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I am proud to take part in the sixty-sixth issue of Towers, 
Northern's student literary magazine since 1939. As our 
readers can see, things are a little different this issue-we have 
included some color (more next year) and expanded our 
repetoire to include some exceptional freshman efforts. It was 
a lot of hard work all around; I am very indebted to our staff, 
especially to assistant editors Michele Begovich, Tom Brennan, 
Laurie Evans, and Ronda Rueff, for their tireless efforts and 
considerable patience. I am no less grateful to our advisors, 
Janet Heller and Ben Mahmoud. 
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In my opinion, this new format constitutes a little more than 
color and glossy paper; it is a challenge to the NIU communi­ 
ty, an opportunity to publish your work in a framework wor­ 
thy of your efforts. Whatever their position in the university, 
Towers challenges its readers to submit material, and to en­ 
courage those they influence to do so. Any magazine is only 
as good as the material it receives. 

Enjoy this magazine-it is dedicated to a continuing, ~~tual­ 
ly beneficial relationship with NIU's artistic community, and 
with the larger community of our readers. 

Steve Owley, Editor 



On A Road Like This 

There may be gold in the hills, 
but there's dust in my shoes. 
I've kicked this stone 
for nearly a mile 
and I still haven't lost it. 
On a road like this 
there isn't much else to do. 
You kick a stone, 
you walk a straight line, 
you watch for the holes 
and, 
if a truck goes by, 
you slap off the dust 
and watch the late day sun 
catch on its roof. 

Susan Eichner 



Black oak 

adder-stick 

charred by lightning 

forgotten by the gods 

grows twisted 

bleeding life 

like venom from its wound 

black agony against the winter sky 

Black oak 

adder-stick 

falls to the ground 

without sound 

wet and gleaming 

it writhes in the snow 

then disappears 

like ice melting 

Susan E. Stemont 

.. 

All su.mmer long 

I read Chinese poetry 

and wrote you a few words 

in lines 

brimming 

with concise passion 

Now I try to write 

Jines of a greater length 

but they do not scan 

and the few words too 

have lost their flavor 

Susan E. Stemont 
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Untitled-Kelly Day 
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Inside Nuremberg Prison 

Donald Fulmer 

For the last four years, I worked at a golf course. 
It was a gravy job, not requiring much skill. This 
one afternoon, I was doing what I usually do, 
reading a book called Inside the Third Reich by 
Albert Speer. The author, Speer, was a defendant 
at the Nuremberg trial. I'm reading this book and 
this old man named George comes in and says, 
"What are you reading?" I told him the title and 
he said, "Oh, I met the author." Not believing hiQ1 
because some old men have a tendency to stretch 
the truth a bit I said rather flippantly, "Sure ya 
did!" George got real upset that I didn't believe 
him. He said "Will you be here in two hours?" I 
said, "Sure." Twenty minutes later George came 
back with some personal mementoes from his ar­ 
my days. It turns out George fought in the Battle 
of the Bulge, liberated a couple of Nazi death 
camps, and, after the war, was an American guard 
at the Nuremberg trials. 
He showed me all kinds of pictures from the war. 

Some were pictures of liberated death camps, 
places in which Hitler gave his impassioned 
speeches, bombed out bridges and towns, and hid 
planes in the forests of Germany. These planes are 
interesting because the head of the Nazi air force, 
Hermann Goering, hid them to be used for a sur­ 
prise attack. The plan was that once the Allies 
over ran Germany and occupied Berlin, these 
planes were to be used to bomb Berlin and the 
Allies. 
There were also pictures of the liberated death 

camps. In one of George's pictures I remember 
seeing a huge pile of corpses-all white, bony, and 
very much dead. On their faces was a look of com­ 
plete agony, suffering and pain. Most of their eyes 
were open-staring, their mouths open-gaping. 
They almost looked like mannequins in a depart­ 
ment store. I find it truly incredible that people 
could be that inhumane to other people. I can't 
help but think that twelve million people went 
through this hell! After seeing the pictures of 
these bodies, I wondered how a so-called civiliz­ 
ed country could inflict so much pain and death 
on their own people. I can't believe this event, 
something out of the Middle Ages, happened a 
mere forty years ago! 
When looking at all the pictures, I like to put the 

ones of the death camps and the one in which 
Hitler used to give his speeches together. In do­ 
ing this I can't help seeing a little sick man with 
a Charlie Chaplin mustache spewing his hate to 

the German masses; I see six years of war and over 
fifty million dead; I see wrecked buildings and the 
smell of rotting corpses in Auschwitz-all this for 
one man and his Third Reich, Hitler's Reich will 
have an everlasting mark on humanity with its 
piles of dead from Auschwitz and Dachaw, 
Another picture that struck me as rather odd 

showed a horribly mutilated body of a German S.S. 
officer. When I asked George about it, he said, "If 
the G.l.'s didn't kill those clowns after seeing all 
those corpses, the camp inmates who were still 
alive and strong enough killed them." This is quite 
an interesting tale-something you won't find in 
a history book. George said that sometimes the 
camp inmates went crazy with liberation. Some 
went around bashing every German's head in and 
breaking windows, while others went screaming 
into the wilderness. In one circumstance George's 
platoon had to lock the inmates back up again 
because they went mad. .. 

George told me another engrossing story about 
the starving Russians. Some American C-rations 
contained stale Hershey chocolate bars and 
George tried to give his candy bar to a starving 
Russian P.O.W. When he reached his hand out to 
give the chocolate to this starving man, George's 
commanding officer demanded he not give the 
man any food. When George asked why, the C.O. 
said that the sugar in the candy would kill the guy. 
The Russian hadn't had food in so long that any 
massive dosage of food would blow his circuits 
and kill him. 
The pictures and stories were very interesting, 

but I was still waiting for George to bring up Albert 
Speer and the Nuremberg trial. My earlier doubts 
about George stretching the truth were soon 
dispelled. Out of his shirt pocket he pulled a small, 
old, yellow envelope and dumped the contents on 
the table-five pieces of paper, two pins, and one 
photograph. I looked at the papers. To my sur­ 
prise, George had autographs of the top Nazi elite 
who were on trial at Nuremberg. Three of the 
autographs were on small scraps of paper and one 
was on a photo. On the first scrap was the 
signature of General Alfred Jodi, Hitler's chief of 
military operations. It w~s Jodi who signed the 
surrender papers to the Allies on May 7, 1945. 
Fieldmarshall Wilhelm Keitel, Hitler's chief of staff, 
had signed the second scrap. Second only to Hitler 
in the hierarchy of command. Keitel signed the 
unconditional capitulation of the German forces 
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on May 8, 1945. The third scrap held the signature 
of Joachim von Ribbentrop, Hitler's chief in 
foreign affairs. Ribbentrop signed the non­ 
aggression pact with Soviet Russia a week before 
Hitler invaded Poland, which was the beginning 
of World War II. The photograph, however, is the 
prize of this grouping. It is of the most powerful 
man in Nazi Germany-excluding Hitler-Reich 
Marshal Hermann Goering. Goering was 
Commander-in-Chief of the Luftwaffe, President of 
the Reichstag, Prime Minister of Prussia, and 
Hitler's designated successor. ·He was the second 
man in the Third Reich. The signed and dated pic­ 
ture is of Goering, his second wife Emmy, and his 
only daughter Edda. 
The story about how George got this rare 

autograph is very interesting. The accused defen­ 
dants got to see their families once every month. 
The visit wasn't much: it only lasted fifteen 
minutes and there were guards everywhere to pre­ 
vent physical contact through the screened par­ 
tition. On this particular occasion, Goering strode 
in as if it was no big thing. He saw his wife, which 
he usually did once a month. But his 7-year-old 
daughter was also there, although he had forbid­ 
den his wife to bring her because he knew that he 
would break down if he saw her. Goering started 
crying and demanded to be led back to his cell. 
He was well aware that he'd never be able to kiss 
his wife, hold his daughter, or spend another 
Christmas with his family; he had a date with the 
hangman. George led Goering, who wa.s sobbing, 
back to his cell. 

About three weeks later, George was on 
nightwatch, which was one of the more interesting 
jobs. The guards had to confiscate eye glasses, 
pens, and pencils to prevent the defendants from 
killing themselves. Two prisoners had already 
committed suicide at the Nurembergjail. George 
recalls carrying the body of one Dr. Richard Con­ 
ti out of his cell. Conti had killed himself by stick­ 
ing a fountain pen in his vein. Another of George's 
duties as nightguard was to shine a light on the 
defendant he was guarding every ten minutes in ,, 
order to prevent suicide attempts. One night 
George was guarding Goering. Sleep was almost 
impossible in the cells, not only because of the ten 
minute flash light but also because the prisoners 
were forced to lie on their backs with their arms 
above the blankets. When George noticed that 
Goering was not sleeping, the two started talking. 

8 

Goering spoke fluent English so there was no com­ 
munication problem. George commented to Goer­ 
ing that he had a very nice looking family. With 
this, Goering got out of bed, turned on his light 
and walked over to his collapsible desk. He found 
the picture of himself and his family, signed it, 
and gave it to George. Goering's only words were, 
"You better take this to remember them, because 
a year from now I'll be dead." 
When I look at this, the only picture Goering had 

of his wife and daughter, I see a family man. I 
don't see a corrupt, brutal, drugged-out man 
responsible for the death of millions. It's hard for 
me to believe that this fat, almost comic looking 
man literally killed millions with the stroke of his 
pen. When I asked George about Goering's per­ 
sonality, he said, "He was charming as hell-he 
charmed us with his sense of humor and in­ 
telligence." George found it difficult to com­ 
prehend that a man with these talents and traits 
committed mass murder on a grand scale. 

Goering was sentenced to death by hanging. 
Somehow, though, less than two hoursbefore ex­ 
ecution, Goering committed suicide by biting a 
poison capsule. The mystery of how he got the 
cyanide is still unsolved. When I asked George 
about this big mystery, he said, "Goering simply 
charmed a G.l. who sympathized with him to get 
the pill-it's no big mystery." 
George showed me his passes for the court room 

and jail. He also showed me the special badges to 
be worn by all the guards. 

I was flabbergasted by the stories and memen­ 
toes. George had told me things I could never read 
in books. I was so happy just to see these relics 
of our history, but George went a step further and 
gave them to me! When he saw how much interest 
I showed, he said, "Take 'em." I said I couldn't 
because I knew they'd be worth quite a bit. He 
said, "I want to give them to someone young who 
appreciates them. I could probably sell 'em, but 
that wouldn't be right. I picked these things up 
for my kids, but I didn't have any. You're the first 
person I've seen take interest. I want you to have 
them. It's a gift from me." I was really astound­ 
ed. I thanked him a hundred times. He was really 
happy to give them to me. To this day, that rainy 
Friday was the best day I ever put in at the golf 
course. I'll certainly think twice before I ever doubt 
an old man again. 
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Guardians 

in these Cossack ruins 

time is railed through 

bottleneck portraits 

staccato 

swollen images of leather-heeled 

madmen well heeled 

poets 

and preachers on broken-horse 

back, begging for slack 

in these fine ruins, their shadows 

are absorbed, united 

by cries of war. 

Brian Paul Ritchard 
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No .Man's Land 
(Knoitsa, 1947) 

The leftist snatched 
our father; the right­ 
ist ripped our horse. 

chest rust-frozen. 
No dowry stacks. 
No diapers. 

No pared hogs 
hung in open panes, 
hoofs on hooks. 

Only clouds, pawed 
on cracked glass. 
Down on soot. .. 

No wood soles 
across the snowpath, 
purring iceclear. 

Hand-scooped, 
red potato peels, 
lard from the bottom 

No barn tabby 
on the top bale. 
No droppings on rafters, 

of the can, egg­ 
plant and okra seeds 
from an ancient jar- 

piles on straw. 
No one-eye-open 
high shurring sparrows- 

and a horsefly. 

Gus A. Vasilopoulos 
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11 Ah, Me!1' 

As the mega-sagittal servo of tomorrow 

Meets the megaton melee of memory. 

We cower from Melpomene, 

Morbid messenger of memento mori. 

We cloak ourselves in mendacity. 

Deny our mediocrity. 

And die of megalocephaly. 

Valarie Jean Gilbert 
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"Stump"-Dave Renniger 
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