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To Write 

The writer's curse 
A mind peroetse 

A mind that ioil! 
Not think a thought, 
A mind that runs 
To where it ought 

NOT 

A ready pen 
And paper there 
To write the words 
The mind would dare 

TO THINK 

A brain that's quick 
But often slow; 
A brain that stops 
When it should go 

AHEAD 

Elusive things, 
Like lightening streaks, 
Ideas which 
The writer seeks 

TO FIND 

And when at last 
With weary sigh 
The iotiter sets 
Blank paper by 

IT STARTS 

And then the rush 
To get again 
The paper and 
The fountain pen 

TO WRITE 

- Helen Licking, '54 
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Of Cabbages and Kings 
A fantasy for adults with apologies to Lewis Carroll 

Mama's voiced droned softly in fused sometimes. All day long she'll 
the hot afternoon air as she read tell us that we should think this --­ 
Cabbageland' s great epic poem. We we shouldn't think that - and thell• 

· the very next day, she'll change her 
were all as still as could be when · d d ll · t th osite mm an te us JUS e opp · 
she came to our favorite passage. It would be a lot easier if she'd let 

us do our own thinking once ill 
awhile. "The time has come," vbe Walrus 

said, 
To talk 6f many things; 
Of shoes ... and ships ... and 

sealing-wax· ... 
Of cabbages ... and kings ... " 

"How did those shoes and ships 
and sealing-wax sneak into the 
poem?" my sister Carrie demanded. 
"I thought the Collective Council of 
Cabbages declared them subversive." 

That's my kid sister for you - 
boy, is she dumb. You'd think every 
Cabbage would know it was the 
Walrus and the kings that had been 
declared reactionaries by the Council. 
Mama didn't tell 'her that, though. 
She just said, "Shhh, don't talk so 
loud," and hid the book under one 
of her big leaves. I felt all tingly 
and excited then - sort of guilty, 
too - because we're not supposed to 
read the poem anymore. The Col­ 
lective Council of Cabbages has put 
it on the list of banned books. I 
watched the librarian burn all her 
copies of it - and my old teacher in 
school got in a lot of trouble 'cause 
she wouldn't stop making us read it. 
Our new teacher says it's a very bad 
book that would put the wrong kind 
of ideas in our heads. She says we 
must not even think of kings any­ 
more in Cabbageland - and as for 
Walruses - why, she says .only our 
fine, brave Council stops the war­ 
mongering Walruses from coming in 
and gobbling up all us Cabbages. 
My new teacher gets me pretty con- 
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One night somebody wrote out 
the whole poem in the dirt in frollt 
of the City Hall - and was tbe 
Council mad! They made all tbe 
grownup Cabbages go to a big mee.t' 
ing. Papa told me they brought 1!1 
one of those red Cabbages from tbe 
next field to talk to them. I sa'W 
that red Cabbage walking around oJlf 
day puffing out his leaves to make 
believe he was a great big guy - but 
he wasn't. Why, even Carrie saw pe 
was all shriveled up inside. All .roe 
other Cabbages were afraid of h1rtl• 
though, and got out of his way whed 
he came along. But I'm not scare 
of him. When I grow up, I'm pot 
going t get pushed around like that· 
Once I told Mama that, and sbe 
looked real frightened, but kioda 
proud, too. All she said was, "ShllP• 
someone will hear." Seems to rrie 
that "Shhh," is all everybody - sa15 
these days. Just you wait - wbell 
I'm a big Cabbage I'm not going t0 
go around saying, "Shhh," all daf· 
Instead, I'm going to shout at rtie 
top of my lungs, 

"The time has come," the Walrus 
said, 

To talk of many things; 
Of shoes ... and ships ... and 

sealing-wax ... · 
Of cabbages ... and kings ... " . I 
Maybe, by then, the time wtl 

have come! 
- Marilyn Seams, ·5? 



Carnival 
A few brassy notes 
Drip wearily from the bell 
Of a tired trumpet; 
Bits of confetti 
Whisper across the floor 
In a fitful whirl. 

If I ever cease to love ... 
If ever I ... 

Broken otnamerxs of gilt, 
Ribbons and cigaret ends, 
Shredded illusions, 
Forgotten dreams 
And other such rubble 
Litter the party-torn room 

Where recently the gods danced. 

And now, fluttering ashes proclaim 
That the dance is done. 

- Carol Gardner, '53 

On Visiting a Cezanne Exhibition 
Step into the honored sanctum, 
You who wish to know of art, 
And behold the derivations 
Of a sentimental heart. 

Here the essence of the dishpan, 
Of the ladle and the bowl · 
Is presented as the loftiest 
Expression of the soul. 
At the pace our culture travels, 
We may fortunately see 
When the modern, furnished kitchen 
Wi{{ replace the galtery. 

- Marjorie Knop, '54 
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Of course, the paper was a bit 
yellow, being three years old. He 
remembered how exceeding I y clever 
they had been. They had known 
that war was coming; and that when 
it did, the world and everyone in it 
would die. So, secretly, the goverw 
ment had been building spaceships-­ 
hundreds and thousands of the!11· 
The plane on the magazine cover 
was all part of the huge hoax the)' 
were playing on the enemy, tryinS 
to make them believe the goverr.rnent 
was going ahead full-steam in the 
race for new weapons, preparing for 
war that everyone knew was cominS· 
Then, when war and its accotrl' 

panying death knocked at the door. 
everyone in the country would hof' 
into the spaceships and away they'1 
all go to Mars, and let the rest o 
the world blow itself up. 

It was the greatest secret the world 
had ever had to keep. It was very 
neat and simple. And they didn t 
have to worry about "spies, either__.... 
there weren't any. The government 
had ways of-dealing-with therll· 
Of course, they had no guarantee that 
the spaceships would work; after ~l~ 
t~ey couldn't test them out and r1s 7 
giving the secret away, ·could theY: 
Half of the ships probably wouidn: 
work, and would go off like Fourtb 
of-July firecrackers. Then, too, ther: 
was only enough fuel for a one-W31 

· B h there tnp. . ut t at was all right- !( 
would be nothing left to come baC 
to, anyway. 

[d 
To make sure that the wor f 

~ould be completely wiped cle~n °3 
life, they planned to leave behllld pe 
few "volunteers" who, at just t 5 
right moment, would push butt0~5 
th.at would send a thousand roc~~le 
with new and fascinatingly horrl 

The Joke· 
He giggled. 
It was all very funny, really. In 

fact, the more he thought of it, the 
funnier it became. He laughed so 
hard that tears ran down his face 
and he fell into the street and rolled 
over and over with laughter. 

No one heard him. The apartment 
houses looked down at him through 
grimy windows. The smudged cur­ 
tains billowed slightly in the wind. 
From a dirty window box on the 
third floor of an old brownstone, a 
single petunia gazed forlornly down 
at him. 

"Poor little petunia," he thought 
aloud. A song entered his mind-an 
old song, no sense to it at all, but 
cute: 

'Tm a lonely little petunia m an 
onion patch, 

An onion patch, 
An onion patch; 
rm a lonely little petunia in an 

onion patch, 
Da-dum-de-dum-de-dum-de­ 

dum-de-da." 
Oh, that was really too rare! He 

sat on the curbstone beneath a lamp­ 
post and roared with delight. After 
a moment, he got up and walked off 
down the empty street, chuckling to 
himself. He stopped at a news stand 
to buy a paper, although there was no 
newsboy there to take his money. 
He also bought the latest copy of a 
well-known magazine, which had a 
gigantic picture of the newest H­ 
bomb-carrying plane on the cover. 
This plane was indeed unique. It 
could easily carry ten H-bombs and 
five A-bombs-enough power to ob­ 
literate a good-sized country. The 
headlines screamed "WAR INEVI­ 
TABLE: Outbreak Imminent!" 

[ 12 l 



explosives screaming into the enemy's 
territory. But they would let the 
enemy strike first. They always did. 

" However, as the old saying goes, 
The best-laid plans of mice and 

rnen - - " ; they had overlooked a few 
tlllllor details - human nature, for 
one. It so happened that, at the very 
last minute, when everyone was 
quietly boarding the spaceships and 
lbaughing at how very clever they had 
een, all the volunteers who were 

supposed t~ push the buttons changed 
their minds and stowed away on the 
spaceships. 

And only he was left-a volun­ 
teer who had not decided that life 
~as better than glory until everyone 
e se had gone; and then, of course, 
it Was too late. 

So he was alone in that big, empty 
country, waiting for the enemy's 
bhombs to come so that he could push 

18 buttons and die. 

W Only, the bombs didn't come! 
hy? - You might call it human 

~ature again. No bombs fell simply 
ecause there was no one left in the 
~hole world to push buttons. For 
is government wasn't the only gov­ 

efnrnent in the world that could get 
c ever ideas. And so everyone had 
&one off on a one-way trip to Mars! 

And no-one had ever come back. 
Oh, it was so funny! Everybody 

was sitting up there on Mars glaring 
at each other and nobody could get 
back. He just had to laugh! 

But his laugh was cut short by a 
shout. A human voice! There was 
someone else left on Earth! ! 

He ran toward the figure standing 
beside a parked car, laughing and cry­ 
ing at the same time. The other 
figure was running toward him now 
... Then they stopped abruptly and 
looked at one another, unbelieving. 
At last he spoke ... 

"It's been a long time, hasn't it?" 

"Yes," said the other. "We're the 
very last two people on Earth. You 
know that, don't you?" 

"I know," he said solemnly. Then 
the laughter came bubbling up from 
within him. "Good Lord!" he ex­ 
claimed, "Do you know what? My 
middle name is ADAM!!" 

"Really?" replied the other; "Mine 
is Richard.'' 
The two men sat down in the 

street and laughed, and laughed, and 
laughed ... 

- Roger Margason, '5 6 

To The Wind 
Here on the crest of endless plain 
Like a whim of time you fly; 
Sing louder yet than pain 
And merge your mood in our cry. 

Chant to us your holy mass, 
Carry away grief in your wing; 
Visit our graves and bid the grass 
That wanders above to sing. 

- Glenn Erickson, '5 7 
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The Little Chinese Angel 
"Tell me a story, Mommy, please: 

just one story and then I'll go to 
bed," pleaded Nancy Carol, her eyes 
bright. Bedtime was story-time for 
her and she always made sure her 
mother told her at least one story. 

"All right, dear, hop into bed and 
I'll be right there," answered her 
mother from the kitchen as she put 
away the last of the Christmas cook­ 
ies she had been baking that day. 
Although Nancy, excited w i th 
thoughts of Christmas, had been un­ 
able to sit still, she needed no coax­ 
ing and snuggled down under the 
blankets as her mother began: 

"Once upon a star, for angels have 
no sense of time, there was a little 
Chinese angel. (God plays no favor­ 
ites in heaven.) She was no ordinary 
angel to say the least; for while the 
other angels were playing their harps 
and gathering fallen stars, this little 
angel would be busy in the kitchen. 
She thought it was Heaven to be 
able to cook whatever she wanted 
whenever she wanted to and was for­ 
ever having parties for the. other 
angels. 

"Now this little Chinese angel 
could cook almost anything: some­ 
times she cooked German food, other 
times Swedish food and still other 
times Chinese food, which was her 
specialty. Many times she would 
spend the whole day in the kitchen; 
and when she had turned out a meal 
fit for a king, she would call the 
other angels and they would have a 
celebration. 

"One day this little Chinese angel 
decided that she would make some 
rice and invite all the other Chinese 
angels because they very rarely had 
rice any more. It was just after she 
put the rice on the stove that some 
of the other angels came bursting 
into the kitchen to tell the little 

Chinese angel of the huge star that 
had fallen. She quickly caught their 
excitement and followed them to the 
spot where they found the star. They 
had such great fun playing around 
the star that the little angel forgot 
all about the rice which was coming 
to a boil back in the kitchen. 

"Oh heavens!" thought the little 
angel, suddenly, "my rice!" At that 
she rushed back to her kitchen, bu~ 
it was too late. There was n~e ~l 
over the place; there was even _nee 
outside, and it was headed straight 
through the clouds for the earth· 
The people were astounded to w~ke 
up and find the earth covered with 
this soft, fluffy white substance that 
they had never seen before; but thev 
soon came back to earth and accept­ 
ed it. 

"It was probably a good thing 
they did; for the little Chinese angel 
thought it was great fun to peek 
through the clouds and watch her 
rice float to earth, and it began to 
happen more and more often. 1:'he 
people didn't know that it was nc~~ 
though, so they decided to call l 
snow." 

"So you see, Nancy, that's ho'W' 
we happen to have snow," said h~r 
mother. "Just think, if we d1dn t 
have snow, you couldn't have ma~e 
that snowman with Daddy th15 
morning." 

"Yes, Mommy," agreed NancYi 
"we had so much fun. Then d 
couldn't go sliding on my new sle 
either, could I?" 

"No, dear, you couldn't," answer­ 
ed her mother, "and it's time to go 
to sleep, now, so you'll be able to 
go sliding tomorrow." . ,, 

"All right, Mommy, good night, 
was the sleepy reply. 

- Phyllis Bender, •55 
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The Winter 
The hoary sky 
With pregnant low-lumped clouds 
Outlines the black-baled trees 
And etches gnarled fingers indelibly 
Against its heavenly shrouds. 

The rushing wind 
Starts on determinedly 
And grasps the earth and time 
In snowy arms and niggardly holds its reign 
While spreading an ermined sea. 

In time the cold 
And heavy quilt of white 
Disguises works of man 
By angles hid and softened; it smothers and 
Chokes with silent miqbt, 

******* 
Mere man withdrawn 
So huddled, cold, and bent 
Tries not to hear the voice 
Denying strength and hinting him weak before 
God: omnipotent! 

- Robert Franke, '55 

Winter Wonderland 
The soft and velvet petals of those wondrous flowers, 
Which grow where heaven meets the clouds, 
Are slowly, softly covering every bush and 'tree, 
The field mouse slowly threads his tiny way 
Among the downy flakes · 
And seeks the warmth of mate and brood. 
An owl ruffles his feathers gray with age 
And looks from out his lofty home. 
He knows these fragile flakes will not long last 
And that the earth will wake again someday 
To sptinq's warm touch. 
A furry cottontail contents himself 
With chewing on a tender root, 
Not dreaming of the wonderful, yet deadly, 
Menace of this white assassin. 

- Wilfred Faulkner, '54 
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every so often to enable Lucy to re­ 
move the cockleburrs from her hair. 
(I must confess ... Lucy is rather 
short.) Then we would dart off 
again, dancing over a wooded knoll 
or dipping into a shaded glen. Final­ 
! y we reached the edge of the small 
lagoon, its still waters reflecting the 
tranquility of the scene. Wearily, 
we dropped to the ground benea_tb 
the spreading branches of a white 
pine tree, remaining in the same po­ 
sition for several hours, contentedly 
soaking up the natural beauty of our 
surroundings. 

Spring Fever 

I turned in a blank sheet of paper 
for my freshman English theme yes­ 
terday. So did Lucy Dollar. I des­ 
pise writing themes more than any­ 
thing else in the world. But I am 
infatuated with Lucy Dollar by the 
same measure of affection. Without 
a doubt Lucy and I could have con­ 
ceived some idea and enlarged upon 
it to such an extent that our grades 
would not have suffered in the pro­ 
cess. This thought never entered our 
minds, however. Our crime was en­ 
tirely premeditated with complete in­ 
difference towards the ultimate con­ 
sequences. A number of reasons had 
influenced our decision. But the pri­ 
mary factor that swayed our verdict 
was the fact that spring had finally 
made its annual invasion upon the 
campus. Who can conceive sitting in 
a stuffy classroom on a balmy, spring 
afternoon, listening to Doctor Forbes 
defining a split infinitive, when, at 
the same moment, .one could be cav­ 
orting gaily across the awakening 
countryside with such an enticing 
young lady as Lucy Dollar? ·Not I, 
for one. One glance at Lucy's trim, 
chic composition and you would be 
forced to side with me. 

Lucy and I left our blank papers 
on Doctor Forbes' desk yesterday 
afternoon before anyone entered the 
classroom. Then we hurriedly left 
the building and, hand in hand, 
skipped lightly through the warm 
afternoon sunlight towards the 
woods and lagoon which bordered 
the campus. For the next few hours 
an intransitive verb or a split infini­ 
tive was the thought most remote in 
either of our minds. Happily, we 
followed the familiar paths, pausing 

Finally the afternoon sunlight be­ 
gan to wane and gray shadows began 
creeping across the water's glass-li~e 
surface like searching fingers. Notic­ 
ing that an army of red ants had be­ 
gun to burrow into my pockets, 1 
suggested that we should return to 
the campus. Because she had a cramP 
in her leg from sitting in the same 
position for so long, Lucy quickly 
agreed. Together we made our waY 
back over the maze of twisted trails, 
finally emerging from the thicket at 
a point directly in front of the col­ 
lege administration building. Sud­ 
denly, I drew back aghast. Not more 
than twenty-five feet away, moving 
along the sidewalk towards us, was 
Doctor Forbes. Immediately realiz­ 
ing our predicament and the grav~tY 
of our being seen together, I hastilY 
shoved Lucy headlong into a thic~ 
bramble bush, reducing her knit 
sweater to a twisted ball of yarn· 
I then assumed an erect position• 
thrusting my arms into the air, 
hoping that in the waning daylight, 
Doctor Forbes would mistake me for 
a budding cedar tree. 

[ 16 l 



I scarcely breathed as Doctor 
Forbes drew even with me. Doctor 
F~rbes was a tiny old man. He had 
sbr:i like freshly tanned leather, a 
Pair of beady, black eyes, and a small 
Wrinkled mouth. He was bundled 
Under a heavy, frayed topcoat and 
h~ carried a gnarled, hickory walking 
stick. He was conjugating a verb to 
hunself. Suddenly he turned and 
clasped his weathered hands around 
tny collar. 

"I do~'t appreciate people who 
cut my classes and hand in blank 
themes," he barked shrilly. "What 
~~- you have to say for yourself, 
ivuster Little?" 

My mind seemed suddenly to have 
lurned to a jelly solution. Quickly 

stammered, 'Tm sorry Doctor 
Forbes, but today I was overcome 
by the wonders of Nature, the awake­ 
ning of the tetra firma, the song of 
the birds. Doctor, spring hath 
sprung!" 

''You seem to have forgotten your 
Primary purpose for college attend­ 
ance. Learning is the cornerstone of 
bur civilization, Mister Little. Your 
~oks and your lessons are the tools 

With which you will mold your 

lca_reer. Never forget this, Mister 
tttle." 

I nodded my head mutely, visibly 
~oved by the professor's oration. 
I guess I never thought of things in 

that light before," I answered sin­ 
cerely. "You have a good point 
there, Doctor." 

Be smiled smugly in satisfaction. 
1'hen his brow creased in thought. 

"But you have a point, too, Little. 
By gar, you do! Spring! The song 
of the birds!" He began to shed the 
heavy, frayed topcoat. "Why, look 
at those two songbirds up there! 
And that boy and girl over there 
across the street!" With the youth­ 
ful agility of an Olympic javelin 
thrower. he pitched his walking stick 
halfway across the administration 
building's lawn. "Young man, you 
do have a point. You've taught me 
a lesson." He turned to leave. 

"And you, too, have taught me 
a lesson, Doctor Forbes. A theme 
hereafter shall become a source of 
pleasure for me. I shall grasp the 
task ,,as a carpenter grasps his ham- 
mer. 

Doctor Forbes rubbed his palms 
together briskly, nodded curtly, and 
then turned on his heel. "Good 
night, Mister Little," he called over 
his shoulder. Then he poked his 
head into the bramble bush. "And 
good evening to you, Miss Dollar." 

Lucy and I truly learned our les­ 
son yesterday evening. With firm 
intentness, we tackled our themes to­ 
gether. Upon our conclusion, we 
were justifiably proud of our efforts. 
So we hurried to our English class 
this afternoon with a swelling sense 
of pride and satisfaction. But our 
English class did not meet this after­ 
noon. When Lucy and I reached 
Doctor Forbes' classroom, there was 
a small, white card tacked on the 
closed door. In small, black type, 
the inscription read: No classes to­ 
day. Gone fishing. 

- Joe Little, '57 
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Bereavement 

The barren trees, bereft of leaves as I 
Of love, my silent comforters shall be; 
They, too, haoe felt the breath of death's chill 

sigh, 
Have watched with helpless fury winter's glee 
In snatching, hurling far, its leaves, the gift 
Of courting summer past. My love, so gay 
With summer's bloom, fell withered 'neath the drift 

.. Of winter's snow. l , too, must death obey. 
Yet spring must come, the snows defeat; a new 
And shining crown of green the trees shall bear. 
Perhaps I, roo, can conquer winter; strew 
Again my heart with love's sweet blossoms fair. 
For life and looe die not with death. At last 
Renewed each tree and breast ... with winter past. 

- Marilyn Seams, '55 

Why? 
The sun descends, unquenchable the frost, 
Too cold the bitter pain insues, 
Too far beyond flows sleep's eternal waves, 
And noble dreams lie far afield and lost. 

Why beats the bird against the thistle'e thorn? 
Why reels the wanderer under searing sun? 
Why waxes beauty's bloom amid the forest's glen? 
Who deems it be, who bids the shade be shade? 
And why does not the bt aoe man cry aloud 
Nor silence keep the coward's way? 

Again the frost consumes; the sleep it slumbers round. 
Against the lonely silent shore 
Too cold, too cold 'the waves dash forth, 
And noble dreams lie far afield and lost. 

- Janet Hall, '54 

[ 18 l 



Alone 
Ait last the roaring rush 
Of beating words 
Has fused into the hush 
That drifts towards 
The silence of a still 
And tranquil soul 
That waits alone until 
The aching hole 
Is filled with solitude - 
And breathes again 
A solitary mood: 
Yet in the den 

Of resttul soft repose, 
A crashing pain 
Destroys this mood and flows 
In blinding rain: 
And throbbing, thrashing thought 
Ignores my plea - 

·For bitter loneliness has fought 
And conquered me. 

- Mary Huesman, '55 
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Happiness 
What is happiness? 
Looe and success - yes, 

but more than that=-content ment 
of soul, deed, or thought, 
carried through years 
of suffering or strain. 

It is a payment, 
a consolation, 
for a tired heart. 

- Janet O'May, '56 



Everyone hated his guts. Everyone 
worshipped his medical genius. He 
did the impossible, and he revelled 
in it. 

The Wheel Turns 

Methodically, thoroughly, Jirn 
"Dukeman operating. Surgery B. Malone scrubbed. The door to the 

Right." chiefs room opened and closed. 
Dukeman was here. Three opera­ 
tions under him, and Jim bad 
changed his specialty from obstetrics 
to brain surgery. Scrubbing awaY• 
he knew again a twinge of fear .. · 
Could he ever measure up? What did 
it take to be a great surgeon? 
Couldn't one be human, maybe "love 
someone, feel sympathy sometimes. 
know fear? As far as anyone seemed 
t? know, Dukeman had no past, no 
ties, not even a family. 

In sympathetic silence, Jim eyed 
his friend. Giving himself a mental shake, 

Jim switched his thoughts to the 
Stills was right. Dukeman was a surgery coming up. The nurse, tying 

trial to. work under, when you were on his surgical cap, couldn't tell 
at your best, - and even that was much ... 
never enough. The man was merci- "It is foggy out," she said. "The 
less - uncanny, in his own ability. patient was struck by a car on Nort11 
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Tires screamed, brakes meshed, a 
dull thud jarred the air. And then 
it was gone, lost in the fog. The 
dark-like blotch near the curbing 
twitched once, then lay still ... 

Jim Malone struggled to disen­ 
tangle his long legs from the bed­ 
clothes, as his arm automatically but 
awkwardly shot out in answer to the 
persistent buzz of the phone by his 
bed. Picking up the receiver, he 
mouthed sleepily, "Malone speak­ 
ing." 

As the voice on the phone talked, 
the young intern listened intently, 
fully awake now, as experience had 
taught him he must be. In a moment, 
however, :fighting a yawn, he broke 
in to say, 'Tm sorry about the acci­ 
dent, Ryan, but I'm not on call to­ 
night. You better go check your list 
again." 

The phone bit back. Jim stiffened. 

Two minutes later as JirriIeft his 
room, buttoning his jacket as he 
went, he was joined in the hall by 
two of his fellows in a similar state 
of hurried attire. 

As the elevator slid smoothly up, 
Stills sagged against the wall and 
moaned. "Three drinks of scotch, 
a fight with my girl, and Dukeman 
all in one night. It's too much." 

Thinking on, Jim frowned. The 
case must be bad tonight to get 
Dukeman out. He took only the 
cases no one else would touch. One 
thing, about the man, he lived for 
his work. The millionaire flown to 
him from Europe, the charity case 
from the Bronx - both got the same 
kind of attention. Not as people, of 
course, but as problems for Dukeman 
to lick. It was funny about the kids 
though. He wouldn't touch a case if 
the patient was under twelve years of 
age. He wouldn't even sit in on cow 
sultation. 

The elevator slid smoothly to a 
stop, and in silence the three young 
doctors entered the surgery dressing 
room. 



Shore Boulevard, just two blocks 
from the hospital. She had a deep 
frontal head fracture. Beyond that," 
t~e nurse shrugged, "the x-rays are 
Sttll developing. Her identity is not 
known. She is middle-aged and was 
'Well-dressed - was wearing what 
looked like a genuine Persian Lamb 
choat. If she had been carrying a 
andbag, it was not found." 

h 
The nurse opened the door; and 

ead-bound, masked, gloved, and 
ready for .~urgery, the young intern 
'Walked into the operating room. 

b The merciless light of the reflectors 
eat down on silent, masked figures 
that worked noiselessly. Instrument 
tables were being rolled out. The x­ 
rays were being placed for study. 
?ackings, gauzes, sutures were wait­ 
ing. The whole scene had a sterile, 
cold quality of efficiency, as the know­ 
ledge of science gathered its forces to 
fiake its. fight for t~e still, broken 
gure being wheeled into the room. 

I" Easily, smoothly, the patient was 
~ted from the cot and strapped to 
the operating table. Emergency had 
s aved that part of the head where 
thhe bone was uninjured; but the area 
t at was supported by a splintered, 
crushed skull had not been touched, 
bnl d grey, curling hair, matted with 
0od and dirt, covered it. The ether 

~ask was placed, and the anaesthesist 

b
egan to ease ether into the lungs of 

t e victim. 

Sharply the door from the chiefs 
scrub-room opened, and Dukeman 
Walked in. Without a glance in the 
direction of the patient, the great 
surgeon walked directly to the wall 
shreen and the still drying x-rays 
s own there. Jim Malone, Stills, 
bl_ld Missions stood attentively behind 

1rn. awaiting the outline of pro­ 
cedure. 

The injury, shown by the x-rays, 
was far worse than any Jim had ever 
seen. It seemed incredible that the 
woman still lived. There should 
have been a hemorrhage immediately. 

Two, three, four minutes slipped 
by, and still the Chief did not speak. 
Only the sound of the patient, breath­ 
ing through attached rubber lungs, 
filled the quiet. 

Dukeman spoke. "Barring cerebral 
hemorrhage, we should be able to 
complete surgery. We'll remove this 
area, transferring it ... " His voice 
went on, outlining the impossible, 
in short, quick statements. 

The surgeon grew quiet. For one 
more minute he studied the x-rays 
and then motioning for them to be 
set up close to the operating table, he 
turned and walked to the patient. 

"Is the patient under? Pulse? 
Blood Pressure?" 

Even as he snapped the questions, 
his long sensitive fingers were sliding 
around the injured area. His hand 
closed about the tool extended to 
him and drilling accurately through 
the solid bone, he circled the con­ 
cussion, and lifted out that part of 
the skull that was crushed. 

Slowly, evenly, the minutes ticked 
by. One hour. Two hours. 

"Pulse?" ... "Blood Pressure?" 
Three hours. 
"Heartbeat fainter." 

"Administer adrenalin." 

Dukeman was doing the impos­ 
sible, - the patient still lived. 

Four hours. The breathing of the 
patient was short and choppy: Duke­ 
man was hurrying. Perspiration 
stood thick on his forehead. 
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