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BLACK -
LION

Editors: C.F.J.Bard.,
R,Ward.,
T.Burchett.,
N.MAnly.,
W.Mahy ,

& Mr.A.R.Johnson.

sosocooocs«80 Ve have declded to start this new Religion.
It is wholly original, or wculd seem to be from the evidence we
have ccllected. We are using as our mentor a fellow who lived
sbout two thousand years ago, and are basing our teachings on
himility. The beauty of it s11 is that it is applieable to all
paople, and whenever a few of us are gathered together we can
rejoice in the sight of He that we call God., SEND NO MONEY, just
help others.

Wo do not think that this religion will be popular
as one of the things Christ said was that nothing Jjusifics the
killing of ohe human being by another. As most cf this country
has been trained expressedly Tor that purpose this Christianity
will not be penular, for you know how the Church of England despis s
racifism,

YoUuPBsa:s a0 s 5

FLEA FOR EDITORS . Luckily we now have encugh editors to suffice
but this section is s¢ popular that we have decided that it should
nave one LAST AND FINAI, appeerence. Three cheers. Stop. Read on.

CONTRIBUTIONS. As always we need conitributions, if possible they
should be typed or printed on QUARTO paper. They should be complete
with name and form and a sasmple of how you would prefer it signed.
ANYONE mey contribute but they have to be GOOD. If you feel you
can do as well, if not better, then HAVE A GO.

THANKS. Our thanks is given to Mrs. Entwhistle who t/ped the last
isgue; and A.N:al and B,P.Cariss who helped tyve this. If anyone
2lse cculd also help please inform one of the editors.

. APATHY DAY has been cancelled ewing to lack of interest.
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LI am Llunne, unprotbocied; Wndowe rou:
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~ Acrocs: Down
T. A drink, 1. Jound in a pod.
2. A tool. 2. 'ou ... a hammer far
5. A blow. hitting nails.
4, You see him at the 3., "hey lay eggs
sea-side. 4, hips sail on them,

5. You drop them
FOR SOLUTION SLE PAGE FOURTEEN By Kevin Day.
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But why d4id we queue, My Father ?
Why did we queue ?
on the roads of stone,

Before the dust, my son.
Before the dust.

Did you know here before, My Father ¢
Before the fields of grey.
Can you remember 9

Before the Dust, ny son.
Before the Dust.

Bat who shall we blame, My Father
Who shall we. blame ?
Now we have no god.

You must blame us, my soOn,
Blame us.

o

fjbard,

The Effect

Strumming of deathbeats
Agony, pain,

The bomb has dropved.
Horrible tunes fill heads
People dying con deathbeds
Heat waves of dust
Radioactive killer
Streets littered

Death smelt here.

Lungs torn out,

Coughing, splutter
Staggering wildly

On and on.,

Clouds of black

Floating around

A dog dying

Baby crying

Dying

From the bomb

The hot, sickening effecjys
Of the bomb.

Skeletens bedraggled
Dust particles gather

To eat away

And leave you

Fleshless,
1.Bundell
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WAR

We are teught thatl war is not glorious,
That it is stupid,
futile,
wicked,
and yet;

We are taughi (o shootl.

To pretend to &iél.

To ~ause misery, death, hatred,

To ourselves ernd to our enemies,

And all our love is hopeless

While we are fighting agsinst our prayers.

We are told to fight all evil

And that war is evil,

And so we should fight war,

But, they tell us to fight in war.
Thug we return an evil for an evil,
A reviling for a reviling.

Wa are attacked.

They tell us to defend.

It was said,'The best form of defence is attack.'
We attack.

And many are wounded. or killed.

By this our left cheek may be saved,

But our right is torn to shreds beyond recognition.

M.A.Seeley.



s DoosbulferY THOUGIS OF PRIVAT. JUBUDY.

There e lias;

Lost in the frigid woste

148 papicr-maché body
Honeycombed waith metal;

A humat spounge

For the wators of lunacy.

Tes: thousand dreps of bleda
Now warm, later to coapoal,
Run sluwly down his hands
Aud tortured sking

To 211 upon the groued

la silent tearse

Therc he lics;

Sprawled across the md

In starfish fashion,

iz waxen cyes,

That once did truly seec

The rising plory of the sung
Now only view a hollow moon,
Sailing ovver a blistered skys
And his shapeless lipo, .
That unge did kiss

The singing flower girl,

Now kiss instead the angry earth
And taste 1ts sanguine Ware.csscce

The major shouts his orders

T the rows of wirve puppets,

With their freshly laundered unitform;
And their brightly burnished bross:
Carefully planting in theair ueutral brains,
The growing germs of putrid hats;

And welding their starchy siasws

Into the wheels of revengs.

N longer will they thirst,

For sool fountains of peaceg

Warm gardens of amercy;

For their hands are like scalpels
That will keenly cut the cucay's skin
And dig the murrow frue his bonetc
uickly they yield themselves

To thic straight=jacket of fsar,

Tc this vast, rigid empire

Of ¢old, cathurtic orders.

(Accepting the measured falsehood
Like welcume shelter in a 5205w oocees

Amung, the gnd and ycllow s;limeg

Suldiers grope in semi=dargness;

Tryiuy ju vain to follow

The tiny pin-puiats of dismal light,
Randomly scattered across

The cratered~fields of brokon budice.
Their wouths burn and their throats cackes
f1th the poison fumes of witrivl,

That aogrily spill

Acruss the noked hedgercws ccecoeo

An2 so the man~made tiger advances
With growiny momentum,

Towards 1ts fruitless puale

Deat tu all requests,

1t rapes the towns;
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it murders the couatryside oo

The savage chords off humai suldo i
Seream to the passing wind for wercys
They cry to their unszen loader:,
Lying 16 their wells of wadit’ter iwe,
Yot they po unnotaced,

Blamkcted by tiur noaae

OF rivetting pus

Ard hammering shells,

That are the psalms cf futility,

The canticles off poin socoo

Niwe hutdred killed this vory muriiwsg
Pell like wooden dominues

Gut of their ronkse

Instantly roloosed,

From their claustrophobic chaing,
Their secret labyrinths of despair;
They lie unfettered on the ground

Io ploricus muliitude seooo

The guns render the landscape cbscens;
Aunihilating its past

Jith grave simpiicity,

Leaving the treos like nuked whatusy,
Bare monumezints, corclessly seoved

By thc dencing buj,.lc L

G o mycpic julsmas

Viclently scaved

By the waver of scorching winis
Twisted, torn and weeping,

They lanpuidly muan,

Bencath the wildew cloadis,

Te the clas=shut cars

Of those sad-voced nern,

o sound the meliing busgles

Of nemesis cococooe

There he liess
An epitaph to the foolash worlile
Forpotten Ly tho crowd
Of anpry meon,
Wihose fect ave :'.','nul‘muul"::d
To the beat of drums,
Bhcse arms enmbrogce
Their #'1('1‘(’5 s,
Purged of any wont,
Drained of avly desire,
Jds body s Lamp ond WG ariec,
lenger o man,
But not a saint,
Tim flizs sverown. his cardboand aae ks,
Ailg slorly saulzdng eyuta
A longor o moang
But o dlsvont shadows
Hao prently sang
In his short, wbubtoned youth
Thoge bLless \,'1 WOrC. S,
Pax vobiscua® ¢
longoer a o,
But o bluack 2and wiite photo;
Ans wemerbrond 1ane
At the ond of 2 liteny.

LMK,
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BIRDS.

The heron stalks among the reeds.
A frog or two upon which he feeds.

The kestrel hovers in the &8ky.
Looking for mice who cannot escape his beady eYyee.

The curlew potters among the stones.

Xnowing that worms are afraid of his tones.
The sparrow hops upoH the soil.

Searching for insects his appetite to spoil,

The fish eagle cireles in the air.
Diving upon fish to take back to its lair.

A1l these birds they all know tais.
They owe their 1ife to smaller things for without
them they would not exist.

by *JOHN NEITOR.

FRIEUDLY RIVALRY.

npore!" The open countrysides
A golf ball in the aire
Green tableau on the fairway.
Tt is & clear sunny day -

Iron on their shouldersj

With perspiration on their browse.
Softly rolling towards the holej
And a exry of exultation.

A cow in the field enjoying the grass.
it stops just short. The cOwW MOOS.

gut with the puiter, and with careful approach
A strike at the ball sends it home.

Bushes and trees with birds who sing
Admire the man who played the stroke.

by BRIAN P. CARISS.
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Tha Toceble with Desuty is that it Cannot bc Switched Off.

Aa the last kippie

Takes off kis clothes

And injects rimself

Tke veople

Turn in diasgust

Thankful

For the selvetion of the Car

And the originality of their hoxes.

As the lgst poet
Lies in a field
Breathing butter-cups

Tae people

Turn in disgust

And

Killing mim withk their fumes
Taey drive off o = pRw

At the speed of scuad
Nejtker sesing
Nor caring.

Ags the legl composer
Listens to the simplicity
Of 8 dird

The people

Turn in disgust

Thankful

Thet the row will he killed
By the song of the piatoa
And the hermony

‘Of the till.

cfivard.

YES T AM ( A song of physiecal love)

Yes, mamma, 4i’m lonely,

Yes, i'm sat here on my own.

When the sun goes down i1'm lonely,

Jessie Leichsfipx, won’t you please come home.

DfC
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He wanted o be,

Ure cf wre bBays,

He tried to et

Rirntl i:m with the 1adsg.

He purcheced s Like

Tuned at o1 dny,

Boupnt 811 the ey,

Thournt, he weg AWEY,

He 1ot his haip rrew,

Unlv wore leatner,

Sust st Lne cong,

And knew ne was ap.,

He tried all the Lirds,

LVeTyY young nninstwp,

Poagnt a1l hig Mateg,

Sould deink with the beot
Aleng came the day, '
U778 werp 5] ¢ borﬂd,

Tust rop A Toke,

Uas o ) A
CPITed i in tae Daclk !
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L know a man who is addicied to alechohol
C§H5OH OH BLISS
Ther call him bed nsmes
= goclally irresponsible
Lisven tc thiSace.

Wher. his wife left him, they tookx his kids away
roor goul, he does nothing but drink all day
When his sen es left him they tcok his mind away
it’'s Jjusl their way
HAUBLESS BE-UREAUCRATIC TYVITS
I3

know wnother men who is addicted to heroin
STAB S JUBEZE OH BLISS
They well hinm pitying names
=poor misled boy
Ligsten to this.ases
When his feeling lefl.him, they took his needle away
And now he does nothing but crave a fix all day
They put him in a home and there he's got td stay~Ii¢'s just their war
FACELESS BEAURBAUCR. TIC TWITS
I¥Y

=~

I know another mah who is addicted tc money
£:5:4d:0H BLISS
They 2all him niee names
«respectable and successfull
Listen to thiB....
He once worked very hard, and was paid a pound a day
Then he decided in the world to make his way
He was rising fast
He knew at last
Trhat rveach the top he may
They gave him all the privilege
They'll do anything he'll say
It’s just their way
MERCENARY - BE,.UREAUCRATIC TVITS

paul mattin wilson-haweg



FROBLEM CORNER Mary Nekkils aiuswers gueerles.

Sir,

Two of the reascns thai 1 purchased my Rolls Royees vwere
the immaculate wings. Now, however, L am rathwr worried us
it hss nigrated South feor the Winler.

Croess=-moto
Dear Cross-moto,

Big degl.
M.N.



Dear Murty,

My friernds sister is going out with her brother's
cousin, but he prefers my uncle's dsughter to her,; so she also
cates Jim, (I am left-hended) who alsc used to Eo cut with me
ang is my step father’s uncle’s brother in law. On my last date
ny boyfriend did not kiss me. Vhy 2 X
P.S. I have known him for five ycars and he is a stepple=jack.

Sue, Worihing.

Psrhaps, Sue, the reason why Jsasck did not say ‘'goodbye' fc you
in ithe way you would prefer was for psychological reasons. Being
a stepnle climber he would not be s:zared of heighis, tul if you
are smaller than him i{ might create nervous disorders, Nexi
time ask him to bend hie legs snd then standigg on his knees see
if he will klss you.

M.N.

Dear Mary Nekklis,

Just lately I noticed twe large lumns on my son's
head, At first I thought they were ears, but not I am not so sure.
Cculd ip be over eating,

AN anxious mother.

The most likely illinesse thetl your scn has coniracted is Pipreams.,
Has he been dcown a minekately eating pickled grapes ¥ This is
the main cause and can be depected by largenlumps on the h ad.

M.N.
Dear Midés Nekkles, ushand
Recently ny has been on the bottle a bit.
What should 1 10
Worried
Try and keep it on your side ofr the bed.
M.N.

Next issue: Pet's Corncr, ecntribulions please.
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Ist. Prize: Ones Bumper. %
erd., Prize: A cardboard replica of Mr. H. Wilson, for two.
3rd. Prize: A weekond in Brighion, for ocne.

ALL YOU HAVE 70 DO 18:
Spcti the Rubber Faisle naving collestied 37

packst tope. — ,
n = B =

RULES 2
1.) No person who has reud page I5 of the "Black Lion" magazine
need apply.
2.) The compstition is no’ open %o the edit ors, or their wives,
children, ais trLBJac, ete, eolc.
3.) The dbwlSlOF i’ the Judges is final and only mendtary
considerationd will influence them in any way.
4.) The competition will be judged by a cdistinguished panel i
sXperts: Ruland Smallplere J.P.3 V.C.
Ronald Smellacr M.A., B.Sc.
William Smellyuﬂuccllrfc V.C.s C.D.M.& Bar.
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* Answer YES/NO

(Delete whers applicable.)

|
; WRITE, in neo less Shan words: .
-; I THINK THE BLACK :.JON IS DYNAMIC BECAUSE........
§ Al e o n lllnne b o s aisbnssnems arseme s il idhn s s o5 o s e
i'é&éi&éé’ir%'éi;i-éé'mlu':}i 'POSTAL, ORDER TO COVER “zléé“ o
Norwal aignature,o...............w..a
A Abnormal sSignallile..eeeese. uno.. S3n 1a¥3
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