


























A DOGS LIFE

i "Have you ever felt like the gum stuck on
¥ somebody's shoe? Well, I have,

Has anyone #3ii, "What 3o you want?" in g
Jisgusted tome of voice? They alwsys say that
to me.

Have you sver felt 1ike the fly in the oint
ment? Well, I have. Plenty of times.

I'm s:cusel of emptying canly boxes that I
3iin’'t even touch. I get the blame for tracking
in the mul especislly when I haven't even been
out of joors. I'm the one thsot 2lways pets tol3l
"You're too young"™; for perties, movies st night,
dates, love storiss. I rum 211 the erranis, do
all the iirty work like chasing of some unwanted
guest, and telling the bill ¢ollectors pay or
Mom aren't home. I snswer the phone wuni say,
"Mary or Hohnny aren't home"™ when they hang over
my shoulder 3ni tell me ex3clly what to say.

I wear cast-off clothing that are miles too
big or I wear olothes that ar> too smsll. My
hairs 3 mess, my shoes a wreck, but nobody pays
any sdttention to me. But when I have something
they want or they wdant something oot of me, I'm
trested like the gquesn of inglsni. ' Then they
say "Don't yod want some candy?...You know thsat
new rel sweater of mine? Well, you o@an have it,
»++1'11 treat you to an ice-crram soda...”

I['m known ss thst specie of humen being that
ils forever getting unierfoot. I m consijerej »
pest, s scourge of the esrth. Peoples look st me
and wonisr what catastrophy brought me irto the
worjd. Noboidy really loves me, nobody c¢cares whst
hapiens to me; why I bet if I ran away from home
they'd never even miss ms, 2t hight I cry buc-
kets of tears into my pillow becsuse I'm so sor-
ry for myself. Nobody pities me. After all,
I'M ONLY THE KID SISTIR®

Ickey Miyanaga
'44

YOUNG DAZE

I think that I shhll never be

A youthful boy ss I used to be

A boy whose shirt wss insije out
And after school would rosm about .

A youthfol 123 whose pants were torn

Ani one whose mhips were ragged and worn
A boy whose hair was 411 messei up

And he wss always with his pup '

Youth is gaie of boys like ops,

Tomio Hirotsa
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LOR THE FIRST TIME

I looked at myself in the mirror. A face
looked bsck at me. I looked at the object I
heli in my hani. I raised it to my heal, ani
lowersi it sgain., I haj male a grest Jecision.
I tried to 4discuss the matter with my porents
bat they Jjust make fun of me by saying, "Yoo'rse

00 youmg yat. You got s long lifs aheai, ™on't
3o that just for one girl."

But my mini was male up. I wes sixteen now.
Why shoulin't I tsks mettars iwnkto my own hanis,
Anfjienyway she'll be @ much hapoler girl after
I'm finish I'11 430 sanything to make her hsappy.
I'm sur®e my parsnts won't obj=ct sfter it's
through.

I rais=3 the object to my temple. I startel
to think of the last time we were tog=athar. She
was in my 2arms, her blsck hair glistenine with
moonlight, her reid 1ips parted in s besoptiful
smila, her brown eyes twinkline merrily; I was
holding the most precious article in the wokli.

11 of 9 suiien her smile 3issppesrs. A sor-
prisel look comes Into her eyss. Then she sall,
"Precious, you got & fuzz on your faqgel"

Yes, I hate Gto aimit it but, I got the
"five o'clock skaldow." S0 I baid to 30 it. 1
had to shsve for the first time.

Omar Darllyn
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SOLUTION

Seven dull hours I spend each day
Learning the essentials of education.
Seven useless hours I must say;

Gosh! 1Isn't there some solution.

I report to class at eight-fifteen
Wi™ a case of malnutrition.
At twelve o'clock I8m hungry again

Goshd 1Isn't there some solution.
®
In the afternoons I get very sleepy
And miss my notes on the Revolution
It seems I'm no wiser when three-thirty come:
Gosh! 1Isn't there some solution.

Sleep like a king in the morning
Forget that new proposition

And go for a swim in the afternoon;
Therel That's the solution.

Mitsuo Ikeda
145







ALL OR NOTHIN’

There ‘comes » time in every hoy's 1ife when

Dan Cupid sends an ‘arrow Sp-aﬂing thru his hasrit,

am by no masns an exception. have a se¢ar on
my chest to nrove it., Perhsps you would 1ike t6
know how it hoppenei. It wes this way., I wes
sitting ‘on the ‘vorch“half asleep miniinege my own
business not thinking of anything in genarsl
hen qnm-thing stepped inte my 1ine of vision,
Hete Danisl s now oimine his sheft st my
hea rt. Then the srrow hit--somsthing flsshed in
my hraine-my heart skipped = bast--I wess now
wii®s awske. In her powlder dlune form fittine
sweater snd kn=e lenphh skirt, she was sn snswer
to every Georpe FPatty aimirer. And whet 3o you
know--she was lookine st me througsh those A=srk
lips _perted into on® of the most beantiful smi-
les I eaver ssw--wow!

'Be118," she saii,

I sighel and kept on lookine.

"Um--1s this where youo 1ive?" she ssked.

"I £ine1ly managed te stammer ogt "yes.”

Then yon must be My, Darliyn," she =ail an
a musical wey. "You ses, we freshmen have to in-
tarvisw a s*nior aml they picked you for ma.

I conlin't sl=sp a wink thst nicht . The
next sy I 1noked her op &and askel hor to the
Vopua Thes trs sni so it-was for = lone time.

But one 31ay, tragedy struck as it does to
211 happy lovers.

he was comineg jewn the wslk with a iresmy
look in her eves--scting comnletely out of this
world., OShe ipnorei me c-mpletely---ye2s-—--there
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wes cnother meén.
Sod--why doesn't somebody shoot th
ginatra.

Qm=r Prrllyn
'44

THE SAME OLD STORY

L ]
You go to school and sit in core,
Homework, homework, nothing more.
You 8it in clsss and start a wishin!
That you were at the slough a fishin',
The bell rings; one period's gons.
But OH, the next druss on and on.

The teacher erums Shakespe:rs into your heed,
Then you come home #and gorget what she had said.

In the libr.ry you talk behind your book,
And the librarian gives you’s dirty look.

Gosh, the seme routine, day after day,
I wish vaci®ion would come to stay.

Chizu Esneno
r4%
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I'VE HAD THIS FESLING BEFORI

e — o B |
HIS HIT-PARADE DATE
JUST ON% OF THOSZ THING
. =< $ S=-Y0Uu" 3V
IS WY BABY BLUR TONIGHT? OU'LL NSVTR ENOW.
X5 Just mot IN THZ MOOD.
- MY MTLANCHOLY B4BY, CAN'T YOU DO A FRIZND A

?
Dver the phone: | il . g%zggﬁmg TRY M7 r
B. MARGIT, HAVE *STAYS TQO0 LONG? i3, M5 ONS MORZ TIMZ, I LOVZ YOU.

. ) AWAY I’ o &
G. SITTING HOMZ wAIT Sﬁqkﬂ"kdﬁl’ﬁvve got the RA- = g v B% AROUND. DO NOTHING TILL YOU HzaR FROME®

TION BLUES, L P

B, MY IDBAL3Z AT LAST, I came in on & Wipng sand & DgNggoggi%g5; r"S!“ma'.' Slumber,
Prayer--I took the CHATANOOC' CHOO-CHOOC®-JER- ISNT IN IT, SVERYTHING YOU DR®AM. My HZART
S®Y BOUNCE--then, tough luck, JAM S®SSION  at -, GOODNIGHT SWRSTETART. '
TUXSDO JUNCTION. Meet you IN TET BLU? OF 3V<e-

NING by the SL=%P LAGOON. . _ Kouiehi Tanaka
. '44

On 3jate:

B. Here's QNS DOZRN.ROSTS.
pon't throw bouquets at me, PTOPLY WILL SAY
WE'RY IN LOV?., Oh, what A TLOVEILY WAY T0O SPTND
AN SVSNING BY TE® RIVER OF RDSTS.

FOR THY FIRST TIME (end the 1sst time.) )
OH JOHONY, I COULDN'T SL3%P 4 WINK LAST NIGHT. ,NEOQM
I XNOW WHY. THEY'R® B2ITHER T0O YOUNG OR TOO
0Bl
Walkin' by the rivey, STROLLIN' BY TH3 HARBOR
LIGHTS. It's SPRINGTIME IN 1HS ROCLLLS, .
HOW YA' GONNA' KT2P'7IM DOWN ON THZ FARM? i S
THIS IS NO LAUGHING MATT?R. 3 Ye who live earnggE!F

2 _ i T
Are you IN1$HquOOD? Ye who live on laugh{e? Srgeﬁ' t
MT HRART DT2LLS M3 THRRI'S SOMSTHING ABOUT A Yo who laugh at 11Fe are foolg o
SOLDIER. s Ye who fool with me are flipts’
LITTL? DID I KNOW--SOM3BODY LOV2S MZ. HOW i 8.
SHEET YOU ARW. - he :
WHIN THSY ASK ABOUT YOU-- L e e
SPZAK LOW, when you spesak, love. DON'T SWEOT- i
BTART M®.
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