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Springtime is TOWERS-time. Each year just as Spring
presents her new crop of young, eager, and budding flowers,
so TOWERS presents its new crop of young, eager and bud-
ding artists. Their work, like that of the Spring, is not the
product of one hour or one day, but rather the results of
months and months of preparation. In these pages of
TOWERS, one can find the innermost thoughts and feelings
of many young writers, quite the same as one can find in
the flowers of Spring an expression of a newness and beauty
revealing the heart of the greatest Writer of all.

The beauties of Springtime were meant for each and
every one of us to enjoy; so, too, are the following pages
of TOWERS intended for the pleasure and benefit of all.
TOWERS is your magazine: its true worth can be deter-
mined only in the hearts of each and every one of its read-
ers. Its pages can bring life and expression to printed words
only if its readers seek this life and expression. To find a
true meaning in the printed page is not an easy task; but
once accomplished, it shall provide excitement and stimula-
tion to the imagination of every reader.

It is our deepest wish that just as one eagerly awaits
the coming of a new Springtime so too shall each new edi-
tion of TOWERS be eagerly awaited. It is up to you, our
readers, to make this wish come true.

Co-Editors
ROBERT S. KAUTH MARION WHITE

Business Manager

ROBERT POLSON



Table of Contents

Before the Castle Tower ... .. dehnsAyesRossi i n it = g
Hrontic NTERARIEREE, - § W 0 skt TS Betty Dreier ... 3
ChieagoiSleepi. il o e TR Margaret Grewe ... 9
Music at Dusk; Hidden Treasure ... . . Jeanne M. Scott ... 10
e L I T A Mary Huesman ....... 1
ranegaleDIe (i s s bl i) « U R T Joel Van Buren .. i34
Eating Our Way To Victory . .. Richard Novak ....... " 13
AN s s S R S .. Carol Gardner ........ 13
Chronicle of the Children of America . . Katherine Kreuter 14
The Secomd Hand .2 . . ERichardafones! Shie v it 11
dHeE Istoy SRt R InTany oo e el ST a
e R R e CRATleS R rallZ o s ol et a
Lines upon reading: “To be or not to be..” .. John Aye Ross ...... 6
I e R e - Pauline: Howland: ..l .- 1 4
I Am Staring .. ... Natalie Schauer .....:........... 18
Before I Go To S el i o S DianesCappell ... ... il 18“
Philosophy of Life ... e Jeanie Augustine ................... 1 9l
B M e e s Doniedll et ol 0 S e 19
Commendation . N S TOT1e BIAY 1o it L 1
Paid in Full .. __ Charles Krauz .. - 200
Communique ... S iRothiRenderd i i T 22
Requiem; Vespers ... L Carol Gardier: s o S U 22‘
Unwritten and Unspoken . TR Katherine Kreuter ... 2
Ode To Tomorrow ... A, Joan Andresen ... 25
Pandemonium _____ ~ Patricia Miller ..o 26
Epic 1952 ... .. VRV g Evn LG T G e M 21
Reverier Tss dii i . Carol Gardner ... 27
On Drinking of Life . . Erwin Zipse ....... 28
The Voice of Nature . ... Doris Lutsch ... 29
The Dancer ... ... Mary Jane Olson ................ 30
An Eternal Struggle __ Barbara Cunningham ... .3
b Migodh o JT T e > Carol Gardner ... ... ... 31
To Susan Springer Just After March, ... Joan Weathers ... 32
sefleatlony . o L T Selc iy ahe e oo S 32
Wonder Woman VI EINTAUEIAAKE: o rd ) 33
The Science Building ... 777 P ACob e R 32
Excerpts from Time Magazine, 1953 .. Robert Polson .. - 35
Gad Walls With Me @ o " Diane Cappell . 159
Ode To Sleep ... .. Marion White ...... .. 36
g ) " Louise Soboleski .. e
Beside The Still Waters . . Thomas Ruffin ......... . 38
Daghght v o o B D0y o 1= | M Rl s MR L 39
T Helen Mae Licking .........cc....... 39
“Mom, My Wife” IR S Mary Anpette Courington ...... 40
Man’s Subtle Mind: Canto Susmli - e e N ardimis e o e 41
Lo Cynthia, On Going To The Wars Adrienne Engdahl ... Ag
Open Letter To a Friend ... ..o 7~ Helen Mae Licking ... - 4‘31
Love In Prospect; Love In Retrospect .. Pat' Rumann _..x... - 4
4 Man's Best Friend ... oo Marilyn Oberg ... - 45
Aacident, i BT S el . Leif Ayen ... .. 46
e RN TSR LR e Ruth Render ... - 41

I N Ty GeorgeAnne Schulz .......... . 48
e B R e e Erwin Zipse ......... .. 48
LR R o e it A Louise Soboleski ... Z 48

S o TR e AR Richard Novak ...... 4

Rickey and the Indians ... Margie Todd ... 2 5(1)
The Conquering; The Conquered .~~~ Gloria Schilling ..... - 52
Ch A ORERRIT o L ST o Marlene Lech ... . 53
CULT S R o e e, Corrine Johnson ..... 5 4
Tomorrow — A New Wiontds sa i te Ty Robert S. Kauth .... 5

The Man In The Ivory Tower

Joan Weathers



Before The Castle Tower

As Oedipus, I stand before the Sphinx

And find, before my slowly-lifted gaze,

T he placid countenance of her who blinks

At all events that crowd our nights and days.
Surrounded by her lesser sisters, she
Propounds her ancient riddle still;

Aloof remains and watches quietly,

W hile frantically the hours we fill

With striving — searching for the one, the sure
Reply; reply that will forever free,

Or yet, with-held, forever will immure,

Since to the riddle joined is the drcree

Of Socrates. W hat chance have I for pelf

Who may know Man, yet never know myself?

— John Aye Ross, '52

[71



Frantic Night!

Here I sit again! Babysitting!
Each time I babysit [ tell myself,
“This is the last time.” Now it
isn't that I'm really a coward, but
it seems as if I..suddenly have the
widest, yellowest stripe down my
back at a time like — what was that?
I swear I heard the strangest noise.
It sounded as if someone was in the
basement. Oh, it must have been my
imagination. Me and my imagina-
tion!

Why do I always give in and agree
to sit? I could have stayed at home;
but oh no, I'm the brave one. There
it is again. It isn’t my imagination.
I heard someone downstairs. Now
this is nonsense. No one could pos-
sibly be down there, but what was
that noise? .

“Be brave,” I tell myself. Despite
my advice, I begin to feel limp. Of
all the houses I have to be in, this
one has big picture windows.

Maybe if I turn on the radio, I can
forget these tormenting disturbances.
My legs won't move. I'm almost
completely paralyzed. Now this is
absolute nonsense.

On goes the radio. The voice

Chicago Sleep

There is perhaps one thing one can
say about Chicago sleep — it is just
a cat nap with one eye open and one
hand ready to swat the flies.

— Margaret Grewe, '55

[8]

blares out, ““We now bring you th
thrilling and bloodcurdling exper!

ences of our vampire.”” Oh no, I jus!
can't take this.
That noise — there it is agaif:

T here must be someone there. Who*
ever it is, is coming up the stairs froft
the basement. My heart is skipping
beats. The footsteps are light and
fast. There's a small rattling noist
accompanying each step. More an
more my knees are knocking. M
muscles are limp. If I can only g¢!
to the phone, I might be able to g
help. My voice! I can't speak. I'V¢
lost my voice. Oh, but I must gel
to that phone. I can feel the swea
running from my brow.

I've made it to the phone. No¥
if 1 can only pick up the receive!
from the hook and yell for help. Ob
but I'm too late. He's comint
through the kitchen. Run! I can'f
Why doesn’'t that operator answer’
Oh, I'm too late. I think I'm goinf
to — — —

With tears of joy I look at th¢
creature approaching me. Why didn'
they tell me they had a dog?

— Betty Dreier, 59




Music At Dusk

Now mustc steals across the purple dusk
And lays her lovely hands upon my heart.
And at their touch life seems no more a husk
For all day’s sordid sorrowings depart.
Enthralled I hear unearthly loveliness
Drift upward from the vibrant keys and strings.
T he clear notes rise — upon the air they press
Like birds that soar on swift and tireless wings.

Peace flutters down with beauty in her wake

W hile hovering hosts of precious joys draw near.
As tranquil as a moonlit mountain lake

Lies life, while music’s voice is lingering here.
And even the echoes lightly upward swirled

Tell tales of realms which far eclipse our world.

— Jeanne M. Scott, Summer, 51

Hidden Treasure

I often wonder what becomes of all the smiles so gay.
And all the little chuckles that we chuckle in a day,
And all the happy laughter that has poured from
human hearts.
It must be in some land I know that isn't on the charts.

I often feel like setting forth — the hidden land
to find,
Where I could load my ship with smiles and laughter soft
and kind.
['d pack it down with sympathy and happiness galore
And bring it to a gloomy world—a world whose heart
is sore.

And yet I know the land I seek is not so far away.
We pass it by and know it not, a thousand times a day.
Could we remove the vetl of gloom we place before
our eyes,
We'd find that in each human heart that land of laughter
lies.

— Jeanne M. Scott, Summer, ‘51

[9]




Apart

It was hot, so hot; there was only
a taunting murmur of a breeze at the
open L windows. The girl sat still
on the long L seat, brushing a damp
curl from off her forehead. The car
was almost empty except for a ragged
old man reading yesterday’'s news-
paper and a shabbily dressed woman
with a little boy. The girl sat quietly
looking at these people — at them
and past them to the dirty faces of
the tenement houses. Disgust ap-
peared in her look — disgust and
hate. She shut her eges trying to
eliminate the filth and the dirt of the
city and its people. She sat very still.

The conductor yelled her station,
and she stepped off onto the L plat-
form. The advertising signs stuck
out their peeling paper tongues at her
as she hurried down the stairs being
careful not to touch the hand rail.

The hot white brilliance of the
pavement hit her sharply in the face
as she came outside. The noisy happy
shouts of~ children playing in the
puddles left by open fire hydrants
hurt her ears. She walked rapidly to
the large dark building at the end of
the street. Its dark arms seemed to
reach out, grasping people from all
over the city as its slaves.

She walked along the street hold-
ing her head high aloof. One or two
people glanced at her, but otherwise
she was alone. She was apart from
these people — apart with her crisp
pink dress and white shoes — apart
with her fresh clean face and curly
hair — apart with her thoughts, her
wishes and her dreams.

She entered the cool darkness of
the building and walked to the room
labeled PERSONNEL. The room
was filled with people; after hesitat-
ing a moment she walked to the desk

at which sat an efficient-looking
young girl.
“I'd like to see Mr. Denison,
please.” |
The girl looked up. ‘“You have

an appointment?’’

“No, but I was reading the want
adsand ..."”

“Please be seated and wait your
turn.”’

She turned away and took a seat
beside a girl with greasy black hair
and lips darkly reddened. The girl
looked around and crept further into
herself. The room was dark and
drab and the people were dark and
drab, even with their gaudy colors.
The smell of stale perspiration nau-
seated her — she wanted to go home.
She hated this city! It was cruel,
brutal, savage! Its music was harsh
and ugly! Its painting was dirty and
splattered with trite, dull colors! She
shut her eyes and tried to close out
the harsh sounding music of the
people around her. She was different
from them: wealthier — not 1n
money but in something else. She
did not belong to this ugly symphony
— she was apart from all of this!

She heard her name called and
arose to accept an application blank.
She filled it out carefully and returned
it to the efficient-looking girl.

“Here is a paper with the numbert
of the office where you will receive
a test for typing. Go there, please!

The girl took the paper and fognd
the office. Another girl with dirty
hair and long red fingernails gave her
a typing test. She typed until her
fingers ached, but she was given the
job. She smiled for the first time —
a slight smile of relief.

The rest of the day was a melo-

[10]
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drama __

s .
the leading play in which she had

’role. She played her part
glftll’ :;')Oﬂ(lng hard. and sincerely . . .
haught 5 _Playgd it alone, proud,
= Criy’ 1gnoring the other players.
with dsp pink dress became smudged
imp a‘;t and ink; her hair hung
gra Nd straight, and her face was
; With the mark of the city.
o hoe bell finally rang — the play
g ivfr and she could go home.
Camegoz, Wwith the long red fingernails
e, over and grasped her arm.
of yg lelres;;}eylfi‘xd fine — you're one

he tried to push the red finger-

nails away. Her heart was screaming
denial to that statement. The music
of the city played loudly — over-
whelming her. The dainty pink was

fading — disappearing into the dirt
and filth. The symphony and the
painting — the dark building, the

taunting signs, the ugly people, the
noise — all were clasping her tightly!
She tried to push them away, but her
resistance dissolved into the pattern.
She smiled weakly.

“Thanks. Which way do you go
home?"

The red fingernails held her tightly

as she became a part . . .

— Mary Huesman, ‘55

Imperial Diet

Nine little missionaries in a row,

OfF to the Fijis they would go;

OAh, the bitter hand of fate,

T he cannibals dined, and there were eight.

Eight little missionaries explained heaven,
T he pot got one and there were seven;

T he hungry savages not appeased,
Gobbled the sixth, and were they pleased!

Five and four left out of nine,
Furnished cutlets that were fine;

T he third was lean and two were fat,
T he soup was fine in spite of that.

Number one was cooked at last,
T he story ended much too fast;
Nine little missionaries took a beating,
That’s the end, no more eating.

— Joel Van Buren, '55

[11]




Eating Our Way To Victory

Here comes our gallant team!
Listen to the band!
Come! All together now!
“Where’s the refreshment stand?”’
Waiting breathless for the Rickoff,
What heartening shout we hear!
“Gimme two with mustard,”
Above the seats rings clear.

Popcorn, peanuts, a hunk of bubble gum,

Soda pop, a candy bar,
A hot dog in a bun,

Mustard and pickles, and catsup on the same,
Our loyal rooters eat a wicked football game.

Listen to the cheer that arises from each loyal fan.

Not “We want a touchdown,” but “We want the popcorn man.”
“Who made that first down?”’

Someone must have scored.
Heck, who cares for touchdowns,

Bring on that Smorgasbord.

Popcorn, peanuts,
“Do I really want that gum?”
Ginger ale, root beer,
Let’s try one more bun,
A hot dog with mustard,
Relish on the same,
T hrough the throes of indigestion,

Our loyal fans are game.
. v d — Richard Novak, '55

Zeitgeist

T he fierce quiet of the night ...

Moon-gold gilding the sleeping world ...

Over all this a clear, cold melody

Like the shards of breaking crystal

Floats, aloof, in regal calm;

Each brittle note a living soul,

They form the immortal rhapsody

Of weary life and warm, gentle death
And the Muses wonder.

— Carol Gardner, '54

[12]




Chronicle Of The Children Of America

r(nThe "Chronz'cle” is a synopsis of
n!z{ éXperiences while working on the
€national  Youth Railway in

“g0slavia last summer. )
da;:\nd It came to pass that in the

f $ Of Tito there came to the land
meriugo some of the children of
e thc;'i’ who were called students,
€ir wisdom did increase great-
Werevnd the children of America
Were €ry weary from travel, for they
packSPOOr and burdened with many
land 'd?é which the people of Yugo
e 1d stare. But the peoples of
them tand were very kind and gave
drink Of eat of black bread and to
calleq OF yellow water which they
them ltea » and bade them to wash
Selves in the creek near-by.
5 2? on the second day, the child-
and, 1o A‘mer.lca‘ did dig much dirt
Carr’y itadmg 1t in wheelbqrrows, did
6 s to the top of a hill whereof
o Srhneeded for the railway bed.
arroz‘v en they did push the wheel-
o th S, their sinews were strained
And aat they groaned exceedingly.
angd ths' they worked, they did hunger
Owardlrst, and did gaze with longing
ood the land from which cometh
and drink.
Wi n;i It came to pass that at sun-
Of the third day, (four o’clock
late)e eX}?ct as the historian doth re-
dig a"}’ en the children of America
that Sr1se from their sleeping bags,
to th ©me of their number spake un-
Stony eir leader, saying, ‘‘Master, our
5 achs have become inconstant,
bags We are not able to leave our
Ve And there were some who
into N exceeding pain, and did go
the woodland to suffer.
b IOW there were places where the
togg;}is of Yugo land did go to reap
€r, and these places were called

cooperatives. And when the children
of America heard of these things,
they said one to another, “Let us
draw lots to decide who among us
shall go to see the things of which
the peoples of Yugo land have
spoken.”’

And those who were chosen did
travel along the roads of Yugo land
on strange vehicles which made ex-
ceeding turbulence of the dust there-
of. And the children of America did
wonder greatly at what they saw,
but feared not. And when they ar-
rived, the men of Yugo spake unto
their womenfolk, saying, ‘“‘Bring
forth fruits that these people may
eat, and bring forth sljivovic that
they may drink.”

Now amongst the children of
America there was one who was
called Henry, who, when he had
drunk his fill, did fall onto the
ground, for his belly did ache with
the fullness thereof. And as he lay,
he did make strange noises as the
feasters did dance the Kola about
him and did sing the praises of Tito.

Now with the womenfolk of
America there was one whom they
called “Shorty’’. And it came to pass
that when one of the menfolk of
Yugo land did see Shorty, he did
look upon her with -great longing
and spake to her from his book
which was called a dictionary, and
Shorty did smile upon this man.

And it came to pass that the child-
ren of America bade farewell to the
land of Yugo. And on that day
there was great sorrow amongst them,
for the peoples of Yugo land had
shown exceeding kindness.

So endeth the Chronicle of the
Children of America.

— Katherine Kreuter, '54

[13]




The Second Hand

Another day,

Over the land cool evening marches west ;
And litke a retreating wave, the sunshine
Leaves behind

On the shore of descending night
Speckled pools of light,

W here busy eastern cities glow

And folks homeward go,

For now the Nation rests.

A million or more absently hear,
While busy with a household chore

Or on the farm

Where in the barn, there’s a gentle roar
Of the radio on the bovine ear! --

————— A sudden interruption ---

“WE INTERRUPT THIS PROGRAM TO BRING YOU A '
SPECIAL BULLETIN FROM U.N. HEADQUARTERS ... JAPAN'

----- With silence, a punctuation, the
Announcer gains the speaker’s stand.

T housands less notsy with the dishes
Of the usual evening meal ;
Fathers with a million ““Shushes”
Calm their commonweal ;
And for a moment strange and brief
A surge of hope makes real their wishes
When announced the ragged word of PEACE.
And far beyond -- a youngster’s hand
Draws another line upon his history chart
Where the crowded page of MAN
Is given another start.
— Richard Jones, '52

The Hat

[t was the unanimous decision of amateur eye, looked as if they ha

our crowd that the play was a suc-
cess. | was quiet during the discus-
sion. I had been gazing at an ab-
stract picture during the entire pro-
duction. The designer showed his
mastery in the picture by his amazing
use of colors. He had used great skill
in applying the hues, - which, to my

been pitched on the awaiting canva®
in great brilliant splotches. It mad¢

a striking combination framed bY
black velvet, and held to the sleek:
blond head of the young sophisticat?
by two large, bejewelled hatpins.
— Pat Rumann, '54

[14]



Lines upon reading: “To be or not to be ---

Intermission

Fraught with foam and swells of ocean blue,
The harbor water shows sparkling in the sun.
Its bright, white coral reef encircles

Standing staunch to protect its precious contents.
Ships by the dozen, some small, some large,
Carry machines and tools of destruction,

Carry human cargo — our men.

Within these walls of coral bright

Is a picture of peace, of quiet, of silky surf
Upon bleached sand beaches

Where conflict and hate and blood-drenched ground
seem naught,

Where palm leaves sway, as if to soothe a weary heart
And cool the heat-stricken memories of war.

So calm, so quiet, it is as if the harbor were artificially real;
As if the world claimed not a trouble or fear or strife.

— Charles Krauz, '52

n

Again the subtlest genius starts the screw

Of learning turning in the mind of man

By clev'rest means: Instilling the desire :

To know and know and know; and knowing, know

T hat never shall he know enough to sate

T he great desire established by that

First question “Why?”’, who brings along his good

Wife “How?” and children “When?”’ and “What?”
and “W here?”’

— John Aye Ross, '52

[15]



Chris

The alarm was set for five o'clock
on that August morning, but [ knew
I'd be wide awake long before. When
your years number only eight, sleep
does not seem a blissful interval, but
one wastefully slept away until a
new dawning. This particular dawn-
ing was to begin a glorious two weeks
which I had looked forward to since
the first warm breezes had washed
away the late winter's snow — a
vacation in the Northwoods!

I did awake before five. Quietly
slipping on paint-splattered dungar-
ees and a dilapidated sweatshirt, I
guided my bare feet to the first exit,
and being very careful not to let the
screen door bang, I slipped out into
the pink glow of an awakening
world.

Our cabin was one of three owned
by a very intriguing old gentleman.
I set off down log-hewn steps, which
numbered fifty-three, to the dock in
search of him. [ opened the door to
a shack which I labeled the fish-clean-
ing one without even looking inside.
It was the same odor which had pre-
vailed around the gold-fish bowl
when Finny died: I jammed my
hands further down in my jeans to
push aside a temptation to hold my
nose.

There on the stringer were three
beautiful walleyes, and standing near-
by cleaning a fourth was Chris. He
did not hear me as I stepped over the
board, serving as a stair, onto the
floor of the shack that had been
thoroughly lined with fish scales. I
gazed at the top of his head. There-
on sat a dirty, deformed fedora
densely covered with multi-colored
flies and shining lures. Chris wore a
faded-blue work shirt, a pair of

patched coveralls, and over them he
laced his “‘loggin’ boots.”” He was
startled by my slightly forced cough:
but without looking away from his
work he said, “Take a seat, little
lady!” and at the same time dis
membered the tail from the fish with
a professional blow.

Finding no chair in sight, I went
over to stand beside him. It was the?
that I noticed the two long clawlike
scars that ran from the corner of his
eye to the side of his nose. The nex!
moment they were lost in the wrink
les of his grin as I began to ask th¢
why and wherefore of everything
“Why did reindeer have antlers an
why did some of the trees have whit®
trunks, etc.?”” He then opened hiS
storehouse of Indian lore and kept
me enthralled for over an hour. Hi$
blue eyes seemed very intense in hiS
tanned face because there his laugh
started. When Chris laughs, b
laughs all over.

[ spent that day and every oné
thereafter learning ways to tie knot®
and developing skill in molding mY
own sinkers. For the first two day?
I nursed calloused hands and ordere
Chris to do all the boat rowing!
also learned that the only thing thaf
Chris really hated was meanness 17
himself or in the people with whot
he associated.

Whenever I had qualms abou!
baiting my hook with a wriggly litele
minnow or cleaning the fish I ha
caught in a nearby inlet, he always
said, “If ya’ catches 'em, ye'll hafta
clean 'em. Ya' know I'm not gonn?
do all my work an’ yers, too!”

He took me over to Mercer every
afternoon to get supplies. I alway?
ran the motor on the way back s¢

[16]




that [ could ea
Way home,

hisEn\iinmgs were spent listening to

K Ny stories. Around the Mercer
¢ Tegion he is known as the best
sdzimlth and the oldest resident.
f‘»’pairses there' all year round making
untin on hlS' three rented cabins,
e retg' trapping, and fishing. He
fellin 1rh9d lumberjack and boasts of
s € the biggest tree in all Wiscon-

t my ice-cream on the

le3

Chrig ; -
hrig is 5 strange man when it

Egrélrecsh to religion'. When passing a
there asked him if be ever went
plied He thought a minute and re-
et Churchgs is fine for people

thie 11: makes 'em think about God.
of mn about God when I look out
and Y window and just see water

sky. I reckon God would be

£
brown off balance if he seed me at

church!” A few days later in my
daily visit to the fish shed I came
upon him silently kneeling on the
floor and holding his beloved ‘‘fish-
in’ " hat, talking to another Fisher-
man who quieted the sea with an
upraised hand.

Many years have passed since we
spent that first summer with Chris,
and every year finds us returning to
our old vacation spot. My friendship
with this kindly old man has grown
stronger each year.

I can picture him very clearly—a
man whose name will never be found
in Who's Who. He is just another
be-whiskered woodsman to a passer-
by; but to one who knows him, he is
a little man with a big heart—that’s
Chris.

— Pauline Howland, '55

I Am Staring

[ am staring over your slippery stone wall.
I am weakened by the anesthetic you create.

Y our misty gray smog,

Y our welcome waving lights,

Y our cavalcade of multi-colored cars
Are crying, “Come, be master of us all.”

[ am staring over your slippery stone wall.
[ am weakened by the anesthetic you create.

My pulsating heart,

My icy, sweating hands,

My throbbing, spinning, fevered head
Are blinding me from your heartless death call.

— Natalie Schauer, '55

[17]




Before I Go To Sleep
TO FREDDIE

Green elephants walking around my floor,

Pink zebras and camels peek in at my door,

My eyes are just popping with wonder this night;
No one could imagine such wondrous sights.

Chartreuse dragons (just lovely) greet me in my bath,
And there is a porpoise wearing a mask.

I hope it’s a dream — I’'m afraid that it’s true,

For there’s a red walrus in a canoe.

My goodness, my dear, do you see that baboon —
He's trying so hard to sit on a balloon.

And there in the corner — just under my bed

Are three salamanders with hats on their heads.

Now here comes Mommiue; so I'll close my eyes tight
And she won’t know I've been up all night.

So hide! my friends, so she won't see,

And tomorrow night you can play with me.

— Diane Cappell, '53

Philosophy Of Life

T hese things I believe in:

Above all I believe in life;

A cruel, chaotic life with its bitter sloughs of desolation
Spurring me on toward greater achievement.

A life full of failure and imperfection

Giving me a keener incentive in striving toward perfection.
A life full of weaknesses and frailties

W hich gives me true compassion for others.

A life full of hypocrisy and ingratitude

W hich arouses me to do good without expectation of reward.
I believe emphatically in religion —

In God, in Jehovah, in the Messiah,

In one same God of commonage and brotherhood

W hose presence I feel above the incessant roar

Of cities,

Of machines,

Of the untverse.
— Jeanie Augustine, '54
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Noon Hour

Stilence.

T he whistle blew.

T he laborers walked to lockers,

T hen left dark buildings

For the warmth of the sun.

T he men unwrapped lunches,

Ate sausages, cold meat, bread, and stale pies,
And drank coffee from whiskey bottles
While sitting in yards of cinders and coal dust.
Laughter was heard.

A stocky red head

Told of the girl

He had picked up the night before.

Eager ears listened.

Grimy newspapers were read.

Black pipes were [it.

T he sound of voices

Slowly stopped.

T he whistle blew.

T he men returned to work — to labor.

T he tap of metal against metal,

T he ring of steel driving steel,

T he roar of a hundred discordant vibrations
Once more walked across the stage.

— Don Hedl, '54

Commendation

I wonder if you realize
the things you say and do
Reflect an empty bitterness
of memories of old.
Or do you know the sadness
it instills within my heart
To hear you tear apart with words
the things I try so hard to build?
Encouragement can mean so much,
and yet you hate to give
T hat little bit of patronage
to raise my hopes and dreams
To where they soar at dizzy heights
to leap or soar upon your word.

— Marjorie Bray, '55
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Paid In Full

The black sedan rolled to a slow,
sinister stop. Inside, the driver
hunched forward, looking through
the windshield, and quickly scanned
the sign that arched its way across

a high, iron gateway. It read:
Creaton Cemetery.
As he leaned back, Carl Slater

quickly lit a cigarette, inhaled a short,
nervous puff, and forced the grey,
curling smoke out through his nos-
trils. The huge gambling debt he
owed fearfully flashed through his
mind. He had little choice; the debt
had to be paid or he and his family
would be ruined by an avalanche of
cheap publicity, or foul, unmerciful
blackmail.

I'll “get them their money, he
thought resentfully. Father wasn't
so eccentric after all by insisting that
when he died his ring was to be
buried with him — the miser! He
always hated me. Well, I'll even
those terms tonight. I'll be out of
here in fifteen minutes and the whole,
damnable affair will be done with.

He reached for an old pair of black
gloves that were on the seat beside
him and nervously slipped them on-
to his hands. As he dimmed the
headlights, the darkness silently
rushed forward as if to smother this
human intruder who disturbed its
solitude.

Grasping a small flashlight, he
stepped out from the sedan and closed
the door with an unusual amount of
force. An icy wind was beginning
to blow, and he was compelled to
walk at an awkward angle in order
to evade the cutting cold. He cursed
the small flakes of snow that he saw
as the flashlight stabbed its beam in-
to the darkness.

The mausoleum where his father
lay buried was situated about twoO
hundred feet from the main gate
but the path he had to follow direct-
ed his footsteps in a wide semicircular
direction. The biting cold and wind
caused the trees to snap and wildly
wave their arms, and the determina-
tion with which Carl had begun was
quickly losing its initial fervor.

When he reached the mausoleum:
he ascended the four, low steps that
led to the magnificent tomb’s en-
trance. Forcing one of his gloved
hands into his overcoat pocket, he
removed a large key and proceede
to open the door, but as he was about
to enter, the wind blew the doof
away from him causing it to clash
against the inside wall with a loud:
hollow crash.

With a hissed curse he quickly en-
tered and pushed the door close
against the wind and snow. Then
he turned~and nervously swept the
damp, silent tomb with his flash-
light’s single beam. The vaults wer¢
to his right, and on the opposite wal
a tripod-shaped candle holder sup-
ported three black candles and a meta
match box.

Damn it! Black candles! As if
this grave wasn't morbid enough!

He walked to where the candles
were and lighted each one, hoping t0
do away with some of the sinistef
atmosphere of the tomb; but th¢
flickering light filled the marble room
with dancing shadows that only add”
ed to the gloom of the dismal suf”
roundings. A chill penetrated Carl'51
spine as he quickly walked to th¢
vault in which his father's casket was
locked. He clumsily removed a smal
key from his pocket, and as he wa’
about to insert it in the square vault
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door ¢ 1 .

']9};): sl}t) slipped from his gloved hand.
ted 2 iatq}))" metallic sound that emit-
0 gt the marble floor echoed
tion, § ears with a piercing vibra-

ha::je atnoéehthe glove from his right

Ner, urled it into the far cor-
the ktehen bent down and picked up
and gy ¢ opened the vault door
slab Sped the handle of the metal

N Which the coffin rested and

easi] :
the Y rolled the entire contents from

. he coffin was now in
X ve : 0 It bad been
no Zn‘zrshSlnCe his father’s death, and
that time.ad touched the casket since

Wi '
mnzl:hb(:)ne hand on top of the huge,

X, Carl h d h I
and “arl pushed the release
. fleolt the lid jump loose. There
to atta.StOPplng now; he was about
ha CO::;]Q the treasure for which he

muls\ts he slowly lifted the lid, a dry
tightenecc)i Of crept into his nostrils
of nays Into a hard,'smkemng knot
Vadeg tea. The flashlight's beam in-
Carl 1o coffin, and horrified eyes
ha on0ked upon a human form that
Nized CB been alive and easily recog-
the foy, ecay had not fully destroyed
Noy . 0res of the dead man, but his

Weirdlf,r?;stgii?d.was shriveled and

tiontothls moment, the full realiza-
floogeq the ghastliness of his act
gan ¢, arl’s mind and his scalp be-
fear ofgrow numb — not only with
thay 1o the act itself, but with fear
e Shi? deed would become known.
hig fathte('i his half-crazed stare to
Was 1o er's left hand, and there he
Queg; Minded of the purpose of his
diap, he gold ring’s enormous
Spar ln reflected a fiery, bluish
dy|y sel; Proudly disregarding the
' SNadowy light of the tomb.

€ Was about to reach into the

coffin to remove the ring from his
father’s hand, a low, voice-like hum
penetrated the hollow recess of the
mausoleum. Carl stiffened with pet-
rified terror and listened. He could
feel the hair on his arms stand on end
as the hum, now more like a moan,
was heard again. As it continued,
Carl slowly lifted his head and
looked toward the top of the tomb
from where the sound seemed to be
coming. He flashed his light toward
the ceiling and detected a small air
vent through which the wind was
howling its mournful cry.

He could stand it no longer. He
reached into the coffin, grasped the
ring on his father’s thin, shriveled
finger, and crudely tore it from its
place. The dead man’s hand fell to
one side and came to rest with its
palm turned upward, its fingers
slightly curved as if the lifeless own-
er was begging for his ring’s return.

Carl hurriedly closed the 1id of the
coffin and pushed the slab and its
casket back into the vault’'s recess.
He locked the vault door, put the
key into his pocket, and swiftly blew
the candles’ light into oblivion. The
enveloping darkness injected an add-
ed terror in his mind, and he hastily
walked toward the door. As he ap-
proached the exit, he saw the glove
he had previously thrown aside. He
picked it up, slipped it back on, and
clenched the treasured ring in the
gloved palm of his right hand.

With a violent twist of the door-
knob, he found that the door would
not open; he almost gave way to
panic as the thought of being found
locked inside the tomb flashed
through his mind. But his light
revealed an inside door latch which
he gave an impulsive turn and pulled
open the door. He stepped out into
the black, windy night, removed the
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key from the tomb's entrance, and
began to run toward his car.

I'm out, he greedily thought to
himself; finally out! Hell with the
path. T'll cut across here and save
time.

He reflected a phantom-like figure
as he ran through the graveyard
jumping over and sidestepping grave-
stones. As he neared the main gate,
he suddenly felt someone or some-
thing claw at his hat; as he wheeled
around to face the antagonist, he
slipped and hurtled to the  ground
with a fearful shout of hysteria. His
head struck a frozen mound of dirt,
and he lay there momentarily stunned
by the blow.

Then he sat up and wildly stared
at the low, snarled branch that
had caused him this frightful delay.
Looking behind him, he saw his
flashlight, still intact, lying at the
edge of an open, freshly dug grave.
As he pushed himself up from the
ground, he felt the ring beneath his
right hand. Tightly closing his
gloved fist upon the precious jewel,

he retrieved his flashlight and fled
once more toward his car, dropping
the ring into his overcoat pocket
he ran.

As he opened the car door, be
pressed his hand against his coat
pocket to be certain that he hadn'
lost the ring; then he pounced intd
the sedan and drove away amid the
sound of grinding gears, his mind 17
a state of overwrought terror.

Meanwhile, the moon, momentat”
ily breaking through a cloud forma
tion, cast its light upon Creato?
Cemetery. The snow was fallinf
heavily, and the wind continued t¢
howl through the trees; but now:
the howling sounded more like 2
mocking laughter. The intruder hat
gone; all was about the same—excep’
for the fiery, blue sparkle that ap’
peared at the bottom of an ope!
grave, and a new indentation in th*
cemetery ground could be seen whetf
a piece of frozen mud, about the siZ®
of a man’s ring was missing.

—— Charles Krauz, 5]

Communique

Intention was to thwart the gloom
With floods of light upon my room.

For you, my guest, I've polished up
More dazzling glaze on every cup.

And lest an atom would be seen,
I’ve even scrubbed the carpet clean

As if, that done, were not enough
Inspection coaxed some cobwebs

So as to make the balance pure,
[ rearranged the furniture.

In fact, I've rubbed my knuckles bare
Perspiring through my outer wear.

Dare you commit the casual sin
Of not desiring to step in’
— Ruth Render, P. G,

Summer, ‘51
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