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TORTURE 
As I s i t  on my bed tug 

ging a t  s tuborn  socks ,
I ask m yself,  "How did I 
get in  t h i s  h o r r i b l e —and 
I mean h o r r ib l e —r.ess?"The 
next few hours w i l l  be 
to r tu r e  and th e re  i s n ' t  
anything I can do to  p re 
vent i t .  The moon i s  a
s i lv e r y  shade of orange
and resembles a b r ig h t ly
colored  bowling b a l l .  The 
s t a r s  are  sh in in g  l ik e  a 
m ill io n  f i r e f l i e s  over a 
huge green f i e l d .  This 
makes the  t e r r i b l e  ta sk  I 
have to  perform even more 
d i f f i c u l t .  I get ray coaf; 
,md get ready to  l e a v e , 
//hen my p a ren ts  say with 
a c h e e r fu l  tone in  t h e i r  
voices,"Have a good t im e ,"  

"Have a good t im e !" 
iVhat do they  know about 
having a good tim e?I could 
be going bowling with the  
boys, bu t no, I have to  go
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"Have a good t im e ."  T e l l  
me, what boy ever had a 
good time on h i s  f i r s t  
date?

 Edgar Haywood

THE UNLUCKY SEX 
Hi I Meet me, the  member 

of the  unlucky sex . Yep, 
you’re  r i g h t .  I ’m a ’ gJLrii 
Here I am ju s t  w a it in g  f o r  
th a t  c e r ta in  boy to  c a l l  
me, and y e t  they say I ’m. 
lu c k ie r  than a boy. Well, 
t h a t ' s  no t t r u e .  I f  a boy 
wants to  date  a g i r l ,  a l l  
h e ’s got to  do i s  ask h e r ;  
bu t i f  I  want to  date  a 

boy,. I ’ve got to  hope and 
w a it .  Of cou rse , I can 
always use some of the  
fem ale’s l i t t l e  conniving 
ways to  l e t  him know I want 
to  date  him, bu t s t i l l  I ’ve 
got to  hope and w a it .  Ex
cuse me. I ’ l l  be back in a 
minute. Well, what do you 
know, "he" j u s t  c a l le d  me!

And you know what, he asked 
me f o r  a d a te .  Well, he 
h a sn ’t  got anyth ing  - t o  
worry about now, bu t look 
a t  me. I ’ve got to  f ig u re  
out what to  wear, what to  
t a l k  to  him about,bow to  
in troduce  him to  my p a ren ts  
. . .  oh , woe i s  me! A
woman’s problems never end!

 Gretchen Galloway

"BLIND DATE" 
(con tinued  from page 3) 

"He i s  h e r s ,  doomsday i s  
n ig h ,  oh fo r  a genie t h a t  
could make me disappear! 
I f  only I . . . "  I thought 
mo more f o r  a t  t h a t  p re 
c ise  moment a t  the  h e ig h t  
o f  my agony, I was melted 
by the  most b e a u t i f u l  b lue 
eyes I ’d ev e r  seen.
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Can you- read  th e  t h i r d  
l in e?"an  o c c u l i s t  asked h is  
p a t i e n t .  "Sure" answered 
the  man. "CWDK." I 'm  . no 
good a t  pronouncing i t  but 
I th in k  he was l e f t  ta c k le  
a t  Notre Dame l a s t  y ea r .


