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Ladies and Gentlemen,

There are available in the Dean's
Office copies of the recent lectures
by Mr. Mortimer Adler, Why It Is Sometimes
Necessary To Read Aristotle Backwards

and Dr. Leon Kass, Looking Good: Biology
and Human Affairs for reproduction at

individual expense.
Sincerely yours,

Zc/weéwg & %/M%W

Edward G. Sparrow
Dean

The Bookstore hours from Dec. 18 to Dec.
22 will be:
10 a.m. = 2 p.m,
The Bookstore will close on the 22nd
at 2 p.m. It will re-open on the ¢2nd of
January at 10 a.m.
Frances Boyd

ROOM WANTE D

Melanie Roth, a stivaent at Goucher
College, needs hou:ing in Annapolis
for six weeks from January through
the middle of February. If you
have an extra room to let, call her
at Goucher: 1-821-8847, or leave a
message with her mother, Edith

Roth: home 1-665-7026, work -

£-594-1960.

Assistant Deans' Office
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From the Placement Office

Summer Jobs at Yellowstone - The National
Park at Yellowstone in Wyoming has

2,000 jobs for summer '79. Come to the
placement office for detailed informa-

tion on them.
Marianne Braun

909 25 5 6% 090089 W0 g g ©G OGS g v He® s ° %o
0

DIRECTORY CHANGES

THE COUEGIAN

T i -
homas Brintle to 312 Campbe]_l THE STUDFNT WETELY OF ST. jOMN'S COLLPOE

Christopher Bolle - to 308 Camph,

Roberta Slonager - to 84 Market
Annapolis, MD 21401

Benjamin Smith - to 201 Carrolj

Michael Coss - to 301 Carroll

Qutry oN& ELSE - t¢  Home

NEXT YEAR:

Book Review
Special II

plus
New Year's
resolutions

THE ENTIRE STAFF (EXCEPT FOR R.W.) WISHES EVERYONE "HAPPY HOLIDAYS:!"

These wishful people are: Alison Athey (home for the holidays),
Lynn Gumert, Ken Ross (in need of a home), Mark Fuller (still
trying to remember where home is), Johm Lippman (wondering why
his name is misspelled), Jeff Harter (homeless), Danielle George
(always home anyway), Amy Coughlin (), Ann Schwartz, Patti
Nogales (homely), Terry Polk (at home anywhere), Seam Ball (in
search of a new home, yet still Editor), Janet McKennis,
Caroline Allen (home wrecker), and Wendy Tribulski

Cover art Melanie Jago
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Dear Mr. Ball:

Seldom are my feelings outraged suf-
ficiently to prompt me to write a Letter
to The Editor, but I am now forced to do
S0

As a member of the immediate St.
John's community as well as an alumnus of
some years standing, I was shocked and
embarrassed to read Ms. Shapar's appall-
ingly ad hominem attack on Mrs. Berns
in your issue of yesterday.

I am shocked that a senior should dis-
play such a lack of tolerance toward the
opinion of another member of the commun-
ity. Are we or are we not more or less
rational animals trying to follow a life

of reason?
My emvarrassment is for all, that one

of our number should have written such
a pathetic diatribe. I offer Mrs. Berns
my apology on behalf of all of us.

Thomas Parran, Jr. 42
Director
College Relations

More on the Prankss..s

The purpose of my letter, and I think
also of Mrs. Berns', was to point out
the importance of the pranks' less hum-
orous side. Having attempted that, I
respect opposite views. However, some
of the 'defenses' were personal attacks
on Mrs. Berns.

There is some universal that makes us
human. It is not altered by time or per-
sonality, and is therefore impersonal.
Tt is on this level that things make a
lasting difference. It is on this level
that all rational arguments must be
carried out. When responses become per-
sonalized attacks, nothing is gained but
ill-feelings.

Lynn Gumert

Audio-Visusl  Wholesalers-Retailers

(Ed. note: The following correspond- z o andl
ence is being published because the i _
questions raised therein,.especially ﬁh&;uﬁ/é%ﬁfwb€~&ﬂt—
Mr. Fisher's second letter, are more y . £
general than the particular subject ¢ %65’50 ?‘{”/D :
the reactions to the Adler prank,)
267-8001 Annapotis
W4 Leg e 269-6786 Betimore
21#0! ’ 261- 1088 Washingion

Dear Mr. Ball:

In publishing Miss Shapar's and Mrg
Schmidt's completely unnecessary per-
sonal attacks on Mrs. Berns for her
opinions, you have just about abandon
any pretense to an editorial policy £
THE COLLEGIAN.

How blind to expatiate for two page
on why you won't publish obscenity,
meanwhile overlooking abuse and deri-
sion that is more objectionable than
obscenity and more harmful.

zable (in the sense of printable)

an allussion to the Nazis to be

e in one instance -— an allu sion
taining to a subject which people

e very stong opinions about, and

¢e an allus ion that will inevitably
ult in someone feeling himself per-
ynally indicted — than it seemed
issable that those who thought them-
ves so indicted respend. Even those
o wholly agree with one side should
ognize the right of the other side
 speak their mind,

Sincerely,
Howard Fisher

Dear Mr. Fisher:
The editorial on obscenity was not
intended to comment on Mrs. Bern's
letter or the subsequent responses,
though it does apply to them incident
ally; rather, the intent of the edi
torial was to determine in what manner
obscenity should be treated. The ar
gument of the editorial was that ob=
scenity does not deserve special con
sideration, and thus should be consi
dered on the basis of quality alone.
In regard to the letters of Miss
Shapar and Mrs. Schmidt, 1t is true
that their submissions contained ,
pointed lanquage, but it is also true
that they were responding to a point d
accusation. Their letters could no
more be censored than that of Mrse.
Bern's. Whether one of the authors
pursued her argument more aggressive
than the other was not the essential
concern: what mattered was that the
letters represented a viewpoint made
earnest and that they were not excéS
sively derogatory.
Presuming all the letters were mad
in earnest, only the question of the
"obscenity" remained. If it was per

for myself, I consider the entire
sode somewhat unfortunate, and I

wvor neither party. But I do not re-
et the manner in which I handled this
fairy, and I fail to see how it contra-
cts my previcus editorial statements.

Sincerely,
Sean Ball

ar Mr, Ball:

Thank you for your reply to my letter.
ough you say you do not regret the

Y you handled this affair, I think

3t a serious injury has been done, and
at it must not now be ignored.

I am critical of your decision to pub=-
sh the two letters unemended because
doing so you have allowed THE COLLE-
AN to be used as an organ with which
diminish and ridicule a member of the
llege community. Nothing in Miss Sha-
I's criticism required her to attack

? opinions of a German=born tutor as
Lutonic twaddle'. Nothing in Mrs.
hmidggrg criticism required her to ri-
Cule Mrs. Bern's writing or call the
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expression of her opinions "elucking in
public'". These e¢x,ressions of personal,
private venom weaken the bonds that must
unite us as a college, and they flout
the code of mutual respect which alone
makes us worthy of what we try to do.
They diminish every one of us by dimin=-
ishing any one of us. The writers
should have been told that you, as edi=-
tor of an important organ of community
expression, will not consenf to its use
to do harm; and that you will publish
their letters as soon as the writers
remove the personal and derogatory re-
ferences,

It is unthinkable to compare Mrs.
Bern's letter, sharp though it be, to
those of Mss. Schmidt and Shapar. Mrs.
Berns ridiculed no one, viclated no
one's right to respect, gave no one
grounds for feeling, as you say, ‘‘per-
sonally indicted'". She made a very
harsh and, to many, distasteful compar-
ison., If it is thought that her com-
parison is unjust, overstated, or in-
cendiary, then we will expect to see
letters which say to her: 'Your com-
parison is unjust, overstated, and in-
cendiary." We do not expect to ssee
letters that say, "You cluck. TYou
speak twaddle, Tou write poorly. Tou
are a German.' Surely you must see
this.

Your letter asks me to remember that
even those who wholly agree with one
side should recognize the right of the
other side to speak their mind." Do
you not see that it is just that right
which has been endangered by your fail-
ure to require emandation? These ugly
letters violate Mrs. Bern's right to be
heard with respect, and without that
right no one of us has a right to speak
his mind; the right beccomes empty.
This is why I say you have allowed an
injury to occur, not omnly to Mrs. Berns,
who can certainly take care of herself,
but to the protsction of speech.

The ireny of your editorial, and the
reason I called it a blindness, 1s that
in your concern for "guality" you have
ignored the claims of justice and civil-
ity. There are things which, even if
they are done well, ought not to be donez,
I am asking you to exercise standards
which look not merely to "gquality®™ but
to the public trust you hold.

Sincerely,
Howard Fisher




Another Fan letter
Dear Mr. Kuzmak,

Bravo!

You pointed ocut exactly the major
problem with politeness. When what
should be talked about is anathema to
polite conversation, we accept what-
ever other media is available to express
our loneliest fears. I would like to
offer 2 kind word of warning, though.
The Collegian is very available, but it
isn't read by most with the s
and respect as the equally dr
thoughts of Pascal or St.

Tou ask for ideas, so
I've been mulling over a

tists in every nation which still has
freedom encugh to allow it,

BN
The Scien=
tific Revolution, which is responsibl
for your fears, is the result of a phil-
osophical discussion started up less

than four hundred years ago. There is
still no general agreement as to how 1t
ghould be managed. Capitalists want it
to proceed unconsciously in the hands

of individuals not necessarily in com=
munication with one another, whereas
Communists want it to be managed by a
Central Committee which alsc maintains
total political and moral control of the
population.

The basic temgt of this philosophical
enterprise is that man has the right to
control nature absolutely, and faith
that the ultimate result of this control
will necessarily be a benefit to man-
kind. Both of these assertions are
still wide open for discussion. At
least, by rights, they ought to be, but,
to treat the conclusions of such dis-
cussions seriously in the way they con-
duct their lives. Who would ever believe
a sclentist would seriously consider
staying out of his laboratory for ten
years?

Well, we could work on it through the
80's, Set 1990 as a target date to con-
vince as many scientists as we can to
stop for a short while (short when com-
pared with the last hundred years of sur-
prises,) let history take a breather,
give folks time to read Montaigne and
Jonathan Swift. In 2000 A.D., every-
thing could start b&ck up again, if we
. wanted it to.

There Must be a Solution

We've changed nature enough. We cap e
happy with the drugs and machines we a1l
ready have., We should slow down g bit,
I can already hear the major objec.

tions rattling themselves off, "But the
Russians'll catch up with us, etc. , |

There are very persuasive arguments for
the position that we'll never need
another weapon because we can already
threaten every adversary with absoluts
dest L0 t these arguments are

first listen, my friend, and then you
gay ghriek and bluster. - Aristophanes

Lewis Thomas, in The Lives a Cell, sug-
ests an idea that has been suggested on
and off for the past several thousand
ears, that we are creating, or are part
£ a global mind. How why should we take
ericusly an idea that is as big as a

arn and twice as rickety? Really, does
this matter deserve serious thought? I
think it does, and I aim to tell you why;
ot only why we should think about it at
11, but why we should think about it
incerely and quickly.

Thomas draws many analogies between

he Earth and a single cell, between phe-
omena within the organism, and phenomena
etween organisms, making the whole Barth
ne big life, and our lives, and all the
ives we percedve, the lives of the cell.
will draw only one of many possible an-
ogies because it is the most pressing

d relevant . I will liken the nation

o an organism for the following reasons:
1)A nation, atleast in the minds of
men, is a distinct entity with a geo-
graphical interior that is it, and a
geographical exterior that it is not.
2)Nations, like organisms, are con-
trolled largely by internal communi-
cation between complimentary parts

in a relationship that creates a
whole, In an organism, a distinct
division of the universe, all the di-
vergse cells contain the identical
genetic materisl, allowing them to
communicate with eachother. In a na-
tion, a distinct mental division of
the universe, all men speak the same
language.

3)A nation, by virtue of the limited
perception of its individual compo-
nent humans, builds structures so-
cial and physical, mind and matter

to protect itself from an unknown en-
vironment.

 Regarding this last comparison of nation
to organism, I think we may invoke the
Bemory of the Irish Deer, now extinct,
which was mentioned in our sociobiology
lﬁCture several weeks ago. Everyone who
has taken freshman biology knows that in
8 developing system, different segments
Of the system function to develop differ-
Snt structures which will perform differ-
t functions when the system reaches ma-

But

ot
B
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s, we should always ke
t Mill's principle:
"Thers is no philoscphy possible wh
fear of consequence 1s a SLronger prin
ciple than love of truth.”
If we refuse to question our souls
unless we're allowed to fear the Russis
at the same time, we will never get try
answers. 10 bs sure we are being true
and honest in asking these very impor-
tent questions, we must be willing to
cept Thoreau's condition” . . . though
it cost them thelr existence as a peo=
ple.” Even if we do not end up opposi
the government after comparing the pra
matic with the virtuous, its political
safety can not be allowed to enter
legitimately into our discussions of
truth, What we should do and what is
true are two very different, often con
flicting, concerns.
This is usually where Marx steps in
and says, "So we need a revolution."
I'm not sagng that, though. I still b
lieve in freedom, and I beieve it exte
so far that if a scientist wants to w0
in laboratory or if he wants to refuse
working, he should be allowed to.
I'd like to hear what you think of
this idea. Thanks again for publishing
your problem.
Sincerely,
James Silver Jre

No one ouffuns
The Alclefe’s Foof.

turity. When a sys%em reaches maturity

it acts by using the structures that it
has developed. In the Irish Deer, one of
the differentiations was that which cre-
ated the antlers of the animal, and mag-
nificent antlers they were too. However,
this aspect in the development of the

Irish Deer, the ampect that defined the-
antlers, got a bit carried away, and was

to cause the death of every one of the
magnificent creatures; the antlers got too
large and the animals were unable to maneu~
ver., If you have ever seen a pair of theee
massive antlers, 12 to 14 #t. across, you
might hypothesize that the animals could
not even 1lift their heads off the ground.
One structure developed without an adequate
communication with the rest of the organ-
ism and the enviromment. The fact that the
antlers were going to cause the destruc-
tion of the entire organism could not be
communicated through the genes. A small
segment of the genetic message in the or-
ganism wnwittingly, quietly, secretly,

went berserk.

The nation was born with the first cell
3 billion years ago. Whether the nation
followed "logically™ from the first cell
is questionable, but the cell and the na-
tion are both here, one the result of the
other. Because of the nature of the na-
tional organism, which is determimed by the
inadequate perception of its component
humans(they fear or are indifferent to an
external environment), structures tike the
horns of the Irish Deer, must be developed
for the protection of the organism.

I have a friend who is assisting the
United States in the construction of a rack
of antlers. He works for a company with
which you are all familiar; they build
television sets besides making natiomal
antlers. If you are not familiar with the
process of national antler consteuction,
it is interesting to comnsider how it is
done. &teve is working on a secret pro-
ject. He has friends who are working om
a top secret project. BEach individusl
is assigned a task, a problem, which he
must solve, He can talk to mo one about
what he is doing. He hss no idea how his
solution will fit together with the other
asasigned solutions on which his friemds
are working. The big solution, in which
they are all involved, is very big indeed,
but is known to only a recondite few. Have
you ever ¢comsidered how much thought and

effort it takes to build a better set of
antlers, bew elaborate the grooves mmst




be, how fine the machining, how twisted
and complex the geometry, how sharp and
numerous the points, how quick the mech-
anism, so that they may strike the entire
manifold heart., How much money is spent
for each tiny breakthrough in a solution
that offers no solution? In 1976 30% of
the world's exports consisted of armaments.
A small segment of the Barth's genetie
message has guietly, secretly, unwitting-
ly gone berserk,

The defense buget is on the increase,
Fortune magazine tells us that the corpor-
ations that are having financial diffi-
culties are those that are producing'pro-
saic” products =-- shoes and blankets with-
out government subsidy, instead of mise
siles and digital display systems with
government subsidy. Political systems
continue to arm for war: the government
of China, the government of Russia, the
government of the United States all arm
for war., Political systems of the indus-
trial nations supply arms to the politi=-
cal systems of the "'developing' nations
for the political solution of all pro=-
blems. United Hations Secretary-General
RKurt Waldheim, says that the arms race
~ is the largest factor contributing to
worldwide inflation; the production of
arms creates the conditions for their
use via economic and political instabile-
ity. I don't think we should be afraid
- to state emphatically that the whole
world, the entire thing, has gomne mad.
There is no mind controlling this thing,
only fear, Perhaps it would ke "'good"
to think about why it has gone mad.

Mankind has been expanding across the
face of the Barth since he differentia-
ted from the rest of the universe. He
has formed social systems, the motiva-
ting factor behind which has been Xeno-
phobia, This fear promotes much of the
economics, industry, and education of
the mation. Feasr of an unknown exterior
canges the ubiquitous structure of the
human social system.

If the fear of an unknown exterior and
mental lethargy incubate the structures
which threatem to destroy wus, what might
we do to alleviate the situation, to
bring the unknown exterior inside? Might
our tools of perception which have given
us such great control and understanding
of the microscopic enviromment somehow
be turned on ourselves so that we might
understeand all of humanity? What is a
Rusgian, a Chinese, a Japanese... and

why aren't we curious te know? Hoy
the application of communications teg)
nology relate to the idea of g gl@bal
mind? I was originally going to atie
an answer to these guestions, but T am
running cut of space and time,

I will close with a guotation from
gory Bateson's forthcoming book, Ming
Nature: A Necessary Unity. "Throughg
the thesis of the book will be that i
possible and worthwhile to "think" gy,
many problems of order and disorder in
the biological univirse, and that we
today a considerable supply of tools o
thought which we do not use, partly he
cause -- professors and students alik,
we are ignorant of many currently-avy
able insights, and partly because we
unwilling to accept the necessities wh
follow from a clear view of the humgn
dilemmas !

AN APPEAL

Fellow aesthetes, 1 ask you, would
ol read a man who wrote like this

-nd mind you, this does not come as
culmination of a carefully constuct-
aptmosphere, but is sentimentally
ust at us on the eighteenth page):
We gave her her letters (I heard
the men in that lonely hip were
dying of fever at the rate of three
a day) and went on. We called at
some more places with farcical
names, where the merry dance of
death and trade goes om in a still
_and earthy atmosphere zs of an
 overheated catacomb; all along
 the formless coast bordered by
dangerous surf, as if Nature her-

_ self had tried to ward off intrud-
_ers; in and out of rivers, streams
of death in life, whose waters,
thickened into slime, invaded the
contorted mangroves, that seemed

to writhe at us in the extremity
of an impotent despair, Nowhere did
we stop long enough to get a par-
ticularigzed impression, but the
general sense of vague and oppres-
sive wonder grew upon me. It was
like a weary pilgramage amongst
hints for uightmares."

Joseph Conrad, Heart of barkness

—=James Kuzmalk

his kind of ludicrous, overwritten prose
ashed through the formula adjective/
un/adjective/noun/verb/noun/repeat
ounds in this work which Ezra Pound
ought unworthy of being quoted from by
iot, as an epigraph to The Waste Land.
liot Acquiesced.) And the whole thing
as meaningless as Conrad's figures of
overheated cat=-

And would you read a man who prefaced
philosophical work with this: "The
surd, hitherto taken as a conclusion,
tonsidered in this essay as a start-

€ point. In this sense it may be said
at there is something provisional in my
Ymmentary..."” I should say so! Does
?freally warrant serious consideration?
0,

Now The Dead is the last story in
Mubliners, and though I cannot attest to
fhe fact, being unfamiliar with Joyce,
“Cholars agree that it is the culmination
f 211 that proceeded, I expect that

95t are in the same position as I am;
€ase let us not decapitate the work.

Wine Boxes
(peese Boxes

Wine 4 (Heese Boxes
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Of course I cannot rail against the
seventh letter of Plato, though I consid-
er it important (crucially so) only by
virtue of several paragraphs. For this
reason I think we could find a better
reading for the All-College Seminar. Too,
it is utterly meaningless out of the con-
text of the Dialogues, and who will
reread or even remember the Republic or
Phaedrus? . :

I shall hold my tongue about Melville;
but we still could do better.

Allow me to suggest a reading. Vlad-
imir Nabokov is the single most important
contemporary writer. Scholars, and so
do I?f%hat Lolita is his crowning English
work. It is longer than any of the sug-
gested readings, but then again, it is
also much better.

The list of readings we were asked to
choose from is an arbitrary composition
of the Student Instruction Committee,
who themselves are not so carefully
chosen. Let us take the All-College sem=
inar seriously. I urge everyone to write
the nymphet's name on the dotted linej
and those of you who have already been
misled and returned the questionnaire:
£ill Mr. Melchert mailbox with emendations.

Let us read this!

Lolita, light of my life, fire of
my loins. My sin, my soul. Lo-lee=ta:
the tip of the tongue taking a trip of
three steps down the palate to tap,
at three, on the teeths Lo. Lees. Tas

She was Lo, plain Lo, in the morning,
standing four feet ten in one sock. She
was Lola in slacks. She was Dolly at
schools She was Delores on the dot=-
ted line. But in my arms she was al=-
ways Lolita.

Did she have a precurspr? She did,
indeed she did. In point of fact, there
might have been no Lolita at all had
I not loved, cne summer, a certain in=-
itial girl-=childs In a princedom by
the sea., Oh when? About as many years
before Lolita was born as my age was
that summer. You can always count on
a murderer for a fancy prose style.

Ladies and gentlemen of the jury,
exhibit number one is what the seraphs,
the misinformed, simple, noble-
winged seraphs, envied. Lock at this
tangle of thorns.

* * * Ed & &

submitted by
Anderson Weekes




Literary Supplement

THE LETTER IN THE LAVENDER ENVELOPE

Give him a hand

More graceful than Sunocos
Cylindric lamp,

Engutted with slow resolution on
Black axial.

But perhaps you are not acquainted

With the short breaths of the morning

The hairs that curl into your eyes, stinging?
What? You mean you haven't known?

The faucet moans and the inverse eggshells stare
At the unopened mail, the neighbor's

Still talking on her phonej;-

You better pour more coffee.,

It's a bright day and the furniture,

(eyes too open)

trapped and broken,

You forgot to wash your face.

With a crystal shiver the brass wedge

Behind each eye slips out,

"It's going to be another year

I've been in this apartment soon..

Afterimages of shoelaces as they're tied:

There are only two ways that tie a shoe

So as to get a complete bow,

The old man once insisted

The guy who played violin for the Philharmonic,
Years ago.

skulltight, ready to roll
curvatures, inclines
the wind shapes
stump
Rises tri-cloven trunk
lets loose shrill brainwork
barren twigs .
bowl the lower skies slow
drift when
ginger fires the nostrils
and jigcut tears spring
the foundations of sight

Seven or eight months and you will

Be back inside the cafeteria

Fumbling at the little automat windows
To get at the chicken and rice soup

(Unevenly thick) tasting of flour and

Clammy cheese and ham on a steam warm plate.
You'll sip the crayon coffee and watch

Faded walls crack like thirsting tongues
Around grey gummed old men with ripe noses
And quivering limbs;

Ingested to add the integral flavors

For the only hypostasis you know

Still, how to be comfortable with:

A transients respite from the rainy afternoon.

My chilly hands every morning scrawled
The letter in the lavender envelope,
Written by one who has been through it all before
Sending discretely soft tinged words
Guidance of a kind not met with:

A well composed hand laid on the shoulder
Saying it is a going

Somewheres and a coming back,

That the sacks of thorns and crushed mint
Shall fall,

When you can pour yourself

Into the day

That will be your own,

The Minutiae Typhoon blows through all seasons,
Charging furry ribbons that whip past

And sting the uncovered skin,

Your familiar with the little blood shapes
They'll leave and the facts that they'll keep
Passing through as you keep. Waiting for it

To be time to step outside and wake upj

Always in the midst of stretching

Out and yawning and your

Sleeping with it so that all that

You can say is 'always there' and a lot

More besides, which makes it swell like
Seawaves through the harps of yellowed tall grass,
Or a couple of garden hoses, alembic tied,

And leaking all over the place. Your

Cow bellied fear that constant

Companion thinks it knows what

Happened though it's still happening:

Bovine and thunderbolting guide

To the strewn, orange stained, skyset.

The corduroy ferryboats now sop the shoreline,
Their slow bilious beating annoys the fish,

The many bathers, rock-face pinioned dream
Ringing gingham trolleys op the sapphire drill
Of outboard motors; as these seep into the
Mid-morning phone chats, the waxed

Corridors and business lunches the five year
Calendars become the silliest spectacle yet
What we are inclined to call and crawl
Underneath: Whelming over us, fashions separate

' Chips, squeezed wood faces, piling our needs

Grain locus upon grain locus
To build to the clutch of a trees place.

--Joshua Kates

Il
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SHORT NOTES FOR THE CONSTRUCTION OF A POEM
(or a tribute to the science Nazis)

‘small, slender,

durst we diminish
ingratitude
can be extended.

the meniscus must

be admitted to
describe
its obvious depths

of which all the
parts coagulate
under the

proverbial surface,

toss in the limited

humour, it may

go forward perhaps
but it is in no place
not here, not there,

the alightment by pause
by the bee.

is the extension perhaps in breaking into or through

what seems to be the very part with which we are
capable of sarrying, but who are we. and if we are

not, is the poem possible or necessary or conceivable?

serious, subtle,

solitary, durst we, sarcastic...simple...silent...sterile...

sober,
seeing, sensibly,

scientifically. samuel. sophictically, sophomorically, stop
me if i exceed the possible extensions of ingratitude.

=AM, Craven

e bells that are ringing
are not the bells that were ringing
they are not the bells
that will be ringing

mmy trails

the frash carpset
sand cleanly laid
the sea's

NSTANT TURNING

zea's
sieze
(sea's

e third man who walks with us
has halr like a flery sea
UNSeEn

spoken whispers
clinging to the fact

he isn't there.

what 1s it that is &o simple
cannot bes sald?
WHAT IS IT THAT IS S0 SIMPLE
CANNOT BE SAIDY
What do 1 do just
iook into his eyes?
rin’ like a hundred funeral pyres and
i'm Jumpin’ up + down like

a dozen Jack-

hammers.

Ak IMPORT FASHION BOUTIQUE

60 WEST STREET, ANNAPOLIS, MARYLAMD

is the energy
WHY is I (earth so)
periturbed?

each morning as
Sunshine comes jumping over
the edges of the earth rumning
thru the sireetz and
streiching itself
about the buildings
flames fiip flapping like
bootsoles about \
bitch feat keep me walking
wandering wonder wherse
hell her szhe iz

each night
spent alone
is wasted
sleeping like a hollow ship
sunk
framework rusting, sand + molusks
gold rings laughing in the wreck

lipstick slapstiek
bones tick sliip

special itch shiv-
er shaks that

yr. knees are like an ocean wmading
wantling
(my thoughtis torchy
bougquets of lust.

N trance

mah wild smile
childlike it ain't
ain’'t gone yet
(tho my syes
(sheen glossy sometimes
(like greased
rock.
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I am the lilting
laughing moon beams;

that witch wild willowing
with that tree dance tall.

I gently ease gypsy away,

bewildering but
bewitching return,

==Lynn Gumert

4 streaming curve of
lights
legding away
from the great city
a steady flow of
cars
in perfect sequels
time
proceedss
misic from the
radio
stands quietly in the
silence
of the moment
though life seaps
out strongly
life and power remain
contained by
slashing lines of
light
against a black night.
POWET »
New York City
«Patti Nogales
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Arrival in Yathrib
By Philip Reissman

I was resting during the heat of
late afternocon when my son ran into
house, very excited indeed.

"The Prophet is here! He has cOm
Yathrib! Come out to see the holy
Prophetl”

Without knowing why I knew, I was
tain that this was the most importal

id

£ my life. With excitement and joy
_ peart 1 went with my son to the
ystreet of Yathrib, the very street
nich I have spent most of my 43 years
Zﬂg jewelry. Today it was crowded
chouting people waiting to see the

add-looking man came up next to me,
pleasantries but I knew

. something much bigger to say.
after only a minute of
‘the crowd he inclined

ar and whispered some-

)

- o O\ D
ro
o

£.D.." he whispered.
€, he talked with nor-

the noise of the crowd
geem soft as a whisper.

« known in Arabic as the

ght''- is regarded by Muslims as the
ing point in world history and is
year from which they date their
ndar. Yathrib soon changed its

to Medinah un-Nabi, the City of the

edina, '"the City'.

day ago 1 would have accounted such
£ the babbling of a c¢razy man., But
today I recognigzed in them some-
g true, something I hag forgotten

g ago and was now being reminded of,
if of an occurrence that happened in
nildhood,

"l am not certain I heard you
rectly," I said to the stranger.

"For the next three years he met with
tle except ridicule wherever he went.
at this point a group of pilgrims

m Yathrib, some 270 miles north of
ca, met him at the Ukaz poets' fair
Wwere much struck by what he had to
Returning home, they persuaded the
5 of their city that Mohammed was the

Siah for whom they were walting, and

€ time later a deputation set out to
ite the Prophet to make Yathrib his

€ and base, This was the first big
akthrough. Mohammed eagerly accepted
Offer and sent his secretary, Musab,
150 of his followers ahead to prepare
ground, When Mohammed followed short-

3fterward, the Omayyads heard of his
Parture through spies and sent patrols
Pursuit, But, according to legend,

bPursuers were misled by false trails
by divine intervention and Mohammed,

Opanied by his friend Abu Bakr,

Ved safely at Yathrib in September,

15

622,

"For the remaining ten years of his
life, his personal history merged with ‘
that of the Medinese commonwealth of |
which he was the center.,” j

Now I knew. I was not supposed to f
know. Bul I knew.

But what of the stranger! It was wrong !
that he was here = I should be alone!
Never before had there beesn more than
oue ol us present at such events! Ras
e one of us? If not, why was he here?
What was his purpose?

Joy fled form my heart. This was WPOng.
I could not think, could not breath, could
not seize the stranger by the beard and
demand to know his purpose. I was carved
of stone.

The crowd screamed in ecstasy. The Pro-
phet was here! A storm of sound washad
over me although the Prophet was not in
signt. HNow! Now he's here!

On a horsc the Prophet rode. Behind
him followed dozens of men also on horse-
back,

He wes unprotected. I saw the stranger
reach into his left sleeve and grasp a
dagger. Still I could not mcve.

The Prophet was now almost in front of
me. The stranger pushed his way to the
front of the crowd., I shouted "Stop him!
Seize him! He's going to slay the Pro=
phet ',

Fools! At me they looked, not at the
stranger! Dag_er outstretched, he leaped
at the Prophet, screaming '"Death to the
false prophet! Death to the deceiver who
scorns your gods!"

The blow missed. I saw it misss. The
stranger had time more than enough to
strike the Prophet. But he missed.

The Prophet rode on. His followers
rode on. The crowd was already killing
the stranger. He would die within sec=
onds,

I returned home and lay down, tired
from the excitement of the day. I had
seen what I had been born to see. I had
seen the arrival in Yathrib of the Proplet
as an ordinary citizen of that city.

Sometime during the night my heart will
stop beating and I shall truly return
hone.

Phil Reissman ' 76
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VARIATIONS ON RELIGIOUS THEMES/THREE POEMS

ST. PAUL'S POEM (For my father)

Now you beseech us, and go on to say

Not with word-wisdom though the Word you preach
(It seems to me that that is one crossed way

That we are taught, though you claim not to teach.)

I need a sign! and seek after the wise!

And so come after what has come before:

This now I write: I have to trust my eyes

And take what little comes as my reward.
Somewhere I hear a trumpet®s certain sound
Roll-call my life as though a call to battle,
And like a child I claim what I have found

And stand and face you, holding—what! a rattle?
If you are right then one day I will find

That through a glass eye slowly I go blind.

IF KINGDOM COME

1f Kingdom-come came from an Easter(n) star
And over water walked-—the wind doved down—
What wisdom woke on this side of the bar

To Herald Time-To-Be from that small town?
The land then lay (In leaves no step had trod)
All over Hedon, Herod tried to still

The voice that past predicted would be God
But though he killed must not have made The Kill.
They told Him in the temple, dont!, but He
Regardless raped the wisdom of the old

And parabled a world where one could see

That what's been told must always be retold.
The sound He symbold was a white-winged bird,
Whose wings make sound no one has truly heard.

AS IF THEY EKNEW

Each year an end, then nearer to The End,

We travel down the days crazed with belief

We know the way, the reason comprehend

The Day must come when like a Nighttime thief
Armageddon arrives: for such is said.

I walk one way alone (Two roads diverged)

And some, they tell mes Boy, your soul is dead;
Ancd hand me maps and Hope that I am urged

To follow them along The Way...they go

But I am unconvinced, and turn away

To choose the only path that I can know.

and through the wood I still can hear them say
The Time Has Come, and talk as if They Kknew
What made Him choose the path where Lilies grew.

—Paul Hartel/11-78

yBMISSION: (UNTITLED)

now, I am going to walk

all false sentiment

all fear of death

of my flesh, and walk back into it
. seawall, a word: the

d of sorrowed mind's concealing

+ the boat slips, a word: the word
ridges shouting in space

. the players rehearsing, past

taverns unpeopling, past

Caroline Allen

arelessly the ditty
utters

different seeming

it flits

turn,

quiet tension

minates the

irting notes

d tightens up the seams

Patti Nogales

corner drunk's caged fingers I am going to walk
every word has found and spared me, is exulultation,

HEAVENLY WATERS

Whispering pulsations,

Of dewy turquoise seas,
Filled me with sensations,
Of blithsome reveries,

The foamy manes of waves,
Lifting their prideful heads
Arose from azure caves,

And saintly crystal beds.

%

Dreaminess of evening,
Beckoned me to the shoreg
Fathomless murmuring,
Beguiled me evermore.

My heart, enchantedly,
Replied to the gloaming,
Answering, willingly,
This mesmeric longing,

Dusk's dark magnetism,

Ca}led me, with speechless tones,
Veiled in mysticism,

Releasing languid moans.

Motion suffused my limbs,
Victims of Nature's wants,
Submissive to His whims,
Bewitched by immured taunts..

Meeting sapphire sands,
Strange forces entered me,
With their inviting hands,
To the arms of the sea.

The waves splashed around me,
And swished me from the sand,
Guiding me, upwardly,
Toward a foreign land.

-=Peter Griggs
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Minutes for the lack of D.C. Meeting
Decs 5.

In attendance:
White.
Not is attendance: 12 delegates,
Secretary, 1 President and 1 Partridge,
etce

Due to the lack of quorum, the meet-
ing was not called to order by Mr. Coss, .
who did not sit at the front of the
table at 9:30., The noise problem was,
for the first time in recent weeks, not
discussed. The meeting was not adjourned
shortly thereafter. Those few who were
in attendance left shortly thereafter.
Those few who were in attendgnce left the
room no longer at peace with the universe.
Merry Christmgs.

Stuck, Balcom, Ross, J.

Yours in absentia,
James White

wed a great deal of team effort
gh they worked together well, the
were not able to pull off a win
the Maenads. The final score was

‘f;r a partial score, Stanford
1 ’

K'S SCHEDULE
L:15 Nymphs vs. D.C.'s
2 ho = ho - ho to you!

qcation, the first game is Tuese
D.C.'s vse. Amazons in the

WOMEN*S SORTS
By Stephanie Reineke

Last Friday it was a battle of the
Maroon and Yellow; Nymphs and D.C.'s,
North and South, East and West, a classic
confrontation., The Daughters of Camilla
came on defensively, tightening increass=
ingly against the Nymph offense but it
was not enough to stop Miss Jago, the
Nymphs high scorer. Miss Oreskes tried
in vain as she was the D.C.'s high
scorer, but it was not enough to gain
control of the basketball game. The final
score was 28 to 17 in favor of the Crim-
son tide.
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MEN'S SPORTS
by Bryce Jacobsen

Ah, the elusive game of "hoop'.
times you have it and sometimes yo
Tuesday last the Maenads had ite
half, Miss Dornich and her light 1
hand had racked wp 15 points (by th
of the game she had 21) leading th
nads. At the half Miss Athey show
the scene and the Maenads were rea
stoppable (she scored 24 points in
to make her high scorer for the ga ty points. For most of the other
The Crimson Tide which was victori Sy it was a ball...A VERITABLE SWISH
game before (afore mentioned) stru .
and fought, (Miss Mandy fouled out Would you believe that their B-team
the 'hot’ Maenads kept pressing unti ored 38 points? And that Mr. Ficco
final score was 62 to 13 in favor 'red four of these? Mr. Kates scored
the "Nads. A veritable stampedes ut two thirds of the Hustler points.,

When the Maenads played next it 7 need a better game plan than that.

. ; .
against the D.C.'s, but it was not Druids-67, Guardians-63.

easy battle, The D.C.'s kept it fa Drys 5=07,

close the whole way but were not ids maintained a }ead ?hroughout

for the Maenads —- even on a Maena whqle game, but saw }t dwindle to a

"off-day™. Miss Athey once again nPOlnts at the.end...lt was a near

the high scorer victory, but she £9 O, in the 1ast peried.  put Time and
> = o - 3 °

hard against Miss Litwin (a tall ¢¢ clock were on the side of the Druids,

for the D.C.'s). Mi 5 scor )
) iss Oreske they hung in there, to eke out their

points for the D.C.? but the point ;
dispersion throughout the whole D-C zer- Mr. Brandon's 17 points helped

etball: Greenwaves=-101, Hustlers-65.
Waves, smarting from last week's
arassing loss, made some changes. Mr.
J was shifted from A to B, and upped
point total by ten. And Mr. Weisel=-
t appeared out of nowhere, adding

19

Volleyball: Spartans-k4, Greenwaves-O
Guardians-l, Hustlers-1

The Greenwaves had not lost a volleyball
game in years! Wait 'til Ethan Bauman a
and Steve Gray hear about thisi And Rob
Godfrey!

The Hustlers need much work on the
fundamentals...such as learning the rules.

League Standings:

Basketball W L Ptse.
Spartans 1 0 3
Greenwaves 1 1 4

Guardians 1 1 4
Druids 1 1 4
Hustlers o 1 1

Volleyball W L Pts.
Guardians 2 0 6
Druids 1 O 3
Spartans 1 0 3
Greenwaves 0 1 1
Hustlers 0 2 2

THIS WEEK'S SCHEDULE:

Badminton...Mon. 4:15 Greenwaves-
- Guardians
Fitness Test: Remember that Monday,

Dec. 11, is the deadline for passing
the first four tests. By traditiom, we

never allow any extensions!
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Pensée envers la Jeunesse

NoEl est ici mes amis. En quelgues
jours nous nous donnerons des
bigses et partirons pour chez nous.
Que nous avons besoin des vacan-
ces! Ca nous fera du bien & quit-
ter notre endroit commun pour
revenir aux endroits familiers,
pour rentrer & la maison, a la
société méme. Il y a tout un
monde li-bas, des hommes, des
femmes, des joies, des peines;

13, qui parait si loin d'ici.
Gardons les moments precieux

au sein des bien-aimés. Ces
moments fontles isles paci-
flques en_ notre voyage de la
jeunesse 3 la vidllesse. Un
passage nous ne devrions pas

trop hZter. Rappellons-nous,

noug sommes encore jeune,

Le ciel est, par-dessus le toit,
Si bleu, si calme!

Un arbre, par-dessus le toit,
Berce sa palme.

La cloche, dans le ciel qu'on voit,

, Doucement tinte.

Un oiseau sur 1l'arbre qu'on voit
Chante sa plainte.

Mon Dieu, mon Dieu, la vie est 13,
Simple et tranqullle.

Cette paisible rumeur- -13
Vient de la ville.

The
Little Campug

43 Marylond Ave.

cloche - bell

—Qu'as-tu fait, o toi que voi
Pleurant sans cesse,
Dis, gqu'as-tu fait, tol que
De ta Jeunesse?

tinter - to ring, to toll
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