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FOREWORD 
Shakespeare coined it the "mind's eye" and 

"thick-coming fancies" and "such stuff as dreams 
are made of." Wordsworth called it "the mind's 
internal heaoen," In less poetic language we call it 
the Imagination. Nothing of ualue in literature is 
without this essence of imaginatiue perception 
and keen interpretation of the Is, Was and Will 13e 
around us - absorbed, digested, scanned, and pee: 
jected to us through the "mind's eye." 

There is such an· eye at work in these pages. 
If it doesn't yet see too clearly, giue it time, let 

1 , it grow, help it to see - and by all means, never 
_,~ let it close its lids in un-seeinq sleep. 
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MISCELLANEOUS THOUGHTS AND OTHER THINGS 

Life is deception and nought but a dream 
Or rather detention from truth's real scheme. 

Evolution, Religion and Psychology: 
From snail to lizard to man to god, 
From god to wizard and psyche to sod. 

I am but I cannot know I' am - this makes existence terrible. 

I love the man who sweats and toils: 
Love not for the man, his sweat and his toil 
But for the idleness I enjoy to love him. 

1'he World is a big laugh and I can't help being caught in the joke. 

l\ p . 
en in my hand is a frightful tool: it etches my image now as god 

and then as fool. 

The only worthy cause for suicide: 
How can I hate any man when I realize 

that he too is a receptor of this universe that I love? 
But how can I love any man when I realize 

that he does not love this universe? 
Oh, but tell me, how can I even love 

the universe when I know it is composed of these men? 

1'he Philosopher's Drink: 
I drank the drink of sages 
Of past, present and future ages. 
I saw the starry currents flowing 
With stormy swirl - no ripples showing. 

l\ I hold this crystal goblet to the sun 
nd see that the hues are really one. 

by KENNETH C. SCHELLHASE 

I know that I am stuff of stars 
And the stars are stuff of me. 

\\re 
are nought but dust? Then let us taste the earth with pleasure. 
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CRAZY MATTIE 

The tent was set up on the northern edge of town. Every evening 
the townsfolk would gather together to sing, pray, and repent. For a week 
Crazy Mattie had been aware of the excitement that accompanies a revival· 
For seven nights she had watched her neighbors walk down the dusty road 
and enter the tent of salvation. For seven nights she had hung back sbY' 
but curious about the phenomena taking place behind the canvas wallS· 
Tonight she was going to the meeting. 

She walked down the road toward the tent. Looking neither lef~ 
nor right, she steadily plodded along. Her heavy bulk moved slowly an 
awkwardly. Her flowered dress swayed to and fro with each step. !be 
sun sank in the west as she reached the opening in the tent. 

Crazy Mattie entered the tent and walked slowly down the center 
aisle. She sat down on one of the benches and looked around. To the left 
of the center aisle stood a rostrum. To the left of the rostrum was tb; / 
mourners' bench and the choir seats. She stared at the altar at the front 0 
the church. A picture of the white-robed Christ, surrounded by little child' 
ren, was the focal point of her view. She smiled to herself. It was a prettY 1 

picture. 
"Hit's Crazy Mattie." 
"Where?" the turned head. 
"There," the pointed finger. 
"Shore as I live 'n' breathe. Crazy as a loon she is. Hit's a 

no one locks her up." 
"Been batty fer years. She never growed up. Still acts like a 

Did you know, she still plays with dolls?" 
0 Crazy Mattie smoothed her rumpled dress. She clutched the -w0'.0 

patent leather purse close to her bosom. She smiled at the gentle Christ 1 

the picture. 
"Eveniri'. Sister Edna. Glad to see you out." 
"Evenin', Preacher." 
"Eveniri', Brother Martin." 
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"Hit's a right crowd here tonight, Preacher."- 
Crazy Mattie smiled at the people filing into their seats. She nodded 

her head and smiled. Her neighbors poked one another and looked away, 
av?iding her glance. She clutched the purse tighter to her bosom. She 
sniffed. The tent smelied faintly of sawdust. She looked down at her 
fee~. Flecks of the sawdust had gathered and clung to her shoes. She 
sn:uled. Once a long, long time ago she had been in a tent. Papa had been 
alive then. 

"Oh, Papa! Look! Look at the baIIoons." 
. "Now, Mattie, stay close to me." And Papa had clutched her hand 
tighter · hi "D ' · ' ff h " in is. on t you .go runrnn o now ere. 
h "Please, Papa, please could I have a balloon? A red one. Red is the 
~Ppiest color." Mattie held the baIIoon at the very end of the string so 
t at the wind could catch it and puII it toward the sky. 
h "Ooooh, look!" cried Mattie, breaking away from Papa. She ran to 
t e rim of a buzzing crowd. "I can't seeee ! Lift me up, Papa." 
ha T.he tw.o goriIIas were swinging idly on a trapeze. Mattie. clapped her 
!vJ: nd~ rn delight as the gorillas began to perform for the curious crowd. 
I att1e screamed, "They're just like people, Papa. Just like us." And she 
aughed and laughed. 

"Come along, Mattie. The show wiII start soon." 
"N o ! I want to see, Papa. I want to see." With a sudden movement, 

~ne of the gorillas leaped off the trapeze and bounded to the front of the 
age, He swung his arm through the bars and swiped at the crowd. The 
~rowd shrank back and hummed in surprise. The gorilla jumped up and 
t~ewn a.nd began to scream. Relieved, the crowd laugh~d at the antics of 
th gorilla. But the beast suddenly stopped his cavorting. He looked at 

e crowd quietly and then slowly bared his teeth. He grinned at them, 
an .evil, mean grin. And then turning around, he rubbed his backside aga1 

nsr the bars of the cage. 
"Papa, let's go. I don't like them anymore. They're ugly." 

i Crazy Mattie looked up from her shoes. The young woman sitting 
n fro h ' v nt of her was bobbing her head in response to anot er woman s con- ersaf 
h 10n. As she nodded the woman reached up and scratched her neck. 'ler Ii ' 

tps stretched over her teeth as she grinned at her friend. 
d "We will start the service with a hymn." Preacher Fairweather ad- 
tessed h · b · h h E an t e congregation and nodded to the choir to egm t e ymn. very- 
e stood and opened his mouth and waited for the pianist to sound the key. 

You've got to walk that lonesome valley, 
You've got to walk it by yerself 
Ain't no one to go hit with you, 
You've got to walk it all alone. 

-7- 



Preacher Fairweather led the congregation in song. His arms pumped 
up and down as he directed his flock toward the right notes. His shor~, 
squat figure made him appear smaller than he really was and Crazy Mattie 
had to rise in her seat so that she could see him. The Preacher's b'ald head 
glistened with sweat as he energetically rocked back and forth on the balls 
of his feet, keeping time with the music. 

"Papa, who is that funny little man?" Mattie gazed down at the 
man in the red silk jacket and tall, black top hat. 

"That's the ringmaster, honey." 
"What's a ringmaster, Papa?" 
"He's the leader for the people in the circus. He tells them when the)' 

can do their acts." 
"Do they have to listen to him, Papa?" 
"I don't know if they have to, Mattie, but they do." 
"How come, Papa?" 

"Amen, Lord, Amen. Take our hands and lead us to you. We 
come to you with sorrow in our hearts. We know you will lead us frotJl 
darkness and into light. Who is heavy with trouble tonight? Who wi~~ 
take a place on the mourners' bench? There is room for one more sinner. 
Preacher Fairweather raised his hands in supplication and closed his eyes i~ 
prayer. "Who will offer himself to merciful Jesus?" The Preacher walke 
down the center aisle of the tent and pleaded with his congregation. 

'Tm a sinner, Preacher. I'm a sinner in the eyes of the Lord." 'The 
silence was broken by Old Man Abel. He pushed himself out into the aisle 
and walked with bowed head to the mourners' bench. Two of his neigh~r~ 
welcomed him to the bench. The congregation breathed a sigh of relic 
because another sinner was about co be saved. 

"And, I've 'sinned. I ask ier mercy, 0 Gawd !" Another man jumped 
from the congregation and pushed his way to the front of the church. .f{e 
sagged to the mourners' bench and placed his head in his hands. 

The Preacher returned to the front of the tent and took his place 
behind the rostrum. "We will sing another hymn to help our brothers 
and sisters give themselves to salvation." The congregation launched iot0 
"We Will Gather at the River." Crazy Mattie hummed along with tbe 
rest of the group, even though she didn't know the words. She swayed t0 
and fro - the beautiful, beeeeeautiful riverrrrr -. 

"Papa! Papa!" Mattie tugged at Papa's coat sleeve. "Look! ;Jl 
those silly clowns." Mattie clapped her hands and bounced up and dowll 
in her seat. 

The clowns scrambled around the center ring. They chased ot1e 
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another with rubber bats. They pulled off one another's- wigs and exposed 
bald heads to the audience. They squirted water at one another. The 
screaming whistles, the frightening gun shots, the hysterical yells of the 
clowns were music to Mattie's ears. Her cheeks were flushed, and she gasped 
at each trick the clowns performed. 

"How silly, Papa! Look at them. They're chasing each other and 
they don't know it." Mattie tugged at Papa's arm and pointed down 
at the clowns. They had formed a large circle, the largest clown leading 
the group. Each clown was chasing the clown in front of him. They ran 
around and around in a circle. Faster and faster they ran. Their brightly 
colored suits merged into a blur of red, green, and yellow. 

"Why are they doing that, Papa? Why?" 

"Let us pray, 0 Gawd. We come to you with hearts full of sorrow. 
But We know we can turn to you with this weary load. Lead us from the 
darkness and into the light of your grace." 

"O sweet Jesus, show us yer grace." 
"Praise be to Gawd in his divine mercy." 
"Amen!" 
Preacher Fairweather walked from behind the rostrum toward the 

lllourners' bench. "We ask for mercy for those sinners on the mourners' 
bench. Help them to repent in the sight of the Lord." 

"Arnen !" 
"Help them to repent, Gawd !" 
Crazy Mattie looked around her. People were clasping their hands 

t? their brows and leaning over to pray for the souls of the sinners. The 
tiny, wrinkled, old woman sitting next to her kept moaning over and 
over, "Sweet Jesus, save them from sin - Sweet Jesus, save them from 
sin'' C M . d d S · razy attie opened her mouth to speak, but no wor s were uttere . 
Uddenly a scream broke from the mourners' bench. 

"I sinned! I sinned an' ask fer mercy!" A thin, haggard woman 
stood up from the mourners' bench and began to sob. Preacher Fairweather 
Strode to her side and took her hand. Leading her to the front of the 
church he shouted: 

"Confess your shame, Sister. Confess in the sight of the Lord." 
"In the barn, I was in the barn, milkiri' the cow - and -and-" 

. "Hit's my shame too! Hit's my shame too!" Old Man Abel fell to 
~~ knees and covered his eyes with his hands. "We pleasured ourselves. 

11! past rnilkin' time we pleasured ourselves." 
"Have mercy, Oh Gawd! Have mercy." Members of the congregation 

stood up and pleaded for the souls of their brother and sister. 
"But we're sorry now. We're sorry!" The thin woman looked up 

at Preacher Fairweather with a tearful face. 
"Do you repent, Sister?" 
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"I repent! I repent!" 
"She repents! Have pity, Oh Lord." 
"Do you repent, Brother?" 
"I repent, Preacher. Save me from the fire o' hell." 
Preacher Fairweather closed his eyes and held out his hands. "The 

spirit has moved these two sinners to confess their shame in your eyes, Oh 
Gawd. Save them by your heavenly grace, by the grace of the heavenlf 
Lamb." He looked down at the shamed man and the sobbing woman· 
"You are saved. Go and sin no more." 

Old Man Abel got up off his knees and returned to the mourners 
bench. 'Tm saved. Saved!!" His neighbors shook his hand and thumped 
him heartily on the back. 

One of the women in the front row came to the aid of the thin 
woman and helped her to a seat. She muttered comfort to the hysterical 
woman. "There, there, Sister. You have been saved." 

Crazy Mattie was aware that people were standing up and crying out 
i1... the Preacher. The old woman sitting next to her kept moaning. CraZY 
Mattie was confused. She closed her eyes and ears to shut out the sound 
of their cries and the sight of tears. 

"Papa, why is that lady crying?" Mattie pointed to the fat ladY 
sitting on an enormous, red stuffed pillow. 

"Because she's unhappy, baby." 
"She must weigh a million pounds!" Mattie shifted her attentiv'' 

from the fat lady to the midget without any arms. "Look, Papa. Isn't 
that funny???" Mattie covered her mouth to smother a giggle. Papa 
shook her roughly and dragged her away from the freaks. 

'.'You musri't laugh or say unkind things about them, Mattie. Yoil 
should feel sorry for them." 

"But Papa," pouted Mattie, 'if we should feel sorry for them, wllf 
do they have them in the circus? Why don't they hide them?" 

''Well - they need to be with people. Even if other people laugb 
at them - they still need to be with them." 

"Do they like to show themselves to the people who visit the circus?'' 
Mattie was confused about the fat lady and the midget without any arrn5· 

"You' re too young to understand, Mattie. Just remember that tbe 
circus is the only life these poor people have ever known." 

"If I was like these people, Papa, I wouldn't let everyone see me· 
I wouldn't!" 

- 10 - 

Crazy Mattie looked up. The revival was over. Everyone had left 
the tent. She smiled at the Christ in the picture. She thought that pe 
smiled back. It was such a nice picture. Papa had had a beard just like JesuS· 

"Ma'rn? Is someone here to fetch you?" The little boy touched Mat' 



tie's arm gently. She looked up and smiled. It was time. to go home. She 
stood up and brushed off her dress. She turned and walked behind the boy 
Who was leading the way out of the tent. As she passed through the door 
she nodded to the Preacher and two women. 

"Hit's terrible the way they let that crazy woman run around. Some­ 
one should of locked her up a long time ago." One of the women pointed 
at Crazy Mattie's back. 

"Ain't she funny though! I laugh everytime I see her. Crazy as a 
loon!" And the second woman giggled. 

Preacher Fairweather turned to the two women. "Now Sisters, you 
have been saved in the eyes of God. Do not ridicule that poor, unfortunate 
Woman. Pity her, pity her. Be Christian and then thank the Lord that 
he has blessed you with all your senses." 

"We will gather at the river - the beautiful, beeeeeautiful riverrrrr -. " 
' Crazy Mattie hummed the tune of the pretty song she had heard tonight. 
She looked back at the tent. 

She loved the circus. It had been a nice evening. 

by DIANE LEL!TO 

by MARLENE HALL 

A butterfly 
Drifting in on the evening breeze 
Rests for a moment 
On a blade of grass. 

Wings 
Sunlight edged 
Death Centered. 

NIGHT Fragility 
Children pierce 
Lovers protect. 

A butterfly 
Drifting in on the evening breeze 
Rests for a moment 
Then drowns in the morning dew. 
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MR. KOSSNER 

How does the world look, Mr. Kossner? 
You stand on the steps of the red brick building 
And squint in pain and confusion at the 
bright outside, an unfamiliar world. 

It's time for your fiifteen minutes. 
It's time to leave your room and move 
your stiff tired body down the sidewalk 
to the corner and back agam. 

You will stand for a while at the corner. 
Those that pass will think that you are 
strong and well, that you walk the streets with 
purpose, that somewhere someone waits 
for Mr. Kossner to come. 

But the cold comes through the long coat. 
You turn, and move with slow, shuffling steps 
back to the building. Mrs. Lotano passes. 
"Poor Mr. Kessner." she says with her eyes. 

Now the close warmth of the hallway feels good. 
Soon your daughter will come to make your 
soup and toast and you will talk of the grandchildren 
until she has to go back to her home. 

You stop at the mailbox marked F. KOSSNER. 
You squint through the holes for a sign of 
white paper within. It would be good, when 
your daughter comes, to say, as if it meant nothing, 
"I got the mail today." 

But there is no mail, Mr. Kossner. 
You climb stiffly, slowly, the stairs to your room, 
to sit again in the soft, sagging arm chair and 
watch the television until your daughter comes. 
You will walk more when the weather is better, 
you tell yourself. 

by JERRY DI PEGO 
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THE HANDMAID 
Sapphires blue and white, through the sweaty screaming 

Streets to Golgotha, in a stumbling sorrow 

Struggled she that day, and the sapphires blue .and white 

Shed roses on the clay blood red. 
by BOB FEELEY 
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SOLUTION 3 

Citizens of the United States, today we re Joice in 
other problem, another imperfection with which man 
since he first created civilization. 

When the principle of capital punishment was discarded, back in the 
nineteen seventies, we began searching for a new approach, a new solutioJl 
to crime control. 

The short-lived Criminal Rehabilitation Program was an ineffective 
weapon against an appalling crime rate. This idea had stemmed from a 
weak-willed attitude toward the enigma of crime. Later the legislative 
changeover which strengthened the penal system and increased the severitY 
of sentences was a solution which struck a telling blow at our societ"y's 
deviates. Though it stopped short of conquest, this second solution cleared 
a path, a new road for national crime control to follow. 

On this day, the United States Government is revealing to the people 
what we believe will be the final cure for one of Mankind's remaining disease5· 

You have noted the establishment of new secret committees; you have 
wondered at the mounting activity centered in the National Security Build­ 
ing; and you have witnessed the new structures appearing in your comrnuW 
ities. Today I chose to personally relate to you the information concerniJlg 
this new system, and the philosophy from which it was born. 

The greatest importance of this system lies in its simplicity, its straight' 
driving force which shatters the shield of complexity and reaches in to 
clutch the heart of the problem. The results produced previously by a more 
rigorous penal system were a key to an entirely new approach. It -W~s 
simply the mode of punishment used by that system which caused it to fa11· 

We have seen that a man's desire for easy money, or his violent ternperd 
or his physical hungers may override the fear of personal confinement aJl 
hard labor that he might have to reckon with. But what man does ~o~ 
suddenly and instinctively recoil from the possibility of great physical pa1!1· 

the conquest of aw 
has been struggliog 
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. Pain is a force which can deter the strongest emotions or desires. Pain 
is a sensation that no man grows used to and disregards. Pain is the 
built-in instrument of punishment that is the basis of our new crime 
control program. 

Convicted criminals will now stand before a judge and receive sentences 
lllore unique than those of any other society's law codes. A petty thief 
lll.ay be sentenced to one hour, a rapist to six months, a murderer to a year 
or rnore. Each sentence will be served to the minute in a state of extreme 
Physical suffering. 

As I speak, Pain Stations are being constructed in central locations 
throughout each state. The criminal will be housed in the station while 
he serves his sentence. He will be physically and mentally examined to 
determine the degree and duration of pain he can endure in one application. 
Be will then be brought periodically to a special room and fastened to a 
table. An attendant need only press a button, and the nerve probing 
lllachine located above the criminal begins its operation. Nerves are exposed 
and pressure is applied - cleanly, with no danger of infection or unhealed 
Wounds. The criminal endures a specified amount of pain at each appli­ 
cation. When the duration of pain time equals the duration of the sentence, 
the prisoner is released. 

The system is inexpensive and uncomplicated. The first who deviate 
frorn our standards of law will experience a new method of punishment­ 
tehabilitation that will leave them as living examples, living discourage­ 
lllents to any of our citizens who have within them the potential for crime. 

Our nation's science and technology have produced a final solution to 
the problem of criminal behavior. Together we applaud Man's ultimate 
Victory over an enigma of society and over the evil within himself. 

I thank you. 

p . 
residential Address 

April 4, 2042 
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AFTERNOON 
Penelope Pennyport poured her tea 

with a frown, at three. 
Mortimer Moniman saw the tape 

with a gape, at four. 
Somebody Sortaguy beat his wife 

with a laugh, at five. 
Loretta Longalush poured some gm 

with a grin, at six. 

Betty Ann and Janet made mud men, 
some with frowns, ditto gapes, 
ditto laughs, ditto grins 
with a wink, at seven. 

by CHARLES HARMON 

THE PROFESSIONAL STUDENT 
Realizing 

That his future 

Was as liquid 

That takes the shape 

Of its container, 

by RONALD GILLETTE 

He poured it back and forth 

From container to container 

Continuously, 

Lest it take on 

An unpleasant form. 

It froze in mid-air. 
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WORLD WAR 111 

on the tenth day before world war iii, the Dalai 
Lama paraded through Newark in a hail of beer 
cans, ptoclaiming yellow supremacy ... 

on the ninth day, a herd of Volkswagens was seen 
plunging madly through the streets of Detroit ... 

on the eighth day, ten thousand American Legionnaires 
committed mass hari-kari at a convention in 
Cleveland ... 

on the seventh day, the United States Air Force flew 
over the Kremlin and dropped trading stamps ... 

on the sixth day, a French liner struck Long Island 
and sunk it ... 

on the fifth day, the Daughters of the American 
Revolution organized an invasion of Cuba ... 

on the fourth day, an unidentified flying object 
swooped down and disintegrated southern 
California ... 

on the third day, Mitch Miller appeared on "Meet 
the Press" and announced his candidacy for 
President ... 

on the second day, Chiang Kai-shek was seen in San 
Francisco, carrying a bag of dirty laundry ... 

on the day before world war iii, the heads of fifty 
nations met at Disneyland to promote international 
good will ... 

on the day after world war 111 •••••..•. 

by LEO MAJESKY 
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THE ART OF TESTING 

On dark, dreary days, just after a big test, college students are given to 
complaining; it is one of the privileges and prerequisites of being a college 
student. There are complaints about the test (too hard), the course (rotten)' 
and the final (too soon) . But last of all - saved for the place of honor -­ 
comes the favorite complaint: the instructor who gave the test. There is 
no more maligned man in the annals of college history than the instructor 
- hard-working, earnest, devoted, honest, objective - the instructor wh0 
tries and gives his all and who is then cursed when the tests are handed in· 

There are undoubtedly countless reasons for what appear to be the 
instructor's shortcomings. The most important reason, however, is that 
even in this "How-To-Do-It" craze, no one has bothered to sit down and 
write a book on how to give a test. Oh, there are books all right, but the)' 
are all written with idealistic, educational values as a goal. Where is the 
practical How-To-Give-A-Test Book, especially designed for the instructor? 
The one which will tell him what to do and how to do it? 

A negi~cted, forgotten man, the instructor - except on the dull, bleal< 
days when a test is given. On that day he becomes very much the Bad-Maw 
Of-The-Hour. It is with the instructor in mind, then, that the following 
rules are given. They are not all-inclusive, but they are a beginning. And if 
one puts his mind to it, they can be mastered with relative ease. (Let us 
keep in mind that standardization is a cherished value in education). 

I. PRELIMINARY CONSIDERATIONS: 

Giving a test is a relatively simple affair. It is only the individual 
instructor who makes giving a test seem to be complicated. It should be 
noted that scarcely a test goes by without the occurrence of some error in the 
printed instructions. This calls for a short speech by the instructor (wh0 
has been itching for a chance to say something anyway). This device, 
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lls~d seconds before handing out the test, accomplishes several things: I) it 
Will cause a delay of four or five minutes, 2) it will make clear to all that 
~he instructor is fastidious and fair, 3) it will cause students to become 
ltnpatient and anxious. It is not wise to allow a test to begin too smoothly; 
smoothness leads to complacency, complacency to confidence, and confidence 
~o enjoyment. Tenseness must be the watchword in giving a test. Everyone 
b nows that the best student is a tense student so everything possible must 
e done to preserve an air of tension. 

II. THE PHYSICAL SETTING AND THE AMENITIES: 

We come now to the matter of the room in which the test is being 
~Onducted. Classrooms are ·invariably too hot, too cold, too small, too 
arge, too dark or too brilliantly lighted. The wise instructor should make 
a comment about the setting. (Wry remarks, pithy epithets, and subtle . rn . 
ax1ms are usually the most effective). 

At this time, a few words should be said concerning the honor system 
etnployed during the test situation. The instructor should comment briefly 
?n the fact that college students are adults and that he has great confidence 
in their code of ethics. Immediately after doing this, he should instruct the 
Students to take alternate forms of the test and to sit in every other seat. 

After the test has been passed out, a simple grunt gives the signal 
to begin. 

III. WHAT TO DO DURING A TEST: 

. There are certain Instructor-Reactions which should be employed only 
in ~he test situation. (Instructors with less than five years of teaching ex­ 
~~tience should use these reactions with caution). Let us consider each of 
ese reactions and how to properly employ them. 

The first category is that of timed reactions. Several minutes after the 
~~lldents begin the test (use your own judgment as to how many questions 
ch ey should have answered) it is suggested that you remark in a casual, non­ 
t a~ant fashion that the test is one-half of their grade. When half of the 
besting period has gone by, it is advisable to frown, quizzically shake your 
t~ad, open your mouth, close it (this will get everyone's attention) and 
en earnestly ask the students whether or not you reminded them of the 

a~tside reading. Several minutes before the testing period is over, a comment 
~ 
0llld be made, in an off-hand manner, concerning the fact that you 
anted the test to be filled out in ink. . 

11 During the test, there will be those students who will invariably come r to the desk to ask for clarification of a test question. Usually clarification 
a the question will make it quite clear to the student what kind of an 
allsw · 1 1 ifi · f er you are looking for. Therefore, an irre evant c an cation o two 
Gr three minutes is in order. Make it appear as if you are saying a great 
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