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Do You Have A Problem?
PAGE THREE

Tell It To Joy
• /

Dear Joy,
My ex-boyfriend and I are very 

close friends. He wants to date 
me now, but I have a boyfriend. 
Here at Bennett, I don’t get to see 
anyone but my boyfriend. When 
I’m home, I see them both.

Should 1 date my ex-boyfriend? 
I want to tell him “ yes'* but “ no" 
seems to come out. It is getting 
to the point that I don’t know what 
to tell him anymore. Please tell 
me what to do.

Undecided

Dear Undecided,
You really don’t have a prob- 

lem. If you are in love with your 
boyfriend, and care little for your 
ex-boyfriend, leave the ex-boy- 
friend alone. You would only hurt 
him. However, if you are unde
cided about your feelings for both 
young men, date them both. Ex
plain to them that you’re not lead
ing them on. Put yourself in their 
place, but look out for yourself.

Joy

Dear Joy,
Today I received all my letters 

and cards back from my old boy
friend. Do you think it is right for 
me to send his letters and gifts 
back also? Or, do you think I 
should write him and find out 
what’s really the matter with 
him? This summer we were very 
close friends but since 1 have 
been here at Bennett, I get naugh
ty letters from him. Please tell 
me what to do.

Worried

Dear Worried,
F irst of all, your problem would 

be solved if you knew why your 
friend sent your letters and cards 
back to you. Perhaps you should 
write to him and ask him “ why.” 
However, I would advise you not 
to send his letters and cards. 
This would be a very stupid thing 
to do. If you can’t bear the mem
ories which stem from the letters 
and cards, destroy them. Still, I 
doubt that destroying them would

help matters, especially if you 
really care for him. Find out the 
problem, and then act according
ly. If he has found someone else, 
try  to forget him. If he’s angry 
with you, he’ll get over it. If he 
is trying to be funny, then he has 
a lot to learn about women.

Joy

Dear Joy,
I have a terrible problem. I 

feel as if I’m flunking out of 
school. I spend hours studying at 
night. I never cut class, but I nev- 
er turn in any work late. My 
grades are good, but the strange 
thing is, I have this little voice 
within me that says “ you might be 
flunking.”  What should I do about 
it?

Dear Scared,
There are only two things that 

you can do in this situation. First, 
see a doctor. You are probably 
studying too hard, and have gotten 
your nerves on edge. Second, you

must realize that this little voice 
is only your imagination. Many 
students become too concerned 
with grades and disregard learn
ing, If you are learning and study
ing properly, there is no reason 
why you should be worried about 
flunking.

Joy

Dear Joy,
I have my heart set on going to 

graduate school after finishing 
here at Bennett. However, I am 
worried about financing my way. 
I need to work and help my par- 
ents, but I feel that I must con
tinue to study. What suggestions 
do you have for my securing 
finances to attend g r a d u a t e  
schools? Do you think I should 
help my parents, and then contin
ue to study?

Confused

Dear Confused,
This has been a problem with 

many college students. However, 
there are many ways by which

students interested in graduate 
school may continue to study. 
There are thousands of fellowship 
opportunities. These fellowships 
are open to students with rela
tively good academic records, 
and to students who are in dire 
need of financial assistance. Al
so, many universities offer as- 
sistantships and other means of 
financial assistance. What you 
must do is to make the necessary 
applications. Write to the schools 
in which you are interested and 
see what they have to offer. 

In reference to your second 
question, I hesitate to answer 
because this is actually some
thing you will have to decide for 
yourself. However, you will be 
more able to help your parents 
after you finish graduate school. 
Nine times out of ten, if you stop 
studying now, it will be more 
difficult to start again in later 
years. In trying to decide, these 
are matters which you must con
sider.

Joy

Poet’s Corner
‘To A F r ie n d ’

By EVELYN BRTOGERS

Without a word, without a touch, 
without a sign, you have made of 
me a beautiful soul. You have done 
more than any creed could have 
done to make me happy, no not 
happy but very happy! You have 
done it by being you; for you made 
of me what you already were, a 
wonderful, kind and tender being.
I want to thank you for seeing that 
part of me that only you can bring 
out. I’ll never forget all of the 
foolish and weak things that you 
passed over to get to all of the 
beautiful things that lay within my 
soul and heart. All of the beauti
ful things that no one else had 
looked quite far enough to find; 
yes, someone had looked but he 
only saw dimly.

If you only knew how you alone 
make all my happiness, how all 
the hours of each day seem com- 
plete with thoughts of you. If you 
could only guess how many times 
when others speak, I hear your 
voice and when you’re talking to 
me how your eyes touch my very 
soul. If you could only know how 
much I love having your friend
ship; how much I want to keep you 
near me till death shall find me 
ready to go. To keep you close as 
a love and as a friend, hand in 
hand. But since another has your 
heart I must ^  happy to love you 
silently. I would never do any. 
thing that would hurt your chances 
for happiness. Why, I ask myself? 
If you but knew!

Chance Meeting

Many things happen in strange 
ways.

O ur m eeting  was one of many. 
O utside m yse lf  p re te n d  to know 

me.
Inside myself where is the soul 

of me.
Who am I, what am I doing here?

Many things happen in strange 
ways

I was single, alone and lowly,

They say things look bad.
Passing clouds, I watch and won- 

der,
I need for truth, tired of lies.

Many things happen in strange 
ways.

But I must say I’m glad.
That for me the world’s perfec

tion.
I’ve met you, now my cries stop. 
Your love is good news.

Many things happen in strange 
ways,

I know of one.
--FUENTAS

My Eternal Lost 
Love

By EVELYN BRIDGERS

He came so suddenly into my life 
New, beautiful, and needing to be 

loved 
I was confused. . .
But. . .
When he called, I came 
When he cried, I cried 
When he was lonely, I was there.

I did not think as an adult 
I thought only as a woman 
and acted so.

When he asked her to be his wife,
“ I do” , was her answer
And when they were as one, I cried.

Who he was isn’t important 
But in my life he was Love 
Not only was he love 
But the Love 
The only Love.

He made life meaningful 
Love seem something new 
Too wonderful
To live happily and carefree 
For him, I ceased to exist 
For me, he will never die.

I W ould Have  
Believed

By PAULETTE HARRISON 
I would have believed in a thousand 

ways of life,

When all of its darknesses and 
shadows fell.

Along these melancholy array of 
thoughts;

But nay.. .The days grew shorter. 
And the hours passed quicker. 
And all I could say was 
“ I do not believe.”
AVhy? Perhaps because I could 

not escape fear 
I would have believed in love and 

happiness 
All of its splendors enthralled 
By man’s modified glory.
Yet to discover that this would 

mean
Sharing the gody, the soul, life 

and the entire being 
Thus I could not believe in love or 

happiness 
Why, perhaps this was to conquer 

by fear.

I would not have believed in my
self

Except all the warmth and human 
kindness in the heart of man. 
kind

Could not repair the unnourished 
faith

Which was conquered by fear.

Alas, I see the days growing 
shorter

And I feel the hour passing quick
er.

Now I would gladly exclaim to 
all the world 

“ I believe!”  But I cannot. . . 
For I exist no more.

‘You And r

By CARLA FRIEND

You are a Negro, a bourguoise 
young lady. - 

I am Black, a ghetto sister. 
You attended a private academy 

for girls 
I went to a public high school.

We met in college.

You wore hi-heels and fancy suits 
I wore simple jeans and loafers. 
You conversed about the weather 
I “ wrapped”  about the war.

We grew up.
You still dress up and “ work”  

for yourself
I still wear jeans and work for 

my people.
You practice birth control and 

live in suburbia
I breed thousands of black chil

dren and live in the slums.

The time came. . .

You were a middle-of-the-roader
I was a revolutionary.
You followed reluctantly

I led willingly.

We live our lives. . .

You wear your chignon 
I wear my natural.
You have. . .
I have not.

But. . .

You exist.
I live.
You were.
I am!!!

%
COOKII^G 7

p o  TOO MAWV COOK$ ^POIL  
t h e  &eoTM 7 MOT WUEN IT COME^
TO BAKIMG AT THE PILL5&URY- 
&&NEKAL EUECTEIC gAK E-O PF. MERE; 
EFFORTS a p p r o a c h  PEEFECTIOM. OWE 
MUKJPEEP FIWAL1$T$ WILL COMPETE IM THE 
2.0'^" AWWUAL EV E tO r  AT ATLAMTA, 
GEORG IA .

THE CAHc-£.
CONTESTANTS WILL PREPARE 
I2ECIPE5 FOR. COOKIE$y P I E ^ ,  
C A<E5 AMP gISCUITS TO BE 
JUP&EP BY A PAMEL OF
n a t io n Ia lly  < mowm  P o o p  
EPIT O K S a m p  h o m e
ECOMOMI^TS. TA'STE a m p  
r g X T U K E  WILL g £  THE MAIM 
COM5)PEKATI0K1 5  OM WHICH 

'( BA<IM& 15 O U PSE P IW THE 
'  WOE.LP'5 l a e ^ e s t  KITOMEM-

$A4AtZT C O O K Y
WHO WIM5 F I R S r  
P P I Z E  w i l l  RECEIVE 
$ 2 5 ; 0 0 0 , '  EACH 
F1MAL15T A L 5 0  WILL 
CET HEE BAKE-OFF 
f i g  ELECTRIC RAMGE 
A 5 WELL A $  E:k P E U 5 £ -  
PAIP T R IP  TO ATLAMTA.


