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To the Editor: 
I am an inmate in prison. I am very lonely and don't have anybody but 

my parent to write. I would like to hear Trom anyone interested. I would 
like some mail Tor Christmas. 

Thank you. 
142-079 UadseyPhiloh 

P.O. Box 787 
Lucasville. Ohio 45648 

To the Editor: 
Beginning on January 3. 1977 the undergraduate information windows 

or the Registrar's Orfice will be open to students from 9:00 a.m. to 4:45 
p.m. Only window service will be available from 9:00 a.m. to 12:30 in the , 
Day Session Office. All office staff will be available to serve students from 
12:30 p.m. to 4:45 p.m. We regret that we are still unable to permit full ac­
cess to the office staff at this time. 

Peter Prekn 
Registrar 
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myself with my very own eyes what 
a bastard he is. And it would have 
felt good to scream and carry on 
like 1 never let myself do and 
maybe even . . . Oh. I don't know. 
Slop them somehow. Get rid of the 
girl. But he wouldn't come to me. 
He couldn't stand it. He wouldn't 
be able to look at me or touch me. I 
can hardly stand it myself. And 1 
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used t«> be so liill-llcshcd. lie tisctl 
to just grab on lo nic and laugh, so 
happy in ihai dccp-ihroaicd way of 
his, and icll luc how glad he was 
that I had become a woman and not 
stayed ihai skinny liiile chippy he 
had met back in Chicago, lie was 
loaded then, and even a worse lady-
killer. Well, he was always doing 
something not tjuitc atH>vc-b()ard lo 
make ends meei. But I never com-
plainetl about it. That was his way. 
I had'tiK studio and the company 
and Ciod knows we couldn't have 
lived off the money coming in from 
(hem. He always got away clean. 
But you'd expect that from a man 
like Chuck. Life wasn't about to 
catch up with him. We did have 
some good times. Yes. There were 
some good times. It's getting 
dark now. Air's cooling off a bit. 
David should be getting off work 
soon. I'm going to insist that he get 
some sleep tonight. If he can't sleep 
here he'll just have to forget about 
me for tonight and go to his own 
place. I can always phone him if I 
need him. Got to watch that I don't 
take advantage of hiin. I'm getting 
a little selfish lately. But it's no ex­
cuse. It's the same world. But don't 
i have the right to expect something 
back from the world? Some kind of 
compensation. Hey, I ought to 
know better than that. It's just me 
that's changed. That's all. But 1 
don't feel different inside. Not in 
the ways that matter. Not as dif­
ferent as people treat me. They 
make me so nervous, always asking 
how 1 feel and if I need something 
and looking embarrassed. We both 
know that these are silly questions 
and that they mean well and what 
else can they really do under the cir­
cumstances. But damn it sometimes 
I wish they would just let me be. 
Just let me slip away quietly and 
without fussing. David will be here 
soon. Now he talks to me about 
everyday things, as if things were 
just going to go on and on. The 
way normal people do. If I look 
him dead in the eyes and we both 
know that it's just pretend. I know 
it's alright anyhow. That's what 
comes from speinding a lot of time 
with someone and going through a 
lot of triak together. Pe<H>le seem 
to know how lo deal with it then. 

IMPORTANT: Space Is Extremely Limited-Reserve 
Today—Call Your Travel Agent Now or Adventure 
Holidayt International at (212) 343-2714 • (516) 593-2202 

Ai least it l(M>ks that way when 
we're logeiher. Maybe he cries a lot 
jusi like I do, all alone, late at 
nighi. when notKKly's around. 

Oh. that must be David now. I'd 
know the sound of his siep 
anywhere. I've watched him 
growing and seen his stride 
lengthening uiiiil he was a man. 1 
don't care what lie dites in bed. 
I le's a man t)ecause he cares atM ûi 
people. Any kind of people. You 
can depend on him. He's never lei 
me down. His footsteps sound 
heavy and slow tonight. 1 know 
that last flight of steps must be get­
ting lo him. Damn, I didn't get a 
chance to fix myself up. That's 
what happens when you get in­
volved in all sorts of nonsense, wat­
ching the sky and reminiscing and 
such. I'll just pinch some life into 
these cheeks like Momma used to 
do so Pop wouldn't say I looked 
anemic. It got her so mad like she 
wasn't doing her job right or 
sdmething. Pop was a terrible 
tease. There. And smooth back my 
hair a bit. God, I'm sweating even 
with this breeze. I'll just ask him to 
open the window wider. No, he'll 
just scold me and get a nice cool 
washcloth and hold it to my 
forehead and pretend to be mad 
about the air and so on. Now let me 
puff out my pillow. Oh how my ar­
ms ache. There. I made it. There's 
the key in the lock. 

"Oh. ii's you. Sugar. Come on 
in. Those stairs don't get any 
easier, do they? Hey. I bet you 
forgot something. Should we run 
down the list to see just how badly 
you've let me down? Oh, of course 
you didn't. Hey. don't look so 
proud of yourself. Pride comes 
before the fall, remember. You 
ought to be ashamed. You're an 
angel. Come on and sit down next 
lime. You look really lired. Job 
running you ragged, isn't it? Rest 
yourself a minute. I'm not hungry. 
Dinner can wait. Next to me. I 
know, it's been a long, hard day. 
Waiing for the day to end. There, 
give me your hand. How nice and 
cool it is. You have such lovely 
Hngers. Now stop grinning and tell 
me what's going on out there in 
that big bad world and jusi what 
you're doing about it." 
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1 was always of (he opinion ihai the ad­
ministrators at the college were, for the most 
part, insensitive lo ilic siiidenis' interests and 
needs. I believed ihai guys like Marshack 
(your top level administrators) lived in posh 
duplex apartmenis and as far as ihcy were 
concerned nothing mattered besides the si/c 
of their paychecks. In fact, I speni nights 
nursing visions of ihc*se (quote) ad­
ministrators rolling naked on shag rugs and 
laughing out loud because (hey cut another 
department yet they still made (housands of 
dollars a year. But then (hanks to (he good­
ness of a professor. I have met some of these 
administrators informally and discovered 
what a simple minded, adolescent vision 1 
have had. 

Like get into (his: 1 was running my mou(h 
off about (he problems a( C .C .N .Y . at a din­
ner table in a tavern just o f f Washington 
Square Park. Seated across from mc was Ted 
Gross a Vice President of City College. 
Steve Sondheim, the man who wrote the 
lyrics for Wesi Side Story. Gypsy, and 
Pacific Overtures, and other luminaries. I 
focused on the arts. 

" I t 's a shame that in a city with the most 
experimental theater in the world the " C i t y " 
college doesn't have its own theater and/or a 
comprehensive program for aspiring actors, 
directors and playwrights." I said. 

And Steve Sondheim shook his head side 

(o side. " I t 's frightening." His voice was 
soft, l^arlier thai evening he had given a lec­
ture a( (he Andiron club on the musical 
theater, its impor(ance. pas(. present and 
fu(ure as an art form. He pointed ou( (ha( as 
he (raveled across (he United S(ates he 
discovered (here was a lack of (hea(er and ar-
(s programs in the American Universities. 

"Sure it's frigh(ening." 1 said. I've 
worked with kids from (he Leonard Davis 
Center and because (here aren"( decent 

are no apprenticeship playwrigh(ing 
programs a( City. It's a damn shame." I 
slammed the palm of my hand down on (he 
table as hard as 1 could. 1 wanted (o make 
sure (ha( (he Vice Presiden( of (he college 
heard, hoping (ha( in (his informal se(ting 
he'd be persuaded (wha( with his peers at (he 
table and Sondheim at his elbow) (o make a 
commi((ment (o (he arts. However, as the 
last sounds of my voice echiKxi in my ear 
drums 1 no(iced (hat 1 was no( (he only 

facili(ies they have to work off desk tops. 
A n d I also know alot, alot. of playwrights 
who have given up the theater because there 

(quote) concerned soul. 

Gross at some point in my speech had 
engaged in a discussion with Sondheim. He 

(alked passiona(ely aboiK the plans lor the 
construction of the theater for the Leonard 
Davis Center. It seems, from what I 
overheard, if cons(ruciion isn't resumed by 
(he end of the (nonth (he plans for (he (he;i(er 
wi l l be abandoned—ka-pu(. h had 
so(ne(hing (o do wi(h (he (nonies withheld by 
(he Bowery Savings Bank. bu( don'( (ake my 
word for it. I hiid been drinking wine so (he 
de(ails escaped my precep(ions; and I was far 
more concerned widi (he faci thai as CJross 
spoke he banged his palm down on (he table 
harder (han 1 did. because I realized, as if I 
had been s(ruck in (he eyes by the beam of an 
air raid beacon, he cared as much as 1 did. 
He cared. 

So I put it: why don't (he studen(s (par-
(icularly the Student Senate) and (he ad-
minis(ra(ors ge( (ogether and approach the 
problems of our college as if they had a room 
to paint? They can decide who will bring the 
brushes, (he pain( and supply the manpower 
because there is a job to be done and both 
sides, by virtue of (he posi(ions (hey hold 
(their responsibility, to the well being of the 
students and the college a( large), must care 
and ac( quickly. Or else. Ie( (he walls peel 
and crack. 

O f course, there will be (he skep(ics who 
will say this is "politically naievc." and/or 
childish but hell, buddy. 1 say. I can get away 
wi(h (his because it's Christmas and I wan( 
it , 1 want it,/H-ff/irf/. 

Tyrone stood on (he corner of 126th Street 
and Eighth Avenue, scratching his left a rm. 
it was September 9. 1999. and hot as a 
motherfucker in (he big apple. 

Across the street siood Central Project 
Number 3. nine blocks long and almost as 
high, housing one eighth of Harlem's 
population. Still scratching his arm. Tyrone 
peered up at the hundreds of barred win­
dows, each one crowded with black, beige, 
almost while faces s(raining for air. some 
breeze to their confincmen(. h'd be a long 
lime before ihey got outside. Tyrone knew. 
Since (he placing of all Harlem under 
mar(ial law in ' 8 1 . and the destruction of 
tenements and erection of the eight Central 
Projects in '84, nobody went outside until 
they were told, or (hcy'd have a hole in (heir 
ass. Anyway, even if someone had been 
rebellious and (ried to get out. Tyrone knew 
i( was impossible. The bars on the windows 
were se( one inch apar( as well as made of 
reinforced steel. The doors were steel too 
and locked from the outside, by computer. 
Thin steel rods descended from (he ceiling (o 
lock over(op (hese doors when the Central 
Projec('s tenants were returned from their 
liberty time and accounted for. 

The cigh! groups of 500.000 people who 
lived in (he Cen(ral Projects were allowed 
four hours of Liberty Time each day. on a 
rotating time schedule. The heavy steel rods 
were lifted, doors opened, and every four 
hours half a million pieces of cooped up. 
repressed, black humanity lltHxled the 
streeis. Or (he Central Medical Commissary, 
more precisely. 

Back in *8.^ the govcrnn>eni had decided 
Harlem had been totally milked of all 
financial gain, and outlawed free en(erprise. 
Workmen had come in armored bulldo/ers. 
building giant grey stone buildings, with 
names like Central Medical Commissary. 
Central loodstuffs Distribution Point. 
Populaiion Arresoiion Central, ihc names 
were too numerous to remcn»l>cr. I hcy'd 
given everyone ration cards and (akcn a«ay 
all (he money. I^crvihing was tree for 
niggers now. About (he same lime they'd 
begun erecting a concrete wall at I IO(h S(reci 
at (he park, which evcniually came to be 
foriv feci high and elecirified. encircling all 

o f Harlem. No black faces were allowed 
below llOih Street. It was just as well to 
Tyrone. Nothing was free down there 
anyway. 

Things were alright for Tyrone nowadays. 
At least they weren't any worse. Before 
Martial Law and the Aboliiioa of Money, 
he'd been broke and on the streets all ihc 
time. What little money he could scrounge 
up off women and stealing was spent trying 
lo get some drugs, and half ihc time what he 

.got wasn't enough, or beat, what with the 
Turkish Drought and the Nuclear Abolition 
of South Last Asia. 

In the old days his habit was like trying (o 
get enough food lo survive to gel high. Lven 
if he got enough, next lime he wanted more. 
What he wanted and needed grew and grew, 
what was possible for him to get. what he 
had. shrank. Now. all that weight was off 
him. True, he was kep locked in Central 
Project 4 where his room was. twenty hours 
a day, but it was comfortable: color T . V . . 

copping abilities to white boys from 
downtown. Tyrone couldn'( make i( doing 
(ha(. He couldn't (ake (he pressure, he was 
too selfish, he would radier shoot all (he 
drugs himself. 

During Liber(y Time Tyrone would walk 
down (o I26(h Strce( and Lighth Avenue, 
across front (he Central Medical Com­
missary, and stand around wi(h his friends, 
all of (hem (atking and scra(ching. A few 
would speak of (he past fondly, of taking the 
train down to Chinatown to cop brown 
rocks, of famous brands of dope like Wizard 
Brown. Lagle '76. The Payback. Those who 
did no( speak listened, luxlding silently, 
eyelids closed, lips sagging, always the hand 
on arm or groin, scratching, scratching. 
Every few minutes (he lalkcrs and nodders 
would glance over at the C'entral Medical 
Commissary, waidng for it (o open. It was a 
peaceful wait. Clocks had been banned in 
Harlem since Martial Law. useless to people 
who were going nowhere. The days were 

stereo, and lots of I'IHKI pellets. .Anyway, for 
Tyrone the coiilincmen( was wor(h the short 
I.iber(y Time. When ihe I K I K ot his Projec( 
rang and (he grating of steel nnls signaled 
(he coinineiKcmeni of Ccniral 4 'N 1 ibcrty 
T ime. Tyrone was always seized by ecstasy. 
The thought oi four hours, unhassied. in the 
Ntreeis. prowhng around, scratching, talking 
(o Slim, Peaches. Sireich. cronies from the 
old days when they'd all been junkies, 
oiiicasts. lyrone loved Ihis. Mouthing, 
lipping, jive talking, it was Tyrone'v forte. 
wha( he did best, ii was all he could do. In 
(he old days the smart junkies sold quandiy 
drugs, gaffed on the streets, selling (heir 

broken only by (he opening ot n Ccn(ral 
Projcc( and the Cen(ral Medical Com-
niiss;iry eight times a day. 

Now, \(andiiig on the corner, wiping the 
sweat from his lace wi(h (he viccve of his 
tunic. Tyrone fell the siir oX inovcment. the 

; rush of evpeciaiioii from the crowd that 
MgiU'led the opening «»f Central Medical. 
L'nhurr.cdiy he r;iovcd toward one of thirty 
conveyor beliv inlaid on ihc Ntreci which had 
•list tx'cn activaied. Around him. v^omcn. 
men. children, lecnagcrs, babav and auntiev 
josiled for a position on the conveyor, 
laughing and talking. In the old day\ , 
Tyrone remembered, (here was no laughter. 

Ii((le (alk. (his had all been a deadly serious 
business. 

The conveyor on which Tyrone rode was 
almos( (o (he doorway of Central Medical. 
Moving (ovvard it Tyrone could .sec the rows 
and rows lo dispensing machines, their sieel 
arms reaching inii lo injcvi iKissing brown 
arms with a pale while liquid. The dispensing 
machines were self opcra(iiig and had 
another arm which replaced the empty vial 
with a full one af(er each injection. Ihcrc 
were no huntan beings in evidence inside ilic 
vas( Central Medical except in (he ciM)king 
rtH>m. which had huge unbreakable windows 
behind which small white technicians toiled 
tnakiiig medicine. Ten huge CtxraCola 
bottle caps, ten fee( in diameier. were held 
beiween the open prongs of a giant bobby 
pin which rested over a huge furnace. ln(o 
the bottle caps water was run from ceiling 
fix(ures. When (he caps held sufficient wa(er 
(he (echnicians chmbed ladders up the side of 
ihe cooker, carrying fif(ccn pound bags of 
fine white powder stamped Thailand or 
South East Asian Work Camps. These were 
dumped in(o the CMikcrs. boiled lighdy, 
strained through great coKon fibers, and 
sho( in(o passing Mack, brown, beige arms. 

Passing (he dispensing machine on his 
belt. 1 yrone fell the cold metal seize his arm. 
slap for (he vein, slick iis needle in. The 
(hiiig done, moving away, rubbing the hti on 
his arn». Tyrone fell sitghdy annoyed. The 
fucking machine was cold. It was noihing 
like (he old days, when he'd go lo a \h«>oting 
gallery wiih friends, ihey'd M I around 
getiing off . getting each other off. In die 
neck. be(vveen the fingers, on (he ankle. Shi(. 
.•\( least ii wasn't the s;ime arm every KIHI-
damn day! 

r.mergine from (he building fyronc 
blinked, tcehng the sirone -̂ un in his eyes, 
feeling (he line dope tliiNhinc hot through 
the center of his bones.. Inctmsciotisiy. hiv 
hand weni to his h.ilK and K-gan \craiching. 
Around him hi \ people did ihe same. He leii 
fine, he was lovely, he didn'i give a shii. In 
Ihe hoi sun and embrace ol ihe hert>in he 
decided to walk up ihe sired and hulKhii 
with his pals alxnii the old davs. Shii. I i was 
fun to talk atxMii (he old days when you were 
high and knew where your ncxi fix was 
cominKlrom 
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Waltlm f©r /Hy Mar t€ Cel Heme 
By Margo Mack 

David has beep wonderful. Washing the 
muck off my body, gathering up the soiled 
sheets, opening the curtains wide so I can 
look out on (he rooftops and hear the noise 
from the streets. Reminds me of Paris. I 
mean, the way it looks. Bu( (he sounds and 
noises are diffcrcn(. I think that's really 
what you remember about places and 
people. People by their voices, the quality of 
their laughter, how their sighs sound. In 
your guts you know a place by its smell. And 
a single whiff of bacon fat sizzling in a pan, 
well that can take you all the way back, years 
back to Sundays in the kitchen and Mom­
ma's pretty buiicrfly apron and the dogs 
sneaking up on the table and you throwing 
scraps to them and trying to look innocent 
and Momma and Pop smiling at each other,-
knowing all the time and not saying a word. 

Oh how my legs ache mc today. Poor 
David. All those stairs he has to climb. And 
just to bring mc something. He looks 
terrible. If only he would catch some sleep at 
night. But I understand his silling up in (ha( 
chair with his book. I'm scared to fail asleep, 
too. 1 keep looking at the door, expecting 
someone to walk in and, oh it makes mc cold 
inside. David and his book, with his head 
nodding down to his chest, wrestling himself 
out of sleep, opening his eyes w(ide as he can 
to let the light in so he won't doze off again. 
Yes, I understand perfectly well. 

Chuck never would have done all this. He 
would have hired a nurse, someone pretty 
and clean and fresh-smelling. They probably 
would have ended up making love in the 
bathroom, thinking I'm asleep, but him 
covering her mouth with those suffocating 
kisses ot h($ ro keep her quiet just in case. 

David, iiiough, he likes other men, so 
that's never been a problem with us. It 
always kind of jars me when he acts gay. 

though. He does that when he wants to be 
funny or when he's meeting new people or 
around a bunch of his friends. Doesn't do 
thai when we're alone. His voice and walk 
even change. Calls himself my common-law 
husband. And him so much younger. Maybe 
it's belter to be married to a man like that, 
sacrince some of wha( you (hink you need, 
what you hunger after all your life and get 
starved of anyway by some crazed fool who 
can only understand his own needs. 1( tickled 
me so much when David asked me to marry 
him. I'll never forget that night. He even 
tried to seduce mc. Would he have been in 
trouble if I had given him the go-ahead! 
Naw, but I wouldn't do that. I just couldn't 
stop laughing because ii just seemed so 
peculiar. I mean, I've known him since he 
was aboui seven and first started coming to 
ihe studio with those skinny legs of his and 
that long, lean head. Knew he was a talent 
right away. It's a shame a man like that can't 
get work. Not even in Broadway shows. I 
just don't know what's wrong with the 
business these days. People just don't give a 
damn. I wonder does life really change or do 
we just think it does. Like sometimes I won­
der if I had married David, would I have had 
a different life? Maybe I wouldn't have been 
lying here right now, wasting away, losing 
control of every thing. . . 

Soon I'm goin g to have to look at myself. 
Everyday, I push back the sheets and look at 
my body. I can count the folds of loose skin 
and measure the days, just the way they 
ngiire the years by the rings on the trees. I 
still can't believe my skin has really turned 
grey. I mean grey. The color of that lentil 
soup we used to order in Germany because it 
was so cheap and fllling. Even then I hated 
the color. But it smelted so good that I 
overlooked it. Rich and thick and warm 
going down. In those brightly Jit guesthouses 
noisy with ugly language but kind of 

cozy anyway. People that I liked a lot 
around me. Lots of laughing, dirty jokes, the 
whole bit. Nonsense. Trust. Thai's when we 
started (o ge( a name for ourselves. Things 
started picking up some. It's true what they 
say (hat you have to leave home to get a 
break. America's funny that way. Never 
trusts itself lo know what ii hkcs and what it 
doesn't hke. But 1 have to admit I always 
missed it when I was away for any period of 
lime. The funkiness. The informality. The 
an of hanging out. 

1 wonder if they've managed to contact 
Louise. On lour. Hard to gel in louch with 
people when they're doing one-nighters all 
acro.ss Europe. I didn't want them to tell her. 
Didn'i want her to come rushing home and 
sac'ifice everyihing, like I knew she would. 
She stands a good chance of making it. Slim 
as a willow, just like Chuck's first wife, but 
his color. Neat body. Soft, pretty face. And 
a lot of drive. That's the mosi important. 
You've got to have that. 

When is it that 1 have to go lo the hospital 
again? 1 don't much see the point of draining 
my lungs and giving mc someone else's 
blood. It won't make ihe difference in the 
long run. And the drugs don't really stop the 
pain. But I brcaihe easier. For a while. But 
the mindlcsstKSS. As if 1 were senile. Half-
alive, like Aunt Ethel tli^t summer we went 
to St. Louis. She passed away shelling peas 
under the widest weeping willow I'd ever 
seen. The only part of the funeral I remem­
ber is the sound the women made weeping. A 
sound that cuts right through you so sweet 
and terrible that maybe even the dead can 
hear it. I wonder. No. I don't want to think 
aboui that. There's so much else to think 
about. So many memories. I can't afford to 
waste lime on sleep either. No matter what 
the doctors say. Besides, my body doesn't 
know the difference between sleep and rest 
anyhow. 

David was so funny trying to carry me up­
stairs by himself. He's such a s(urdy. s(rap-
ping man, but my body is like a dead weight. 
I tokl him to get two strong men. And he 
comes back with one tough looking truck 
driver type (maybe one of his friends, for all 
I know, but I doubt it.) and that funny htile 
guy that works downstairs. I really had some 
nerve: I said send me two strong men. Well, 
don't you know he was good-humored and 
jusi laughed in his friendly way. And all my 
ice cream and junk he just lets us have on 
credit, so he's got to be an angel, that liitle 
grocery guy. So lucky to have David. Laura 
would have been his age if she had lived. 1 
wonder, would she have helped like he's 
doing? At least she and 1 were spared that 
terrible time when mothers and daughters 
are in competition with each other. It was 
crazy of me to have her in the first place. I 
should have known better. If only I had 
loved her more. But I did my best. I really 
tried to be a mother. But there was the 
studio. Ihe company to think of. And Mom­
ma did a better job raising her than I could 
ever have done. And these things just happen 
in life. I mean, look at me now. Who would 
ever have thought I'd end up like (his? And 
being poor didn'( so much mader on the 
farm. Here in (he city, it would have been 
murder. And (he tcmp(ations. Etopc. Pimps. 
All kinds of trouble. And always the worry 
abou( money . . . 

I gel a kick oui of how ihe landlord has 
stopped bugging me about (he rem since he 
found ou( I'm sick. The basiard used to 
(hrea(en me all (he (ime. wriie nasty notes 
and put them in (he mailbox, or leave (hem 
with one of my s(uden(s. I'd ge( these for­
mal, threatening leticrs from his lawyers. 
He'd turn off ihe heat when the rem wjs 
la(e. .And the kids would get sick after ihey'd 
sweat in class. I goi pneumonia one year and 
he didn'i let up OIK hit. .And (he building was 
always faUing apart. He never fixes 
anything, it's a mircaic :hai no one tus goi-
(cn killed climbing (hose rickety sieps in the 
dark with the linoleum so chipped and wnh 

so many layers (ha( each s(ep has a different 
level (han you'd expec(. You couldn't gel in­
to any rhyghm going up or down (hat stair­
case. And la(ely 1 got so winded. 

I'm afraid to cry. I( hurts so much. Isn't 
(ha( somc(hing. You cry because you feel 
pain and you get more pain. As if expressing 
your honest self were a sin of some kind. If 
only the (ears could jus( come down and my 
b<Kly didn'( have (o shake so. Bu( I ius( can*( 
cry a Ii((le any more. I've found (here arc 
places in me I didn'( even know abou(. Pain 
will do (ha( for you. Thank God my brain 
hasn'( gone yc(. Only when I'm drugged. 
Why do they insis(? The pain creeps ihrough 
anyhow. Well, I guess I've got lo (rus( (hem. 
Wha( else can 1 do? 

These flowers remind me of (he hospi(al. 
The smell is so heavy. I wish David would 
ge( here and open (he window (o let (ha( 
siijcll ou(. Maybe (hen 1 could brea(he in 
(hose buds opening up. Or af(cr (he rain. I'd 
get a whiff of thai goixl carih and cemeni 
smell coming up from the sircei. And in the 
rain sounds are closer. I can even hear bits of 
conversation. Love to eavesdrop. Always 
did. Sis caught me once. She was on the 
phone sweet-talking with her man. How long 
did he hang arCiind? Mus( have been a little 
over a year. Yes. I remember I got my period 
thai year. And Sis was embarrassed when 1 
came running in the room like a wildwoman 
(alking about "bleeding between my 
legs": with (ha( man si((ing real close (o her. 
Guess (hey mus( have been about to get into 
something. I was supposed to be with my 
church youth group. But after I saw (he 
blood I snuck ou( and rushed home. Wonder 
wha( ever happened to all those kids. Yvon­
ne. I was so jealous of her long, straight hair 
and pretty complexion. We all thought she'd 
be a famous singer someday. And Raymond. 
Thoughi he was the fines( li((le man I'd ever 
seen. Used (o have such s(range and won­
derful dreams abou( him. Those young girl 
dreams. What a comfort they'd be to me 
now. I'dwakeand touch myself and I'd be all 
wet and think my period had started again, 
but I'd find out that I felt good down (here 
because in my dream Raymond had been 
close (o me, (ouching me, giving me swcei hi­
de kisses on my body. I didn't really know I 
was masturbating. Ii was so much in my 
mind. Funny how sex really didn'i enter my 
mind again until 1 met Chuck. Too wrapped 
up in dancing, I guess. That man had such 
style. Everything he did had some son of 
mysiery or jus( something special about i(. I 
don't care what i( is. Bu( I wcnider why he 
had to be so mean. Never could figure (hat 
out. He'd never talk about it. even when 
sometimes he'd cry after he had hurt me real 
bad. and then I'd feel like I had to take care 
of him and I would just love him. love him. 
His eyes so beautiful when (hey were all wet 
and dark like that. The ias(e of salt in ihe 
hollows of his eyes. And then we'd make 
love to each other. And I don't mean have 
sex. It was just magic the way we'd be 
togelhcr. those (imes. And when he would 
move so gendy. picking up on every litde 
sugges(ion my body would give him. and me 
understanding wha( his need was. and exac­
tly how i could ease the pain for him. We 
had something special. Some(hing he never 
had with anyone else. 1 know i(. 

Bui he wouldn't have done all this for me 
Ihe way David is. He couldn'( stand sickness 
of any kind. .Made him nervous. He 
probably would have hired a nurse. And he 
might have slopped by a couple of (imes a 
week and tell ine some jokes. Thai's (he only 
way he knew. Bm (hen he'd K- rushingou( ro 
mcei some fine young woman m sonic club 
and (itKi knows when I would see him again. 
So It would only have nude maiters worse. 
And ihen. wiih dw nurse. I might have heard 
ihem making love in ihc kiichen or tn ihc 
hathrtHMn and I would h.ivc wished I was 
well attain lusi so I could co i:i and see for 

ASIAN STUDIES 
Join us this Spring 

WHY IS ASIAN STUDIES VITAL for hoXh the Asiar) American students and Ihe 
non-Asian students alike? 

1. The Asian population accounts lor one-half of all the woMd's humanity—NO 
ONE SHOULD IGNORE THE STUDY OF ASIA'S CULTURE. LITERATURE AND 
LANGUAGES. 

2. Asians in America have made crucial contributions to the U.S.. shaping its 
geography and destiny from the construction of 18(X) miles of transcontinental 
railroad to important scientific discoveries—five recent Nobel Laureates have 
been Asian Americans! NO ONE SHOULD IGNORE ASIAN AMERICAN 
HISTORY. 

3. Asian immigrants now account for more than 20 per cent of the total im­
migration to the U.S.—NO AMERICAN SHOULD IGNORE THE PROBLEMS 
FACED AND POTENTIALS OFFERED BY THESE NEW IMMIGRANTS. 

4. The Asian Studies Department provides scholarships for students to study 
in depth and source—IN ASIA. 

5. The Asian Studies Department provides internship opportunities for 
students to gain firsthand work experience in vital community projects. 

6. Majors in Asian Studies offers opportunities in international business, state 
and federal civil service, community social work, academic teaching and library 
careers. 

7. The Asian Studies Department is the only department which provides one of 
its rooms for five student clubs on this campus (in Compton Hall). 

8. The Asian Studies Department is one of the few departments to offer and 
provide a library for its majors—the Asian American Resource Center is available 
this Spring. 1977 

Asian Studies offers 
exciting and challenging courses, 

provocative and meaningful experiences. 

Join us this Spring! ''"'"''"'"""IZ?Z 
Department of Asian Studies 
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Roller Coaster Man 
in early summer 1971 a radio broadcast told of a man 
:vho had ridden Ihr roller coaster at Palisades Amusement 
: *ark fur five days. No further details were related 
' xc»pl that 700 miles of track had been covered. The ride's 

itendani offered these few comments by way uf human 
ilerest. 

le's been up there fur five days, 
lis <»dd ball, Ihis 'roller eua.s(er man': 
f's ridden 700 miles of track. 

bout a week ago 
f appeared like a ghusi 
nd asked if he could ride for free. 
rter paying for Ihe first four rides. 
uw, how do you answer that? 
o we agreed. 

'here's so many freaks around. 
'hese Ihin boys with dull stares 
>r stars in Iheir eyes. 
can't follow it. 

They eome lo Ihc shows; 
They hang around. 
This one loo. 
l ie wasn't any different. 
i figured he'd try- to be a big shut 
and show off with six or seven rides 
jtu show hb friends 
:he*s man and can stand the speed. 

j Well, he fouled us. 
I And now all ihe reporters are getting on u 
; and all the people are hating us. 
! They hate us because they imagine things. 
I They love lo make up the weirdest stories. 
I Yet Ihey pay 
I and Ihey waleh Ihe kid 
.' ride Ihe roller coaster 
I over and over and over and over 

' (pause) 

He might be a wonder of some .sort 
some son of mystical person 
like yon read about in books. 
I mean. 700 miles uf track is a lot of distance 
The speeds are enough to make you diz/y watching. 
If you want lo know Ihe truth. 
I can't help liking Ihe kid. 

' All things aside, he set hb mind 
c»n doing something and he's doing it. 

I can't (ell anymore 
for he's made no offer. 
l ie seems to like the ride 
just fur Ihe ride. 
Maybe he's holdini; out. 

(lonK pause) 

Waieh him. 
Kvery lime he whips by 
his fare changes. 
I mean every lime he pas.ses by me 
that smile he wears for his friends 
chnnges to a stare at me, 
a stare that could drive a man cra/v. 

You've Roi to watch these kids 
Kilher they're weirdos or hustlers 
«r Iheives or fairies or reds 
or greens or yellows or 
purple or orance or pears 
or twins or munsiers or 
movies or lelevisiiin or 
soda pop 
s«»da pop 
soda pop 
pop pop 

By BARKY WAI.I.I-INSTKIN 

Barry Wallensiein is Assist am Professor of English at City College. His pwiry has 
appeared in American Poetry Review. The Nation, i\. Y. Quarterly and The Humanist. 
He is also the author of Visions and Revisions: An .'tpproach to Poetry (T. Y. Crowell). 

it's a funny business, 
lots of odd balls, 
lots of hustlers. 

\nd now this kid. 
f)e knows he's drawing crowds. 
He knows he's a smash on the roller roaster 
ind he probably thinks he can make a deal. 

jVell, I'm no fool, 
've seen dollars 
irhen they were dimes, 
don't make bad deak. 

l e got bis free rides; 
•hiidren bring him food at 
be few slow spots, 
piagine the nerve, 
his kid off Ihe slreel, 
lars in his eyes, 
nd he wants every penny I've got. 

pause) 

In Ihe other hand he is bringinK 'em in 
pd he's a ftniKl lookiRK ki<l< 
jurdy and with lois of poirnlial. 
|e might make good. 

piagine. if things work out 
r could g«> on llic n>ad. 

Ie'd make all llie big cities 
i> in Ihe best hoieh 

We everything fifty-fifty, 
kere's no telling. . . 

His face flashes hy 
a streaming white flash 
dark cars shine against the sky 

A Medieval 
Tale of Passion 

She was pure of heart, a vision dressed 
In rays of gold, a female blessed. 

Her days and nights saw 1S summers. 
Frecof wanion. carnal hungers. 

But 16ih spring did with her join. 
Affecting thought and sweet curved loin. 

Ripe and fresh as cherry fruit. 
A crude debauch, her vain pursuit. 

Finally did the needs enlarge 
Beyond the rules that she'd been charged. 

Her hands upon her flanks did roam 
Seeking aid from nether groans. 

But watchful eyes did catch her guilty 
Exploring regions long thought guilty. 

To locked chambers was maiden sent 
With iron prisons around her bent. 

Our child chained inside a tower. 
Alone, pristine, an untouched flower. 

Her cry rang out. a wail of need. 
Will someone answer, will someone heed? 

One day a lusty l.id past near 
.>Vnd downed his cloth and ni.idc her tear. 

This girl of high bred noble birth 
Was shamed by peasants vulgar mirili. 

All men livine knew her pliiihi. 
All yearned .ICCCN\ to her siiiht. 

Bui to challenge ihi\ incarceration 
Risked a swift and surccasiraiion. 

The outlook for our nubile child. 
Only dream tiring torment wild. 

Would endless nights follow endless days 
And leave this pleasure chest unlaid? 

In nearby church did live a vicar. 
Whose tool if measured would find none 

bigger. 

This man of prayer and church and God 
Had lost his faith and found his rod. 

And as luck will come, to him it came 
The task to smite our maiden's shame. 

Up windy stair he nearcd the sinner. 
His doublet strained all set to win her. 

Left with her to ply his trade. 
He plied his all and all she gave. 

Her screams rang out across the land. 
Her needs were sated, joy was at hand. 

These virgin charms had now l>ecn tasted. 
To leave them fallow would sec her wasted. 

She found the lord he told the gentry 
.And took her quickly to his pantry. 

Blunted passion now did flow. 
No longer thought of grief and W«K'. 

flic lesson from this lusty male. 
Cict off your ass and urab some tail. 

By MitcheU Berstell 

By Zach 
the vikings 

(things higher, movth drier . . .) 
lu B.(;. and O.K. 

hey what the W<)KI> 

park time/wine talking 
atop a 6.Y 

furd 

THUNDF.RBIRD 

hey whats the price 

garbage lines the street 
like matted hair 

year thirty TWK'L 

silent 
along a vast arm 
of graffitii 

(hair co.ngulates slowly in rain . . .) 

com'on faggot 
goii fight ch'YOU 
(knock you sucker) 

words like shattered slivers 
of old wine bottles 
loose— 
with an edge 

who recognizes anonymous 

I WAS A MASTER SAR 

US MARINES 
GENT 

com'on whitcy 
whipped ass on 
the viet 
cong 
SUCKER 

(old advice: 
someone jumps BAD with you 
just grab anything— 
shattered wine bottles with' an edge) 

I TEED Oil- THE STREET 

feed off the asphalt slime heat 
a low alley crouch 
sidestepping old beer cans 
broken brick dust that 
chalks my sneakers 
n eyes blur . . . 
watching summer burn the street 
kid> buy sno-concs 
up the block 
but below the street 
i hear yoii . . . 

coming 

11. 
(later.) 

tongue the neck of swcci 
gypsy rose 
thoughts 
a chill saraband 
in cold splashes 

wine talkiiig/wasicd 
to the X am percussion 
of garbage trucks 

Ikili Hai 
vvc call upon signs of uniouchcii magic 

dark glasses and 
uiiais ihc WORD 

( O l I 45 
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Bogdanovich's 'Nickelodeon' 
is a mindless slapstick farce 
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— T — — - n r 7 
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By F R K D K R I C S K A M A N 
Pretty soon you should be seeing 

movie ads posted throughout 
subway stations calling your at­
tention to Peter Bogdanovich's new 
$8 million f i lm, "Nickelodeon," 
described by some C^olumbia 
advertising copywriter as " a laugh-
laden and touching 'slapstick 
drama' about ihe pioneer days of 
silent f i lms" (Slapstick drama?) 

"Nickelodeon," which opened at 
the Coronet last Tuesday, revolves 
around a small group of oddballs 
who, through a strange set of 
circumstances, wind up making 
films in some remote Western 
desert in the early 1900's. Ryan 
O'Neal plays a slow-witted divorce 
lawyer who stumbles into 
movieland as the writer/director; 
daughter Tatum is a glib osirich-
farm-truckdriver-tumed-brain-stMmin-
g mascot of the film crew; and Burl 
Reynolds is an ex-master of 
ceremonies at alligator-wrestling 
events who becomes a movie 
star . . . 

For iwo hours these and other 
comic (but not always funny) 
characters entertain us with an 
endless string of verbal and sight 
gags. They stumble, step into 
buckeu, fall off horses, crash 
through roofs, are bitten by dogs, 
"inadvertently" switch suitcases, 
etc., with a frequency that is likely 
to try the tolerance of even hard­
core slapstick fans. 

Music 

The acting is unexceptional, and 
the film features cover girl Jane 
Hitchcock in her screen debut as a 
near-sighted cutie who becomes the 
object of both Reynolds' and 
O'Neal's affections. 

Bogdanovich co-wrote the script.-
which we are told is based largely 
on historical facts, and the film 
does give us .some insight into the 
infancy of the film industry, 
particularly the violent competition 
between small independent 
companies and the powerful 
P a t e n t s C o m p a n y t r u s t . 
" N i c k e l o d e o n " is a l s o 
Bogdanovich's tribute to D.W. 
Gri f f i th. There is a particularly 
moving scene at the end of the film 
depicting the historical opening of 
Griff ith's "The Clansmen" — 
renamed "Birth O f A Nation" — a 
movie that revolutionized film­
making. 

Perhaps Bogdanovich could have 
made a worthwhile movie about the 
early days of the industry, had he 
been given a free hand. But with 
s o a r i n g p r o d u c t i o n costs, 
Columbia executives probably 
exerted a strong influence on the 
final product. Since the Hop of his 
last f i lm, the musical " A t Long 
Last L o v e , " Bogdanovich's 
bargaining power must have 
dwindled considerably. 

At a press conference following 
the screening of "Nickelodeon" at 
Columbia Pictures' Fifth Avenue 

Sylvester Stallone's 'Rocky' 
American Dream in action 

Buck Greenway (Burt 
Reynolds) in a scene from 

'Nickelodeon*. 
headquarters, the director casualty 
remarked to the audience that " I f 
you enjoyed it a little, you enjoyed 
it more than I did making i t , " and 
then proceeded to lash out at 
Hollywood ( " A bunch of people 
going crazy in the heat.") 

H e described himself as a 
slapstick freak, and said that he 
deliberately crammed as much of it 
as possible into "Nickelodeon," 
because he enjoyed having people 
fall all over the set. Who knows, 
maybe hard-core slapstick fans will 
enjoy this film after al l . For the 
rest. I recommend Chaplin and 
Keaton — the real thing. 

Seger triumphs on 'Night Moves' 
By P A U L U A B A I i i A 

Considering that it has been ten 
long years since Bob Seger emerged 
on the music scene, it seems 
ludicrous that he would be 
nominated this year as "Best New 
.Artist" on the highly unpopular 
Rock Awards. The fact that Hall 
and Oatcs. a trendy duo which at 
the time had already four albums to 
their name, won the category only 
served to compound the hysteria. 

Bob Seger's first a l b u m . 
Ramblin' GamMin* Man . came in 
1968 (he recorded his first single 
"East Side Story" in 1966) and 
with the exception of the moderate 
success enjoyed by the title song 
from that album, he has remained a 
somewhat obscure artist until thi^ 
past year when he released Live 
Bullet. The live album instantly 
satiated long-time supporters who 
had urged .Seger to put out a record 
which would present him at his 
strongest, as a hard-rocking live 
performer. Wi'.hin a few months of 
its release. Live Bullet found its 
way into the Top 100 of al! ihrcc 
major tra<ie journals. Seger. in the 
lone :>in. had hit upiui a hcst-
Nclling album without even trying. 

Night Moves is Seger"s latest 
venture and the tenth addiiitm to 
his discography. The new album is 
determinedly not a slick, calculated 
follow-up io Live Bullel. showing 
that Scgcr was unaflccicd by the 
;:lbum's success. Night Moves 
includes only the s;imc basic 
elements he has injected into pas; 
recordings, fhcrc's absolutely 
nothing fancy ti» be found here, 
besides Scgcr's brand of straight-
ahead r<K'k n' roll. Orwc again, this 
artist illustrates that among current 
performers, he remains the most 
unlikely to sell out. 

Like many of his previous ef­
forts. Night Moves shifts moods 
continually, as the uptempo 
numbers are deliberately separated 
from one another with soft ballads, 
a formula which fJcgcr steadfastly 
refuses to abandon. Side One was 
recorded with the Sivlcr Bullet 
l^i id (the group aftt^r which Live 
Ru lk l was named) and works best. 
"Rock and R«»ll Never forgets" is 
a mildly riK'kiiig opening number, 
in which Scgcr expresses his teen­
age infatuation with traditional 
riKk n' roll. 

Oh OH- lHtmt'\ \itll /ilaytnt: ii limd 
amJ Ifan. 
I iMcn HI Ihc imifar /tlayt-r maliini: 

II \ircam. 
AII vnu ii"i I" ill' '» / « * ' make ihe 

HcneUintghl. 
Yell, mnighi' 

Next. Scgcr leads us into the title 
track, a delightful ballad which 
conveys a relationship in which "1 
used her and she used me But 
neither one cared/We were each 
getting our share." The tune should 

make exquisite midafteriKHMi I 'M 
fare once radio stations start 
picking up on it. 

" T h e Lire Down Below" is 
another outstanding riKkcr in 
w hich Scgcr belts out the lyrics in a 
style recalling Bruce Springsteen. 
Scgcr's son^writing is basic and 
elementary, ususally charactcri/ed 
by simple rhymes. But once music 
is introduced to his words and he 
grabs a hold of the n;icrv>phone. the 
songs suddenly come alive. 

"Sunburs t . " a tune which 
boringly details the ritualistic 
experience of having to take the 
stage night after night, is the only 
straggling cut on the first side. 

The flip side, recorded with the 
Muscle Shoals Rhythm Section in 
Alabama, pales in comparison. The 
standout here is "Sunspot Baby," a 
tasty rock n' roll number featur-
ning some infectious rhythm guitar 
and a powerful vocal delivery. The 
r e m a i n d e r o f the tunes-
"Mainst ree i . " "Come to Poppa," 
".Ship o f Fools," and "Mary L o u " 
are not as striking as the rest, but 
blend together nicely to round out 
the album. Clearly. Seger would be 
wise to record exclusively with The 
•Silver Bullet Band his next time 
out. 

Wi th Nighl Moves Scgcr con­
tinues i«> spread his following 
outside the Detroit area, where he 
has a longstanding reputation as a 
regional favorite. But although the 
press notices claim that he is on the 
road 260 days a year. New- York 
City has not seen him since he 
played The Village East over two 
years ago. Perhaps it's time he 
returns lo this great rock n' roll city 
where he is sure to be more ap­
preciated this next time around. 

B y J K F F B R U M B K A U 
The story o f Sylvester Stallone, is 

the kind of rewarding drama you'd 
like to write home lo mom about. It 
is success wrenched out of Uncle 
.Sam's wasteland, through per­
sistence, determination, and sweat. 

Stallone, a son to make any 
father proud, is a glib native New 
Yorker, who talked his way from 
the relative obscurity o f an on/of f 
Sunday actor to stardom. 
Fol lowing a t rouble-marked 
adolescence and a teaching job he 
got abroad right out of high school, 
Stallone came back to the states 
and studied acting al ihc University 
of Miami . Then he went to New 
York hoping to put his name up on 
a marquee. 

But jobs were hard to find, and 
when he wa.sn'i out hustling for 
work, Stallone was cooped up in 
his rat-and-roach-infested apart­
ment. When he realized success 
wasn't around the corner and the 
bills weren't going to pay them­
selves, Stallone decided to try 
writing. A few television scripts, 
and two unpublished novels laier 
he was in Hollywood, starving but 
still writing. H e had managed to get 
a few acting jobs, most importantly 
a starring role in " T h e Lwds of 
Flatbush," but now that he was out 
on the West Coast things were 
slowing down. H e then got lucky. 

Af ter exhausting numerous 
typewriter ribbons he developed a 
script about a prize fighter called 
"Rocky . " H e brought it to 
producers Robert Chartoff and 
Irwin Winkler and they liked it. 
They in turn brought it to United 
Artists and they said great, get Burt 
Reynolds on the phone. But 
Stallone insisted the story was his 
and he was going to star in it. U A 
wasn't happy with the idea and 
tried to buy him out, but Stallone 
remained adamant. After a period 
of vn-bal tug-of-wars U A gave in 
and Stallone got the part. 

Now, a long way from Hell's 
Kitchen, Stallone and his movie are 
a hit and there's no mysiery about 
it. The film's got everything an 
audience could ask for: love, 
heroism, humor. violctKC and 
drama. Rocky is a film to please 
al l . It's about a small-time prize 
fighter who is just getting by in his 
walk-up flat, twisting arms for an 
amiable neighborhood loan shark. 
H e periodically fights in small 
purse competitions, but it's strictly 
amateur stuff. Rocky (Stallone) is 
just a local guy who is friends with 
the boys in the corner bar and fond 

of the girl who works in the 
shop down the block. The gir 
Adrian (Talia Shire), is neuroticall 
shy of RcKky's advances but sh 
eventually reconciles herself an 
they become lovers. Meanwhil 
world champ Apollo Creed (C'a 
Weathers) is organizing his ncx 
bout. For the sake of publicit 
Apollo decides to give an unknow 
fighter a chance, and chooses *Th 
Italian Stallion' (Rocky's rin 
name) as his opponent. Rocky i 
amazed, to say the least, an 
somewhat apprehensive abou 
fighting the world champion, bu 
he decides to accept t he challenge. 

• • • 
With a budget of one millio 

dollars (which in moviedom is lik 
surviving on welfare), directo 
John Avildsen ( "Joe ." "Save T h 
T iger" ) , has put together a gc 
f i lm. His knack for creating at> 
mosphere by integrating the 
characters into the story is, of 
course essential to the movie. But; 
part of the credit for the final, 
product goes to co-stars Talia Shire' 
and Burt Young (who plays her, 
brother Pauiie). Both give their 
characters a crucial dose of reality. 

" R o c k y " 4S undoubtedly one of 
this year's best films and the fact 
that it is Stallone's first real plunge, 
into a leading role as well as hii^ 
first successful screenplay, makes il'̂  
that much more of a triumph, 
has jumped into the fighter's ski 
and given it all he's got, diggir 
below the surface to reveal a man. 
as gentle and as sensitive as he i s ^ 
naturally tough and brutal. Also;|< 
he becomes, like the rest o f the cast,. * 
a typical character in a typical 
neighborhood. Everyone knows 
Rocky, the nice but not too bright^ 
muscle-bound guy; his girlfriend 
Adrian, the quiet, ordinary type; 
and her brother Paulic, the pot­
bellied, often soused, middle-aged 
bachelor. These are. as Faulkner 
would say. fle.sh-and-blood 
characters, great creations from 
Stallone's pen. They're built from 
the common man's eye level, and 
this is the backbone of the movie. It 
is what gets the audience to side 
with Rocky and to cheer him on. 
He is the underdog, the regular guy 
pitted against the face of adversity, 
the poor slob up against the guys in 
coats and ties with only his bare 
fists. He is. in short, our hero. 

" R o c k y " is optimism. It is proof 
that good guys can sometimes win , 
and that the American Dream can 
be found down a dirty side street. 
" R o c k y " is. ultimately, a lotta 
palooza. 
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Dance workshop staged by DCPA 
By FKI-IDKRIC SKAM AN 

o r the iiKmy facets of the iwrlorming arts taught under the atispiccs of the t'olicge's I conartl 
>avis Center, tlancc has received relatively minor cxposuie- a siitiaiion thai was allc iated this inoii 
t with two dance events sjHx.sorcd by the Davis Cciiier. tealuring two ot (heir ariisi -in-residence 
aiil Saiiasardoand Alvin McDiillie. 

Mr. Sjiiiasardo. who heads his |,e had been trainwl in classical 
n̂ dance company, presented a ballet at the Universitv of 

nee program last Friday. IX-c. Michigan, and that he first iHvamc 

Paye 7 

, and Mr. McDuffic held a jazz 
nee workshop on Dec 9, which 1 
IS fortunate to aiicnd. 
Assisted by about two do/en of 
; students, McDuffie. who is a 
incipa) dancer in the Broadway 
jsical "The Wiz." offered a 
scinaiing 90-minute lecturc/dcm-
stration dealing with dance 
itory, aesthetics and technique, 
ic supremely confident, 
arismatic 27-year-old dancer 
inaged to achieve an instant 
>port with his audience, which 
peared to consist mostly of other 
vis Center students and friends 
the dancers. 
•'I know the word 'dance* turns a 
of people off," McDuffie stated 
his introductory remarks. "You 
nk you have to put on a leotard 
d make a fool of yoursclL" To 
moT t̂rate that "a dancer's work 

involved in jazz dance when he 
joined the Walter Nicks dance 
company in New York. He later 
received a scholarship to study with 
Martha Graham, and has since 
choreographed for the Alvin Ailcy 
Repertory Company, and has 
toured Europe and the Caribbean 
in a two-man show with fellow 
dancer Bruce Taylor. 

He plans to concentrate on 
choreography in the future, and 
hopes to eventually form his own 
dance company and stage modern 
jazz ballets. 

Coinincnting on his si,;'- at the 
College. McDuffic said he cnji,ynl 
working with sttidcnts. and that he 
hoped to be hired by the Davis 
Center on a permanent basis next 
year. "The exchange between 
theatre and dance is very im­
portant." he emphasized, "there 
should be more interrelated ac­
tivity." Mjiny of his students, he 
was happy to point out, are theatre 
majors who dance "jusi for the 
experience . . . Wc all need to tell 
stories with our bodies." 

"Anybody can dance," Mc­
Duffie repeatedly staled, "given 
the proper instruction and at­
mosphere." • 

OI'lk4..h) l,>ltn Mjiiah-% 

'We all need to tell stories with our bodies.' Alvin McDuffie, 
a principal dancer in 'The Wiz,' conducts Jazz Dance 
workshop with DCPA students in Shepard Great Hall last 
week. 

Marbles bring Rock to Buttenweiser 

;s far beyond just going into the 
>sroom and jumping around," 
Duffie made the audience stand 
and participate in some of the 
ic exercises that are a part of a 
iccr's rigorous warm-up routine. 
i students then danced to the 
isa nova piano of Andy 
igston (who is composing an 

.ginal score for a dance coiKert 
ĥ Paul Sanasardo to be hekl 

•te next spring), and were finally 
*dy to execute McDuffie's own 

•reography, which was set to the 
K>-funk music of Earth, Wind & 

i' and Grover Washington. Jr. 
cDuffic said he had chosen to 

^lop his own jazz dance 
Viique. and that jazz dancers 
id to deal with earthy rhythms, 
arc very tempo and energy 

icious." 
. a conversation after the 
(Shop, McDuffie told me that 

ByPAULDABALSA 
One of Ihe earliest forces in rock 

music as we know it today was the 
so-called British Invasion of the 
sixties, which at once exposed 
Americans to such bands as The 
Beatles, Herman's Hermits, The 
Dave Clark Five. The Animals, and 
several others. Since that time 
much good music has been made as 
the initial limitations of rock have 
been overcome by fusing it with 
jazz, country, and classical 
elements. Currently, it is punk 
rock, a back-to-basics approach, 
which has been gaining popular 
momentum. The Marbles arc a 
modern foursome which represent 
a peculiar hybrid of the early-sixties 
British Pop ("If I catch you with 
that boy again . . .") which caused 
the turnaround in contemporary 
music, and the punk attitude that 
has become characteristic of the 
seventies. 

The band consists of Jim 
Clifford (bass), David Bowler 
(drums), Eric Li (keyboards), and 
Howard Bowler (guitar), all of 
whom seem inspired by early-
period pop IO the extent where they 
have not only retained the clean-cut 
boyish looks of such bands, but 
their mannerisms and discipline as 

, ' ^ 

The Marbles—Howard, Eric, David, and Jim (I to i)-a hybrid of 
British Pop and local punk rock. 

Naturally. well. Naturally, a band operating 
as an imitation of what is already 
passe, becomes very vulnerable to 
criticism. Particularly when there 
are other bands (The Poppees, for 
example) which have been doing 
this sort of thing for a while now, 
and execute ii better in all respects. 
These bands favor early rock 
because it's fun music, and all they 
want arc good times, so why not? 
The Marbles, on the other hand, 
mean to be taken seriously, and this 
is what restricts one's ap­
preciation of their work. 

ibralter exhibits 'spheres' at Razor Gallery; 

II was an interesting afternoon of 
music when The Marbles came to 
City College for a brief per-
formaiKC during club-hours on 
Thursday, Dec 9, in Finlcy's 
Buttenweiser Lounge. The 
significant turnout for the shows 
was perhaps due to audience 
curiosity, with most of those at­
tending seeking a taste of punk 
rock. Unfortunately, The Marbles 
arc an inaccurate representation of 
what is actually taking place 
around New York underground 
clubs, and those in attendance only 

treated iheir cars to a scries of dull 
harmonies and facile chording by 
an amateurish buiKh of musicians. 

It should be said that The 
Marbles were politely received, 
although it is likely that by the 
band's standards ihc crowd en­
countered here was a lough one. 
After all, the band was not per­
forming for an audience already 
familiar with the material, but 
instead for a constituency which 
needed to be converted. At the end 
of two sets the crowd was 
unarounsed and still hadn't suc­
cumbed to the music. In fact, the 
only time all afternoon that the 
band managed to spark excitement 
came during their final two 
numbers, "Forgive and Forget," 
and "She'sCool." 

The Marbles are a very confident 
band despite their limitations. 
Surely, iheir music does not justify 
their egotism. They work at being 
cute and adorable, while projecting 
an effective yet not overpowering 
group image. They have just 
completed their first single, "Red 
Lights," on Ork Records, but are 
still searching for a major record 
contract which they need to keep on 
par with many of the groups they 
share bills with night after night. 

c initial reaction to Ncal 
liter's paintings, on display ai 
Razor Gallery (564 W. 

dway) through December 31. 
' feeling of being helplessly 
n into them. Masses of spheres 
itshing in size seem to grab at 
:onsciousness of the viewer 
you are one with them, 
braher. a twenty-four-year-old 
Yorker, explained that "the 

t is deliberately created by the 
>f the paintings." which vary 

32x37 inches to 72 inches 
•e. He works mainly with 
rro-structures like the sphere" 
isc he feels I hey arc a 
fcrsal form", and he refuses 
fihcr define his work for I'car 
)iM>sing on it an inielleciiiat 
ning. since he concedes ot his 
irk as a sensual experience. 
he paintings". <>ihraltcr 
asi/ed. "arc open to hroa«l 
•relation because they are 
pdy iinnarraiive. following in 
»nd ot ihc sjirreahsi schtH>l." 
! artist would like the viewer's 
i 

'Yin Yang,* a painting by 
Neal Gibralter on exhibit at 
the Razor Gallery. 
own -.isu.il experience lodcliiie his 
work. Ciibralter said his paintings 
were inspired by "a desire to return 
to the womb " ("It's hkc being in­
side the womb stirrounded by 
cellular growth patterns . . . a 
totally sensual experience.") 

Gibralter has experimented with 1 
other art forms such as « 
polyhedrons, intricately sculptured § 
collages, and portraits, but he finds 
himself inevitably returning to the | 
sphere. Several of his paintings 
contain over a thousand spheres, 
but they arc crafted with such 
extreme precision that even when 
viewed at close range, one can still 
see I he dimensions t>f t he spheres. 

Ncal (iibralicr's work has been 
exhibited in several New York 
galleries during the past six years, 
but like many talented and in 
novaiive yonng artists, public 
rec«H:niiion has eluded liiin thus 
far. 

MARY ALPiiMK 

HVishci. you a 

yvXevui dkxistmas 
& 

I'The City College chorus, shown here in a rehearsal, will perform 
Britten's 'Ceremony of Carols in the Shepard Great Hall today at 
12:30. Bonnie McDowell, director. The program also includes 

I duets by Bach and Schutz. featuring Janet Steels (soprano) and 
I Constantine Cassolas (tenor). The concert will be repeated Sun-
iday. Dec. 26.3:30 pm at St. Michael's Church (Amsterdam Avenue 
i a l 99th Street). Student Admission $1. 
% ^ 
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There IS a difference!!! 
PREPARE FOR: 

MCAT* DAT* LSAT* SAT 
GRE • GMAT • OCAT • CPAT • VAT 

Over 38 years of experience and success. Small classes. Voluminous 
home study matciials Course^ Ihat arc constantly updated. Centers 
open days and weekends all year. Complete tape lacilities for review 
of class lessons and foi use of supplementary materials. Make ups lor 
missed lessons at our centers. V -

ECFMG •JFLEX 
NAT'L MEDICAL & DENtAL BOARDS 

Flexible Programs & Hou/s 
<>iir iK4Ki:l i.mi^tt of |M4>.]r.in«-. |ii<tvH«i'S .ui •iinltf.ll.Vo1 l«v»tim| kturw 
iMmr ttk.ll tii .tli lfS us to *\ni-t f i t - (J<-%I |M4-|t,u.tlM»fi .iv.ul.ai4i- fuCtTMJ 
itnjM ̂ rvtfVi H H ' tfliliVHtii.il > (HM*.*- ytHi v«- si-l*-* li'il 

Bklyn. 312-336-S300 
ManhatUn 212-S83-5005 
Langitlami 516-536-4555 
NmrJcfMy 201-«46-2662 

OmudeNVSUMOmv ^T^ EOUCATtOWAt CEtlTeB ITO 
CALL AAA AM« AA<A fiSiB 16/S C 16 S« Sklvfl 

rSif,^ 8 N - 2 2 1 S I 4 0 « ^ reST«,c.'SJ;g2 
CM»«iiw>«ftCw> SKCUUISTS SINCE I93S 

THE RESEARCH 
EXCHANGE 

Termpaper & Tliesis Research 
Editing. Typing. Resumes 

50.000 TOPICS 
SO Jourital Square, 8th: fkxx . 

Jersey City. N.J. 07306 
Tel. (201) 659-2198 

READ ^t%Q 
FASTERvJfO 

S weelis Quaranteed course 
DOUBLE or TRIPLE yo«r apeed 

. Understand mora, lataln mote 
Nationally iinown prolessor 

Claas tormins now 

READING SKILLS 864-5112 

Thousands of Topics 
Send for your up-to-date, 16U-
page, nnaii order catalog. EiKlose 
St.tXt to cover postage and 
ttaitdling. 

RESEARCH ASSISTANCE, INC. 
11322 IDAHO AVE.. # 206 

LOS ANGELES. CALIF. 90025 
(213) 477 8474 

Our researct) papers are sold for 
research purposes only. 

Levfs fiM* Ms s îys. 

They're called Levis for 
Men. But they're for 
anyone with muscles. 
Or a bigger frame. Great 
styles, in great fabrics. 
But now more comfort­
able. Sizes 34 to 42. 

9 
59TH & LEXINGTON 
22 E.34TH STREET 
6TH AVE & W. 4TH 

«>»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»# 
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Announcement 
• O R K OVERSEAS FOR T H E US. GOVERNMENT!! - a l l l ie lds - a few months, or permanent positions. 

Europe - Japan - Afr ica - Austral ia - South R ^ i f i c - Far £ a s i - South Ame<ica. The U.S. Govern­

ment Is the largest employer of Americans overseas' To a l low you the opportunity to explore wortiing 

for the U.S. Government overseas, the following book has t>een researched and wri t ten. " H O N T O GET 

A JOB OVERSEAS R ITH T H E UNITED STATES GOVERNMENT." This l>ook discusses enploymeni reouire-

mants and act iv i t ies of 13 different U.S. Government Agencies in complete de ta i l . . . and you w i l l be 

told whom 10 contact a l each one concerning current averscas employment opportunities. A lso complete 

information on: 

• Teaching Opportunities 

• Complete information on the Peace Corps - who and where to apply 

• Employment on U.S. Government Ships 

• Employment at the Panama Canal Zone - What type o! positions ihey hire and whom to 

coniac i . 

• Career opportunities m the Stale Oepartmeni and United States Inlormaiion Agency. 

• opportunities and Qualifications as a Fartiga Sarrict Olfictr. 

• HOW and Where to apply for Embassy positions - Men - Women - Secretaries - Office a 

Help - Siafi Personnel - e i c . e t c . • 

• What type of positions di l iereni C i v i l Service Oepariments hire lor overseas employment | 

an<f whom to contact. 
« List ot Federal Job informatioi* reenters Nahon Wide. 
• Further Information on Employmem in Engif»eering • Accouniirtg • Teaching • Personnel 

Administration • Recreational • Library Work . Mdinienance • Supply • Managemem 

• Agriculture • Medical • Skilled Trades • Semi-Skiiied and MUCH. MUCH MORE'" 

ORDER NOV! DON'T DELAY!! 

Send for your copy Of "H«w M Gel a J * OvarstM wiHi m UaitH SiaNs GwrariMM" - Sa.oo 

«casi». check or money order) payable to the Overseas Collegiate Research 'nsniuie. 1727 Scott Road. 

Suite C. evbank. CA. 91504. Add S0« lor mailing. 

If dissatisfied wnh your book for any reason wuhm 30 days, return u for a full refund, no questions asked 

<l»»<l»<i»<l»»<i»<l»<a»<P|BiB»<l»»»l| l<i»»l| l l | i»»»»»<i»»»<<><«# 
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Young men and women: 

You'll need insurance 
someday... 
so start now 
when it costs less. 
And the younger you start Ihe lower the 
rales. A Metropolitan Modified Premium 
Life Policy can be started al anytime 
through your age 25 when initial rales are 
surprisingly low. 

This means a lot to someone still in school, 

just beginning to earn a living, or a 

young married. The lower starting rates 

enable you to buy more insurance than 

you might expect, earlier in life, and begin 

building an estate you'll be proud of, and 

grateful for, in later years. 

Call or write me today for full details 
about Metropolitan's Modified Premium 
Life Policy. 

Samuel Farrell 
144 West I25lh St. 
New York. N.Y. 10027 
Office: 866-9418, or 9300 

O Metropolitan life 
A\liere the future is now 

Metropolitan Llla. New York. N.Y. 

l5r t l= i t= i t=at=al=t t=i l= i t= iU=t l= i t= i l= i t= i l= i l= i l=3l=alsat=i tar i t= i ta 

TRANSFER 
TO THE 
PHARMACY 

CAREER EXPRESS. 
B«<:o<ne a ptkarmacist and get into your career fast! Most piiarmaasts. 
men and women, finisli iliea education at age 23 and t)egin immediately 
to take advantage ot pitarmacy's virtually limitiess opportunities and 
rewards in the Heallh Sciences and in the research, manufacturing, 
management and martieting phases of Itie pharmaceutical, drug and 
cosmetic industries. They are also essential to the community and 
hospital pharmacy helds and government agencies. 
If you decide to enter pharmacy. . . you'll be making a smart decision. 
Follow it up with another. Come to one ol the i>est-equipped. tiest-
statfed institutions ot its kind anywhere . . . where an iti-depth cur­
riculum includes dined training with physicians at near-by affiliated 
hospitals. We also provide the only maior meflicinal drug information 
center in New York city . . serving physicians, pharmaasts and allied 
health professionals. Fnancid aid is available to students wlw qualify. 

OUR Utm » M U M W 
n i M I U C V COMPUX ON THi 
CMVUS Of THE WMNHO.VN CfNTER 
OF LONG ISUHO UMItiaHnV 
Get on Uie right track theeivrcss 
track to a rewardino career . m 
phannacy 

Apply Now For Fall. Spring or Summer EntranM. 

Arnold & Marie Schwartz 
COLLEGE OF PHARMACY 
&HEALTH SCIENCES 

1 ^ ^ OF LONG lSt.ANO UNIVERSITY 

Brooklyn College of Pharmacy 
LIU/6f)00KlYN CENTER • University Pia2a 
Brooklyn. N Y 11201 • TEL I2 l2 l 636 7510 

Please send me transfer mtormatun 
I am now attending (college) 
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