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Foreword

With the beginning of the second half cen-
tury of Northern Illinois State Teachers College,
Sigma Tau Delta, honorary national English fra-
ternity, is proud to present the sixth edition of
The Towers.

Sigma Tau Delta believes that college students
interested in writing should have an opportunity
to see their literary expressions in print. It is with
this thought in mind that T he Towers is pub-
lished.

Students of the college were encouraged not
only to write but also to read and judge the con-
tributions with critical attention to originality,
quality, and student interest. It is from the writing
of many students and the judging of many stu-
dents that these selections have been chosen to
make up this 1950 edition of T he T owers.

Special acknowledgment is made to the Fine
Arts Department for their cooperation in the mak-
ing and selecting of the cover design.

GORDON D. DAHLGREN
Editor-in-Chief
May, 1950
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The Soft Voice

T he poet’s voice

Is so small and quiet

Amidst the great roar

Of the wind of indifference.
His heart cries aloud

As the cold swirling snow
Flies faster.

His words, so thundering

In his own ears,

Are taken up

And dispersed into nothingness
By the Great Wind.

His soul is pouring forth

A beating sound of life
Existing only to give.

Why do they not answer the poet
And take his gift

Of warmth to soften the cold?

— Sylvia Moller, '50




In Memoriam

Ida S. Simonson

“Any student appreciates the op-

portunity to study literature with
a teacher who knows and loves the
songs the poets sing and who knows
how to set them ringing in his
soul . . . . Students without number
will be indebted to Miss Simonson
for their introduction to the great.”

— Warren Madden, 1908

(“The Real Thing’—1925 Norther)

Swen Franklin Parson

“To Swen Franklin Parson whost
magnetic personality and true ideals
of manhood, whose sympathetic €O
operative understanding and encou’”
agement have endeared him to U5
and ever been a stimulus, we, tH
Sophomore Class of 1925, dedicat®
this twenty-sixth volume of tht
Norther.”

— The 1925 Northe!

Edward Corbyn Obert Beatty

T he sun has set

On his full day, and friends must part
When one has earned his rest;

He gave to us his mind and heart,
And we, who knew him best,

Shall not forget.

— Jean Hubbard, '50

Miss Ida S. Simonson, who passed away on

December 17, 1949,

was Head of the English Department at Northern Illinois from 1901

to 1934,
of Sigma Tau

R. Swen

Delta.

Franklin Parson,

from 1899 to 1935.

who
1949, was Head of the Mathematic

She was an honorary charter member of Xi Delta Chapter

passed away on November 27,
Department at Northern Illinois

Dr. E. C. O. Beatty was Professor of Social Science at Northern

Illinois from 1930 until his

death on

March 6, 1950. He was a

member of Xi Delta Chavter of Sigma Tau Delta.




Descent

fellJo}m 'Harrir}gton stumbled and
th heavily against the pavement in
¢ alley way. He grasped his head
IietWEQn his hands in an effort to re-
Ve the pain. Warm, sticky drop-
1S of blood oozed through his
N8ers. He attempted to rise, but his
I}IIdees refused to respond to his will.
¢ cursed to himself and mumbled
a°arse1y, “I'm drunk, I'm drunk,
agd I don’t care.” His mind reeled,
crd reeled and reeled in an ever in-
fasing circle, gaining momentum on
rVery round—this increased until it
.ched a roaring shriek—and then
1 ceaged,
" John Harrington’s mind was clear
O?CQ.again. Except for the dull, throb
his head he felt good. Better lie
h“ the pavement a little while longer,
cel thought to himself. His mind re-
dlled the famous lines of the “Ru-

Ayat of Omar Khayyam.”

A Book of Verses underneath
the Bough,
Jug of Wine, a Loaf of Bread
—and Thou

Beside me singing in the Wil-
derness—

su Yes, that is what life is for—plea-
"e—seek pleasure for that is the
Urpose of life.

Abh, take the Cash, and let the
Credit go,
or heed the rumble of a dis-
tant Drum!
éet the fools pray to their stupid
J0ds, let them lead their Christian
Ves. Let them miss the fun of life.

Ah, my Beloved, fill the Cup
that clears
oday of past Regrets and Fu-
ture Fears.

He had played the fool once. What

had he gained from leading the
Christian life? What had it availed
him? Where was his reward? He
had been rewarded; yes, he had been
rewarded. Remember, France, Sep-
tember, 1944. A German mine had
rewarded him by blowing his right
arm off and by twisting his right
foot. Remember — the father — he
said that you had sacrificed your arm
for Him and your country. Remem-
ber the Purple Heart — the
Bronze Star — a big parade — that
was your reward.

Ah, make the most of what we
yet may spend,

Before we too into Dust de
scend ;

Then you were home — home.
What home — not the home you
left, but another home. The faces
were the same -— but that was
all. The talk was the same — your
arm — shame your arm — a
shame your arm — you were lucky
to escape with your life — talk —
talk. Remember the look on the face
of your girl when she saw the
right empty sleeve on your civilian
suit. Sure she still loved you — she
said — but to marry a man with
only one arm and a twisted foot —
You understand, she asked. Sure you
understand — understand what?

And this was all the Harvest
that I reap'd—

“I came like Water, and like
Wind I go.”

Then you took a drink, strange it
helped you to forget — to forget
your arm that wasn't there — to
forget the twisted foot — twisted

like your soul. You drank to forget
— then you forgot to drink to for-
get, because you had forgotten why
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you were drinking.

Then to the lip of this poor
earthen Urn

I lean'd, the Secret of my life
to learn:

And Lip to Lip it murmur'd—
“While you live,

Drink!-—for, once dead, you
never shall return.”

Yes, you had divorced old barren
reason from your bed. Old Omar, he
was a philosopher. He knew the pur-
pose of life. Who were the fools that
claim that he was a philosopher of
the Ultimate Reality. Fools, he ne-
ver wrote for religious reasons. He
wrote to make money to buy more
wine. T he more wine that he drank.
the more he wrote, the more he wrote
the more money, the more money the
more wine.

Remember — Mary — how she
tried to help you mend your ways.
Mary — she was so sweet and gentle
—— and how you loved her perfume.
She loved you — and you loved her.

Indeed, indeed, Repentance oft

before
[ swore—but was [ sober when

I swore?

Mary! Mary!
Mary!—help me!
help me get up!

?
where are you
[ can't get up

Would but some winged Angel
ere too late

Arrest the yet, unfolded Roll of
Fate,

And make the Stern Recorder
otherwise

Enregistered or quiet obliterate:

The whirling motion began on¢
again. Round and round and roun®
gathering momentum, there was 7°
halting this time, no' respite, the la
of gravity had been destroyed 3P
every material object had left for
tangent of its own.

Ah Love! could you and I with
Him conspire

To grasp this sorry Scheme of
Things entire,

Would not we shatter it tO
bits—and then
and then

Re-mould it nearer to the

Heart's Desire!

__ William R. Todd, '3

Contentment

A little bird

Whose song ts heard
Above a tired world.

Some shady trees

And cooling breeze
Away from work and strife.

A quiet nook

Near a clear brook
Where pebbles may be hurled.

A line and hookR,

An unread book,
That's all [ ask of life.

— Erna Kroger,

'53
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Pacific Idyll

Death lay in his hand.

Death—fused and timed and encased in serrated metal.
Violent, screeching destruction—canned, boxed

and marked “Made in U. §. A.”

Death chained to a timeclock, murder by appointment.
He pulled the pin and forced himself to hold it,
counting the seconds till he could send it on its way.

To whom?

With a sob of relief he counted the last,

heaved the grenade, dropped quickly

to the safety of his shell hole,

hugged the ground and waited for the blast.

T he explosion tried to muffle the ghastly scream

that it had fostered, but the wail cut through it

and ended in a whimpering cty

that made the cold sweat break out afresh over his body.
T he skin of his back prickled and burned—

and he retched.

A helluva way to fight a war.

Cautiously he ratsed his head to observe

the carnage about him. The beach was gouged

with shell holes, palm trees lay at crazy angles
scattered in a gigantic game of pick-up sticRs.
Overhead the whistling scream of the naval barrage
dinned in his ears

accompanied by the dull bass of distant explosions
and the staccato drumming of small-arms fire.
Bongos of vengeance—beating their hymn of hate.
To his right, a bunker still held out,

bright flashes of fire winking from its Cyclop’s eye,
Ricking up dust around the ant-like creatures that surrounded it,
stabbing a few.

A figure rose from the dust and a flamethrower spat
its bright arc of venom, burning, blinding the eye.
Olive-drab shadows ran forward, some crumbling
falling grotesquely.

Others reached the summit of the bunker and—
seconds later—

with a subdued roar the entire roof lifted gently off
and settled back with a crash!

T he tide of battle moved on

leaving in its wake a flotsam and jetsam of bodies and debris.
Shiny gold stars for empty windows.

Now it was night.

Velvet, star-studded night of the Pacific.

Creeping, crawling blackness on an island

loaded with Japs.

— Al —




After the clamor of battle—silence.

Silence that fell on his ears like a blanket,
making his own pulse throb in his ears like footfalls.
An occasional shot shattered the stillness
making the silence more ominous

. when the report had died away.

He thought the horror of the day had drained
him of hts quota of fear,

but in the blackness a new, more insidious fear
crept over him:

fear of the unknown, lurking just beyond
his little range of vision.

To have died during the day,

in the wild tumult of fighting, wouldn’t have been hard.
Racing up the beach with the blood pounding
at his temples, he could have died with ease,
hardly knowing.

But in the night death steals stealthily closer;
death with a thousand grinning faces,

armed with cold steel.

And he died a thousand times that night,
starting at every movement,

whirling about at every imagined sound.

Fear stalked the night—panther-pawed.
Exhaustion, mental, physical,

but above all emotional,

finally stunned him into a half-crouching,
jerking sleep, and his dreams were tenanted
with blood besmattered phantoms,

stirring and moiling (n a cauldron of gore.

He awoke in the first gray of dawn to
the drumming of rain on his helmet—
Water trickled down his neck
and his bones ached from his cramped position.
His mouth tasted ltke the morning-after.
Unthinking, he stood and stretched—
the first shot of the day tore through his body,
throwing him to the ground, killing him.
Death is a practical joker.
— Frank Noble, '51

Roulette

The ways of death are more
Numerous than stars.

So pick a number

And play roulette.

I'll take your bet.

— Gordon Dahlgren, '50
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Woe Is Me !

Eighth hour drags,
Time sags,
Mind lags,

Ten minutes more!

Prof. keeps teaching,
Dry stuff preaching,
Seven minutes more!

Clock s crawling,
Eyelids falling,
Four minutes more!

Watching clock,
T ¢« tocks

“Rrrrececeecereer,”’
Gone!!

— Phyllis Johnson, 51

Joe !

Joe's-a pretty-a-da common-a
name-a

Butta I lak-a-da Joe-a just-a-da
same-a.

John an’-a Tony an’-a maybe-a-da
Mike,

Dey’s-a good-a names, too, butta Joe
I like.

It’s gotta-a sound-a dat-a makes-a
me feel

[ was-a meetin’-a guy dat’s-a really
real.

It’s notta-da classy like-a some-a-da
udders,

Butta we use-a dose names for
some-a-da brudders.

——— T tella you dis, Rosa, so you

gonna know
Dat-a we gonna call-a-da
fust-kid, Joe!

— Dolores K. Hanson, '51
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Dear Mother

Dear Mother,

It's Sunday night, and I just fin-
ishéd my homework for tomorrow.
For education class we're studying
the psychology of young children.
The way it tells us to rear children
is very interesting, but I can't help
thinking about you. Mother,. you
never went to college, and yet the
way you reared us was exactly what
the book said was correct.

First of all, the book said never to
strike a child because he is doing
wrong, but try to show him the
right way. That reminds me of one
day when I was very young. You
‘didn’t get upset or angry, but you
calmly told me that it was wrong to
take things that didn’t belong to me.
The discussion ended by your giving
me a nickel, and telling me to ask
you for money if I ever wanted it
again. In that same way, Mother,
you taught me the difference between
right and wrong in all things. I'd
like to thank you for being so under-
standing.

Another thing the psychology
book told was to let children play
freely, and dirty up the house to a
certain extent. For dirtying up the
house your children won first prize,
and for being understanding you
won first prize. Why, Mother, you
never said a word to us when we
played “Tarzan” by swinging off
the dining room table on the drapes
that hung between the living and
dining room. You didn't seem to
care how many times we made tents
in the middle of the living room
floor by putting up card tables and
covering them with blankets and
sheets that we had pulled off your
bed. Our taking the silverware to dig
with outside, our using the good
dinner plates to feed the dog, and our

using your hair brush to brush th¢
cat’s fur never seemed to bother yoU
at all. I suppose you realized that W¢
would outgrow these pranks. YoU
knew that the fun we had was worth
much more than the silver, dishes
and chairs we ruined in having tha!
fun. Again, I'd like to thank yov
for being so understanding.

The thing that my psychology
book mentions as being the most
important in rearing children is [ove
You must have known that too
Mother, for you gave us all the 10V
you had. You showed your love 1?
more ways than by a kiss each night
before we went to bed. You shoV‘fed
it by all the times you spent singif®
with us before dinner, and reading
with us after dinner. You showe¢
it by all the hot summer days yo!
spent with us at Riverview, and
letting us drag you around the par¥
until every ride and ‘‘spook hOuSed
had been explored. You show¢
your love most, though, by the smile
that always came to your face whe
you saw that your daughters wer
having fun. I remember especia
the proms at the high school tha!
parents were allowed to watch fro®
the balcony. The dance wouldn
have been complete, Mother, unles’
we could see you smiling down at U
We knew that no matter how muc¢
fun we were having on the floor, yO!
were having more watching us fro®
the balcony. We always wanted yOY
to be where we were having fuﬂd'
because we knew that you woul,
have fun there, too. That's why f(hls
fall when I became homecomif

queen | knew the day wouldn't bf
complete because you wouldn't P
able to be there. You had a broke?
leg, and couldn’'t possibly get ou
to DeKalb for the parade. Neverth?
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%ess, I was happy when the car I was
hn dr.OVe through the gates, but my
Ppiness knew no ends when I saw
Wou standing in the crowd a little
OaY beyond the bridge. You were
1 the edge of the street, leaning on
I\/(I)ur crutches, and smiling. Yes,
Shother, you made it up here; I
TOUId have known you would.
corid my day was as wonderful as it
uld have been. Thank you, again,
°r being so understanding.

You've devoted your life and given

your love to us, Mother. In return
we've given you sorrows, disappoint-
ments, and happiness. We can never
hope to repay you. We can only
hope to rear our children as you
reared us.

All my love,

Florence
P.S. You know Mother, you're

very smart, and you never even took
psychology.

—— Florence Allison, '52

A Defense of Melancholy

All men are mad,

If Burton does not err.

A melancholy species we,

With moods all full of mystery;
Dejection follows jubilee,

And laughter will occur

When we've been sad.

But what of this?

We now and then despair

W hen heaviness o’erfloods our hearts.
Gloom inexplicable imparts %
Complete despondency. But now

there darts,

To penetrate our care,

A hint of bliss.

And thus it goes,

And thus it ought to be.
T hough melancholy follows glee,
Shun not, too much, despondency.

Pervading mirth succeeds it.

We

Feel more delight as we

Cast off our woes.

Do not distress

Each frame of mind which brings

Depression.

Knows solemn moods.

we can

Every feeling man

But when

Once more lift up our heads and fan
Away all care, Earth sings

In happiness!

— Milt West, '51

— 15 —




The City

[ am a child of the city.

Born and reared in the city,

[ will live and perhaps die in the city.
It (s my home.

[ belong.

[ am devoured by its complexity
And lost in its masses of people
and people
and people,
People rushing like the waves, here now, gone now,
Faces remembered and then forgotten,
People seen once and then never again,
Or perhaps.seen many times,
never leaving an impression,
remaining strangers;
People on the streets
In the theatre
At the beaches
In the restaurants
People shopping
working
playing
sweating
sweartng
worshipping and singing.
People, everywhere people.

[ am lulled by its never ending song,

Its ever changing song.

T here are the clang of cymbals and the blare of horns.

Windows are thrown wide to catch all the songs:

T he shouting of children playing in streets

And of mothers calling the children;

T he blare of traffic, the rattle of trollies,

T he chirping of city birds, the sparrows,

The cooing of city birds, the pigeons.

In winter the song ts softened

Muffled by blankets of snow.

T he song comes inside to pick up the hiss of a
radiator,

And then to the window to catch the tapping of
snow, of rain.

T he song goes outside to catch the crunch of heels
on snow on pavement,

Of heels on snow on pavement,

Of heels on pavement.

[t sweeps past baking walls and radiating pavements,

— Ife—



T hrough dusty and dry-littered alleys.
By evening the song slows its tempo.
Children are playing ‘kick the can’
and the can ricochets down the walk
and kids scatter and hide.
T he song slows down and beats softly
In time to the heart of the city.
T he kids go home and to bed.
A train howls its mournful message
And the city sleeps
With one eye open.

I have spent countless hours

Baking on her golden sands,

Gazing out over the endless, lapping. lazy waters.

I have spent stimulating afternoons in her parks
sketching the ragged backbone of her skyline,
watching the light and shadows run their
scintillating races.

I treasure her museums and gallertes, filled with
wonder,
with dusky skeletons of the past and bright
frameworks of the future.

I relish the wind, careening along the boulevard
whipping the rushing multitude on its way.

I cherish the speed and haste.

T here ts no end to the city—no end to the smoke,
the soot
the roar of the railroads that chug and wail in
the night, "
the drone of an airplane flying low to land,

T he poor
the rich
and the in-between,

T he bright lights and breathtaking unreality of night
in the loop,

T he frothy spun candy of a ballet dancer’s skict
floating on air
entrancing the spectators,

T he open-mouthed wondering kids at the zoo,
urchins with dirty faces,

T he squealing hogs stupidly herded for slaughter,
obnoxious stench,
providing food for the masses,

T he hoot of a factory whistle calling to toil the cogs
of the machine
that means production,

All this I prize.

But wait, there ts more.

—_




T here ts loneliness.

Sometimes a mist blankets her streets

and her buildings
and her people.

Putting each one apart from the other

chilling
alienating
hiding.

Sometimes a mass of skyscrapers loom up
casting black shadows over the gayness

snuffing it out.

Sometimes a spell is cast on her people

making them *grim
unfriendly
unapproachable.

But wait, the mist and the shadows and the spell

are lifting.

T hen go back to the laughing drunken pace!

Back to the people,
Back to the totl,
Back to the city.

Go back to my home!

— Marilyn Hackbarth, '51

Trapped !

I had killed him. It was done and
I was glad. For a long time I had
been suspicious of him. Then last
night I had come home early and
caught him in the act.

I must do something. T here could
be no slip up. I arranged every move
I would make, working out each de-
tail step by step in my mind. The
end was simple. But how would I
dispose of the body? Funny, I hadn’t
thought of that until now.

I looked down at his cold, still
form. Icy sweat broke out on my
forehead. I shivered. How would I

get rid of him? I couldn’t just 123‘]2
him here on the floor. Someoﬂd
might come and find him here. I 1?
to act fast.

Better use gloves. Yes, that ‘”3;
it, use gloves. Trembling, I ran 1
my bedroom. Must keep cal®”
don't lose your head—¥keep cal?”
The gloves—ah, here. I tugged the?”
on and went back to where his bod}é
lay. Bracing myself, I picked up thc
trap and carefully dropped the moY
into the garbage can.

—_ Elizabeth Gall, ?’
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To An Artist

Reveal yourself with each dab of paint
And make known your inner desires.
Convey the thoughts which fill your mind
And create, create that which inspires.

T hink not of others when you compose
And then it will truly be yours,

For the secret of art is found within

And from within, it outward pours.
With man the artist shares his secrets,

T hose which he painfully uncovers.

He reveals and conceals in colors and forms
T he dreams which the explorer discovers.

—— Dolores K. Hanson, '51

Theory

Life must come in graying mist
As rains do—

Drifting over eager land

Somewhere,

Silently ;

Condensed when God shall blow it
From his airy palm.

So many prayers—

So many anxious thirsts—

God s impartial :

A life (s but a drop.

For One who cools the fogs of time,
A must still gathers far at sea.

— Corrine Johnson, '52
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Justice

Have you ever seen a negro dang-
ling in mid-air from a knotted rope
as big as your forearm around his
neck? I have, and it was nauseating.
This is called lynching; sometimes
it is enacted by certain unscrupulous
white groups in the southland of this
“free’” country.

It was during a scorching Alabama
August in 1946 when 1 was sta-
tioned at Fort McClellan. A friend
and I were spending a misguided
weekend leave in a whistle-stop town
sixty or seventy miles north of Birm-
ingham—one of the most rabid ne-
gro-hating areas in this country.
From the moment we arrived in
town on a Saturday afternoon, we
- were aware of the tense atmosphere
that hung over the three thousand
people who anticipated the coming
tragedy of American democracy. A
negro was being hunted who had
supposedly committed an offense a-
gainst a white woman. We decided
to stay after the tenseness of the situ-
ation had caught us in its grip.

All Sunday afternoon the quiet,
backward town hummed with the
buzzing voices of people inquiring,
““Any news about the nigger?"" They
didn't have to wait long—he was
caught—at least, a negro was caught;
any one would do.

My friend and I sat in an old
rented car about fifty yards from a
large, dead tree just along the high-
way outside of town and watched
the captors drag their prize to his
calvary. He was big and black—ex-
cept for the red gash on the side of
his shaven head. Stripped to the
waist and sweating in the late after-
noon heat as he was, the victim
looked as though he had just been
doused with water. Yes, he was
struggling—who wouldn’t be?

His hands were tightly tied. A
large, coiling, snake-like rope was
formed into a noose and snapped
around the negro’s neck with enough
fury to strangle him on the spo”
Then the big black man was set
straddle a big black mule. The tail
of the snaky rope was tossed OV
a perpendicular branch of the
and made fast.

The sun was almost on a le"e;
with the earth at that hour. A m?
mob of sixty or seventy angry whit?
men had gathered around the batt
tree to express their approval of the
proceedings. Some laughed; othe®
cursed; and still others stood motio®”
lessly waiting. The negro was ba’.
bling insensibly now. Now he Waf
crying—almost laughing in a fit ©
terrifying fright. 1 was speechles®

The three or four executiOf}eri
who had been doing the thSlCad
labor gathered and became immers¢
in a discussion—perhaps a disput€
to-who should wield the switch %
was to send the mule dashing on ms
way and the man plunging to b
death.

Then for the first time I not!
a small group of negroes—I beli¢¥
there were seven or eight—standlﬂ
a little further down the road thafé
we were. They did not appear t©
saying anything, but the two wom®’
were crying. [ felt shocked and
shamed, but the men around the tre;
did not. Some of them noticed ¥
group of mourners and shouted J
them; others shouted and one
a shot into the air causing the colof®
spectators to retreat another th‘m’
or forty yards. I

The massive mule was restless %/
the while and shifted from side tc
side as one man held him by i
bridle. The negro on the mule’s bat

ticed
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had pec

: ome quiet. When he saw the

mall gathering of his race out on
: efmad, he sat looking skyward for
b ¢W moments; then he hung his
ad as if he were overcome by the
®avy heat. It was as if it were re-
“arsed, except that the mule balked
hi en the switch was lashed across
nos thigh the first time. But he did
out balk the second time; he jumped
wt only four or five feet, but that
mas enough and that was all. The
b was quiet. Maybe they were

satisfied: at any rate they started to
disperse from the scene of the start-
ling spectacle. Some hurried as
though they had to get home before
supper got cold; others lagged be-
hind, occasionally glancing over their
shoulders at the dangling form.

The twenty or thirty minutes
which had seemed like years to me
was an eternity to one other member
of that gruesome gathering.

— Ronald Jager, '52

Spring In the Meadow

T he sun streams down, caressing

all earthly objects in her warm rays.
T he buds pop out on all the trees,

soft and spongy to my hand.
T here is no wind; it's just a breeze

that blows my hair against my cheek.
T he earth is just awakening

for it is May.

[ stand here in the field,

trying to consume the full glory of springtime,
Breathing deeply of the fragrant air, .

and aching to gather in my arms

all the glorious signs of spring.
T he world is in an enchanted stage

and is filled with unsolved muysteries to me,

for I am young.

Yes,

I can hear the meadow lark and thrush,

the clear notes, the high notes of the

meadowland serenade;

[ can hear the babble of the tinkling crystal brook
as it skips gaily over the little dam;

[ can smell the daisies and the multitude of flowers
that tumble in huge clusters over the meadow.

Yes, I can do all these; yet spring is not all mine,

for I am blind!

— Marcia Terwilliger '53
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I Watched You Go

[ watched you go—

I calmly watched you walk away from me,
And even then

[ did not realize that I was free.

I had no fear,

For I believed we'd meet again someday:
You'd change your mind,

You could not have the strength to stay away.

But now [ know,

I know why, then; my feet seemed turned to stone,
Why I, in sudden terror, felt alone

And wished to catch you while you still were here,
To fling my arms about you, hold you near,

And whisper to you softly, “Please don't go''—
Oh now I know!

For I am here,

And here are loneliness and fear and pride;
And where you are

Is emptiness to fill your heart inside.

You left me, dear.

You said that it was best, someday I'd know;

But you were wrong,

I've known that since the night I watched you go.

— Jean Hubbard, '50

A Night In June

The stars are stlver sequins,
The golden moon is pinned
Upon a deep blue velvet gown
That whispers tn the wind.

Soft caressing moon-light
"Mid bits of stardust flows.
Every balmy June night
Is the world in evening clothes.

— Dorothy Reck, '51
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Shutteritis

: If families were ever to have mot-
8 I think that ours would be
al\lvatch the birdies!"” Unfortunately,
the Hinkles, both big and little,
eaV@ become victims of that rare dis-
3¢ known as Shutteritis.
al The first symtoms were scen sever-
fr Years ago when Mother returned
iOm the store to find Father very
bnduStrlously moving all of her
CéoOmS out of the broom closet. Of
urse, Mother was quite shocked.
¢ hadn't seen Father so energetic-
?}I)IY employed for some time al-
%h(’ugh she could not imagine why he
ould want to clean out the closet.
€ soon learned to her dismay that
t};‘ther was not merely cleaning out
¢ closet, he was installing a dark
rOOm\something that every family
shoulg have.
th Mother was rather perturbed ’by
¢ thought of having all her cleaning
Paraphenalia exposed to the elements.
°INce this was our only broom closet,
l,here would be no other place to keep
tm. But Father assured her that it
:’Vas all for a good cause, and thus,
he.ﬁrst germ of Shutteritis was firm-
¥ implanted in our home.

Since that time we have all become
{)hotographcrs of the first order. All
be little Hinklets have their own
dMmeras—and even Mother fell heir
' an old box kodak. Of course, the
Joungest had to be coached very care-
Uly in the picture-taking art. After

alf dozen lessons, she learned that
I“ne does not unroll exposed film to
%0k at the pictures one has just
Qken,

First of all, we started taking pic-
treg of one another and for every
“Ccasion imaginable. For this reason,
“ur family album is bulging with
Ortraits bearing such exciting titles
% “James in a Plaid Shirt,” “Caro-

lyn Washing a Glass,” “Mother on
the Back Porch,” “Ruth Standing on
One Leg,” ‘“‘Father Jumping Over
the Horizontal Bar,” -and “Charles
Looking at a Dog (Notation:
Charles on the left!)”

Mother has framed many of these
inspiring pictures to hang on her bed-
room walls. Now her room looks
like the famous Rogues Gallery, with
photographs of all the little Hinkles
assuming a variety of unusual poses.
Often, Mother has greeted many a
bewildered guest at the door by
chirping gaily—""Do come into my
room. [ just hung another one of the
children today!”

By the time the guest has returned
from viewing these unusual wall-
hangings and has thumbed through
the family album, Father has the
projector out and the movie screen
erected. Then the room is plunged
into darkness while the little Hinkles
parade across the screen going
through a variety of antics. Each
reel lasts about seven minutes and
portrays a typical day in our life—
and all in glamorous technicolor.

Of course, some nights the pro-
gram is varied. For those who have
seen the latest “‘typical day’’ reel, we
present a selection of colored slides
from one of our many vacations—
complete with travelogue by Father.
We have colorful vacation shots from
all points North, East, and West.
The South remains a project for the
future!

Eventually, Shutteritis grew into
something that could not be kept
within the family. We started shoot-
ing our friends. The boys built up
quite a little business by developing
and printing pictures for acquaint-
ances. They even acquired an official
stamp which boldly states “‘Hinkle
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Studios—Everything Photographic.”
Our fame spread, and Chuck is now
invited to parties and dances as the
official photographer, while Jim
prints up orders for Boy Scouts, Wo-
men's Clubs, and graduating high
school seniors.

Today, our home is in a continu-
ous uproar—thanks to Shutteritis.
We have strange spots on the floors
and cabinets where the developer acid

has been spilled; The latest phot0s
are floating nonchalantly in OUf
kitchen sink; there is a flash of ¢
mera bulbs, and the constant clicking
of shutters; all the children have d¢
veloped a peculiar darkroom pallof
Shutteritis definitely has a fir?®
hold in the Hinkle house and, to co'®
an appropriate phrase, everyone 1
waiting to see what will develop.

— Marjorie Hinkle, 50

The Bazaar

Behold, beloved,

How I lay my soul and self before thee,
Spreading my secrets as the merchant

Displays his miscellany
In the market place.

Take what pleaseth thee, but treat it well,
For it s myself: my dreams, my hopes,
Offered humbly here for your selection.
Tread lightly through this odd bazaar.

Be not too casual with, or inspect too deeply,

T hese simple offerings,

For who can put a value on them
When they are so elusive and abstract?
Here I place my heart, a lamp fill’d

But once with otil, long-burning,

But carefully hoarded to lighten

Dark and lonely days.

T here I place my life, a silver vase

Full of flaws and tarnished,

Yet the shape remains true to its first design.
Scattered about are other items: beliefs, interests,
Desires and dreams, all herein displayed.

[ charge you now, have care.

T he fee,

An iota

Take what you will.

dear friend ts small—
of time subtracted from all eternity—

But the price is precious to the seller of dreams—

T he price is all to me.

— Paul Benedict
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