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Opce Ypon a time theére was = minoriiy, a small
ninerity,they were despised and pzrsecuted by the majority.

Then things got werse, and seeing that the minerity
way was the Basy Way, scme of The majeriiy Jjoined the mipority.
They were despised and persecuced by Lhe majoriiy,

Then toings got oven werse, und it was shown (by the
mipority) that the minority wus definltely the Easy Way, soon
the minerity was a Large nineriiy, The¥y were despised and
persecuted by tho majerity.

Then things got really bad. The Place was in chaos.

The minority way was shown, bervond ull reasonable doubt, to bo
the Basy Way. The large ninorily bezume a small majority.lesans
They were Gesplsed and persscuied by the large winority.

Then the small majority, whish had now becomc s large
mujority decided that thmy were in 2 Zood pesition to despise
and persecute the minorily. They despised and persecuted the
minerity despite Bhe latiter's abjection that theirs' was the
Basy Vay. 3

Ther (hings oL WOTB®. eceaucsansascsnacssssca-s == ‘

DESPITE all attcmpts to by YOU %o bug US w2 remain YOURS unbugged
WE arc HOWEVER silightly annoyad that NONE of YOU morens has
voliunteersd to become an ASSISSTANT EDITOR and we need TWO.

ALSO some wmore =2ntriés 'or our Gover competition would not go
amiss.They should bg suitable re-roduction. for.
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Ti5 WHOLE TRUTH.

L am unashamed: T have no shame, for I have wronged no
man, nor misused either heast or worldly possession.

Ily “ife leads down the navrow path of true living, it
never wavers fron the way, nor doesg it hurry, nor does
1t slow., Iy life is like a piece of solid rope, it may
twist or turn but it will not break, it will always
rentain as it was from the start: to me can no change
come. Yet 1 ¥now not the word of he who is called the
Lord; I know neither His writing nor the sound of His
voice: but am I sad, is ny life lacking? Is my life as
& condle without a wick? o my 1ife is full and bears
plenty. The barren wastes of many have not reached me,
ror en I tempted by the flavour of their false thinking.
I live my life not as a Christian, it's true: but I live

-

ny 1ife 28 a human being and I 1ive my life to the full.

the pattern of living as it unfolds before me,
there and always chaaging, yet it's truth is

3T3 1] ame. [Ty cross is the sun, the moon, the trees,
oLl that survounds me. I appear before them 2ll in humbile

znition of their being and the part they play. lly

ref’ is one of Truth and Love and Beauty and Learning:
nelther psalms nor parables, yet are the tales of
momen suffering not enough for any wman? One lives and one
learns.

There is no hope, but there is hope in all; the world is
all to me and I am & part of the chain of human existence.
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To all the merry band of readers sns non-renders
(of which there were many) of our 1ast pui lictition, T am ‘
plzased and disgusted to report that rPart < of “An Tntitled
Protest" (which still remains untitled) was censored five
times over by the Higher Authorities. It is therefore
unable to appear ian this publication, in perscn or otherwise,
This has imposed an obligation to write something else
Just as obscene if not obscener.

NO FLOWERS BY REQUEST, FPLEASE,

We couid do with a good protest but T've had enough
of i1t., 'cos uothing's done about it. So T won't protest
against anything. T really mean it. That'll benefit the
moronic masses who don't benefit anyway. (work that out
for yourself). .

What is there left to write abtout then? The choice
is yours. Suggestions, please (preferably on 2 banner or
not at all) to the editor of this publication. A prize
of one Black Lion will go to the loser.

P.S. As an afterthought think about the following quotation.

It was uttered once (in the dusky past) by an eminent
personage who was also opposed to the compulsory nature of
various school activities. This personage was heard to
exclaim:

BUY A BOOK INSTEAD OF A BAYONET!

What a quotation, man? Think about it for next time!
(if there is a next time).

P.P.P.S. The author of this nponsence is nonsense. The
author of this nmonsense is NWo. 1173240. Should you find
this notorious teing. report him at once to the above
address. He is highly dangerous and may attack because
he has teeth.

{(Clue: Midday Meal).

Cheerio for now. No talking in the library!
Fight for Free Radio! Support the Black Lion!
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DILLON ~ THE FACTS

Revealed by C.F.J. Bard.

A1l was quiet in the garden, and, except for the
seraping of & chair foraging for food, nothing stirred.
Tloreuce decided that it was a good day to paint
a picture: "['ve decided that it‘s a good day to paint a
picture", she told an unmoved Dougal. who was hunting for
sugsar.
"Oh' have you?", he said, unmoved.
"Yen", she replied.
"R, he said, and left.
At tha. moment Brian walked by, looking for his
mete Dougal.

“"Have you seen my mate, Dougal?

“Yes", she said, "I..er..I've decided to paint a
picture”, she said, non-committingly.

"Yeg, nice. Wihich way did he go"?

"Whe? Dougal"?, but it was too late, Brian -
had gone.

Plorence set dovn with & bang, but it was such a
nice day, that soon, even the bang left. As she was
sitting, watching the slow progress of some jumping beans,
a rabbit walked by. He was musing on a guitar.

"Muse, muse, muse¢, like, muse, man, yeah, "he
nused and went.

Just then one of the boys came. He was the apple
of Florence's eye, and she was the apple of his eye, yes,
they made a lovely pear. ‘

"Tiye decided to paint a picturs", she said,
iand T've decided that it .ill be a picture of you".

"Oh! What do I have to do"? |

"Well, first you tele all your clothes off",

"On!, well, goodnes: me, Oh' gollygosh", said
the Boy, innocently.

"Ttig alright., it's Art you see'.

"Oh!, in that case", said the Boy, and le started
to undress.

Just then & rabbit walked by musing on his guitér,
"Wuse,nuse,nuse, like,muse,m'n", he mused, and left.

"Disgusting"”, said the children, who had come TO
watch the boy posing, "that rabbit and his guiter.

disgusting".
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"Tt's not even Art", scid Florence, loftily.

Just then Dougal and Brian arrived. "Oh!" said
Dougal, noticing the Boy. "I hope we’'re not interrupting
anything".

"Yeg, I do hope we’re not interrupting anything",
said Brian. _

"Tt'g art", the Boy confided.

"Yes", said Dougal, imowingly.

Just then a rabbit entered, musing on his guitar,
"Muse,muse,like,muse,man,mueu", He looked up, "Man what
a scene", he said, and walked over to them.

Just then three more rabbits came in, musing on
their guitars in triplicate:

"Muse,muse, Like,nuse wan".
"Muse, like,muse ,man, mise".
"Tike ,muse,man,nuse , mise".

"What 2 scene", lhey oaid in chorus.

"Who", asked the 3oy, "are these"?.
. "Like they’re an intergral part of my scene,
They're my backing".

Three more rabbits entered, they were dressed in
grey suits and bowler hato: they were industrial rabbits.

"Are they your bacring too"?. |

"No, like they‘'re 1y backers! Gannel, Macker
and Toots, the names in tsxtiles! The three industrial
rabbits smiled, looked at each other, anc¢ ecstatically
happy walked out.

"Tike, easily pleascd. TLike bourgdise capitalists.
Where do you keep the Pot ~ound here"?.

"Under the bed, why"v.

"Oh! Man!"cried the rabbit.

"Nh! Man!" eried his Hacking, in Iriplicate.

"Tt's not even Art", iaid Florence.

"T knew", said Dougal, who did not.

"So do I", said Brian, who did not either, but
was easily led. ,

"Why are you here"? £:ked the Boy.

"Tt'e our farewell concert. We're breaking up".

"Good", said Florence.

"Tim sick and tired .f your damn \nsinuations.

You insult ny art".
"Prove yourselves!" 113id Florence.

"Prove yourselves!" 11id the Boy.
"Prove yourselves!" =1id the children.

"Prove yourselves!" £iid Dougal.
"Yes!" said Brian.

HERE ENDS THE SIRST PART
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Happy Days.

Warm times at the love~in

Salvation in the hyperdermics of the VWorld
Say after me

Love Love Love

L8 the effects wear
The words
Become sour.
You spit them out
BUT YHAT DOES IT ALL (IE, N3 MASTER.

'!;\
Hers ;
On the sugar cube
Life begins g
/nd ehds. o
You have four minutes. i

cfjbard.
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HAVE YOU BEEN PSYCHO-SEDUCED?

nat already been paycho-seduced you are
process of being psycho=geduced You nay

o 1% oud evea 1 you are you may find the
s mpleasgant Hawever, 4o you know where 1t
01 et me t211l you

Many iwte.ligent and uwainteliligent adolescenis ars

ratd of not being accepied by their Tellows, for to Le

iufied from the group to which you telong can be

dngly lonely. It cam alse be dangerous, slnce
. . . oy Sk e o, . -

- gV e Gabalbbwy gl Lol LLC ILDZ O RCLIG S0
-

both mentally and physicelly by the hexrd. Therefore you
will even pretend to like something you do not like im

order not Yo be excluded from the group. The instinct

which lesds yvou into this state of mind is a very primitive
ones 1t ie exactly the same instinct which led our primitive
{oraefethers to conform to the needs of the tribe in order
not to he left alone as gtraggling cutsiders to be picked
clean to the bone by ths wolvea., The psycho-seducers

know this.

Many unintelligent and intelligent adolescenis ara
wnecertain of themselves; which leade you to be geuche, rude
end sgeressive; Acute self-consciousness can also lead you
to be shy. morose and taciturn, especizally of you are sSpoviy.
in view of this it is not surprising that many adolescents
are fumbling and uncertain in their relationships with
others. Whilst on the one hand you feel the need for
gpiritual and sexval communion with smother human being,
vou slpo suffer from the sgonieing fear of rejection so
that you feel acutely the tension between those forces ,
driving vou forward end holding you back. In order to ease
the adolescent through this period, society has evolved 2
sroditional mating ritual known as the dance. Here the
sdolescent can make contact with a member of the opposite
and teke the first halting steps towards & deep and
X ing relationship. (Beceuse of the excruclatingly long
povief betwesn the onset of puberty and marriage 1% has
becoms cagsemary for ascciety to be prepared to condone
o cortain emount of "smogging” et these dances)., The
payeho-gedusers kaow about this.

vy lselilizent and unintelligent adolescents are
iiions, This is perfectly normal and you have

to weriy simes 1t has been going on for & very

4 The rebelliousness stems in part from & peculiar
- reletionship with the parents; which manifests

itseld during sdolescense. It is very simply explained:

you degire vo be independent end free from your parents and

i awere that you are not resdy for independence
The reeult of this peinful emotional tug-of-

you hete yourself for not yet having the courege

: free, which you instinctively realise places a burden

of resooneibliity upon you that you do not yet want, and eo

you bisme L% ell on your parents. The psycho-seducers also

know about all this, —-

Some sdolesconts Blsc possess reasoning powers, which
are unforfunately often cwamped by <the previously-mentioned
gemut of ermotions. The paycho-seducers know sbout this too.

S .
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Fop music is big tusiness. Those who wigh to sell

a product muat firat select their market. With wnercing
ftturacy the psycho-seducers realise that 2 comparatively
“rude aod wamophisticated commodlty reguiris o
Tomparatively immature and unsophisticeted morket - Fou,
With disboldical cuaning the pasychc-setducers cut off their
Liey from ¢he nain herd by persuading the young of tha
LUEEL Epecies that you are, in fact, & different speclaoaz
aliegetner hay inventing the generice torm “"{eenager” for you

o fant, teenagers are humen). The next step is 1o
“Assule the gnawing and fregile ueecertainity of the

X

-

~loledcent by Aerding you into this new bribe, ternagers.
songlately cut off from the mein herd so that the product
-~ regarded 23 "our mugie, {i.¢. your music)j. Then %he

Iy g -peducers create an para of rebelliovaness arouad
thse piredust, your music, in order to idenvify with you.
JOu TanEliious adolescent. you. Then A1l that is LeCAS8ATY
% 1o lull to mleep the reasoning powers of the burgesoning

rduls by a 1ittle flattery ov cajolury and you are compietely

- whe power of the psyche.-seducera.

Rowever, in order to make aure that the adolescent
does 10T escape {ron the fangs of the Psycho-seducers
Certaan precauticns muet be token. On no account wmuast
the pop music appeal or satisly the spirit or you will be
in dauger of naturing eud conzequently of cutgrowing the
fwed Tor the product. Rather the maouiacturing process
zust reduce music to dts loweat common dememination so
thoi there is no danger of this happening. Indeed it will
20GL Lo possible for the mechias Ye ensurs that thoss {ew
siolescent-unita of congumption hitherto lest o the
Ladumery throagh maturstion will no longer bte lost. Bven
if Tais machine Failed or stepped (uﬂthinkablbz) it would
be a gimple matter to ingtruet agents to create the
raghion for & higher decibel output in performance, High
eciliel outpus effectively prevents human Yonversaiion
aud thereby prevents you from developing deep and lagting
Helatloushipa. Speech seperates us From the beagts., Algo.
high decibel output gradually kille the heariag buds (it
Jo will forglve the exXpression) so that as you grow older
Jou becoms inervasingly deaf so that you can hear no other
maslic but pop musie becavse. no other masic 4y played loud
nough for you. The logic i lunexerable; you are o
vEptive eudlence: you are @laves (¢ the machine.

OF courge. iu view of the diabolical cunning of the
peytho~geducsrs behind the pop scene 1t 1is not surprising
that meny adolescsnts are ap effeetively hooked on Dop
mueic e if they were hooked on & drug which can neithep
gleke hunger uor guench thirst,

A3 Y walked on the beach on the Seturdey afternoon
following the "sixth Fform" dence, [ saw some young bvoys
potiering among the flotsan ana Jetsam at the water's
vdgo, alive, And T felit thankful that T had escaped from
the night before from the zombie dead and dying teenagersy
0 the puoney psychedeiie flashing light gwaying and
awinging to ihe dead beat of the group. But I was full

£

or frar for you, you young cnesa. .. .-



DILLON -~ THE FACTS
PART TII

The Hall was packed.

Young bodies streamed into the aisles.

The place was loud.

The Paws are about to give their farewell concert,
The group enter

Paws pause for applause.

They get it.

Dillon walks to the microphone.

Helloc cats.

Screams,

My name's Dillon,

I play lead guitar amd sing.

More screams.

On drums we have Blackie Butcher,

Base guitar; Kit Carrots,

At the organ like Roland Smallpiece.

More screams.

They begin.

The nusic hits,

Dissects, soothes,

Soon the hall is cd¥erted from the realms of sensibility
To an erotic frency.

A girl rushes at the group

She is knifed before she can reach the third row,
The music stops.

Dillon

Poet, philosopher, wit,

Is asked.

Say Dillon, what do you think of God,

Twenty thousend people await his reply,

Well, I.Well what does anybody, T mean...

But he is drowned out Yy the screaming minions.,
The noise gets louder

The people scream louder.

Outside their parents sit in their Rolls-royces
With smiling Harley street Ear doctors.

The concert finishes

The end has come

They Paws are no nore

All is gone.

In a quivering heap on the floor Tony Palmer
Quietly weeps.

Hmm thinks Dillon we must do the same next week.
The poem's finished

Like T can't go on.



FROGRESS,

The grouy pliays,

The crowd sings,

And 211 the parents stare;
The boy twists.

Trne girl sings,

Their young are dancing there.

"Such short sikirts!®

"Would they dare?"

Remarks flow thick and fTast;
"But mother you...",

"It's his hair...",

Our youth will z2lways las—.

&11 must change,

We move on,

A better world is near:
Our swear words,

The pop~smongs,

A simpie phase it's clear.

MAN ALONE MUST TAKE THE BLAME.

Slums and sluts,

And gueues and queers,

And everywhere a feeling of decay;
I looked arocund this paradise,
With & sense of deep dismay.

Begpatiersd walls,

And dingy basements,

Sigus exterior of another life:

The fleeting glance of drunken sots,
And tarts just like your wife.

They start at nine,

And end at six,

For five days of their week;

o2 a third of 1life is spent at work,
.And a third just fast aslieep.

If God did make this wonderous worlc,
An? does have eyes to see,

Would he sit there sco unmoved

By such scualid nisery?
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The sea rose, heaving and reliling,

Like on old man, coreful not to fall,

The sen broke cut of its traditiomal beundnries,
Jriek caused nany to curse and chout

But the sea was too big,

And all their efforts were in vain,

For the sea was checked,

But found a different way

To roll down the high street,

Liberating dead fish, stusages,

And human cast-offs, floating rubbish.

When the sea had rid the land

0f everything it didn't need

The waters rolled back iato their decent and proper place,
And the bad things started to creep in agein.

Jummine. 6 Arts Upper.

THE ENDING,

Today - as dawn approaches fast

I8 the ending.

in the windswept streets o Loundon,
There is silence.

Loving couples wallk, for tle last time.
Already sentimentality is iaking over.
Fifth Avenue night clubs b.are out
half cheering Schumann symjhonies,

in repentance.

Hiroshima tram cars clang ‘heir way
through the half desecrted itreets,
This was it,

The Ending.

Thomas DuBoyce. 1A.



TREES -~ a passing thought.

The poplars and birches of the fisld

Do not fall into the class of glass and steel,

The ash and oak will die each year,

But buildings will remain the same till demolition
squads appear.

For trees were not designed to fit

Intc an age where concrete makes the streets,

And the time-~withered fig.:

That grows amongst the crushing stones,

Will one day feel the axe of change,

Rasping on its time-honoured bones.

MORE TREES - a coming~back-the-same-way thought.

THE SONG OF THE WOODCUTTER.

As i 1ay in the coffin trying not to laugh
I recognised the wood — it was from a tree
Ard as i climbted out from the wood that hated me

I felt a2 trickle of sweat run from under my arm.

AND ME,

Ghosts in the morning-

While 1'm still in bed they thump, and bump.
And make themselves a cup of tea,
And sometimes bring one up for me,
And playing ghostly waltzes on their
Creaking, cracked ghost violins,

And sometines when i1 go cownstairs

I see the ghosts-

A shivering quivering menory

Of how everything used to Dbe

A photograph of you

And me.

Cumning. 6 Arts Upper.
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P mon gazed

g o filgare trimafixed.

W le he sabched, “he ground shivered

A smell), timorous urembie

e e, red «orn gave WY,

A ommall. tush greecn shoot eppesred
wpefully iy roae

¢ wapered Te an judefingbly small point

Thewatehor was separated from 1.
4 by glass, =

e delrenve leaves parted,

The main gtem releaged 2 bud,

The sepals gretually opened,

A snow-white flower,

Beanwiinl, petais Jolded,

Wag seen %0 rige -

hnd everything sround dimmed

Tunder ites contrasiing beeuty.

Tha petaels fell inte place,

forming en objert of gnow-white simplicity,

A8 the Tlower exeerlled in its magnificence

The air freshensd with & sweet fragraunce,

The alien msen

Turned away.

“T. Hancock.

From: Poems to jus:ify the Bonbk.

Monday's Child
TWas a bestard
Tith three lege.
Tueaday's Child
Arraved early

and didn't atsy.
Vednesday s Chatd
Had becn taken
Cers of,
Thursday's Chil:
Wag left where ae
Dropped.
Fridayis Chilé

" Had no head

Oniys

iustead.

& gtunp- >
Saturday's Child

Was black.

Chercoal wlaci.

Sundey’e Child

Hail been beforc

Thete was no {u< else

3
'

A
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What are these shadows
on the wall®?

WHITE shacdows on BLACK tackgrounds
HUMAN shaped shadows
on all the wal s tn the north.

Yes and 211 these houses, wiy
are they all lying flat®
pointing
North?

And all these,..er - bodies that strew the ground,
why so hideously mut:lated?
And heads point. ng
«s..Noxrth

And what is that foeticd smell,
smelling of cheese, ard leprechauns, sorely in need
of bathing---
-~-Decreasing
towards
the
Morth?

And why is everything so Jiffi rent
to all T knew before?
{But not so rmuch so towards the NMorth)
Because man's vanity s«xploded
40 niles to the South.
Onf. vovomess
. 7o wonder....Shadows....shadows, ., shad—-

But
WHY?

P.I",W.F.1/69.




THE BIRD.

Sitting on the wall out there,
You can see her

Deep in thought

As to why

She sits there so

On her own, watching the world.

1f you watch, you see her stare
At all she meets

Before her;

Reflecting

On what she thinks

She could have done with her life.

Hours pass and still she waits
All on her own

- On the wall -~

Then at last

Reluctantly,

She fliee into the evening.

- —— - - ——

JUMBO*S SEED CAKE.

So you made Jumbo a cake for tea!

But you didn't think about me. |

Jumbo was killed brutally. Yes, I know.
Why, then, waste such a delicacy on him.
When I love you SoO.

Seed cake you made; which was his favourite.
You realise how I can't stand it.

Alright my case is packed if you're

Ready to sulk and be a bore.

1711 leave, though T lowe you so.

T bless the car which knocked him over!

Not a nice thing to say; well I'm callous. Okay”?
And who has made me a seed cake; so who else is
Lacking in thought for others? Eh, misse?

Miss, 1T love you so/!

BRIAN P, CARISS.
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