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Foreword

Sigma Tau Delta, honorary National English
Fraternity at Northern Illinois presents this publi-
cation as its contribution to NI's Golden Anniver-
sary year.

A person who writes sincerely, who expresses
what he sees as truth, and who holds high a regard
for presentation, style, and design has earned the
right to have his work appear in print. With this
idea in mind, Sincerity, Truth, Design, Sigma T au
Delta has gratefully received the material so gen-
erously contributed by you, the student body, and
from it offers selections for your approval in this,
your magazine.

It's that time of the year again!

It's Spring! It's May again!

It's the time when all things burst forth new
again!

It's — The Towers.

FRANK ROSS
Editor-in-Chief
May, 1949
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Towers

T hrough fifty changing years you've
watched
The many students come and go;

Could you but tell what you have
seen,

What joys, what sorrows we would
know!

Here in our little world of books
Each trying problem that we face
Seems insurmountable to us;

Still you, from your exalted place,
But smile, and think of other years,
Of other problems just as ours
And other students’ smiles and tears.
Before we leave you, teach us of

The power of Time; while we are
here

Help us to live for joy and truth

And know that life can hold no
fear.

— JEAN HUBBARD, ’50




We Who Follow

(Reprinted from Special Memorial Issue for Presi-
dent Adams, Northern Illinois, December 16, 1948)

Footprints in the snow. [ wonder
whose?

They look familiar. Should |
follow?

Where will they lead me? To a
place unknown?

T hey seem to be made by one in
determination; one who has
walked alone.

His steps. are large, a size much larger
than mine.

His stride ts longer, too. I wonder.

His path is straight; each print
planted firmly.

Where was he going and why?

Placing my left in his and my right
the same, I will follow.

But 1t is no use, they do not match.
Two patterns of different sizes.

What's this, our pace is slowing.
Are we going to stop?

What did he see? He must have
doubted. But no —

He continues on. T hen again he
lessens the stride.

Was my leader confused? T he trail
does not waver; he keeps on.

T here were secrets hidden in the
snow. [ wonder.

We had climbed a hill; but unlike
most men, he did not stop 'to
reminisce

Even though he knew the rest of the
way would be descending.

T he footprints were not so firm, but
just as straight.

Off in the distance, I saw a figure.
Maybe —

Yes, it is—it’s he! “Wait, wait for
me!” I cried.

T he winds were blowing and he did
not hear me.




He approached the stream, so [
hastened to him. Too late.

He had passed over and would I
have followed had it been my
Time.

[ hung my head. T he snow was
getting deeper.

Behind me, his imprints were fading
into the past.

[ would remember. But here I must
not stop.

I must walk on.

T his time the footprints would be
my own;

T he direction would be my own;
the pace my own.

Where was I going and why?

Would I, too, stop on the way?
Would I have doubts?

Would my stride sometimes lessen
or my trail waver?

T here are secrets hidden in ‘'the
snow. [ wonder.

— TOM WOODSTRUP, ’'49

There Is A Wall

T here is a wall within my soul,

And I am puzzled, for I see

Each heartening effort, every goal,

Smashed before it can be free.

Some things must fly,

T ake roots and live,

Love and cherish, breathe — defy

T he mortar of a wall to give

A tortured soul quiet peace.

Yet still its side is very steep,

And I but shudder when doubts
increase

My anxious fears, and though I weep,

I know that in this place I hide,

And shall not see the other side.

— CORRINE JOHNSON, ’52
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The Mirrored Reflection

CARLA BUBLITZ, ’50

Mary sat on the bridge and dangled
her feet out over the water. The sun
coming through the trees on the op-
posite bank cast dappled shadows on
t he mirror-like surface. Looking
down into it, Mary saw her own re-
flection.

“You know,” she mused, “it’s
funny how your face can hide the
real you that’s underneath. I don’t
look any different than I did four
years ago, yet I am different. Four
years ago | was a freshman in high
school — and a shy, scared little
freshman at that. I had always been
rather quiet and shy, and meeting
people had never been easy. The first
part of that year was hard. I made
new friends, yes, but the ‘process of
adjustment was slow. It must have
been sometime during my sophomore
year that the first big changes in me
began to be made, because that was
the year that I met Pat, Jeanne, and
Ellie.”

Mary paused a while, her thoughts
skipping back to the good times she
had had with these three and the rest
of the gang from Lansing. They had
been what she needed, Mary reflected,
because they were all so unlike her.
They were the leaders — the gay,
self-reliant, popular gang in school.

“Being with them made me more

self-reliant, too. The change was
slow — big changes just don't occur
over night — but soon I found my-

self meeting people, doing new things,
and enjoying it all. As they grew up,
so I grew, too, borrowing some of
their good characteristics and making
them mine. They were the first im-
portant step toward the transforma-
tion of the ““old me” into the girl I
just saw in the Water's mirror.

“The second important step came

with my first job. I was ‘scared’, ,J“;E
work in a store before. What rlgd
had I to think I could make a gqob
saleswoman? The first day of my J(;Y
soon came, however. I was so buy
plain ‘scared’. I hadn’t ever done ar;
all day that I hardly had timeé
think, but I knew one thing. I IOYeg
my job! It was actually fun, se¢/8
all those new people. Each one

an experience; no two were alike

“So all through my junior aﬂr
senior years the metamorphosis St%%
ed by my friendship with Pat and bi¢
rest of them and it progressed rap' ¢
in its growth by my increasing Sew
reliance as my job continued. NOW
it was actually fun meeting neﬂ
people and doing new things! Th
came graduation day.” ¥

Here Mary smiled reminiscerlty
That had really been a milestoné
meant leaving behind her old frie? j
and evetything with which she “
grown familiar. The preceding f'og,
years had given Mary somefhmd
though that enabled her to look 3heclt
without as many fears as she had .,
before she entered high school. st
was afraid a little, but this timé fife
was also excited about the new

in college that she would have. "
i
"I hated leaving Pat because I:}tyaf |

depended upon her and thought '
now [ would be all alone in college'y
Mary continued to reflect. ““It’s fU* .
how those fears usually work the"f
selves out, though, because whe e
got to college I did find another it
She was my first roommate and ¥ ot |
mately became the third importzess
milestone in my journey from shy .
to greater self-confidence. I Wor;ikc
just what my life here would be "
now if Jeannette hadn’t starte

— 10 —-




0 3
pﬁghr}ght. She gave me the added

Yeq . Needed to do so many things.
“eeciedve been lucky. Whenever I've
Some elp, there has always been
to shone around to give it, someone
oy, W me the way. I'm all right
e I'm no longer the shy little girl
[f ey friends knew in high school.
the lgrOWn up and matured much in
lOng 3t couple of years. There's a
make".”ay to go yet, but I'm going to
ay Ilt' Maybe someplace along the
can be a Pat or a Jeannette to
¢one that needs one.”’

lowly a leaf carried on the light
¢ floated down to the water be-

S0

Tee

neath Mary’s feet. The tiny ripples
it made brought the girl back to the
present, and she smiled suddenly.

“To think that a reflection in the
water could have started me thinking
all this! Sometimes I think it’s good,
though, to look into the mirror of
the past as I have today — not to
watch your reflection there all the
time but just to take a glance occa-
sionally. It's fun seeing the changes
people and events can make. Who
knows but what another four years
from now. the face that I will see re-
flected then will hide still ‘another
me’.

To a Baby Tulip on March 1

You stand in a cardboard pot from

the dime store,

In sotl that’s not earth soil at all,
And breathe baby breaths on the chill

window pane —

And clap your hands and say,
“It’s Spring.”

Y ou came too early; you cannot stay
But you brought love when you came
Standing there in a cardboard pot

laughing softly,

Clapping your hands, telling
“It's Spring.”

How sad. we say to die so young,
Never to know the warm south breeze
Or the gentle falling rain a tulip loves

so much.

But you clap your hands,
whispering “I live, and 1t (s

Spring.”

— MARY LANDIS, ’52

(IS 1




Adventures of a Self-Styled Scholar
. MARILYN MORGAN, ’49

You know, it's remarkable how
much knowledge a person accumu-
lates in the freshman year at college.
I was amazed at myself. One short
year before, I had thought Ibsen was
a town in central Germany and rec-
ognized one of Chicago’s nightclubs
as the only ‘“Ivanhoe” I had ever
known. But here 1 was, after one
year of writing weekly literary gems
(unimaginatively called themes) and
a personally forced introduction to
the ““Stray Birds"" of Tagore, simply
brimming over with the wherewithall
to rock the literary world. With
typewriter, an acquired Shavian vege-
tarianism, invented eccentricities, and
hoarded Sunday Literary Supplement,
I went home to the proletariat of the
intelligent circles.

I thought at the time that Fate had
created in the situation that existed
here, never forgetting for once my
capabilities, an ideal situation. I had
been worried on my arrival home as
to what to do with this acquired
wonder that was mine, in what way
a person so endowed might best serve
the world and humanity. As I sat on
the porch, intelligent head resting on
egotistical palm, bandying the possi-
bilities back and forth, I realized that
I had an audience.

There were two potential disciples,
miniature size, female variety. They
were both blond and I judged them
to be about four and six years old.
In due time the larger child, seeing
that they were to get no action from
me, said simply, “I'm Polly”’. The
little one chimed in quickly with,
“I'm Pammy’’; and then, just as if
they had rehearsed it for weeks, to-
gether they said, ‘““We're name is
Jones™.

Just like that it all became very
clear to me. In other summers, other

— 12—

years, might come the “Dissertatio
on the Writings of Petrarch” 2%
“Don Quixote; the Literary Symb :
of a Decadent Age’’: those th‘nge
could all come later. But here befc,’fy
me, I was sure, stood an opportumtk
for a person rich in experience, .
ground, and desire to do good (naf™”
ly, me) to really make felt this ¢©
tribution to the world.

; d
Anxiously, I leaned forward 3ﬂd
asked, “What did you say?’ A%
they repeated, “We said that

name is Jones''.

Relieved, I sank back into the Chal;i
satisfied as one who has heard the Cid
and sees the road to service stret®
out plainly before him — I Wouee
spend my time and talent for thfer |
long months bringing to the te?
minds of these undeniable Jonesesdlc
appreciation and an ability to ha? o
with less violence the languag® o

their culture. I am sure my corﬂPhaf
c l

we'tt

riot, Joan of Lorraine, felt someW
as I did at that moment when
gazed for the first time on the V
lating dauphin. o

I shall never forget that sumﬂ?th
and how wonderfully satisfied “;;(,
myself I felt. With religious reg" 4
ity 1 gave up afternoon movies aﬂs
swims in favor of grammar 1‘?5508
for my neighbors. And how tdﬂ't|
loved it! Well, perhaps I shoul o
say that: they didn't always 100% |
if they were listening; but the™
suppose one can play with a t%f

adl

[

: ; 2

and listen at the same time. At 11: 0
I'm sure they must have been abk of

because it was only after a wee i
drill that they began to respond ¥
surprising regularity, “Our nameccd
Jones’’. The day they intrqd,u«ﬂg
themselves that way to a visit
friend of mine I shall always rem®

ber as the highlight of my careef:




: September came and it was almost

t

plgﬁ or me to go back to school.
. ¥ and Pammy were as blue as I

o $; the experiment had not been as

Ccessful as I had hoped — although
he'dld make great strides — but it
phil een fun. At our last lesson,
gOOOSOthally, I almost said, All
bu things must come to an end’’;
quatthm, regarding a cliche as inade-
pla ¢1n a relationship on such a high
to ?ﬁ I merely said, ““Come on down
Sicle i store and I'll buy you a pop-
Mag P9p81cle§ seeming to be the
the, PAssion with the younger set,
Y agreed.

Sat few minutes later the three of us
Withom at the side of the house, me
i the hose aimed at a car very
andypfrom summer dust, and Polly
Sicle ammy each with a green pop-
5 Iit.tl eeling very magnanimous and
twe be nostalgic even, I gazed at the
tiop lond heads almost with affec-
he afternoon was quiet, and
to enEiolnpalnionship was a good way
in our hours together. The feel-
of well-being increased until I
Othe Myself convinced that no two
as LT children could have responded
ell to the course.
anting to say something to show
M how I felt, and yet afraid to
allther myself from the position of

ori d
gr?en,"ty' I said, “Your tongues are

th
i

L tely you, that got more of a rise

out of them then nouns and adverbs
cver had. They initiated an informal
move to see how green the tongues
could be gotten, and punctuated their
cfforts with green blasts of flesh at
me and strangulated syllables that
sounded vaguely like, “How is it
now?’ At last both popsicles were
eaten and they approached me arm in
arm, tongues extended, and the ques-
tion from Polly that has led me to
think of disowning the human race.
Twelve weeks of effort flew lightly
out the window as she looked blank-
ly at me and said, ““Which one is the
bestest?”’

Grasping at my self-control, I said,
“Polly-Polly, you didn’t mean that,
you couldn’t have.” And a hurt Pol-
ly turned quietly away. As my
world crashed around me I heard
little Pammy laugh, wrinkle up her
nose, and look at me with sympathy
as if Polly were some special type of
midget brain. My spirit revived,
mental arms embraced the four year
old who stood before me, and my
faith in human nature was restored.
I had always considered Pammy as
far superior, anyway, and so now I
gazed on her with open affection as
I gently asked, ‘““What should she
have said, Pammy?”’

Her reply? Not — ‘““Which one is
the bestest?’”” Oh, no, naturally not,

Pammy was always so superior. She
said, “Which one is the worstest?’

Snowflakes

Each has a destination unknown

to me,

Hovering here for awhile, now

there,

and then,

Floating down and swooping
shyward ltke 1t wants to see

All things in this strange world

of men.

— NORMA ROCKOW, ’52
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Arms Upraised In
Brotherhood

[ see a hundred fifty million arms up-
ratsed in Brotherhood,

Ratsed high in freedom’s virile air
with Washington's shimmering
monuments,

A forest of arms that spike the sky
like piney-spires of the Oregon
wood ;

A hundred fifty million arms that bid
titanic testament,

Arms that toil and sweat, welcoming
arms outstretched to the world’s
oppressed,

At times defiant, angry arms that fend
as pickets of liberty,

And vengeful arms, o’er-reaching the
seas when would-be conquerors
molest ;

America, your strength in arms up-
raised in solidarity!

Brown arms, black arms, arms of
white and sallow tan — count
them all,

Arms pitted by molten steel splashed
from Gary's botling ladles,

Bronzed arms of the Texas range, and
white-sleeved arms in marble halls,

Tiny, eager infant arms that vie from
the nation’s nursery cradles,

Black-bitten arms that pick the coal
from West Virginia's catacombs;

A continent transformed by arms,
two centurtes of toiling arms,

English, Polish, Jewish arms, arms of
Africans torn from their homes,

Arms whose brawn burst slavery’s
bonds, built steel mills, cleared
fertile farms;

Count all these arms and a million
more that are not here, yet count
them still,

A million arms that bore our arms
and fell by the hedge-rows of
Normandy,

T hose arms that flexed in freedom
last in the tangled vines of
Bougainuville

— 14



And flailed the sands of surf-swept
beaches, bearing the brunt for
Democracy,

T he absent arms that flung aside the
gates of bloody Buchanwald;

T o inventory a people’s might, count
arms that work for the common
good,

Oh World! here learn by our pros-
pering arms, we're free because
we're Brothers all,

Our hundred fifty million arms have
reaped the bounties of Brother-
hood ;

All nations, hear! let all mankind
close arm to arm in unity,

A World of Brothers, Humanity!
from war and want, immunity!

— HAROLD MEIER, ’51

Season Symphonies

Golden brown are the Autumn trees,
footballs in the air;

River Kishwaukee is full of leaves,
and students—everywhere.

Now winter icicles have come,
snow falls today;
Basketball has begun,
the Kish is cold and gray.

Soon young men’s fancies turn—
for Spring is here;

T he Kish rises and yearns, and
over its banks appears.

Summer sunshine soon brings
verdant lawns and leaves,

Swimming, golf, and tennis-teams;
the Kish is a trickling stream.

You'll find the Kish like the youth
it sees
along the winding way;
For all the trends of the season’s deeds
Are reflected everyday.

— RICHARD JONES, ’52
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A Reverie
JOHN AQUINO, 52

The misty, gray fog lifts, and
through it a steamship plods its
course. What a feeling; going to see
the folks in the Phillippines! In a
few days we will dock in Covite Bay,
outside Manila. The speedboat from
the ship will take us to the main-
land: to the sights of the capiptal of
the Philippines; to the unorthodox
life of the Filipino people; to the
home of my grandfather and grand-
mother.

On the mainland, we had expected
to see old-fashioned people and
houses, bamboo huts, open fires and
half-dressed natives walking the dus-
ty roads. But the sight is startling:
Manila is one of the modern cities in
the” world. No bamboo huts; no
open fires; no half-dressed natives;
nothing of the sort confronts us.
Instead, we see natives walking the
- paved streets in tropical suits, auto-
mobiles touring the city, skyscrapers
like the ones back home, and modern
apartments which house most of the
Filipino people. Indeed, Manila is
truly a modern city. We will decide
to spend a few days in Manila; to
see the sights and to rest before we
start the long ride inland.

After our few days in Manila, we
board a train and head for Vigan,
Ilocus Sur, two hundred miles to the
north, which is the home of my
grandfather and grandmother and

the birthplace of my father. In #
week we should be there.

When the train pulls into the Cl[le
of Vigan, there will be no one at
station; after all, we did not let th®
know we were coming. 1 wil 3'5'
people I see in the streets where Mld
ter Juan Aquino’s house is 10§3tebé
After receiving directions, I will
full of suspense and anxiety. s

I will knock on the woven dOoﬂi
but there will be no answer. 1 "¢
open the door and an inspiring Slgﬂd
will confront me. An old man ‘4,
an old lady sit at a home-made [abn’
He will look up and exclaim, “JU
ito! I did not know you wete Corﬁr
ing, but I can tell you by qu
pictures!” The old lady will exc
and cry, too. All through the p‘gbc
I will be asked questions; I will ”
treated as if I were a king. Thel
will be no sleep that night, but
will not care.

On the next day, I shall go Oﬂ;
tour of-the city. Old friends of me,
father will say “hello”, and the &y
minders of the World War II ?;ef
bring a swelling to my eyes. A.ﬂ.
a month or so I shall begin the trdt
ride back to Manila and my S[eaful
ship. It has been a wortlde1r
experience; and how I wish 1t g
someday be my father's, 09"
would be the greatest thrill of
life, going home.

Kish

Kish is a premiere ballerina
Swirling on a campus stage.
Her endless repertoire of dance
Looked upon by every age.

— GORDON DAHLGREN, ’50

— 16 —




Perfect Love

I've never been so much tn love
With anyone. But God above

= Has made us for each other, dear,
And every time I find you near
In dreams, or really by my side
I feel my love from deep inside
Come swelling forth. And then |

kRnow

T hat all my life this love will grow.

[ pray we’ll never see the day

When unkind words our lips will say.
For love like ours is hard to find,
And we should never really mind

If things go wrong and seem unfair
Because we’ll know that God is there.
And may His love and blessings be
With us until eternity.

— DONNA SMALE, ’51

My Earliest Recognition of Beauty
CAROL KRAMER, ’52

3 {Vlg, first recognition of beauty came
Siy b Inner table when I was about
i Seven years of age. The topic
beg  MVersation happened to be
Ag,.) + however at that age I was not
Vere. oMed to entering into the con-
ldeyg 'on and [ was left with my own
g I_Pn the subject. I listened very
Mip Wely and vainly sought in my
fy ", for something that was beauti-
Wag . Was becoming exasperated and
| Whe adout to banish the thought
glanced across the table.

by, ¢ Was sitting and eating as usual,
fuy aomething seemed to be so beauti-
ethere out her. It seemed to be an
He Al portrait that met my eyes.
hert 4r was softly arranged about
ry hmples and it formed an imagin-
the 1310 outlining her head. When
the, POke, the words were not harsh;
Ing “Ame as a song off a harp — soft
Thi Melodious. I pinched myself.
. Portrait did not seem to be true

¥ hadn’t I seen it before? I

uSto

looked across the table again to re-
assure myself that I was dreaming.
No, the picture remained. I asked to
be excused from the table, and per-
mission was granted. .

I retired to the living room and sat
down to think. I was shaking and
trembling all over — [ was actually
frightened! I kept asking myself —
why hadn’t I seen it before? I tried
to find the answer, but it just would
not come.

Soon after I had left the table,
Mother came in and I noticed the
effect I had before received from cast-
ing my eyes on her had vanished. For
some odd reason, I was greatly re-
lieved and I went about my childlike
ways.

[ have often thought about this
episode in my childhood and some-
times I try to find something as beau-
tiful as I saw that evening. I never
have; I doubt if I ever shall find an-
other person so glowing with beauty.

=




A Debatable Question

To sleep or not to sleep: that s the
problem;

W hether 'tis better for us to suffer

T he queries and remarks of outraged
teachers,

Or to take confidence in our own
desires,

And by opposing, continue! To rest:
to sleep;

Some more; and by a sleep to say we
end

T he thoughts and weartness of class-
work

T hat puptls endure! Tis a thought

Only to be wished. To rest, to sleep,

Perchance to be awakened: Ay there’s
the rub;

For in that blissful slumber what
dreams may come

When we have no thoughts of daily
homework; .

Makes us happy: there's the respect

T hat makes sleep so much destred;

For who could bear home and class-
work every day

T he teachers’ oppression, the lengthy
assignments .

T he pangs of despis’d tests, the re-
ports delay,

T he dread of suspension, the home-
work,

W hich (s unworthy of patient
endeavor

When we ourselves might be expelled

Without a reason! Who but students
bear

To work and study under a dreary
life

But that the hope of something —
graduation,

T he great reward that lures us on to
somewhere

No one knows, puzzles the will

And makes us ponder on our prob-
lems

T hat we care to know nothing of.

— IRVING TEBOR, 49
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Farewell, Youth’s Joy
MILDRED OLSON, 49

vQyUntxl the year we moved to Har-
t e'_}ghe summer months always held
life appiest moments of my young
our hOF every summer our family left
ang ome in Crystal Falls, Michigan,
for vent farther up North. We lived
Solit ree months in almost complete
ig thude on our densely forested island
Per Igc‘m.ter of Perch Lake. The Up-
wa. . enninsula of Michigan has al-
een noted for its rustic beauty
the CFh_arm, but those tourists from
fgrestltles havg never seen such dense
ed ths and wilderness or even dream-
tion at there could be so wild a sec-
Of the country.
By left for Perch Lake the glori-
three ay that school was out. We
Sc})OOIWOUId race madly home from
tneq . [OMP through the silent, dark-
ang fooms with their pulled shades;
Wo ]efad an excuse of a meal before
ouy L. Finally, with Nell and Pal,
for OCOCke'r spaniels, eagerly clawing
ar SPPOSlte windows, my doll in my
Ord, everything in a squeezed dis-
Wi, * father would honk the horn
we . 40 especial flourish, and away
Ould go. Hurrah!

The long ride up through the

was supreme. [here were

unéhl,OW, grassy fields dotted with

ran.mg cows and white horses
‘ing close to rail fences.

W

fap, (¢Member a comfortable, white
fralg Ouse snuggled in between em-
the c}f'm trees and a once-scarlet barn:
the Ickens scurrying over the lawn;
. sWinr?Shly painted bird houses lazily
Collieglng‘from tree limbs: the leaping
tugy heraldlng our approach; the
Pok, screen on the door with a hole
thew through; the drone of bees;
Dsrcheat_her beaten sheds; the broken
tyeg. 13il; the soulful look in a calf’s
fﬂr;ﬁ the friendly greeting of a plump

s wife as she hurries away

with mother to compare bread recipes.
I can still taste the thick, warm bread,
oven-fresh, covered with golden,
melting butter; it was served with
thick, cold cream in a cracked, white
mug pressed into one’s hands by the
rough, red hands of a smiling and
weathered old farmer. How could I
ever forget the smell of the hay stored
in the loft; the shivery feeling as a
gentle cow licked my palm; the all-
important weather vane high over-
head; the impatient stomping of an
excited horse; the dimness of the
barns before twilight; the solitude
and quietness prevailing through the
long, black night?

After their home we left civiliza-
tion behind, for on all sides the dark
forests closed in, archways forming
high, high above our heads. How
peaceful, how quiet and restful it was
here. The trail leading miles into the
wilderness was badly overgrown, and
amongst boulders and ditches were
fallen trees which had to be pushed
aside before we could pass. Winding
deeper and deeper into the forests we
would at last come to the Clearing, a
high grassed, tumbled field. Set way
back were some ruined, deserted farm
shacks, held together only by past
memories.

Finally, with one last triumphant
chug of the motor we rounded the
bend of the only known trail leading
to Perch Lake to pull up behind old
caretaker Jake's cabin on the main-
land. Old Jake! He never changed

all those years I knew him.

The lake, the island! Oh joy sup-
reme! The dogs and I went wild,
and I shall never forget the absolute
joy that wrung me limp as I stretched
out my arms and then pulled my
North woods close in to me.
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We lived, oh how we lived those
three months! My memories flow
thick and fast as I recall all the things
I did with and without the family.
The island was large enough to roam
and run, to dream, and to work. How
still and beautiful it was. How dear
were Nell and Pal to me! Nell has
since joined her mate away in Happy
Dog Heaven.

Jake, too, is there no more. No.
No, I cannot say that. He is still
there; he always shall be there. How
cruel it was for him to lie so many
months under ice before being found

in the Spring. How happy 1 will b¢
to see him again, for perhaps then, ’n
will continue his long tales of InJ¥
days and of all the forest creatur
he loved and knew so well.

Perch Lake Island: an oasis ©
there in the choppy blue; an 03;6
from care and toil and the life of the
common man — T he Slaver! T
Driver! The Fool!

My island! My home! In dl’earrﬁ
I can see you minutely and yet I S ae‘
never see you again as [ did befof'
Eyes have such a tendency to grow ¥
Farewell, youth'’s joy.
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Fancies

Wonderin’

Why there's snow in winter,
And why the grass is green.

Wishin’

T here’d be no class today,
But instead a twilight scene.

Hopin’

I'll pass that test tomorrow,
At least with the average C.

Knowin’

i shou{dn'[ be wonderin’, wishin’,

hopin’,

But just keeping up with reality.
— ROBERT A. KAUTH, ’52
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Betrayed
FRANK NOBLE, 52

SivHe lay in the darkness, the oppres-
ie leat like a giant hand clutching
COIE;- In its grasp until it seemed he
dn’t breathe. The beat of the
th?tors. on the deck below was the
seePbing pulse of this Goliath that
WamEd intent on his destruction. It
fors early morning and after playing
he eight hours in the crowded salon
Was bushed.

falAS he lay there, he allowed the
hisse' fixed grin, that had frozen on
slo face while he was on the stand
trewly to melt away. His hands still
upfnbled and his leg jumped in an
hig tempo as he tried to relax from

Ordeal at the drums.

XLuu,XUry liner! Yeah. sure it was
Caby fious up there in the suites and
abo\?s on the boat deck, but here
ang e the boilers it was a hell-ship
n € a poor dark devil in the; infer-
Dla’y e had 31g’ned“or1 in Erlsco to
this In a five piece C(y)yrnbo aboard
to}, Queen of the seas™, expecting 1t
¢ : a fine vacation after playing for
alon . 3nd cakes in dives and gin mills
ho X8 the Barbary Coast. But even

) ’
fre hig color had damned him.

QThe other members, the white
]ivi:?bers, of the little jazlz band were
parag three decks above in the com-
Wh““Ve luxury of second class cabins
Withe he sweated it out in a berth
The the “‘black gang’’ of the liner.
ton. Other musicians had soon be-
classe popular among the sporting
ing of the ship, laughing and drink-
(g VAth them at the bar, shooting
ma?s In their cabins. But he had re-
Ded 3 ponentity when off the

§
apanld‘ He had been deluded by the
drp ause and shouted requests for

beum'breaks to believe that he would
druaCCthed: but when he left his
for Ms the people, who a moment be-
¢ bad been shouting and applaud-

ing his artistry, turned their backs or
stared through him as though he
didn’t exist. At times it gave him a
creepy feeling that he was some ghost-
ly, translucent being that became vis-
ible only when he held a pair of
drum-sticks in his calloused, muscu-
lar hands.

The heat and violent throbbing
were becoming more than he could
stand; the sweat pouring from his
body wet the canvas of his hammock-
like berth. With a curse he straight-
ened and lowered his bare feet to the
hot plates of the deck. Stopping only
to pull on his trousers he climbed the
ladder up to the boat deck and stood
by the rail staring across the quiet
water. Off the port rail was a darker
blot against the midnight blue of the
horizon marking another of the tiny
islands that were so numerous in these
waters. They had passed many of
them in the last few days, little em-
erald gems in the azure cushion of the
sea, surrounded by white beach and
the sparkle of breakers on the coral
reefs. 5

One morning they had passed
within hailing distance of a group of
gaily clad Polynesians that had shout-
ed in a strange, musical tongue and
waved like children watching a circus
parade. Perhaps here he could find
happiness, on one of these tiny atolls
that hadn’t met the bounty of civili-
zation and the evil and intolerance
that unfailingly accompany it. What
had he to lose if he were to slip over
the side and swim for it? All he
owned in the world were his clothes
and his set of skins, and even they
were in sad shape. He had broken
the head on his big tom-tom tonight
during that final chorus of ‘“Flyin’
Home.” What the hell! Why not?
It didn’t look too far to the island,
not more than a mile or so.
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