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"Going to Los Angeles?" 
I put down my copy of True and looked at the young man who had 

taken the seat beside me. His suit was Brooks Brothers - with Brooks 
Brothers suits you don't need to look at the label - his shirt crisply white 
and in the latest style, his tie a tastefully striped ivy-league. 

"No," I answered, "just as far as Chi­ 
cago. I change planes there." 

We exchanged smiles and I noticed 
his thin, rather Lincolnesque face beneath 
his curly but well-trained hair. He struck 
me as being almost pretty, in a masculine 
sort of way. 

"I see you're reading True. Did you 
happen to read that article on Burma? The 
author is a very good friend of mine." 

"Really? No, I haven't had a chance 
to read it yet. The first time through I just 
look at the pictures." • 

The engines wheezed into action one 
by one and the plane vibrated gently. The 
"Fasten Seat Belts" and "No Smoking" 
signs went on. 

"I hope they hurry and turn on the 
air conditioning. I detest stuffy planes." 

"They'll have it on as soon as we take 
off. Live in Los Angeles?" I ventured. 

"Oh, no; I'm just flying out to visit 
my father. He's president of Benton's and 
Walton, you know, and I haven't had a 
chance to see him since we came back 
from Europe last fall. Tell me, what do 
you think of Europe?" 

"Not much, I'm afraid. I've only been 
there once, so I really couldn't judge. Of 
course, I did like Paris." 

"Paris!" His hands were like immac­ 
ulately groomed birds, one or the other of 
which fluttered up a few inches from his 
lap each time he spoke. "I loved it! 
Where did you stay?" 

"Oh, a little place called the Hotel Suisse, in Montmarte." 
"Next time you go you must stay at the Claridge; it's the best in Perie 

you know." 
I nodded. "Did you go with your parents?" 

brief encounter 
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"Just my father. Mother died when I was twelve." 
"No brothers or sisters?" 
"Good heavens, no. What on earth would I ever do with them? 

Cigarette?" He produced a regally monogrammed box with a flip-top and 
Purple tinfoil. "Turkish import. They're really quite good." 

He lit them with a discreetly expensive lighter. 
"Ronnie - the one who wrote the article - always smokes them. His 

father was vice-consul in Turkey and brought some home with him. He 
and my father went to Harvard together .... " , 

He went on talking; his voice pleasant and with a sort of urgency to it, 
Which drew me to him in spite of myself; his hands, those graceful birds, 
giving quiet emphasis to everything he said. 

" - - - and so then my father insisted I go to Harvard too, though frankly 
I preferred Yale. Quite a man, my father. Eventually I suppose he wants 
me to start in at Benton's and Walton, but I haven't spoken to him except 
on the phone since we got back." 

"I imagine he'll be very glad to see you after all this time." 
He laughed; a warm, rich, and soft laugh. When he spoke his voice 

Was surprisingly sincere. 
"My God, no. My father hates me."----------------- 



ode to kleenex (soft pink) 

Hail, Oh perfect pack of pink profusion, 

Whose very absence heightens life's confusion; 

Whose blushing petals rise in single file; 

Whose porous tissues blot up trace of smile, 

And tear, and other oozing agonies of man 

Which have plagued him since first his time began: 

To Thee I pose one question, oft unheeded: 

Why, oh why, Most Wonderful, art thou never near when needed? 

• 
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april 

So spring is here - 

Go ahead, impress me. 

So the birdies dear 

Sing for me expressly; 

So the croci leer, 

And the breeze caress me ... 

I think I'm catching a cold! 



needles not for sewing 

Unnoticed by the four well-dressed men talking to the bartender, a 
blue light flashed warningly in the jukebox. Repeatedly like a neon siqn 
the flashing light signified danger only to the few who knew its meaning 
- raid ! Two young men had slipped away unobserved toward the wash­ 
room and made their escape through the back door. Three women sat with 
calm facade waiting their chance. The bartender himself looked as relaxed 
as possible as he conversed with the four detectives; he dared not look in 
the direction of the three girls left who he knew would make their break 
soon. 

Pamela waited breathlessly for her two friends to leave. She hated 
going last; it was bad luck. Finally, they made it. Picking up her purse 
she proceeded to make her well rehearsed exit. Her gait could not be too 
brisk, yet the anxiety pounding in her throat forced her legs faster-faster. 
She was almost there; it was a matter of a few steps. There! A slight feel­ 
ing of relief began to fill her. God, that was close! Then suddenly a strong 
hand grabbed her shoulder. Pam felt the blood drain from her face, and 
with shaking knees she was ushered to the front door. It was only a matter 
of minutes before the squad car pulled up in front of the county Jail. 

Behind steel bars Pam looked all but her usual gaudy self. Coldly she 
stared at the floor, and answered not once the questions thrown at her by 
the matron. Tired of the futile interrogeration, the matron slammed the steel 
door behind her. Pamela shuddered from the sound of clashing steel. Sud­ 
denly she clutched her stomach, and collapsed upon her cot. It h~d been 
sixteen hours since she had had her last fix. She thrust some pills the 
doctor had left her into her parched mouth. No water was left for her to 
quench her thirst. She knew only too well what was happening to her. She 
had heard others tell her about it; she had read it and at the same time had 
vowed she'd never get caught, she'd be too smart for that. Bleakly she 
glanced at the bars surrounding her. Putty from lack of rest, her eyelids 
closed. Sleep, the unbigoted comforter. 

In the sixty-fifth hour Pamela's screams of anguish echoed pitifully 
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throughout the hospital section of the jail. Her body, contorted in convul­ 
sions, lay writhing upon her cell floor. Her uniform was drenched with 
sweat and vomit. Her fingers were dug deeply into her stomach as she 
tried to relieve her pain. Her body shook as her wrenching guts allowed 
only dry heaves. Her mouth was a froth of blood and bile. Her eyes were 
blazing fireballs which squeezed shut as spasmodic cramps twisted her 
insides. 

Across from this tortured soul, whose pain could at-any moment ter­ 
minate with death, a doctor sat calmly. No physician could help now; no 
drugs could be administered to relieve this pain - only time, the healer. 

Pamela had survived the seventy-two hours of withdrawal, and in the 
eightieth hour she could hold a soup spoon and smoke a cigarette. Not 
since her entrance had she spoken a word; she uttered no thanks from her 
swollen lips ror the food or smoke. Her eyes, the pupils still dilated, 
glanced weakly at the matron who carried away the tray. 

Three days later Pamela's boyfriend, Benny, escorted her away from 
the hospital of the county jail. She had no more punishment to endure; 
the law had said as the police released her. Pamela's only response had 
been a hateful laugh. Benny's affection for Pam, in the form of a hard grip 
around her waist, was accompanied by, "It's too bad ya got nabbed, baby. 
You'll feel better in a few weeks; then you'll be back in the swing of 
things." 

Pam smiled bitterly and said, "Yeah, Ben, I'll get O.K. soon. The boss'd 
kill me if I ever stopped pushin' the stuff." Her voice softened a little, "I 
Was awful sick, Ben, awful sick, I'd liked to died the way it hurt so." 

Benny helped her into the car saying, "Yeah, sugar, I heard it's hell; 
Ya just gotta stay clear of those hot spots next time." 

Again the sneer of hate crossed Pamela's face, "I won't get caught 
again, Ben. Don't worry. I'm too smart." 

• 



the kishwaukee 
Seeing the Kishwaukee rush through DeKalb refreshed by the recently 

melting snow brought to my mind the long forgotten days when the Kish­ 
waukee was one of the major rivers of the North American continent. Be­ 
cause of the present sad state of the river, most of the present generation 
will not blieve the part it has played in history. 

At one time the Kishwaukee may have marked the most southerly ex­ 
ploration of the early Vikings. This cannot be proved as yet since nobody 
has found a marker stone closer than Minnesota. It is known that at a much 
later date it formed an important link in the most direct steamboat route 
between Rockford and Chicago. Between these two dates it seems to have 
been a favorite recreation area for the Indians of the midwest. It was a 
favorite place for the young braves to practice their canoeing because the 
current was very leisurely. This was caused largely by the fact that it 
flowed into another river smaller than itself. Traffic was heavy on the river 
in those days, especially in the eastern portion. The name DeKalb is de­ 
rived from an Indian expression meaning "at last, we are out of that horrible 
Chicago traffic." 

At a point near the present location of the Northern Illinois University 
campus, the Indians had their equivalent of the modern West Point. One 
of the graduation ceremonies was the throwing cf the graduating class into 
the river. Naturally, when the braves waded out of the river their feet were 
muddy. This mud was regarded as the same as a diploma from the school. 
The braves traveled to their homes without washing their feet, and the one 
getting home with the most Kishwaukee mud still on his feet automatically 
became the next chief. This worked well for all but one of the many tribes. 
The braves of this tribe became so adept at walking without disturbing the 
mud that they were able to keep it one their feet for years. As this created a 
ti,~ between numerous braves, and none was willing to give up his chances 
of becoming chief, the entire tribe became known as the Blackfeet. 

Since the Kishwaukee was so tranquil, Robert Fulton chose it for the 
first trials of his steamboat. Since the farmers along the river called ii 
Fulton's Folly and told him to quit wasting his time and come help hoe the 
hybrid corn, he took his invention to the Hudson River where the people 
had time to stand around and admire his work. 

The Kishwaukee was a very important factor in the industrial North 
during the Civil War. It was so important an asset to the Union that the 
Confederacy organized one of the most daring expeditions of the war, to 
sabotage it. Volunteers from the 17th Alabama Infantry slipped through 
the battle lines and all the way to the banks of the Kishwaukee. TheY 
dynamited the narrow isthmus between that river and the Chicago, and 
overnight the once mighty Kishwaukee became a mere trace of a river. 

. . . . 
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Because the blast occurred on the very night that news of Lincoln's re­ 
eJ;:;ction reached Illinois nobody became alarmed at the noise, but passed 
it off as a prank of some of the juvenile delinquents of that time. By the 
time the truth was learned the rebels had escaped. Because of the humili­ 
ation of the· North and the stricken consciences of the Confederates for 
having destroyed such a beautiful river, no mention of this is made in 
history books. 

Songs have been written about the Kishwaukee, but none ever be­ 
came popular. Probably the nearest to being a hit was "Beautiful Kish­ 
waukee." However, because of the poor design of false teeth in those days 
the title had to be changed to "Beautiful Ohio" to protect the front row cus­ 
tomers. Steven Foster started to write a song about the Kishwaukee, but 
had to change to a river farther south because it did not sound right to 
sing about "Way Up Upon the Kishwaukee." 

After the Civil War, money was appropriated to restore the Kishwau­ 
kee, but due to a contractor's mistake it was spent making the Chicago 
River flow backward. (But that is another story.) Since that time the Kish­ 
waukee has been relegated to oblivion. 



the dawn 
The dawn, pregnant with promises, 

Flaunted its colors 

Listen! 0 dwellers 

Dawn brings happiness 

Dawn gives peace 

But the dawn went unheeded, 
Flaunting its colors 

Ot the sky, 
Of the sea, 

Of the city, 

To tlie sky,· 
To the sea, 

To the city. 

To the sky, 
'To the sea, 

To the city. 

To the sky, 
To the sea, 

To the city. 



gene patrizi 

• 
london bridge 

Sylvia Cloyd was the little girl's name, 
though you could hardly make it out from the way she said it. Miss Craw­ 
ford had to ask three times before she could understand what the girl was 

saying. Ardith Wintercrest clapped her hand quickly over her mouth to keeP 
from giggling aloud. What a silly name! What a funny way for a girl to 
talk! She squirmed around in her seat to see if Bonnie and the other kids 
thought it was funny too. They weren't even smiling. Well, she would 
tell them about it at recess. 

"Boys and girls," Miss Crawford said brightly, "this is Sylvia. She is 
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new in the first grade today. Our principal just brought her to us. Let's 
see ... I think we'll have her sit in the seat in front of Ardith." She pointed 
to the empty desk. 

The little girl made no move to go to her seat. She stood like a little 
statue beside the teacher's desk. All the eyes in the room were on her. 
She was a strange looking child. Tiny and thin, with a pinched face and 
untidy hair. 

"You mustn't be frightened, child," Miss Crawford said impatiently. 
She got up and led Sylvia by the hand to her new seat. 

At recess time, Sylvia stood by the playground fence with' her finger 
in her mouth. She was watching the girls jump rope. Ardith, Bennie, and 
Nancy, Bonnie's sister, had a game of their own. They were jumping to 
see who could reach the highest count without missing. Bonnie was way 
ahead of Ardith and Nancy. 

'Tm tired of this old game, you kids," Ardith said, and she stopped 
iumping. "Let's not play this anymore. I bet I know a secret. Wanna 
know a secret?" Bonnie and Nancy forgot about the game. They dropped 
the rope and pressed close to Ardith. She began to whisper. "It's about 
that new girl. She's awful poor. That's why she's so dirty and raggy. She 
Probably doesn't eat anything but old rotten bread and water. And she 
lives in a· shack with rats and big black bugs." 

Nancy, who was only in kindergarten, shuddered to think of anyone 
living with rats and big black bugs. But Bonnie looked dubious. 

"How do you know, Ardith?" she asked. "Do you know her? Were 
You ever at her house?" 

"Well ... " Ardith wavered. Then she said definitely, "Sure. I know 
her better than anybody, and I was at her house too. And I made up a good 
name for her. SALIVA, that's what I call her." 

Both Bonnie and Nancy thought Saliva was a very funny name. They 
laughed. 

Ardith was pleased. "Let's go talk to her. There she is over there. 
let's go." She skipped over to Sylvia, with Bonnie and Nancy following 
close behind her. 

Ardith's blond curls bounced when she skipped. Her mother always 
Put curlers in her hair after it had been washed so the curls would be 
Pretty and springy. 

"Hello, Saliva," Ardith said. 
"That ain't my name," Sylvia said in a very small voice, without taking 

her finger from her mouth. She was looking at the ground. 
"Well, then, what is your name?" Ardith demanded. 
"Sillveuh," she said softly. 
"See? You said Saliva." Ardith laughed. Bonnie and Nancy couldn't 

help giggling. 
"Do you have any brothers and sisters?" Ardith asked. 
"I hab a thithter." 
"What's her name?" Nancy wanted to know. 



"Franchithco." 
"What?" Ardith squealed. All three girls laughed outright. "Say it 

again," Ardith commanded. 
"Franchithco," she said even more softly and hung her head still 

lower. 
Ardith laughed so hard she had to gasp for breath. "It couldn't be," 

she said. "Franchithco isn't a name. Whoever heard of a girl named Fran­ 
chithco?" 

Bonnie edged in closer. "You wanna come 'n play with us?" she 
asked. Before Sylvia could answer, Ardith said, "She can't even talk 
straight. She can't even say her own sister's name. C'mon, you kids, let's 
play hopscotch. Me first!" The three girls ran oH, leaving Sylvia standing 
by the fence. 

The next day was Saturday. It was a warm and sunny morning and 
Ardith couldn't wait to be outside. She hurried through her breakfast and 
ran up the block to Bonnie and Nancy's house. Their father was the only 
one home and he told Ardith that the two girls had gone downtown with 
their mother to shop. Ardith walked slowly back to her house. Why did 
Bonnie and Nancy have to go away today? She slammed the door as she · 
went into the house. "Mama," she called. 

'Tm upstairs, dear." Her mother's voice floated down to her. Ardith 
climbed the stairs and found her mother making the beds. 

"Mama, why don't we get in the car and go over to Cousin Joey's? 
You and Aunt Barbara could drink coffee and Joey and me could play." 

"Joey and I, dear. Heavens, no. This is Saturday and mama has to 
clean the house." Mrs. Wintercrest went on with her work. 

"Then can I go to the playground?" Ardith begged. 
"No. It's too far for you to go alone and I haven't the time to take you. 

Now run along and play and don't bother me." 
"But mama," she wailed, "I haven't got anybody to play with." 
"You have so many lovely dollies, dear. Now you take them out under 

the trees and play house. Won't that be fun?" 
Ardith pouted. She went down the stairs and out into the yard. She 

began to walk along the sidewalk, kicking a little stone along with the toe 
of her shoe. She walked all the way to the corner, until she was in front 
of the little white house that used to be the Kellys. They had moved awaY 
a week ago and now the yard was littered with old boxes, cans, and scraps 
of paper. Ardith stopped to look. Then she saw Sylvia sitting on the 
ground in the debris, arranging little sticks into patterns in the dirt. 

Ardith watched her quietly for a while. Then she began to edge her· 
self cautiously into the yard. She stopped when Sylvia looked up. 

"What're you playing?" 
Sylvia didn't answer. She became very absorbed in her game. 
"I can do that too," Ardith ventured as she came a little closer. 
Still Sylvia did not speak. 
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"Do you live here?" 
At this Sylvia nodded. Encouraged, Ardith -squatted beside her in the 

dirt and began to chatter. "I know lotsa games that're lotsa fun. Should 
You and me play together? This is kind of a unky place. It's fun to play 
in my garage. Wanna come and play in my garage?" 

Ardith jumped up eagerly, but Sylvia remained on the ground, busily 
moving the little sticks around. 

"Oh, c'rnon. Pretty please. We can play whatever game you want. 
Any old game. Pretty please." She reached for Sylvia's hand and began 
Pulling her to her feet. 

Then a timid smile stole across Sylvia's small face. "OK," she said 
and hung on to Ardith's hand. They hopped and skipped and ran to Ar­ 
dith's garage. 

"Let's pretend," Ardith said when they got there. "Let's pretend we're 
mice. Do you know how to pretend mice?" 

Sylvia looked ashamed and shook her head. 
"Well, then I'll hafta show you. Just do like me and you'll be a mouse." 

Ardith got down on her hands and knees and began to crawl around. Syl­ 
via obediently imitated. They pretended to live in a hole in the wall. They 
crawled around, squealing loudly, and pretending to bite people's toes. 

Ardith said, "Here comes a big toe and it belongs to Miss Crawford!" 
They bit and chewed ferociously. 

"Here com th a toe an' it belongth to the printhipal!" Sylvia shrieked. 
"And it stinks just awful!" Ardith laughed. Soon they were both so 

tired from laughing that they had to sit down on the floor and rest. 
"You don't hafta go home yet, do you?" Ardith asked. 
"No," Sylvia assured her. 
Ardith jumped up. "Goodie. Then we can play sailing on the ocean." 

She ran over to the corner of the garage and came back with two old bush­ 
el baskets. She gave Sylvia the one with the hole in the side. "This is your 
boat," she said. "This one is mine. Get in and we'll go sailing. You hafta 
follow me 'cause I'm the captain." 

They sat in their baskets and pretended to be seafarers. "I see Africa 
over there," Ardith announced, pointing. "Let's stop off in Africa." 

But Sylvia had a different idea. "We can't," she whispered loudly. 
Ber eyes grew very large. "I thee cannerbalth hiding behind the treeth!" 

Ardith shivered. "Let's get outa here! Ooh, they're getting in their 
boats and coming after us!" They turned their boats around and sailed 
away with screams of terror. 

After they had escaped the cannibals, they visited Alaska and China. 
When they had left China, Ardith pretended her boat was sinking and 
10PPled over, basket and all. Sylvia discovered a leak in her boat too, and 
they both began to gurgle and sputter. Very soon they heard Ardith's 
lllother calling her to lunch. 

Sylvia's face fell. But then she brightened. "I c'n wait for you," she said. 


