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Men

+ Women
= Equals

All women ever seem to do is com-
plain. Give’em aninch, and they’ll take
amile. So the Equal Rights Amendment
wasn'’t ratified in 1983 -- BIG DEAL! ...
Sound familiar?

It is frightening how many times atti-
tudes like these are heard in the “80’s”.
The views expressed by women are not
empty complaints. They are thoughtful
concerns dealing with issues pertaining
to womankind, especially that of equal-
ity.

The discrimination faced by women
is real and very recognizable. One
measure that would help rectify the
situation is the ratification of the Equal
Rights Amendment. This simple state-
ment: Equality of rights under the law
shall not be denied or abridged by the
United States or by any state on ac-
count of sex, would constitutionally
protect the rights of both men and
women.

Unfortunately, a large amount of op-
position exists against the Equal Rights
Amendment (ERA). Much of this resist-
ance is formed by women who are
misinformed about the amendment and
the changes it would make in their lives.
The first misconception is that such an
amendment would make a woman re-
sponsible for fifty percent of her family’s
financial support. This would take
away her option to be a full time mother
and homemaker. In actuality, the ERA
would make it necessary for one spouse
to provide financial support for the
children and the homemaker of his or
her household. Theright to be a parent
and homemaker would not be taken
away, but rather would be enhanced
because the ERA would attempt to
create a legal and equal partnership in
the institution of marriage.

T AMA
PERSON!
DO NOT LD,
REND, STAMLE
OR MUTILATE
ME IN ANY
WAY Il

Another commonly expressed fear is
that sex segregation in prisons, reform
schools, public bathrooms, and other
facilities would be discontinued. The
ERA will not affect any of these things.
The right to privacy is understood.

Another issue which always seems to
be related to the Equal Rights Amend-
ment is a woman’s right to have an
abortion. Ever since first trimester
abortions were legalized by the Roe vs.
Wade decision, the conflict concerning
a woman’s control over her body has
been hotly contested. Senators, such
as Orrin Hatch, have even introduced
bills for legislation that would outlaw
abortion. Currently, the Hyde amend-
ment blocks Medicaid from federally
funding abortions, though fifteen states
and the District of Columbia partially
fund the practice. Whether the ERA
would have any impact on decisions
regarding abortions remains a mystery;
it certainly would not harm the pro-
choice factions.

While the ERA is most often associ-
ated with women’s rights, it also protects
men against discrimination. There is a
case on which the Supreme Court ruled
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which directly discriminates against me;
It was decided that statutory-rape pena-
ties were strictly reserved for male
offenders. Some may laugh at the idea
of a woman raping a man, but it is the
principle, as well as the issue, which
should be examined.

The Supreme Court also ruled that
women could not register for selective
service. The Court relied heavily on the
“only men in combat” doctrine, which
prohibits women from participating in
military combat. Although this doctrine
is constitutional, the purpose of the
draft, to fill both combat and non-
combat positions, has been over-
looked.

One of the major fears concerning a
draft is that families would be broken
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under the law shall
not be denied or
abridged by the
United States or by
any state on account
of sex.
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up. In aunisex draft, women would not
be taken away from their children.
Congress has ample power to create
legitimate sex-neutral exemptions. In
other words, both male and female
parents of minor children would be
exempt from service.

Steps toward equality are being taken
slowly. Activists do everything they
can, but they need judicial help. In a
report regarding a woman’s position in
American society, the U.S. Commission
on Civil Rights stated that without the
ERA , “state, local and federal govern-
ments...have not taken--and most likely
will not take--the steps necessary to rid
their laws, policies and practices of the
sex bias.” That is quite a strong state-
ment regarding a problem that “does
not exist.”

o0 Ginger Woolever















The late August sun bore brightly
against the window panes. Inside, he
sat, clutching his son’s hand, caressing
his flesh with a calloused thumb.

“I can’t believe you’re leaving. You're
really leaving.” He glanced heaven-
wards, inadvertantly following the spirit-
like wisps of smoke that rose from the
end of his cigarette. Inabrutal gesture,
he tossed it to the floor and crushed it.
“Your mother and I...” He smiled at
the triteness of his upcoming words.
“We’ll miss you.” He took a fresh
cigarette from the pack in his front
jacket pocket and lit it.

“I just hope you know how proud
you’ve made us, Son. When you grad-
uated, and [ saw you standing up there
on stage. God.” Tears began to well in
his eyes, and he brushed at them angrily
with the back of his hand.

“Now you’re leaving us. Oh, [ know
it’s not forever. | know I'll see you again.
But still...” The hesitant tears began to
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still lived there.” He laughed again, yet
this time, the sound was harsh, unplea-
sant. “Almost.” His cigarette had
burned down to his fingertips, and the
sudden heat calmed him. He dropped it
to the ground and stepped it out, licking
his open palm. Gently, he tried to
smooth out his son’s hair.

He was interrupted by a knock at the
door. Someone called out, “Mr. Denker?
Are you ready? Everyone’s waiting.”

“I love-” he whispered, ignoring the
voice. “Iloved you, Son.”

“Mr. Denker? Are you through?”

“Yes he answered. “Yes, I'm
through.”

The door opened. Six tall men in
greyish-black suits entered and closed
the lid. Then, after properly arranging
themselves, they raised the coffin above
their heads and carried out Mr. Denker’s
dead son. -

oCarl Chiarilli
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The High Jump

patter, patter, patter, patter
swish, sh, sh, sh, sh

pain, keep going

rise, rise and hope

blue sky

arch, arch and hope

falling through space
whoosh, descent into warm padding
tumble, over and over
struggle to see

a bar

a slight disturbance

up and down, up and down
the wind, or me?

it stays

joy.

O Michael Pray

The candle cries its waxen tears

It feeds on its own flesh

Its yellow flame flickering
burning itself down

Charring its skin

Mommy sitting on a cardboard box
Aunties carefully applied makeup
masking puffy bloodshot eyes

And grandpa dozes in daddys chair

All these people are so sorry

(leave me alone i dont know who you are)
Mommy says to go lock yourself in your room
(but come out and say hello goodbye nice meeting you whoeyer you are i
dont remember your name)

and remember to act sweet and charming 4

(leave me alone i have homework) ;

Telephone rings--

make your bed people are coming

(arecord! 5 days in a row--but why should i now i'm only

it up again anyway whos going to see it)

i will and people will think youre a slob
(so0)

going to mess

Pat Benatar blares on walkman

with latest best seller

(on times hardcover list)

and the people chatter incessantly
(in memoriam)

0 Janice Brill









“ Silent slick and stealthy

Slinking through your evil nights

You can see in the dark they tell me

The daylight burns in your eyes...”
——HEART—

“When the day is over and the work is
done

It’s a different story as the darkness
comes around

[ try to let you know you’re going the
wrong way...”

——BANANARAMA——

“...Well I never doubted...

Not your beauty...I...change

——At least I'm trying to change

Who is the beauty now?

Where is my beast?

There is no beauty without my beast...”
——STEVIE NICKS——

“...Dark sunglasses and a cheap disquise

Never gonna hide those hungry eyes...”
Ly ——SHEEN* EASTON——

June 11, 1986
Dear Matthew,

Chateau de ville a Ingolstadt is
absolutely exquisite! The house (oops!
chateau) is as beautiful as Francois has
said! It is nestled in a sheltered valley
between two mountains (skiing!), and a
pond, fed by the “pure” mountain streams
is located about two--hundred yards
behindit. Just think of it, we could start
up a brewery here! Granted, Atwood
definitely does not sound German, but
who says we’d have to use our real
name? We could just change it to make
it sound German. How’s Achenvood
strike you? Not funny? I didn’t think so.

I can’t wait until you’re finished with
the Williamson case; it seems that we
never have a chance to vacation in the
same place at the same time. Also, you
mustn’t forget to make arrangements
for Macbeth, because you know how
irritable he will be if we, or you rather,
attempt to fly him over on a different
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flight than yourself. I can picture you
right now, swearing under your breath
or out loud, why you, of all people, have
to bringa ninety-pound German Shepherd
with you to Ingolstadt, but hey, it’s your
own fault. I mean, whose idea was it to
bring Mac everywhere with us? When
we went to Bristol, the dog came; when
we decided to venture to Tokyo, who
had to bring the dog along? My God,
Matthew, remember the time we went
onthe cruise to the Aegean Islands and
you insisted that you were blind, just so
you could bring that damn animal with
us? That was the most classic of them
all! Let’s faceit, the dog’s more cultured
in foreign affairs than my own mother!
But you know what? I still love you and
that stupid mutt of yours anyway.
Consider yourself lucky that I'm a very
compassionate person!

Okay, I believe that I have harassed
you enough in this letter. Yes, I'm
satisfied! Take care of yourself. I'll see
you in two weeks!

I Love You,
Samantha






Magazines

DWYERS

At the fountain
79 Main Street

Cliff Notes ft¥r ¥4 %% %% % Paperbacks

Agent for Trailways; Bluebird Bus
also Western Union; US Funds (Express)

OPEN 7 DAYS
243-0930

Newspapers

a trick of the night w——————————
continued from page 21

[ reached the operator and asked,
“Would you please connect me with
Matthew Atwood? New York, New
York. Area code seven - one - eight,
nine, four, six, three, four, one, two.”

“Hold the line one moment please.”

“Hello? Hel--”

“Yes, will you accept a call from a
Samantha Atwood?” the operator said
in her illustrious monotone.

“Yes, of course!”

“Matt? Hi, it’'s Sam.”

“Really, are you sure?”

I heard a muffled laugh and then said,
“My, aren’t we cynical this morning?
What did [ do to deserve such an honor,
wake you up maybe?”

“No, sorry to ruin your idea of fun,

but 've been up for at least an hour or
so. Why are you calling? You've only
been at the house for a day. Is there
some sort of problem?
“Well, not really; a friend of yours
stopped by; said his name was Alan
Rogan. He really startled me -- he just
walked in the house.”

“WHQO?”

“Alan Rogan. Matt, what’s wrong?” |
was beginning to get worried. “Matt,
are you still there?”

“Uh, yeah, still here. Are you sure he
told you his name was Alan Rogan?”

“Yes, I'm positive. What is it Matt?
There’s something you’re not telling
me.”

Matt sounded shaky over the phone
and 1 didn’t like it. In fact, I didn’t even
want to hear what he was going to say;
the wards were inevitable. “Sam, Alan
Rogah is dead, he has been for twelve
years. Twelvelongyears. He was killed
in an auto accident. Areyou sure, posi-

tively sure that this man told you his
name was Alan Rogan?”

“Yes, I'm positive. Alan Rogan, ex-
marine, clean-cut kind of quy. Had
brown hair, brown eyes, and was about
six-two. But didn’t you say he died in a
fire?” | was positive that that’s what
Matt told me. A helicopter fire in Viet
Nam twelve years ago. Matt had been
there; he saw it all he said.

“No, uh... it was an auto accident.
You remember...”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“Now Sam, you’ve got to listen to me.

You’ve got to get the hell away from
that house. The sooner the better. In
fact, leave tonight. Get as far away
from there as you can.”

“Matt, don’t scare me like this.
What’s the deal with this Alan Rogan
guy? Tell me!” 1 could feel myself
getting hysterical. “Matt, for God’s
sake, tell me what’s going on!”

“Sam, | can’t tell you over the phone.
Please try and understand that. Tl
leave early, and I'll be with you in two
days, okay? Just make sure you get out
of the house.”

“Alright. Matt?”

“Yes?”

“I'm really scared.”

“l know. But hold on for just two
more days. | love you.”

“I love you too.”

“Good-bye. And remember--”

“Yes, Matt, | know. Be careful.
Good-bye hon.”

After hanging up, the whole episode
and conversation seemed like a dream.
In real life there weren’t ghouls, ghosts
or creatures from the crypt. (Maybe he
hadn’t said his name was Alan Rogan. |
could’ve misunderstood him the same
way | misunderstood the way he had
supposedly died. Funny, though, I

usually don’t forget things like that.) 1
mean, Bram Stoker invented a great
vampire, and Stephen King made up a
wild tale of a burial ground that could
bring back the dead, but it was all a
fantasy, a story of fiction. The more |
thought about what had happened earlier,
the more ridiculous it seemed.

“God, sometimes 1 psyche myself
out. Stephen, wherever you are my
dear boy, may you live with the satis-
faction that your writings have ruined
the mental functioning of this individual.”

I said this out loud, hoping that in some
way, by telekinesis maybe, that Mr.
King could hear me.

I decided to get my mind off of
everything by working on my latest
counseling case. It was one of those
cases that required my undivided atten-
tion and in my present state of mind I
was completely unable to concentrate.

After about three hours of trying to
get my mind on my work, [ realized that
[ probably wasn’t going to get much
further than I already had, which was all
of five-and-a-half pages of hand written
notes. So much for accomplishing
much of anything tonight. [ decided
that sincel wasn’t going to get any work
done, [ might as well make the most of it
and enjoy a night (more like early
morning) of movie watching on the
VCR I had brought with me for a night
such as this. | decided upon a movie
that had a good music score and a

decent plot--Top Gun (1 acquired this

illegally from a friend in the theatre
business). I really need to learn to get

control of myself whenever 1 see the
volleyball scene because sooner or later,
hopefully sooner, I'm going to jump into
the television and rape Tom Cruise.

Mmmmmm... too good to think about!

After placing the tape in the machine
and then curling up on the couch, |
began to enjoy my sole two hours of
relaxation and almost immediately I felt
myself drifting off to sleep.

Much later, during REM sleep, |
began to realize--deep down inside--
that something had changed, that some-
thing had gone wrong, very wrong.
Slowly, almost dimly, I regained enough
consciousness to realize that | was
being crushed by an incredible weight
pushing on my chest, crushing the very
life out of me.

[ gasped for air and tried to fill my
lungs. Finally! I was able to get in one
good sized breath. Terrified, I began
screaming and, as I did, I opened my
eyes only to see a huge, black, hairy
wolf-like beast upon my chest. The
beast’s burning red eyes were searching







































