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Everywhere at Northern there is evidence of growth
and expansion — growth in enrollment, in scholastic
achievement, in ideas. TOWERS serves as an outlet for
those students striving to express their own ideas and
feelings as the scope of the college widens.

The task of selecting the best manuscripts submitted
for TOWERS publication has become increasingly difficult.
Each spring the members of Sigma Tau Delta, honorary
English fraternity, carefully sift through the large amount
of material the student body submits. They try to choose
those articles which will hold the most interest for the
greatest number of readers. Every article appearing on
the following pages may not appeal to each reader’s taste,
but the members and sponsors of Sigma Tau Delta sin-
cerely hope that TOWERS will hold at least a moment of
pleasure, inspiration, or profound thought for everyone.

This, then, is the 1955 TOWERS — the embodiment
of the ideas, the ideals, and the dreams of those giving
life to Northern during her years of expansion.

JOYCE WETZEL,
Editor-in-Chief

MARILYN SEAMS — DON HARRINGTON
Associate Editors
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Thought, the Father to the Line

Not of the happy heart come faded flowers

That were in Shakespeare’s time so wet with dew;

Nor do we ever yet the peaceful hours
Pass in fragrant silence beneath the blue.
So why the stress on dull-decayed deceits
And why the lyre when wasters cities fell;
Why dwell so many fruitless hours on Keats,
When Eros lures us down the road to hell?
OAh, is there not enough to tax the mind?
OR, is there not enough to fire the soul
On men in bloody ditches left behind,

Or must we spend our time on barcarole?
We can not in shadows of the past recline.

Current thought must ever be the father to the line.

— Yossel Naiman, '55
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Prejudice

Prejudice is my “‘pet peeve’’. No
doubt you feel the same way. There
are, of course, all types of prejudice,
racial prejudice being the one which
we hear the most about. I suppose
that one might say that I am preju-
diced against prejudice. The type
which annoys me the most, however,
is the prejudice many of the people
of the United States have against the
living standards and customs of other
countries.

[ am compelled to admit that I
once had such a prejudice. A young
person cannot help believing some of
the propaganda he hears. He is bom-
barded with it immediately after be-
coming old enough to understand.
The V.F.W.,, the D.A.R. and scores
of other organizations continually
preach that our .country is the only
answer to living. During World War
II, for instance, I read such propa-
ganda in the papers, saw it at the
movies, and listened to adults whose
intelligence I dared not question. I
hated Japs. Since then I have had the
opportunity to visit Japan and other
countries in the Far East. I found
her people charming and the country
fascinating. The same was true of
service personnel who nine years pre-
vious had hated a country whose

people they had never met.

I honestly had been led to believe
that the people of other countries
were all suffering under a great fam-
ine. I had little doubt that Edison s
great discovery had been reported tO
only a chosen few in other countries:
We were modern; they were primi-
tive. What a pity that so many
school children today have the same¢
misconception! I was shocked to find
a very workable television set in my
hotel. I was amazed at the speed of
the subways. I was astonished at
the building in Tokyo. It was un-
believable that so many of the popy”
lation spoke English. 1 was embat”
rassed. I came from the most pro;
gressive nation in the world and di
not speak Japanese.

People from the United States art
prejudiced against other countries. |
wonder if they have ever had'thﬁ
thought occur to them: Amerl.cans
will drive to Chicago for Chines®
food, wait in line for an Italian dln;
ner, fight over home-made bread 3{
a French or Finnish bake sale, b¥
how far will a Frenchman or a Finf
an Italian or a Chinaman go for 3°
ear of corn on the cob? I wonder:

— Charles Munson, '58
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To Du Wayne

I am nothing without you.

I am a statue of clay ... a paper doll.
No heart nor soul,
Just two dimensions!

I am nothing without you!

Not azure sky, nor crimson poppies
Can [ see.

Not the harvest musk nor apple blossoms
Do I smell.

Not lemon’s sour nor saccharine’s sweet
Can I taste;

Nor vibrant velvet can I feel.

You have charmed me.

[ cannot see ... I have not seen,
Not smelled,
Nor tasted,
Nor touched,
Not realized life’s rich vitality
Until I loved you.

— Lois Peterson, ''55

The Night

A beautiful day and then comes dawn,
A full-red sun sets itself to spawn.
Another day has turned its face to hide,
And night flows in like the oncoming tide.

T he cool breeze blows and stars begin to gleam;
All is calm and silence reigns supreme.

The moon shines and glows so bright,
Setting the scene for a lover's night.

A lonely couple walk through the woods
Arm in arm the way lovers should.

How much I wish that it were you and I,
As I sit here watching a starry sky.

— Bob Schieck, '56




Does It Have To Be ?

Jan sat in her room, gazing out at
the flame-colored trees with unseeing
eyes. “Why,”” her mind pleaded, “it’s
all so unnecessary. How can being
of another religion make such a tre-
mendous difference?”’

Her mind went back to last year
and the first time she had met Ken.
The meeting had been a silly acci-
dent, the kind of situation people
laugh at in the movies. A cinder had
flown inte her eye as she walked out
of the dormitory. Ken had seen her
and had gallantly come to her aid.
They walked along, talking, and
parted at the corner. It had all been
so commonplace. Neither of them
dreamt that an insignificant cinder
could make such a difference.

The summer had been the kind a
girl always dreams about. Moonlight
rides, dancing, swimming, parties, but
best of all were the nights when they
just sat and smoked and talked.
They had so much to learn about
each other. Jan floated along on her
own special cloud until a week be-
fore the fall term began.

They had spent the evening, talk-
ing about the crazy things they had
done as children, when Ken casually
mentioned that he had gone to St.
Jerome’s Grammar School. As if a
light had been flashed on in her mind,
Jan realized that she didn’'t even
know what religion Ken was. Re-
ligion had just never entered their
conversations, and by now Jan was
so caught up in the spell the moon-
light wove on the lake that she let
the matter pass. It was that same
night that Ken told Jan his mother
wanted to meet her, and would she
like to come to dinner that Friday?

Jan was so nervous Friday before

leaving that her mother threatened to
disown her if she didn't stop fidget-
ing. When she and Ken finally walk-
ed into the Scholz home, she felt a$
though she had butterflies the size of
pianos in her stomach. Mr. and Mrs:
Scholz were charming and immedi-
ately relieved her nervousness. 10
Jan’s great surprise, they were just
like her own family, and long befor®
dinner was ready, they were all chat”
ting like old friends. When Charlie:
the youngest Scholz, saw that the
main dish was fish, he piped up dlS‘,
gustedly, “Aw, nuts, I hate fish’
Why do we always have fish? DO
you like fish, Jan?

“Mm, yes, I do. We don’t hav®
it very often at our house; my father
detests it, but Mom and I both like
it.” For an instant, so brief that
Jan later thought it her overactiV’
imagination, she saw a strange 100
cross Mrs. Scholz’s face.

Later, as she and Ken were walkK’
ing up the steps to the Nelson hous®
she told Ken about the look. It w#
dark ,and she couldn’t see his fac®
but his words reassured her. “‘Jaf
honey, you're just being silly; coul
n't you see the whole family wad
crazy about you? Dad told me bt
thought you were great. The lf?,',
portant thing is, do you like them’

“Of course, I do. I think th‘eY",ra
all very sweet, especially Charlie.

They sat and talked, oblivious of
time, until Mrs. Nelson finally ¢¢
cided that if she did not go out 9"
the porch, they would sit until daw?

After Ken had said goodbye, Jaf
and her mother went into the kitch?”
and had some lemonade. The nig?
was a typically sultry late summ?

—
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Night — a2 night especially made for
tan?{ng, instead of sleeping. Jan sat
Waiting for her mother to ask about
the evening. Finally, unable to bear
It 2 moment longer, she burst out,

ren’t you going to ask me what
they're like? 1 think they like me,
and we got along real well, and I
think they are awfully nice. Ken
Said his father thought I was great.”

b Mrs, Nelson’s smile changed to a
alf frown at her next words.

b ,You know, Mommy, I think
¢y re Catholic. Ken’s never said

aything ‘to me, but I'm pretty sure
ey are.”

‘That is a shame, dear. Perhaps
You had better stop seeing Ken be-
Ore things get too serious. You know
OW your father and I feel, and I'm
Sure he would never approve.

3 ‘Mommy, I know this sounds
errl’ble, but I don’t even care — [
On't really mean that exactly. I
On't even know what I mean, but

a o
S far as I'm concerned, it’s already
Serous,”

. ‘Well, dear, I do think you're
Ushing things. You will probably
:el differently in the morning. It is
fOmantic night! Good night, Jan.”

..Jan sat staring at the empty glass.
i know I've hurt her, and maybe
h for nothing. If only I knew for
Sure. Why on earth should it matter
tﬁ.much. We all believe in the same
ablngs_; it'’s only the way we go
th'out it that’s different. Well, maybe

Ings will be different tomorrow . . .
Maybe,”

¢, Ken didn't call Saturday. Satur-
QaY night and Sunday went by with-
Ut a word from him. As Jan moped
out, packing for school, she no-

ticed the questioning but relieved look
in Mrs. Nelson's eyes, but she ig-
nored it. Sunday night when the
Nelsons left her at the dormitory, her
mother’s parting words were, “Don’t
worry, Hon, everything works out
for the best.”

Waving goodbye, Jan thought
ironically, “Why do mothers always
say that?”

In the chaos of unpacking, Jan
forgot, for a few moments, about
Ken, and when the buzzer rang, she
answered it automatically. It was
only upon hearing that she had a
caller that the pesky butterflies again
made their appearance.

“Ken .5 . but what about . &
I mean, what happened?”’

With a glance at the girl behind
the desk, Ken took her arm and re-
plied, “Let’s go for a walk.”

They walked in silence until they
reached a secluded bench on the hill
overlooking the college. The silence
lengthened until Jan thought she
would explode. Just as she thought
she must scream, Ken softly spoke.
“I suppose you're mad at me about
not calling and not showing up Sat-
urday night. I hope you'll under-
stand why I didn’t. The truth is, I
was planning never to see you again,
but here I am — only lasted two
days.”

“But, Ken, I don’t understand.
How could you change your mind
overnight like that? Did I do some-
thing?”’

“No, Hon, it's nothing like that.
I still love you; guess I always will.
It’s just that when I got home from
your house Friday night, Mom was
waiting for me. She asked a lot of

=




questions about you, wanted to know
if I was serious about you, things
like that. Then she said something
that hit me like a bomb. She said,
'Of course, Jan’s Catholic?’” 1 just
told her I didn’t think you were and
that we'd never discussed religion.
She really hit the ceiling. I never saw
her blow up like that before. Well,
anyhow, we had a big fight, and I
stormed off to bed.”

Jan sat speechless and when she
started to say something, Ken inter-
rupted her,

“Wait a minute; I'm not through
yet. "T'hat part’s not so bad. I started
thinking about it, and after a while
I began thinking that maybe she was
right. I don’t know. I got all mixed

UP.”

“It's funny, Ken, but we used to
talk about these situations and I al-
ways thought ['d never get into one
and even if I did, I'd break it off be-
fore it started. Just goes to show
how dumb I was.”

“I've always felt that way, too.
That’s one reason why I didn't call
you. I wanted you to get so mad at
me that you would never talk to me
again. But I decided it wasn't fair
not to tell you what happened.”

Dusk was beginning to creep over
the campus, and the shadows cast by
the buildings seemed gigantic. The
scene was ironically peaceful to two
of the troubled spectators. Jan finally
broke the silence by relating her talk
with her mother.

““We didn't quarrel, but just about
the same thing happened to me.
Mother started asking about you; and
when I told her you were Catholic,
she got that special look she gets on

her face and said, “You know youf
father will never approve.” So . .. -
where to now?”’

“Lord, I never thought anything
like this would happen to me!”

“Well, Ken, wishing won't change
it. But we can’t keep letting this
hang over our heads, making us mis-

erable. We've got to decide now:
Wou ... would you be willing toO
change?”’

“Are you kidding? I told you
how my mother feels. It would just
kill her and Dad. Even if it weren
for them, I couldn't do it...I can't
just throw away every belief and bif
of learning I've gotten in twenty-tw©
years just like that. Could you?”

“No, honestly, I don't think I
could. Your reasons are exactly th¢
same as mine, and neither of us ha’
the right to ask the other to sacrifice.

“So, that leaves two alternatives:
We can get married and keep ouf
separate religions or we can just for’
get we ever met, or rather we could
try b

Jan looked pleadingly into Ken's
eyes as she whispered, “Do you want
to forget it?”

“It would be one of the hardest
things I've ever done, and I'm no
sure I could do it. We have to b¢
realistic, though. You know, thef
are some things my church would ¢
quire before we could get married:
You'd have to sign a paper promis’
ing to raise our children in the Cat}}o'
lic faith. We'd have to be marri¢
by a priest, and we couldn’t have 2
Protestant service afterward. Thef?
are some others, but I guess yo!

—12 —
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know what they are. What's your
answer?’’

Jan was silent for so long that

en finally turned from his intense
Scrutiny of the end of his cigarette
0 look at her. The look told him
erything. ‘‘Somehow, I knew you
Would feel that way.”

Thgy lapsed into silence again,
Watching the lights below flicker on
One by one. It was as though with

each new light appearing below,
another of their dreams lost its glitter
and shattered.

Words were not necessary. They
seemed to know each other’s thoughts
better than their own. With one last
glance around them, avoiding each
other’s eyes, they rose and walked
down the hill.

— Daisy Huber, '56

The Poor Ump

[ stepped up with my super-sized bat,

Brushed off the plate with the top of my hat.

I straightened up, stepped back, dug in and waited.
“Strike one!” cried the ump. My smile quickly faded.
“See here, you blind goat! come get in the game.”
And I followed this up with some more not so tame.

I stepped back in the box; dug my spikes in the mud.
T he ball hit the mitt with an echoing thud.

“Strike two!” cried the ump; 'twas a horrible sound.
Says I, ““Is your seeing-eye dog close around?”

And he with a smile and wave of his hand

Saird, ““Knock off the music or go join the band.”

I stepped back in the box; took a get-ready swing.
T he pitcher wound up for that last mighty fling.

“You're out!” sard the man.

“You're crazy,” says I.

“Any blind man could tell that ball was too high.”
“Go take a seat!”’ to me said the ump.

My bat hit the ground with a mighty hard thump.
I said to the coach, “Give that umpire the blame.

T he poor man’s most blind;

‘tis really a shame.”

— Forest C. Hanna, Jr., '58
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Urbanitis

We'd hate to leave our city to live out in the sticks.
Who wants to have to milk the cows and feed the little chicks?
We couldn’t leave our neighborhood — our gossipy, notsy block,

We'd miss our office, crabby boss, phone cmplaints, and slow time-clock.

We'd rather spend the stuffy nights of August in our flat

Where not a bit of breeze will blow. Who'd think of leaving that?
We like our children in the streets with busses, cars, and trucks.

We don’t want them playing with chickens, lambs, and ducks!

We have our yard — it’s four by five and big enough for us,
‘Cause if we even step on it, our landlord makes a fuss.
And speaking of our landlord, he isn’t really bad,

Except we can’t redecorate. (He likes what he first had.)

We love the noise, the smog, the dirt, and nosy neighbors, too.
We'd hate to live upon a farm — we're City through and 'through.
We rather like the dinning horns and dirty city atr,

The jerky, crowded subway rides and neighbors in our hair.

What good’s a country life, indeed? Who likes to see the sRy,
Or rolling hills or little stones? Who needs a butterfly?

We'd get no thrill from fields of grain (a business all our own).
We'd rather live in our little flat than in a cozy home.

Now you may think that we are ignorant or that we're lazy.

' . 3 b
You're wrong on both because, you see, we're neither one. We're CRAZY? I

— Judy Tomiseck, 56

BT
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College, U. S. A.

It seems that everyone, whether he
€ young or old, has been exposed
at one time or another to that product
of unlimited Hollywood imagination
“nown simply and modestly as a
Spectacular musical extravaganza''!

e press agents go beserk with the
release of such a production and su-
Perfluous adjectives, flowing with in-

credible ease, invade the advertise-
ments,

Is it possible that there might be
One particular form of celluloid musi-
cal that could conceivably be placed
on a plane lower than average? There
S, in my opinion, just ome. It is
COmmonly titled College, U. S. A. or
Something equally as trite.

This type of entertainment has
2¢en invading local cinema houses and
nsulting the intelligence of movie
80ers ever since make-up expert Wally

estmore discovered he could make a
thirty-five year-old, three-time divor-
e look like a virtuous coed.

In case it has been some time since
You have been subjected to this type
°f buffoonery, I feel it my duty to
tefresh your memory. This I will
dttempt to do without the dubious
enefits of cinemascrap, sterophony
Sound, lousycolor, or butter corn.

The first scene invariably finds de-
Mure, young, bewildered Penelope
( enny) getting off the train at Seedy
Orners, a lazy little valley town
Which boasts the campus of Fursh-
luﬂger College.

Penny, just beginning her college
Career as a freshman, hails from a
Ittle mining town in South Dakota.

¢ has worked every spare moment
Or the last ten years to send herself

Her father doesn’t
the upper income

through school.
exactly smash
bracket.

Penny doesn’'t know a soul in
Seedy Corners or at Furshlunger ex-
cept an old high school beau named
Myron Snarf, who meets her at the
station. Myron likes Penny. Myron
is conference checker champion. He
is a real nice guy. He takes Penny by
the hand and escorts her to his old
Model A Ford. They drive together
down the shady streets of Seedy
Corners. Its shady streets are in re-
ality a work of art; it took the men
on the set almost three hours to erect
them.

Upon her first glimpse of the cam-
pus, Penny, unable to surpress her
emotions, bursts into melodic song
praising Furshlunger. Mpyron, far
from being a kill-joy, joins her on
the second chorus. Although they
haven’'t seen each other since high
school graduation, they are in perfect
harmony and know all the words to
the extemporaneous song.

They eventually jolt to a halt on
the last note in front of Dalrymple
Hall, women’s dormitory at Fursh-
lunger. Although it was broad day-
light when they left the station, there
is now full moonlight shedding gold-
en light on the pair. This moon, in
reality, is an electrician’s pride and

joy.

Penny, after thanking Myron for
the lift, skips lightly up the stairs
of Dalrymple carrying two steamer
trunks and an ironing board, blow-
ing kisses to Myron as he drives off.

The plot thickens when Penny
meets her new roommate, Thelma.
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Thelma is gorgeous. Thelma is queen
of everything. Thelma is sexy.

It is immediately obvious to the
audience that Thelma is much more
worldly-wise than Penny. Thelma
wears low-cut dresses. Penny wears
Dorth Collins’ blouses. Thelma wears
make-up. So does Penny, but you're
not supposed to know that. Thelma
has an exotic hair-do. Penny’s golden
locks are unblemished by artificial
treatments. Thelma is a knockout.
Penny is unobtrusive. They make
perfect roommates.

At the outset, the audience sees
that Penny is a wallflower, while
Thelma is constantly going on a mad
whirl of frivolous fraternity parties.
Penny stays home and practices her
zither lessons. No one knows her or
pays any attention to her except My-
ron, who comes over constantly to
teach her the finer points of checkers.
It becomes more and more obvious to
the audience that Myron is a ‘‘square
bear.”

One evening while Myron and
Penny are deeply engrossed in a fast-
moving game, Thelma arrives with
Biff, a fraternity man. Biff is presi-
dent of Sigma Freud. Biff is BMOC.
Biff has just pinned T helma because
Thelma is BWOC.

The scene shifts to the front stairs
of Dalrymple Hall. There is Biff,
dressed in his uniform (Biff is foot-
ball captain) and holding Thelma
very, very close. In the background
are all Biff's Sig Freud brothers. They
are singing the song reserved for
just such moonlit occasions — “The
Sweetheart of Sigma Freud.”

In this scene, the magic of Holly-
wood is vividly demonstrated. The
boys sound better than Fred Waring's
Pennsylvanians, and from nowhere

comes the lilting music of a five hun-
dred piece orchestra.

Biff kisses Thelma. Biff kisses very
well. He should. He's forty-six years
old.

Biff takes Thelma by the arm and
strolls into the foyer. They pass very
close to Penny and Myron. Biff, of
course, doesn't even notice Penny,
until Thelma winks at him with a
knowing smile and introduces him.
The implication here is that Thelma
is just being the gracious big wheel
that she is by allowing Penny to
meet her pin-man.

Biff smiles at Penny. Penny’s
heart goes pitty-pat. Penny is in love
with Biff.

Let us pause for a moment in ouf
critique to take stock of just what
has transpired in the first fifty min-
utes. There is more than a triangle;
there is a quadrangle. Penny loves
Biff after saying ‘‘How do you do”’:
Biff loves Thelma because Thelma 15
sexy; Thelma loves Biff because Bt
is BMOC; and last, but not least
Myron loves Penny, but Thelma ha$
been in the back of his mind evef
since he heard that she could play @
mean game of checkers.

The next scene is in Penny’s room-
Thelma is out as usual and Penny 15
meditating. She is trying to think of
a way to win Biff. At this moment
who should enter but the kindly old
housemother, aptly portrayed by Maé
West. In the movie her name 15
Mother Perkins. Mother Perkins ask$
the reason for Penny’s obvious mel-
ancholy.

Penny tearfully pours out hef
troubles. Mother Perkins chortles tO
herself. It seems that she has resolve
the problem. It seems that she wa$
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Once a Ziegfield Follies girl and knows
all the tricks of the trade with regard
to alluring the opposite sex.

. The next day a new girl is sitting
In Penny’s classroom chair. The aud-
lence knows, of course, that it's not
4 new girl at all, but actually Penny,
Who'has been transformed by Mother
Ferkins's make-up tricks. She is wear-
Ing an outfit that should get her
arrested for indecent exposure.

Everyone stares at Penny’s low-cut
dress. Everyone stares at the smiling
Ted lips. Everyone watches the way
she walks. Penny is so happy at the
Way everyone is staring at her that
She once again breaks into song. The
Whole class, who likes to stare at the
II;QW Penny, breaks into song, too.

enny’s voice can be heard above all
the rest because she's really not sing-
Ing. It's actually Jane Froman.

Penny bounces out of class after
deftly squelching some unwholesome
'deas the prof had. She dances down
the campus singing gaily with that
Mysterious five hundred piece orches-
a. No one seems to notice her
ClarlCing or singing with the five hun-
ted piece orchestra.

¢ Her choreography takes her in
font of the Sigma Freud fraternity
Ouse. It might be apropos to de-
Scribe this edifice. It's very large. As
4 matter of fact, it dwarfs the Wal-
orf. It has huge white pillars and a
80ld door on which is emblazoned a
p‘Ctl_Jrc of its founder, Dr. Kraft-
bing, and its crest.

b Just as Penny walks by, the door
Ursts open and out comes Biff, not
Walking but dancing, dressed in Ox-
Ord gray slacks, white bucks and a
8audy sport shirt. He has a tennis
facket under his bronze-colored arm
Ind dances out to the curb where his

Cadillac convertible with the Cash-
mere top is parked. Biff is subsidized.

Biff ogles Penny as she flits by and
does the now-famous Hollywood
“double take”’. He inquires if Penny
would like a lift. You bet Penny
wants a lift. The whole plot has
been building up to this gripping
climax.

Once Penny is settled on the genu-
ine leather seat, Biff asks her her
name, his painted white teeth grind-
ing sensuously. She tells him that
she is Penny, the demure young thing
he'd met that night in Dalrymple.
He, of course, can’t believe his eyes.
Neither can the audience.

They talk as they drive and sud-
denly it's dark. They conveniently
find themselves on the edge of a sleepy
lagoon. The crickets are chirping as
the big car glides to a halt under a
psuedo-weeping willow.

Biff has the
Gardner’'s “‘I'm
Love” is softly

radio on. Freddy
in the Mood for
playing. Biff puts
his muscled arm around Penny and
begins to croon. Freddy Gardner
suddenly loses the melody and begins
to accompany Biff as he sings. The
audience wishes they had a radio in
their car that would accompany them
when they sing to each other.

Biff professes his undying love for
Penny. Penny professes her undying
love for Biff. Then Biff, Penny, and
the radio all combine their talents in
a rousing chorus of “It's a Great Big
Wide, Wonderful World That we
Live In.”

The last scene is at the Campus
Sweet Shoppe. All the gang is there.
Penny is now wearing Biff’s pin.
Thelma is now carrying Myron's
checkerboard. All four are dancing
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from table to table, deftly missing the
various and sundry plates and glasses.
Myron especially amazes the audience
because up to this time he has done
nothing but play checkers. If they
had read the marquee carefully before
coming in, they would have seen that
Myron is played by Fred Astaire.

The Sweet Shoppe proprietor,
played by Lauritz Melchoir, begins
singing the “‘Drinking Song” from
The Student Prince. Everyone joins

in singing and dancing on the tables.
A few more adept students are dem-
onstrating their agility by aerial
stunts on the revolving ceiling fans.
The epic ends as they all stop, face
the camera with broad grins an
drain their malted milk glasses.

Yes, indeed, College, U. S. A. i
really a wonderful form of entertain-
ment to miss.

— David H. Buswell, '57

The Hollow Time

Convention’s wall of stone entombs the voice;
And echoes of the truth remain in dark deception.
Pretention rules the days of all who breathe

And empty laughter rives the soul of mirth.

Foul fares the land of the hot dog stand

And the football hero and the marching band.

Compulsion eats the heart of dying thought;
It speeds decay and breaks the noble mind.
To doubt the lie has come to be the sin

As politicians paganize the creed.

Foul fares the land of the St. Louis jazz,
The gem of the ocean and the raz-ma-taz.

Where doubter can not live, save he be bland,
No truth shall flower nor peace be ever known.
For freedom dies not at the rebel’s hand

But when a freedom’s faith is blown.

And foul fares a land where this is true;

The end of the story is up to you.

— Yossel Naiman, '55
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