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THE SINNER 

"She has gone astray, 

She has 1 ost her way." 

"She is so very bad, 

She makes us all sad." 

"She was ne'er any good, 

So we ne'er understood, 

Why men are so blind, 

To  one  of her kind." 

And she,   out in the cold, 

Was barred from the fold 

By "pure good" women 

Who would never sin, 

But only sit and judge, 

And a sister besmirch. 

-Clarence A.  Peters  on 

126 Cubaweg 

Curacao, Neth. Ant. 

"ON A SANDY BEACH" 

NO INDISPENSABLE MAN 

Sometime,  when you take for 'granted, 

Sometime, when you're feeling important, 

Sometime, when your ego's  in bloom, 

You're the best qualified in the room, 

Sometime,  when you feel    that your going, 

Would leave an unfilled hole, 

Just follow this simple instruction, 

And see bow it humbles your soul. 

Take a bucket and fill it with watefr* 

Put your' hand in it, up to the wristj 

Pull  it out}   and the hole that's remaining, 

Is a measure of how you'll be missedi 

You splash all you please when you ents^j 

You can stir up the water galorej 

But stop,  and you'll find in a minute, 

That it looks quite the same as before. 

The moral in this quaint example, 

Is  to do just, the best that you can, 

Be proud of yourself,  but remember, 

THERE'S NO INDISPENSABLE iiANJ 

Marge Pokrzywa 

I find heaps  of solid comfort... 

strolling on a sandy beach...   for 

beside the deep blue ocean... 

heaven seems within my reach... 

..all alone save for the sea gulls 

...darting in and out the waves 

...chattering with one another. 

..like a group of wayward knaves 

...tender breezes touch my being 

...like a soft and warm caress - 

...and inside my heart I feel 

...I am close  to happiness... 

would that I could always   journey 

...on a peaceful beach like this 

...life would be a thing of beauty 

...overflowing with sweet bliss 

...so it is when time allows me 

I will stroll a sandy beach... 

for beside the deep blue ocean 

...heaven seems within my reach. 

Know then thyself, presume not God to scan, 

The proper study fo mankind is Man. 

Plac'd on this  isthmus of a middle state, 

A being darkly wise,  and rudely great: 

With too much knowledge for the skeptic side, 

With too much weakness for the stoic's pride, 

He hangs between;  in doubt to act or rest;, 

In doubt to deem himself a god or beast; 

In doubt his mind or body to prefer; 

Born but to die,  and reasoning but to err.  ■'■' 

•   • * Pope:  Essay on Man 

How readily we wish time spent revoked, "v' 

That we might try the ground again, where once 

(Through inexperience,   as we now perceive) 

We miss'd that happiness we might have found. 

Cqwper^ .Task 


