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Welcome to

FHE
BLACK
. LION
Editors:C.F.J.Bard,
Mr.A.R.Johnson.

Ronald Smallacre onse said,"Blessed are the Apathetic
for theirs'is the achievemerit of nothing'",and so le?l
it be with us.

Contribubtions for this magazine were few , but the
standard ,of course,was good.This would indicate the
truth in Smallacres prophecy,for this magazin 1is Tun
by the intellectual minority,on behalf of the moronic
majority.

Are you willing to be labelled one of The morons%

NEVER BEFORE HAVE SO MANY FOUND
IT NECESSARY TO CRITICISE SO FEW.

A 7/6 book token is going for the person who designs
the best cover to this Mag.Entry free,give to ne,

REND. Ed.for Mag.must have read this &opy,be hard working,
and fairly intelligen%.

MSS. still needed for next edition,do mot be shy,have
a 0o

NOW RE2D  ON
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The Widowes
W.Cody K.BEAUIONT

Today's the day the council men come

To sweep me away like a forgotten crumb

To be cut off from the World,in an cld folks' home
Never again to live alone:

But I am sure to die!

I remember the days I lived by myself,
Still to live , but on a shelf.

Come %o think I will not be so sad

In an old Folks home it cannot be too bed:
But I am sure to die!

People to ®alk to and care and love,

A1l I had before was Heaven above,

Friendly people that never groan

Oh, how I shall miss my ancient home,

But I am sure to dies

Tomorrow, I know, my house will no longer exist.
I move %o %he door, I canno® resist

The council men will demolish each brick.

As I round the corner with hat and stick

I think of the happy days I have led

The life in the future, Ugh. I wish I were dead
But I am soon to die.

I walk down the street, as slow as can be
There is not much life now left for me

A life of misery, then a rest in peace
Someday to be one, o? the deceased;

But I am sure fto die.

I ent%er the gates of my brand new home,
People come %o meet me, I utter a groan.
I know I will have to spent my last days
In these buildings; I stand and gaze
But I am sure %to die,

Shake hands with the doctor, t%he matron, and nurse,
I am on my way to death, in a hearse

I know in my bones, tomorrow I will die,
I have no relations to mourn or cry;

But I am soon to die.

Then it happens as quick as a flash,
As 1f I have been involved in s crash
I lay in bed, no 1ife in my body
This;, is the end of W. Cody.
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q Upon my way,

e My

s E o was ouight
By the wizened figure
Standing
AL nhe o8 SAZE.

She held out’ :
A Doy arm,
Ard afuiteréed
Az LT %o opeak. -
S Pl
I was goﬁen

sfJoard,

The paint on the window~Crames peeling,

Tie front door brown and worn,

And roseasa,

Flowering in abundunce througnout “he @owng
Here are dead,

They spoke of yesterdmny, voday,

Peil they seld nothing of tomorrTow.

1 would wuswer,"Yes" or "No",

Always with unconsidered approvals ;

The old, uell, elock,

Suanding in the dark hall

Waa wiong. o

Mot Juest Blow, cr fas%,

Bo% the hands movipg at hall their proper speed,

The cuke T nie,

Wes of the seme recipe which was always hereo
oA 1% was dry and festeless, -

And on eveyy vislt I made,

My plece beceme smaller,

And T disilked it all the more.

T laft

Remembering the crockery, Jjugs, the table napkins
¥rnish I had seen in the drawer,
whish, although never had been weed,
And pever will be, '
Would brighien Lheir 1lives,

pp—— 1" P N



Three Little Pligs.

INTRODUCTION
Once upon a time there were three iitile pigs.
The first 1lititle piggie lived in a siraw house.
Then one day along cawe the big bad wolf
"Unless you, 1ittle piggie, come out at once, I'11 huff
and I'11 puff and I'11 blow your house down,"
But the 1little pig did not eome out. So ihe
big bad wolf huffed and he puffed and he blew the house
down. But the 1ittle piggie was too guick for the big bad
wolf and was ablectp escape to his 1ittle piggie friend's
hpuse which was made of sticks,
But the big bad wolf came along shortly and he
sald,;"Unless you, 1little piggies, come out at once, I'11
huff and I'11 puff and I',1 blow your house down."
But, again, the little piggies did notvcome ocut
50 h e huffed and he puffed and bBe blew the 1little piggim
Priend’s house down.

But the {two 1ittle piggies were too quick for nhe
big bad wolf and they escaped to their little piggie friends
house which was made of bricks,

X X X X X
End of Imtroduction

There they lived happily for a long, long, time,
well after the big bad wolf had died.,

But: The big bad wolf had an even bigger, worse and
more cunning grandson wolf., But the three little pigs Telt
safe 1In their brick house.

But one day along came the bigger, worse and more
cunning grandson wolf, and he bellowed,;"Unless you three
little piggies come out at once, I'1l huff and I'll puff
and 1'11 blow your house down." But the little piggies just
laughed. So he huffed and he puffed but not a brick budged,
He thought fora moment and then plunged a paw deep into his
pocket and pulled out a hand grenade. He pulled the nin out
with his fangs and threw it atthe piggies brick house., The
hpuse exploded and the 1itle riggies were killed,
The moral to this story is, if at first you
don't succeed, chuck it.
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| graze upon

TOUrE, OF mine o theirs

28 that are all one,

from uhw rCSﬁ of the world and its cares,

ﬁople who live without =z sgeriph
b -99 contirol thclir lives, your 1ife, my 1ife.
© From the LJLT of Pondage %o Egypb.

Cut of hungery, oug of Brife,

-
Equality throughout the earthn,
With peace; good will, and heppiness.
o away with 'i‘.odaf2 for all ita worsh,
With Imyg Pﬂ&onqrn aind hopelessness,
more detentions, no more rule,
wore help from anyone else
hend will he my only tool,
more glavery, I shall rule nmyself.
ReWaBe
FREHDOM
URe ”bﬁldﬁeﬁ>it negns growing Uy and escaping parentd.
To sauits it means being a ehild and eecaplng worly,
Yo younger ones it means getting wmWay from sehool,
To olider ones it mesns getting away from work,
The grass ls always grcener on the otheyw side,
s -But your own side is always weeds, not Brass,
4nd your offorts as a gardener have been fruitless,
. Zecause you are nhackled o mociety, and to ite Laws.,

vou cannot escape even at death,
For you are vonteined under six feetvof earth,
In & boxe

C.Williams,



=0OPINION-

Sirg

' It has , for some time , worried me.IV is,T
fewl ,acunning plot to undermine my efficiency.l begin
to wonder who are the simple,shori~sighted individuals
who condone such a farce.

I am speaking,0f course,of the cycle park

door,which is always locked when I need it.In an interview
w1th an eminant person I learnt that it is locked to keep

the heat ingand I feel-very sorry for the person who
knocked the “hole in the wall for it.As a door it is
officially doomed to failure.

By locking it when the cycle park is in use,
if T might offer my hfmble opinion(for what it is worth,
an@ what good it dees)is surely defeating the whole
purpose of it.The whole purpose of the exercise was, after
all to provide an entrance.

Surely,cannot moderately 1nte111gent boys be
trusted to close a door,and if not will those in the High
Places fit a spring,so it may close itself.

Yours
Late,

Siry h
Vietnam,Biafra;sex and the ccld war.
Poverty,black power,food for the poor.
Death in the dark,the Bope and the pill.
A junkie's experience,the ring of the ¥ill.
A suburban someone is killed by &hear,
A public convenience,with cdjour bar.
Two phbychopaths start a world revelution,
A modern M.P. sondones prostitution.
A hgppy haemophiliac dies through a bruise,
Pythagoras{ Theorum and his hypoteneusé&.
One social scientist,a mad statistician,
Trying to work out the country’s position.
Khimen with a button;a nuclear war
This synthétic world needs me no more.
Just one escape from this living bastille,
A pause,flash of lighi,and the feel of cold steel.

Yours
T.S.B.

This poem will be discusesed 1in Late-night Line Up - Ed.
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AN UNTITLED PROTEST

a condomnation of tho plastic poople

all of whom shall remain nemcless

{(n.b. part onc will be followed by part two)

s8ix years its beon now

time to do somothing about it
80 herc it is.

Reoad it

you. miftht feel the same way.

it really gets you down this place
reason:the childish dictatorship

which you bust yoursclf up tr¥ying to fight.
and to he--- with the plastic people

(all of whom shall remain nameless)

who ram the so-=called traditions

®omn your gullible little throats,

you the plastic pcople

if you can't got this placo run properly

with a decont set of rules and things

thon burn it @own and tramplc it to the ground
likc I wanna.

and shuek out thc idiots who Jjust waste tholr time
getting more and moro plastic and rotten

evon if thoy don't want to create

then at loast give me a chance.

All this makos me feel very paranocid
I hope 1% does you:for your own good.
R.ward&)

In a frenzy
1iko floral lust
The drop-outs
Flunk
Upon thc stage.
Thoir nakéd bodiocs
Looking as out of place
As Coveniry Cathcdral
Or tho sky~scrapcor they built at Aber-fan,
The people watch
Their oyes claerly defining
Tho two meanings
Of &£sd.
Suroly horc,on the stage
Lust and profit
Can walk togothef
To tho samc conding
Of Superfluity.
el joard,
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padz &t ddgmor ‘ard two lots of susterd,
crm ognd Christmaz and p.,.en“.,y or musterd,

Shors skizts and nlounas, held up by steing,
Thage are a fow of my Taveurits thinps. -

LoPe lentures and waiting for "spaonds®,
".._.pumg awvay when twha prefast’s hand beskops,
Lraping up, Jjoyous when ien o four rings,
Thess ave a fow of my fcrousride thing..

Golng we pletures with short-ckirtsd girl-Priends.
Fm*i;miu and pogonds Whaf. T'm home for waskands
’ ng &t birds ®co, hut mot thoss with wings,

These ave a faw of mj favourits things.

When the eap LWoORs;
VWhen the hend stings,
Whon ny ‘@aew.-;ﬁ““a BOX%,
L simply rapembor my favou:its things,
And then I don’t fasl s0 dbade

Re Long & G. Bartis.

HER FAVOURITE THINGS

Spidars end achwebe ave 2rsepinf and erewling,
Bats that fly round, :geaking and squalling,
Und=r ths mooniight & ghoetly bsll rings,
Thess are a few of her Pavourite things.

F“’“ﬁg"l: iegs and pig's ayas, polsomcus barries,
Hauve deedly nightchads and evab apple wherrios,
She wivs by the firve stirring her brew,

She salls thia, her mixtuwre, her love povicn stewe

Broons tisks and black ssais,

Tuo foot hrown rats,

Goblin: and $wolls who ggasbls and i

BPlavk 2¢il *himgs that go ump 1n the night,

Whan the cun shines .
Whan the ghosie go,

When nhe's fealing sado

She 2luply vezembers her favourits things
Thaa ou:e wore shy Peels bad §

X, Bundsll,



NYGHT SKY

Tho sun and the sky

Ané me:

Pscpio passing by.
Tho woad and turmuc is free
AnG whiy:
FOY pecple %0 pasu LY.

A dsntist's chaire..

He cuis oy haldr...

A dog o & 1Cufoe.s

Lnd soldiers bized...

. The aun and the sK¥

And me.,
And me and wy 1ife.
Cut me with a knif?
Apa I blecd.

The sun andé tho sky

Is gone from me.

A% 1ust I am frece

Ard why.And why!

BRIAN.P.CARTSS
=)

The sun comss up over the horizen,snd you 100k ab 1T,
fseling siek,becsusc you have stayed up a'l nighi.The
stars wont out £ive minutos age.The moon 411l shiinec,
paloly and fading new as tho pink glow spreads siowly
along tho elcuds on tho boundary of zza ad sky.It s
duwn and the $3do is in.You pise,d0 2ase jyour Cranpca
maselec,slip on tho stones,and QUIse aus you sho2 f11ds
with watcre.

Tho sun is ovorheud,and time has pround Yhe peblics to
sand.There isca 1ittle boy runming alony BLO boach;nls
ghoe toc 1u full of wat v ,not bogase DO has slippedgbut
bacuuse ho £01l,i6 the way childron do,Swonty bimes o duye
There is nC Gilconma RO runs oWraighl o Lis mowhov,

You smil2 in the darkacss.You are some yards now from
whorex you sat all nighti.

Short interlude for educabtion,.

Yeu swile again - a quurtor of a lifetimes lios in thas
bricf musculayr =2ffert,

You're a manf(thoy cuid).Intelligrnsi(they suid) Hers's
three thousund por anpum,go forth and multiply.You daid.

The moen is 611l thoreNeaply full.You iock at 16 gund
remember how you reuekbered Eutth when you got there.

. Ycu move to the =2dpge of the seu,plek up = pobble jund
thrcw 4t in.
T minus 23 yeals.

{eontinrned)
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There was Lthis girl you see,no not afterwards,bhere
could have been thousands then,before.

You met her.and you loved her.

Then you discovered herj,and her puPpese,und huaving
done so,fled,on a drajectory at 18L° @0 the vector che
had assumed.

You stand knee deep in waler,

You return,as yow knew you would,as she knew yorx
weuld,to ind her still there,walking in a circile now.
Again you flec,us directly as possible Trom tho oblect
of her desires.

Working it out now thut is 90 neurer to her,

Waist deep in water.
You are basck again,sturing down st the chcular trench
she has worn in the ground with her walking.You fallgno
you slide,no you step inte the pit.You smile at her,;she
smiles at you(they laugh).You walk together.

Twenty seven yeurs.

If you heold your arms out you can float.ManiWas that
a deep pitysome climbi

You laugh.

Strange that it tock you fifty years.Stiil,you are
here now,Taking a deep breath of sea water you shoui your
answer to tho sun.

The sun makes the only ansesr possible.

Six fasthome down,you nod silently,in agrecment.

Chris H.Rebzler.

The Strange One

The 1ion walke cut of his den,

The birds flutter in and out of the trees
But they are scared »f the same thing,

A new creature in the lund.

The lion calls it"the pink dewvwil',

The birds call it'"the feathericss cne,
But it calls itself,"man",

Aureature with sirange powers.

A1l the man wanted to de was,

Kill the lions,kill the birds.

Thut is why the lion is scared,

And the birds flutter sbout nerveusly.

grant Blakely.
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Lnd Ge appesred dn 3 crowded subway.

And He appeared

n g crowded subway

AnQ declared

The world had had its dey.
They %ook no notlce

Extept one ’

ho salid:

"amy ,whe is that sbrange men
Wilth the holes in His hands?"
Bu% she replied;

"Tarn away

For 4% is rude to sdare,”

Ad
He wept.
ijbardc

Tho L

A €1k tranafixed upon a wall,
An idliosynrasy of Tatc,
The epindly legs snepped
Like brittle bthings in winter,
¢ delicate spirucles crushed,
Forbldding the vital sir,
Trat complex machenism of eye;
In 1%8 lasi groteeguc animation,
Those finelycincd itranspavyent wings,
Now irrevocably cresesed,
That gossamer wcombrais,
30 unpaturally centcried,
New those tonder feelers
Feel the ggony of death,
The shrivelled,lacerated body,
The scales” brilliance dulled,
. A 1y transgixed uvpon & wall,
The anguish of a humen escul.

Th

AL HILL,

AboTit 100 Price's boys, -
S8itiing down to lunch, '
#Bobble ,gobble glup,glup,
munzh,muneil, munchl

\

K.Giles.




REVIV.,.LISM-a means or an ena.

Thie word Revivalism, and all the excitement and
intrigue that is connected to it, have, for some weeks,
been echoing throughout the School. The Greal Price's
Revival has begun. :

Peorle in all walks of life: parents,masters,priests,
magistrates,soldiers,and others have been all asking the
sam@ question:"What are they?". Even She recently
liquidated Friendly Scciety and Prisoners Aid Committee
have felt the first twitches of Revival. For, as the
dark cloud of apathy disperses, slowly,the Schrocl is seen
in a new 1ight. Even the Ordnance Survey people, with
whom we are mis-registered as a ‘Borgtal 'are 100king
iwice. The Revivalists have extensive plans for: The
Church, the Bible, Education snd the Country as a whole,
we will be publishing White Papers periodically.

For Revivalism can only stand for the Future.
Revivalism is now,and evermore shall be.

By order of
The Dynamic C.F.J.Bard.,
& C.H.Retzler.
Vice-revivalists.

-



