sweatshirt, to the straggly beard and
intense black eyes of the young man who
slouched against the door jamb., He replied
simply.

“Yeah.”

The large body straightened itself away
from the door and moved carelessly towards

lnomen

27—

the eage

. A
eyes l’emi\ine:] he approached closer, the dark
8ating 5y u“nv at the painting; investi-
lor aboyy 31 214 questioning each swirl of
exxsu_mcg. He stood there for
conglomeratj, Meditating and gazing at the
face i orrits or. Rupert watched his
tion. The Tehing for any glimpse of emo-
Same contro)leq showed none, Finally in the
€ room earl. Yot SVage voice that had filled
- eal’her, Alfie spoke.
“E:’ b’;;‘thu Tell me about it
S 1
there, Thee'la;A‘K; every experience of life is
self is the ge black line that gets lost in it-
sion and 0{?\? Tl_ie swirls of brown are con-
a0l hate, the yellon noe ey SR I8 fealousy
g one that’ i is
bappiness, and the red one iss beli:é.‘. 0 4

“Belief in what, painter?”
“Any illusion. In the f i
; . ar comer is hope, and
ghe_hmsas tht make a shield around it Ere de-
o ee the thick black lines intertwined with
Curving orange ones? That's war and the
center of the painting is peace.”

“The purple squiggle with the zigzag lines?”
Ah...that's evil— the woman.”

“Woman® The dark R
selves into qUESﬁoninag: ui}‘;il;fows raised them

., Yeah. Woman destroys man, Takes a man,
mdep_eqd_ent from cause, harassment, and re-
spunsxbllgty,_ breaks his spirit, sears his pride,
tames his imagination and dissolves his ego.
Leavgs him dependent upon her commands,
emotions, and desires. Creates a puppet and
leaves only the whisper of a man.”

Alfie did not speak. But the hard eyes flick-
ed amusedly over the earnest and disillusioned
face of the squat man beside him.

Rupert continued his narration.

“The pale grey form that fluxes in and out
of the whole painting is God.”

“You forget the red line?”

“Illusion, Alfie! God is reality; the last
stronghold that survivors grasp onto when they
meet the lines on the road. The red line is only
disillusionment’s sonett.”

“Okay, creator. When are you gonna hit the
masses with this?”

“Hmmm...oh, 1 think at that little park
show on Saturday.”



“What about your other paintings®
“II take ‘em. But thiv one ... this iy the
One”

Altie was at the door
“Bomb ‘em.”

He soltly shut the door on his words. He
stood tor a moment taciug the closed door, vis-
walizing the man and the painting within the
room. Abruptly ho turned and trudged up the
tlight of staurs. At the neat landing, he stopped
and peered sneeringly at the durk Raping pas-
sageway from which he had just come, Then he
rused his faco to the ceiling and ripped from
his vocal cords the cryel, husky laughter that
shattered the solitude of the building. Rupert
raised his puzzled eyos momontarily from his
{mmtmg to the direction from which the noise
ad como,

11
People, brought together by the desire to be
thought of as sophisticated and crhaps by a
common attraction to paintings nns artists, mill-
ed about on the lawn. Some, making brief com-
ments to their companions, stroll lingeringly
from one painting to the next. Others gazed
curiously at the loitering artists who, like many
of their canvas creations, were strange and
colorfully clad. Still others, predominantly
young children, asked in bored voices where
the bathroom was, or made faces at the paint-
ings and other children. They were, as a whole,
the average people striving to be sophisticated,

A girl, fifteen or perhaps nineteen, threaded
her way unconspicuously among the pictures.
Once in a while, as she leaned closer to read
the name printed at the bottom of a painting,
the long brown hair would fall softly across
her bony shoulders and the bangs would slide
unconcernedly over her eyes. In a moment with
a flick of her head, she would toss them back
before moving on to the next canvas.

With increasing curiosity Rupert watched
the girl as she neared him, She was not a pretty
girl, but there was a kind of magnetism that at-
tracted him to her. Finally she stood in front of
his painting. With a toss of her head she shook
the lank hair behind her shoulders and then
gazed up at the colorful canvas. For a few
moments the girl contemplated his painting.
Then she turned her startling large eyes in
Rupert’s direction and demanded in a gentle

but compelling voice, “Do you like this paint-
ing? I don't”

Rupert stared at the girl for a moment and
then spoke in a very slow and controlled voice,
“Well ... maybe you don’t understand it

“Maybe. But the title says it's Life and I
think I understand that.”

“You haven't lived long enough to under-
stand such a creation.”

The girl gazed cooly at Rupert for a minute.

-%8-

“All 1 know is that if my life were gy
whastly scribble of color, 1 w_ouhl be sick, Mn?
be the painted is so disillusioned that he can'’t
see the serenity of life.

“I think you are missing the \_Nhulu
this paiminf, The painter is obviously

Poiut of
Life throug \ the senses.”

showiy g

“l don't think it communicates. You kpg
Life has to have depth. So does this paing;

W,
; : n
if it's representing Lite. It's really kind of supeg
ficial; take.”

The girl smiled shyly, perhaps realizing thyy
she had spoken too much to the stranger, As
she turned to leave, Rupert stopped her wip,
his words.

“You must understand this painting, yq,
can’t have any realization of Life until you dof»

“I realize Life. But I don't see it as cork.
screw and scribbly lines meshed together.”

Rupert retumed a bewildered and crestfy).
len comment, “How else would you paint gy
abstract feeling?”

“I don’t know. But a man’s life has so much
emotion in it that a painting to represent such
a life must convey feeling. Lhis painting doesn’t
make me cry or laugh or even think. It just sits
there with all those gaudy lines and colors,”

“You don't understand!” Rupert wanted to
cry. His painting was changing.

“I know. I don’t undelrstmclld l\_/‘ou either. Cap

eally grasp the soul and the meaning out
z?ulll;at gaggnting? 1 don’t think it's there to
begin with.”

Rupert hurt inside. His painting and his
custon?-pacl:nged hilosophy of life was riF-
ping apart and deteriorating from the girl's
words. The painting had changed. The colored
lines were now shallow and sharp ];giged
strokes of nothingness that inflicted wounds he
felt but could not see. The harsh lines glared
with brilliant violence. They seerqed to reach
out and pierce his mind, iore his innards, and
twist his soul. He wanted to scream and ecry,
but he couldnt. He wanted to push the girl
away, but he couldn’t. She was still there, look-
ing at him with those big eyes!

“Can you really grasp the soul and the
meaning out of that Sainhng?' The words
screamed across his mind.

Answering words screamed back across his
brain
brain,

“No, stupid girl. There’s no meaning, no
soull Ha! Ha! Hal”

Rupert focused on the girl's face. Womanl!
Destroyer! He turned and ran, ran, and kept
running. The beret fell to the ground. People
turned and stared. Rupert didn't care. He was
laughing and running...from reality. And as
he ran he laughed the “Who am I?” and the
“What am I?” He wanted to squeeze something,

hurt it, kill it!...Maybe himself, a martyr to
the end.
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GO mmendation Awud H“‘“Nau. Ve“e

ode to @ White Potatg

MARY Foor, Junig,

p litle root upon my sink,
dhall 1 eat you?” is what | think,
apfoW o hashed or crisply fried?
How Jjioet stewed or scallopified?
Howe 0 €at you mashed or boiled,
lo}r,esh from the oven neatly foileq,
or  content when you're split and bakeq,
» ﬂlelcﬁlﬂt: you at breakfast, patty.cakeq
I()\‘J:r a variation 1 wildly flip,
v widely known a5 Botato & chip,
IYou're best seasoned with pepper ang g
o also with butter; you have g faults,
| adore You as a fresh cooked s
| pow 10 Y00 oh marvelous rogy

There’s just ‘i;;-i-’;:b“k that keeps on

Oh wondrous potato, why are you fatningpll

Honorable Mention Story

Ghe Approach

Sue OLsoN, Senior

Mary stood on the porch, hand on the door-
knob. She wondered wearily why she had even
bothered to come. No doubt this party would
be the same as dozens of others she had been
to. She would either sit alone all evening or
pass the time talking to girlfriends she saw
every day at school or to boys who were not
interested in her, but simply bored with the
party. She would either despair early and de-
cide to walk home before the night was half
over or she would stay and help clean up. And
then she would cry herself to sleep,

Finally she turned the knob and let herself
{nto the house. The noice of chatter, laughter
and loud music held no enchantment for her.
She attended parties not because she expected
to have any fun, but because she believed, she
had to believe, that somewhere there was a

Specia]

the . PTson y,
Ut mal lno :{:l:tldm“:e:?l};\: and that

nsi Was a famil:

fad o amiliar one. There

he lviy \Ples dancing iy the middle of

MOst of the people were in

le Cring, eti? was nolhing, formal

ﬂm‘; sed ang Tost oo cT¥one was dressed as
' Ple were sitting on the

de, M,
. She fon 1o Went straight to the
“Hi, Elainf:und Elaine, the hm%ess, there.
“Thag v, | help?
Chips > Mary, Would
Ot and more o YOU put more potato
Elaine | € ice in the bucket?”
Yuests, g4 t:; :nd Mary _carried out the re-
Mediately, Whe; SPared joining the crowd im-
In the j & Ste tound nothing lett to do
and sat g the tle slipped into the living room
ids including 523:::1‘ the edge of a group of
Uscussing 3 regen she knew. They were
Seularly digligeq. S‘ﬁ‘;“%;t Oftamyoup she [é:;
:1;: its mrer-ahundauv:e“%)kt1 ygo?;'[;veﬁ:sh’s,
and :6 aa;él dﬂmgfmjs'lh?ng’s quite ridiculous
oup of oo, JAAINE to it She drifted off t0 3
%;d not &nd“ég.“ were discussing a dance she
From time to time seemed to
undergo a fhuctyation pegfd Eﬁg’f.fmch the
Et;ils\:ps Were rearmanged and everyone ended up
g to different people. Somehow Mary was
over quite included in the regroupings. She
1 tired of making an effort to talk to peo-
Ple who were never really interested in her, so
she went back to the Kitchen and replenished all
the refreshments. She returned to the living
Toom, but sat on the couch this time, just watch-
ing the party, She noticed various girls ap-
proaching the boys who interested them. The
whole process was so obvious it was amusing.
The conversations were all the same. The mun-
dane questions — How old are you?, Do {JOU g0
to the college or to high school?, Oh, % the
way, what's your name? Amusing maybe, but it
\;’is a way to find a boy. Why, Mary wonder-

was she unable to employ the same
methods?

It was then that she first noticed the boy
who was staring, at her, She immediately de-
cided that she must be mistaken. What hf’yl
would stare at her in a roomful of mrnct{w..
girls? She looked to see if there was anot l‘c‘t
girl he might be looking at, but she saw t md
she was alone on the sofa. thu_she g!ance\
a second and third time he was still staring a t
though he looked away each time her eyes {;mt:
his. Surely this was the time to go and spea ‘t&
him, but she was too afraid. Perhaps he wou
speak to her first. 1f not . ..

s the rec-
She walked to the next room where t
ord player was, \pmyinizi that he would fﬂ!"‘m:d
It was much less crowded there. She rep tlllcsat
the loud music with a Donovan record an:

-




Jdown to listen. He had not followed She sank

baek 1o the tived teeling she had had when she
enteved the party. Hoe had looked niee, not cute
atall, only nice. Too bad The musie deepened
her melancholy but made it more pleasant,
Suddenly she saw the boy standing by the
pocord player, e wax tall and blond,
"Nello,” W said,

“Hella,” she anvwored. Ploase don't be hap-
\;\‘. Nothing will come of this. Nothing over
doew,

"o you by any chance have an older sister?”
she alnost laughed. How right to never
anticipate. "No, I'm sorry. I'm an ouly child.”
*Oh, really? I'm sorry—," ho started to apolo-
fm\ fust as someone in the living room called

ar Mary to switch the record to something
livolier.

“Will you please put on the Doors or some-
thing?” }jn)- asked him. And as he began to
shuttle through the records, she left the party.

This was the last one she would attend she
told horselt as she left the party, the very last.
Perhaps she would never find anyone to love,
but maybe it didn't matter. The night was love-
ly, she liked to walk, and there were things she
liked to do, alone if necessary. And if no one
loved her for her whole life it would still be
all right because she would learn to enjoy what
can be enjoyed without company.

Suddenly she heard footsteps behind her.
Who would be leaving the Ruty this early and
who would possibly be walking?

“Wait — wait,” a male voice cried.

She turned, and running toward her was the
boy who had spoken so unkindly to her at the

*I thought I might find you out here. They
told me at the party that you often walk home.
1 didn't really want to know if gou had a sister,
you know. I was just too em arrassed to ap-
proach you any other way. I was going to
apologize and start all over, but I turned

around and you were gone. 1 hope we can still
be friends.”

“Oh, I'm sure we can be. Do ;t.m g0 to the
college, or are you in high school

Honorable Mention Humorous Verse

Polish Remover

Mmxe ImMEL, Senior

1t's Coty and Revlon that prover,
They say it was made after Hoover,
But to all their surprise,

“Twas a German surmise,

Far Hitler made “Polish” remover.

Second Award Humorous Verse

Rest In Pleces
Grona McCrae, Senior
The scalpel flashos; now descends,
And glitters as it pierces skin.
And flesh, turned back and held by piy
Now glistens drops of red.

The blade removes, with heartless calloys,
Sections of the pectoralis.
And turning then with gleaming malice
Regards the hapless head, '
The skull iy beaten, crushed and cracked;
The cerebellum likewise hacked;
Till naught remains except the fact
That the patient’s all agog.
The happy student turneth then
To notebook, and records therein
His findings. Then he turneth once again
and throws away his frog,

Commendation Award Humorous Verse

RAININ’

JANE GILBERT, Senior

I hear the rain afallin’ Lord.
It’s ploppin’ all around me.
It’s risen high as seven feet;

1 fear it’s gonna drown me.

1 see the rain a risin’ Lord.
Oh won't you come and cease it?
For all the pleadin’ that I've done
Does nothin’ but increase it.

1 feel the rain a soakin’ Lord.

1t's night well drenched my undies.
If youll please make it stop, I might
Stop sleepin’ in on Sundays.

I'm glad you stopped the rainin’ Lord.
T've tried to show my spunk,

But there’s one problem 1 can’t fix—
My “Sanforized” shorts have shrunk!

T, senim» ““

Thig moment is gone

Come tog fast to
This Moment i

defend against it
£one

Too great ap €xperience
¥or logical explanation
is moment s Zone
Too much 1o Derceive

This moment is gone

As far back as Socrates and Aristot}
Ko wledge have_ realized that man e‘i\xlr;esn gf
habit, and 1 believe man does so because of
oar of the unknown. In an effort to keep out
the unknown 70w most people will repress and
condition their reactions to now,
Out of the overwhelming 10,000 sensory im-
ressions per second that each person takes in
Exe reacts to only a few pieces of his environ-
meat. He reacts to only that which his value
system considers important. All else is repress-
ed. He does not feel his heart beat or the
uniqueness of a color. That is what I think
Thoreau meant (to Qaraphrase) when he said
that most peopl_e don't experience a sunset. The
totality of now is lost to the Western mind.

The system of values a person holds not
only determines what he reacts to but how he
reacts, 1.6, something means as it does at the
moment because of the system of conditioned
responses thru which it is interpreted. Con-
ditioned responses are old reactions to new ex-
periences as if they were old. Past experiences
are known about; they are safe. If a person can

Jabel something as “Red” he doesn’t have to
experience it.

By these two defenses, now (ie., life) is
avoided and as George Harrison of Sgt. Pep-
per’s Lonely Hearts Club Band said, “Lite flows
on within you and without you.”

More and more young people are flowing
with Yife, are being spontaneous. Youth is be-
coming oriented to total (ie., Gestalt) experi-
ence tather than partial linear experience. This
is not because youth’s being brave and is going
to face the unknown now but because of what

.

Unknown

M
IO::i”hag)rM :}‘ ‘g‘,a“ calls the “information over-

€ communiccations media be-
mfﬂe t(;!ftarllq\;ather than partial and linear (be-
cal val ) People with their linear and logi-
o ues and patterns of exclusion could not as
: .tydavmd the now. Experential reality has
ed emphasis from A followed by B fol-

N

lowed by Cto... ] NOW

w

For example before TV came in, most informa-
ton was transmitted in linear form, one wor

followed by another in logical order. But with
TV the existential now became the new com-
unications product, No longer was war simply
the word “wai” or a collection of words in
g\a_morous description, War now is seeing men
dying on TV every night. Where before only
the people who were there knew what it was

like, now everyone has available the total ex-
perience.

Some might ask, “How important is a
change in communications media?” Here are
two reasons which point out its importance:

1. The experience of today (in reaction to
communications media) forms habits
thru which one interprets tomorrow.

2. One must consider the great amount of
time youths have spent watching TV.

Youth has grown up with the “information
over-load” and is more in-touch with the Gestalt
now than the adult population, hecause adults
have solidified their lives in more logical, linear
order, ie., they still interpret life in terms of
old conditioned responses. 1f adults wish to
“turn on” to now they will have to he very



brave. But it would be worth th in, Har-
rison said, “Everything is mngic.",' e

Often I have sat staring at an apple,
such insignificant article, pracﬁ'cin; xt)]::a g;e?:isn:
I read in alt Therapy by Perls, Heferline
and Goodman. The idea is to make a sentence
;m-lunf w::lt(linl the phrase “Now I am aware of . .
o I sit adding up interpretations of )!
and getting “higher”! L

Color, many shades that aren’t really red.

A unique shape.

Wonder at what is inside.

Wondering about the tree the apple came
from.

Where does the stem end and the apple
begin?

Was it killed when it was picked?

Or, will it die when I eat jt?

all adding up t0 ...ooocoreveennee
The feeling one gets when one wonders at what
is past the stars.

The microcosom of an apple is infinite and
excitingly mysterious. The magic of the un-
known now is amazing and inspiring as well as
frightening,

Curiosity is born with you,

but,
It can die before you.
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Commendation Award Humorous Verse
FLAT CAT

Jerr EVANS, Junior

There once was a lady so fat,

That when she sat down on her cat,
The cat was so flat,

And colourful that

She now wears the cat for a hat.

Commendation Award Humorous Verse
LIMERICKS

Dennis Harvey, Senior

The Monkees aren't really well-versed,
As shown when they play unrehearsed.
They prove just one thing

As they dance and they sing:
Darwinian process reversed.

EvizaBers HumsT
I smashed the mirror with my fist;

A hundred tiny pieces of myself
Looked up from the floor.



