





There is an old proverb that says
anything successful always has
someone behind it kicking it re-
peatedly. Therefore we feel some
credit is due to the ¢two biggest
feet in school . . .
Much thanks to Robert Kay and
Matt Clark . . . We got a big kick
out of working with you.

The Staff
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There is a first time for everything and usually
that first time is the hardest. A lot of people
pitched in to make a difficult job a lot easier for
us. We would love to be able to thank each and every
one, but our space is limited,

Oh yes, it's also true the first time is the most
fun. We hope you get as much enjoyment out of read-
ing Blue Ink and Rewrites as we did putting it to-
gether.

The Editers



The Freedom Bible

I'm gonna' write me a book
with s4ingin' Lines and shoutin' words
cesee and make 'em hean

I'm gonna write me a poem
on smooth, smooth paper with whisperin' Lettens,
eesss and make 'em feel

I'm gonna write me a song
'bout things forgotten
esees and make 'em want

I'm gonna' write me a stonry
'bout peace and pride and men
esees and make 'em f{ree

Re Sandens






Love

Did you ever Love a girl?

And know she didn't Love y.u.

Did you evexr feel Like crying?

And think "What good would it do"?

Did you ever, Look into henr eyes,  and
Say a Little prayenr?

Did you evexr, Look into her heart, and
Wish that you were thenre?

Did you ever see her walking when the
Sun was down real Low?

Did you ever whisper "God 1 Love her?"
"1'LL never get her though"

Do you wonder where she is at night?
And wonder if she's thue?
Do you wonder what her thoughts are
And wish they wenre of you?

So, now 1 say, don't fall in Love
You'll be hurt before you'nre through.
You see my friend. 1 ought Zo know
1 feel in Love once Zoo.






A WALK THROUGH THE FOREST

Cheryl Thomas

It was Saturday morning--or at least the
clock said it was. She remembered when every
Saturday smelled 1like doughnuts and Bugs
Bunny followed Captain Kangaroo. She wondered
if the old men in the Bowery could even re-
member the warmth of a home. Seven-thirty,
Time to feed the horse.

She slid out of bed, dressed slowly, and
walked out to the kitchen., First one up again,
The damp spring air enveloped her as she
walked to the barn; its chilling mist sifted
through her clothes. Taho was stamping out
his impatience again and the barn smelled
sweetly of hay and fresh manure as she poured
grain into his box. She thought of the ghetto
children, skinny and loud=-mouthed, and
couldn't imagine having only a rat for a pet,
She turned her horse out to pasture and she
smiled as he tripped over a crumbling block
of snow. He was glad winter was over and
began to nibble at the new shoots of grass.

Eight o'clock.Her mother was making coffee
and waiting for the mail to come, Charley,
her three~-year old dalmation, rose slowly out
of his corner and wagged his good morning.

After breakfast she went about her Saturday
morning chores as usual, but her mind drifted
back to yesterday and her recent trip to New
York. The impression of a day in the big
city still burned in her mind.



The trip down was full of the wusual a -
cipation; an off-broadway musical, a visit to
the United Nations, dinner in the city ,China-_
town, Greenwich Village, Wall Street, the
Bowery, Each 1left their mark and raised
their unanswered questions,.

She looked up from the dusting and gazed
out of the living room window. The mountains
draped in their dewy mist made the view from
one-hundred~and-three stories look like rhine-
stones next to diamonds. She went back to
her dusting.

Two hours later the sun was shining,As she
weeded the flower bed she thought immediately
of Greenwich Village and the shabbily clad
young man who held out a carnation to her,
then silently kissed her cheek,

She rose slowly, walked into the house,
and drew a glass of water from the kitchen
sink. Before she had a chance to finfsh it
her mother handed her a stiff white envelope-=-
"It finally came," she said.

The letter was from Columbia University,
She had been accepted for the fall term, The
news was far from unexpected; the letter of
acceptance just completed the 1legal formal-
ities., Scenes of the Bowery and the ghettos
flashed through her mind., "Your father will
be pleased, dear."

She went into her room and closed the
door. Through the bedroom window she could
see Taho drinking from the water trough.
Mechanically she changed her clothes and went
out to saddle up.

She rode along her favorite trails and
through her favorite fields; revisited for
the thousanth time the many places she loved,



The afternoon was warm and tranquil ,but there
was something missing. The inner peace she
usually fou~d at these times was gone,

She loved to be alone--just her and Taho.
It gave her time to think, and time was what
she needed desperately right now. Time to
straighten out her mind.

It was getting late. She had to. start
home for supper. The sun glowed faintly
through the trees on top of the mountain, and
as she rode toward home it slowly disappeared.

Her father congratulated her between mouthe-
fulls of spare ribs and mashed potatoes, He
rambled on making plans about school,finances
and her new apartment, She finished without
dessert, helped clear the table, then retreat-
ed to the solitude of her room.

That night she slept fitfully., She tossed
and turned, woke up several times. She
couldn't get New York off her mind. What a
mess man had made of his world.

Somehow she made it ghouugh the night, but
rose at six a.m. There was a faint glow in
the east, After releasing Taho from the con-
fining walls of his stable she walked up
over the back hill, The sun was already cast=-
ing fts early morning shadows among the trees.
It shone through the mist giving them an al-
most holy sereneness.

She walked on and came upon the Places of

her childhood. How many forts and secret
hide-outs had she built here? She couldn't
remember. On the left was a huge boulder

that had been everything from an elephant to
a pirate ship.



She followed the old logging road until
she could hear the roar of the creek, then
quietly slid down over the bank where the
water swelled to meet her.

She sat on a tree limb that reached well
out over the water and watched it rush be-
neath her, A warm breeze came up; the branch
svayed a little, She began to think about
what she knew would be her ultimate decision.
She coulnd't face school in the city, This
was where she belonged and she meant to stay.
All she wanted was to make the world a little
better in her own special way; to give a
little and not take so much.

She scrambled back up the bank and ran
until she reached the top of the hill, Taho
jerked his head up and whinnied. She crashed
through the shrubs that covered the hillside,
leaped the pasture fence and raced her horse
the length of it--he won,






A Midnight Walk In The Woods

I Left the house at midnight,
To take a walk in the woods,
One step,
Two sLeps,
Stop, 1 thought T heard a noise,
The cat was what scared me at midnight,
As 1 took a walk through the woods.
One &tep,
Two sZeps,
1 heard another noise.
1 think 1 don't Like midnight any monre,
For taking walks in the woods.

Do You Think 1 Danre

0, poetry s0 fLow'nry

0§ Love and hate and peace and wanr,
Do you think 1 dare tell the teachex,
Sometimes 1 think it's all a boxre.

Dawn Tremaine
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Again

She came upon me, startled me so
But I gave her a smile

And she gave me a glow

We walked together hand in hand
Down the road in the big white Land
She said o me, Love me today

For tomonrow 1'2L be away

And do not fear, my swee

For you will see, we shall meet



SEVEN DAYS TILL SATURDAY

Kathy Fry

‘It was the winter of my senior year when
my best girl friend announced that her

brother would be coming home from college for
a semester break. To a casual observer, this

would be no big event, but to me, it was the
greatest opportunity that had ever landed in
my lap. For you see, this was no ordinary
brother, but the former captain of our foot-
ball team, a big tall hunk of guy with the
curliest black hair and twinkly eyes that
smiled even if his mouth didn't., In my sopho-
more year I was madly in love with him, but I
was awkward and shy, so he spent all his time
with Ann Whiteman instead of me. My fluttered
heartbeats had marked time until June, when
in dignified solemnity, the seniors filed out
of the hallowed halls of South High into the
cruel world, and my god left for Texas A,and

M. It was a crushing blow, but I bore it
courageously enough. Then during the summer
between Junior and Senior year, I became

friends with my idols sister. Why I didn't
think of this trick when he was still around
I don't know, but here was the chance again,
and I found that even after two years some=-
thing deep in my soul had been stirred.

Though I had never mentioned to Suzanne
that I was interested in her brother, she saw
through my glass head and arranged a welcome
home party for the brute. Naturally, I was
the first one invited and for a day or so
my head danced with visions of footballs with
black curly hair. Suzanne had insisted that



she make all the arrangements so that I would
have plenty of time to get ready. So when she
called me Saturday morning, I was prepared
for anything, because I knew Suzanne almost
as well as she knew me,

"1 got the greatest idea yesterday," she
panted into the phone. "Why don't we have a
swimming party at one of those fancy indoor
pools, you know,sort of like the "Y" but more
civilized, Dad knows somebody or other who
can make the arrangements for us. Besides it
would be really different, you know, a beach
party in January, and Dave loves swimming al-
most as much as he loved football."

What could I say? It was a typical Suz~-
anne idea and not a bad one at that. And 1if
Dave liked it, well, his very name was sacred
to me, 80 I gave her a hearty okay. Promising
to call me later, she rushed off to get
things ready for the next Saturday.

My immediate problem was digging out my
old bathing suit, so I pounded upstairs and
began rummaging through my summer clothes.
About fifteen minutes later I found it, in a
lump and faded from last summer's sun, I knew
from experience that store clerks don't appre-
clate customers asking for summer stock in
January, and Mom was so swamped with Christ=-
mas bills that to ask for more money would be
suicide. My old bathing suit would just have
to do.

I decided it would be best to survey ex=-
actly how much damage the municipal pool had
inflicted on the poor thing,so in I struggled.
To my horror I discovered that my suit had
stood up fine, but that it was me who hadn't
done very well., There was so much more of me
now than there had been in July that I felt
like crying. The man of my dreams would be
home in seven days and there I stood spilling
out of my bathing suit. I wasn't just pudgy,



or plump, but FAT! Sure I wanted to make a
big impression, but not that big.

When he still went to South High, Dave
Ellsworth had had the reputation of being the
world's most fanatic health nut. He was the
idiot who used to race the milkman around the
block at five thirty in the morning and win.
His tanned face spelled health and his foot~-
ball physique shouted it. My flabby stomach
just murmured something about pizza and malts.
Next Saturday he'd look at me just because he
couldn't help but see me and spend the rest
of the party with someone else.My last chance
with him seemed to be slipping away through
my fingers.

I don't know exactly where my determin~
ation sprang from all of a sudden, but I
found myself thinking thoughts of starvation.
I envisioned starving and stretching and mold-
ing my body into the perfect physical speci-
men that Ann Whiteman had been, Next Saturday
I would sweep Dave Ellsworth off his cleated
feet and overcome him with such a terrific
love that he would drop to his padded knees
and beg to stay by my side always. And if I
kept this up, I thought abruptly, I would
also flap my arms and fly to the moon,

It was worth a try though. I had every-

thing to gain and ten pounds to lose. Seven
days was cutting it mighty fine, but greater
miracles had been worked by lesser people

than me, So I christened my plan by eating
a hearty plate of lettuce for dinner that
night. My mother said it would ruin my
health, my father said it would ruin his
health first, and my brother Kevin just ate
everything that would have been mine. Though
I nobly defended myself in the name of phy-
gical fitness, my stomach had already begun
to growl itg hungry disapproval.



The next day was Sunday. I was still afire
with enthusiasm and I hadn't grown tired of
lettuce yet, so it wasn't too great a task to
pass up dinner. Then I began phase two of my
regimen, exercise. In the two hours I us-
usally devoted to reading, I did a total of
four push-ups, eleven sit-ups, sixteen touch=
ing toes, and a four block jog. In those same
two hours I also ledrned a very important
rule regarding exercises. Don't ever, ever
do them on an empty stomach. If there had
been anything in mine, I would have thrown it
up, but just feeling green was unpleasant
enough. My mother put on her "I warned you
look," and proceded to force some bread down
my throat. I was a little too weak to pro=-
test.

By Monday morning I was once again fit to
live with people so I went to school with one
lonely hard boiled egg to keep me going.
That's one place where it's easy to diet be-
cause when lunch finally does come around, it
looks and smeels like 1it's not fit for human
consumption. By two o'clock, I had begun to
feel as though I was actually losing weight,
That night my scale proved me out. I had
dropped a pound and a half since Saturday. I
mentally pinned a skinny gold star next to my
name.,

Tuesday and Wednesday passed without any
drastic incidents. In exasperation mother
had finally stopped her fretting and Kevin
managed to keep his remarks to -himself, Even
my stomach had grumpily resigned itself to a
state of emptiness. I was ecstatic. My plan
seemed to be working, for I had dropped an-
other two pounds., For the first time since
Saturday morning, I spied a little gleam of
hope.

Suzanne tagged me as soon as I had walked
into school Thursday morning.



"Dave called last night," she bubbled, and
suddenly I forgot the throb in my stomach.

"I told him about the party and he's all
sorts of enthused." Then she said, very much

like a Jewish mother, "I also casually men~-

tioned that you'd be there." 1 groaned.
Suzanne was about as casual as a boy scout in
the ladies lingerie department. She looked

hurt. "Now listen, I didn't make you out to
be boy crazy or anything like that. I just
said that you remembered him and you were
looking forward to seeing "him, He said he'd
be counting on you." I could imagine the pic~-
ture he had of me now. I wore my hair in a

knot on my head, my horn rims were always
slipping down my nose, and I drooled after
anything in pants. He'd be counting on me

all right, for a good bellylaugh.

Thursday night was my gang's night to go
to the movies, and this week I felt as though
I deserved it. In six days I had lost eight

pounds and a lot of sleep, but my bathing
suit was fitting better all the time, It'a
a great feeling to be thin; it's just unfor-
tunate that that feeling has to be tinged

with hunger pangs.

At intermission we all crowded into the
lobby for some fresh air and a good cry (the
flic was a real tear-jerker).We milled around
for a while and about five minutes later as
we were on our way back to our seats, Suzanne
jerked my arm and said, "Treat you to some
popcorn.”" I was stunned. My best friend,my
matchmaker, my lifeline to Dave, had turned
traitor. My face must have looked as though
she just sold out the country because she
seemed sort of annoyed. "That isn't a crime,
is 1t?" I mumbled something about losing
weight and she relaxed. "Oh is that all, You
should have told me. Wait here while I get
some for myself." I should have told her,
_I thought, but because she was Dave's sister,



and because she was Suzanne, the information
might casually leak out to Dave and I would
e mortified, even though it wouldn't be de=-
iberate on Suzanne's part. However the dam-
age was done. The smell of popcorn drove my
will power crazy for the rest of the night.

Friday dawned bright and beautiful for me
though it snowed outside. I now weighed nine
and a half pounds less than I did a week ago
and Dave Ellsworth would be here tomorrow
just in time to see the new me. The sleepless
nights and the cramps in Physics all seemed
to bear fruit now. The week itsglf had been
hell, but I thought, with a flutter in my
heart, nothing was too great for the man I
loved. I felt like a long suffering martyr

who had finally made it to the gates of
heaven.
Then came Saturday morning. I was the

first one up and the last one out of the bath-
room, For twenty minutes I combed my hair

this way and that, which was really sort of

silly, because as soon as I was thrown into

the pool it would look like everyone else's

anyway, but I got a certain satisfaction out

of trying. I didn't eat a thing, partly from

habit and partly from excitement; I Jjust

counted the mintues until it was time to go.

When we finally arrived Suzanne met me at the

door and dragged me into the girls locker

room for a pep talk. "He's sitting in the

last chair on the right," she said. I think

she was almost as nervous as I was, Just go
up to him and say hi, you know, like he was

the meat man or gomebody like that.He'll take

it from there. Good luck!"™ And with that

she pushed me unceremoniously through the

door.

There weren't too many people around yet,
so I was pretty sure I could find him, Suz-
anne had said the last chair on right pyut thg'



guy sitting there sure wasn't big, In fact
nobody there had a tan and a football phys=
ique He had probably gone out for a soda or
'S‘QEhins, and would be right back, at least
I certainly hoped so. Maybe the guy in the
chair was saving the seat for him. No harm in
asking, I said to myself, so I started uncer=-
tainly toward that end of the pool.

"Have you seen Dave Ellsworth around any=-
where?" I asked the dumpy looking guy when I
was within earshot. He looked up sort of
surprised and I 8uddenly noticed that he had
twinkly eyes that smiiea at me though his-
mouth hadn't gotten to'it yet, His hair was
black, but cropped short, and his tan had
turned a deathly pale,

My next statement was direct and to the
point. "My god, Dave, what happened to you?"
I was in shock and I must have sounded a
little hysterical because he rose an E te
catch me and realizing that I wasn't going to
faint, smiled broadly and started to chuckle
a little.

"How do you like my disguise," he laughed.
I stood there gaping. That's exactly what it
was, fifty pounds of lard that disguished a
football hero's waistline and a young girl's

dreams of a Prince Charming . For a week 1
remembered, with a little pain, I had tor-
tured, starved, and driven myself to body

breaking exercise for a health nut who turned
out to be just plain nuts,

"What happened to the rippling muscles," I
sort of half asked. The initial shock was be-
ing replaced by something more settling.

"They got pushed aside when I found more
important things to take up my time with 1like

studying and friends." And beer, I added



mentally, surveying the vast extent of his
paunch. You've managed to stay healthy look-

ing though. He could see through my head as
weil as Suzanne could.

"Yeah, I guess so," 1 replied thoughtfully,
He was smiling warmly now. Well, even if I
had lost a football physique, I had a feeling
I had gained a friend in its place.

Just then Suzanne poked her head 1in the
door to announce the food,

"Lets get a pizza or something,"” I said,

"Aren't you afraid it will ruin that girl-
ish shape of yours?" His eyes were all twink-
ly. He knew.

I sighed. "With loads of pepperoni,. I'm
starved,"



Getiing ALong Without Vou

Getting along without you 48 Like going
on without the moon,

The nights ane ate darkened without you,

No more youn Lovely {ace gazing at me

Getting along without you, no mone
peaceful days,

Getting along without you, Life 4is
becoming a haze.

Getting along without you 48 Like RLiving
without the sun,

And if 1 can't have you =
I don't want anyone, .,

No more warm summen nights, just the
cold winten bites,

Getling along without you, no monre
peaceful days,

Getting along without you, Life 4is
becoming a haze.

Getting along without you. ..

Lee












HER NAME WAS GYPSY

Jeri Magliulo

Her name was Gypsy. Her eyes were brown,
Her legs were long. Her mane and tail were
black. She stood fifteen hands high with a
long neck. But Susie Morris was as proud of
her as if she were a Kentucky Derby winner
and loved her ten times as much. And Gypsy
loved Susie equally as much. Until the day
it happened. Gypsy could no longer 1love or
feel, Gypsy was dead, The date,December 12,
1971. The time 6:26 P.M.

It all started with John, one of the room-
ers, running in the horse. As Susie followed
him out to the pasture, the words "broken leg,
really bad" swirled around in her head.

The whole thing happened quickly. Her
friend Kitty coming over to share in her
grief, the veternarian confirming the broken
leg and that Gypsy had to be 'put away," and
Susie crying into Gypsy's neck. Her mind,
body, and soul cried out to God to make this
whole episode be a dream. Susie 1listened to
everyone's consolation speeches but she never
even heard what they said. She watched Gypsy
being dragged out of the pasture and into the
gunman's range of fire. She had been crying
all day, was crying then and cries still, It
surprised her to see Kitty's mother crying
for although she was a °~ kind and generous
woman, to Susie she was the rock of Gibralter.

That night, Kitty and her mother took Susie
out to a movie which was supposed to cheer



her up but only gave her more time to think
about Gypsy=--how much she 1loved her and mem=
ories, Susie used to think about what it'd
be like if Gypsy ever died but she never
thought it'd be like this,

Her eyes were brown. Her mane and tail
were black., Her legs were long. She stood

fifteen hands high and had a long neck. And
her name was Gypsy. Those were the thoughts
she thought.

She got up quickly with the alarm buzzing
in her ear. The sun was in her eyes and fear
in her heart. To her it was just another day
full of regret and bitterness. Bitterness
towards life, towards the world. Her friends,
family, and even pets became symbols of the
past. When she looked at Shelley, she looked
at the beginning of her new life, new home in
Lake Luzerne and she looked at the leaving of
her old 1ife. She saw devotion and wunder-
standing. When she looked at Kitty, she saw
the things she'd like to be but could not.
She saw everything that was better than her-
self which she saw to be a great number.Poss~-
ibly greater than in reality. When she look=-
ed at her dog Pepi, she looked, saw and felt
the death of her dearest possession, Gypsy,
the horse and pet which meant to her more
than life itself. This pet was to her the
only stable and continuous love and affection
she'd ever gotten. Gypsy to Susie was sweet,
loving, and considerate and the kind of pet
you felt you could talk to and know she'd un-
derstand and talk back., You could never hear
her unless you wanted to but Gypsy could talk,

So...the death of Gypsy left a scar on
this girl. A scar for all to see and examine,
It left a look full of resent, hate, bewilder-
ness, and even hurt in this girl's eyes. Yet



| this girl walks among you now and unless you
looked into her eyes and her heart, you'd
never know it was her.

"Her eyes were brown, Her legs were long.
Her tail and mane were black. She stood
fifteen hands high and had a long neck. And
her name was Gypsy."



1 know he didn't mean it -

Why do T cry about it?

He didn't mean to hunt me.

Those wonds now, don't matten.

He's got to undeastand. :

1 didn't want to get back at him
1t's just that 1 was afraid

1 thought if 1 cried, he'd feef bad.
Let's stop 6ighzinﬂ

Stop aaying mean Zhings to me, 1 won'l cry anymonre,
1 want to be his friend,

JiLL White

Would you please try to neach me?

I have a heart and soul, Like you.

1 have feefings and emotions, Like you,
1 have dreams, and hopes and aims,

So what i§ my skin is black?

JAiLL White



Boredom 4is
fust about the worst §{eeling in the wornld
Worse than seeding things you care fonr
being destroyed,
Worse than being Laughed at
by people you respect.
Worse than finding that your Love
48 a one-way sireet,
Worse than growing away §rom
old friends,
Boredom 44
not caxring
not feeling
not £4vding
But most of all, boredom 4is

ver-a-nr-n-y borning.

K. Fry



Comments On The End 0§ A Relationshdp

12'4 gone,

I'm sure of Zhat,

Sometimes 1 say Lo myself

"There was nothdng there Lo begdn with

And f?“ can't Lose something that never was,”
Buf I'm empty

And hollow

Which must mean that whatever 1 was §4LLled with
Has Ledt, or been misplaced for a Lime,

Well mustn't Lt?

1 can 442 here and say this,

Say everything without batting an eyelash
T can view 4t as a bystander ’
Looking, appralsing, then walking on
Totally undnvolved

But really I am Involved

1 am the 4Lituatlion

And when my thoughts take this road

1 blink too rapldly,

Trydng 2o keep up with the tears

Oh, T'2L pull out of 4z,

Look at all the others who have
I'm not alone

But I {eel alone

Someday 1'LL forget At all.

Someday 44 40 very far away.

Keswdiek






THE FRONT DOOR

Andy Sanders

As the final curtain of the last act fell,
the applause was tremendous. This was the
final week of the production, betore the fam=
ous old theater was torn down, which caused
many of the more prominent people to attend.
There was one person however, who was not en-
thused in the least. To Joan Hampton it was
only more cleaning for her after the theater-
goers had left, and getting home long after
midnight.

Joan walked to the supply room and took the
key out of the pocket of her faded blue
Cotton dress, Kelly and John arrived at
about the same time;j;they were the two men who
also worked in the theater cleaning. Neither
of them were able to understand Joan. They
watched her as she pushed her graying hair
out of her eyes and thought of how she would
all the time be mumbling angrily to herself
and seem to be lost in a cloud of thought,

Kelly pushed the cleaning cart out onto the
stage, and from there they would take their
supplies to wherever they happened to be work-
ing. Tonight was especially bad, because of
the large crowd. Joan immediately took a
pail of water and a cloth to the long Tows
of simulated leather seats to begin cleaning
them so as not to have to arrive home too
late, She worked a bit too fast this might and
knew she was missing a lot of noticeable
spots. But she didn't care, it would be her
last week on the job anyway. Her mind started

# e @ to wander as she thought of the richly dress-



ed people who had attended the play and began
to wish herself able to attend a play someday.

Joan was never a person to socialize., As a
child she would go to school and sit alone
drawing in the sand, or watch the other childe
ren playing and wish them dead, "The child=
ren are just like the people who came "here
she said aloud, "Too busy having fun with
their friends to notice me, They think I'm
just a machine who buzzes in during the night
to clean, Well, I'm not, I am a person and
I hate anyone who thinks I'm anything else
but that." She looked down onto the floor
and saw a card which looked interesting and
put it in her pocket, She did this yith any
paper she happened to find amusing, Then dur=
ing her break to eat, she would read them.She
found this more exciting than listening to
John and Kelly talk,

The water in the pail had begun to gat
dirty, so she walked over to a side exit door
and threw it dinto the street, The cold

Decemour air caused the warm water to form
a mist which floated away through the air,
Joan watched it fade past an all night bar

next door, and heard music from a band inside
being overshadowed by the /voices of half
drunken people. Their noise made her wish
herself back in the theater cleaning seats.
"Friends" she aaid "I have never had any, and
don't think I ever will," No, she never did
have friends, as a child it began, and grow=
ing up hardened it into hate, Reality seemed
to have lost its hold in her mind, and served
only as a place for her to work, With the

money she'd buy food or an occasional vork
dress, but never had she spent a cent for fun
or entertainment, Her entertainment came

from her mind., She could turn a rainy day,
into a beautiful spring day or a meal by her-
self into a dinner party, hosting anyone she
wished to find out about, She judged them on
vhat they thought of her, and worked up 2
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conversation between herself and her 'guest'
in her mind. It was totally real to her, and
since it had been like this since childhood,
ehe " knew of no way to be able to grasp
back onto reality. She was slipping deeper
and deeper into her rut, and beginning to be
suspicious of all who came into contact with
her.

Suddenly a voice seemed to be calling from
far away, and seemed to get louder each time.
"Joan" called Mr. Lark, "Joan, can't you ane-
wer me, I've been looking all over the place
for you, and shut that door, you know ve
can't heat the outside.” Joan let the door
fly shut and walked over near Mr, Lark "Weli"
he said "the other help has already started
eating, so I guess you might as well go too."
After a minute he called to her as she was up
the hall a bit, "and don't take all night,
there's a lot of work to be done."Joan nodded
and walked to the cart, with the cleaning
pail in her hand and took out her lunch.

John and Kelly were just finishing and
were throwing their papers away and getting
ready to go back to work. "Good,ishe thought

"Now I can eat in peace, without listening to
them tell how they have just bought new lamps
and a carpet, which made their apartments
look like one of those expensive ones in the
Washington building, or some other 'trash.' "

She reached into her pocket and took out a
whole handful of papers that she had picked
up while cleaning the seats, "Well,"she said
"What have we got tonight." The first one
was a business card, "J,R.MOLE,Hobby Supplies
Hartford, Conn." "Hmmm, Mr. Mole? that's a
strange name, I think f'd like to meet him,
he sounds like of of the salesmen who could
sell a ham to a Moslem. I know I wouldn't
like him." She took this card and every
other one she felt was of those people whom



she couldn't trust, and put them into the bar=-
rel that was sent to be burnt. The next few
were only shopping lists of meaningless names,
all of which she didn't like, and put in the
same barrel as the business card.

Joan had just begun to take out the last
few, when Mr. Lark came up and so she hurried-
ly finished her lunch and went back to work,
saving the other papers for later that night
at home.

The remainder of the cleaning went very

quickly and soon, Kelly was turning off the

last of the lights and locking all the doors.
Joan wheeled the supply cart back to its clos-

et, and got her coat. She left not saying a
word and walked down the street about eight
blocks to her apartment., As she stepped in,
she looked at the clock and it was two-twenty,.
The next day she could sleep since it was her
day off, so she decided to stay up awhile and
listen to the three o'clock news on the radio.
Her apartment was small, but quite sufficient
for her needs. She kept it spotless,and made
sure nothing was out of place. Her doors and
windows all had locks and she pulled all the
shades, she didn't trust the neighbors, and
felt that they were watching her lately and
she didn't like it., "I can't trust anyone
any more" she thought "I have to 1live alone,
while they are next door with their families
laughing at me living alone. Well, I should

not care, I can have friends if I want them,
but I simply don't." She sat down in a big
gray chair and decided to pass the time by

finishing looking at the papers she found at
the theater. To her surprise, the first thing
she brought out looked like a ticket of some
kind, Then, after closer inspection,she real-
ized it was a ticket for the next nights play
at the theater she worked in. Her heart step-
ped up in its pace "At last" she said out
loud, "I can't believe it, after three years

of coming through the back door, I'll be able



to go through the front one."” She hid the

ticket under hte jewelry box on her dresser,

for fear that her neighbors would see it and

take it, It was shown by this, she had slip=-
P9 a 1ittle farther from reality when the

shock of the ticket hit her, She sat on the

edge of the bed, and began to picture herself

among the other pecople. For the first time

in her l1life, she would sit among other people,
at an equal level with them, After a minute,

she ran over to the dresser and took the tic-

ket back out, she figured it wouldn't be safe

from anyone who may have been watching her

hide it. Then she placed it under her pillow,
where she was going to sleep on it.

At 3:00 she was all ready to go to bed,and
did so without hearing the news, which she
had forgotten about in her excitement. That
night she rolled in her sleep a great deal
and had dreams of herself falling from the
tops of building, and then being laughed at

as she was dying in the street. Scenes of
beauty were soon turned to ruin, as she dream-
ed on., The night went very slowly for her

and the dreams seemed to continue ceaselessly.

The next day, Joan woke up, and looked up
at the ceiling, its white and empty look seem-

ed to go with the feeling in her head. The
night before she was eager to go to the play,
but now felt unsure, for fear of the people

was overtaking her desire ‘to finally show
them that she was capable of many things they
considered impossible.

She got out of bed, and walked into the
small bathroom and switched on the light. In
the mirrow, her face looked different, after
many years of being alone and at times lonely,
she now had the chance to go and do something,
she seemed to need, but was considering turn-
ing it down. '"No," she said, turning away
from the reflection in the mirror "you can't
stop me, I'11 go and you won't, I have to go."
Trying to convince herself to go, she tried



to believe the reflection was holding her
back, Soon after a little more talking to
herself, she felt it would be best to go.

She ate a small breakfast and drank a cup
of coffee, before straightening up her apart-
ment. Being immaculate as she was, it took
her two hours to suitably clean what needed
and didn't need cleaning. ¢

Finally, she went over to her closet and
opened it., In the back, on a second hanging
rack, was a blue dress with small pearl like
beads on it. She hadn't worn this dress since
she had attended the one wedding she had ever
seen, that of her sister. Joan felt this
dress was fine, seeing it was the only one
ghe owned anywhere near suitable for the play.
She laid it over a chair and went to fix her
hair. By the time she had finished her hair,
it was nearly noon. She ate lunch, and de-
cided to pass the time by examining an old
program from the play that she had picked wup
in her three years of working in the theater.

By the time five o'clock came, Joan was
very excited, and her enthusiasm had built up
to be equal to that of the previous night.She
put on her dress, and restraightened her hair,
The pearls glowing in the pale light, were no
match for the half happy, half insane glow in
her eyes. She looked very refined in the out-
fit, and seemed to be completely different
from the woman who worked  cleaning in the
theater.

She walked out of her apartment, and gave
it one last look over before she clicked off
the light., Her mind was deep in thought and
wonder. She casually walked down the steps
to the sidewalk, pretending to be a queen who
was just entering the court. Many of her
neighbors who knew her only by sight, since
she never spoke, stared at her as she walked
up the street, talking quietly to herself and



laughing at different scenes which flashed
through her mind.

Near the theater, she started to cross the
street, now more lost from reality than ever,
a big smile was on her face and her hand
clutched the yellow ticket tightly, Suddenly,
came the scream that Joan never heard, a
truck's tires screeched, but it was too late.
Joan was buried a few days later in the blue
and pearl dress. No one attended the funeral,
°r even noticed she was gone. Her smile stay-
ed with her, even after death,and the ticket,
possibly by fate or mistake, was buried with
her. The old theater came down a short while
after, and all that was known of Joan Hampton
was lost, her dream to come 1in "The Front
Door," was cut short, before she even had
time to be able to see it,



Have you ever been huxrt

By wonds people say

On is 4t the Looks that hurt ...
On both

Can you ever call it pain?

yes, 1 think so.

1 nemember the padin

When he said he wished 1 would go

But what do 1 do?

For this mental pain and hurt
Should 1 {ight back?

1 think 1'2L walk away.

Jill White

Oh God, how it hurt to see him go

But 1 hope the clouds, don'Z Let it show.

So 1'2L just walk out in the nrain

So the clouds, will hide the padin.

1 just hope, when my time comes neaxr
Someone wilf Love me enough, Zo shed a teanx.

Sharon Magliulo



A monning stillness

With the freshness of spring

Casting out the hopelessness of winten
Like a riding out of a storm at sea
It gave promise of new Life

With the passing of the old

A4 a caterpillen becomes a buttenfly;
And if this day is made for Laughing,
Why don't 1 Laugh;

And 4if this day 4is made for Love

Why don't 17

H. Medie4






SUDDENLY AWAKENED

Patti Bourdeau

It was a typical winter evening, The brisk air
penetrated the bystanders on the street and the snow
innocently touched the ground causing the steady traf-
fic to barely move, Ada Truffle called a tax? with a
shrill voice that could direct one's attention.She had
taken the same route for three weeks, fifty fourth
street to the Memorial Hospital where nher husband was ~
recuperating from a slight heart attack,

She had met her husband , Harold, during a dinner
party. Ada had known other men who were dear friends,
but Harold's money attracted her more because of her
lust for adventure and social climbing which she lack-
ed earlier in her life during the depression era. Now
that she was sixty years old, the yearning for adven-
ture and noisy gaiety had disappeared. The mere task
of going to the hospital was not a manifestation of
love for her husband but an act that would bring her a
mink stole and caviar.

The taxi reluctantly approached the snow covered
hospital steps. Although visiting hours commenced at
8ix p.m. and ended at eight p.m. Ada was an hour late
but that did not make any difference. She felt a half
an hour was sufficient to say hello to her husband,
comment on the weather, and falsely state she had
missed him, while the extra half hour was spent talk-
ing to her friend, Hilda.

Hilda and Ada had been close friends since their
days in high school. Both had led different 1ives.
Hilda was a dedicated wife who helped her husband,
Jack, maintain his business, Rhodes' Insurance. She
vas not dominated by money and egoism, but during her



forty years of marriage she had sought love and under-

standing which beth shared, Ada asked, "Have you seen

Jack yet?" "Yes but I was only allowed ten minutes,
he seemed to be having difficulty breathing again, so

the nurse connected him with an oxygen tank," Hilda re-
plied. "How long has he been here?" "Three days."

"Jack was working late Wednesday night, when suddenly

he was gasping for breath." "Immediately I called

for the ambulance and his doctor said it was serious,

that he should have had a check-up a month ago." Hilda

asked, "How is Harold?" "Well I guess he's all right,

he's on a light diet, Harold's not use to that," "I

hope he gets discharged before Christmas." '"He ex-

pects me to come everyday, when the weather 1is bad,

and I have shopping to do."

Hilda said, "Well I suppose it is hard, but I enjoy
coming, it lets Jack know that someone cares and I
tell him about the business, so he doesn't get worr-
fed." "Tonight Jack didn't look like himself, maybe
because he was tired,” "I talked with his doctor and
he said Jack's condition was quite dangerous.," "I sup-
pose I'd better go Ada, it's almost eight o'clock."”
"Goodnight Hilda, and be careful driving home."

Ten minutes after Hilda had left, Ada called a taxi
and was on her way home., Peering through the steamed
- window, the shadows of night haunted Ada's mind, She
was avare of something missing in her life but did not
know how to fill in the gap. It was Hilda's attitude
toward her husband, devotion and kindness, and the
disturbing neglected look that reflected in Harold's
eyes. Approaching the gate that guarded the quaint
mansion, Ada tipped the cab driver three dollars,
closed the door and started scuffing through the snow.

The room was cold and empty, Harold had many - a
time spent hours at his desk working on business de-
eigns., A pipe cluthed between his teeth, gave him a
magical glow, a dignified look, concentrated in
thought. Sitting at his desk, Ada realized the lone~
liness of the room. The paitning opposite his desk
reminded her of the time they had spent two weeks in
Chicago in search of an exquisite one. At times




















































































