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The auditorium was hot. Because they were sitting in a straight long row, they could not 

see each other, "...ye are the light of the world..." Speaking of lights, there were many. Hypo 

tried to concentrate, but the heat from the lights was unbearable, and the flashing lights did 

nothing to help his problem. Hypo was sure that the speech he was trying to listen to was a good 

speech, but the flashing lights lit up his memory. 

Just last week, he remembered, he had asked Con to go along with him to fight. Both of 

them were good fighters. Con had seemed a little hesitant at first, but with a bit of friendly 

persuasion had consented. Hypo knew that he had to go that night, but he wanted someone along 

for cover. Con was a good soldier, so he chose him. In his mind he began to recall the events of 

that evening. As they drove up to "the place,” Hypo had cast doubts in his own mind as to the 

wisdom of the idea of taking Con along. 

"...and the light shall reveal that darkness..." Con's mind began to wonder also. It had 

been dark that night. The lights at "the place" were flashing, in fact they could be better 

described as faint and flickering. He wondered if Hypo remembered that awful night. Con 

cringed as he thought of the river he had fallen into less than five minutes after they had arrived, 

twelve percent C2H5OH. He had been badly burned. His eves teared as he recalled the air's smell 

of no-truth-atol, and the lack-a-discernment which shrouded the entire "place." He knew 

somehow that he had had no business being there, but Hypo had told him it would be a good 

place to go to practice fighting the wiles. Those wiles were ugly monsters, who loved dark places 

such as “that place" was. 

As he struggled now to control his emotions, he wished he could have been like Hypo 

had been, how could they have known that their fellow classmates would be there also, already 

captured by the wiles, and wounded badly? He had been caught off guard and he supposed that 

Hypo had been, too. Yet Hypo had handled himself admirably. He always seemed to know what 

to say and when to say it. Hypo had brought him back home to safety. 

Another flash of light broke Hypo’s train of thought. His memory flashed back to the 

shine of his car's headlights as they had shown on the mailbox in front of the Vert homestead. 

Con had served him well. He now had his cover. Con had been with him, Con was home early, 

Con was a good soldier, despite the wound he brought upon himself tonight, and Con’s mother 

would relay good tidings to his own mother. All would be well; now back to the party. 

In a remote area of the building, two pranksters silently made their way to the control 

room. They would only play a harmless prank. They wished only to put a few friends from the 

"angel factory” in total darkness on this important night. 

“As you commence your next mile in life, remember the three types of lights. 1. Beacon 

lights of various brightnesses shining to reveal the darkness. 2. Blinking lights which are good 

for nothing. 3. Burned out lights which have served their purpose. Which type are you? Thank- 

you." 

(Applause) 

New speaker: "Now we proudly present to you our graduates: James Paul Allbright, 

Lydia Ruth Beamer, Hypo Crite...” The auditorium was suddenly rocked with an explosion and 

plunged into total darkness. 

The next day a puzzled janitor found a fourth type of light. In the control room were two 



Broken worthless bulbs. 

P.S. On the third seat from the end was a third broken bulb. 
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