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A MODERN FABLE

Onoe upon a time or two, or three; or maybe even four, there was a little
boy, well, not really little, but he wasn't big. And his dear, rich and
resourceful daddy bought him a Lincoln Continentals

About a week after he got it, everything started to go wrong with it.
First the battery wouldn't batt and the gransmission wouldn't trans and
then the carburetor wouldn't carb, So one day he decided to fix his
earburetors He got it fixed and it was carbing like mad. It carbed more
than any earburetor I ever saws It carbed up and down and backward and
forward and over and under and sideways and upside down and downside up
and inside out and outside in. Then he fixed his battery. It was battin!
left and right, After he got it fixed his carburetor pooped out again.
He got pretty mad about that and threw his carburdtor clear across the
yard @

Then he cooled down a little and started workin® on his tronsmfission until
he got it tramsing real good. It transed more than the carburetor would
carb and the battery would batt put together., But then the battery quit
battin's, So he got mad and told his daddy to take it back. So his daddy
took the car to the used car lote &

About a year and a half went by and this big little boy came home with
a new used car. He said to his daddy, "Hey, man! Dig my new car. Only
two things wrong: needs a new carburetor and g battery."

The End.

Mark Conrad

Another writer with a humorous point of view was inspired by her experiences
as an eighth grade teacher-for-a-day,

DAY OF TERROR

May the thirteenth was filled with gloom
(I got locked in the instrument room)
All in all T had three classes

(In actuality they're riotous massess)

What could I do to make them obey?

Iff I could only hold them at bay. I was gure fourth period would
L tried to meke them play the tunes, be a brreze,
But, alas, they left the room in ruins, But found it necessary to beg

on my kneese
I now have sympathy for those
who dare,
Btudents have no mercy--they just
don't care!
A horror story I write with this pen,
I'1] never try to teach again!

Mary Cole



THE REVOLUTIONISTS
by
inn Gimmi
They camec from Ingland sccking a fortunc. Man! What a fortuno they made!

Parcnts wondered what the ttnagers saw in these new, strange creaturcs, and
the toenagers were complcotely baffled as to why the parents deplored them.

They were THE thing and thcy planned to stay.
Sverywhere you went their pictures were plastered all over God's groen carth,
Their car-jarring music could be hcard a mile away, and it was hcard constantly.

If you were a teenager and you didn't idolize ﬁhcm...brother, you just
weren't with it.

Not having one of their rocords or som: other momento was like not having a
bathtub. Thay were becoming a nececssary household itcm.

Tecnagers formed thousgnds of fan elubs. Everywherce they went a swarm of
scrcaming fans followed.,

They were the onecs who started the whole noew breed in fashion...long,
flying hair, boots, and bell bottoms., The greasced-back hair and siin-tight
pants went out with the Elvis Presloy sound.

Their movies were being viewed by thousands of movic-goors and they werc
making the concert tour circuit.

They were the oncs who revelutionizod music..,big, wild guitars and
amplificrs. But the soul of the music came from the gut, not clcetrical
instruncnts, ‘The result was a whole new solid concept in sound. All the
sounds of thc groups of today originatcd with them.

They are not dead yet either. Ch, no! «uitc the contrary. Their rocords
arc still coming on strong and thcir movies won the best of the eritics
acclaim,

Who are they? Why, the Bcatles, of coursc! And they arc going to be
heralded as the greatest heavy sound in music ever,



The following authors present two very different pictures of the teenage
world, First, Mary Cole spoofs the high school institution, the football
heros Steve Daviis writes about the dark side of that worlde when you've
lost a friend,

OUR HERO

There he is. The greatest high school football player in the county,
Archibald Krupp. His mighty muscles protrude from his handsome uniform
on which is lettered "Good Luck, Poopsie.'" Ah, the handiwork of his faith-
ful girlfriend, Jezzabell Slunker, She shows up at every game to cheer
hinm on,

He goes out on the field with such self-confidence in his own nonchalant
manner. Such bravery! There he goes now, plowing mightily through their
whole team. He's on the fifty yard line. . o the forty. « « the thirty. . «
the twenty « « « the ten and he's made it! But wait, Is there a sign of
chagrin on his ruddy-complexioned face? Could that possibly be a blush ,
creeping up around his bushy eyebrown? Why? Ah, yes=——=-now he realizes he
has forgotten the ball, :

Cheer up, hero! You'll only be benched for the next six years you'll
spend in New Flopshnick High with your incredible straight "F" average,

Mary Cole

DAY OF MOURNING

Black is the night that covers me,

For I am mourning for a friend,

Now I'm enveloped in a sheath,

A darkness that will never end.
The person I mourn is not dead,
But simply has rejected me,
So here I sit, in darkness now,
Mourning under this ancient tree.

The person I mourn is a composite,

Made of the people I have known,

So here I sit, mourning now,

Writing in this mournful tone,
Blakk is the night that covers me,
For I am mourning for a friend,
Now I'm enveloped in a sheath,
A darkness that will never end,

Steve Davis
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Inspiration can be found by somc students in their scicnce
laboratorics. This student has cmpathy with hydrogcn.

Just because it isn't a conformist, just becausc it docsn't
go along with the crowd, Hydrogen is an outcast--hated and scorncd by
all. It wanders about homeless, fricndless, familyless; it is cold
and hungry. And why? Bceausc it isn't like cveryone clsc.

anonymous



Jean Chinn, onc of Kilmer's po.ts, has been inspired by history--that
which has becn rceordod in our past, as wcll as that which is being writtcn
today.

The destern Frontier

Th. halls of darkness and mystcry invadc
this house,

Listy ceilings cling to walls for hopc
and lifc support.

These deilings arc of the spiritual life
bencath the cloak of darkncss,

Yet, a small flame flick:rs upon thc sill
of a lone. west window,/

There is 1ife and hope for the spiritual
world and all othcr lifc forms.

Cn this fronticr Amcrica was found by
Luropcans sailing salty scas.

Cn this fronticr pioncers moved to dascrt
sands by covcrcd wagons.

Cn this frontiecr thc sun scts confirming
the passagc of a day.

This housc is full of hope and light as
cverything is on the Western Fronticr,

Jean Chinn

Modern Llcctions

Up to strive for thc¢ top once more,
Special men sccking the floor

To tcll us of his vows and wocs.,

The elections of history will propose
That men created cqually,

Choosc any one for tho presidency.
This man, thcy think is best to rule
The nation widcly, kind or cruel,
Thise mon competing desperately,

Seek the votes of thosc who flie

From tcrror, national problems, morec,
Things which must bc rejudged.

For prople's safcty, froc from grudge.
Upon the top remains

A ncw man full of hopes and gains,

To scrve to make this nation great.
The elections of history unlock a now gate,

Jean Chinn



Three Poems by Courtney

Children of the Sun The Past
We are thc children of the sun, The past is an ugly scar,
Gay and bright; Although somctimcs hcaling
Our tears bring the rain. The heart,
Summer is our life, No more will I 1lct it haunt
‘Wiarm arc our hcarts, And marr thc humanity of mec.
Bright is our soul. I will walk on into the sun.
Together, Maybe to find only thc sun,
We are the children of the sun. Maybc to find a warm somconc
With a kind hcart
G0 3553883803 % To hcal my scar

To makc pcacc in my soul,
To let my mind lic at rest.

A AR SO S T e RS A R

I Am Only a Child, Mother

Don't be disappointed in me,

Don't let my words disillusion you.
I am only a child, Mother; Courtncy Payne submitted
I am your child. a book of poetry to the

Litcrary Magazinc staff,
Don't be bothered by me,

Don't let my soul inflame your mind. '

I am only a child, Mothcr; These three poems wore

I am your child. sclected as "the best
of Courtncy."

Don't bc troubled by my changes,

Don't let them pull us apart. AR SRR R 3

I am only a child, Nother;

I am your child, Sclcections werc made
from studcnts in both

Don't be too joyous when I am good, the scventh and cighth

Don't let me have to bring you down again, gradcs. Kcop up tho

I am only a child, Mothcr; good work. The Staff

I am your child.

Don't let me become somcthing I am not,
Let this bring us closcr,

I am only a child, Mother;

I am your child.






