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Foreword 

We sincerely feel that here at the 
Northern Illinois State Teachers Col­ 
lege there is a need for a publication 
through which the students may find 
literary expression. Nu Iota Pi and 
Sigma Tau Delta are proud to sponsor 
The Towers, under the direction of 
Miss E. Ruth Taylor, Dr. Maude 
Uhland and Mr. J. Hal Connor. 

The contents of this booklet are 
chosen on a selective basis with qual­ 
ity, originality, and student interest in 
view. If you have something new to 
say, or something old to say in the new 
way, The Towers, offers you a medium 
of expression. 

It is with great pleasure that Sigma 
Tau Delta and Nu Iota Pi bring to you 
the first publication of The Towers, 
whose symbolic name is a remin­ 
iscence of the Castle on the Hill. 
N. I. S. T. C. 
January, 1939 



Table of Contents 
Towers, Don Warner 5 
Tragedy at Monteaux's, Lyle Bolster 6 
The Six Shades, Clarissa McLaughlin 7 
Incident in California, Stewart Kaser 9 
A Warning, Norma Evans 10 
The Bell, Everett Mimnas 12 
A Successful Failure, Grace Huboi 13 
Sonnet, Lois Smetburst .......•......................• 1 3 
Time, The Absolute, Arthur Gumbrell 14 
Desertion, Don Warner 16 
Orson Welles as I Knew Him, Helene Reed 17 
New School of Art, Walt Lorimer ..•.•.................. 18 
A Note in Praise of P. G. Wodehouse, Catharine Winn 19 
Vagrant. Don Warner 19 
Fraternity of Trouble, Kay Rueber 21 
A Goodly Heritage, Edythe Potter 21 
To a Northern Church, Doris Popanz 23 
Three Squares a Day, Stewart Kaser 24 
On Knitting, ' Jean Ritzman 25 
Wishing, Clarissa McLaughlin 25 
On a Feather, "Margarete Baum 26 
Rhythms, Virginia Rohrsen 26 
A Night of Stars, Kay Rueber 26 
A Ballade, Elisabeth Storm 27 
Why Women Are Catty, Catharine Winn 28 
Unto Others, Walt Lorimer 29 
Broken Homes, Margaret M. Thompson r ••••••••••••.••••• 30 
Words-Gift of the Magi, Elizabeth Storm 32 
Her Hand, Margarete Baum 32 
Scattergun Fan, Vic Shafer 33 
Whichever You Choose, Doris Poparr; 34 
Shades of Scarlett, Jean Beaven 35 
My Last Aprif, Gerard Potter 36 
A Certain Reporter, W. Carroll Edwards 37 
The Anarchist's Creed, Jean Swan 38 
Abandonded'. Walt Lorimer 38 
Soliloquy, Stewart Kaser 38 
In Football Field 38 
Songs from the Alpha Phi Omega Musical Revue, "It's a Deal" .. 39 
Towers, Elisabeth Storm .40 



Towers 
By DON WARNER, '41 

I stlw you in the shdllow mist of rising dd'Wn, 
Between silken branches of t1 white birch tree­ 
[ felt your chdllenge reflected in eecb bltick. 

clod, 
And my htinds strtiyed from the plow; 

I saw you through " veil of heat tlnd smoke 
tlnd grime, 

Half obscured by numberless red brick chim­ 
neys- 

I heard your call above the roar of blast fur­ 
naces, 

And my eyes grew blind to coal and steel; 
-, 

I saw you by the light of a burnt-orange 
'August moon, 

Dimly above blue-black ocean waters-« 
1 saw you reaching to the sky­ 
Dwarfing the tallest mast, 
And my very feet forgot the rolling deck; 

We are the dreamers, 
Born of earth and man, 
Sons of the soil tlnd the singing machine-« 
From field and ftictory, sea and sky 
We saw you, hedrd your many voices, tlnd 

came 
To build a dredm- 

1 We are from the stones which 
form your souls- 

W e are the granite which 
rises into towers. 
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The Tragedy at Monteaux 's 
By LYLE BOLSTER 

For days now Monteaux's had been drank a little wine. Finally he started 
in a distressed state. The casual cus- up suddenly from his table, overturn­ 
tomers wondered at the excitement ing the wine bottle. He darted out 
of the regular patrons. Everyone of the door, forgetting his hat. A quiet 
the regular habitues was acting ab- murmur of anticipation ran through 
normally. The regular routine of the the patrons. Three of the old men 
cafe was woefully distracted. Papa wanted to run to the canal, the other 
Chemigne and old Greyfau no longer three wanted to go to Fernand's room 
played at their unending game of to see whether he had slashed his 
chess. Clergieox, the cabman and wrists. Binot sucked his moustache 
Legnen the taxi-driver had not had and said that H~.' being a close friend 
an evening quarrel for days. The six of Fernand, he would probably be 
old fathers of the neighborhood that given the funeral. Lignen, partly be­ 
had always come at noon and played cause Clergieax had said Fernand 
at cards till 9:00 when they bowed would die, and partly because he was 
to each other and went home, now · an individualist, said he thought Fer­ 
came at any time and did not go home nand would join the Foreign Legion. 
till the cafe closed, and instead of When evening came and Fernand 
playing cards they whispered. Even did not come in to dine, the head­ 
shrewd, fat Monteaux was so dis-, shaking and smacking of lips in­ 
tracted he forgot to short-change the creased. Clergieax wished to notify 
American that dined there daily.' the police, old fat Monteaux wept and 

said such a thing was beautiful-to 
It was all about young Fernand. die for love. Old Greyfau hobbled out 

Young Fernand was the favorite of to see if anyone on the street had 
the cafe. He was so young, so senti- heard anything. Meanwhile in the 
mental; everyone loved him. Now cafe a pleasant sensation of sorrow 
the inevitable had happened. He had b b d Id 
fallen in love with Marie, the solici- a sor e all the patrons. The o men 
tor's daughter-and Marie, Marie, she were betting which it had been, the 
did not love him. He was wasting canal or the knife. Even Lignen com- 

placently agreed now that Fernand was 
away. His eyes were always fever- probably dead. 
ishly bright now. He was growing 
thin as a skeleton. When he came in This joyful scene was disrupted by 
to the cafe, he would only dabble at the appearance of old Greyfau. He 
his food. Old fat Monteaux pressed was shrieking with rage, and in a 
the best of the house's larder on him, thrice the cafe was in a hubbub. Angry 
but Fernand would only smile wanly voices rose high, every now and then 
and wave it away. Clergieax said it one could hear, "The hussy Marie, she 
was only a matter of time now till drove him to it." 
Fernand would pass away. The six Papa Chemigne, who had been 
old men spent hours debating with sleeping, woke up and wondered at 
some gusto whether he would slash the noise. He· clutched at nearby 
his veins or leap into the canal. Binot, Clergieaux's sleeve." "Has he done 
the undertaker, shed tears over young it, -has he done it?" he quavered in 
Fernand's state, meanwhile apprais- pleased anticipation of the news. 
ing Fernand's stature and figuring on "Oh, the fool, the poor besotted 
a slip of paper. Old Greyfau stated fool," moaned angry Clergieax in re­ 
with conviction that the crisis was ply. "It was her fault but may God 
near, and he had already laid out his have mercy on his soul." 
black suit. 

"How did he do it?" queried old 
Papa Chemigne, in a hurry to hear the 
details. 

"Do it!" shrieked Clergieax, "he 
didn't, the fool! He married Marie 
this afternoon!" 

On this day when Fernand came 
in for lunch he looked worse than 
ever. His eyes were horribly bright, 
his hands trembled as if with palsy. 
He touched not one bit of food, just 



Dramatis Personae 
Seneca Udall 
Shakespeare The Stranger (who 
Marlowe typifies all the early 
Burbage unknown authors.) 

TIME: 11 :30 P. M. after the last shades who donned the cloak of in- 
performance of The Women. visibility and went backstage where 

PLACE: Chicago-a Loop Walgreen they could not only see the play; but 
drugstore. could inspect the scenery at a closer 

range. 
Now they are engaged in reviewing 

the play in their last half-hour on 
earth. 

The Six Shades 
By CLARISSA McLAUGHLIN, '38 

As the curtain is drawn we discover 
an odd group seated on several of the 
revolving stools before the counter. 
There are six persons in the party and 
they are attracting a large share of 
attention for the after-theatre crowd 
who believe them to be revelers from 
a fancy dress ball in one of the larger 
hotels. 

In reality, the group is comprised 
of Seneca, Udall, Marlowe, Shake­ 
speare, Burbage, and one meek and 
rather unobtrusive fellow who is 
dressed in a costume typical of the 
fourteenth century. As a matter of 

, fact, each one is dressed in the cloth­ 
ing fashionable to his own era and 
Seneca is having some difficulty in 
keeping his toga out of his neighbor's 
coffee. The after-theatre crowd, not 
having had a course in drama until 
1642, does not recognize our friends, 
although one student in the last booth 
remarks to his companion that the 
"guy on the end" (it is Shakespeare) 
looks something I ike a bust in the 
English room at college. However, 
the student is too sleepy to pursue the 
thought any farther, and the group at 
the counter seems safe from any dis­ 
covery of their real identity. 

The presence of these masters of 
the drama in the busy theatre section 
of the Loop near the Erlanger is ex­ 
plained by the fact that they have ob­ 
tained "special privileges" to visit 
their mortal home, the stage, until 
midnight. 

They have just come from seeing 
the play The Women. They ran into 
some difficulty when they attempted 
to pass the box office, as the ticket 
taker accused them of being drunk. 
This was a simple problem for the six 

SENECA: What puzzled me most 
was the way they changed scenes so 
quickly. During one moment of dark­ 
ness the big circular stage revolved 
and there was a complete new set. 
We had to give all our plays outside 
and we never had any scenery. When­ 
ever an actor wanted to show a change 
of mood, he had to retire to the 
"skena" and change his mask. At 
least there was never any doubt in the 
mind of the audience as to what 
emotion he wished to present. 
MARLOWE: No, I had a glimpse of 
one of those masks in a collection in 
England, and it certainly was one of 
the most horrible things I ever saw. 
SENECA: And now look at the old 
"skena"-it has grown into a corridor 
of luxurious dressing rooms with run­ 
ning water, lights-and- 
SHAKESPEARE: And did you see 
those women? In my day not a self­ 
respecting woman could be hired for 
'.he stage. I had to make all my hero­ 
ines very young so that young boys 
could take their parts. It always 
madden me to think that Juliet-the 
fairest and most womanly of all my 
women-had to be played by a young 
dolt from Stratford. 
BURBAGE: But that theatre! When 
the first theatre was built, we didn't 
even have a curtain, much less "flats", 
and "teasers", and "props"- 
SHAKES: Remember the G I o b e ? 
That was a real theatre. 
BURBAGE: It would have lasted 
longer if that fool in Henry the Fourth 



hadn't set a rocket off through the 
thatched roof and burned it down. 
SHAKES: But when it was re-dec­ 
orated and had a new tile roof­ 
MARLOW: Well, the play was what 
interested me. Can you imagine those 
hussies taking part in a play? 
.STRANGER: I remember one Cor­ 
pus Christi day when I was a lad in 
I 314-we gave a play- 

(All the others jump on him immediately 
and squelch him with cold looks.) 
SHAKES: Can you imagine calling 
those vulgar, crude processions plays? 
MARLOWE: Well, I don't think you 
ought to say anything about vulgar­ 
ism--if I recall a certain play of 
yours-- 
SENECA: (breaking in): The plays 
certainly have progressed since my 
day. I guess it's one long cycle--one 
fellow gets an idea-another fellow 
improves on it-and stll} another fel­ 
low rediscovers it and thinks it's 
new-. I took most of what I wrote 
from a fellow called Euripedes and 
I 'II venture to say, Bill, that you took 
a lot from me. 
SHAKES: I must ad~it that most 
of the Elizabethan plays were modeled 
on your plays, and it's a sure thing 
that you helped Udal I here more than 
once. 
SENECA: I gave you the convention­ 
al 5-act division, stock characters. 
SHAKES: That's where I got the 
ghost for Macbeth and Hamlet and the 
disguised heroine for the Merchant 
of Venice, they were both stock char­ 
acters of yours- 
SENECA, (continuing) - and then 
there. was much more in my plays, 
more action, more emotion, more­ 
UDALL: Oh, I don't know about 
that. I remember when I was writing 
a play for my boys" at school I had to 
write in most of the action myself. 
SENECA, (dryly)-But I noticed that 
that in Ralph Roister Doister you used 
both the parasite and the braggert­ 
and they're both my characters. 
UDALL: I 'II have to admit I used 
your idea of play division, too, and 
I threw in some Latin to give the brats 
a chance to show their mothers what 
they knew. 
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MARLOWE: I did something for the 
drama, too. I think my plays were 
some of the first to use soliloquies and 
longer lyrical passages. 
SHAKES: And I used your experi­ 
ence to good advantage. 
MARLOWE: But what always makes 
me mad was the way everyone always 
tries to say that Kidd helped me with 
my plays-why, theonly help I ever 
got was from Chapman who finished 
my poem Hero and Leander when I 
was so inconveniently murdered. 
THE STRANGER: I did something 
for the plays, too-If I hadn't catered 
to the people's taste and brought the 
play from the churchyard to the inn­ 
yard and the traveling pageant, the 
stage would still be under clerical 
control. 
UDALL: Yes, I guess you did your 
part toward helping the development 
of drama and that's all any of us want 
to do. 
MARLOWE: But those women to­ 
night. Do you really think that they 
will help the drama, too? 
SHAKES: I think it's just a phase in 
the development of drama. Right 
now people want more realism, and 
so the speeches in the plays are con- 

. versational in tone rather than long 
orations like yours, Seneca. 
BURBAGE: The stage now is just a 
room with the fourth wall gone so 
that the audience can look right in 
and see a slice of life - 
MARLOWE: And nature in the 
raw-- 
SHAKES: Is seldom anything but 
realistic. 
MARLOWE: But at least, with· all 
the facilities for elaborate staging, 
there has been no repetition of the 
masques - those elaborate fashion 
shows which delighted English mon­ 
archs for so long. 
SHAKES: I wonder what Elizabeth 
would think if she could only see my 
play Julius Caesar as Orson Welles 
stages it. 
SENECA: Well, I can remember how 
you raved when you first saw it .. 
SHAKES: Yes, but that was before 
I got used to the idea of modern dress. 



After all, it isn't any more queer for 
Julius Caesar to be played in modern 
clothes than it was for me to have it 
played with a toga over Elizabethan 
clothes. And besides, I always liked 
the simple stage and setting. 
BURBAGE: I still like the realistic 
stage we saw tonight. 
SHAKES: You always were inter­ 
ested in the theatre more than in the 
plays. 
BURBAGE: You took care 'of the 
audience as far as the plays went. 
UDALL: Did you notice the adver­ 
tising in front of the theatre? That 

makes the old vexilators and the banns 
look small. 
MARLOWE: It pays to advertise. 
SHAKES: Well, boys, we have only 
a few more minutes. Is there any­ 
thing else you'd like to do? 
UDALL: I'd like to see the author 
--or authors of that play. I enjoyed 
that dialogue scene so much--- 
SENECA: You always were a ladies' 
man. 
SHAKES: When you hear the sound 
of the chimes it will be exactly--hhe 
chimes of midnight are heard as the 
shades fade slowly out of sight.) 

Incident in California 
By STEWART KASER, '41 

His blood was just as red. 
Although my cousin, social ser'l'ice worker, and 

the kind 
Who understands such things, said, "No." 
"Don't work out there among these dirty 

Mex." 

His blood flowed hot upon my lifting hands. 
I tried to drag him out from under crushing 

wheels 
Of the big truck, there where he lay, 
But screams that tore his straining lungs had 

stopped me. 
"Mary, mother of Jesus!" That is 111hat he 

cried in sobbing breaths. 
And when I saw it was too late, 
I stepped a little back, and stoo1: 

And so I let him suffer ... Christ! 
What could I do? It was too late. 
And so I stood. 
And stared and tried to understand as did my 

cousin, 
This dirty Mex, who screamed and bled. 
I failed. To me 
His blood was just as red. 

1 
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A Warning 
By NORMA EVANS, '40 

. Once upon a time-a very long 
time; something happened that made 
everybody hurry, and they've been 
hurrying ,ever since. In the rush great 
townswere built, magnificent bridges 
and roads were constructed, beautiful 
clothes were made for people to wear, 
wise ·books were written, and strange 
lands-were explored. The world grew 
to be [usrone big booming enterprise. 
· ···.After a "tlrne people, instead of 
going to bed when the sun set, went 
'to 'call- on: the neighbors, which was 
all ;veryi ·friendly and· no harm done. 
They we11e.•healthy and had a wonder­ 
ful time, -so 'there was really nothing 
wrong in it. In fact, it was to a per­ 
son's good; Old Mother Nature must 
have been kidding when she created 
so much night. Or maybe it was for the 
plants and animals to rest by, and not 
humans, who were so much superior 
and different from other creatures. 
To be really truthful they weren't 
thinking about it at all, 'being as they 
were getting so much more done and 
having a good time doing it. 

In one big hustling city right down 
in the center of a scurrying crowd 
and up in a tall office building where 
the elevators clanged "from early in 
the morning to 'way past midnight, a 
girl sat busily typing in one of the 
many pigeon-hole offices. Behind her 
a man silently paced the floor, oc­ 
casionally lighting a cigarette and then 
sitting down at his desk ... After pull­ 
ing out the wide center drawer and 
peering back into its shadowy interior, 
he would slam it shut. Oh, he wasn't 
looking for anything, but a person can't 
just sit and twiddle. his thumbs-not 
when those specifications had to get 
to Jacobs & Jacobs by 11 in the morn­ 
ing. It was almost 5 :30 then. · 

"How much longer will it take to 
finish, Miss Lyon?" 

"There's just a little over. 3. pages. 
left," came the mechanical reply. 

"Well, hurry!" he exclaimed testi­ 
ly, "I can't wait more than twenty 
minutes." 

It didn't matter that he had given 
them to her when she was getting 
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ready to leave at four or that her back 
was drooping from the continued 
strain. (Dldri' t he notice that her 
nose was ·shiny, that there were 
creases in her lips from pursing them 
so long. He didn't know how it felt 
to pound . keys relentlessly without 
letting your arms relax and keeping 
your eyes glued to the dull, dim copy.) 

Ten minutes after six, and she was 
drawing the last sheet from the ma­ 
chine. He thanked her hurriedly and 
shoved. an envelope into her hand. 

''Address this, and I guess th~t'll be 
al I." 

Over the City night had already be­ 
gun to descend. People were sitting 
down at their supper tables, all but 
the 5 % who would wait another hour 
and a half for dinner. Far out where 
big houses sit in spacious lawns and 
driveways lead up to side entrances, 
one house .in particular sat blinking 
its windows as the other houses did. 
Only this house was different-it had 
a turret on each front corner. 

Inside an 'uninterrupted drone was 
emanating, but you couldn't tell it 
unless you slipped up to a window­ 
which was impossible--or otherwise 
got in close hearing distance of the 
old house. 

The cook wouldn't complain, only 
she'd got such short notice of the 
"extra's" who'd sit at the table. And 
then, too, her feet hurt, and she 
wondered if the grocery would de­ 
liver the cherries and celery so late in 
the day. Hadn't the least idea what 
fo use as substitutes. Mrs. Hendricks 
(they were the 0. G. Hendricks) 
never said anything outright, but 
somehow you could tell it when she 
hadn't liked the soup, or maybe the 
coffee had been a bit strong. 

Up in her room Louise was chaffing 
in her high heels and long slip­ 
couldn't put on her taffeta yet. She'd 
spoil it. How long would it be be­ 
fore the dinner bell would ring? 
Rather, how long would it be before 
dinner was over and the front door­ 
bell would ring? After that the night 
wouldn't be long enough. Well, she'd 
gone through evenings like this before. 



If only Mr. Haveloe, who was coming 
to dinner, wouldn't drag out that 
never-ending affair he ws» having 
with his cousin over settling up a 
grand-aunt's estate. But he would. 

"Louise!" came Dad's voice through 
the partly open door. That was all 
of his harangue that was intelligible. 
He wanted his black silk socks-the 
pair with the clocks, but you'd never 
have known it. Looking at yourself 
in the mirror for 15 minutes wrestling 
with a bow tie sometimes makes you 
forget the language you're supposed to 
know. In Dad's case a little impro­ 
visation helped. a lot. After that he 
felt better. He wasn't looking for­ 
ward to a happy evening-wouldn't 
get to bed before . l 1 :30 or l 2. But 
vou had to contact the big shots some­ 
how. Maybe after Louise married he 
could retire. 

Somehow the night passed; it always 
did, and on the threshold of the new­ 
day every man paused to yawn. He 
still retained that privilege despite the 
years and the clanging of his alarm 
clock or his family, or the. neighbors 

, next door (they' re a noisy lot) . But 
· soon the day's work would begin in 
earnest and each must off to his work, 
or his play. 

The generation grew up. Other 
generations came along, and they, too, 
grew up. And they all hurried, except 
for the ~eople in asylums, and they 
couldn't-'----Or at least it wouldn't have 
done them any good. You see, part of 
them were there just on account of 
that very thing, anyway. 

Some of the people went to high 
institutions of learning and others 
didn't. But for the most part they had 
caught the fever fairly well. But no 
matter where they went, they talked. 
"Buzz, buzz", went the people, for 
it was a world of hurry, and they 
~hought if they talked fast, they'd be 
in step with the times-c-especially if 
they talked loud. On they talked, and 
On, and on. Finally they had exhausted 
their supply of intelligent conversa­ 
tion, so they resorted to the only re­ 
maining topic - themselves. Now 
others got tired of listening to this, 
but it didn't matter, because they 

were all doing it, too. . . 
So there arose that quality 'about 

people that everyone accused everyone 
else of having - selfishness .-· and 
everyone was just about right. In 
truth, it had existed a long time be­ 
fore that, but it had never been recog­ 
nized and put in its proper place .. 

When college girls got together for 
a meal it was always this: "What 
kind of tests does Babcock give? Are 
th~y hard? You know what? Pretty 
soon Richardson is going to spring a 
test on us in "psych" class and I'm 
going to be sunk". This was about 
the extent of their conversation. so 
you can see for yourself to what a 
level they'd sunk. A person needed 
to be long of wind and. numb. µt;i above 
to last out an evening of talk' like this. 
For those who did it, it really wasn't 
hard-just take a deep breath, and let 
it all tumble out. The subject (your­ 
self) could stand a lot of wear and 
tear. There.was no limit to what you 
could say; it was just a matter of en­ 
durance. The situation had been 
solved. 

This comes from off in another 
room somewhere, "I' II be I ucky if I 
get a "C" out of the course. I'm tell­ 
ing yuh." and all the while expecting 
a "B" and working like hell for an 
''A''. 

The trouble was that the poor souls 
could never see beyond their noses, 
because there was a mirror out on the 
ends of their noses, and all they could 
see was themselves. They, too, were 
hurrying." Hurrying to get their study­ 
ing done. Hurrying through their 
meals. Hurrying to class. Hurrying 
off in the evening to the library or to 
the show, and then hurrying to get 
home on time. 

No, the days were clearly not long 
enough. Most of the nights had to 
be used, too. After all, some thought 
the human body didn't need nearly as 
much sleep as had been thought. 

But for the most part people found 
it difficult to conform to the culture 
of speed which was well-oiled already 
and going strong when they entered 
the world. Remember the business­ 
man who had to sit up late at night 
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entertaining his business associates, 
and the tired, overworked stenogra­ 
pher. But they couldn't help them­ 
selves, and the wheels of fate spun 
rapidly on. 

After a time the human race began 
to show signs of wear. Many people 
developed heart disease, or nervous 
breakdowns, or cancer, or nephritis. 
Doctors came together from all parts 
of the world. Oh, yes, it was easy 
enough to see what the matter was. 
But it would be a hard job for them 
to drive the fact home to the people. 
One day a boy went dashing up a 
flight of steps. Undoubtedly he did it 
quite often, but this time a nurse 
stopped him and reminded him of 
what he already knew. He had a bad 
heart. . If you had asked where and 

why he was going in such a hurry, he 
would probably have shrugged his 
shoulders and laughed. You see, he 
had caught the fever. Other people 
were dashing about seeing how long 
a pair of shoes wouldn't fast them, 
and he must, too. ft was, after all, an 
uncommon thing to see anyone taki(lg 
his time, and if he did, he was shoved 
around and oggfed at so much that it 
was downright disagreeable. 

Yes, that was a terrible age, and 
we can thank our I ucky stars that it 
is gone-never to return. For man 
got wise to himself, found out just 
what he could do and how he could 
best do it. And only when he came 
to these realizations did wisdom, 
justice, and good will come to resume 
their rightful places in this world. 

The Bell 
By MISUNAS, '39 

I am .. the bell, 
cast not with the blood of the 'Yirgin 
but cast with the blood of a million men, 
the sweat and grime of a million men 

in the mine. 
in the mine. . . . . 

I ring but rarely 
only once a year-once a year, 
my deep metallic, subterranean sound 
caresses a couple, as they look 

into the year. 
into the year. . 

I ring but slowly 
only once a year+-once a year 
I caress a man-dressed in starch and silver 
chromium and glass, chromium and glass. 

He is tired. . . . . 
deathly tired. . . . . 

I swing but inexorably 
and only once a year-once a year 
from the fog soaked unknowable night 
I tell them nothing-nothing. For I am 

only a bell. 
only a bell. 
only a bell. 
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A Successful Failure 
By GRACE HUBOI, '42 

In the heart of Chicago, Carl was 
born some fifty-odd years ago. He 
grew up in, and built his life around, 
the seething streets of. this blustering 
city. His life is symbolic of the spirit 
of Chicago--of visions and struggles, 
of rising above obstacles. 
When Carl was twelve years old 

his father left the family. This threw 
the burden of the support of the 
mother and three younger children 
upon the thin shoulders of the small 
lad. He left grade school then, and 
cheerfully accepted the responsibili­ 
ties of a man. His day-light hours 
were spent bent over a sewing ma­ 
chine in a skirt-binding factory. Night 
found him dashing around the city as 
a telegraph messenger. When he was 
old enough, he dropped his messen­ 
ger's suit to don the blue-grey uniform 
of Uncle Sam's helper-the mail man. 
A worthy occupation-yes-but he 
longed for other things. To satisfy an 
insatiable desire for learning, he 
studied while he worked, with his 
mail-bag on one arm and an open 
book in the other hand. By attend­ 
ing night classes he became a licensed 

Sonnet 
By LOIS SMETHURST, '39 

chiropractor. In his office on Bel­ 
mont and Clark streets business 
flourished during those almost-for­ 
gotten "boom" years. 

No casual observer would call him 
a "success" to-day. A bent figure 
jogging along with a mail-bag slung 
across his back, he has resumed his 
former means of a livelihood ... Yet, 
upon looking more closely, you might 
detect a gleam in his eye and a youth­ 
ful spring in his step. Life is still full 
of things to do and to learn! There is 
a reason for that gleam in .his eye. He 
is turning his fondest dream into a 
reality. Brick upon brick, he .is build­ 
ing a home in the country. The re­ 
sult of the work and plans of several 
years and of the aid of his architect 
son, it will soon be completed. He 
will desert the big city, which he has 
known so long, for the country I ife 
where he will be able to pursue a 
dozen hobbies. 

This man is more than a symbol of 
an over-coming spirit to me. He is 
a help and an inspiration; and more 
than that-my Dad. 

The sun rejoices in my lover's hair, 
And makes a glowing glory round his head. 
The blue sky of the day is passing fair, 
But stars and midnight in his eyes are wed. 
His brow is like a wind-swept, lofty hill. 
His lips are sweet and dizzying as 'tVine. 
His strength is as a mountain, dangerous, still. 
His tenderness persuades me to resign 
My liYing to his loving. And I wait, 
My love on tiptoe trembling like a flame, 
To hear his hurrying steps come in my gate; 
But sadly slow they leave, as suddenly lame. 
But oh, my dearest, should there chance a day 
When slow they come, and quickly speed away. 
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