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LITERARY SUPPLEMENT 
November 15 6 1976 

am i blue? 

VOLUME II, Noe 2 

Am I BLUE ? I AM BLUE! the orig i nal 
melancholy man . 
humorous, eh ? Burton , is it h umourous ? 
no;;- f t' s t he 
tragic malady of t he 
student ~ however I 1 m so melancholy that '· 

I ' m no longer even the slightest shadow of a student ~' I thi1ik · - ~ :;;._ 
I ' m sicR - - \ '>.. 

inside = nothing excites much anymore = I 0 ve got to 
f i n d - - -

mys elf 

Yawn 0 yawn 

soon 
I v m alone a nd crying f e eling. the walls 
Close around me like t h e endless halls 
Wi"!:hi:t?--~- -m~n~ -·~hi~h. echo my laughter 
And show me the falsehood of everything~ter 
~e moment_ which meant so much t o s o many 
And was gone 
Wit hout leavi n g any feel ing 

- . -
or i mpress ion 

o n the ones 
Who p l aye d the games and mad e the r uns 
That wer e s o i mportant yesterday 
And are n ow s o meani ngless and f ade awayo 

the f un Ds all gone 
Classes a re dead 
my mind is force =fed 
Ch uck a =-ma ruck 
the pro f is a s c hmuck 
Under standing i s f ading 

Class.work' s degrading (I _ __ _ 

A mind untrained 
·is like a ,dog unchained 
Di s jointed ~hqughts 
i nto a b oiling pot 

· are ·· slowiy becoming 
a buri'al .. piot. 

and, ah, which· way ya_ goin• 
Ricky? 

and God is dead, he hardly even 
lived at my house, but he's always 
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god: 
an effec t iv·e method of controlling the masses 
(he 9 s here, he 8 s there, hews everywhere 1 so beware) 
If tri angles had gods h e 8 d be an isosceles 
(because the h oly ghost is smaller than the Father 
and the Son) 

Eating cookies , drinking wine 
Three hail Maryvs 1 you 0 re divi ne 
The burning bush = ner twat 8 s on fire 
Joseph 0 s cuckolded=- Mary's a liar 
And Jesus, on the cross, can only say, 
u It • s a helluva way to spend Easter Day •-vu 

Catholics dancin9 !round the altar 
Re1gned- in by the white .- light halter, prie sts falter 
For penance paltry in the pantry of good deeds. 
Six bits please o 

sh{ny .. pot s and spooky voices 
Orga ns blare and the christian reJo~ces 
Are services meant for a crow or q child? 
Superstitious nonsense and adults beguiled~~ 
It--won 9 t. kil l you = so admit it folks 

-· Go d-v s a warlock and Jesus a h o ax a 

. -- ·-

Ande ah 8 should I throw in 
- -

A game of chess ? 
But on my board ~ 

the b~shops are dead and the k nights are tarnished 
The c astles have fallen anQ 
the king and-· queen 
had their h e ads r emoved in 

- - - -

"!=he seve~te~nt:h century and somehow haven 9 t 
found them o ~ ., 
yet: And my first moves wer e always W+Ong s o I 
never - found my head eithera Which is why a 
Pho enix ls _.bound t o appear, somewhere, 
in my -songo Or maybe Ferdinand and a 
drowned s a ilor . 

An d 1 a h , fri endshi p d i e d again 
thi s year, like every year, lik e autumn 
and Nei l s ays h e was thinkin' about what a 
fri e nd had said and hopi n' it was a l i e. And 
that's what friends ar~ like. 

But, ah, love never dies, she remains the 
6niy thread wi th whi ch I'm b ound t o 
life and 
soci ety., She suffoca~es _ my ; St eppenwol f 
Be.cause she ' ~::_: such a · s i ngular ' .· .. 
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WILLY AND THE KID ""' f iction _ 

He awakens to the darkness .of .an early winter morning 
s t i ff and with his Monday morning beadach.eo .- He . tells 
himself, Willy, its ano.tber goddamn Monday, when will 
you l~arn to stop e.arl.ier on Sunday. . By six o'clock 
at least. And .Christ it would be good just . to roll 
over and hide unti l Friday, ·but it doesn't work that 
way. - That shape. beside him, . sleeping every night witb_ 
her back his way. And . Jesus he's going to get out of 
here before she wakes. up •. 

And Willy in the . bathroom tries. to restore hi.s_ face. 
Notes the grey . in his . short hair and wonders if it is 
his - time, or - just . the times. Chuckles,.. what .the hel:J.. 
He puts hlmsel£ in his .. uniform and g.oes to the pant;ry. 
To. make . . inst-ant .coffee now when sbe used . .to have itl 
perked and. poured with his toast on a plate . Damn'd 
.i.f ' he'll eat in the morning now, . but s.it sipping his 
coffee ·hl.ack to t .he ~ow :tones of the . r .adio... Today to 
}?e _ bi tte~ a?d windswept ... 

It . i .. s . an old bus, , the heat.ers struggli.ng. against 
impotence, and there isn't a window t hat fits its f~ame .• 
A bitch--of a · wlnter, when the snow stays away and a 
strong west wind freezes the obvious o£.f a brass man.ke.y 0 -

Snow would be better. 
Willy comes across the lot grumbling. and cursing the 

wind. - He unlocks the .hut, turns on the heater and goe$ 
out--to check- the morning prospect_s_. The but. begins 
to ' smouider as- he gets back, always too hot or cold~ 
:His fingers -- reach,:<for- -the electric heat and across the 
end -of the-- lot:., - the back ends_ of st.or.es. laticced with 
icicles and held fn --- embrace. by snow stare back.. Off to 
~he- ·rlght the ¢range Hall~ and on his left, old man 
Heonig's house. That old coot always yammerin' about 
the prophecies of Job, or showing off his birds. And 
Willy hasn't seen the old bugger for at least a week, 
flgures he's holed himself up with a crate of good rum 
and a sack of b -irdseed. He wonders if he should check 
up on the old man, but there 1 s lights on~ · in the house, 
it can wait- 'til tomorrow. 

But Tuesday could have frozen the hair off Monday 
and W~lly sits tight, staring at the back of Heonig's 
house. It's a black witch day outside, ice crystals 
oriven through the wind. All day Willy watches the 
lights in the house, and·. the coal i,'of his continual 
cigarette. He's not writing tickets today and the 
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t~: ~~~rj~,,. , ... ~.:·· ··~-.c·i:l~~~ 
has becA~me February, and tod,a .,, 

be sure of his f~hadowo Willy sta~~~s:; ,:,,/ riP 
the hut, the air is cool but s.r*iow\t'-i:ne,~'ts 

flash while they shrink; a:qd ,,~tffi~ +.¢t ·· 
~· 4f~ & ; .,y~ 

(Continued Pag~' ~lJY ,.J?'t:'!1;~~ 
.• , r u•~"''~tl! r;r>>~~~~·-
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THE GIFT OF LOVE 

i lie i n bed, aione , 
s~arl~g at the ceiling -
although the darkness of t he n ight 
forbids my seeing it. 
Ye t - when I turn my head 
I see your soft, searching eyes -
Eyes searching for the love 
that ~nly I kn?w exists. 

- -
And, although you are far away from me 
I - feei my body stiffen -
trem:bl~n.g_ w~th love. 
The sweet warm juices 
tha.t a re meant for you 
burn iny groin 
The :heat -spreads 
Tn-roogliou t ffiy --body 
as if the love I seek is really hereo 

But -when r -wake- and f i nd 
my senses once aga i n 
the amorous mass, once so full of l i f e 
has lost - i t s _- heat 1 it s sweetness ..., 
and i ts lffe~ -
What was mY· gift o f love to you , 
the--warm;- r i ch flow 

-------~:::~.......... o_~ --~- ' J..:ov~---~or you 
~ has dried .... 

hard and cold 
For wi thout y ou 
the li f e f rom my body dies. 

R~~~ Terrence 

7 · 
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del Sarto 

As st irs rippled grass by 
evening breath murmurs ·; . 
from a sparrow fresh .lit upon the curb to 
tears 

just falling from brimming Ij:d_s pn 
flushed · to:q~s of p irik iqg skins .... --= .~: · ·. :··"' , 

Begl.nni ngs, gen·iire · porb:~nts, of -_d~epe·r __ cur.reqi;_9· of 
You o · · · ~- ~- · ·~ 

Vague usurptions .. · o.~f- my .litt·le; orde·r~ 
disturbed and nev:-er put. r ight ~_a :ga in:, · 
l i ps on sleeping hand~., < ~ ·: · .. 

\ T 
··• 'i 

isle in fog 5 

-looming·; "'bld'om;i::cg:., ~ e·rupt-~ : ., li .. · .. ' • 

A p_i_c~u~e 6 paintings in portraiture of····o ,..lq: . ,._ .... ~ 
colours w~t~ t .ranslucen_t 'p~~s4(7.:. firi~ .. :~sti·oj<.es 
meld:ing 
t~e _ 6~d s chool u· favourite canvasse.s :f:r;-om . 
forgotten studi o s on second f loor· ... · 
balconies looking down and chrer sh.oulde~ 
flgure s in the park 1 

in the dark. 

J e~ Belvedere 

·- WILLY AND THE . KID . 
+ i . ~ i i ~ +++++++++++ 

cont inued from page 5 

I 

at 

_ ~h~ gi~l <:o~es _ do~n_the back steps of Heonig 0 s, 
her P?rka half=open to the sun and she smiles t o 
Willy·.,- -He -tips -h is cape 

on. 

10Watc h OUt -for: the --groundhogs ! - ~o 
90Are -- they · bad this· year ?oq .-, 
Willy fei gns alarmc ug Big as dogs 2 uo 

0~You mu st be Wil l y, my g randfa"-her mentioned youc 10 

09Sure as I 8 m s't :'andi n n hereo How i s the old boy?~0 

noGetting old fast~ oo She smiles once more and moves 

He vs aging. So it is with us all, Willy sighs~ 
Heonig was all right for all his yammerin'c Sure 
they's argue for hours over h is fence, but he never 
went away mad. And that hot day in August there'd 
been a cold beer left in the hut. (continued p.l2) 



CURSED MOON 

Brilliant moon=-
your silent rays 
creep through the sky 
on a path to my window ., 
There they pause-
only to · pierce the glass
and catch my lover 
i n my a r ms. 

My lover-
her brea.st so round 
nipples reaching . for my lips; 
her hands, ever gently, 
t eas.e my organ 
lifting it to g_lory 
a s was n e ver felt before~ 
My hands, exploring, . 
find the sacred ground 
where man has never been~ 
Could we stay right here 
forever? 

Curse d moon=-
your silent rays 
c.reep through . the sky 
on a path to my window 
There t h e y pause ~ 
only to p i e r ce the glass 
and catch my pillow in my armso 

R. Terrence 

SELF~QUESTIONING 

Do I always smile 
and say People Are Good 

THE MIRROR 
+++++Ifill 

White snow 
Drifted 
Where early days 
Came seven dwarfs. 
Laughter by windows 
Out 
Came light and 
S.illiness . 
Halter, they 
Watched figures the 
Gla·s.s . 
Threw back, and 
Smile d. 
And back through 
Glaas . 
The figures 
Watched, 
They halter, 
Silliness and light 
Came out windows 
By laughter. 
Dwa rfs, s even, 
Came days 
Early , 
Where drifted 
Snow white . 

J . Be lve dere 

and I Can See Why You Are Angry Or Sad 
and sit here and sprout those old trite sayings 
or do I ever do something Good? 
·I'll think about this 
and come up with a.n answer -
in the near ~ut~re •.. 

Brian Burch 

9 
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~ UNBECOMI NG CHRI STIAN .!. 

Harrowed nave ou t with lights and 
dawn gloomest aisle 
maid of white , young virgi n 
~or so s h e sees herself and 

me s h ould tell her go~ 
leaving life and .my unbelief in the 
p o s itive power of faith , hop e and charity ~ 

How a r e you tonight? 
We walking t .his way t o door and 
separate paths 
~wait, s h e saying li ft i ng h er wanding impart a tion 
hold me t o Ch rist would s he? 

=His b ody,no ! 
and blood never shedding me 
b u t h i s own peac e of mi nd, 

again st t h e not hing s I h ave to of.fer 
would dest r oy 
confuse h er butterflies marching to wa r, 
once unafraid perhaps to touch her feeling 
t he dre ad of matter to anti=matter nowo 

The buttering s mears on t he wet 0 cold 
collars turning UP u hands pocketing to find 
chang e to sit silent on bu sing sa 

Man o f means by no meaning 
clothing 1 for unclothing word~ngs - that ieave -unsaid 

musingsu grapplin g ffo r ending s-- obscuring 
do you know what I . s ay of ·· -

11 

course not e This i s t he course of me ~ 

I walk across the flat field 
wi shing it could be mine ~ 

My life. 
When life is the Gong Showo 

Now in the tavern of our dubious talents 
labels successfully removed and my 
friends, the philosopher kinks, 
no one has a bid. 

The score uncertain on infinite scales ,··_ 
you, my dear on right ·and .s6metimes left 
l eave better, .'never know · ·y ou / maybe lov~ :_you 
with permission granted by me. 
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The red wine uncomfort ab]e_ glassing 
bending elbows; . stale jokes § teasing and say 
you of ,cigarette taste$ 

t a ster of glow gone slow down 
soft skinned unfamiliar perfumesQ 

And r emembering when 
I ran from t h e church step 
slow t h en jogg e d feet grave l 
crunching dark trees stark and 
the - c h ildren laughing behind 
me playing o 

Le Johnston 

WILLY AND THE KID 

't 

Continued from Pe 8 

Day a _fter day of fickle winter u indeeis.ive 0 who 0 s 
t o say e 

- Karl Heonig . sits in hi s old chair 9 the cracked 
leather -of the Norwegian bible f _amiliar in his. 
hands ,r open as usual to Jobo He wears two swea~ters 

and a ·01anket fa.lls _about h is le.gsQ- The gi,rl 
feeds- the birds in the c ages he built theme She 
sighs/7 for he keeps the f u rnac e so well fueled 0 

and thou gh she () J.1ly wears a t=shi:rt 0 the heat 
presse s and smo thers& And she~s sure he 0 s cold 
only bec ause of the rattle of wind on the windowso 
She fini shes- wi th the stu pid dirty birds and sits 
down t o read o 

He speaks s o ftly 0 oo Amy u did y ou feed my birds 
t oday? 00 

woA minute ago g randfathe r o 60 

He nods a nd t urns ano ther pag eo Long thin 
f i ngerso 

80 YOU g re a good g irl Amy$ 90 

80Tha nk=-you g r andfather o oc He 11 ·s almo st blind 
and she knows h e do esn v t read 1 he ·· even turns· th~ . : 

"':>:=lges by me mory . There~ s a knock on t h e kitch en 
ck:or a n d as she gets u p _ .she h o p e s i t isn ° t . her 
mo ther. And _its Willy. 

"Come on in.~ " · 
"Is Karl seeing visitors?" 
"I guess so, you'll be the first. Here, let 



me take your coat a. uv 

As she t akes his coa t to the close t she has to smile 
at t he w:ay he t .akes his hoots of£11 c a r e f ul! not to let 
any snow on the f looro And P~ stands almost timidly 8 

cap . in hand 11 vza .iting .. to b e led int o the other r oomo 
Willy finds himself watching t .he. girl o And jesus 

i ts s o hot in here , no wonder all she ' s we a r ing is that 
skimpy t =s.hirt and . those shortso Asking himself8 Willy 
when 9 s t h e l ast t ime a _ young ... ~ady • s g.ot you s o bug=eyed0 

and saying 8 .. Willy you ur e a .damn. old fool o 
oF My grandfather 's i n here o 30 

He follows her i nto the f ading roomo 
HGrandfather 0 y ou hav.e a . v isitor . uu 

The old man looks up, uwell 6 who i s i t dear? 99 

60Its . Willy. 88 

13 

nwi llyo Glad you could come Willy, I've been meaning 
t o go ou t and s ee you o a o so 

vu == The weather 11 s pretty bad Karl o uo 
88Y e s e . Amy ·would you turn the heat up? 90 

The girl goes over to the wall and pretends to adjust -
t he t hermos tat. Si ghing" _ she. s its quietly on t he chester= 
field 8 tries t o r e.ad0 watches Wil l y trying . to t a l k to 
her gr.andfath.er o The way Willy sits on t he edge of his 
chair, hat still in hand 6 as if h eas a t t ea with t he Hol= 
brook .11 s- and wondering wny on e arth the..y invited h i mo She 
smiles .t..o he.rs.el£ at :t.he way he keeps glanci ng .. over o Is 
she making .him nervous ? 

Willy' s. uncomfortahle o Christ 0 the old man 11 s only a 
shell 0 there' s nothing to say to him ~ And t hat girl, the 
w.ay ._.she s miles over hi.s way 0 sheus such a damn cute 
little hitch o Quicker than a whip he bets o Jes u s he 11 s 
got t o get out of hereo Three generat ions here he thinks 0 

decay, desire and the dandelion o 
A moment o f silence is .long enough for the old manlls 

eyes to fall shut, his rasping breath grow smootho Willy 
mot ions with his head and tiptoes across the carpet o The 
girl gets hi s ~oat and watches him put hi s boots on o He 
sets his cap on straight 0 ·. 

nHe's dying isn't he?" 
"Yes, u she smiles. 

L.J. 

t~ 
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