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by E D W A R D A . M U R P H Y 

A c c o r d i n g to the Reader's Digest Great Encyclopedic D i c t i o n a r y , 
i r o n y is d e f i n e d as " A s i tua t ion , event, p a i r i n g , etc., i n w h i c h m a i n 
elements are r a t i o n a l l y or e m o t i o n a l l y i n c o m p a t i b l e because of con
trast, conf l ic t , or surprise, b u t are nevertheless undeniable ; (also, the 
q u a l i t y i n h e r e n t i n such a s i tua t ion , event etc)" N o event f u l f i l l s this 
d e f i n i t i o n more t h a n the d i s t u r b i n g rac ia l unrest and mass r io ts f o l l o w 
i n g the b r u t a l s laying of D r . M a r t i n L u t h e r K i n g , Jr. T h e late M a r t i n 
L u t h e r K i n g was an A m e r i c a n N e g r o c lergyman w h o received the N o b e l 
Peace Prize i n 1964 for his leadership of the n o n v i o l e n t struggle for 
rac ia l equa l i ty i n the U n i t e d States. D r . K i n g was b o r n i n A t l a n t a , 
Georgia, on January 15, 1929. 

D r . King 's l i f e of n o n v i o f e n t protest began i n 1956, as he pro
tested against the segregation ex is t ing w i t h i n p u b l i c t r a n s p o r t a t i o n . 
H i s case was taken to the Supreme C o u r t of the U n i t e d States and was 
u p h e l d . I t p r o c l a i m e d that rac ia l descr iminat ion o n interstate as w e l l as 
intrastate t r a n s p o r t a t i o n was u n l a w f u l . T h i s m a j o r event was the be
g i n n i n g of D r . King ' s career of nonviolence. 

M a r t i n L u t h e r K i n g bel ieved the only way the Negro could o b t a i n 
f u l l f reedom and equal i ty i n the U n i t e d States was t h r o u g h nonviofence. 
T h i s brave, yet peacefid m a n bel ieved so fervent ly i n his cause that 
t ime u p o n t i m e he w o u l d be t h r o w n i n t o j a i l ra ther t h a n cease his pro
test m a r c h . H e was such an i n s p i r i n g leader that Negroes and W h i t e s 
f locked to h i m i n m u l t i t u d e s to hear one of his speeches. H e had the 
suppor t of the m a j o r i t y of black and w h i t e Americans i n his dr ive for 
equal i ty . D r . K i n g devoted over twelve stormy years of his l i f e to his 
" d r e a m . " 

I n the last few years. D r . King's pol icy of nonviolence has been con
sidered a d o u b t f u l success. A new g r o u p of A m e r i c a n Negroes has arisen 
f i g h t i n g f o r "Black Power . " M a r t i n L u t h e r King's response to "B lack 
Power" was that "Black Power" rested i n the A m e r i c a n Negro's head, 
and i n his m i n d , n o t i n physical violence. A f t e r a l i f e t i m e of d e v o t i o n tO' 
p r o c u r i n g better l i v i n g condi t ions for the N e g r o , f i g h t i n g for equal 
v o t i n g r ights and various o ther sacrif icial acts of d e v o t i o n to a cause, he 
was assassinated. T h a t tragic date w h e n M a r t i n L u t h e r K i n g was m u r 
dered w i l l u n d o u b t e d l y r e m a i n on America's conscience for a l o n g t i m e 
to come. 

M a y b e y o u have not iced the emphasis placed o n the w o r d n o n 
violence. T h i s w o r d is stressed because i t is the w h o l e key t o the i r o n i c 
s i t u a t i o n w h i c h arose f o l l o w i n g D r . King 's death i n M e m p h i s , Tennes
see. Riots e r u p t e d i n countless cities and towns t h r o u g h o u t the n a t i o n : 
Chicago, W a s h i n g t o n , B a l t i m o r e , Kansas C i t y and P i t t s b u r g h , among the 

4 

worst . L o o t i n g and arson plagued hundreds of cities, a n d thousands 
were arrested i n the disorder, m a i n l y Negroes. Y o u m i g h t ask yourself 
w h y the death of a m a n w h o h a d surrendered his l i f e to nonviolence 
w o u l d be met w i t h r iots a n d widespread destruct ion i n our cities. Per
haps i t was the only way the Negroes of A m e r i c a c o u l d express the i r 
gr ie f and anguish. T h e answer is complex, a n d o n l y a p a r t of the 
s o l u t i o n can be f o u n d i n the leader w h o was sO' loved a n d a d m i r e d . 

T h e t r a d i t i o n of D r . M a r t i n L u t h e r K i n g s t i l l lives on , t h o u g h , i n 
the person of D r . R a l p h A b e r n a t h y , D r . King 's closest f r i e n d . N o n 
violence is s t i l l al ive i n our racist society. T h i s was p r o v e n at D r . King 's 
f u n e r a l procession t h r o u g h the streets of A t l a n t a , Georgia. T h e proces
sion lasted a p p r o x i m a t e l y seven hours, and t h r o u g h o u t the ent ire pro
cedure, peace and love reigned. D r . M a r t i n L u t h e r K i n g has l i v e d his 
l i f e and has set an example a n d s tandard to l ive by. 

We Hopeful Men Setting 
Out in Life 
by JOSEPH C . S C H E I E 

T h e c h i l d i n the elevator 
—Alone? 

Reaches for the but tons 
T h a t l i g h t w h e n he pushes t h e m ; 
N o t o l d enough to see the n imibers or 
T o k n o w w h a t they mean. 

H e th inks that the l ights are pre t ty . 
A n d the fee l ing i n his stomach 
K i n d of f u n n y as 
T h e car takes h i m to 

—Where? 
T h e mouse i n the maze 

— T r a p p e d ? 
Sniffs at the r a n k odor 
T h a t crinkles his nose. 
N o t h a v i n g been i n a maze before. 
H e has yet to k n o w its f rustrat ions . 

T h e scent of f o o d inf lames 
H i s hunger-maddened b r a i n . 
Whiskers t w i t c h i n g i n a n t i c i p a t i o n . 
H e scampers t o w a r d the f i rs t o p e n i n g f o r 

— W h a t ? 
W e h o p e f u l m e n sett ing o u t i n l i f e 
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THE SUICIDE 
/;)) D O U G L A S L . R E I L L Y 

T o r r e n t s of r a i n beat u p o n t l ie roof of a t r i m , l i t t l e cabin secluded 
i n the woods. T h e b r o o d i n g n i g h t sky crashed angr i ly i n this, one of 
the worst storms M a b i l e n e C o u n t y h a d seen i n years. Inside this sol i tary 
cabin, M r s . G e r t r u d e Raef rocked nervously i n her ant ique , f ireside 
chair . 

She was a small , f rag i le w o m a n of some seventy years, a w i d o w for 
the last decade. H o r n - r i m m e d bifocals sat precariously o n the t i p of her 
a q u i l i n e nose. H e r w i r y , grey ha i r h a d been pul lec l t i g h t l y u p o n her 
head and k n o t t e d i n the back. L o n g , bony f ingers, c r i p p l e d w i t h ar th
r i t i s , were constantly employed i n either p e c k i n g at a black shawl o n 
her shoulders or rac ing u n d e r each w o r d of the book o n her lap . T h e 
H o l l o w T o m b . She had become an a v i d reader over the past few years, 
since i t a f f o r d e d her a means of passing her t ime , and passing i t some 
place other than the lonely cab i n that was n o w assailed by w i n d and 
r a i n . 

W i t h a roar, the t h u n d e r broke a r o u n d the cottage, and M r s . Raef 
sprang u p spasmodically f r o m her rocker. She s h u f f l e d to a large w i n d o w 
a n d stared o u t at the s torm. 

" O h , r u m barrels !" she creaked, " W e ' l l be washed away, T i g e r , jus t 
washed away i f this doesn't let u p . " 

T i g e r , her adventurous black cat, j u m p e d u p o n the s i l l and p u r r e d 
softly i n concurrence w i t h his mistress' statement. 

" I ' m g o i n g to cal l M i l l i e , " M r s . Raef creaked again, " a n d see i f this 
i s g o i n g t o end at a l l . " 

M o v i n g across the r o o m to a w a l l telephone, she p i cked u p the 
bell-shaped receiver and cranked the phone viciously. W h e n the operator 
answered, she spoke. 

" H e l l o M i l l i e ? Is that you? M y w o r d i n heaven, we're be ing d r o w n 
ed o u t here. D o you k n o w h o w m u c h longer it's g o i n g to keep up? L a n d 
sakes! What ' s that? G o i n g to get worse? W e l l , 1 d o n ' t k n o w h o w w e ' l l 
ever get t h r o u g h . T i g e r and me. Probably have t o s w i m . I said p r o b a b l y 
have t o swim the . . . Yea, I ' l l get m y m o t o r b o a t too! H e h , h e h . " 

T h e r a i n increased i n intensi ty and so d i d the conversation. 
"Say, y o u k n o w that clothes salesman y o u were t a l k i n g about — 

yea, the mean one? W e l l , f r a n h i m of f m y p r o p e r t y today. H e w a n t e d 
tO' show me some of his goods, b u t I knew better t h a n t o be fooled by 
that . D o n ' t k n o w h o w many things I 've read where, i f ya let ' i m i n , 
they give i t to you . Yea . . . yea, that's r i g h t . W e l l , I let h i m have i t ; 
I t o l d h i m w h a t his k i n d were, a n d that he 'd better leave or I ' d get 
Sheriff Clyde after h i m . O h , was he ever m a d and nasty — he said i f 
the w o r l d was r i d of my k i n d . . ." 

T h u n d e r crashed deafeningly a n d shook the house foundat ions . 
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" O h , ray heaven!" G e r t r u d e gasped. " H e l l o , M i l l i e ; are y o u s t i l l 
there? M i l l i e ? " 

T h e l i n e was dead. M r s . Raef m o v e d slowly back to her rocker and 
sat d o w n . 

" W e l l , " she sighed, " looks l ike I ' l l have t o w a i t t i l l t o m o r r o w f o r 
phone service. T h e y ' l l never f i x . . ." 

A l o u d noise c o m i n g f r o m the cellar prevented her f r o m f i n i s h i n g the 
last sentence. I t was the sound of glass break ing . H e r insides j u m p e d , 
a n d her heart beat f u r i o u s l y . S l i d i n g cautiously to the head of the 
stairway, she opened the door and peered i n t o the darkness. 

"Who ' s d o w n there?" she squeaked. "Come u p n o w and let me see 
y o u . " 

T h e r e was no answer except the d r i v i n g r a i n . She p u l l e d away f r o m 
the door inapprehens ion , m u t t e r i n g , "Just the w i n d ; broke that small 
w i n d o w . Yes, that's a l l ; n o t h i n g to be a f r a i d a bout . " 

She sat d o w n i n her chair and p icked u p her book. No sooner h a d 
she f o u n d her page t h a n she d r o p p e d i t to the f l o o r and leapt u p again. 

"Footsteps! 1 heard footsteps — d o w n there. There's someone i n that 
cel lar ," she whispered hoarsely. " I t ' s that salesman, T i g e r ; he's come to 
get m e . " She raced across the r o o m and p u l l e d at the telephone, sending 
the crank s p i n n i n g dizzi ly . 

" M i l l i e , M i l l i e ! " she cr ied; then softly, " N o , he m u s t n ' t hear me! 
M i l l i e ! " she whispered. " M i l l i e , he's here. O h , please h e l p me. Get the 
sheriff ; get somebody. M i l l i e ! Please answer me, M i l l i e ! " She sobbed 
f r a n t i c a l l y as she gradual ly began to remember that M i l l i e cou ld n ot 
hear her. T h e l i n e was dead. 

T h e r a i n p o u n d e d harder t h a n ever, and, w i t h a s ickening snap, 
l i g h t n i n g reached its m a r k , the power lines. T h e l ights i n the cabin died , 
g i v i n g entrance t o the black of n i g h t . M r s . Raef screamed u n c o n t r o l l a b l y 
a n d froze herself against the w a l l near the phone. Gasping p a i n f u l l y , she 
l istened a n d heard w h a t she w a n t e d to hear. 

" T h e r e they are aga in ! " she wispered. "Footsteps — he's c o m i n g u p 
to k i l l me . . ." 

She p icked u p a ladle and h u r l e d i t i n t o the darkness. I t h i t T i g e r 
on the back; he let o u t a b l o o d - c u r t l i n g cry and f lew t h r o u g h the air , 
s t r i k i n g a l i g h t and sending i t smashing to the f l o o r i n f r o n t of the 
t e r r i f i e d M r s . Raef. She screamed, grabbed at her chest and collapsed 
o n the f loor . 

" D e a t h by heart attack, Clyde. She had a massive one, too . " 
T h e speaker rose f r o m his bent-over p o s i t i o n beside the corpse and 

packed his leather bag. 
" F i n d a n y t h i n g unusual?" he asked. 
" N o Doc, just a b r o k e n glass downstairs . F r o m w h a t I can see, a 

loose shutter b lew open and knocked i t o n t o the f loor . T h a t and this 
shattered larapi here are a l l that's out of place." 

" W e l l , m y work 's done; death by n a t u r a l causes. N o b o d y touched 
her, a n d she certa inly d i d n ' t k i l l herself ." 
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T H E N I G H T 
C O M E T H 

by D A N I E L F . RODGERS 

W h e n black o n w h i t e becomes w h i t e o n black. 
A n d w h i t e on black becomes w h i t e o n w h i t e . 
A n d w h i t e o n w h i t e an i l l u s i o n ; 
W h e n G o d becomes M a n , 
A n d M a n becomes G o d , 
A n d G o d a mere vexat ion ot the m i n d ; 

T h e n i g h t cometh. 
W h e n I means more t h a n t h o u , 
A n d t h o u means more t h a n we. 
A n d we means more t h a n us; 
\A^hen love plays the organ, 
A n d hate mans the p u m p , 
A n d the notes are absorbed i n t o nothingness; 

T h e n i g h t cometh. 
W h e n words say not w h a t they mean. 
A n d mean not w h a t they say. 
N o r say w h a t they del'ine; 
W h e n the l ingers can n o t touch ; 
W h e n the eyes can not meet; 
W h e n the m i n d can n o t perceive 
N o r the tongue express: 

T h e n i g h t cometh. 
W h e n lovers have no love; 
W h e n I r i e n d s h i p has a boundary ; 
W h e n patience carries a watch ; 
W h e n beliefs d i f f e r f r o m the believers; 
W h e n the t r u t h depends u p o n the focus; 
W h e n trust is entrusted w i t h a g u a r d : 

T h e n i g h t cometh. 
W h e n the lonely cry, " O G o d , " 
A n d silence meets the i r ears; 
W h e n the lonely cry, " O M a n , " 
A n d silence greets the i r ears; 
W h e n the lonely cry, " O W h y , " 
A n d the m i n d relents the answer: 

T h e n i g h t cometh. 
W h e n M a n fails to communicate ; 
W h e n the m i n d fails to relate; 
W h e n hands are not outstretched; 
W h e n the dreams are no t far-fetched; 
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W h e n rea l i ty becomes an i l l u s i o n ; 
A n d tears become an i n t r u s i o n : 

T h e n i g h t cometh. 
T h e n i g h t is preceeded by the day. 
A n d the day ends w h e n the sun sets. 
W h e n the day h a t h r u n n e t h its course. 
A n d Phoebus turns t o w a r d home. 
Y o u w i l l comprehend i t . 

T h e n i g h t cometh. 

SYMBOLISM 
by R O B E R T F . D E B S K I 

A u t h o r s t ry to in ject i n t o t l i e i r novels i n a u n i q u e way the i r o p i n 
ions and thoughts o n l i f e . I n L o r d of the Flies, W i l l i a m G o l d i n g wants 
to reveal a theme or to comment o n man's re la t ionship to his f e l low 
m a n . H e employs an excellent m e t h o d : symbolism. 

W h a t is Golding 's theme? I t seems ra ther s imple yet is d r e a d f u l l y 
t rue . T h e success or destruct ion of a society depends o n the m o r a l 
standards a n d character of the i n d i v i d u a l a n d not o n a g o v e r n i n g 
p o l i t i c a l body. T h i s is the lesson that G o l d i n g is t r y i n g to make k n o w n 
t o his readers. 

Golding 's manner of disclosure is superb and plausible . H e w o u l d 
reduce the w o r l d to a compact society on a secluded is land i n h a b i t e d 
by y o u n g boys between the ages of six a n d t h i r t e e n . T h e i r reactions to 
the necessity of surviva l and jjossible rescue para l le l those of the ra
t i o n a l a d u l t . Var ious boys represent d i f f e r e n t degrees of m o r a l f iber and 
h u m a n m o t i v a t i o n . T h e i r confl icts symboli/e the confl icts of the m a t u r e 
w o r l d . 
T h e p l o t reveals the symbols and leads t o the theme. A t f i rs t , the com
m o n sense of R a l p h prevails, a n d an ordered, democrat ic society is 
established. However , Jack and his hunters , the leaders of anarchy a n d 
chaos, gradual ly prove to be a challenge. T h e m u r d e r of the sow a n d 
the subsequent i m p a l e m e n t of this " L o r d of the Fl ies" m a r k the t r i u m p h 
of e v i l . T h e senseless butchery of S imon a n d his logic and the m u r d e r 
of Piggy a n d h is i n t e l l e c t u a l w i s d o m signal the increasing decay. T h e 
boys become savages and u n i t e to h u n t a n d destroy the last trace of 
c i v i l i z a t i o n , R a l p h and his dedica t ion to law. 
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T h i s sounds the w a r n i n g . T h e survival of m a n k i n d depends on the 
i n d i v i d u a l . Each person contr ibutes his m o r a l make-ujD to the com
m u n i t y . W h a t the c o n m u n i i t y does is based u p o n h o w the i n d i v i d u a l 
acts. 

I n L o r d of the Flies, W i l l i a m G o l d i n g presents a social commentary . 
H i s use of symbolism reveals a f r i g h t f u l theme a n d guarantees its ac
ceptance. 

Recjuiescat, Robert 
l)y B R I A N i\f. K E A N E 

T h e c h i l l i n g w i n d d i d f l y by; 
Bare trees swayed i n its way. 
F r o m west to east w i t h swi f t wings 
O n black coats d i d i t p lay. 
T h e deep, b l ue sky stood open 
T o receive one's deeds that day. 
T h e stark, r o u n d sun shone b r i g h t l y 
O n t o a casket gray. 
A handkerch ie f d i d f l u t t e r . 
A father's eyes d i d mist . 
T h e child's face d i d cower; 
H e r mother 's l ips she kissed. 
Staunch soldiers ' r o u n d another . 
A n d o'er a f l ag snapped st i f f . 
W h i t e gloves d i d c lu tch i t t i g h t l y 
I n air — a f l o r a l w h i f f . 
T h e priest ly voice resounded 
A t o p the h i g h b r o w n h i l l . 
T h e ho ly water s p r i n k l e d ; 
Shots echoed d o w n the r i l l . 
I n farewel l , solemn style 
T h e f i n a l taps M-ere p layed. 
A n d to a griev-ed f a m i l y 
Flag's presentat ion made. 
T h e m o t h e r touched the casket. 
H i s fa ther tossed the sod. 
Yet save descent i n t o the grave 
A soldier to his G o d . 
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Social 
''Justice" 

by R A Y M O N D R . R H O D E N 

I t is a w e l l - k n o w n fact that we Amer icans p r i d e ourselves o n the 
a m o u n t of f o r e i g n a i d that we send abroad. Somehow or another, i t 
makes us feel good to say that we are o u r brothers ' keepers. T h o u g h we 
are completely f a m i l i a r w i t h the s tarv ing and f a m i n e i n I n d i a a n d the 
widespread poverty i n L a t i n A m e r i c a , we tend, nevertheless, tO' k n o w 
a n d care very l i t t l e about the poverty , famine , hunger , a n d disease 
r i g h t here i n o u r o w n country . 

Believe i t or not , a p p r o x i m a t e l y ten m i l l i o n people go h u n g r y every 
day i n the U n i t e d States, l l i e s e are n o t people h i d d e n away i n the 
distant corners of some remote m i n i n g camp or I n d i a n reservation. T h e y 
are men, w o m e n and c h i l d r e n , b o t h black a n d w h i t e , w h o l ive i n N e w 
Y o r k , P i t t s b u r g h and W a s h i n g t o n and w h o of ten regret the very fact 
that they are al ive. 

W e are constantly r e m i n d e d that this is the l a n d of o p p o r t u n i t y , 
the l a n d of l i b e r t y , the l a n d o l p lenty . Y o u w a l k t h r o u g h a s l u m and 
t e l l that to anyone y o u meet there, a n d i f y o u should be able to w a l k 
o u t again i n one piece, you w i l l , indeed, have been lucky . 

I ' m n o t t a l k i n g now only about the Negroes a n d Puer to Ricans 
f r o m w h o m a n d concerning w h o m we have already heard so m u c h . I ' m 
t a l k i n g about the W h i t e s too. I t doesn't phase us, for some mysterious 
reason, that many of these people have never heard of the basic con
veniences of heat, e lectr ic i ty and r u n n i n g water, and tha t they must 
share the i r "homes" w i t h f o u r other famil ies . 

Most o l us are, at least, destined members of the m i d d l e class. For 
us, l i f e is good; l i f e is sweet; l i f e is w o r t h l i v i n g . B u t , have y o u ever 
stopped t o ' t h i n k that i t takes only a f ive or ten m i n u t e dr ive to t ravel 
f r o m y o u r o w n cozy, l i t t l e neighborhoods to the squalor tha t o u r cities 
somewhat j o k i n g l y call a "slum?'' H o w does i t feel to k n o w that , w h i l e 
y o u sit o n the couch or i n the easy chair, softly s i p p i n g whatever y o u may 
and h a v i n g n o t h i n g better to do t h a n w a t c h a television show r e r u n , 
some desperate m o t h e r is f o r a g i n g t h r o u g h the trash cans i n her neigh-
hood, h o p i n g that someone more f o r t u n a t e than her was able to discard 
a morsel of l o o d so that she m i g h t have something to take home to her 
eight , fatherless c h i l d r e n . Y o u w a l k u p to tha t w o m a n a n d t e l l her that 
she has some chance of be t te rment i n this great coun try of ours, and 
she w i l l , most proba b ly , s imply l a u g h at you and w a l k away. 
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Sound unbelievable? I t may, b u t i t s t i l l manages to happen every 
day of every m o n t h of every year i n this " l a n d of o p p o r t u n i t y . " " L o o k 
at some of y o u r o w n k i n d , " we say, "see w h a t they've done for them
selves." Yet, we neglect the fact that , at some t i m e or another, these 
chosen few were g iven a break, g iven a chance to achieve the i r p o t e n t i a l . 
" L o o k again , " we add, "at the t r a i n i n g programs we offer y o u . " B u t , 
again, we over look the fact that many of these slum-dwellers w h o d i d 
take advantage of this t r a i n i n g ended u p w i t h n o t h i n g better t h a n a 
complete knowledge of a j o b that had , i n the meant ime, been taken 
over by a u t o m a t i o n . 

G e t t i n g away f r o m the slums for a w h i l e , let's look at a g r o u p of 
people w h o d i d have the " o j j p o r t u n i t y " of m a k i n g a l i v i n g l o r themselves. 

I d o n ' t k n o w about y o u , b u t w h e n I took A m e r i c a n H i s t o r y i n 
grade school and i n h i g h school, we learned that the m i g r a n t w o r k e r 
was v i r t u a l l y a t h i n g of the jaast. H e l i v e d way back i n the early and 
mid-1800's, and, due t o one or another of o u r country's many miraculous 
proclamat ions , he was del ivered f r o m his oppression. T h e fact does re
m a i n , however, that i f you sho idd venture o u t a r o u n d Wisconsin w i t h i n 
the next few months , y o u w o u l d f i n d these very same k i n d of m i g r a n t 
workers p i c k i n g cherries for some comparable weal thy orchard owner . 
T h e y w i l l be jus t about f i n i shed a n d ready to h o p o n a t r u c k w i t h the i r 
wives and c h i l d r e n and about twenty others of t h e i r k i n d and head o n 
o u t for C a l i f o r n i a and U t a h . T h i s l a n d of l i b e r t y and plenty has done 
n o t h i n g for t h e m . T h e few m e n w h o d i d try to o b t a i n a decent wage for 
t h e m were s imply discredited and quie ted . Unless we ourselves soon 
a t temp t some course of act ion, they w i l l cont inue to sink i n t o the cess
pools of poverty to w h i c h they have already been seemingly condemned. 

T h e p r o b l e m does not belong solely to the federal government , n o r 
to its o f f ic ia ls and adminis trators . T h e p r o b l e m is yours and m i n e . We 
jus t don ' t care; we don ' t w a n t to get i n v o l v e d . W e real ly aren't concern
ed w i t h w h a t goes o n w i t h o u r f e l low m a n . T h e real p r o b l e m is that 
this has become o u r l a n d . Yes, i t was b u i l t for a l l m e n , b u t somehow i t 
is r u n for a n d by only those of m i d d l e class or better . I f one s h o u l d 
have the m i s f o r t u n e of be ing a lower class W h i t e or Negro , he hasn't 
got a chance. Sure, we cou l d preach to h i m o n the street corners about 
p r i d e , i n t e g r i t y and a m b i t i o n , b u t we m i g h t as w e l l be t a l k i n g to a 
b r i c k w a l l . A n d the blame s t i l l lies w i t h us. Unless we middleclass, 
a f f l u e n t society members soon start t a k i n g the i n i t i a t i v e , the s l u m and 
the r i o t w i l l never be non-existent. W e owe i t to these people that we 
h e l p t h e m better themselves. W e can not condemn t h e m i f we've never 
stooped to h e l p them, and unless we stoop to h e l p t h e m , this inay never 
become the l a n d o l o p p o r t u n i t y , l i b e r t y a n d p lenty that we profess i t 
t o be. 
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Elsinore, 
Elsinore 

by JOSEPH C . S C H E I E 

W h o is that , that 
I n the shadows of Death sleeps? 
H a r k , w h a t foe is this. 
T h a t harshly to use me seeks? 
Angels are b r i g h t . 
T h o u g h the brightest f e l l . 
Yet, w i l l my sworn f a i t h 
Prove false as jiell? 
Yet, am I even 
T o m y o w n self true? 
W h y , w h y must e v e r y t h i n g 
Be a l l so askew? 
Confused, crazed, courted by f o u l , f o u l 
Doubts and fears, yet I stand. 
Rea l i ty eludes me. 
" W h e t h e r to be?" M y m i n d demands. 
A voice j^ierces the shroud of mist . 
Can i t be true? 
O r is i t traitorous? 
C o n f r o n t e d by a fish-eyed stare. 
In fec ted am I . 
By the M a r t i a n pair . 
Back, forced back towards the y a w n i n g abyss. 
H e l a stops, stoops 
T o give me her kiss. 
T o o soon is dust u n t o dust. 
A l l is nothingness. 
B u t , s tr ike ; yes, str ike I must . 
R e t u r n to t i m e ; r e t u r n to place. 
R i n g e d thr ice times three; 
Yet, s t i l l there is t ime , 
T i m e to break free. 
T h e ca l l of N i f l h e i m — s t i l l e d . 
N o danger m y soul to be k i l l e d . 
Instead, n o w to be a l i f e f u l f i l l e d . 
M y legacy of d e a t h — u n w i l l e d . 



ACHILLES 
by D A N I E L R . H O L T Z 

Achi l les , w e l l - k n o w n , w i l l l ive forever. 
Conceived and b o r n i n Homer ' s m i n d . 
Courage strength, a l l came there too 
T h o u g h Homer ' s dead and l a i d to rest. 
T h e m o r t a l paradox escapes Achi l les . 
Heroes, wars may come a n d go. 
Achi l les , t h o u g h , is here to stay. 
H i s l i fe , his deeds now ever-lasting. 
T h o u g h m o u n t a i n s wear and f i n a l l y c rumble , 
Achi l les , t h o u g h , is here to stay. 
H i s l i fe , his deeds n o w ever-lasting. 
T h o u g h m o u n t a i n s wear and f i n a l l y c rumble , 
Achi l les outl ives even t i m e . 
H o m e r nods, b u t no t Achi l les . 
H i s wars, his fr iends may share his fame. 
A n d even enemies of his l ive on . 

A Separate Power 
/;)' D A N I E L R . H O I . T Z 

A l o n e at last w i t h no one near 
H o w sweet i t seems at f i rs t to hear 
Just the silent sound of n o t h i n g m o v i n g 
T o spoil or p a i n the sol i tude. 
I feel that some strange h i d d e n poAver 
As t h o u g h some gigant ic feudal tower 
Lays i n q u i e t w a i t to harness. 
A l l the w o r l d is m y o w n . 
B u t f r o m the hal lo- ived w o m b of silence 
Creeps some sight of m y reliance 
O n some h i d d e n boundless something 
T u r n i n g a separate power to new anxiety 
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F R U S T R A T I O N 
by R O B E R T F . D E B S K I 

T h i s w o u l d be the day, M a r k Chambers smiled as he w i p e d the 
r e m a i n i n g dots of lather f r o m a c h i n s t i l l f i r m b u t sagging w i t h the 
onslaught of m i d d l e age. Yet, no one at this m o m e n t c o u l d convince 
M a r k of the years he had collected, T o d a y w o u l d be r e b i r t h . Jt was 
the start of new l i fe . W i t h this t h o u g h t Mark ' s face collapsed i n t o an 
o v e r w h e l m i n g g r i n . F i n a l l y , he recovered and straightened his tie i n t o 
a more re laxed pos i t ion than usual. 

H e t u r n e d f r o m the b a t h r o o m and crossed the n a r r o w h a l l to the 
stairway. As he scuffed d o w n the bare, m a t t e d steps, he became extremely 
conscious of his j o v i a l i t y and began to t h i n k again. H e remembered 
Fr iday. 

Fr iday was the n i g h t . M a r k and Joan, his w i f e , had barely secured 
a sitter for their three c h i l d r e n . T h e y were i n v i t e d to F r a n k and Carol's 
house. A t f i r s t , M a r k was upset over that week's a n d every week's ten
sions at w o r k . B u t Joan, i n her o w n gentle, soothing way, calmed his 
f rustrat ions a n d persuaded h i m to make the vis i t . 

T h e p a i r a r r i v e d at the i r f r iends ' home ra ther late. A f t e r several 
rounds of Manhat tans , w h i c h M a r k hated, b u t F r a n k boasted as " the 
superb beverage to get nights g o i n g , " they s l ipped i n t o one game of g i n 
after the other . A b o u t m i d n i g h t , they f in i shed , a n d Joan and Caro l 
r e t i r e d to the k i t c h e n to f i x por t ions of angel f o o d cake and cups of 
coffee t i n t e d w i t h cream. I t was then that F r a n k proposed the act ion. 

F r a n k was disgusted w i t l r the j o b i n w h i c h he and M a r k were i n 
volved. B o t h were employed at A m a l g a m a t e d Electronics i n the d r a f t i n g 
depar tment . Day after day, year after year, the two of t h e m had pro
duced excellent c ra f tmanship . However , they h a d r e m a i n e d at the bot
t o m . T h e y were s t i l l the apprentices they h a d been ten years ago w h e n 
they started. M a r k hasti ly agreed. F r a n k then added that t h e i r talents 
were wasted i n such a hole and w i t h t h e m the i r lives. M a r k again con
sented, and resentment re igned. 

M a r k r e t u r n e d f r o m his daze as he reached the b o t t o m of the stair
case. T o d a y , M o n d a y , they were going to take act ion. T h i s m o r n i n g , 
they w o u l d see the director . T h e y w o u l d e x p l a i n the s i t u a t i o n . T h e y 
earned enough tO' support the i r famil ies , b u t there the l i n e was d r a w n . 
T h e y could n o t a f f o r d vacations. N e w items were scarce at home. T h e y 
could not f u l f i l l the i r dreams for themselves or those they loved. T h e y 
needed a p r o m o t i o n a n d a raise, or i t w o u l d be impossible to cont inue . 
T h e y ^voidd be forced to search elsewhere. 

M a r k decided to skip breakfast. H e grabbed his case a n d blew a 
solt kiss to Joan as he departed. 



w i t h i n the h o u r , he was croucl ied at his desk i n the d r a f t i n g 
depar tment . T l i e w o r k day began i n ten minutes . F r a n k was to Irave 
met h i m f i f t e e n minutes I jefore. M a r k was becoming more and more 
w o r r i e d . Wlrere was Frank? Fear was m o u n t i n g . Was F r a n k jus t words? 
A C o w a r d ! F r a n k was a coward. M a r k was depressed and g r o w i n g nau
seous. ' i ' i 

T h e b e l l sounded at n i n e . T h i s was i t . M a r k was n o t a coward. H e 
rose f r o m his desk and started to the director's o f f ice . H e ha l ted at the 
door. A d r o p of sweat splashed d o w n his neck. O h ! H o w he wanted to 
r e t u r n to his cage. Nevertheless, he forced himsel f to knock. T h e sound 
of the director's voice b i d d i n g entrance start led h i m i n t o rea l i ty . 

" G o o d m o r n i n g , M a r k , I was about tO' send for y o u , " smiled the 
director . 

" I w o u l d l i k e to speak w i t h y o u , sir ," M a r k b l u r t e d . 
" L e t i t w a i t , I w a n t to say something , " the director r e p l i e d . 
" N o , i t must be said n o w . " M a r k w o u l d n ' t a l low h i m to dispel his 

courage. 
T h e n , M a r k revealed his decision. H e began rather slowly b u t 

g r a d u a l l y ga ined strength. W h e n he f in ished, the director somberly 
glanced at the f l o o r . 

F i r m l y , the director responded, " I am t r u l y sorry y o u feel tha t way, 
M a r k . T h e company has shepherded you and loved y o u . W e have w i t 
nessed y o u r w o r k and w o u l d have l i k e d to r e w a r d y o u . " Softly, the d i 
rector c o n t i n u e d , " T o d a y you were to become m y assistant w i t h a very 
substantial increase i n pay. However , the company cannot tolerate i n 
solence and r e b e l l i o n . I ' m a f r a i d we must let y o u go. Y o u r p r o m o t i o n 
w i l l p r o b a b l y f a l l to- your f r i e n d F r a n k . " 

Lylauon 
by A N T H O N Y L . F I S H E R 

W h a t happened to the sweet l a n d of l iberty? 
W h a t happened to m y country tis of thee? 
W h a t happened to the d r u m a n d fife? 
W h a t happened tO' the happy life? 
A House d i v i d e d shal l no t stand. 
W h a t happened to m y happy land? 
W e had a rise; is this our fall? 
N o , i f on ly more cou ld hear the cal l . 
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C H A R A C T E R I Z A T I O N 
by D O U G L A S L . R E I L L Y 

T h e reader of Fyodor Dostoyevsky's C r i m e a n d P u n i s h m e n t is at 
once impressed and overawed by the use of one l i t e rary device, namely, 
characterization. A clear and analyt ica l view of this device is necessary 
for a deeper apprec ia t ion and awareness of the l i t e rary achievement f o r 
w h i c h this book is credited. 

D i r e c t characterizat ion is a salient feature of nearly a l l Russian 
l i t e r a t u r e , a n d C r i m e a n d P u n i s h m e n t fo l lows suit . T h e most s t a r t l i n g 
feature of the book is its f r a n k a n d to the p o i n t p o r t r a y a l of each 
character i n the p l o t . Dostoyevsky seldom, i f ever, allows the reader tO' 
arr ive at any conclusive insights about a character t h r o u g h j u d g i n g the 
character solely by his actions. Instead, the a u t h o r peers i n t o each 
person w h o m he introduces and relates his mot iva t ions as t h o u g h he 
were present ing to the reader a dossier o n the gent leman i n quest ion. 
T h i s summary of the character i n v a r i a b l y includes i n its w i d e scope of 
descr ipt ion, a discourse o n his appearance, his idiosyncrasies and his 
state i n l i f e , w h e t h e r poor, r i c h , noble , or so on . 

C o n t r a r y to the expected, the direct characterizat ion of the i n d i 
v i d u a l does not end here. For, as the story progresses, and as the char
acter becomes i n v o l v e d i n various events, Dostoyevsky s t i l l does n o t 
reveal his i n n e r core of personal i ty by p o r t r a y i n g his actions. Instead, 
he continues to read the character as i f he were a book. T h e a u t h o r 
unites himsel f w i t h the character's m i n d and reveals to the reader a l l 
of his ideas. H e traces his t h i n k i n g process a n d the thoughts that pass 
t h r o u g h his head. I n short, the reader " t h i n k s a l o n g " w i t h the char
acter, exper ienc ing his feelings, emotions a n d reactions to d i f f e r e n t oc-
curances. I t is i n this that p a r t of Dostoyevsky's genius lies; he is able to 
d r a w his characters w i t h fantastic real ism and to ta l h u m a n i s m . T h e y 
leap f r o m pale pages as rea l people. 

T h e type of characterizat ion presented i n this book is far d i f f e r e n t 
f r o m that to w h i c h the A m e r i c a n reader is accustomed. U t i l i z i n g this 
direct characterization a r t f u l l y and w i t h drastic power, Dostoyevsky has 
succeeded i n p r o v i d i n g p i e r c i n g insights into' h u m a n n a t u r e w h i c h 
await the reader of C r i m e a n d P u n i s h m e n t . 
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by M I C H A E L P. M A L O N E 

L i f e 
PerjDetual 
Ever-last ing; 
Physical 
M e n t a l ; 
L i v e d i n two worlds 
T h e m a t e r i a l 
T h e s p i r i t u a l . 
I n v i n c i b l e 
Inconquerab le 
T o some unbearable 
T o others ecstatic; 
I n d e c l i n a l j l e 
I n d e f i n a l j l e ; 
T o a few 
Described i n a vast array of words 
T o a p l u r a l i t y 
O n l y one: 
G o d ! 

ems 
by D E N N I S M . CL( ) I J ( ;HF .RI I -

H o w may I die 
T h a t my l i f e m i g h t be f i l led? 
H o w may I l ive 
T h a t my death m i g l i t be sweel? 
W h a t must I do' 
So today w i l l no t pass? 
W h e r e can I flee 
So as no t to be crushed? 
T o w h o m shoidd I go 
T h a t my questions be answered? 
T o w h o m should I t u r n 
T h a t my love soon return? 
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God's Love 
by J A M E S G . O ' K E E F E 

I n today's w o r l d of war, f a m i n e a n d pre judice , and i n o u r smaller 
i n d i v i d u a l wor lds o l pressures f r o m school, f r o m o u r social lives and 
f r o m the h u r r i e d lives we l ive , i t is o f t e n d i f f i c u l t to see the love that 
G o d has for us a l t h o u g h H e demonstrates i t i n many w o n d e r f u l ways. 

One of the great manifestat ions of God's love is H i s a t t i t u d e , i f y o u 
can cal l i t that , of forgiveness for any and a l l of o u r sins against H i m . 
W e can o f f e n d H i m seriously an i n f i n i t e n u m b e r of times, and i f we are 
sorry. H e wiW forgi\ us w i t h o u t reservation, s imply because H e loves us. 

G o d blessed m a n jus t by m a k i n g m a n m a n . M a n is a b e i n g w i t h 
w o n d e r f u l tools, his hands, A v i t h a b r a i n to direct these tools and w i t h 
an absolutely free ^vil l to direct the b r a i n . G o d could have made man a 
subservient, mindless slave, b u t H e d i d n ' t need a slave; G o d -was suf f i 
c ient i n H i m s e l f ; H e needed no other person or t h i n g . T h e o n l y reason 
H e created us was tO' p e r m i t us to enjoy the indescribable i n f i n i t e h a p p i 
ness H e enjoys; and t h r o u g h the a b i l i t y to love that G o d has g iven us, 
we can rea l ly a t t a i n this happiness. 

W i t h o u t a d o u b t , a great d e m t m s t r a t i o n and example of God's love 
for us is Jesus Chris t . As C o d , Chr is t was perfect ly, w o n d e r f u l l y happy 
i n heaven, b u t because of H i s love for m a n . H e le f t this happiness and 
became a M a n , a M a n w h o could feel p a i n , b o t h physical and m e n t a l , 
feel h u n g e r experience t e m p t a t i o n and shed tears. W h e n he d ied , H e 
fe l t b o t h the h o r r i f y i n g physical p a i n of the nails p ierc ing His hands 
and feet, the thorns j a b b i n g in to H i s head, causing H i s p a r t i a l loss of 
sight, the fat igue of the agony i n the garden and the cuts f r o m the A v h i j a , 
f i l l e d w i t h b o t h d i r t and sweat, ancl the m e n t a l anguish of seeing a l l 
he times that m a n k i n d w h o m H e loved w o u l d t u r n against H i m . But , 
H i s love was so great t h a t the n i g h t before H e suffered. H e had given t o 
m a n k i n d the greatest g i f t ever given, the g i f t of H i m s e l f . It 's h a r d t o 
realize jus t h o w great this g i f t really is, and once i n a w h i l e w h e n y o u 
feel that y o u understand, i t really shakes y o u . Just t h i n k , an i n f i n i t e , 
o m n i p o t e n t Be ing W h o made a l l the b i l l i o n s of planets and stars of the 
universe, W h o knows a l l things and W h o is w i t h us every day, loves us 
so m u c h that H e gave us H i m s e l f , the greatest g i f t anyone can give to 
another person, to eat as f o o d every day of our lives, i f we w a n t . W h a t 
greater p r o o f of H i s love do we need! 

A n d yet, G o d has g iven m a n another great g i f t . H e has created i n 
m a n the a b i l i t y and desire to love and be loved. W h e n this a b i l i t y is 
used and the desire f u l f i l l e d , m a n is at his happiest . T h i s love can cause 
m a n to do great and noble deeds w h i c h , otherwise he w o t i l d no t have 
done. T h i s love gi\es m a n a reason to l ive and enjoy l i f e . 
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B u t w h a t is love i l there is n o one to love? I come now to the g i l t 
w h i c h , to me, makes God's love most clearly visible . G o d has sun-oi inded 
us w i t h w o n d e r f u l people, people w h o can love and be loved. Each 
person was made by G o d and is a c h i l d of G o d ; therefore, God's good
ness and greatness is f l o w i n g a r o u n d h i m and God's l i f e is inside of 
h i m m a k i n g h i m a fantastic be ing . F u r t h e r m o r e , each person has an 
e x c i t i n g w o r l d of his o w n he wishes to reveal, to communicate to any
one w h o w i l l l is ten and be interested. Real ly , I d o n ' t t h i n k anyone is 
d u l l , b u t rather , hasn't been g iven the o p p o r t u n i t y to open u p his 
t h r i l l i n g personal i ty to the w o r l d . F r o m every person, i f we t ry , we can 
learn a l i t t l e about l i f e , happiness a n d G o d . T o o o f t e n we are too busy 
w o r r y i n g about ourselves or too' foo l i sh to be interested i n anyone or 
a n y t h i n g outside o u r o w n l i t t l e wor lds . I n g i v i n g us other people, G o d 
gives an o p p o r t u n i t y to share experiences w h i c h we o r d i n a r i l y w o u l d 
not have k n o w n . Since G o d is i n everyone. Fie communicates H i m s e l f 
to us t h r o u g h each m a n we meet and especially t h r o u g h o u r fr iends 
w i t h w h o m we share our joys, sorrows, thoughts , feelings, t r i u m p h s , 
defeats or more s imply w i t h w h o m we share ourselves and our lives. 
T h r o u g h this shar ing we come to k n o w o u r fr iends better and even
t u a l l y t o love t h e m , and t h r o u g h love o f t h e m , toi love G o d . 

I f , evei-y n o w and then , we w o u l d slow d o w n and take t ime to 
consider the great many great gif ts G o d has g iven us tO' show H i s love, 
I k n o w we w o u l d renew our energy, refresh o u r spiri ts and learn to 
l ive peacefully, h a p p i l y and w i t h real l i f e . 

MATURITY 
by D o u c r A s L . R E I L L Y 

A c o m m o n a i m of every adolescent is a r e c o g n i t i o n of his m a t u r i t y 
by his associates and superiors. Assert ing that he is n o w a " g r o w n - u p , " 
he demands an ever-increasing a m o u n t of f reedom f r o m his parents. 
B u t , o n w h a t grounds does he make this statement? W h y does he feel 
that he is mature? T h e answers to these questions radiate f r o m an u n 
ders tanding of the basic query ; namely, w h a t is m atur i ty? 

M a t u r i t y can, i n d i f f e r e n t people, manifest d i f f e r e n t symptoms. I n 
general , t h o u g h , m a t u r i t y is accompanied by an a b i l i t y a n d a desire to 
t h i n k for oneself. D u r i n g his c h i l d h o o d , a y o u t h is constantly advised 
a n d governed by the ideas of his parents a n d elders. H e is o b l ige d to 
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c o n f o r m to t h e i r ideals, to abide by the i r judgments and decisions. For 
a certain a m o u n t of t ime , he accepts a l l that is f u n n e l e d i n t o h i m . T h i s 
stage i n his development comes t o an end, however, a n d he begins to 
w a n t to f o r m his o w n opin ions o n subjects, to t h i n k i n d e p e n d e n t l y of 
those w h o have f o r so l o n g t h o u g h t f o r h i m . T h i s independence of 
t h o u g h t is a m a j o r p a r t of m a t u r i t y . 

A n aspect of m a t u r i t y w h i c h complements that jus t m e n t i o n e d is 
self-reliance and an acceptance of responsib i l i ty . A c h i l d is complete ly 
dependent o n his parents to feed, clothe and care for h i m . H e entrusts 
his ent i re we l l -be ing to t h e m . W h e n he comes of age, he should beg in 
to m o r e and more rely u p o n himsel f for w h a t his parents usually clid. 
T h i s is no t to say that lie no longer needs his parents, b u t that he should 
not be c o n t i n u a l l y f o n d l e d by them, as this w i l l r e t a r d his process of 
m a t u r i n g . As the adolescent becomes self-reliant, he w i l l of necessity ac
cept the responsibi l i t ies that are pfaced before h i m . I n t r u t h , he is 
shar ing the b u r d e n of himsel f and his needs w i t h his parents a n d elders, 
w h o f o r m e r l y shouldered i t alone. 

V i e w i n g the w h o l e idea o l m a t u r i t y i n a clearer l i g h t , we see that 
a y o u t h is no t a " m a n " because he smokes, d r i n k s or drives a car. I n 
stead, m a t u r i t y is an independence and i n d i v i d u a l i t y of t h o u g h t accom
panied by a certa in a m o u n t of self-reliance a n d an acceptance of re
sponsibi l i ty . T h i s is the q u a l i t y w h i c h separates " the m e n f r o m the boys." 

A Toast to the Poor 
by D A N I E L R . H O L T Z 

Last n i g h t i t was w i s d o m (a very good f r i e n d ) . 
Before that , we toasted g o o d w i l l to a l l m e n . 
We 've had p lenty to d r i n k (and have p lenty more) . 
So r i g h t n o w let us d r i n k to the poor. 
" I k n e w a poor lass, (a r i g h t beauty she was). 
She laughted and she cr ied l i k e any of us." 
"Is that r i g h t , " I m u m b l e d (there was no one to bore) . 
L e t us, again, p o u r a d r i n k for the poor. 
M y r o o m echoed silence (a long- last ing f r i e n d ) . 
T o none b u t l i i m , on ly , m y m e a n i n g was sent. 
I h a d w i s d o m , g o o d w i l l (of these I fe l t sure). 
A l o n e , yet, 1 d r a n k , once inore , to the poor . 
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CONFRONTATION 
by D A N I E L F . ROIK;ER.S 

P r i m ancl proper stately p r o u d , 
T h e y sit o n the i r armchairs t a k i n g tea. 
A t t i r e d i n f l o w i n g c h i f f o n . 
H o w many l u m p s the i r on ly need. 
T h e w o r k i n g man w i t h p i c k on shoulder, 
Pounds the d i r t 

to make roads for 
Produce trucks. 
T h e corner bartender . 

D r i n k s i n h a n d . 
Serves the mindless few 
For tunate enough to f i n d a stool. 
T h e salesgirl hi ts the buttons 
T h a t show the money spent. 
H e r eyes o n the clock; 
Her m i n d on her t i r i n g feet. 
T h e cabbie hits the meter. 

H i s foot on the gas; 
T r y i n g to beat the clock 

for a f ive d o l l a r t i p . 
L i f e walks the streets; D e a t h the gutters ; 
M e e t i n g i n the i r p a t h very few. 
G r e e t i n g i n silence the turned-aside faces. 
W a i t i n g w i t h speech for the s tar ing eye. 
P r i m and proper 

stately p n j u d 
T h e y sit o n the i r armchairs 

t a k i n g tea 
A t t i r e d i n f l o w i n g c h i f f o n 

Flow many lumps 
T h e i r on ly 

Need . 
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WITHIN, WITHOUT 
by D A N I E L F . RODGERS 

H e exists there i n his cell of sol i tude. 
S u r r o u n d e d by his books of knowledge ; 
H e sits there on his straight-back chair . 

D o i n g •— 
D o i n g — 

W h i l e his books of knowledge 
Scream u n h e a r d advice t h r o u g h 
Misconstrued words. 
T h e heavy wooden door stands f i r m . 
Securely locked and b o l t e d ; 
I t halts any sounds that f r o m the 
Outs ide m i g h t d i s t u r b . 
I t prevents the cold f r o m creeping i n . 
W h e n a l l the t i m e . 
T h e key hangs o n the w a l l . 
Bars lace the w i n d o w s . 
A l l o w i n g n o t h i n g to come or depart . 
Except a gentle bree/e or a s t i f l i n g heat. 
Sometimes the sun peeps t h r o u g h 
A n d the rays play u p o n the bed; 
B u t always the beams are m a r r i e d 
By the shadow of the bars. 
W h o is to b lame for th is pitance. 
O r shall b lame be r e q u i t e d n o r f i l e d . 
A r e we n ot a l l prisoners i n our l i t t l e cells. 
W i t h the key u p o n the w a l l . 

CONFLICT 
by R O B E R T F . D E B S K I 

T h e A n t i g o n e by Sophocles is the p r o d u c t of an era whose loss was 
suffered centuries ago. Yet, its age, i n accordance w i t h any great w o r k of 
l i t e ra t u re , has no effect on the significance of the message because of 
Sophocles' excellent use of conf l i c t . 
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Perhaps, un ders tanding w i l l be achieved by f i rs t e x p l a i n i n g the 
reason or purpose b e h i n d the j j lay. Greece, d u r i n g Sophocles' l i f e , was 
at its c u l t u r a l peak. B u t , this was also the t ime of Peisistratus, H i p p i a s 
and Pericles. These men were re ferred to as " tyrants " , se l f -appointed 
desjjots. A t times, they were most noble . O f t e n , they became ruthless. 
Sophocles recognized this a m b i t i o n i n the upper class and w a r n e d 
against i t . 

W h a t w o u l d be Sophocles' method? T h e r e Avas one w a y — c o n f l i c t , 
v i o l e n t conf l i c t . Pie w o i d d p i t the a l l - p o w e r f u l gods against the man-
made state. T o por t ray these two foes, he w o u l d use characterizat ion. 
T w o people, opposites, yet ent i re ly h u m a n , h a d to be created. T h e y 
must b o t h appear r ighteous, b u t there cou ld be b u t one v ic tor . 

T o represent the d i v i n e , Sophocles chose the most basic p r o d u c t of 
creation, the f a m i l y and its demands. A n t i g o n e must f u l f i l l her re l ig ious 
d u t y to the gods by f u l f i l l i n g her obl igat ions to her f a m i l y . Otherwise , 
she undergoes a s i tua t ion of personal dishonor, of sin and of cr ime. She 
is resofute and does not fal ter . 

T h e state is depicted i n its most grotesque f o r m , tyranny, by means 
of Creon. T h i s mon a rch practices absolute power and dares to go against 
the gods. Consequently, he nuist suffer r u i n . H i s s t id)born disregard for 
the l 3 u r i a l r ights of the dead, a h i g h l y respected rel igious belief, leads to 
destruct ion. H e loses H a i m o n and E i u y d i c e together w i t h his sovereignty. 
H i s p r i d e and a m b i t i o n have taken over. T h i s cou ld no t be to lerated i n 
a leader. 

Sophocles wa n ted to caut ion his audience. T h e conf l i c t i n A n i t g o n e 
a n d its p o r t r a y a l t h r o u g h characterizat ion del iver his message. T h e state 
must y i e l d tO' the d i v i n e . N o m a n can set h imsel f against the w i l l of the 
gods. 

24 


