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 Going to university is like climbing a mountain:
People always slip and fall,

But they start over again

And eventually make it to the top.

Maybe not all in one piece—

dgut they fet there.,

Either that, or they die in the process:

in body, soul and mind.
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The maiden of darkness And you think.

Who sees iike an owl,
The mistress of misery
Whose joy is pain.

What happened?

Nothing, really. But,

A couple of times, you

Nearly lost your mind, nearly got sucked into that
Whirlpool. But, you knew that

Before you took it. Maybe

That’s what you're trying to think about. And
What you might think about

Next time.

After.

to be hanged did

The Queen of ugliness
Whose beauty is shame,
The prostitute of emptiness
Whose fortune is fame.

The heart of a rock
Whose mind is of clay,
The soul of an intellect
Who thought he was free.

Ny

~John Quigley



