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EDITOR’S NOTE

Towers is published twice yearly by the Xi Delta Chapter
of Sigma Tau Delta, National English Honorary. Its
purpose is to stimulate creative and critical writing and
to promote an appreciation for literature and art
within the university community.

The prose and poetry in each Towers reflect the
choice of staff members who carefully read, discuss
and select the best of the material submitted.
Authorial anonymity is observed in selecting material.
Prize winners are chosen by five faculty judges from

the manuscripts and artwork selected by the staff.
Awards reflect the choice of the judges only and are
chosen anonymously.

This issue of Towers witnesses the beginning of a new
tradition. Beginning with this issue, the Towers poetry
award will be called the Lucien Stryk Poetry Award.

The staff agreed unanimously to rename the award in
tribute to Mr. Stryk, teacher and poet-in-residence

at NIU.
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LUCIEN STRYK AWARD FOR POETRY

Judge, Russell Durning, Associate Professor
of English, NIU

Coordinator, Deirdre Offen

Undergraduate: William Hoagland, After a
Gardener’s Death, page 6
Graduate: nothing deemed worthy

J. HAL CONNOR AWARD FOR CREATIVE PROSE
Judge, Rosalie Hewitt, Assistant Professor

of English, NIU
Coordinators, Colette Lythgoe, Ray Heilmann

Undergraduate: John Manderino, Abraham,
page 10

Graduate: Kevin J. Brosch, The First Street
Five-And-Ten, page 21

E. RUTH TAYLOR AWARD FOR CRITICAL WRITING
Judge, L. Terry Oggel, Assistant Professor

of English, NIU
Coordinators, Tricia Vidinich, Joanne Starzec

Undergraduate: nothing deemed worthy
Graduate: Lynn Yaeger Guss, Camus' Promethean
Christ: Hero of the Absurd, page 29

MAUDE UHLAND AWARD FOR FRESHMAN WRITING
Judge, Anne Greene, Professor Emeritus

of English, NiU
Coordinators, Karen Kirkhus, John Cebula

Cathy Arden, Ashes, page 45

TOWERS AWARD: FOR ART
Judge, Ed Syrek, Associate Professor of Art,
NIU

Undergraduate: Julie McCorkle, print,
page 20

Graduate: Christopher Williams,
drawing, page 28




| '
Lucien Stryk, goet,and teacher, has give’
help and valuable criticism to student?”.

NJU. Many of his students have had 1°

ig."miShed in Towers, and a few have gon®’
publish’ extensively outside the univers,
Towers staff is-proud to show our reco9 ¢ ."
and appreciation for Mr. Stryk’s QUidance :
poets by naming our poetry award i" his l




tter 1o Jean-Paul ‘Baudot, at Christmas’ . is included
Ucien Stryk's new book of poems, Awakening

~low Press, Chicage, 1973

" Stryk's portrait is by Barry Stark of Northern

OIS University
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Friend, on this. sunny day, snow sparkling
everywhere, | think ‘of you once more,
how many years ago, a child Resistance

fighter trapped by Nazis in a cave
with fifteen others, ieft to die, you became
a cannibal. Saved by Americans,

the taste of a dead comrade's flesh foul
in your mouth, you fell onto the snow
of the Haute Savoie and gorged to purge yourself,

somehow to start again. Each winter since
you were reminded, vomiting for days.
Each winter since you told me at the Mabillon,

| see you on the first‘ snow of the year
spreadeagled, face buried in that stench.
| ‘'write once more, Jean-Paul, though you don't

answer, because | must: today men do far worse
Yours in hope of peace, for all of us,
before the coming of another snow.




After A Gardener’s Death

Undergraduate Award

|. The Gardener

He scrubbed the acre clean
On hands and knees.
Tomcats knew to tack

From his scowl, rabbits
Squealed beneath his heel.
The sand grew plants

Like manna and

He asked for more.

Now, in waist-high weeds,
Tomcats sleep through garden
Noons on rabbit fur.

Il. The Widow

In all her eighty years she can't
Remember such an early spring.
The house is aired in February.

“Heavens,” she says, “how crooked
The old elms look this year." Arthritis
Has settled snow-like on the block.

Accepting rusty hoes from corners
Of her basement, neighbors rumor
That the garden has been sold.

WILLIAM HOAGLAND

lll. The Son

He wastes kitchen nights
Behind brown glass,

Liquor flowing through him
Like lost rivers of childhood
Eroding favorite banks,
Filling holes where

Catfish once grew fat.

IV. The Grandson
Thunderstorms warp boards
On the newlywed home.

Bored, his wife hungers
For exotics.

He gives her pine cones,
Early clover.
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On The Ramblas

In Barcelona,

Tall glasses of rum send

Salty smiles to girls who

Troll the room with baited pouts.

Why do they all seem to know me?

They cock their heads like tired fishermen
But add a practiced upward twitch
Replacing fatigue with direction.

A fragile blonde

Who clearly loved me most,
Whispered rather boldly

Of a rapid holiday.

Swagger turned to shuffle;
| spoke my lines
Admitting my premier.

Her eyes in Cannes,
She looked much older.

PATRICK J. PENTECOST

On The Way To Paris, Tennessee

a few miles before Bell City

on highway 97

a sway-back shack exists to the

right of the road.

two old brothers with brown faces

and white foreheads—

a pair of half-burned buttermilk biscuits—
sit on a concave wooden porch on
straight chairs that tilt back nicely.

they always wave.

forty-five degrees, reaching waves—

corn cob fingers fanned around

kale greens and fatback lifelines—

coming at me

with out-of-state plates

looking for big-boobed country girls to ravish,

ja
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PENTECOST

To A Dry Martini

You little red-eyed sneak,

Basking in your glorious marinade,

Peeking around transparent corners,

Watching my chameleon transposition.

You've often heard of grand days past

And hopeless present melancholy.

'Tis well your simple composition

Prevents diluting tears from

Flooding Sahara perfection. You, Cyclops Mermaid,
Begging me to dive to dry-cleaned depths,
You hint of blissful future while | smile,

Late fall will come with water levels low,

And red-eyed, green-skinned fishes calmly wait,

For red-eyed, green-skinned gods to chew their fate.
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James Hollich

Swing Shift

Tempered forearms melt into the bar—

A man-made horizon

Oiled by years of shots and beers,

Machined by small change, wipes, and gripes.

Their dirty faces are sooted twilight suns
That come back tomorrow.
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Mbrahem

Undergraduate Award

Billions of miles from the train window where Abraham
sat, the sun went down. He watched between flecks
of bird droppings as a lingering spread of crimson
slowly drained away. Early French Romantic, he
thought, Boucher or Corot. He began tracing the argu-
ment for the notion that truth is beauty.

He would often ride the train, usually twice down-
town and back. He rode it when a pretty girl smiled at
him one day when he had firmly decided that
the nature of human love is essentially ego-oriented. He
rode it the day he had read Siddhartha and went to
the Calumet River and left with a headache. He rode it
the day a fine line of drool trailed the pit of a prune
in a spoon from his grandmother's lips.

He found in the train ride's straightaway rum-
bling gallop past houses people streets and trees, too
swift to be touched, a smoothing hum of the nerves, a
sweet poised suspension, a clean detachment
favorable to thought. The people were comforting too,
especially the regular commuters, mostly (for he
usually rode it after his last class at five o'clock)
businessmen in cool metal-colored suits,
mechanically turning through newspapers. The train
was a kind of limbo where people settled back to
themselves. He often wondered if there was not
perhaps an ultimate truth in the coldness of the
commuters: perhaps this was the reality behind the
guise of warmth in human relationships. Other times
he would scorn their lifelessness with Bk
Cummings or D. H. Lawrence in mind. Either way, he
found them comforting.

10
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Now, as he sat with his head leaning against the steel
windowframe worrying over what negative
implications Brady's “The Cultural Relativity of Ethics”
held for any form of aesthetic absolutism, someone
stopped at his seat. "Mind if | sit here?"’ she asked
with a strained smile. He sat up straight and
answered, ‘‘No . . . no | mean yes, sure, here,” shifting
closer to the window. She looked older than he,
maybe thirty, with a pinched, hawk-like face.

As she sat, he glanced at her legs and turned to the
window. -Some small boys were waving to the
passing windows as they straddled their bicycles. Why
had she sat there, he wondered, annoyed. There
were plenty of empty seats. How could he think straight
with her sitting there, jiggling her foot? “You're sure
you don’'t mind?”’ she asked. “No, | don't mind.
Really.” He flushed damp. What did she want? "I
just asked to make sure. You seemed like you were mad
or something.” “Oh ... no...no, I'm not mad.” She
took a cigarette out of the red plastic purse on her
lap. “Well,"” she said, lighting it and blowing smoke off
the grey head of an old man sitting in front of them,

“I'm glad you're not mad because you look like a nice
person,” and sharply nodded her head with mock
finality. He fumbled in his pocket for a cigarette. His
stomach ran cold. “Oh thanks," he said.

“You don't talk much, do you?"” she said.

el S

“| can tell. Me, | love to talk. Talk talk talk. My friend
Eileen says ‘Sadie, you could . . .’ That's my name,
Sadie, what's yours?"

1

“Uh Abra . . ." he cleared his throat, ““Abraham . . .
Abraham."” He wiped his wet hands on his knees.
What would Sartre do? Is this valid? Man is trapped
within his own consciousness. Human intimacy is
an illusion. But what of Wordsworth? ““‘Abraham, let me

see .. ." she said. “Nope, you're the first Abraham
I've ever known.”
“Yeah, | don't . . . either . .. | mean except for

myself | mean.”

“Yeah, except for yourself’ she laughed. "“Hey,
you're funny. | like people that are funny. It's a rare
commodity these days,’’ she said philosophically.

He wished the train would go faster, faster than
the blood runs, than the naked earth turns, faster, up
and aways .

“This is probably nosey or something,” she said, “but
where are you headed?" He suddenly thought of a
way out. “Oh, I'm glad you reminded me," he said.
“Yeabh, it's the next stop. | have this appointment.”

He could just wait for the next train. “Oh, | see. Well,"
she said, pretending to be looking through her purse,

| was just sort of hoping you could . . . oh, maybe
stop at my apartment for a little bit. It's only a couple of
stops past yours." He knew it A nymphomaniac!

He should have gotten up as soon as she sat there. “Oh

. well . . . jeez, I'd like to, ya know, but this
appointment. It's pretty impor . .. " “"Okay, okay,"” she
said. “l just thought I'd ask.” “Well, listen, that was
nice of you. | mean . .. you know . . . it really was." The

train began slowing down. “Well, | guess I'll be
going.” He was about to get up when she put her hand






