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Letters From the Editors

We were very proud when the 50th issue of Towers was
published last semester. Now, we are even prouder to announce
that the Fall 1977 and Spring 1978 issues of our magazine have
been awarded an honor rating of All American by the Associated
Collegiate Press.

We wish to thank E. Nelson James and William Johnson of the
English department for their unending support and stamina
through our long meetings and Ben Mahmoud of the art depart-
ment for his support and encouragement. A special thanks must go
to the Student Association who have provided the funds needed to
publish Towers. And, of course, a warm thanks goes to both old
and new members of the staff for standing by us and providing
fresh thoughts and opinions.

There is only one thing we regret: we were unable to locate a
picture of a moose for page thirteen.

Cordially,

Susan Gilbert
Melodie Provencher
Editors, Towers
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A Report from the Line

Army keys don’t open doors.

The buttons march in drilling tiers

As he types “Ninety casualties,”

Then blots the words by stamping keys.

His fingers pound and shift and pull

The ribbon through machine-gunned spool.
Two steel types collide and twine;

He flicks their bars, stops to design

A silent bell for his line’s end.

The carriage leaps and whirrs around;
He reckons out the cost of men
Skipped from the line, soon dead again.

To him, death’s not unusual,

And casualties are casual.

The typewriter snaps to do his will
As if it knows that words can kill.

Gloria Wardin

Like a Cat

In the evening | find silence,
Resting as | open the door;
The wind plays like a cat
Pawing at the curtain hems;
Pinks and lavenders drench the sky,
Wash the room, and fade.
Deep shadows pocket my thoughts.
| cannot see the red-winged blackbird
Whose trill pierces my mind;
Hypnotized as his song flashes memory
Of the sun setting silver yellow,
And the sound of a lake
Crawling up the sand.

Dorothy Kampf



Apology

"“Let me feel your forehead.”

| grabbed my youngest daughter Rosa’s warm, round arm
and pulled her toward me. She jerked away suddenly, and had |
let go, she would have tumbled over backwards. One of the
kids was always getting sick, you couldn’t be too careful. Now
that we were visiting my mother, the first time in a month, |
supposed it would happen again.

“I'm fine,” Rosa insisted. ;
Knowing better, | arranged a temporary bed of throw-
pillows and afghans on the sofa where | could keep an eye on
her. | decided to take her home that evening after | finished my
mother’s promised house-cleaning. All that remained was to

straighten the contents of a large, old, oak buffet.

The task was almost completed when | discovered, tucked
in between tablecloths, trivets and a stray pillowcase, a small
box containing the pieces of a broken pepper shaker. | was
puzzled by this discovery and disturbed by the memory it
stirred . . .

It was a light and sunny day near the end of July. | was

_ sitting at the kitchen table by the window alternately sipping
iced tea and molesting a two-day-old blister on my hand. In our
neighbor’s backyard | could see several children: a squealing,
sexless, colorful tribe of animated stretch-knit, darting in and
out, in and out, of a three-ringed inflatable pool. Rosalind, my
mother, was hanging out the wash. | watched as the sun’s white
rays baked her Cannon sheets and pillowcases; they became
pliant in the afternoon breeze. Rosalind spread two small hands
like cookie cutters across a lace-edged pillowcase she had
hung, carefully smoothing away wrinkles.




In the cool, shaded darkness of the kitchen | thought how
easily Rosalind’s fair, dough-like form might disappear into that
sea of white sunlight and Tide-scented sheets, the pale seer-
sucker rectangular shift her only definition. | squinted my eyes
enough to complete the illusion. Rosalind’s image melted away
just as it had from the warm, summer nights of my early child-
hood when 1 sat perched like a frail wren on the sill of the bank
window, the roughish concrete surface faintly scratching the
backs of the thighs through my dress. Every Friday night | would
sit in this scratchy little nest, my father at my side, smelling the
caramel corn as its fragrance drifted our way from the popcorn
stand, watching the ominous rotation of the black, overhead
fans through the dime store windows, and waiting for Rosalind
to reappear. Once, when | had asked her why | couldn’t go
along with her, she told me about germs.

Perhaps having received a psychic message, Rosalind
gathered up her clothespin bag and empty laundry basket and
disappeared from sight. Seconds later | heard the backdoor open
and shut followed by slow, heavy steps on the basement stairs.
| attended my blister. 4

“Isn’t this weather awful? And the weatherman says it's
going to last until Sunday at least . . .” Rosalind called from the
basement, automatically assuming that someone listened in the
kitchen. “Sandy really ought to take better care of those kids but
all she does now is go, go, go.” I slid the chair away from the table
and leaned back on its two rear legs. | knew from experience
Rosalind’s idea of “‘taking better care of the kids” meant frequent
tests of the forehead’s temperature with the back of the hand,
too many clothes regardless of season, and not getting a two-
wheeler until fourth grade when “You’ll be old enough to not
get hurt.”

“Yeah. . .."” | automatically tuned Rosalind out.

| stared at the smiling plaster Dutch boy hanging on the




wall below the clock. | had always thought it was a silly decora-
tion, but today, for some reason, | found his innocent, child-like
smile hideous, his rounded pink lips antagonistic.

“Whud you say?”’ Rosalind called louder.

| picked up the sweaty tumbler and swallowed the last few
drops of tea; pieces of partially melted ice slid down its metal
walls and slapped my lips. | reached for the Nestea on the
counter and nearly lost my balance in the chair.

“The lid’s stuck, like everything else around here,” |
thought.

| rapped the ribbed edge of the lid with a mustard coated
knife, a souvenir of my late lunch. “Ah, got it.” | dumped just
enough brown powder into the tumbler to cover the tops of the
pieces of ice. The Dutch boy continued to smile his ridiculous
smile, apparently pleased by my judicious handling of the ice
tea.

“What? | can’t hear you!” Rosalind was intent on talking to
me.

“| said, we have an air-conditioner, MOTHER.”

| was surprised by the amount of abrasion in my voice; the
Dutch boy, however, took it all in stride, the corners of his mouth
- plastered up into a permanent crescent. In the basement, Rosalind
was silent, only the sound of a torrent of water gushing from a
faucet into a stainless-steel laundry tub could be heard. Rosalind
let the water run a long time. Finally, she shut it off and | heard
her shuffling around. “Probably rearranging the detergent,”” |
thought. She was forever rearranging things: shelves, cabinets,
closets, furniture, and when she could get away with it, my life.
She was never happy with things the way they were. Ironically,
even after her best attempts, the shelves, cabinets, and closets
still didn’t hold enough; the furniture still made the living room
appear crowded; and | still stayed out too late.

| dropped my chair down flat on the floor, stood up and



walked over to the sink to refill the tumbler. | heard Rosalind
ascend the stairs in heavy, careful steps. She stood in the
kitchen doorway, slightly puffing.

“The Avon lady was here yesterday,” Rosalind offered.
““She left a book.” | sat down at the table and looked out the
window at the screaming children in the pool.

“Would you like to look at the book?”

| stirred the brown powder and water mixture with the
clean end of the knife. Rosalind frowned.

“I don’t think so.” | turned and looked at her; she had ad-
vanced as far as the refrigerator.

“They have a two-for-one sale on their perfume . . . Let me
get it.” | watched as she began to fiddle with the pieces of paper
held in place by flower-covered magnets on the refrigerator
door, as she waited for me to reply.

“Where did you get that?”’ | tilted my head toward the Dutch
boy.

““When we went camping in Minnesota. You remember
that, | told you all about the cute little shop | bought it at.” She
smiled at the plaque.

“You want to, see the book?”” She had stopped her note ar-
ranging and looked at me for a moment.

“Mother | really can't afford to get anything now.”

Her hands once again busied themselves with the magnets
and paper. “Don’t worry about that,” she said, “I can get it for
you now and you can pay me back later . . . Let me get the
book.”

I looked back out the window.

“I've got tons of that stuff to use up already and besides,
I’'m not really interested in it anymore.” | loosened a piece of
dead skin on my blister, removed it, and deposited it in the ash-
tray on the table.

““You must not be my daughter.” Rosalind laughed a soft,
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confused laugh. I just can’t get enough cosmetics or jewelry.”
She removed a paper note that had ‘1200 Calories’ printed at
the top, crumpled it up, and threw it under-hand at the waste-
basket.

1 know, you have drawers full.”

“Well, everyone has to have something.” She opened the
refrigerator door. ““Your father likes his T.V. and | like my
jewelry. Hm, | wonder if this roast is still o.k. Maxine likes . . .”
The conversation was becoming an annoyingly familiar repeat
of the conversations we had ever had; only the brand name had
been changed to protect the manufacturer. Rosalind would
chatter on and on but we would never talk. There were so many
things | wanted to do and people | wanted to tell her about, but
it never worked.

High school had been the beglnmng of my emotional exile.
I had made futile attempts at discussing long hair, boys and
drugs with her, but whenever the conversation slipped too close
to hippies, sex, or grass, a tight white look would seize her face.
| knew we wouldn’t talk anymore, that she would do no more
than issue blanker judgements from her terror. The world beyond
Rosalind’s laundry tub frightened her like a giant boogie man

- about to snatch her child or herself.

| interrupted. “I'm going to the show with Ellery tonight.”
The shadow | anticipated crossed over her face. Lately, the cor-
ners of Rosalind’s mouth frequently were plastered into an
upside-down crescent.

“Can’t you ever stay home?”

| knew she would say that. | also knew that she was irri-
tated and that irritated me. | was tired of her incessant question:
“What do you two do that you spend all that time together?”’ |
was tired of feeling guilty for having friends.

“I'm around here alot. What am | doing right now?” | bit
too deeply into the dead skin of my blister. “Mother, I'm twenty
years old! Everyone | know has an apartment of their own and
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does what they want.” ;

Rosalind walked over to the table and looked out the win-
dow, her back to me, and stared at the small neighbor boy sit-
ting in our driveway crying over two skinned knees.

"] told you one of those kids would get hurt.”

She was ignoring me; my anger was building. “You were mar-
ried when you were nineteen. Are you listening to me?” |
leaned the chair back, colliding with the cabinets behind me.

“Nothing | do is right to you anymore.”

“You were pregnant when you were my age.” | smacked
the tumbler of iced tea down on the counter, brown liquid slop-
ping over the lip. Rosalind was silent.

“Well? . . .” The volume of my voice began to escalate.

Her silence continued: a familiar tactic, a refusal to recog-
nize me.

’Mother, are you listening to me?”’

Silently she wiped some dust from the sill of the window
with her fingers.

“Mother!”’

She turned and looked at me, her face tight with tensian.

“Yes, but you still live here.” Her voice was shrill.

“You're afraid.” | wanted to hurt her, to expose her.
“You've plastered your life shut; the smile on your face is as
fake as the smile on that plaque. | won't stay here and be your
ten-year-old forever. | CAN TAKE CARE OF MYSELF!”

The corner of her mouth twitched and there was a dullness
in her eyes. She inhaled a long, slow breath. ““I wish you
wouldn’t lean back in that chair that way. It's hard on it,”” she
said softly.

| dropped the chair down hard, jarring the table. A glossy
white pepper shaker toppled over and rolled onto the floor,
shattering into tiny jagged pieces at my feet. Rosalind flinched.

"Look what you've done! . . .” A whimper was in her voice.
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Joanne Genovese, Linda Hull, Marla Lurie,
Jelayne Nygren, Sherry Tortorici

Her hand rose to her mouth. ““Your grandmother gave me
those.”

Immediately | knelt down on the floor and began to scoop
the chips and fragments into my hand, Rosalind at my side.

“Let me do that, you’ve done enough!”’

The anger that | had felt so strongly only moments before
dissipated and left in its place a gnawing in the hollow of my
stomach. | took a deep breath.

“Maybe Dad can glue it.” -

| tried to reassemble the abstract, cookie cutter-like frag-
ments, but there were too many and they were too small. They
repeatedly collapsed.

“You can't fix it, it's done for. You might as well throw it
out.” Rosalind began to sneeze as she inhaled the now air-
borne pepper. | set the chips and pieces on the table.

“Don’t put those there, you want to get glass in the food?”’

Rosalind carefully gathered up the precious, shiny pieces in
her hand muttering, “It's done for, you can't fix it.” She sat
down on the floor, almost under the table and repeatedly tried
to reassemble the shaker; a new tear rolled down her cheek
with each failure.

| rose from the floor, unsure what to do. | stroked the still
“intact salt shaker on the counter, then squeezed it gently.

“I'm sorry Mother . . . Mother, I'm sorry. | didn’t mean for
the shaker to break.”

Rosalind looked up at me in silence.

“Mother. . . ."”

| read somewhere once that a woman matures when she
forgives-her mother. | assumed that meant forgiving her mother
for trying to keep her a child. | wonder if mothers ever forgive
daughters for growing up.

Rosalind, Id like to think you've forgiven me.

12 Sharon Pflaumer




... t0 accompany a
photograph of a moose

| wonder if a strictly metric verse

Of fourteen lines of five iambic feet

Would favorably be viewed, or would it meet
With puzzled frown and visage grave, or worse—
Would members of the literate elite

Say, “Tripe!” and “Doggerel” “We have no use
For sing-song in this day of poems that, loose
And free, refuse to march to any beat.”

Or might not someone with a wit obtuse
Propose that this is just what “Towers” needs;
“The top of page thirteen is dull —it pleads

For this to go above the picture of the moose!”
Are quatorzains today reviled or prized;

Are sonnets currently unrecognized?

Bruce E. Marshall
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Apology for His Studies

Equations, just as words,
Exist to be toyed with.

In truth, there is no surety,
Surely, no surety in truth.

Keats, had he given art to numbers

Instead of words,

Might have found a bride as worthy of his muse;
No cubist vantage can rival for absurdity

The scientific thought of supposed sober men
(Heisenberg was a Dadaist, indubitably)

Review the pantheon!

Replace stern Roman eyes with some more mischievous

And place (discreetly) a smile upon the lips
For even Einstein must have smiled

To find space curved

Playing upon his violin a gypsy air

As Euclid’s laid to rest

Smiling still, removes the pin

That holds the world in place

Charles Skupien




g

~

15




e i

16

Fact and Fiction

In Robert Coover’s The Public Burning

In 1953, fewer than four months after Julius and Ethel
Rosenberg became the first and only Americans put to death for
espionage in our civil court history, the drama “The Rosen-
bergs” opened at the London Unity Theater. The Daily Worker
wrote, ““This is not only a play. . . . It is also an act of recog-
nition that the story of the Rosenbergs must be told and retold
in every possible form.” Defense attorney Emmanuel Bloch had
told the Rosenberg jury, “Playwrights and movie script writers
could do a lot with a case like this.” In fact, poets and novelists
have also tried to ““do a lot with” the case. These writers include
Sylvia Plath, Helen Yglesias, E. L. Doctorow, and now Robert
Coover, author of The Public Burning. Almost a quarter of a
century after their deaths, the Rosenbergs still live through their
literary avatars.

The Public Burning is an inspired blend of fact and fiction,

“a romance of insane history. Coover’s plot seems incredible, the

crudest melodrama; yet the real author is no hack; it is History.
Coover has painstakingly researched the events of three of the
most extraordinary and traumatic days of our republic. On
June 17, 1953, with the rest of the Supreme Court on vacation,
Justice William O. Douglas agrees to consider the appeal of the
Rosenbergs, a machine-shop owner and his wife convicted of
giving the secret of the atomic bomb to the Soviets. Thus, the
execution, which had been scheduled for the following day
(ironically, the Rosenbergs’ wedding anniversary) is apparently
delayed indefinitely. But Attorney General Brownell pressures
Chief Justice Vinson to reconvene the court in an unprece-




dented special session. The appeal is denied 6-3, and the
execution is rescheduled for Friday at 11 p.m. The Rosenbergs’
lawyer protests holding the execution during the Jewish sabbath
and asks for a two-day reprieve. Instead, the electrocutions are
moved up to 8 p.m. Worldwide demonstrations demand mercy
for the couple; the government offers clemency, but only if
Julius and Ethel plead guilty and name their co-conspirators.
The Rosenbergs continue to assert their innocence. President
Eisenhower has doubts about the case and wishes to commute
the sentences because he abhors the thought of a woman dying
in the electric chair; yet he fears that if he does so, the Russians
will use only female spies in the future. At Sing Sing, while
reporters watch, Julius is electrocuted; Ethel is next. After the
switch is thrown three times, Ethel is unstrapped and found to
be still alive. Two more shocks kill her.

Coover makes use of many other facts of the case that
would seem just as implausible as these, even in a second-rate
crime novel. For example, the two main witnesses against the
Rosenbergs are Ethel’s brother David Greenglass and Harry
Gold, a man who admits to never having met the couple.
Though Gold is a pathological liar who confesses that at an
earlier spy trial he “lied so hard it's a wonder steam didn’t come
out of my ears,” incredibly Emmanuel Bloch chooses not to
cross-examine Gold. Furthermore, the major physical evidence
includes a Jello box, a ““secret sign of conspiracy,” and some
hopelessly childish drawings by Greenglass of an atomic device.
Government scientists would later admit that the drawings
could be of no use to anyone and that, besides, there was never
any “secret” to the atomic bomb.

However, as Felix Frankfurter said of Sacco and Vanzetti,
the Rosenbergs were convicted “by the atmosphere and not by
the evidence.” Coover’s long Prologue to The Public Burning
effectively captures the witch-hunt hysteria of the fifties. After
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World War 1l, America alone has the Bomb, the big stick to
secure a “lasting peace with honor.” But Eastern Europe falls
to the Communists; China falls; Russia detonates a nuclear
device; and the Korean war begins. Scapegoats are needed;
Richard Nixon and Joe McCarthy find them. However, Alger
Hiss and the Wheeling 205 pale next to ). Edgar Hoover's catch,
the Rosenbergs. Eisenhower, with deadly post hoc, ergo propter
hoc logic, blames the Rosenbergs for the Korean war. Most of
the incredible dialogue and action in Coover’s book is from the
public record, and no detail of the time is too small to be irrele-
vant. In an exhaustive, almost encyclopediac fashion, every-
thing from 3-D movies to Christine Jorgensen to Eisenhoppers
(a Louis Marx toy beloved by lke) is recaptured. Moreover,
Coover’s method makes an already outlandish reality seem
surreal.

To these impossible facts Coover adds absurdly plausible
fictions, carrying historical actuality to its black humor extreme.
In The Public Burning, the government decides that the Rosen-
berg executions should be part of a gala public affair held in
Times Square. The event becomes a proto-Honor America Day,
with guest appearances by Mickey Mantle, Betty Crocker, Ezio

. Pinza, Jack Benny, and both houses of Congress. The show is

emceed by Uncle Sam, alias Sam Slick, “an incorrigible huck-
ster, a sweet-talking con artist” who welcomes the biggest
crowd “‘since the hanging at Mount Holly in Aught-Thirty-
Three,” adding “and lemme say right here and now, it’s you
ordinary folks who’ve made the show possible tonight!” The
Rosenberg executions become a High Mass of Middle America
and “there are reasons for this: theatrical, political, whimsical.
It is thought that it might provoke public confessions: the
Rosenbergs, until now tight-lipped and unrepentant, might at
last perceive their national role and fulfill it, freeing themselves
from the Phantom’s dark mysterious power, unburdening them-






