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Foreword 

With spring comes another issue of The 
Towers, through which students at Northern 
Illinois State Teachers College find literary expres­ 
sion. Its sponsor, Sigma Tau Delta, is celebrating 
its tenth anniversary on campus this year and is 
proud to present the fruits of its labors. Sigma 
Tau Delta, honorary national English Fraternity, 
believes that college students, especially the aspir­ 
ing journalists, writers, and poets should have an 
opportunity to see their efforts in print. Many 
of the selections were themes handed in for assign­ 
ments in composition classes. 

The contents of this little magazine are 
chosen on a selective basis with quality, originality, 
and student interest in view. It is with great 
pleasure that Sigma Tau Delta brings to you the 
fourth edition of The Towers, whose name sym- 
bolizes the Castle on the Hill. " 
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MERLE WEIHERMAN 
Editor-in-Chief 
May, 1948 
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In the Shadows of the Touiers 
With the coming of the spring, mq, dreams of fantasy climbed high. 
I reveled in its airy sweetness, 
I marveled at its green completeness, 
I shunned the fleeting shadow cast o'er an azure sky. 

With the dawn of lovely summer-through sunlit realms I wandered. 
This perfect content was far too deep. 
Was I not lost in some long, sweet sleep? 
When soft evening winds caressed the daq-iuorn earth, I pondered. 

With the first autumnal leaves, my wariness it grew, 
Caused me often to be afraid, 
Caused me to walk alone, in sylvan glades. 
My quaint cavalcade of prayers, hopes, dreams, could I not renew? 

With a flurry foretelling bleak winter, I ceased laughing easily, 
For you my life was gone forever, " 
But your dear silent departure taught me to never . 
Build castles of dreams, but to descend to life's realities. 

- IRVING TEBOR 
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Winds A-sea 
I am haunted yet 
By the last dim hours 
In the doldrums' sultry listlessness, 
Its fickle breezes and abrupt showers, 
Its calm, its balm, its languidness. 

I am haunted 'yet 
By the steadfast trades 
With the rustling seas lapping 
And rippling white before them; 
Overtones to the gushing and 

slapping 
Of t~e vessel's prow, in symphonic 

um son 
With the creaking shrouds, groaning 

frames, 
And canvas cc;acking in vengeful 

liaison. 
For these are the winds of youth 
When, in league with their lusty 

gusts, veering 
And swirling round high flown 

yards, my fancy 
Led me, ever before the mast, with 

abandon steering 
Me o'er Magellan's sunken wake; in 

straits chancy 
Of coral reefs and shoals hidden neath 

seas mute 
To a heritage of Cook and Bligh, 
"Tunxt warm green isles where tree­ 

born fruit 
Waits to delight briny tongues and 

throats parched dry. 
To these winds I cast off my soul 
From this drift-strewn beach of 

thwarted dreams, free 
To fly with 1the trades again, and loll 
Jn the doldrums' light airs, a-sea. 

- HAROLD MEIER 
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The Case of the Missing Idea 
ELAINE KELLEY 

~'It was strange," said the student 
• ~ o was seated before me. "It was 
fere when I went to bed. a lovely, 
c ever idea that was worth at least 
a double A plus. all about lies, white 
~h.d otherwise, but when I woke up 

is morning it was gone, completely 
tone. You can help me?" and she 
eld out her hands in a pleading 

gesture, tears streaming out of her 
~b~s and bouncing off her quivering 
in to the rug' covered floor. 

g Now cases of this kind I usually 
~Ve to my assistant, a capable young 
I' an of Greek ancestry who had once 
t~ed at.the foot of Mount Parnassus. 
co us giving himself something in 
h rnmon with the Muses for whom 
c!e searches most diligent! y. He is 
abver, this young man, and out of 
h out seventy-one cases of this kind 
thinklway.s solved about-come to 
ha of n, I cannot remember if he 
qus ever solved any, but since he is 
go~te good looking in a casual, Greek 
us f)rt of way, the lady writers are 
th u.a Y quite willing to exchange 
wi~h M_uses for an evening of dancing 
qu· him. and so they are all made 
co~te happy. Gentlemen writers, of 

rsc, neuer lose ideas. 
1'h· on is day, however. he was out 

stuctanother case, and the grief of the 
her tent facing me was so great. and 
spot ears Were making such large. ugly 
cict ~ on my office carpet, that I de- 

e to help her myself. 
"r as I here there, child," I murmured 

"d .reached out to pat her hand. 
Po~n '. cry .. I will help you." The 
borrr girl brightened up immediately, 
to owed one of my handkerchiefs 
lia ~op Up her tears and smiled bril­ 
tl) ~-t Y through the debris of her 

a11.e-up. 

"I knew you would," she trilled, 
and moved her chair closer to mine. 

I moved my chair a little farther 
away. After all, a man in my posi­ 
tion must remember his professional 
dignity, and besides, I expected my 
wife to drop in at any moment. I 
cleared my throat. 

"Now, girl, can you give me an 
accurate description of this idea? 

"Why certainly." She looked at 
me indignantly. "Of course, I can. 
As I told you, it was a very clever 
idea, a large one with a beginning, 
and a middle, and an end. It had a 
certain sublimity about it, and was 
written all in iambics. It was a love­ 
! y idea, so neat! y expressed, not in 
jargon, but miraculously clear, with 
just a dash or two of novelty for 
spice. I was so fond of it. You can 
find it for me. It was just like the 
ones Aristotle described, only differ- 
ent. It was " 

"Yes, yes," I interrupted, for the 
hands of the clock were nearing ten, 
and that meant that it was time for 
a little something, and I had had no 
breakfast. "That is all quite well, 
but was it happy?" 
"How else could it be? It is not 

every day that an idea is recognized 
as being so wonderful. I am sure 
that this was the first time that it 
had even been so completely wel­ 
comed. Not happy? What an idea!" 
she was scornful. 

"Was it in good health?" 
"It was the healthiest idea that I 

ever saw. Nothing weak about this 
idea. Why, there was no heighth to 
which it could not climb. I do not 
understand it at all. Why should it 
leave me? And in the night, too. 

- 9 - 



That is what hurts, the way if left." 
Tears were ready to spill over into 
her voice. 

"We must look for clues." My 
mind was already working on the 
case. 

Later that morning we examined 
her room. I decided upon a stack of 
paper under her bed as the most likely 
place in which to find some further 
information. Eagerly I siezed the 
top page. 

"You mean 
"Dear Harry," I read, "you really idea back?" 

should not ask me things like that 
because you know we both have to I nodded. 
finish school before . " She snatched "But I have to have an idea by ooe 
the paper out of my hand. I picked o'clock today! What am I going to 
up the next one. "Probable possibil- do." 
ities are preferred to possible irnpro- ,, 
babilities." Obviously there was no 
clue there. There were none in the 
next paper, on! y: "Dear Mom, if 
you warit me to come home this 
weekend, you will have to send me 

some money." But a Muse does not 
run away because the person to whorJl 
it belongs is poverty stricken. 

I turned to her desk. NothioS 
there either. Even the head of the 
Ace Detective Agency could not solve 
a case in which there were no clueS· 
For the first time in my career I bad 

• failed. I looked solemnly at the girl· 
She realized at once, without mY 
saying a word, that there was n° 
hope. 

I can never have mY 

"Why don't you tell your teacbe! 
what ,,happened? She will uncle!' 
stand. 

"She will not. I can not write 3 
paper without an idea." 

- 10 - 

Sudden Thought 
Just a little freshman, 
that's me, 
No more mama to 
shelter me. 

- JEWEL ANN WATKINS 



This Is Trigger 
FRANK ROSS 

"Gerard James Deitzer," it read 
~n h.1~ induction papers, but his name 
it as Trigger." An appropriate name 
f Was, too, because he had a wit as 
t ast as a jet plane. I especially like 
0 recall T'rigs remark to the com- 
bany executive officer, a tremendous 
a r;gar~ who had a personality like 
b et dish rag. The lieutenant had 
c:gun an oft-repeated soliloquy con­ 
e rnin? his days as a stage show 
c 0tned1an, when Trigger piped up 
l_Ust1cal!y, "If you were an M.C., 
v ieutenant, then I know what killed 
audevil!e." 

B Quite a man, this Trigger was. 
rn e always impressed me as a bright 
))~on on a starless night or a Paul 
re nyan among the Lilliputians. His 
records show that he had drawn great 
fo~pw for his work in refrigeration 
had estrnghouse at Pittsburgh. He 
of hven created a stir in the ranks 
sib[t e Infantry (an almost irnpos­ 
tio e feat) when two of his sugges­ 
B ns_for modification on the 105mm 
p 0W1tzer found their way into the 
a)~ntagon building and were eventu­ 
o/ 

1adopted 
as standard equipment 

a l guns. 

hadBe was no youngster-Francie 
b rnarried him when they were 
n~~~ twenty-six, and little Jerry is 
w { Y ten now-yet he managed 
the 1 to keep from the boys the fact 
io a_t he wasn't as young as the ma­ 
an~ty of them. He drank and danced 
Vi l played baseball and football as 
Yeo ently as the company's eighteen 
011ar old mamma's boys who were 

t 0n their first fling. 
s[' Our first meeting I remember only 
thghtly, but I know I liked him. I 
0 

1nk he professed his creed when 
nee he said, "I know a man who 

lost his voice, and the saddest thing 
about him isn't that he can't talk, 
but that he can't laugh." So Trig 
and I laughed. We laughed on West 
Madison Street, Chicago, when his 
girl took off her hat and displayed 
a near-bald bead. We laughed on the 
troop train passing through Pitts­ 
burgh when he tried to get off be­ 
cause he hadn' t notified his draft 
board of the change in address. We 
laughed in Scully Square, Boston, 
and Broadway, New York. We 
laughed and we stored those laughs 
in our memories, and they came in 
handy later when there wasn't any­ 
thing to laugh about. 

Serious moments with Trig were 
few and far between, but he wasn't 
entirely without them. I remember 
when we stood together at the rail 
of the English ship as it s 1 i c e d 
through the fog out into open sea; 
that is to say, we stood together with 
several thousand other Joes, silent 
and immobile, watching the last 
American girl slip away. Trig spoke 
for everyone at that rail when he 
said in a bushed voice to the great 
bronze statue, "This isn't just an­ 
other ,~ine, lady. I want to see you 
agam. 

By the time we docked in the 
Firth of Clyde at the gates of Glas­ 
gow, Scotland, be had recovered from 
bis voyage, and oh, how sick be bad 
been! He had looked as though he 
were going to die, and he said be 
wished he would. Someone bad for­ 
gotten an open porthole which sent 
the high waves dashing over his 
bunk, but he was too weak to move. 
"I've thrown up everything I ever 
swallowed," he moaned, "including 
the safety pin I ate when I was five." 

I saw little of Trig while we were 
- 11- 



in England or immediately after. 
They were busy times for us, and 
since we were in different platoons, 
we couldn't get together in the LST 
that landed -us on the beaches of Nor­ 
mandy or even while we raced across 
France. It was not until our division 
was transferred into a holding posi­ 
tion in the H urtegan Forest of the 
Schnee-Eiffel Range which crowned 
the Belgian mountains and looked 
down upon the Siegfreid Line that 
he and I arranged to dig our holes 
together. 

His aptness for soldiering was re­ 
spected by officers as well as enlisted 
men, and many times the captain 
crawled up to our machine gun nest 
for T'rigs evaluation of things. It 
was a difficult frontier, and the offi­ 
cers were constantly worried ·about 
the deployment of the men. They 
didn't always take his suggestions, 
but I think. now they wish they had. 

He told me later that he thought 
the whole situation was hopeless in 
the event of a large scale attack, but 
the gravity of conditions didn't keep 
us from laughing when we trained 
our binoculars on the "Dragon's 
Teeth", a thousand yards away, and 
looked straight into two German 
eyes peering at us through German 
binoculars. Our laughs didn't come 
from the belly in those days, but 
they kept our teeth from chattering. 
The next morning Trig's discussed 

attack came with lightning speed (the 
initial opening of the Battle of the 
Bulge), and it proved as hopeless as 

. he had said it would be. The Hun 
came with tanks, troops, horse-drawn 
artillery, and bicycle brigades. Drew 
Pearson reported simply, "They fell 
away like straws in the wind." Con­ 
fusion, surprise, despair ran rampant 
through the company which was re­ 
duced from one hundred and fourteen 
men to a mere twenty-one-all this 

m twenty-four hours. 
Trig and I were fortunate in the 

first onslaught, in that we had horded 
ammunition to beat European The­ 
ater's habit of making a daily alloca­ 
tion. When the other positions ran 
out, we were still pumping hot lead. 
Wave after wave of Valkssturr11 
heard the singing of our .50 calibre. 
• We had never fought a defensive 
battle before; yet the situation of 
fighting for life had worn thin by 
three o'clock. Our ammunition was 
low, our morale was lower, and our 
stomachs cried out for food. Inad­ 
verten t1 y, we relaxed our vigil for 
an instant, and in that time a Tiger 
Royal tank grovelled into our range. 
Silencing the gun to keep from draw­ 
ing the fire of the Tiger's 8 8mr11 
~ounted cannon, we meditated on 
our predicament. It didn't take .long 
for Trigger to understand the situa­ 
tion : the tank commander was lost. 
He hadn't made communication with 
his headquarters, and he wasn't s~re 
which was his territory and which 
was American. 
Trig and I hugged our hole breath' 

lessly as the commander lifted the 
hatch and wriggled out. We were 
close enough to thrust a rock at his 
head as easily as to turn the gun on 
him, but such action would have 
disclosed our position to his crew- 

When I wished out loud that we 
might have a Bazooka, Trigger's face 
lit up. He had seen one beside a tree 
in the woods at our rear. It had bed 
longed to Dunlap, but he was ?ea 
now; so we knew we could use it­ 
if it could be reached. 
The fringe of the woods was 

twenty yards away, and the twentf 
yards were all on an incline, covered 
with glistening snow. It was decided 
that I should man the gun and opell 
fire to draw attention to me if be 
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~;r spotted leaving or returning. 
kid~;" don't get killed for a while, 
th' he said as a parting word. 

tn he was gone. 

1 The minutes marched by with 
Tub feet, slowly, conspicuously. No 
i rigger. An artillery barrage came y' and then another. No Trigger. 
b he tank commander decided to go 
tbck to the Vaderland before he was 
1 e target of his own shells. Grurnb­ 
. ing, chattering, the tank careened 
1~to the valley out of sight. It was 
night now and colder (sixteen below 
~ero, I knew later) . I was prepared 
to Whisper Trig's name in the direc- 
110n of the woods when I heard a 
ow moan. 
I Crawling back to where he lay, 
found his chest torn open, his ears f0d mouth oozing blood, and his 

dett foot completely gone. As I bud­ 
b ed over his body, emaciated by a 
tbndred pieces of jagged steel, I · 
· ought of the Trigger that a gal 

- 13 - 

had been prompted to say looked 
"just like Victor Mature" to which 
he had replied, "Only with my cap 
on. When I take it off, I look like 
Guy Kibbee." 

His blood was warm on my numb 
hands, but it didn't mix well with 
my salty tears. He looked up, and I 
think he laughed at me. "Kid," he 
whispered, "forget it," and he died. 

Over three years it is, but I haven't 
forgotten-not for a minute. He 
taught me many things without his 
knowing he was a teacher or without 
my knowing I was a student. A 
fairer person than be I don't believe 
ever lived. He made clean dealing 
more desirable than the rewards of 
dirty dealing. He made admitting 
being wrong more honorable than 
always being right. 
He's a hero to Westinghouse, and 

to Francie, and to bis son, but not in 
the way he is to me. 



lgnor·ance Isn't Bliss 
Oh world of physics, science mad, 
You taunter of my mind, 
You mystery of light and sound, 
Of motion, wave and dyne, 
A source of expectation. 
Enjoyment do I find 
In your precise components 
If Prof would be so kind 
As to leave me in my ignorance 
Of proof which lies behind. 
The spectrum in its glory shines; 
It falls on floor and wall, 
Red and yellow, blue and green; 
Oh no, that isn't all! 
Then come words of man's creation: 
Spectroscopy and aberration. 
The light disperses and refracts; 
That's again where I lose track. 

Little gadgets sit about 
Waiting for the touch 
That turns them into spectacles 
To entertain me much. 
A devil in a bottle 
A little, tiny pump, 
Big gigantic noises 
That always make me jurnp . 

Bean shooters, catsiur, musical sticks, 
The Prof is full of a hundred tricks, 
If only he'd leave it there-but nix, 
He has to ash me, why it ticks! 

- MERLE WEIHERMAN 

Cloak of Night 
It is time to put away the cloak of 

another day, 
Wrap the dark curtains of night 

about you, 
And sink into the soft pillows of 

dreams. 
Let the sounds of earth stnq their 

lullaby: 
The cheery chirp of the cricket and 

the deep bass of contented frog, 
The lowing of cattle deep in green 

grass, 
And the hooting owl's mysterious 

advice 
Which you cannot understand. 

- VIRG !NIA DARLING 
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Rather Would I Not Know 
(This p . . . 
c . 0ein is written m answer to a message re- 
,;ived' from the Goddess of Poetry whereby the 
anders of Palomar's new telescope are revealed.) 

Thou say' st at Palomar they will 
build a "scope," 

A. Polished piece of glass, ground to 
T' the finest of the finest. . 
hro_ugh this key-hole magnified, 
this diamond •two hundred inches 

W across, 
e shall see new stars, planets, 

T' brothers to the Milky Way. 
hou say'st, too, they have hopes to 
end the many mysteries the night 

T' sk1es behold. 
hou hast disturbed me. 

Many nights have I stood upon a 
lonely deck, gazing at that white 
stmted blue. 

Wondering. Thinking. Yet a 
comfort. "There's God," it was 

}f Whispered inside. . 
/ has made these niqhts. 
he hours would by me slip, as 

S Would the waves; 
0rneitimes not so fast, but I had the 
li eauens to entertain. 

And as I gazed, some stars would 
r/all; as in Life. 
id they not euer rise? Maybe so, 

l3 °ne cannot say. 
8Y falling, they may haoe risen. 
cenes of home would be reflected 

,/here. 
Was a companton, 

Yet, thou speakest of people that may 
y be as we. 
y 0u do not know. 
0_ur guess is that they may be of 

,, Intellect, for 
Canals" haoe thought there to be 
found. 

Maybe they be of brain, but maybe 

0 they crawl on f~urs, . 
r haue tails, or slimy shins, 

Or haoe names that end in "'Q", or 
spelled in consonants. . 

Wilt thou be willing to sacrifice 
prejudice for science? 

Haoe we not the lesser where we are? 
Is not the bitterness now enough 

against black, white. yellow, 
And those that end in "I"? 

If discovery be for escape, 
Who knows, there may be Jews on 
Mars. 

Thou speahest of more-intelligent 
men upon these distant shores. 

Hast thou fear that our own are not 
sufficient to do our thoughts? 

If this thou fear, I object! 
For progress does not come as of Of' 
Nick, bringing miracles on a De­ 
cember day. 

Oh, Galileo, Newton, why startest 
this! If thou seekest atomic 
materials, 

Cursed be Einstein! Cursed be 
Hiroshima! 

Would not this qioe death to the 
poets? 

Thou concludest, 't would "increase 
man's power- 

Giue him better understanding of 
natural laws- 

Contribute to further development 
of spiritual qualities." 

AU lies! Lies, I say! 
Let him find his steeple here at home. 

And of natural laws, 
He may still learn from the ants. 

Excited was I, too, when first I saw 
the Southern Cross. 

Thus, I realize your anxiety. 
But let us stay within, and as 'to a 

movie watch, 
Of which the real actors we neoet 

hnow. 
Rather would I not know. 

- THOMAS E. WOODSTRUp 
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"My team is ready to bowl; I'd 
better shove off. Would you care ro 
join us kids in a beer after League, 
Terry?" 
Terry's muffled voice came up 

from the regions of the floor where 
she was untying her saddle shoeS· 
"No, thanks. Not tonight." 
Jeannie started away, then scurried 

back. Leaning over and cupping her 
mouth, she whispered, "Don's over 
there on alley 12." 

"Oh," said Terry in the most dis­ 
interested voice she could produce· 
Jeannie gave her a puzzled lool<. 

and left. How was she to know-:" 
the last she had heard Terry was 
crazy about the guy. 

While Terry's hands were busY 
with changing shoes, her mind was 
busy with Jeannie's last remark. of 
course Don is here, she thought; 
that's nothing to me now. . Wot1' 
der why he stopped dating me. We 
had such super times together: pie 
nics, swimming, bowling, dancing· 
Before she jerked off her shoe, for 
a dreamy second her eyes wandered 
down the alley to the ten shiny pi11S· 
That's just so much water over rJJe 
dam. He's not going to see me moP' 
ing around because he gave me rJJe 
fluff-off. I can take 'em or leave 'eJ11 
and he's no exception. The other 
shoe came off. I hope he notices l'J11 
having a good time without hiJ11· 
If be' s as conceited as all men are, 
he'll probably think I came dow" 
just to see him! She shoved her feed 
into the size sixes, tied them and 
got up. Her saddles were plopps 
into the check box and left on tbe 
checking counter. 
Terry's team won three lines. SJJe 

had never bow led better; 18 2 was 

A Smouldering Ember 
MERLE WEIHERMAN 

"Size si x and a half please," said 
the girl in the white wool jacket. 

A waxy, blue-veined hand searched 
quickly among grey and white, blue 
and white, and black and white shoes 
on a shelf under the reserved balls. 

"Terry, what a beautiful jacket!" 
Terry started to turn around but 

was detained. 
"Sorry, dearie, but we ain't got 

no six and half's left. Can you wear 
a six?" She held up a pair of black 
and white bowling shoes. 

"Six· is all right. Do you really 
like my jacket, Jeannie?" 

"Do I!" Jean's voice was husky 
with admiration as she gingerly felt 
the material in the sleeve. "It's even 
prettier than you said. Turn around; 
let me see the back." 

Relief shone in Terry's eyes. "Oh, 
I'm so glad you like it. I couldn't 
make up my mind whether or not to 
buy it. I really needed one, but it 
cost so much that I was afraid I 
couldn't afford it. But if you think 
it's worth it, I don't regret one cent 
I paid for it. I guess I wouldn't have 
needed to wear it tonight because it 
is quite warm, but it will be cool 
going home on the streetcar after 
bowling." She stopped as she rea­ 
lized her exuberance was carrying 
her away and Jean was becoming 
bored with the details. But it was 
new and she was excited about it. 

"Here's your shoes, dearie." With 
only a vague attempt at concealing 
the purpose, the transparent hand 
jangled the little chromium dish on 
the counter. Terry produced a coin 
and dropped it in. The two girls 
moved away to the spectators' seats 
and Terry sat down. 
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fer high game. Once during the third 
thne ,she had glanced over to where 
le ooys were bowling and met Don's 

~ ance. He had grinned and waved, 
th: she had .smiled back . Seeing that 
if h Were still bow ling she wondered 
th s e could walk over and see how 
Dey, we:e coming along without 
Shon s .thinking she was chasing him. 
s e picked up her jacket, casually 
ba~~tered over and stood a few feet 
le ind them. The place was a bed­ 
ba1}1 of clattering pins, humming 
rna s, an~ excited vo~ces of team- 
0 ates urging and cheenng each other 
a~· A young boy with blue slacks 
th d green plaid sweater hung over 
ti e scorekeeper's shoulder; and every 
thtne anyone on Don's team threw 
of e ball, he would pound the back 

the seat and yell, "Strike!" 
w A fat, bald-headed man beside him 
th ould rasp through clenched teeth 
t at held a pipe, "Gutter ball! Gut­ 
~r ball!" Each time the words 
i ou)d end in a choking and sputter­ 
tng as in his excitement he inhaled 
00 rnuch smoke. 

lh.1'erry watched the scene a few. 
f .1nutes unnoticed by the team. A 
/1end went by and made a witty 
srtnark which she did not catch, but 
ie laughed loudly anyway. 

rn./\.ecognizing her laugh, Don im- 
drately turned around, a look of surp · 1' rise and pleasure in his eyes. 

p erh·ry smiled impersonally a n d 
clus ed up her sweater sleeves. Don 
1 arnbered over a mass of jumbled els and made his way back to her. 
0• 

11der cover of the noise and conf u­ 
cto h 
1, 11 e asked if he could take her 
•0rne. 

tb It Was impossible to keep all of 
sb e surprise out of her voice, but 
·· e rnanaged to say quite casually, 
a!'hy, thank you, Don. That's 

fully nice of you." 

"One more frame. I'll be ready 
in five minutes," he said and hurried 
back to his teammates. 

Terry turned quickly, paused, then 
calmly walked over to the Ladies' 
Room. Why not let him take me 
home if he wants to she thought as 
she pushed the worn spot on the black 
and red door. Guess he decided not 
to fluff me off after all. She dropped 
her jacket on the red leather divan, 
fished her make-up kit out of the 
pocket and proceeded to a dimly lit 
mirror on the west wall. I'm glad 
he asked to take me home; now I 
can brush him off before he fluffs me. 
Compact, lipstick, and comb were 
laid on the cigarette-scarred shelf 
beneath the mirror. So he thinks he 
can ignore me for three weeks, then 
suddenly pop up and ask to take me 
home and expect me to go. Ordinar­ 
ily, I wouldn't. But it is the perfect 
opportunity to show him that he's 
nothing more than a friend to me. 
That's what we are, just friends. 
I'm amazed at how .calrn I am. For 
weeks I waited for him to take me 
out, and now when he does I'm as 
enthusiastic as a termite in a stone 
quarry. She leaned closer to the mir­ 
ror as she applied the lipstick, for 
it was important not to smear it. 
The little cap went back on smooth­ 
ly, and she set it down and picked 
up the comb. A little self-satisfied 
smile brushed her lips as she reached 
up and removed the yellow hair rib­ 
bon. I'm glad we can be friends. 
So many kids act like strangers when 
they stop going together. That's 
silly. They should take such things 
in their stride. 

She combed her hair into loose 
waves. Tonight, I'll just let Don 
take me straight home, hop out of 
the car, say, "Thanks" and "Good­ 
night" just as if it were the girls or 
the neighbors. Oh, Juliet, where "is 
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all that elation and breathlessness 
thou shouldst feel? She removed the 
ribbon and put it in again, dumped 
all the cosmetics back into the kit 
and walked calmly from the room. 

It was Thursday morning, about 
eleven o'clock, just after the alleys 
opened, that the phone rang. The 

same hand reached out and picked 
it up. "Skylight Bowling Alleys­ 
a white wool jacket?-No, dearie, 
I haven't seen any. That's been three 
days ago. Somebody must have 
picked it up by now.-Sorry, there 
ain't none been turned in. You 
should have called sooner." 

Sonnets 
I 

Long ago beside a laughing brook 
I lay in shade and shadow, dreaming 

dreams; 
Beside me lay a wondrous travel book 
And I drifted on my thoughts to 
foreign scenes. 

On camel back I roamed the burning 
sands 

Of wondrous sandy deserts far and 
wide. 

I sailed the seven seas with pirate 
bands, 

And with 'the pirate captain by my 
side, 

I watched the bright and ever­ 
changing shore, 

Watched the lovely silky fronds of 
palm 

Flirting with the breeze awhile before 
The darkness fell upon a sea so calm 
A silu'ry mirror its glassy surface 

made, 
Reflecting back the face of happy 

maid. 
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II 
ff it should be that you will never 

loue me 
~nd all t he happiness my busy brain 
as dreamed of comes to naught, still 

f.J above 
~ and about me, cheering me, my 

[) oue remains. 
ays will not be empty; nights not 
fraught 

We.th loneliness, but filled with 
P rdofatry of you 
ass 'F sw1 tly by. Loving you has 
taught f.J e . 
/"Pat1ence; and I have learned that 

[f /fe's. not through 
0ue rs not returned. And yet, my 

P heart 
rotests against my reason with a 
s1gh c . 

an hearts be forced 'to play a merry 
I Part 
f they are less inclined to laugh than 
cry? 

lvJ j/ God help me to quiet my wild 
[f .eart's plea 

;1 should be that you will never 
0ue me. 

III 
I ca nnot say that I baoe never loved 
F You, 
or now and then the heart is strong, 

rand rules 
he head awhile. ft makes romantic 

l3 blue 
/0ssom en the grayest sky. It fools 
he mind, and tricks it-slyly 

y :layful thing, 
uh Played a trick on me. I saw 
1 e blue, 
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And for a wild, delirious moment, 
spttriq 

Unfolded in December. If you but 
knew 

How much I loved you, I think I 
neoer said; 

Why can I neoer say what means the 
most? 

And now our looe, if it was looe, 
is dead, 

Dead, and I am left to tease the ghost. 
I wonder if you felt the spring and 

then- 
But I was weak-I' fl not be weak 

aqatn, 

IV 
Now once again I find that I must be 
A very different self. I'll build a fence 
Around the place that was my heart, 

and see 
If dark and rest can cure the hurt. 

No sense 
Exposing it again to doubts and fears 
That are a part of loving you. 

Who'll know 
There is no heart inside? Let others' 

tears 
\Vater the barren place, and wet, and 

snow 
Try to warp the wall. Another hand 
Shall grope to find the key to enter in 
And, gaining entrance to the hidden 

land, 
Find the treasure flown. For what 

has been, 
Will never be again, no need to cry; 
I'll do the crying, other fools and I. 

-LIZ COOK 



Graduation 
DONALD MOORE 

John M·~honey picked his way 
through the dirty slush, watching 
his pointed brown shoes avoid the 
swollen butts and the torn wet news­ 
papers that were plastered to the 
sidewalk. 

He shifted the smooth leather bag 
to his left hand as he turned the 
corner under the red flicker of neon. 
A sudden bluster of wind cut through 
his coat like a many-pronged fork, 
digging its steel points into the length 
of his spine. 

Across the mill pond. flames 
belched luridly against the dusky 
sky. The steel mills. John Mahoney 
frowned and bit his lip. He had 
gone to college to escape those mills, 
but they were dragging him back 
now, sucking him in with the hot 
iron gasp of their laughter. They 
would kill him as they had killed 
his father ... 

Dad! With the thought of his 
father. the numb bitterness on which 
he had drugged his mind during the 
trip home from school cracked open 
like a dried husk and dumped its 
stinging contents into his chest and 
throat. His steps quickened: he ran 
clumsily over the shifting ice and up 
the creaking black steps. 

In the hall, he leaned against the 
closed door, listening to the hammer­ 
ing fury of wind. He put his suitcase 
on the floor and removed his gloves, 

· rubbing his cold, hooked fingers vig­ 
orously. Vapour clouds hung brief­ 
! y before his eyes as his breathing 
gradually returned to normal. Before 
him the long, narrow staircase with 
the broken bannister led to the naked 
glare of a single, unwinking hall 
light. 
John Mahoney picked up his suit- 

case and climbed the stairs slowly. 
At first his eyes glittered in the wan 
light, but when he tipped his bead 
forward, the shadow of his hatbrirn 
fell across his face, extinguishing it 
in the darkness. 

His mother's hand was wet. 
"Washing dishes," he thought irrele­ 
vantly as he drew her to him and 
placed an arm about her shoulders. 
"I got the telegram," he said huskilv 
Then, as he felt her tremble, "It's 
okay, Ma. Where is he?" The ques­ 
tion sounded harsh and cruel, as 
though he were speaking of a chair. 
QJ a bucket of coal. He furn bled 
desperate! y for some softening re­ 
mark, but the words were weighted 
by something at once bitter and sad. 
and would not rise to his lips. 

She stepped back and regarded 
him steadily, a little pityingly. he 
imagined. He felt a rush of admira­ 
tion for his mother. She seemed to 
be without fear or anger. Her greY 
hair was swept back gracefully froJ11 
her pale forehead, and through the 
steel-rimmed spectacles her eyes were 
clear blue-only a little misty. She 
nodded toward the living room. "Io 
there, Johnny," she said quietly. 

"Ma," he said, catching her arJ!1 
as she turned from him. He wet h1S 
lips before speaking, determined not 
to show his resentment. "It was 
his heart?" 

She nodded. 
"It happened-" He knew his 

mouth was twisting to a snarI-"at 
the mill?" 

"Johnny," she said abruptly, "let 
me take your coat." 

He pulled off his coat and handed 
it to her, placing the hat on top- 
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Jbere was no sense showing her how 
be felt; it would only make things 
. ar~er. Little Ellie, his sister. stood 
in the living room doorway, clutch­ 
kng her doll. The doll's head was bro- 
en. and sawdust oozed from a burst 

s~~m in its leg, but Ellie clutched it h the tighter for this, and watched I-t brother with round, somber eyes. 
b e forced a smile as he took her free 
and. "Hello, Ellie," he said. 

1 "Bello, Johnny," she echoed so­ 
emnly. Her voice was small and 
~oft. Johnny. recalling how she had 
been laughing the last time he saw 
er, leaned down and whispered: 
''C mon, Ellie. Let's go in and 

see Pa." 

tb lhe room was dark except for 
k e candles that surrounded the cas­ 
. et, Mr. Mahoney looked tired. even 
in death. His face was peaceful. but 
:V0rn. his nose pinched, his eyes sewn 
irrevocably shut with the lashes; 
and the rounded dome of his bead 
~eefmed fragile as an eggshell. Even 
/b0re making the Sign of the Cross. 
0 nny noted, witb irony, that the 

~asket, the plusb on which he knelt,. 
t~e flowers and the candles comprised 

e most attractive display that had 
BVer graced the Mahoney living room. 
t llt the display had come, like every­ 
e hi_ng now, too late for bis father to 
nJoy, and under circumstances that 
Prevented the others from doing so. 
th Johnny watched his sister from 
s e corner of bis eye. A blue ribbon 
~Uck ridiculously up from the back b her bowed head. and from under 

1 er arm dangled the trailing, wobbly 
egs of her doll. 
t ~e turned back to regard bis fa­ 
t~er s tired, still face, flickering in 
the dim candlelight. ''The heart, 
tb e heart-at the mill-the heart, 
h e heart." Words ran through bis 
ead in crazy. singsongy spirals, like 

flotsam in a vortex drawing closer 
to the center, describing tighter, more 
breakneck circles. . . 
The room was briefly lit by a 

distant flame, a malevolently incan­ 
descent eye across the mill pond. 
Johnny shuddered and looked again 
at Ellie. "He's asleep-sort of, isn't 
he?" Johnny w bispered. 

She raised her face. The size and 
depth of ber eyes revealed no com­ 
forting childish illusions. "He's in 
heaven now. Johnny," she replied 
with a faintly chiding voice; and 
for a moment Johnny wished that be 
were, too. 

It was a modest funeral. Mr. 
Mahoney' s insurance would allow no 
other. The wake was little more 
than a tea party. Johnny met all 
the guests stolid! y and listened to 
eulogies on his father's virtues. "A 
good man," they said, "a fine, up­ 
standing man, a credit to his church 
and bis community ... " 

Of course, Jobnny thougbt, dig­ 
ging barassed fingernails into his 
palms behind bis back as be nodded 
agreement to these sentiments. But 
his father had been a good man on 
the production line, too. Why didn't 
someone mention that? Why didn't 
someone mention that the company 
knew about the bad heart, and knew 
that retirement was only a few years 
off? His father, Jobnny decided, had 
been a piece of human machinery that 
bad finally broken down, and was 
being removed with an affectionate 
pat on the head. "A good man." 
The fools! Why couldn't they see 
that they would all go the same way? 

The trouble was that everyone 
worked at the mills. They made the 
town. There were no jobs worth 
taking outside them. Johnny had 
worked at the mills. Everyone did 
sooner or later. This first job was 
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