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PERFECT BLISS

Onh! to be away from here
Now that summer’s come—
Away from books and learning
And the slow, dull hum
Of the lecturer’s voice in answer
To some softly spoken plea:
To lie on glistening sands and gaze
At sun-kissed. blue glass sea,
Or to scuffi the warm, brown dust
Whilst running shoeless. careless, free;
To lull the endless cares of day
Gently, tenderly.
Where breezes whisper on the air
And summer daisies bloom.
Where gold beams play on sun-warmed banks
And branches weave their loom,
I'd stretch and laze the hours away
Pondering many a thought
While sun heat shimmers hazily
On grass and streamlet fraught.
With all the dreams I'm dreaming.
Thoughts of life in fantasy
Drift through my mind so
Vaguely, lazily.

Anonymous.

The wind was rough

And cold and blough

She kept her hands inside her
mough.

1t chilled her through

Her nose turned blough

And still the squall the faster
flough.

And yet although

There was no snough

The weather was a cruel blough.
It made her cough

(Please do not scough)

She coughed until her hat blough
ough.

Anonymous.
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LIFE

Foul life, oh how I long to rid myself

Of your dull pain, your mockery of joy.
To halt this ever ticking heavy heart.
Which keeps alive this useless dreary toy.
The napging agony of deep intense regret
Is cleaving to my soul, is tightening like a net
Of iron. All in vain I writhe and hotly sweat,
A hopeless hell of fiery futility.

Humanity is low, a swarming din

Of beings who leer with superficial grin,
Who utier words of meaningless content,
And clamber blindly, lacking all intent.
My entrails sag within with leaden weight.
My shoulders droop. I feel no longer hate.
Or love or ecstasy or pain - a blob

Of nothingness. existing where 1 lob.
Through all the darkness. gloom and grey,
1 see afar a gleaming ray

Of sunshine, peeping hopefully.

1 know it will again subside.

Unhappy clouds and mists will hide

Its glimmer, gliding dolefully.

But ccstasy of ecstasies. 1 know

That it exists. is true. can throw

Its tight upon me joyfully. i
‘Tis not my eyes that see it

Nor vet my ears that hear.

My fingers cannot feel it.

And yet 1 know ’tis near.

‘Tis everywhere in all things,

In earth and air and trees,

In little children’s laughter,

In deserts and in seas.

Whatever part of me it is

That makes me sure ’tis near,
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GROUP NOTES LT.C.

well never have i seen the likes of it my experi-
ence in my particular sphere of following and
observing group structures is (excuse me i am
not being egotistical) extremely vast

from a certain homely web in Kew i have some-
what clevated my position (i have been accused
of being dogmatic emotional for doubtful un-
proven statements such as this)

and am at present struggling to attain academic
proficiency in the ficld of science at frankston
teachers college

s0 i began my study of science now science has
its attractions but you must understand that
male spiders have no more than human resistance
to an overwheiming tide of femininity and i
have been forced to restore my attentions to group
motivations — social science

their name is itc but thats no c¢rime

they set their goals high

annie lou ive noticed has trapped the vice pres
we have no advice to give him it happens to
us too

their name is itc but actually they have thirty
one names and attached to each name is an out-
standing  personality with individual talent
ambition and acquisition

if you think i plan to divide them asunder so
mercilessty you have miscomprehended my in-
tentions the task is too great for such an in-
significant arachnida

i happen to have had the privilege of attending
a group barbecue

a splendiferous treat observed from joys college
bag

as i watched the activties i felt distinct sensations
similar to those aroused in my former habitation
in my particular sphere of study these girls are
not particularly endowed with the need to grow
up and acquire the habit of critical intellectual
surveyal of their daily papers

in ism where they learn the rudiments of their
trade the manner and means so as that they can
tcach they excell little children enjoy this just
so much ready now girls ready

out mimicry is an art which i must suppress
most continually

i think you will agree with me when i say that
they cannot write clear plain correct english
some of thz better students however do on
occasions show delicate touches of insight and
imagination

forever they will enjoy the tuxury of hilarity
to the mystification of whoever is present at
such times of unaccountable mirth

why
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too dangerous
yes
but if they knew the cause of it they could not
write a line of explanation
various clementines pollyannas and sherries have
been produced in this inbuman factory
not to speak of well loved shapeless black sambos
which only goes to prove that these itcs are
not sensitive to the colour bar
long have i been pursued in my investigations
by mr colbourne
now i must yield
farewell o most excellent girls
i go now to the place prepared
for me
a specimen box
(signed)
zarachnida
(Written by S. Shone and R. Lees)

[

I hate the guys
Who criticise
And minimise
The other guys
Whose enterprise
Has made them
rise

Above the guys
Who criticise
And minimise
The other guys.

Anonymous.
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