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Expressing one’s thoughts—whether it be in word,
song, movement, or picture—is an art. Within these
pages of THE TOWERS the members of Sigma Tau
Delta have tried to present the outstanding ‘‘expres-
sions’”’ of thought which were submitted by the college
students. -

We realize that not everyone is deft in the art of
“word-expression’’. Some find an ease in putting their
thoughts across through color, form, sound, or move-
ment. With the gracious assistance of the Fine Arts
department we have been able to present the attractive
cover and title page designs—the thoughts of two col-
lege art students presented by means of color and line.

With each new edition of THE TOWERS it is the
hope of the Sigma Tau Delta members that other or-
ganizations on campus might take part in making this
publication a compilation of the arts—a magazine con-
taining the expressions of college students.

THE TOWERS is a publication for the students. The
magazine has been written and compiled by students.
The attainment of the goals for which we have strived
will be decided by the thought THE TOWERS will
stimulate in those who read it.

Co-Editors
ROBERT KAUTH DOLORES HANSON

Business Manager

FRANK NOBLE
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The Towers

T he castle ascends like a massive hand

High into the ethereal blue.

Its turriculated fingers are still,

As the nebulous eddies pass through.

Its cold grey walls have been withered with years,
But still it stands firm in its site,

With a tenacity and fortitude,

T hat exhibits its will and its might.

And within these walls, a spirit exists.

It's a sage’s spirit, which bestirs

T he mind and the soul of a youth's desire,

To seek the truth that resides in the TOWERS.

— Harry Ellis, '52




Sunday Morning in Mexico City

T he two highest peaks of the cathedral

Are suddenly frantic with noise:

Far below, wrinkled Juana mounts the cold steps,
Y awns to stone saints on ornate ledges,

Crosses herself, sits, ’

Spreads her laces,

Piles basket into basket,

And draws her black rebozo tighter to her head.

Antonto turns over in his sleep . . .

More dream-like than his very dreams

Is the sound from the cathedral tops,

W hen reaching out as far as sound can reach
It finally settles on his sleeping roof.
Antonio’s eyes are closed,

But he is wide awake,

And his mind s very busy with the weekly game he plays:
He pretends he has not heard the chime that said,
“Sunday again, Antonio,

Leave the safe bed,

And the fashionable house,

And the respectable suburb,

And the solicitous wife,

And the mannerly children —

Get out and earn your bread.”

T he journals say Antonio lives to kill;

His wife and mother say he Rills to live —
Down in the plaza Sunday afternoons,

W here death is two small hooves

Slowly getting quicker week by week,

And death is two curved horns

Every Sunday sharper than the last.

Maria slips between the glass doors

Of a tall apartment hotel;

T he blackness of her clothing, hair, and eyes,
Asserted by the jewels at her ears,

Avre reasons for the uptilt of her head:
Without a doubt, of purest lineage —
Obviously Castillian upper crust

On her way to Mass;

T he contemporary counterpart

Of many a proud black-draped ancestral dame.
Behind her one of Montezuma's clan,

A barefoot wretch of twelve or fourteen years,
Also gowned in her Sunday black,

And perfumed by the gardenias she holds out,
Begs pity and pennies for the love of God.

— Nancy Cleary, '51
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A Narrow Escape

I just have to get to work because
Mr. Smith said that I would be fired
wern’'t on time. Instead of com-
ng here to bank, I should have gone
o the office. It wasn't enough that
there was a long line ahead of me,
Ut now two men have come into the
bank, and they say that they are go-
ng to hold it up. I guess they mean
It because they each have a gun. What
Will Mr. Smith say when I get to the
Office late!

The two men have their money
0w ; [ hope they leave so that I can
80, too. What are they coming over

ere for? You want me to go along
With you! This is the silliest thing I
ave ever heard! Now I'll never get
o work. I suppose I had better go
¢cause those guns probably are real.
1t isn't one delay, it's two others.

Well, here I am in the back seat of
the gangsters’ car. From their con-
Versation, I gather that the driver’s
Name is Al, and the fellow that is
Sitting beside me is Louie. They are

e most inconsiderate fellows! They
factically threw me into the car;
0d when I try to tell them that I
ave to get to the office, all they do
$ answer with a gruff, “‘Shut up!”

This is getting me nowhere fast.

I'm fifteen minutes late already, and
Mr. Smith will have me boiled in oil.
I just have to think of something or
I'll never get back. Louie is busy
counting the money; his gun is lying
on the floor. If I can just slip my
hand- down to- the- gun--and . ..

“Bang!”" That gun makes an aw-
ful noise! I wonder what Mr. Smith
would say if I shot it in his office.
That reminds me, | must get back to
town and then to the office right
away, or Mr. Smith will use a gun
on me. | meant to hit Louie in the
heart, but I suppose that between the
eyes makes him just as dead. Poor
Al! He was so frightened that it took
me fifteen minutes to calm him down
and get him to drive back to town.
We'll be there shortly. I hate to
think what Mr. Smith will say.

We went right to Mr. Smith’s
office. There was a policeman on the
corner, and I turned Al over to him.
I was so frightened that I could
barely walk up the steps to the office.
But do you know what happened?
Mr. Smith overslept, and he wasn’t
there yet; to this day, he hasn’t found
out! I guess that I was born under
a lucky star.

— Harrison Reinken, '54




Decision

T he stars shine like blue-white diamonds in the
soft black-velvet sky.

Lonely am 1.

Laughter is all around me like a myriad of
tinkling bells.

Stlently I cry.

T he pounding of my heart is like a rhythmic
jungle drum.

Muyself I defy.

“Come dance; the music starts again.”

Weakly I try.

Run, flee from the whirling crowd.

A haven seek I, L

Only the silver moon I see.

Quuetly I die.

— Christine Andrianos, ‘51

They Didn't Do That When Pa Was Young

My Pa says kids have changed, by heck!
When he was young, they didn’t neck;

T hey didn’t ride in open cars

Or stand in line for movie stars;

T heir dance music was never swung —
T hey didn’t do that when Pa was young.

T hey didn’t do that when Pa was young?
T hey didn’t do that when Pa was young!
Well, they must have missed a lot of fun

If they didn’t do that when Pa was young.

In bygone days the kids were good;

T hey did the things that children should;
T hey never stayed out very late

But things like that are out of date —
Often seen but seldom heard

But now vice versa is the word!

T hey didn’t do that when Pa was young,
T hey didn’t do that when Pa was young!
Well, they must have missed a lot of fun
If they didn’t do that when Pa was young.

— Ruth Danekas, 51
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Open All Night

Procastination and I are old
friends. We both admire Scarlet O'-
ara’s creed: “I'll think of it all to-
Morrow. After all, tomorrow is an-
Other day.” Actually, I' could ac-
COmplish work when it should be
dF’ne, but I would rather watch it
Pile up into mountainous proportions
~— there is more to surmount when
the time eventually comes to do it.
My latest Pike's Peak is term
Papers. Professors, especially those
In the English department, have the
Sneaky habit of mumbling irrelevant
ﬁata and then casually inserting,
And it will be due in a week.” If
am not snoring too heavily, this
last phrase is guaranteed to work bet-
ter than any alarm clock. Slumber
departs with all its luggage. I peer
anxiously at my neighbor's notes.
t is all too true; the words leer up
at me: a so-many-word paper to be
Written on such-and-such or so-and-
$0. Why that sentence is sticking its
tongue out at me! I'll show it; I
Won't pay any attention to it.

Days have the most fascinating
Way of hurriedly flitting past; no
utterfly net will catch that week!
The calendar is glaring at me; to-
Morrow that paper is due. It will
take me at least an hour to rest my
Writing arm after carrying all those
eavy, dusty books from the library.
ow, wouldn’'t you know it? Time
for my favorite program.

ok ok kK

If that is my conscience I feel, it
Mmust work part-time as a hypoder-
mic. Only an hour gone by? My
brain already feels overcrowded.

oo much reading . . . better quit for
3 while. I keep seeing three pages

With type that has St. Vitus dance.
ook Kok ok

Ouch! Conscience again. My pen
is always out of ink; it never heard
of camels I suppose. Now where is
some paper? There is absolutely
nothing so annoying as a blank piece
of paper staring at you. I'll write
anything that comes into my mind.
No, better not put that down. I'll
try copying a little out of this book.
Looks as if it hadn't been used in
ages. No prof would ever know it
wasn't mine. Wonder what nimble
brain invented these six syllablers?
Just for curiosity’s sake, I'll look and
— oh, no, my prof! Guess I'll take
a break for a snack; my stomach feels
hollow after that shock.

sk Ok

I feel inspired; my paper looks
thoroughly congested now. Write,
write, write. Why, my eyes were
closed! This is no time for sleep.
Concentrate. More words. That was
very inconsiderate of my roommate
to shut off the light. So what if it
shines in her eyes and she can’t sleep?
Neither can I. Hope this flashlight
battery lasts. This is not scribbling;
I am almost done with this cursed
paper. What's that stomping sound?
I thought that business about ‘“‘early
birds” was just to fool night crawl-
ers. There! The finished product —
thicker than War and Peace.

ok 3 ok ok

Now I must get ready to go to
school. T feel as if a steam-roller had
run over me and backed up. Hey,
you-in-the-mirror, are you me? Like
the song goes, “Close your eyes, or
you'll bleed to death.”” Ugh, what I
need is a good night’s sleep. I promise
faithfully: I shall never put off
Why do tomorrows have to always
come on time?

— Sally Harris, '53
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Blues

Christmas eve,

a waterfront bar, dimly lit

by one naked bulb

glowing dully through the smoky haze
that is made intermittently red

by the garish neon at the window

as it flashes scarlet defiance to

the dismal night, calling mechanically
BEER BEER BEER
promising synthetic gayety and
temporary forgetfullness to the
soul-weary wanderers

on the foggy streets.

T he bar is silent save for the soft blues

that spin from the fingers of an

old Negro, hunched over a battered piano
behind the bar.

T he occasional slam of the door

behind a new arrival

only accentuates the stillness

as the somber revelers sag

in their seats, drinking wistfully,

compulsively, awaiting the promised jouviality,
the hectic excitement, not of living,

but rather of detachment from the chore of living.
Silently they sit, searching for

self-induced amnesta and respite.

An hour passes

and then another.

T he click of the door is

heard more regularly, and the

stlent celibrants at the bar begin

to feel the anticipated exhilaration.

Cares and inhibitions slip away,

Yesterday becomes a blur — tomorrow s forgotten,

and even the present is clothed

in a variegated opalescence.

Men, who until this magic moment have sat,

shoulders touching, in mute morbidity, begin to fraternize.
T he silence becomes a hum of voices,

the hum rises and s cut through '

by the sharp crackles of laughter:

“Hi, Mac. Have a drink.” ““I'm from Chicago.”

“I'm from Maine.” ““Knock it down; the next one's on me.”
“Where ya’ goin'?”’

12—




“Where ya’ from?”’

“Merry Christmas!”

“Have some gin.”

“Didja ever hear the one . .. "

And near the rear of the bar a young sailor staggers

to his feet, stands, bell-bottomed legs wavering, and
sings in a clear, sweet tenor, ““Silent night, holy night’
all is calm, all is . . . "

He stops as suddenly as he began and stands weeping
maudlin tears before he turns to the bar for another drink.
T hrough the blue smoke haze

the bent grey head of the ancient Negro

can be dimly seen, his delicate fingers

weaving minor-mood arpeggios,

transcending the guttural talk

of this sordid bacchanal.

His fragile brown body is obscured

by the shifting crowd as he bends low,

plucking blue fantasies from the worn piano.

Pimps, fairies, broads on the make,

turn their tricks oblivious

of the simple beauty that s their song.

His musings the tired reminiscence of

one who has seen it all before

and foresuffers all that is to come.

— Frank Noble, '51

Musical Interlude

Her hands as dark as chaos

T'ranslated mute keys into vibrant

Melodies which made me into stone.

Angry notes flung me to a jutting edge,

And beat me senseless. I fell outward

Into morbid space where black and white
Emerged as day. A delicate sonata bathed

My brow and washed away all bounds of time.

[ turned to touch those static hands —
But spell and artist were long since gone.
Only the solitary spinet remained.

— Elizabeth Gall, ‘51
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Poor Mr. Solz

Sometimes, when I look back, I
get to thinkin' about Mr. Solz, and
I feel kinda sorry for him. Not that
I paid much attention to him at the
time; he was just another kraut. But,
sometimes, in the little room back of
the cashier’s desk there in the Officers’
Clothing Store, we'd get to shootin’
the breeze and eventually get around
to politics. He was a Socialist; this
kinda interested me; I'd never seen
one up real close before. But not
many men love liberty and justice
and all the things we generally call
“democracy’’ more than he did. Real-
ly, I mean it. In spite of his bein’ a
kraut and all. And not many men
have done more for those things than
he did. He was a member of a re-
sistance group when, what with the
Gestapo, the informers and all, re-
sisters were as scarce as hen's teeth.
They suspectd him all along, but
they never could get anything on
him. He used to tell me how he'd
be listening to BBC London—a ter-
rible crime—with the radio turned
way down and his ear pressed up to
the speaker, and then he'd hear his
cellar steps creak as somebody tried
to catch him at it. He belonged to a
branch of the same outfit that nearly
got Hitler in July, 1944,

Well, when the Americans came
in, they entered town right down his
street. Most of the Germans stayed
in their houses, but not Mr. Solz;
he was right out at his gate to watch
the whole thing. After all, he'd
worked and prayed and hoped for
this day. “The Americans!” he'd
thought, “Now we'll have justice in
Germany!” Right in front of his
house, a GI walked up to a major
and started talkin’ to him. No stand-
in’ at attention, no salutin’. “‘Boy!"”

Mr. Solz thought, “‘there’s real de
mocracy! Even the army is demoO-
cratic!”’

A few days later, Mr. Solz and 2
couple other members of his group
went to the military governor an
offered the assistance of their group
in settin’ up a government in tow:
Well, the officer had no authorizatio?
to accept German participation 11
government, but he told them hg
get in touch with them when he did:
Mr. Solz’ group kept on holdin’ reg
ular meetings for a while, but they
never heard any more from MG an
it gradually petered out.

By the time I knew him, Mr. Solz
was pretty disillusioned. I used t©
try to cheer him up, but there wasn !
much I could do. “There's no Jus”
tice,”” he’d say. “There's no justict
Why, right next door there’s Frit?
Lehnberg, the only man in town al”
thorized to officers’ tailored uniform$
and he was one of the biggest Nazis
in town. He sent dozens of peop!®
to concentration camps; so you $¢
him up in a half a dozen shops a1
help him make a fortune.”

Well, what could I say? I ﬁgufed
MG probably had Fritz' record an
would eventually catch up with bt
but Mr. Solz figured they shoul
have looked up his record before theY
set him up in business. It's hard t©
argue against that.

One day I found out from anoth¢f
kraut that Mr. Solz' own brothei
had been a Nazi! I casually brough
that up the next time I saw Mr. SolZ
Boy! I never knew a man could hat¢
practically his own flesh and blo©
so much! He blew his top! I gues®
that was one guy he'd like to per”
sonally denazify.
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Mr. Solz was supervisor over the
erman salespeople—we called him
the Floor Manager—and he wasn’t
oo well liked by the employees. I
8uess they figured he molly-coddled
10 the Americans too much. Finally,
the powers-that-be decided we ought
0 have a new Floor Manager—to

preserve morale or for some other im-
portant reason. Oh, they kept Mr.
Solz on the payroll; just demoted
him. Poor Mr. Solz.

Who was the new Floor Manager?
Why, Mr. Solz’ brother.

— Boyd L. Peyton, '53

The Awakening

Come! Don’t run! Here, let me hold your hand;

Sure the world is cold and cruel, but I will understand.
Hush! Don’t speak! And don’t apologize,

Because I know so very well the fear within your eyes.

Yes, my child, the truth ts harsh, but real,
And each must weave his way through life making his

own appeal.

Yes, my own, the fight has just begun,
And you will be quite battle-scarred before your

fight is won.

Alas! Don’t weep! I'd rather see you smile,
T hough it may mask the terror that you're feeling all the

while.

Be brave! Be strong! And lift your head up high!
T hough dreams may crumble at your feet, don’t let your

spirit die.

Security! ... Warmth! ... Freedom from all harm!

T hese things you took for granted within your mother's arms.
But they were not enough for you, so with a curious mind,
You reached out to the naked world to see what you

might find.

Come, my child, I want to comfort you;

Snuggle briefly in my arms, your fears I will subdue.
You see, my dear, I knew your life would bring

T his day that is escaped by none — the cruel awakening!

— Dolores Mary Palata, '51
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The Mind of Man

The mind of a man is likened to a field.

His thoughts are planted there in fertile soil.

T hen April comes to stimulate their growth,
And self-reliance glows — as if a sun —

To radiate its optimistic beams

Upon green shoots of new philosophies

Which ripen into full maturity

Unless the frozen breath of Mars

Transforms these buds to wither'd deformities.
Then crops are quickly overrun by weeds

W hich spread their ill effects on other fields.

T oo many weeds take root within men’s minds —
Spurt’d on by wasteful Mars frigidity.

T hey steal the mind’s prolific qualities,

And dreams for fruitful harvest fade away.

— Woody Hasemann, '52

Voice Crying in the Wilderness

Oh, Age, come to me

And bring me all your counterparts.
I'm sick of nerves too taut to bear
And heart all strained with longing.
My soul cries out a prayer for peace,
A plea for tranquil living:

Give me the day, Lord, of knowing-all;
(To fight, one must have ammunition)
It presses upon me, the world and all;
(O, Youth, hold your head up above it!)
Grant me some favors, Lord, for living,
A brain not hot with pressure,

T he war and frightening life itself
Carefully stored away.

Security. that is the word for it, Lord.
Bless me with one static thing.

Show me sand castles—youth’s bright ideals—
T hat cannot be washed away.

Be gone, you hectic years of youth,
And swiftly bring me instead

A heart, a soul of calmer grain;

O, ease this troubled head!

— Betty Mussell, '54
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Senses

Alone and trampled,
I follow my path
Lit only by the age old Star of Wonder.
Hard on my shoulder
I feel the Hand of Wisdom and Might;
And close in my ear
I hear the Voice of Power and Glory.
Am I afraid? ' ‘
T hough all the world should be forever veiled in darkness,
I shall not fear; ]
For my eyes have been opened to the blazing path of eternity,
And my feet follow the prints of the Silent Walker. j
My nostrils inhale the smoldering odor of peace and security,
And my hands yearn only for one touch of comfort.
Fathoms beyond reality and truth,
I have found my purpose in life —
My goals and ambitions,
My desires and yearnings:
And above all, through all, and in all,
I have found my faith.
— Robert S. Kauth, '52

Make-Up

“Okay, kids, let’s quiet down; we've lots of work to do.

We'll take the leading lady first and see that she gets through.

From here, that shade looks just too dark, remember she’s a queen —
Hey, who’s the one with the brush and glue for the man in the second scene?
In all this mess — in all this fuss, which whirls around my head,

I'm so nervous; I'm so worried; oh, I wish that I were dead!

I was next; for heaven's sake, is all that stuff for me?

Tilted back — with cloth on neck — I could no longer see.

The cold-cream base felt cool and smooth and soothed my burning skin.
Next they smudged my eyes with grey, marked black lines on my chin.
My hair was puffed with powder and my lips were dabbed with paint.

I felt my face transfigured, and I'll bet I sure looked quaint!

“You're through,” they sang in unison, “‘you really look fine.”

But really, for all this work, I've only got one line.
— Daniel Hess, '52
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The Helping Hand

As Dr. Stone closed the lab door,
he saw Birch gazing through the
window, his good hand dejectedly
burrowing in his left pocket. The
other sleeve of the patient’'s tweed
jacket was pinned up supporting his
useless right arm.

Flashing Birch his best profession-
al smile, Dr. Stone crossed to the
desk. “Try to sit down and relax,
Mr. Birch,” he nodded toward a
chair. ‘I want to check over these
charts just once more before I speak
with you.”

With an awkward grace, Birch
collapsed in the proffered chair and
hung his head in his left hand.

While pretending to study the
charts, Dr. Stone stole a glance at
Jeff Birch. His features seemed vague-
ly familiar — the heavy shoulders,
the stoic face with its broad forehead,
stubborn jaw, and icy eyes.

Jeff's eyes arrested Dr. Stone’s ob-
serving glance now. “It's quite all
right, doctor,”” he began. “I want
you to tell me exactly what you've
found.” He cleared his throat. “I
shouldn’t want you to hold anything
back from me. [I'm depending upon
you as the best brain specialist in the
country.”” Jeff fumbled with a cigar-
ette.

“Beastly,”” Stone muttered to him-
self. He made a motion to help Birch
light up, but he checked himself.

“I'm afraid--Mr.--ah--Birch,” he
started, "‘that the examinations only
confirm my former opinion.”

Jeff's eyes narrowed as he took a
long drag on his cigarette. ‘“Y-e-s--
of course,”” he encouraged.

"I shall avoid being technical, M-
Birch,” Stone shrugged, “but the
blow you received, I'm afraid'Wiu
permanently impair your right arm.’

Jeff was concentrating on the glow-
ing ash at the end of his cigarette:
“"Then the--that is, the brain tissu¢
is positively destroyed--is that it, doc-
tor?”" he demanded.

Dr. Stone measured his fingers
against each other, avoiding Birch$
icy stare. ‘“There is considerable dam-
age to the motor area,”’ he stated r¢
luctantly. ‘I know of only one man
who might possibly--there is just 2
chance--who might be able to restor¢
some of the use of your right arm t©
you. In fact, I'm rather surprised n°
one else has recommended him to yo!
--Dr. Hollingsworth--of Bradford--
[ believe. Gone farther in brain suf
gery than any other specialist in the
field.”

Jeff grimaced. “‘Hollingsworth!’

“Good God, man!--is it as bad 25
all that?”" Dr. Stone exclaimed. ‘“‘Per
haps even Dr. Hollingsworth will b¢
unable to do anything for you. I'V¢
seen men make marvelous adjust
ments; you have two good legs an
a perfectly normal left arm.”

“Yes--1I've got my left hand,” J.eﬂ’
reiterated absently, eyeing it wit
contempt. He took another long drag
on the dying cigarette, then crushe
it out. Stretching out of the chalf
he smiled down on Stone and offere
his left hand. “Thanks for youf
opinion, doctor. Guess I'll be on mY
way now."’

They shook hands—Ieft handed—
and Birch disappeared through the
door.
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. Funny chap, Stone mused as he
listened "to the heavy footsteps de-
Scending on the stairs. I barely know
the fellow, and yet--Birch he said
1 name was--Jeff Birch. He shrug-
8ed his shoulders and ambled back
into the lab. Guess I'll work another
our and then go for tea.

An hour later, as Stone hurried
through the darkened streets, he heard
the excited muttering of a crowd
8athered under a street lamp across
On his left. Someone shouted, “‘Get
a doctor--fast!”’

Crossing the street with a bound,

Dr. Stone arrived upon the scene to
hear a cabbie whining, “'E stepped
right out in front of me cab, ‘e did.
I could na’ ha’ missed 'im gov’'ner!”

While the witnesses were acknow-
ledging the truth of the cabbie’s
statement, Stone bent over the lifeless
form. ‘“Why-- it’'s BIRCH!!” he
gasped.

“You know this man, doctor?”” a
bobbie cut- in. “‘His credentials here
say his name’'s Hollingsworth--Dr.
Jis C HOLLINGSWORTH of Brad-

ford!”
— Marion White, ’52

Time

Destructive Time,

Waiting for no one, feasting on life, passes us by.

To him, people are but toys being cast away at random.
To him, all life is but a condemned criminal

Awaiting one fatal stroke of the scythe.

Perpetual Time

Temporarily is subjected to the whims of the human race:
Sometimes saved; oft times wasted; occasionally utilized.
Ultimately surviving all; enjoying unrestrained freedom.

Humble Time,

Conceding to the immortal aris which enshrine beauty permanently.
Bowing before the unwavering protection of Minervad's eye,
Allows passage into the infinite world of the eternal.

Boundless Time

Laughs in his sleeve at man’s petty attempts

To mark the limits.

To him, the hourglass, the clock, the calendar are but
Devices of man’s befuddled mind.
To him, a day ts perhaps a year;

A lifetime, perhaps a day.

— Louise Reda, '51
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La Porte

Clare Turner twisted restlessly be-
neath the single, white sheet that cov-
ered her body. It was too warm in
New Orleans for sleep to come easily,
and besides, Clare was anxious to tell
her husband that she had finally got a
job at the public library — cataloging
books.

She turned once more, propped
herself up on one fragile elbow, and
peered at the clock’s luminous face.
It was exactly midnight. Twenty-
five minutes remained until Paul
would get home; possibly less, if
Pierre’s car was running.

Sliding down upon the bed, she
balanced her chin on the edge of the
mattress and listened for sounds that
were familiar to this third-floor apart-
ment where she and Paul had lived
for the past two years. It was a game
she always played whenever she was
alone — listening to and identifying
the muffled sounds of the radio or
voices in the next apartment, or men-
tally tracing the origin of the many
creaks emitted by the aged walls and
floorboards. Such simple familiarity
gave her a sense of security and a feel-
ing of belonging; and like all human
beings, she needed to be reminded
again and again that she did belong.

But the night was unusually quiet,
and she wrinkled her brow in resent-
ment.

I'm not listening closely enough,
that’s the trouble. I —

Then she keard it. The front room
door, the apartment’'s only entrance
and exit, was quictly, but firmly
having its knob turned by someone
in the outside hallway.

Clare quickly got out of bed, took
four rapid steps into the grey, moon-

lit living room, and stood silently
looking at the door that was being
tampered with.

Paul must have forgotten his key
again; but then, whenever he does
leave his key at home, he slowly
knocks four times.

The doorknob was now silent:
and Clare heard a low mumble 11
the hallway that sounded as if a man
had spoken to someone else. H%‘r
heart pounded in prayer for Paul’s
four designated knocks to follow:
but somehow she knew this fleeting
hope was in vain. Cold, tiny crystals
of perspiration amassed themselves
on her forehead, and her body gave
a sudden quiver as if a sweeping
blanket of frost had brushed across
her shoulders.

What can I do? I must get thp

The phone; but no, that wouldn't
help.

Then Clare saw Paul’s housekeY
lying next to the telephone, and onc¢
again her mind grasped at the hop¢
that it was Paul who was trying t©
open the door.

But whoever was in the hall inter~
rupted her thoughts by beginning tO
pick at the door’s lock with a metal
lic scratching.

He's trying to spring the lock'
Help, I must get help!

The open window on the far side
of the room caught Clare’s attention:
for she was certain that she had just
heard voices float up from the street
below. She quickly ran to the win-
dow and threw her body across it
sil.  There, below, were two men
walking arm in arm noisily singing
an incoherent song. She grasped on¢
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of the two, small flower pots from the

Window sill’s edge and hurtled it to-

Ward the sidewalk. Down, down,

down shot Clare’s missile, and with

It 1Were her desperate hopes of getting
e 033

The flower pot announced its pres-
€nce to the two men by smashing
against the sidewalk directly behind
them. They jarred themselves to a
alt, wheeled around in unison, and
directed their somewhat blurred gaze
at the broken pottery and broken-
Stemmed plant. Then they leaned
ack in precarious balance and saw
4 Woman three stories above who was
urantically waving for them to come
D,

With understanding smiles, the
Men waved back, and one of them
Shouted, ““Not tonight, honey. We
An’t got a penny between us!’”” They
followed this with drunken laughter
and walked in the direction they were
acing, unmindful that they were re-
tracing the steps they had taken be-
fore the flower-pot episode.

Clare’s eyes pleadingly followed

the men'’s retreat, and tears of desper-
ation floundered down her cheeks.
he had experienced the sadness of
deing alone many times, of not be-
Ing wanted, but there was never the
Ind of fear within her heart as there
Was now.

As she turned away from the win-
dow, her foot touched the side of a
Small mouse trap that was sitting on
the floor. The sudden jar offset the
trap, and it jumped with a sinister
Snap. Clare almost lost what little
Self-control she still had, and with
Wide, terrified eyes she looked at the
tmpty mechanism that was now lying
Upside down on the carpet’s edge.

he gruesome remembrance of once
Seeing a mouse get caught in that trap
flashed through her mind; the horror

she felt as she watched the mouse
writhe and kick and finally, without
a sound, stiffen and die.

She plunged her fingers into her
mass of disheveled hair as if to drive
away the noise of the intruder’s in-
cessant picking and scratching at the
door’s lock, but his efforts seemed to
grow more determined, and every
few seconds he would turn the door-
knob in attempt to enter.

He mustn't get in, ever! That
scratching! A dog — if I only had
a dog!

Not yet lost to hysteria, Clare
rushed forward, bent down, and be-
gan to scratch the bottom of the
door.

He’ll think there’s a dog in here.
He must think there’s a dog in here!

The picking at the lock stopped,
and she feared that her pounding
heart would be heard by the un-
known aggressor outside her door.

So close; I'm so very close to him.
Only the thinness of the door separ-
ates us.

She scratched again and waited,
almost imagining that she should
hear him walk away.

But the picking at the lock began
once more. [ his time, however, the
intruder gave companion to his eff-
orts by humming ““Au clair de Ia
lune.” The low, murmuring hum
had a weird, hypnotical effect on
Clare’s fear-benumbed mind. Crouch-
ed behind the door, her nightgown
clinging to her wet, perspiring body,
she began dimly to visualize the
words to the song as he hummed:
“By the clear moonlight—;"" the
words swan dizzily through her
mind: "My candle is out, and I have
no light—;"
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