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Foreword

We sincerely feel that here at the Northern Illi-
nois State Teachers College there is a need for a
publication through which students may find lit-
erary expression. Sigma Tau Delta, honorary na-
tional English fraternity, is proud to sponsor T he
Towers, which was previously published in 1939
and 1940. During the war years, it sponsored
Budding Branches, an annual literary supplement
of the Northern Illinots.

The contents of this booklet are chosen on a
selective basis with quality, originality, student in-
terest in view. Many of the selections were themes
handed in for assignments in composition classes.
If students have something new to say, or some-
thing old to say in a new way, T he T owers offers
them a medium of expression.

It is with great pleasure that Sigma Tau Delta
brings to you this first postwar publication of T he
Towers, whose name symbolizes the Castle on the

Hill.

MERLE WEIHERMAN
Editor-in-Chief
June, 1947
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Towers

Bold against a brilliant shy—

Or etched across a fly-leaf—
Medieval towers reach

Into heights of grandeur.

W hether stone, cement or clay—
Or words of mighty purpose
Towers of N. I. are one
['he symbol of the worthy.

— LORRAINE MARCUM




Back Wash

DON MOORE

On those rare occasions when our
tub rated liberty on Saturday after-
noon, I always used to head for the
Club T onga, out on Kamamalu
Street, because it was the only place
in all the zig-zaggedy rickety-rax of
plyboard and tinsel that the world
calls Honolulu, where you could get
a good jigger of Scotch for less than
half a buck.

It was one of those days when ithe
sky turned white without a cloud,
and the sun, plastered against it like
a piece of orange Halloween paper,
was enough to blister the paint on
every deck plate aft of the midship
house. I had borrowed a clean pair
of whites from Max, my bunkmate,
and, after grinding through the dust
on the little narrow gauge railroad
from Fleet Landing to town, I was
in immediate need of a.cool double
beneath the solitary, slow moving
fan that hung from the fly-specked
overhead of the Club Tonga.

I sat at a corner table sipping a
tall one. -Sweat trickled slowly down
my leg inside my socks. I watched
the fat Kanaka waitress unsuccess-
fully attempt to kill a big bluebottle
fly that was crawling sluggishly up
the back of her moist neck.

A Chief Petty Officer walked in
from the street. I didn’t particularly
notice him until he paused at the table
right next to mine. He looked pretty
young to be a Chief—not more than
twenty-three or so. He pulled off his
cap and tossed it on the table. A mat
of heavy black hair tumbled damply
over his forehead. He shoved it back
impatiently. Then he paused, his
thick fingers entangled in the hair.

He sat down slowly, completing
the hair smoothing motion, and fold-
ing his hands on the table.

The fat waitress waddled over and
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wiped off his table with a greasy rag:
“What'll it be, Chief?”’ she asked if
a languid monotone.

“Double Scotch,” the Chief re-
plied. He began daubing a handker
chief at his forehead. His eyes rove
the room restlessly, taking in the
scattered groups of servicemen. Fin:
ally they settled on me. ‘““What do
you say, sailor?”” he addressed me

“Not much, Chief,” I replied. “‘It’s
too damned hot.”

The Chief daubed the handker:
chief across his forehead again. ‘“Min
if I join you in a drink?”’ he asked:

“Not at all, Chief,” I invited:
“Come right over.”” I am a sociable
guy. I never turn down a drinking

companion.

He sat opposite me. He laid his
hat and cigarettes alongside mine¢
When the waitress brought his
Scotch, instead of drinking it, he
pulled out the mixer and held it ovef
the rim of the glass, watching the
liquid drop from the end. ‘“You se
these drops?”” he asked me. ‘“They’té
just like people, know that?’’

I thought of a gag. Something
about drips instead of drops. But if
was too warm to think up jokes:
Anyway, I didn’t quite follow the
guy. So I'said, “What do you mean:
Chief?”

“Well, you're pulled out of the
glass, you dangle on the end of th¢
mixer for a while, and then, plop:
You're right back in the glass agaif
and there’s not much anyone can do
about it, is there?”’

I figured either this Chief was 2

pretty smart gent or else he had to9
much overseas time.

The Chief dropped the mixer int0
the glass with a clatter. His brow?
tightened together. ““What the hell,




}v)ve said loudly, ““just because a person
NS to die, there’s nothing I can do
abou ¢
can’NO’“ I said cautiously. “You
2 t very well hold back a Kama-
baél' I wondered if this guy had
dreams at night.
n'oThe Chief shook his head. “No,
doy'no' he said emphatically. “‘I
1t mean like that. I mean when
D\eOple die from rain, from the wind
staWhen just looking at trees and
thers and water is enough to kill
3 M—when they don’t want to live
Ymore,’’

I picked up a cigarette and began

Erlllclihng shreds of tobacco from the
g A drop of sweat trembled on the
th of my nose. I nodded and let
Cﬁ,drc,),p splash on the table. ‘‘Listen,
tef,” I'said, “‘frankly, I don't get
You,”
wilbe Chief gulped at his drink.
Lo he set down the empty glass,
als_@Ygs were a cloudy darkness. ‘‘It's
HgIFI’ " he said. “A Gook. A Kanak.”
: ¢ Jerked his thumb toward the wait-
8. “Not a fatso like that. This
8Irl is slim and clean as a blade of
%‘JraSS\My God, she has eyes that
S}?l}ld turn your heart upside down.
she 8 a Kanak, all right. Hair to her
Olgulders. Now she’s nineteen years
» and she’s almost dead—'" He
Paused. His mouth grew heavy at
€ corners.

; A little green caterpillar was mov-

Ing slowly up the leg of the table.
Watched it closely to keep from

ooklng at the sweat crawling down
¢ lines in the Chief’s face.

: Listen,” the Chief spoke with a
Urious, husky vibrance that seemed
]go intense for such a day. “I'm no
Vesick boot, some punk out on my
Ist liberty.”
IS voice. “I'm one of the December
~1ghth Boys.” He tapped his chest.
e pushed Uncle Sam’s bathtubs
Around for about four years—’

Subdued rage rasped

He gripped the edge of the table
and leaned forward. The anger had
left his voice. ‘‘Listen, I don’t know
you and you don’t know me. That’s
why I'm telling you all this. The
jerks on my ship don’t know what
the hell anything is about. If you’ll
only listen to me and tell me what
to do—1I've got to tell someone about
it or I'll go nuts!”

I decided to humor the guy. I lit
my cigarette, plucked the caterpillar
from the table leg and placed it in
the center of the top. I watched it
inch toward the edge. ‘Okay, Chief,” -
I said, “shoot. I'm listening.”

The Chief began to talk. It was
really too hot in there to listen to him
carefully. Besides his voice had that
scraping quality that made me feel
tired.

““The first time I hit this dump,”
the Chief said, “was in early '42.
Everything was snafu then. The "
whole damned fleet was a pile of junk
out here in the harbor, and the Nips
were running high, wide, and hand-
some all over the Pacific.”

I murmured, “‘Bad time, bad
time.”” I held the lit end of my cigar-
ette near the caterpillar to make it
hurry.

“On the first liberty, all the boys
went up on River Street to raise
merry hell. I couldn’t see that noise,
so I went swimming at Waikiki.
I met this Kanak girl out there. What
a honey. Little, smooth, laughing,
she was really a sweet innocent kid,
only sixteen at the time. We had a
lot of fun together, and when I had
to shove off for the Solomons, I was
mad as hell—you listening?”’

The caterpillar had reached the
edge of the table. I picked it up and
placed it back in the center. It waved
tiny feelers around before making off
for the edge again. ‘“Yeah,”’ I said,
“I'm listening.”

“We went out around the'Canal
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and Tulagi,”” the Chief continued.
“Fooled around the Solomons for a
couple of years, and finally got
hooked in Torpedo Junction, right
there between New Britain and Fins-
chaven, New Guinea. You know
where.”"

“A rugged spot,” I agreed. I'd
been through the place a few times.
I always ran it in convoy.

“—so on my thirty day survivors
leave,” the Chief was saying, ‘I went

home and got engaged to this local’

girl that I was going with before the
war. And when [ reported back to
the coast, instead of giving me a little
stateside duty, those damned ship’s
company commandos loaded my fan-
ny aboard some LST and sent me
back out here to Pearl.”

“They'll do it every time,” I said.
“They did it to me also.”” The blue-

bottle fly was bothering the waitress

" again. She whacked at it with a
folded newspaper—missed by a mile.
The fly buzzed off noisily.

“When I got here yesterday, I
looked up this Kanak girl for a date,
and I found out she’s in the hospital,
dying.”

I rattled the ice in my glass. ‘‘Hey,
Beautiful,”” I called to the waitress,
“how about a couple more of the
same here?”’

“__she’s dying.”” The Chief was
groping for words now. ‘His hand
opened and closed slowly. “She’s
dying, the doctor tells me, because
she’s in love with me. There's no-
thing else the matter with her. You
see, somehow the sand and the grass
make things different out here.

“This girl is so much in love that
her, body, life, and even her soul are
dependent on the man she loves. It
isn't that I'm so wonderful. God
knows that I'm just an ordinary
swabbie. She’s the one. It's caused
by the way the surf breaks over the
rocks, and the way trees grow up out

y
\
of the ground.—You've seen the Kat
naks. Zoot suits and no shoes:
They're born knowing things that
we can't understand. This doctof
told me that unless I stay with hef
she won't want to live—And if she¢|
doesn’t want to live, she won't! Buf
I'm engaged to the other girl, and—"|

I brushed the caterpillar about of!
the table. The heat crushed against
my chest like a fathom of brown
water. The waitress slopped thel
drinks over as she set them before uS'!
The Chief’s voice was so vibrant an
excited that my head ached as though
I had been listening to someone bang
away at an off-key piano.

The Chief drew a shaky hand a-
cross his eyes. “‘God, the way sh?«{
smiled when I walked into the room-|
It'd tear your guts out.—She was|
there in the bed, her long hair spread |
out over the pillow. She didn't say |
much, just looked at me as if I had]
slapped her face. The poor kid's |
only nineteen. She's got her whOIE"
life ahead of her. And there’s abso- %
lutely nothing the matter with her—
except that she'd rather die than live.” |

My little caterpillar was escaping
over the edge of the table. Escape
would it? Little green devil. I placed
it in the ash tray. Then I poised my
cigarette over it. I pressed down
heavily. There was a short sizzle
as a spot of green ash clung to the
tray.

The Chief leaped up, overturning
both glasses, spilling whiskey all over
my clean whites. I thought for a
second he was going to take a poke
at me. “What did you do that for?”
he almost screamed.

“What's the matter, Chief?”" 1
asked calmly. I always try to humor
these psychos. I didn’t care about the
whites. They belonged to Max any-
way. I supposed 1'd have to wash
them.

The corners of the Chief's mouth
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twitched sourly. ‘“You killed some-
thing that couldn’t fight back,” he
accused.

I said nothing. I was brushing the
Whiskey from my lap.

The Chief stared at the spot where
the caterpillar had been. ““Things
that can’t fight back have got to be
Protected,”” he said.

"And so—"" I began.

But the Chief didn’t even listen
10 me. He started for the door on a

My Heart

M!_/ heart is a musical powder box
ith a tinkly tune inside.
hen ithe lid is on, then nobody
knows
What tune I have to hide.

When the lid is off, then the tune is
heard,
All merry with bells and chimes,
Ul my toes nearly dance away with
me,
And maybe they will sometime.

My heart is a musical powder box
ut I never forget to find
at it only tinkles when wound
~ up tight
With the steel spring of the mind.

— LIZ COOK

dead run. It made me hot to look at
him. [ thought of calling him back
to get his hat and cigarettes, but be-
fore I got up enough energy, he had
already boarded the bus marked
“Hospital.”

I felt like having a game of cards
with Max back on the ship, so I paid
the bill and went out into the scald-
ing brightness of Kamamalu Street.
But when I got back it was so damn
hot that we didn’t play cards after all.

Two Loves

Can one love twice?

Two loves have I,

And there will indecision be
Until I die.

One love is duty.

Is that the best

To follow, and let
conscience

Lie at rest?

the gnawing

One love is young,

As young as [

Who'd bring me love and laughter
Until WE die.

Would it be sinful?

COULD it be wrong

To live with love and laughter
My whole life long?

— LIZ COOK
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Books To Be
ELAINE KELLEY

Every fall when the air goes sharp
and the brown leaves tumble in fan-
tastic patterns over the ground, there
comes a time of ambition that in my
case usually resolves itself in one of
several’ ways, each associated with
things that should have been taken
care of long ago, and about which I
have done nothing. This autumn
I climbed up to the attic to sort out
books. :

I had thought to divide my books
into two classes: those which were to
be kept close at hand for rereading,
for reference, or just because I was
fond of them; and those to be left
where they were. This plan was far
too simple; [ found myself making
other divisions until, after an hout’s
wark, the attic floor was covered with
small piles of books. There were
Books - To - Be - Thrown - Away,
Books - To - Be - Saved - For - My -
Small - Brothers, Books - To - Be -
Given - To - Neighborhood - Girls,
and some rather ill-defined heaps la-
beled merely Books - To - Be.

Those called Books - To - Be -
Thrown - Away were of many
kinds: a worn and deeply scarred
When We Were Very Young; a
warped copy of Huckleberry Finn,
the mute proof that a sudden summer
shower had caused a too hasty retreat
from the hammock; a volume of
Tales From the Arabian Nights with
one corner missing, reminding me
that Squirt, our now matronly dog,
once had had all those habits common
to young puppies. There were more,
too, all in conditions that left them
more or less unreadable, but all books
that had been deeply loved at omne
time. Piling them into a basket and
taking them out to be burned, I pon-
dered over the question of Mercy Kill-
ings. I had just condemned my old
friends to such a fate.

The - Books - To - Be - Saved -
For - My - Small - Brothers fell into
a pattern of taste. All these were ad-
venture stories: real, the reports of
war correspondents, and imaginary,
the Connie Morgan in Alaska sort of
thing. Ah, Connie, there was a real
boy, a hero, capable of making his
way through the arctic world with
only his sled dogs as companions,
and not at all like the modern cream-
puff hero who travels to the Oriental
countries 1in jet-propelled planes
armed with any one of the War De-
partment’s secret, vital weapons. For
a while I had planned to be an old
maid, having given up all hopes of
finding someone equal to Connie.
“Give Me Connie or Give Me the
Life of a Spinster,” I cried.

They were parts of series, those
Books - T o - Be - Given - T o -
Neighborhood - Girls. Nancy Drew
in several of her most exciting adven-
tures, T he Little Colonel at Boarding
School, Honey Bunch at the Sea
Shore, and most of Alcott’s stories
fell into this class. With these books
my hero changed. Still the virile out-
door type, he now possessed other

qualities. He danced — something
Connie would never do — and he
made love, tender love — after twen-

ty chapters of gazing soulfully after
the departing form of the heroine,
and two scenes in which he pressed
her hand firmly while murmuring,
“You're a good sport, for a girl, that
is,”” he managed to say, (in the nick
of time, too; for it was the last page
and his last chance) ‘‘Jane, you do
know how I feel about you? May I
kiss you?"" Jane nodded and he
pressed his lips against her forehead,
while harps played overhead and
little ivy-covered cottages danced
hand in hand around them.
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POE&, Ithe time I had reached this shelves, I went downstairs to sit near
i had grown weary. My am- the fireplace and meet my newest male

lon deserted me as suddenly as it acquaintance in literature, an entirely
ad come; and piling the rest of the different sort of person, a man named

books, helter-skelter, on the book Aristotle.

Down By The Willows

Down by the willows
In the bottom of the river
Lives a small, green man.
He smiles from the river
He laughs from the river
He winks from the river
But he never comes up.

And when I get lonely
I go there to find him
W henever I can.

I smile in the river

I laugh in the river

I wink in the river
But he never comes up.

[ once tried to catch him
T here in the river
In a small snail can.
He smiled from the river
He laughed from the river
He winked from the river
But he didn’t come up.

Oh, if he’d come up,

T here by the river

I'd play with my man.
We'd run by the river
We'd splash by the river
We’'d dance by the river

If he’d only come up.

— MARY BETH BRYSON
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A European Institution
JOE EAMES

A salmon colored tinge etched the
sky now and then. T wo birds began
conversing in the tree above. Their
movements caused a fine spray of
mist to descend upon my head. Then
as I felt my body being shaken in a
ratlike manner I suddenly realized
that another night had passed. I
turned to find my sergeant grinning
at me through a two-weeks beard.

“‘Here's your breakfast, sweet’” he
purred as he thrust three small metal
containers toward me. ‘Now shove
them in your pocket and let’s get
moving.”’ oy

Our whole platoon had begun to
stir. Some were just crawling out of
their holes while others stood waiting
in the road. They all moved as
though in a dream. I picked up my
rifle, and with helmet in hand I
staggered over to join them. There
were no cheery ‘‘Good Mornings”
exchanged. The men were in a bad
hand and we moved slowly onward,
each man spreading out until we re-
sembled a line of ants combing a
sugar bin.

How long had this been going on
now? Days, weeks, months. It felt
more like years, and as I plodded on
I wondered just how much longer
we could all survive. To think of a
roof over my head seemed as erratic
as a peasant’s vision of a castle, and
a bed had long ago become a child-
hood memory. [ was sick—not phy-
sically as one is led to believe but
mentally. My luck was growing
thinner and I knew it; but yet we
kept pushing on and on never know-
ing where our final destination lay.

We were nearing the edge of the
woods now and as the early morning
sunlight struck my face once more,
I saw it. There far below in a gentle
rolling valley it lay, surrounded on

all sides by sloping hills and dense
forests. My first glance told me that
it must be a summer resort of which
the Germans were so fond, but on
closer scrutiny I decided differently.
Althqugh the beautiful white build-
ings in the foreground with endless
rows of wooden shacks suggested
strongly our American tourists’ camp,
I was still dubious. What were those
four black, matching pinnacles which
towered in the air at the respective
corners of the enclosure, and why the
double row of steel fence surrounding
the entire settlement? My pondering
was cut short by a familiar whine,
and as I dove for the dust my resort
theories were rudely shattered.

We were too small in number; so
we could not' possibly attack and
orders were issued to dig in and wait.
Later while the last fading rays of
light were still in the heavens, I
moved out of my new abode and
joined our runner. He was a Jewish
boy from Chicago who had a phobia
for maps and the desire to know
Just ‘where he was going. That de-
sire. had long ago been lost in me.
I inquired as to our whereabouts, and
he replied that we were on the Aust-
rian border in the vicinity of Mau-
thausen. As he (Sadur) was usually
more learned in the field of rumors
than the rest of the platoon, I asked
him what fate our future held. His
response was that the attack would
come shortly before dawn and that
since I was the first scout I had better
locate my directions. While I crawled
back to my sheltered position beneath
an old abandoned motor van, I hoped
fervently that it would not rain and
then I dropped into a fitful slumber.

Hours later I awakened to the
rattle of a canteen, and after a quick
conference we were again moving.
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y\’e picked our way carefully down
] ¢ sloping hills, pausing at intervals
O catch our breath from the steep
Siet§C€nt. We now commanded a po-

10n some fifty yards from what
appeared to be the main entrance.
(;.rouchmg low we moved rapidly
d_nWard, snake-like in the parallel
ltches of the road. There was still
10 sound from within.

Then as my eyes began to focus
More clearly, I saw a strange proces-
SIon just inside the gate. Barefoot
and clad in striped garments some
Ve or six dark, foreign-looking men
Were nervously flourishing pistols
and other weapons. Led by a short,

avy-set, jump-booted soldier,
dressed in the familiar tan of the

Merican Army, they had in their
Midst, cowering like trapped rats,
about twenty-five German prison
8uards, As if awakening from a
ream | heard the sergeant’s voice.

b Keep going, Eames. There may
te more inside.”” I picked my way
rough the streets of this almost
Mode] prison. Doors began to open
and the tinkle of glass came from
Indows which refused to budge on
ISt efforts.  People poured forth
JabbL’ring in a -dozen different
Eonglles, and above all the clamor of
¢ combined languages I was able
' distinguish one single word “‘A-
Mericane, "
. Some snapped their arms in pre-
8¢ military salutes. A few of the
More ardent hugged you and almost
®voured you with kisses. Others
Jerely stood quietly on the side and
OWed their heads as if in prayer.
1s was enough. I was ready to
S1op and enjoy more fully my role
Of liberator, but the sergeant was
calling again; so I continued farther
o the camp, striking out for a
arge factory-like building with a
Umber of wire pens in its rear.
I rounded the corner and stopped
fad in my tracks, for I simply could

not believe what I saw. Piled high
in the air in neat orderly rows were
human beings. Stripped of their
clothing and all their possessions,
they lay naked and exposed to the
elements. One could hardly describe
them as human beings but could bet-
ter fit them with the phrase “‘living
piles of skin and bones.”” Staring in-
to this almost unbelievable morass
of death, I saw a head, about three
bodies from the top, turn slowly
around and gaze at me through life-

less, sunken eyeballs. The person
was alive.
It was coming then. I sensed it.

Even being at the ripe old age of
nineteen wasn't going to save me.
Yes, I was sick. Suddenly I heard a
faint sob and turning around I saw
Murphy, the second scout—Iight-
hearted, laughable, easy-going Mur-
phy. Murphy, who had landed on
the beaches of North Africa some
three years ago. Murphy, who now

‘had two clusters on his purple heart.

Murphy was crying. The tears rolled
unashamedly down his freckled, Irish
face. Grasping my rifle, I stumbled
around the corner of the building
and leaned against the wall.

But there was to be no peace for
me, for no sooner had I sat down
than two hulks of humanity came
crawling to me on their knees gestur-
ing for food. I made a hurried in-
ventory and came up with nothing
but some hardtack biscuits. T hese
were accepted eagerly; and as I ladled
out some water from my canteen,
they began to eat. Slowly at first as
if they had long forgotten what food
was, then upon tasting it they pro-
ceded to cram the rest down with as
much gusto as their feeble condition
would allow.

I had only a little water, and filled
that golden feeling which any bene-
factor has, I went forth in search of
my comrades for more adequate sup-
plies. Securing a full canteen I hur-
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ried to my proteges; one of whom
was still munching feebly on his
hardtack. The other had apparently
dropped off to sleep. Touching him
gingerly I tried to arouse him. Sud-
denly :I realized that he was dead.
The food had been too much for his
shrunken stomach. After having at
last “'seen his liberators he had only
lived to breathe but a few short
breaths of freedom.

In later weeks when some of the
filth had been removed, a more peace-
ful atmosphere began to invade:the
prison. In the late summer evenings
the Russians built huge bonfires,
drank great quantities of home dis-
tilled vodka and danced ‘their famous
dance far into the night. All this
proved of great interest to us from
the western world. The Greeks were
expert in their cooking of our so un-

appetizing Army rations. The French
began to set the fashion in dress with
what they could beg, borrow or stea

of our clothes.

Many sad and tearful farewells
were said in those last remaining days:
and people from all the countries of
Europe began their homeward trek:
I spent my final evening in the priso#
attending a wedding in which a dark
haired French lad and a lovely whit¢
Russian girl were married. They had
met while in prison and now they
were going to Paris to live. As the¢
merrymaking began I walked outsid¢
and listened to the quiet peacefu
sounds of the night. Laughter rang
here and there and occasionally 2
burst of song could be heard. I hoped:
these sounds of happiness would re:
main within these walls where onc?
death and despair had prevailed.

Escape

Here on the hill I stand
And the wind blows by
And the dead leaves fly
And my eyes may fill as I stand on

the hill

And watch my life go by.

T hen down the hill I run
And I'm nearly blind
From the breeze; I find

[ couldn’t stay, I must run away
And leave my life behind.

At the foot of the hill I pause;

I ran so fast

And I'm here at last,
T here are no more tears, there are no

more fears,

But my life ts past.

— LIZ COOK
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Vieillesse

I felt a cooler breeze against my

cheek,

And sensed the autumn in the air;

I bowed my head and silently walked
on.

T he laughter of a summer day

Had slipped forever from my grasp
until

My clumsy fingers held all but

T he dust of memory and youth now
gone.

I heard September rains sing me a

song,

“You're growing old. You're old.
You're old.”

And with each tiny, melancholy drop

A minute fell into the past,

Until my life of hurried, wasted
years

Lay as a puddle at my feet.

I saw an autumn leaf slip from its

branch

And fall in spirals to the earth.

The oak had closed one chapter of
its life;

And now the tragic branches stood

Naked and unembellished before me.

“Am I that stark and barren oakR,”

I asked,

“That lost what makes a man of
use?”’

[ knew that under young and eager
feet

I could so quietly be ground
To something less than dust and
memory.

I saw a single snowflake softly
fall,
Kiss the silent earth, then vanish
As the breath of life shall cease within
this breast.
Man is but a temporal creature.

But then a whirling, darting mass
of flakes
Attack the frozen, useless ground,
And laid waste my cancerous dread
of age.
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T he whiteness held a fairy touch,
Each pine and hemlock wore a satin

robe,

Each valley had a reborn look.

And above me towered the magic oak
With every dark and lofty branch
Richly attired in folds of velvet white.
And in one moment I had found
Something that men eternally shall

seeR—

For there is always hope and light.
— BILLIE MAE COLTON

The Boid

(A - satite jof -E. .A. Poels

“The Raven’)

BILL SMERLING

While the bus line I'm vidin’

Mumbling to muyself, confidin’

W hether should some mail be hidin’,
hidin’ in the box of mail.

Wonder gets me, want of tiding,

“Will there be some mail abiding?”

In the dampening mailbox, empty
usually as a pail.

To myself I say then, say I

“T here will be a letter, cry-eye!”

T hen to ope the lock then spring [—

"T'is not Dot, nor yet Lenore.

Openly now, sputtering, prating

“Why ain’t there no letter waiting?”’

Why can’t I some mail be rating,
plating all my whims with gold.

So to other mouths I listen,

Tell myself that I'm not missin’,

All the lines (as nice as kiccin’)
though the real would be less cold.

Eagerly I wait the morrow,

While these lines from Poe I borrow.

Should'I climb an ivory torrow (ok,
you rhyme it.)

Only vines—and vy mold.

While I happily thus am crabbing

T'ived get I of such gabbing

And my shoulder gently grabbing.
say I this, “She’s busy, too!”

So I patiently am counting

All the days as they keep mounting.

Will they be more amounting and
my letter-dream come true?

Okay, sis, I see ya grinning—

Do I win this little inning?

—T hen some letter soon beginning!!

Nothin’ more.
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