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Foreword 
We sincerely feel that here at the Northern Illinois 

State Teachers College there is a need for a publication 
through which the students may find literary expres­ 
sion. Nu Iota Pi and Sigma Tau Delta are proud to 
sponsor The Towers, under the direction of Miss E. 
Ruth Taylor, Dr. Maude Uhland, and Mr. J. Hal 
Connor. 

The contents of this booklet are chosen on a selec­ 
tive basis with quality, originality, and student inter­ 
est in view. If you have something new to say, or 
something old to say in a new way, The Towers 
off ers you a medium of expression. 

Nu Nota Pi and Sigma Tau Delta bring to you 
the second publication of The Towers, whose sym­ 
bolic name is a reminiscence of the Castle on the Hill. 

DONNA GLYNDON 
Editor-in-Chief 

1 April, 1940 
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I saw you in the shallow mist of rising dawn, 
Between silken branches of a white birch 

tree- 
/ felt your challenge reflected in each black 

clod, 
And my hands strayed from the plow; 

Towers 
By DON WARNER. '40 

I saw you through a veil of heat and smoke 
and grime, 

Half obscured by numberless red brick chim­ 
neys- 

I heard your call above the roar of blast 
furnaces, 

And my eyes grew blind to coal and steel; 

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

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

We are the dreamers, 
Born of earth and man, 
Sons of the soil and the singing machine­ 
From field and factory, sea and sky 
We saw you, heard your many voices, and 

came 
To build a dream- 
We are the stones which 
form your souls- 

W e are the granite which 
rises into towers. 
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Kings are Rapidly Forgotten 
By WALTER LORIMER, '40 

Kings are rapidly forgotten, 
And dictators, both good and rotten. 
Even the Lion of Judah, Haile Selaisse, 
WiU be among the unremembered, and last 

summer's broken brassie, 
And the new king, Vic Emmanuel, 
Will be forgotten, or else become the trade 

name for some new-fangled enamuel, 
And he in turn wiU be succeeded 
By more sons and daughters historicallu un­ 

heeded. 
Even frownish Muss .. il Duce, 
Wi[[ some day be only the name of the neigh­ 

bor's half-breed pooche, 
Just like the redoubtable Julius Caesar 
Is little more to us than the name of our flea- 

bitten little geezer, 
Or a fine reason 
When comes the season 
To write ditties about the Ides of March, 
Most of which make poetry a Farcb, 
Though the sun never sets on the British 
Empire, so they say, 
It sets <on ex-king Eddie every day, 
And thirty years he'll be forgotten, 
Along with some dictators and kings, both 

good and rotten. 
Sure, fame is but a fleeting thing; 
Today he's dooke, who was the king. 
But it isn't Eddie who hollers! 
Why" should he when every year he gets a 

million dollars? 
It's brother George who got stuck, and Eddie 

Who had the luck. 
George was happy enough as Duke of York, 
But now he's got to work. 
He'll be forgotten, just like Eddie, 
As F. D. R. will disappear, just like Teddy. 
It's the boys who chase the dough who ought 

to be happy, 
And the boys who chase after fame for years 

without lucre are just sappy, 
Although they tell us fine stories about these 

brave struqqlers, 
Who would do better to forget about acting 

or art or writing for fame and be unknown 
.smuqqlers, 

Nobody knows either who wrote Beowulf, or 
whether he made any money, 

But if he didn't he was a dumb bunnie, 
For instance, nobody off-hand can tell who 

wrote Dr. Faustus, 
"But everybody knows who writes Michael 

Moustus. 
Maybe they won't in fifty years, but that 

doesn't make any difference to Mr. Disney, 
He's making money, isneu? 
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The Arrival 
By KAY RUEBER, '4 r 

The wagon lurched up the long 
rise and paused to let the horse rest ?is 
heaving lungs - for the Canadian 
Trail was a road in name only. Far 
ahead a nigh barren hill separated it­ 
self from the swell of the horizon and 
caught the last red rays of the sun on 
its wind-ruffled slope. 

The man turned to the woman 
who swayed beside him on the high 
wagon seat. 

"Another quarter of a mile, and 
you'll be able to see the house. You 
could now, except that it's in the 
shadow of the hill." An exultant 
smile played over the usually so.her 
lines of his face. "Don't you realize, 
Molly, this is our land, our home?" 
He spoke the word our in a subdued 
reverence. He and Molly had prop­ 
erty of their own-a world '"'."h.ich 
by their efforts might become a living 
and a. refuge. He saw Molly sweep­ 
ing her floor-the sunlight in her 
hair. Fields of his planting stretched 
bronze in the glow of his imagin­ 
ation, and he and Molly walked t<?­ 
gether to the hilltop to view ~h~ir 
domain. He felt sudden fellowship m 
a long line of adventurers-for had 
not the same blood which turned the 
hearts of his grandfathers and great­ 
grandfathers to the West led him to 
isolated Montana to take up land and 
carry on a heritage and a tradition? 

The woman at his side nodded 
quietly. She knew already how the 
house would appear - had already 
visioned it, like those they had passed 
on the fifty-mile drive from Spalding, 
rising abruptly from the prairie grass 
which pressed waist high upon it. 
The window and door glaring in all 
their newness upon the landscape, and 
stretched to one side the black scar 
from which the sod had been strip­ 
ped - already grown ragged with 
Weeds. 

It was impossible to keep soddi.es 
clean. Dust sifted from the walls in 
spite of layers of cement or plaster, 
dust rode the winds of spring and 

summer, and the stove littered ashes 
all winter. Fifty miles from town 
and railroad and five miles from the 
nearest neighbor, she would live with 
her thoughts and the man she had 
married, and with them alone. 

But Dave would be happy here, 
and she could be happy almost any­ 
where-at least with him. 

Her love had come as she had 
dreamed it would--quietly-with a 
depth of feeling almost frightening 
to one who like Molly had gloried 
in her freedom. Dave, however, had 
become so gradually a part of her life 
that it was hardly until he had asked 
her to marry him that she realized 
how unreserved was her love. But 
while to Dave, life would always be 
what he wished to believe it, Molly 
was a practical dreamer. Even in her 
love there were few illusions. There 
would be days when everything went 
wrong-when snow, heaped about 
the soddie hut held them imprisoned 
for weeks-when the coffee was poor, 
and Dave sulked silently over the 
dinner table, and growled till she 
might wish to shake him; but she 
knew she wouldn't and after a cigar­ 
ette or two he would look upward 
again a trifle sheepishly and come to 
help her with the supper dishes. She 
had seen it a hundred times when he 
was courting her-and there was no 
reason to expect a change with mar­ 
riage. And no matter what time she 
told him dinner would be ready, he 
would be just late enough so that the 
gravy would have to be reheated; but 
in return he would be unfailingly 
gentle and let the coal bill go unpaid 
to bring her books he knew she 
wanted. 

She felt his arm tighten about her 
waist protectively as the darkness 
edged closer, and with a tired sigh 
rested her head against his shoulder. 
There would be years in which to 

be practical-tonight she, too, would 
see visions. 
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And Thus It Came to Pass 
By MARGARETE BAUM, ',p 

And it came to pass that the earth was made 
and all was peace upon it until two sons 
were born unto the parents of the race- 
and with the being of two men at the 
same time, on the same earth, there 
sprang forth hatred and envy from their 
hearts and the one slew the other. 
Thus was brought into the world Death. 

The ages passed- the eons rolled by­ 
but with each century came its share of death 

and its demon offspring, War. 

War had been a piece of macabre music- 
an antiphony between hating peoples-a discord­ 
but it happened that Hate became far-reaching, 
encompassing many and the threatening roar 

presaged again War. 

Thus is was that when the world was already old, 
but man scarce more than a toddler on its surface, 
that envy made the nations of the earth band together 
into encampments-e-envy and fear bound them together. 

And the land across the sea was a great powder-keg­ 
a munitions storehouse-and a student in the Balkans 
struck the match that.set off the explosion- 

then two of the nations, like dogs ere a street fight, 
growling and menacing, leaped in to the fray. and 
Hohenzollern, the man on the leash. the power-mad monarch, 
the man on the leash, leaped in to defend, to protect his friend. 

The growl of the nations was loud and fierce and woke up the 
lion in his island lair, and the bulldog across the Rhine, eager 
for blood and tasting of battle, joined in. 

Great monsters rode atop the deep and below it- 

the nations bled and stained the earth-but the blood 
of those that died O.Il the water diluted and spread o'er the 
ocean's depths engendering hatred wher'er it went. 

And so it came about that when the spike-helmeted Uhlans 
were winning and the lion and bulldog near-vanquished- ,, 

there rose a cry from the long-legged man of the west 
and the world rose in arms to save itself for democracy-. 

and more men bled. 

The long-legged man, the stork-legged man, sent over millions 
of little long-legged men to the land across the sea-some 
merely to the sea- 

8 



and now they lie under white crosses-and some push up 
daisies and poppies without benefit of crosses- 
and others lie in great holes in the earth-in 
scattered dust that could not bear a poppy if it would- 

others lie in the sea-and fishes stare 
goggle-eyed at the white bones-angel-fish 
swim exploringly through their rib-cases- 

The bulldog, the long-legged man. and the lion defeated 
the man at the end of the leash and the terriers he had pledged 
to defend and it came time for peace. 

Georges, the bulldog of France and Leo of Britain 
and Sam, the long-legged mediator met to make a peace for the 
world. 

The dog and the lion, greedy asked more than 
the long-legged man thought was fair-so sadly he went home 
from the peace conference, empty-handed, 
leaving the spoil to the carrion-pickers. 

And the victors, now unrestricted, took the mustached 
man who held the leash and stripped him of his raiment and wounded 
him and departed leaving him half dead. 

Then they wrote down that which they would do 
and the bulldog affixed the great seal of France to the paper 
and the British lion placed the great seal of Britain upon it 
and cringing with fear, the mustached man scrawled a trembling 
sign of consent- 

And they called the peace "Versailles." 

There was an ominous feeling in the air even though the 
rumbling of the guns had quieted-but now there was a 
muttering-a gibbering of the people, the survivors, 
' 
and silently the couchant lion gazed o'er the waters 

and the bulldog lifted an eyelid as he gazed o' ~~ the Rhine- 

and Versailles, pregnant with war and hatred even from the 
moment of its conception, lay silent and waiting for eight long 
years- 

silent, like brooding vultures, gazed the nations­ 
silhouetted against the unset they waited and brooded­ 

and waited- 

and after a time-the people revolted against Hohenzollern, 
the mustached man, and set up a republic-. but in a land desolate 
and barren, weary and wartorn, democracy seemed too slow, too in­ 
efficient- 
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so there spread o'er the nation an army of brown ants, 
brown-shirted ants whose leader was a painter with a shock of 
hair ever in his eyes, a black postage stamp of a mustache on 
his lips, and a boastful promise ever in his mouth. 

and o'er the world spread the shadow of a great four­ 
tentacled octopus, Greed, and it writhed about clawing in its 
hunger- 

The hand to the south reached out and seized the trite 
remnants of a once mighty empire and crammed them into its 
maw- 

but all was silent to the west- 
only a faint murmur of disapproval from the west 
and they called it Munich-- 

and the black postage stamp pulled the string which 
held back the second snake-like tentacle and let it devour 
a little republic-the brain-child of the peace-makers- 

and still only idle murmurings from the west-- 

but when the third arm reached out menacingly to 
the east there rose a hue and cry in the lands of the bulldog 
and the lion and they jumped into the tussle eagerly- 

but the greedy arm held lightning bolts in its hand and 
crushed the little country-three times resurrected and four 
times slain-and the great bear of Russia, torpid from long 
hibernation, woke from the noise of the conflict to claim that 
which had long been taken from him. 

Aye-the object was won-but in' the west the fourth 
writhing arm holds back the legions of bulldogs and lions- 
and the postage stamp sends more brown ants to combat them- 

If the ants are victorious, what will happen then? 

Will the long-legged man who so resolutely turns his head 
from the conflict remain aloof from the battle? 

If the brown ants lose-the lion and the bulldog-the 
brooding vultures of Europe-the carrion-feeders-will devour 
the remnants- 

they will leave the land bleeding, and blood rivers 
will drain the land dry · 

and in the deep shell holes the wails of ghost-men 
will rend the night air 

and three men will meet to sign a peace 

and from their foreheads will spring forth another 

10 



monster Versailles, pregnant with Hate and Hate will produce war 
and war hate and hate war until the end of all things- 

till even the vultures brood no longer like gargoyles 
silhouetted against the sun- 

"Twere better no peace at all were signed than that 
a mirage should quarter-centurily lead the world into 
worse traps of 

war 
and pain 

and bloodshed 
and into 

a peace 
that is worse 

than a new war. 

The Gentle Sport of Talking 
By RHODA ROBINSON, '43 

When I was born, I couldn't talk. 
When I was three years old, I still 
couldn't talk. Now that I have 
mastered the mechanics involved in 
talking, I am making up for the time 
I lost when I was unable to indulge 
in this, my favorite indoor sport. 
Members of my family may state em­ 
phatically that I have already done 
enough talking for even a ninety­ 
year-old individual; however, I feel 
that life still holds a great many 
things to be said. 

Talking, as a sport, far excels any 
other type of pastime. Talking is 
adaptable and can be made to fit any 
mood I might be in-magnanimous, 
cynical, peppy, or sleepy. A baseball 
player, for example, must always be 
alert; but not so the talker. An ex­ 
pert can just give himself a little 
shove, then coast along as long as he 
wishes. 

Rainstorms, blizzards, or torrid 
~emperature do not keep me from 
indulging in my favorite indoor 
sport. Time and tide cannot affect 
a talker. 

To my mind, the greatest advan- 

tage of talking is the simple equip­ 
ment required. There are no expen­ 
sive balls, lengthy courts, or authori­ 
tative referees needed. All that is 
necessary to produce ideal conditions 
is something to talk about and some­ 
one to listen. It is possible, for me 
at least, to talk if I have a listener 
even if I have nothing to say. There 
is great personal satisfaction in hear­ 
ing my voice chatter on and on. How­ 
ever, I am rarely without a subject for 
I deem what I have to say to be of 
the utmost importance. 

In time of stress, I talk when I 
have no listener. These occasions are 
rare also, for it is seldom that I know 
anything so exceedingly important 
that I have to tell myself in the mir­ 
ror all about it. 

The time has not yet come when I 
can indulge in my favorite indoor 
sport when neither subject nor listener 
is available. When I reach this stage 
of proficiency, I believe I shall choose 
another sport to work on. It may be 
counting the bars across my cell win­ 
dow if I happen to be found talking 
to no one about nothing. 
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The Grapes of Wrath 
By DONNA SHELLABERGER 

"In the souls of the people, the 
grapes of wrath are filling and grow­ 
ing heavy for the vintage" is quoted 
from the poetry of John Steinbeck. 
For John Steinbeck is a poet, even 
when he writes of the cold cruelty of 
his own warm, rich California. In 
his present best seller, The Grapes of 
Wrath, his poetry is perhaps reminis­ 
cent of Vachel Lindsay with its 
pounding, pounding metrical song 
and its terrific social impact, for what 
prose could be more of poetry, and 
poetry in the Lindsay style, than 
Steinbeck's description of the wind­ 
ing caravans of migrants, following 
route 6 6 to California, with the long 
tabulation of cities, routes, and states? 
"El Reno and Clinton going west on 
66. Hydro, Elk City and Texola and 
there's an end to Oklahoma . . . 
Shamrock and McLean, Conway, 
Amarillo, the yellow." 

Throughout the book there is the 
same contagious rhythm which beats 
with the dust of Oklahoma, beats 
with the pounding of the pistons as 
the Hudson Super-six bumps the 
Joads across the mountains toward 
the "Promised Land", beats with the 
crackling impact of a Hooverville de­ 
molished by fire, beats with the 
throbbing thump of hunger pains and 
labor pains, and beats mightily with 
the chilled and thundering beat of 
rain falling on rain in a deadly effort 
to drive the Joads and Wainwrights 
from their boxcar home. 

Steinbeck's book is. poetry, the 
poetry of a great and humble people 
moving in a great exodus, but it is 
more than simple poetry. Saroyan 
said, when told that one of his stories 
was not strictly a story, "What the 
hell difference does it make what you 
call it, just so it breathes?" The 
Grapes of Wrath breathes and 
breathes more deeply than any other 
book of recent times! It is Steinbeck's 
breath and the .Ioads' breath and the 
breath of every starving migrant in 
California, and they cannot be sepa­ 
rated, for they are one, a Unity. Just· 
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as Preacher Casy knew and taught 
Tom to know that a person is not a 
soul in himself but only a little piece 
of a great soul, so Steinbeck must 
have known in order to write the 
heart-felt and sympathetic chronicle 
which is The Grapes of Wrath. 

Steinbeck, writing from the heart, 
has made his book a symphony in_ 
universality. It has pathos, stark 
realism, more than a dash of senti­ 
mentality, political and economic im­ 
portance which cannot be brushed 
aside and above all, the exquisite 
seasoning of mellow, homely humor 
which at once brings a tear to the eye 
and a smile to the lips in episodes such 
as that of Winfield and Ruthie in 
Sanitary Unit, Number + 

In his former writing Steinbeck has 
proved himself a master artist by his 
excellent portrayal of human, power­ 
ful characters and perhaps in The 
Grapes of Wrath he reaches the pin­ 
nacle of his artistic ability. We re­ 
member Lenny in Of Mice and Men 
not only because of his self-consum­ 
ing insanity, but also because he was 
a man and a man whom, we can 
believe, existed. In his present book, 
Steinbeck neglects not a single char­ 
acter. Mae, the waitress in the road­ 
side hamburger "joint", breathes and 
lives as much as Ma, the ruler of the 
Joads, as Tom the younger, or as 
Casy, the reformed and martyred 
preacher. 
We may say, then, that Steinbeck, 

the poet, the artist, the master tech­ 
nician, and the philosopher - for 
surely he is that as Casy and his reli­ 
gion, Ma and her dogged strength, 
and the whole body of humble share­ 
cropper theories testify-has produced 
a mighty and a timely book which 
not only should be read, but which 
must be read if we are to know and 
feel this bewildering America of our 
day. 

The Anti-Steinbecks will argue 
against The Grapes of Wrath in terms 
of "vulgarity", "obscenity", and 
"over-indulgence in realism" ; yet I 



am afraid that the Anti-Steinbecks 
are in reality only Anti-egos, for it 
is the baseness of their own minds 
which writes vileness into the simple 
and honest! y frank pages of the book. 
We must not do as they have done 
and confuse the commonplace of 
migrant existence with the profanity 
of a vaudeville joke. The former is 
as immaculate as the government 
camp square dances, while the latter 
is superficiality directed toward the 
love of immorality which is indoc­ 
trinated deep within this type of 
Anti-Steinbeck. 

There are other Anti-Steinbecks 
whose attitude is expressed by Frank 
Taylor in a recent issue of the Forum. 
These conscientious objectors are re­ 
cruited largely from California, and 
their resenting the book lies in the 
"blasphemy" of Steinbeck in regard 
to "The Golden State". Mr. Taylor 
argues that no one starves in Cali­ 
fornia, that there is ample relief. 
medical care and shelter for the 
migrant. Wages are higher than in 
Oklahoma. and the people of Cali­ 
fornia pity and are kind to the migra­ 
tory worker. He claims that Stein­ 
beck. in his fiction, has injured the 
name of California. and that many, 

One I Knew 
By KAY RUEBER, '4 r 

in fact most, people are inclined to 
accept the novel as fact. 

Well. we cannot reach a conclu­ 
sion. Perhaps Mr. Taylor is right; 
perhaps Steinbeck is right. At any 
rate The Grapes of Wrath is fiction, 
and the individual must decide for 
himself where it has crossed the 
boundaries into fact. However. Mr. 
Taylor and his followers must admit 
that the book has had a tremendous 
effect for the very reason that it has 
made us think. It even produced docu­ 
mentary evidence of some thought on 
the part of Mr. Taylor himself! And 
when a book makes us aware, makes 
us think. it certainly has some claim 
to greatness whether it is. in itself, 
right OR wrong. It is my opinion 
that the situation should be investi­ 
gated and that the real status of the 
migrant should be brought to light; 
moreover. somehow I feel that a man 
who can write of and feel with a 
starving migrant as John Steinbeck 
does must know something of 
migrants and must have seen a little 
of starvation. At any rate, the fact 
remains, "What the Hell difference 
does it make what you call it just so 
it breathes?" 

It's you, my dear, amooe in marching file, 
Who leaves your house in manhood still 

unripe, 
It's you, for one young soldier has your 

smile- 
And one your trick of gnawing at your 

pipe- · 
And one your toneless, happy voice in song. 
This one, like you, packed dice within his 

socks, 
And never knows where kitchen things belong. 
Here one collects invaluable rocks, 
And Johann knew the same impatient bands; 
And Jean ineptly brushed a vagrant curl 
While yours, the selfsame manner clasping 

hands, 
The shamefaced shyness, bent to kiss a girl­ 
With smiling lips and terror at my heart 
I stand, a thousand girls, t.o watch us part. 
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The Life of a Buttercup! 
By HELENE REED. '41 

Oh! The life of a buttercup! I 
was wishing Miss Herman wouldn't 
watch me so closely. I had torn a 
very prominent petal in a conspicuous 
place in the rear, but she had no 
reason to suspect me of sliding down 
"the banisters from the dressing room. 

Little first-grader brooklets were 
tumbling down the stairs and chat­ 
tering incessantly with pink-eared 
rabbits. A bewizened old oak tree 
pushed his way through a mob of 
lavender fairies. "Can't you make 
these kids get out of the way, Miss 
Herman?" The sixth grade oak tree 
was getting a bit ruffled. 

Poor Miss Herman sighed and 
mumbled to herself. "Fairies, elves, 
bees, and butterflies! Such adorable 
children! Bah! If we ever undertake 
another operetta, I'm ·quitting!" 
Aloud, she said, "Please, Jimmy, 
don't bother me now. Sit still and 
wait for your cue. Remember to 
shiver when the north wind blows. 
Oh dear! No-don't sit .down! Run 
and get me a needle from Miss 
Brown, for Mary Fisher is sitting on 
her tail feathers again! These pea­ 
cocks! Will they never learn!'' Miss 
Herman sighed again and scattered 
the peeking fairies from the curtain. 

This was my chance to remove 
myself quietly. There was no use 
bothering her with my petal. I 
copied the blase expression of the oak 
tree with the best mimical talents of 
a fifth grader, and walked casually as 
possible backwards till I was out of 
her sight. · 

My thoughts soared. This was 
fun, although I wished the play 
would begin. My mother was out 
front waiting to see me dance and 
sing the song of the little yellow 
buttercups. She must be getting 
awfully excited, but it was pretty 
boring for me. The teachers were so 
slow. 

I spied Gertie in her snake scales 
sitting on the elves' trunk. "Hi, 
Gertie!" I yelled quite loudly be- 
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cause of the noisy kids around. How­ 
ever, she didn't see me till I waved 
a stick of gum at her. She moved 
over and admired my costume. 
"Yours is nice, too," I replied, for I 
felt sorry for her. I had heard Miss 
Herman say that Gertie couldn't be a 
flower because her skin was too hor­ 
rible for words with yellow. l\ly 
rosy cheeks made me look very sweet 
as a buttercup. 

"Don't sit hard on the trunk," 
Gertie informed me, '"cause the elves 
have to get in and be pushed out on 
the stage." 

"O.K." I picked up the coil of 
rope beside the curtain. "Let's put 
some of this in the corner of the 
trunk, so it won't close tight! y." I 
stuck the rope in the trunk, and we 
re-perched ourselves on it, chewing 
gum vigorously. 

The time dragged. \Ve discussed 
Shirley Ann showing off in front of 
Billy in her lily costume. She's 
awfully stuck-up. We peeked through 
the curtain, too. I couldn't see 
Mother because Gertie pushed so. 

"Get off the trunk, children, get 
off the trunk! The buttercups and 
garter-snakes are supposed to be on 
the stage. It's curtain time! Hurry! 
Hurry!" Miss Herman pushed us one 
way-Miss Brown, another way. 
My! They were excited. "Where 
are the elves? They must get into 
the trunk! One-two-three-four 
-where's the fifth? Johnny! John­ 
ny! You belong in the trunk! -Oh! 
There you are! Get in quickly and 
close the top! The curtain's going 
up! Mother Nature! Are you ready 
to push the trunk on the stage? Re­ 
member, right after the buttercups 
finish their song!" Miss Herman 
pushed everyone around, and then 
dashed to the other wing, frantically 
gathering fairies on the way. 

We were on the stage. My! Gertie 
forgot to take off her red bedroom 
slippers! They looked awfully funny 
with her green scales. I whispered 



and pointed. No one noticed. The 
audience was laughing, two snake 
tails were tangled together, and we 
buttercups were singing our song. 

"We are the but-tercups. bea-u-u­ 
ti-ful but-ter-cups ! Hap-py are we! 
so - - -" I thought I saw Mother in 
the audience, so I waved. She didn't 
wave back. I waved again. Humm­ 
! guess it wasn't her. "Bcau-u-ti-ful 
but-ter-cups, beau-u-ti-ful but-ter­ 
cups are we- Curtsey!" Miss Her­ 
man told us when we were practising 
to say curtsey at the end of the song 
so that we would remember to do it. 

It was time for Mother Nature to 

push the trunk on the stage. She 
tripped all the way across till the 
trunk finally landed on the x that 
Miss Herman had drawn for her. She 
had a rope tangled around her feet 
and around the trunk. She kicked it, 
and something awfully funny hap­ 
pened. The big curtain collapsed! I 
stood on the other side and laughed. 
It was so funny! 

Poor Mother Nature! Miss Her­ 
man says the sixth-graders are at the 
clumsy age, but she didn't have to 
suspect me, too. I am only a fifth 
grader. I didn't realize the rope was 
attached to the curtain. 

Pro lyric 
By DONNA GLYNDON, '4 1 

Alone and sad one evening, I sat and 
watched my soul. 

Doleful was its aspect and tinged with som­ 
ber hues. 

In vain I cheered my soul with visions 
brighter; but reluctant to leave its Stygian 
gloom, it sank further into morass of fore­ 
boding. 

A stranger stopped my soul, and askftd the 
way, for he, too, was seeking that which is 
unknown, and for which there can be no 
quidance given. 

Wearily my soul shook its head .and silently 
my soul and stranger passed, each delving 
deeper into that no-man's-land which is 
known as eoerqman'e loneliness. 

I stood apart, helpless and mute, for I rec­ 
ognized the stranger we had passed. 

It was he for whom my soul was wending its 
long and fruitless search and my soul knew 
him not. 

Nor did the stranger know my 'soul for the 
one he was seeking. 

And so passed they in that no-man's-land 
which is to every man: loneliness. 
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