
CLASS POEM 

by David Rytman Slavitt 

Here, in this pleasant space, this easy time, 
into the pride and pathos of this day, 
I come before you, with my sober rime, 
knowing you may not like what I must say; 

I have no wish to anger or repel, 
yet you may take ill how I wish you well. 

I cannot pray for general success: 
prayers have their own particular direction. 
All I can give in such a public address 
is all I have-a mere and private affection. 

Who wishes more may have all he can earn. 
Though this be my poem, the matter's your concern. 

If you are studious, then you must be wise, 
sparing of speech, easy and discreet. 
A pompous learning is the worst fool's guise: 
the braying seftJes to make the ass complete. 

I UJould remind those of the scholarly clan 
that learning is but the footnote to the man. 

Those who would try the alchemy of art 
must be most wary of this: should th.ey succeed, 
then of alchemic gilt within the heart-
01', should they fail, then of the gold they'll need. 

Regardless of hoUJ well you invoke the muse, 
good art cannot a wretched life excuse. 
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A camellnay get through a needle's eye 
11'hen they build bigger needles; until then, 
those who'd amass great fortunes before they die 
must remember the words about heaven and wealthy men. 

It is often forgotten by Madison Avenue grads 
that Life is not a collection of New Yorker ads. 

Know learning, art, and wealth are accidents
things men of substance neither crave nor spurn, 
peripheral to that central excellence 
which if you do not know, you cannot learn. 

So drink this down with your fine Mory's ale: 
you are not saved for having gone to Yale. 

All I have said, you all have heard before. 
I warn you now: do not forget it later, 
lest Yale, which is and can be somethin{ more, 
fade to "Old Bluen-bulldog and alma mater. 

My valediction then: it's understood 
Yale men do well-may some of you do good. 

CLASS HISTORY 

by Emanuel Boasberg, III 

I BOUGHT a musical cigarette box last Christ
mas, you know the kind that plays "Boola 

Boola." The student Christmas Sales· Agency of
fers them for only $10.95, but that's all right 
because you can put it on the bursar's bill. I 
noticed a lot about that cigarette box, sort of 
pseudo-symbolic, you might say. It automatically 
plays when you open the lid, fast at first, then 
slower and slower, till at last it stops; but then 
all you have to do is wind it up again. I guess 
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maybe we're all getting our second winding this 
week. Funny too the way the music can stop so 
suddenly when you close the lid. You even feel 
a little sorry that it's silent. Stranger still is the 
notion that the strains of "Boola Boola" might 
just evoke a memory or even a hope. Oh! But 
that's sentimentalizing, and that's a sin, especially 
for an intellectual like myself. I guess I might 
commit a lot of sins today: I might say some 
things that we Yale men don't talk about, might 
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