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medication 
Going back through past issues of TOWERS, we see 

that the precedent has not been one of dedicating the 
book. However, this year we would like you. to know to 
whom every year's publication of TOWERS is most in­ 
debted. This dedication has been occasioned by the fact 
that TOWERS and Sigma Tau Delta will no longer be 
able to lean so heavily upon her generous and dependable 
support - ever present not only in those big projects but 
also in those innumerable little things which are so neces­ 
sary for success. 

This is the year to mark her retirement and to culmi­ 
nate her many years of work in founding and maintaining 
Sigma Tau Delta and TOWERS on Northerri's campus; 
therefore, we would like to have every student realize our 
gratitude to her - shown in the most meaningful method 
we know of. And so, not only to express the appreciation 
for this wealth of guidance, but to show the affection we 
have all gained for her, we dedicate the 19 5 6 TOWERS to 
our much loved Dr. Maude Uhland! 



With the coming of Spring, it is said, a young man's 
fancy turns to thoughts which girls have been thinking 
about all year. We, the members of Sigma Tau Delta, 
'cannot testify to this fact, but we do know that in the 
course of the year many thoughts, experiences, observa­ 
tions, and general transformations take place in the life 
of the average student. Some forget about these things, 
others do not even know that they exist, and others re­ 
cord them. We are interested, primarily, in the latter. 

It is the pleasure, the responsibility, and often the 
grueling task of Sigma Tau Delta to read and re-read the 
material submitted in order to present to you the best 
material available. We are governed in our selection, not 
by subject matter or literary type, but only by a very 
ardent desire to present to you a pleasurable experience in 
good literature. 

This then is TOWERS magazine for 19 5 6. We hope 
that you will enjoy it, not only for one reading, but also 
in the future when another Spring will bring back mem­ 
ories of the hopes, wishes, and aspirations which you had 
in 1956. 

BARBARA LINDBLOM 
ROY HOWARTH 

Co-Editors 
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Prematurity 
Sprinq came, but only for a day; 
The sky was clear and blue, 
The sun was hot on the jacketed 
Backs of the people, 
There was a breeze - soft and gentle - 
Smelling of thawed ground and melted ice. 

The grass seemed greener than it had the day before 
(Snow fell then - or was thrown 
From the sky, rather than fell), 
In sunny sheltered places 
Sprouts of spring flowers peeked 
At a world not quite ready. 

Breathe deeply of the spring air, 
Little sprouts, before you pull 
Your heads below the earth again; 
Eagerness is good, but readiness is better; 
Nature has still some winter left 
To spread around her playground. 

Tomorrow the sun will pull 
His flannel covers over his head, 
The wind unll blow cold, chasing 
The gentle breeze back to the South, 
Soft flakes of snow will spill once more; 
Spring came, but only for a day. 

- Omer Tolley, '58 
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Escapade 

A flirtatious feather 
in this night doth seek, 

With hairy legs 
between toes to creep. 

Searching, 
Searching, 
Stumbling . a find! 
Curious specimens 

of each kind: 
Hairy toes, bald toes, 
Toes of aristocratic gent; 
Sneaky toes, gnarled toes, 
Hammer toes . . . . . bent! 
But coy toes and curling toes 

these, doth it desire! 
Inveigling laughter 

is the scheme 
Evoking sensuous fire. 
But sometimes being stamped upon, 

its satisfaction ends; 
This romantic creature 

finished, 
maimed, 

Its back reduced to bends! 

- Roy Howarth, '5 7 

Life 
A worm slid silently o'er the muddy sod, 

A robin perched attentively on a nearby clod. 
Poor little unwary worm, 
Awful hungry cannibal bird, 

A hop, a squirm, a gulp ... or two, 
A worm and a meal; both were through. 

- Deborah L. Storck. '5 7 
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some vague process of metamorpho­ 
sis. I had to own one of those tow­ 
ers. As my avariciousness overcame 
me I would clutch desperately at 
them only to feel them slide oozily 
thru my fingers as if covered with 
tower grease or Snyder's Magic Hair 
Growing Tonic. The monstrous 
towers laughed at me and my clumsy 
desperation; it was an eerie, mocking 
laugh. But I was fortunate, for as 
the laughter crescendoed to an ear­ 
shattering volume I would simulta­ 
neously drift back to consciousness. 

Semantics, Sanity, and Towers 
or 

Please Be More Explicit 
It struck me as a rather generous 

offer; indeed, I could not help con­ 
~~dering it a most amazing off er. 
You are a fool," I said to myself 

and no one else in particular or gen­ 
eral, "if you do not investigate the 
whys, wherefores, and otherwises of 
this most singular liberality." The 
f,~ster read: TOWERS, RESOLVE To 
VVRITE FOR TOWERS Now. Towers? 
I .mused, do not tell me that they are 
giving away towers now? Refriger­ 
ators, television, money - yes. But 
towers? "I was dumbfounded, ting­ 
ling with effervescence, breathless 
With bewilderment and suffering 
from premature baldness due to a 
glandular condition. 

. Myriad questions raced thru my 
lb.ind, but no answers were forth­ 
coming. Where was I to write to in 

1 \{,der to procure one of these towers? 
as it a contest of some sort? Had 

the market on towers become over­ 
htocked? Should I or should I not 
ave a go at Snyder's Magic Hair 

Growing Tonic? Dazed, I turned 
away from the ambiguous poster and 
lllade my way foggily home. 

Little did I realize the devastating 
j.ffect that poster was to have on my 
/fe. During the daylight hours I 
0u.nd myself constantly brooding 
b\.'er the enigmatic piece of p~ste­ 
'l;[/ard. At night I slept but little. 
hen I did sleep, nightmares be­ 

came my lot - terrifying nightmares 
bl\ Which I found myself surrounded 
'Y towers of every size and shape 

~0nceivable. There were thin towers, 
at towers, short towers, tall towers, 
~edium-sized towers - and every 
81llgle one of them was evily leering 
at lb.e as it became half-human thru 

But what was ahead of me? 
Nothing - - nothing but endless 
hours of sullen depression. 

You see, I wanted a tower; I 
craved towers; I passionately loved 
towers. Life had become empty, 
meaningless, without pattern or pur­ 
pose. 

I had no tower. 

Yet, somebody was giving away 
towers, or at least selling them. But 
the cryptic poster gave no informa­ 
tion. Write for towers, it jeered. 
Fine! But where was I to write? 
The Department of Towers, Wash­ 
ington, D. C.? One would be better 
off dead, I thought, rather than suffer 
through life towerless. 

As if things were not already bad 
enough, my friends began avoiding 
me. This was probably due to· my 
malignent depression, which reeked 
of Snyder's Magic Hair Growing 
Tonic (I had taken a go at it}. I 
tried explaining to them, though. "I 
want a tower," I would say. "Do 
you know where I can get a tower? 
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One day, as I waded thru the 
crowded halls of the Administration 
Building with visions of the Lean­ 
ing Tower of Pisa haunting me, I 
espied another poster. The poster 
caught my eye because the word 
TOWERS was printed on it in big 
black letters. I hurried up to the 
poster, took my eye back, and began 
examining it for clues concerning the The plan? Oh, it's really ve~t 
procurement of towers. After ex- simple, although conceived by a br1 
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What type of tower do you have?" 

But they laughed at me. They 
even had the unmitigated audacity 
to deny that they owned any towers; 
furthermore, they claimed that they 
had not the slightest idea of where I 
could obtain one. Of course I direct­ 
ly accused them of lying. The fools. 
What did they take me for? Every 
single one of them owned a tower 
and I knew it. It was all perfectly 
clear to my keen mind that they were 
deliberately hiding their towers and 
doing their utmost to deny me the 
privileges and exquisite joys of tower 
ownership, 

The possibility of suicide entered 
my. thoughts. "I will show them," 
I said to myself. "I will eliminate 
myself from this selfish world; then 
they will see how much their selfish­ 
ness has caused me to suffer." 

I ventured to try and hang my­ 
self. However, I discovered that a 
rope around my neck induced dis­ 
comfort and hindered my breathing. 
Realizing that suicide was out of the 
question, I put my keen mind to 
work and proceeded to develop a 
plan by which I. too, would come 
into possessionof a tower. Actually, 
as the plan took shape in my mind, 
it all appeared incredibly simple. 
Dynamite, a crane, two and one-half 
bottles of Snyder's Magic Hair Grow­ 
ing Tonic, and - - - - but more of 
that later. 

ammmg my eye, I examined the 
poster. 

"Eureka!" I shouted. "I shall be 
plucked from the murky depths of 
towerlessness ! " It was all perfectly 
simple. BRING YOUR MANUSCRIPTS 
FOR TOWERS To THE ENGLISI-1 
OFFICE, read the poster. It was a 
contest of some sort. I probably bad1 
to write in 25 words or less why 
desired a tower; and with my astute 
mind I could not possibly lose. 

Shouting "Eureka" at the top of 
my voice, I turned and raced out of 
the Administration Building. People 
were staring and laughing at ~~j 
"Laugh, you fools!" I yelled, 
too, shall have a tower!" 

I rushed home and wrote in onlY 
five words, why I desired a rower 
(incredible, isn't it?). lmmediat~Jy, 
I returned to the Administrauon 
Building and submitted my entry. a~ 
the English office. I was aglow w1t. 
joyous abandon and Snyder's 0agic 
Hair Growing Tonic (I had d1scoV' 
ered that although the tonic did not 
grow hair it gave one a very pleasant 
glow if taken internally). 

I floated home on a cloud of ec.ll 
tacy. "Perhaps," I mused, "I Wl e 
receive a tower patterned after tb 
Tower of Lendon." 

That happened over a month ago~ 
I have made repeated inquiries/at tbr 
English office as to when my tower 
will be delivered. But they laugh ae 
me as if I were jesting. People art 
always laughing at me. I cann° 
stand much more of it. 

If I do not receive my tower. ~~ 
nightfall, I will put my plan 1n 
effect. 



- Robert Rund, '56 

liant mind. I have devised a method 
by which I will effect removal of the 
towers of the Administration Build­ 
ing. I would cheerfully outline the 
details of the plan if I felt the least 
bit cheerful. Anyway, I may want 
to use it again in the future to ob­ 
tain bigger and better towers. 

What? You laugh at me? You, 
too, think I am but jesting? Well. 
laugh - laugh until you can laugh 
no more. But I promise you, I will 
laugh last. 

To Nowhere 
Steps ... 

steps ... 
steps ... 

just steps! 
Steps to where? 
just steps. 
Where? 

Steps to left? 
Steps to right? 
No, just steps. 

Steps toward east? 
Steps toward west? 
North? South? 
Up? Down? 
No, just steps. 
If just steps 

and nowhere aimed, 
they' re just steps 
to nothing gained. 

Just steps. 
- Keith Sack, '57 
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Seascape 

Born 
To Feel 
The surging pulse 
Of wind and wave and war 
As elements of nature sweep 
In swift crescendo towards the distant shore 
The breaker mounts to giddy, frothing, high-Flung crest 
To slam with crashing, thund'rous roar against impassive rock 
Then shatters into arching itridescent spray 
And rainbow splinters pierce the awestruck air 
That trembles still in echoed Fear 
Of wave with heart to dare 
The ancient wall 
Of blank 
Despair 

- Dorothy Johnson, '56 

A Sonnet 

The Charmed Hours of Sleep 

- Dorothy Johnson, '56 

To sleep, my son, is nature's blessed way 
J)f easing hurt and soothing troubled minds. 
When naught but fading scar remains, the day 
Again does steal through softly opened blinds. 
In dark of- night, a qerttle hand has healed 
The crushed and trampled meadow where you played. 
And see! The purple clover stands revealed, 
As if it were a king no more afraid. 
The gay, flirtatious waters in the brook 
Have polished all the pebbles shiny clean; 
And as we passed the garden, did you look? 
The peas have sprouted leaves of tender green. 
Unspoken love, both merciful and deep, 
Surrounds the world, in charmed hours of sleep. 
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The Decision 
two weeks of leisure with the family. 
And Terry had been so excited about 
it. Are we going wa-ay up North, 
he had asked her countless times; 
and she had always replied, Yes, 
Terry, way up in the woods where 
all you can see are miles of pine trees 
and the beautiful lake. And is that 
where the Indians used to live, he'd 
inquire. All kinds of them, she had 
answered. And they used to hunt 
and fish right on the spot where the 
cabins are now. Then Terry had 
built a tepee in the back yard out of 
some clothespoles and an old paint­ 
splattered tarpaulin and danced in 
circles around it. She remembered 
how she scolded him when he holler­ 
ed like an Indian. For days all he 
talked about was how jealous the 
boys would be when he brought real 
flint arrowheads back to the Cub 
Scout meeting. He might even get 
an extra badge or medal or something 
for it, he used to say. And then he 
asked her how long they would be 
gone and when she answered, two 
weeks, he began to worry about how 
lonely he might be. He begged her 
to let Jimmy, the boy down the 
street, come along with them. She 
hadn't thought too much of the idea, 
she recalled, but Terry pleaded and 
she felt sorry for him. Her husband 
thought it was all right and Jimmy's 
mother didn't seem to mind. Of 
course, with four small children, she 
was probably glad to get one out of 
the way for a while. Then, too, Mrs. 
Martin had thought of the responsi­ 

i, ''Why doesn't that inhalator squad bility involved in taking Jimmy - 
'll!rry?" sobbed Mrs. Martin. "My the responsibility of having some­ 
son's dying! Can't we do something thing happen to him; and she was 
~o make them hurry?" It couldn't hesitant to take him along. Now she 
e true, she told herself. Terry was- thought of the ironic twist. She had 
ti't really dying. Of course not. This been so worried about Jimmy and 
ll>as the beginning of a wonderful there, lying on the ground, was her 
~acation - the vacation they had Terry! She wondered why she had 
een looking forward to all year: ever consented to bring Jimmy along. 
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All he could see was his ten bony 
toes, covered with wet sand and dirt. 
A.11 he could hear was the continual, ''O ,, . ne ... two ... three ... four... whisper- 
ed by the young man kneeling not 
ten feet in front of him. All he could 
feel was the glare of dozens of pairs 
0~ eyes, indirectly focused on him. 
Jimmy stood motionless, as if in a 
daze, on the weedy grass near the 
lake. He knew that just ten minutes 
ago he and Terry were playing to­ 
gether on the pier, and now Terry 
Was lying on his stomach with some 
lll.an pushing down on his back and 
co . " h f " Lr untmg, one ... two ... t ree ... our ... 
'le was oblivious to all else except his 
dirty, bony toes and the dozens of 
bairs of eyes. I was only trying to 
e.lp, Jimmy thought. People always 

said that if someone didn't know how 
bo swim you should push him in and 
e' d learn. He was only trying to 

he!p Terry learn how to swim! A 
shiny black ant tickled him as it 
crawled across one bare foot. He 
Wiggled his toes in an effort to scare 
it off, but did not dare to move any 
Other part of his body because of the 
w.atching eyes. Some of the dry sand 
slid down between his toes. The ant 
crawled down and up again, over his 
0ther foot. Jimmy wondered if he 
fad told a lie. It was true, Terry did 
all in the lake, but Jimmy hadn't 
told anyone that he had pushed him 
1n. It hadn't been a very hard push, 
bhough, he thought. Terry just lost 
ls balance; he did fall in! 



The hot sun made Jimmy's head 
tingle. He wanted to scratch it but 
didn't dare; he felt the eyes on him. 
Instead he twisted his thumbs behind 
him. He heard the rhythmic "one ... 
two ... three ... four ... " whispered by 
the man pushing down on Terry's 
back. Jimmy wished that Terry 
'would jump up and say, "Ha, ha, I 
was just fooling," and they would 
run off together and play again. But 
he could still ,J;ear the counting. He 
wondered why the man was counting. 
Maybe after he counted to four, five 
hundred times, Terry would be bet- I must be practical about this, . .M~; 
ter : maybe that was how long it Martin told himself. Everyth11H~ e 
took for artificial respiration to work. going to be all right; they'll h~e 
But then, why didn't he just count that truck out here any minute .. , 
higher, instead of saying one, two, thought of the new fishing equ1P0 
three, four, over and over again? ment he had bought for Terry ari., 
Jimmy's legs were tired from stand- how he planned to teach him h0;e 
ing still and he shifted his weight to to use it. He thought of how rJ1 
one foot. Then he thought that may- had finally gotten Terry away fro 0 be Terry would hear the man better that congested neighborhood a~, 
if he kept repeating the same words. those rowdy boyfriends of his. e .!l 
Jimmy was hungry. He wondered cept for Jimmy. But Mr. Marti. 
what Mrs. Martin would have for liked Jimmy; he was a sensible b~Jd 
supper; he wondered if Terry would He thought of how, at last, he J:0b 
be up by then or if the man would the chance to get away from his J Jd 
still be counting one, two, three, four. and enjoy his family. Nothing w~tJ 3 He hoped that he wouldn't get a happen to spoil it now. He ht 
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If the two hadn't been playing to­ 
gether. she thought, Terry might 
never have been on the pier and he 
never would have ... they were prob­ 
ably playing some silly game. But 
she had told the boys to be careful 
and not to go out to the deep end 
of the pier. She wouldn't have been 
surprised if Jimmy had coaxed her 
son out to the end and they had had 
a fight or something. And now 
Terry was 1 ying on the ground with 
the lifeguard trying to revive him. 
He couldn't die; she had seen people 
saved before at the beach; they never 
died! She turned her head and 
glanced .hatefully at the awkward 
young boy who stood on the grass, 
wiggling his toes and staring at his 
feet. 

spanking from Mr. Martin. But whY 
should he, he thought. He didn't 
tell them he had pushed Terry in. A 
black and yellow bumble bee flew 
dangerously near his face and .Iirnmf 
shut his eyes tightly. It brushe.d 
against his ear and buzzed over his 
head. Then it was gone. .Iirnm)' 
looked down again. Terry would 
tell on him, though. He knew that 
when Terry woke up he would crY 
and tell his mother that Jimmy push­ 
ed him off the pier; Terry was a cry­ 
baby. Jimmy thought that maybe 
he should tell the truth after all. 

" ... one ... two ... three ... four ... " tbe 
lifeguard rose up and down. l_'be 
sun was hot and he was breathi_n~ 
hard. His body began to ache. Wis 
the kid would snap out ·of it, ~e 
thought. He looked anxiously at ht5 
watch and wondered why the inba' 
ator squad didn't hurry. He glanced 
at Terry's face and thought, poor 
little guy! He looks awfully pale. 
It'd sure be a shame if ... Damll 
kids!! What did they have to go 
fooling around on the fishing pie~ 
for, anyway? If he doesn't pull otJd 
of it I'll take that other kid an 
really knock some sense into hifl1· 
He continued the movements o!l 
Terry's back. 



cigarette and paced back and forth 
on the grass. If that truck would 
Only come, he thought. What the 
hell is keeping it? 

Jimmy shifted his weight to the 
Other foot. He wondered what to 
do; he felt uneasy just standing there 
but he didn't know where to go. He 
Wished his mother had been there, 
but she wasn't. He wanted to run 
away but he was afraid he couldn't 
find his way back; and then how 
Would he get home? He wished that 
Jerry would hurry and wake up. 
... one ... two ... three ... four ... " That 

lllan certainly must be up to five 
thousand by this time, he thought. 
Be wondered what the Martins 
Would say when Terry told that 
Jimmy pushed him in. They'll call 
Ille a liar, Jimmy said to himself, 
and maybe even spank me! Would 
someone else's parents spank him, he 
Wondered. And then he thought, 
probably, since they were at a cabin 
in the woods, far from his own par­ 
ents. He screwed up his face and 
Wiggled his toes and twisted his 
thumbs behind his back, all at the 
same time. It would be hard to tell 
1' erry' s parents that he pushed him 
in, but it would be better than hav­ 
ing Terry tell them later. He drop­ 
Ped his hands at his sides and 
80traightened his legs. He lifted his 
ead and looked over at Mrs. Martin, 

Who was staring at him. I'd better 
tel! her now, be thought. 

A siren pierced the silence of the 
crowd and everyone looked up. The 
inhalator squad had come at last! 
~11. at once there was a u:ass of con- 
lls1on, with men carrymg funny- 

looking instruments about Terry and 
moving him around. One of the 
men turned him over and felt his 
arm. Then he felt around his chest 
with another instrument for what 
seemed like a long time. Finally, 
Jimmy saw him nod to the other 
men and all the activity stopped. 
He'll get up now and tell on me, 
Jimmy thought, and I was going to 
tell them myself. He ran over to 
Mrs. Martin and she started crying 
aloud. Mr. Martin came over and 
put his arm around her; he was cry­ 
ing, too. It was the first time Jimmy 
had ever seen a man cry. All the 
people around were turning away 
and lots of the ladies were crying. 
The men covered Terry with a cloth 
and put him in the ambulance. Jim­ 
my didn't understand what all the 
people were doing. He was going to 
ask Mrs. Martin if Terry was going 
to the hospital, but she was still cry­ 
ing on Mr. Martin's arm. The am­ 
bulance drove away and Mr. and 
Mrs. Martin got into another car 
and followed it. Most of the people 
were gone. 

"Hey, kid, come on! I'll buy you 
an ice cream cone," said a voice be­ 
side Jimmy. He looked up and saw 
that it was the man who was giving 
Terry artificial respiration. "Too 
bad about your pal, kid. He should 
have known better than to rush out 
on the pier all by himself when he 
didn't even know how to swim." 
He started walking up the road. Jim­ 
my followed him with silent steps ... 
one ... two ... three ... four .... 

- Jeannette Huntman, '57 
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The Forlorn Unicorn 

A unicorn was quite forlorn 
Because of what nature 'ad done­ 
Ot her beasts 'ad a pair c' 'om, 
While 'e 'ad only one. 

One bright mom the unicorn 
Went out into the world 
To seek a mate for 'is one 'om, 
Be it crooked, straight, or curled. 

'E searched and searched to no avail, 
'E couldn't find an extra 'om; 
'Orne 'e went with dragging tail, 
A more forlorn unicorn. 

Finally on the next morn 
'Ls search bore fruit at last, 
'E found an empty, unused 'orn­ 
No doubt a bil/ygoat's in the past. 

'E stuck it on 'is lofty 'ead- 
' E was so proud and 'appy- 
s E turned and ran to the old 'omeetead 
To show 'is unicorn pappy. 

"What manner of goat is this?" 
'E asked, looking at the funny 'om. 
"Or are you some sort oi deer or ibis, 
For ~1:1rely you're not a unicorn." 

- Omer Tolley. '58 

Alas for our poor 'ero- 
' E removed the borrowed 'om, 
And managed a faint "Cheerio - 
I'm reallt] a unicorn." 

The moral learned by the unicorn 
Is easy for me to paint: 
Don't wish for the horn 

With which you weren't born, 
And don't ~try to be what you 

ain't! 
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- Flo Finkboner, '56 

The Course of Human Events 
Heat waues parch my groping mind. 
Blasts of cap guns shatter 
My wild and inadequate thoughts. 
Constant hum of tires, 
Screeching of well-worn brakes, 
Rakish blaring of hams, 
Pungent smell of hot oil and gasoline, 
The babble of human voices, 
All blatantly proclaim 
That pleasure-hungry hordes 
Chase madly here and ·there 
To seek holiday entertainment. 
While here in my dungeon 
I oainlq struggle 
To escape the claim 
Of the exacting lord of poetry. 

The Withered Rose That From the Book Did Fall 
The withered rose that from 'the book did fall, 
Lies brown and dry and wrinkled at my feet. 
No longer does it wear the summer's blush, 
Nor penetrate the air with breath so sweet. 

Now lost, the oeloet texture of its dress, 
And gone the airy lightness of its kiss. 
No longer does it qioe a soft caress 
That (lightly) makes the sense aware of bliss. 

And yet, there is a small, faint, ling'ring scent 
That slowly finds its way beneath the flesh. 
Diffusing to the heart's most inner soul, 
It softly slips through Time's close, fine-spun mesh. 

- Nancy Peterson, '5 8 
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Two Minutes 

Myriads of lovely words and ponderous thoughts 
Brew swiftly in the musing spot 
And dance and leap and seek to reach 
The mill which fed by will 
Grinds and shapes them audibly, 
For these are live, my dear? 
For to your ear they find the way, and you are sure 
And' they are done, they die. 
Memories of dead words that surged and grew and sang 
One furious song remains 
And thus expressed were gone before 
You could touch the real things and see and taste them. 
Expression is short lived. 

And then - those thoughts that leapt and danced 
With so joyous an intent, 
When they swirled with the weight of sound, 
How to be sure that they were as carefree and as true 

on the ballroom of your musing spot? 

Here, the oral mill is powerful and famed; 
But this, lost in another sphere, is one most vigorous and deep. 
Nourished by half will and love, it takes my thoughts 
More gently, more serenely. 
It molds them more perfectly and cbanqes 'them so little. 
It but caresses themand shows them silent exit 
As tenderly as a doe nudges her fawn to point to him the way 
Where cool springs lie. 
Reaching it, they do not hesitate to fly, to float, to spring 
Before you and for you. 
The time is not limited - there is no one great effort. 
But eternal they are born and so they live. 
Hear the great symphony, and touch the music; taste the harmony. 

- Roberta Simone, '56 
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I can see myself sitting gingerly in 
my favorite chair with my charming 
lap dog at my feet. Did I say charm­ 
ing? Ah, yes. At my feet is right­ 
chewing on the right one to be 
exact - the left already being a 
bloody stump so to speak. There he 
lies, the little dear, happily munching 
my foot. He looks so contented 
there. I really should say something 
to him about his choice of chewing 
material, but I can't bear to disturb 
him at this point - he's just get­ 
ting well into the bone, and you 
know how dogs like bones. No sense 
in interrupting his enjoyment now. 
And besides, think of that beastly 
law ... it is beastly, you know ... 
strictly for the benefit of beasts, un­ 
less, of course, a man happened to be 
one and resolve to beat his hound 
every hour on the hour. In that case, 
the hound would be dead by now 
and I could be sitting in my easy 
chair enjoying my pipe instead of 
sitting in my easy chair and watch­ 
ing the hound enjoying my limb. It 
is rather inconvenient, as you may be 
able to guess, and promises to become 
even more so as my leg grows short­ 
er and stubbier by the minute. 

A Sad Tale 
I can't understand why at least 

!}ine-tenths of the American public 
insists on carrying the grand fraud 
of so-called New Year's Resolutions 
any farther. Already this practice is 
the subject of much humor and ridi­ 
cule. These resolutions would be a 
tnarvelous thing if only they could 
be made with the serious desire and 
the earnest effort of keeping . them. 
But take, for example, the usual type 
?f resolution made by the average 
individual who doesn't wish to com­ 
~it himself on anything weighty or 
difficult to carry through. 

"I hereby resolve not to raise my 
Voice unnecessarily in scolding my 
dog. He's a nice dog - I'll go one 
better - I hereby resolve not even 
to speak to him harshly." 

. Well, that's a nice, safe, resolution, 
isn't it, chum ... uuuhhhuuummm 
· · . as long as there is nothing to 
C?tnpel you to stick to your resolu­ 
tions, you' re perfectly safe in any 
rash promise that you make. Of 
course, there is nothing to compel 
rou to keep those resolutions, but 
et' s just suppose that there was 
something to do so. Suppose the 
President was to suddenly take it up­ 
on himself to have a law passed 
Which would compel every man, 
~oman, and child in the United 
yates to make at least one New 
ear's resolution each year and to 

carry it out to the letter. 

Now this puts things in a differ­ 
en~ light, doesn't it? That dog is ?01ng to be able to lead a man's life 
?r a whole year. It certainly would­ 
~ t be hard to carry out this resolu­ 
ion if one had a mild tempered, 

&entle creature who never disobeyed, 
lle\'er irked the nerves - but who is 
sa fortunate? 

I hope Ike is enjoying his new law 
to the greatest extremes - my dog 
certainly is. I could be a lot worse 
off, though. 

Take the man across the street. 
He really has a problem. He resolved 
not to argue with his dear wife any­ 
more about the furnishings for their 
home. Consequently, his spouse has 
completely jammed an otherwise 
sturdy dwelling with all sorts of 
flimsy affairs, rickety chairs and the 
like. The unfortunate man hasn't 
even a place to sit down. I really 
feel sorry for him. That's why he's 
over here now. I invited him to 
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come and sit in my living room ... 
so there he is . . . sitting on the 
davenport with a book on his knees 
. . . staring at the pooch crunching 
away on my left knee. Now I won­ 
der why in the world that stupid dog 
has changed legs again. I should 
think that my right leg would be 
plenty tasty enough without having 
to sample the left again. But then, 
I guess dogs are fond of variety in 
their diets, too. 

I really wouldn't know whether 
they are or not, though, never having 
conducted a survey on the subject. 
I do wish that I could do something 
constructive like conducting a survey, 
but I suppose that's quite impossible 
in· my present state of uselessness. 
I've had plenty of time to think, 
though, and I've come to the con­ 
clusion that something is definitely 
wrong someplace. Either I am com­ 
pletely out of my mind, or the dog 
is. I rather fear it is the dog, for he 
is certainly taking unfair advantage 
of my obedience to the law. My 
father always told me that some­ 
thing horrible would happen to me 

if I didn't obey the law - so I guess 
this pooch slowly gnawing me into 
oblivion isn't horrible. I don't be­ 
lieve I'll stand for it much longer . 
I'll be a man! Who does the Presi­ 
dent think he is anyway - con­ 
demning an honest man to such in­ 
decencies. I'll show him - - - ! 

Away, DOG!! You mean whelp l ' 
GET AWAY, I SAY!! Now go 
ONt ! Leave! NOW! please? 
. ... heh .... nice pooch? heh? 
.... heh, heh, heh .... sweet dog­ 
gie .... little poochie woochie .. · · 
please 'ould 'ou 'eave dadikins 'lone? 
mmmmm? honey pie??? I . · · i 
oooohhhh ! For Heaven's SAKE!· 
What's the use anyway - he loo~s 
so contented there, I just couldn t 
hurt his feelings . . . Well: friends. 
before I am .chomped into sawdusdt. 
remember this tale and take bee · 
BEW ARE of New Year's resolu­ 
tions. Of course, there is nothing rt 
compel you to keep them. But R;.. 
MEMBER THAT THERE JUS l 
MIGHT BE! 

- Dorothy Kimbell, G. '56 
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To a Cafeteria Cup 
Little cup, why sit you silent 
Never telling, never telling - 
Never telling all you've heard? 
Which professor pulled a boner? 
Never telling, never tellinq - 
What fair maid has eyes on whom? 
Never telling, never telling? 
Never telling all the gossip 
All the learned conversations 
Never telling day on end - 
Would I had such trusted friend! 

- Dorothy Kimbell, G. '5 6 



The Rape of Spring 
March 23, 1955 

Spring came yesterday to our 
town, setting 

trembling and tentative foot on the 
greening welcome 

we had spread to give her 
qreetinq. 

The chorus had been practicing "Te 
Deums" for weeks 

and annunciated her arrival 
with perfected, jewel-like 

trills. 

But for all rejoicing and promise 
.. of the new reign, 

she wept with fear, reluctant 
to enter into her 

kingdom. 

The dispossessed monarch roared in 
senile rage; his 

head shaking like the aspen 
leaf, he summoned his 

still-faithful minions 
concealed in Aeolus' 

sack. 

They grasped the young princess. 
whirled her to the suburbs, 

presented her fainting for the last 
judgment of the dying 

king. 

Her helpless but radiant beauty 
inflamed the near-gone 

spark of rapacious lust. 
With icy talons 

he seized and ravished her - 
(we had thought him impotent) 

left her spent and bleeding on his 
footstool. 

The North Wind, shrieking in 
horrendous glee, 

covered her with a white destroying 
blanket; the court 

performed a last macabre 
dance in celebration 

of their king's brutish and shameful 
victory. 
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But we who watched on her coming, 
anticipating deliverance 

from the tyrant, haoe not 
forgotten. We but wait our 

time. 

We will repair her wounds, 
restore the rose, 

nurse her back to life, 
strength, hope, 

forgetfulness. 

We shall still set her on the 
throne, do obeisance 

unto her - yet dance on the 
green and spangled 

carpet nature has wouen 
has prepared for her 

coronation. 

- Irma G. Howell, G. '56 

A Mottled Fabric 
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Of what stuff is this life made? 
The ioarp of sunshine 
The woof of bitterness dark thread. 
We weaue out stint each day 
By what unseen hand is our shuttle fed? 

- Jacqueline Logan, '56 
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