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l , Each spring the members of Sigma Tau Delta, the 
national honorary English fraternity, present the students 
and friends of Northern Illinois Teachers College with 
another issue of TOWERS. On its :fifteenth birthday Xi 
Delta chapter is happy to bring out this volume. 

Through this publication the students of Northern 
Illinois find an outlet for their creative work. From the 
wealth of manuscripts turned in, the members of the fra­ 
ternity select the materials that will be published. As 
writers, the students are obligated to give to the editors 
their best and most sincere efforts. As editors, we are 
obliged to be selective in order to present you, the reader, 
with the best possible material. 

This spring of 1953 .w e are happy to present to you 
this year's issue of TOWERS. We hope that you will re­ 
ceive as much pleasure from the reading of it as we did in 
the process of editing it. 

Here's a toast to bright Spring, 
Here's a toast to our TOWERS; 
May you read it with joy 
Through the glad springtime hours. 

HELEN LICKING, 
Editor-in-chief 

PATRICIA MILLER, 
Business Manager 
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Symbol 
Words-sharp, 
twisting like an 
azure flame. 
Words-icy, 
brittle phrases 
without aim. 
Words-soft, 
moistly coiling m 
mind's fen. 
Words-sweetly 
dripping acid from 
a pen. 
Words-faded. 
lost in yellow 
tattered pages. 
Words-strange, 
faint signs from 
secret ages. 

-Leif Ayen, '55 
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The Price of Life 
The coins fell into my hand with 

a cheerful, jingling sound. "Twenty­ 
six, twenty-seven, twenty-eight, 
twenty-nine ..... There you are, 
Judas," he told me. "Thirty pieces 
of silver." 

I bowed my head low, slowly and 
gracefully. 

"Tonight?" he asked with a hope­ 
ful look in his eyes. "You think 
maybe tonight we could ... " 

I interrupted him with a cold, 
definite tone. "Tonight, when the 
moon is high and the sky cloudless. 
You will know it is He when I kiss 
H . " . rm. 
. I glanced at the door with a yearn­ 
ing look. "Go," he said. "I trust 
you, Judas. You wouldn't dare be­ 
tray us both." He looked straight 
into my eyes. A faint smile played 
at the corners of his wicked lips. 

Slowly, step by step, I backed out 
of the room. I didn't even bother to 
put the coins away, but held them 
cupped in my two hands. As I 
backed through the doorway, the 
three robed figures gave me a low 
bow. 

I turned and ran down the temple 
steps, pressing the pieces of silver to 
my heart. "Thirty pieces of silver! 
More than I had expected, more than 
I had hoped for. Thirty pieces of 
silver!" 
The hours went quickly, and soon 

it was evening. I found myself 
wandering away from the supper 
and heading for the temple in the 
pale moonlight. The trees, the shrubs, 
and even the grass were covered with 
an eerie, gray glow. 
They were all there waiting, just 

as they had said they would. As I 
walked up to them, no one said a 
word. Turning my head, I closely 
scrutinized twenty grim, determined 

faces. The chief priest nodded. Hands 
reached down and picked up swords, 
clubs, and stones. That was all I 
needed to see. I turned and led the 
way. 

It wasn't far. We got there all too 
soon. Suddenly I stopped. Through 
the leaves of the big palm tree, I 
could see the Master talking to Peter. 
James, and John. I didn't move. I 
just stood there thinking. I felt ~s 
if I wanted to say, "None of them is 
Jesus." And yet ... thirty pieces of 
silver. 

The armed men crowded around 
me mumbling to themselves. 

"Which one, Judas?" The voice 
behind me was unexcited but firrr­ 
I reached down to my waist and ca~; 
essed the bag of coins. "That is He, 
I said. 

I walked quietly forward, reached 
up and kissed his bearded cheek· 
"Hail, Rabbi," I greeted, not daring 
to look up at Him. 

"Hail, friend," He answered. And 
as He said that, they rushed up an~ . 
seized Him. I turned my head an 
slid away. 
That night, time dragged on and 

on and on. My curiosity begged t0 
know what was happening. Fina!lYi 
I could stand it no longer, and 
started for the temple. 

As I approached, I could hear the 
bitter yells and roars of the crowdd 
I stood with my back to the gate all 
watched. Jesus, His hands tied be' 
hind Him, rested, leaning on the podt 
beside Him. His body was scourge.' 
and His face was spat upon. On hA 
back hung the cloak of a fool. d 
robed figure crept up behind aJ1 
kicked Him, and the crowd laughed 
A tall, heavy set man stepped r1°; 
wards Him. He struck Him on t 1 
face with the palm of his hand, saf 

' 
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1ng ''P Wb . rophesy unto us, 0 Christ. 
0 IS he that struck Thee?" 
I b · d ''W une my head in my hands. 

d hat have I done? What have I 
one?" 

ect But the voices of the crowd drown­ 
fied~utlmy s.obs. "Let. Hin;, be cruci- 

. et Him be crucified! 
ho~ turned and ran for I don't know 
denJ long. All I know is that I sud­ 
the Yh~ound myself face to face with 

c ief priests. 
1 ga~~eathing heavily, I stopped and 

siiv e ., at them. "Take back your 
lt .er, I cried. "I don't want it. 
~ the price of blood." 

chief he s~ile slid from the face of the 
eye f Pnest. He stared at me, his 

.~ ul! of contempt. 
to Now," he said. "Now you want 
ve/eturn them. Thirty pieces of sil­ 
No' covered with a friend's blood. 

w You want to return them, after 

Life 

you have traded them for a man's 
life. Go, you contemptible dog, be­ 
fore the very air becomes foul with 
the stench of your deed. Take your 
filthy silver. You valued it more 
than love and friendship and kind­ 
ness. You have made my job easy 
for me, too easy. So take the ransom 
which your greed has earned and go 
to a place where you can eternally 
count your pieces of silver as drops 
of blood. Go, for even I hate a 
traitor." 

I pulled the bag from around my 
waist and tightened my fingers around 
it. "No," I cried, casting the silver 
down at them. "No ... no ... NO!" 

The halter was now tightening 
around my neck. All I could see were 
pieces of silver and drops of blood 
falling around me. "Oh, God, I have 
betrayed You. God, Jesus, forgive 
the friend who ... " 

-Ted Bacino, '56 

A child tripped along and ran up the steps; 
In fascination descended them. 
Up and down each side, and then the middle, 
And across the width of each the child walked. 
Exhausting all ways of scaling them, 
The child left as he had come. 
In the wake of the child came the man. 
He stopped, sighed, labored up the ten, 
And walked on in weariness. 

-Darlene Liles, '5 5 
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Saga 
Now here is a good short story, 
As short as any you've heard, 
Some of you may not believe it 
But there's 'truth in every word. 
It was at the Durham plantation 
In the year of seventy-one, 
In Kentucky it was springtime 
And the planting had just begun. 
The war had long been over 
And their land was peaceful again. 
Some colored folk stayed uiah Master, 
Fearing new lives to begin. . 
It was dusk and the sun was amber, 
Jim Durham, in one of the sheds 
Surrounded by faithful servants, 
Was counting plants for tobacco beds. 
Catherine his winsome beauty 
Was setting the dining place, 
Near a blazing, crackling fire, 
Adorning table with silver and lace. 
Then suddenly oat of the west 
In the dust of a drought-bitten road, 
Came a band of mask-covered riders 
On steeds of grey and gold. 
Straight they drove to the yard, 
Jim Durham greeted them all. 
One man asked, as the leader, 
Food for his men, and his horses-a stall. 
Their faces, bitten by hunger, 
Appeared dirty, tired and thin, 
Each wore a loaded gun belt 
Well worn by many a sin. 
They sat at Catherine's table, 
Her table of silver and lace, 
And one man smiled a wicked smile 
Into Catherine's lovely face. 
The leader spoke in an instant, 
"Keep your eyes on your food," he whined. 
"Sorry, ma'am," he added, 
"Bob ain't used to the likes of you kind." 
The darkies, huddled in a corner, 
Had eyes round and iuhite, 
The room was quiet and tomb-like 
While fast came the darkness of night. 
They rose when they finished their eating, 
And the leader turned to say, 
"I hope we ain't bothered you none, 
And now, ma'am, we'll be on our way." 
Each left a golden dollar 
In a high and neat stacked pile. 
Each filed by J1m and Catherine, 
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As the leader bowed with a gentleman's style. 
Out of the west they came, 
And into the west they returned, 
But the household stayed up late that night 
Until many a log had been burned. 
Morning was crowned unt]: sunshine; 
With the birds' sweet songs in the trees 
When into the yard a rider came 
With ruffled hair from the new day's breeze. 
"Oh, Jim," he called in a high loud voice, 
"I've exciting news to unfold 
Of the robbery that happened late last night 
Fittu-thousand they took in dollars of gold. 
Greensburg was their mark. 
At the bank they took their stand, 
And this dirty work was done 
By the great Jesse James and his cut-throat band." 

-Joyce Hill, '54 

The North Woods 
h' 1'urn off the straight ribbon-like 
t ighway onto the Wisconsin black­ 
.WP and enter the heart of the North 
a ~ods. The route, no longer shiny 
in modern, becomes a black, wind­ 
bng way that passes scattered mail- 
0l<es guarding alluring lanes. 

f Pick one of these lanes appearing 
a1°rn among the birches and bump 
St Ong a hard sand road between great 
atnds of pine. The warning "honks" 
r-, each hill and each curve die off 
'"ea · n1nglessl y. 
fh1'ry, now, that old logging road. 
th e sand has washed away here and 
g/re, exposing immense roots. Grass 
an~Ws high between the tire. tracks 
es PUtrs beneath the car as it bounc- 

over the ruts. Wild oats brush 

high on the fenders. 
Round the last curve and roll 

down to the lake - large and quiet 
now that dusk has settled the waves 
and whitecaps. Wash from a van­ 
ished outboard and the rise of a 
single fish are the only movements 
on the lake. Over to the left the lake 
is a mass of shadows, highlights, and 
reflections. To the right it is black 
as the sun sinks behind the hill of 
pine. 

Feel that certain quiet and calm­ 
ness of nature? 

Soak up the quiet and the calm­ 
ness, for nowhere else will you find 
such peace and contentment. 

-Faith Riley, '54 
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. ff res spit curls were not the easiest coi u 
with which to tangle. 

Oh, to be able to charleston li~eh~ 
true flapper! The prover?ial. "n1 r 
arm" would be my contnbut1on ° 
that talent! ·r 

Yet did those flappers with tbet 
' eC' racoon-clad boyfriends have ,Y~e. 5 •' 

ret of the riddle we call h~tng? 
tucked inside their rolled stockings.'! 

But now let us push aside the ve~, · k 1"'leel' of tomorrow and take a quic !' re 
into 1980. This is an age of pnva0, 
helicopters. The jet-propelled aut st 
mobile has faded into the dim pa 
known as history. 

The Search 
Just like every other normally frus­ 

trated human creature in this day and 
age, I have a problem. However, my 
mental anguish does not concern the 
price of beef or the recent presiden­ 
tial election. My dilemma is simply 
this: was I born too early or too late? 
It really isn't the most important 
problem in my life, but I just some­ 
times dream of living in a different 
era. 

Through no planning on my part, 
I arrived in this big wide world in 
the year of our Lord, 1932, and I 
shall not lament the fact that I have 
to live in it. But recent trends have 
started me wondering what it would 
have been like to have lived in that 
great era of the "charleston." 

Let us reverse the march of time 
and look in on the "Roaring '20's." 
Prohibition would have been one of 
the "evils" to endure; however, it 
was no doubt more exciting to saun­ 
ter very shadily up to a disguised 
"speak-easy" and ask for "Joe" than 
to walk glibly into' a cocktail lounge 
and be on the "look-out" on! y for 
a stray professor rather than ·a cop. 

How could Campus Clara keep 
from laughing when Joe College 
came to the dorm in his "convert­ 
i ble"-this sense of the word mean­ 
ing topless car day and night, sum­ 
mer or winter. Perhaps after the first 
few dates she could distinguish his 
fog- horn from those of the other 
models, but did she honestly admire 
his flat-top hat, horn rim glasses and 
racoon coat? 

Joe could have indulged in a hardy 
roar also when Clara came out to 
meet him in her new pleated skirt 
that didn't reach quite far enough to 
cover her painted knees. She was 
probably late since those forehead 

red One now orders a hydrogena k- 
atomic highball rather than a cod!(a 
tail. "Moscow mules" and vo at 
have been outlawed. A:nd for tb11e 
"morning after" breath-pleaser. ~ut 
must purchase - not sen sen, 
chlorophyll ammoniated jujubes. d 

. . a!le The latest fad in dancing 1s. c js 
the "mars masher." The monicker s 
very apropos because the step w~l 
introduced to this country by sever 
men from Mars. 

l . rnust I fear the women of t 11s age . tl 
adhere very strictly to a starvatt0 e 
diet; bow else could they sque~:Z.g 
into the exotically styled form-fittl~, 
garments? And that little gre~n m~)'Je 
ster called Envy must pop into ot 
path of every woman who does 11 is . part possess an atomic-weave coat. Jd 
is still the fashion center of the wor e' 
but it takes so little time to call Retltl; 
transatlantic distance, and .ha~e yo ;J. 
selection in the next morning s ma Je 
The old saying about pe0P s 

throwing stones at glass houses )1ao 
turned into reality, but there is ~­ 
danger of breakage with the inve 
tion of metallic glass. 
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Again I ask, will these future 
people unearth the secret humanity 
is searching? I wonder .... 
th Enough day dreaming! Soon after 
the riotous living of the '20' s came 
h e tragedy of the depression; per­ 
b aps the mechanistic tomorrow will 
ring with it untold catastrophes. 

Coming right down to it, my prob­ 
lem isn't a problem after all. This 
is 19 5 3. There is no time like the 
present; pardon me while I slip into 
my worn-out jeans and saddle shoes 
and really live! 

-Marilyn Seidelmann, '54 

A Seasonal Portrait 
Trees lay aside their crisp, cool-looking green garb 
For new creations of rich, glowing tones of sun-bright 

yellow, golden amber, burnished copper, and deep 
fiery scarlet ... 

Azure-blue skies ostentatiously display billows of 
spotlessly white clouds, 

So light and fluffy that disillusioned children reach 
for them with outstretched arms 

As if reaching for cotton candy from a post-season 
street carnival oendet ... 

A silvery harvest moon glides across a swatch of 
diamond-studded jet oeloet - 

Brisk winds hustle to transport milkweed and tumble­ 
weed down to new destinations - 

Air, choked by the smoke of bonfires, settles down 
on the countryside 

Like smog descends upon the unsightly landscape 
adjacent to a steel production center - 

And autumn, as she takes one final fling, 
Leaves a memory to which I cling tenaciously 
As Nature's villain, Winter, makes its unwelcome debut. 

-Patricia Miller, '54 
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I Am the Mill 
I am the mill, 

And this is my song. 
I haoe eaten my fill, 

And haoe done my wrong. 
I am the sawmill at Marine Mills, 

which is actually the oldest civilian 
settlement in Minnesota. The first 
white men here were Lewis S. Judd 
and David Hone, who on May 8, 
1838, came up the St. Croix from the 
Mississippi on the steamer "Palmyra" 
and founded the Marine Lumber 
Company. They named the settle­ 
ment for a village in Illinois that had 
been founded by several sea captains 
from the East. They made me with 
their own hands, and I started op­ 
erations in 1839. In 1875 I was in 
my glory on the bountiful St. Croix, 
forty miles north of the present lo­ 
cation of the Twin Cities. 

In the cold winters husky loggers 
would cut the towering virgin pine 
on the upper St. Croix and Kettle 
Rivers. The blizzards cut them off 
from all traces of civilization during 
the cutting season, but then spring 
would come, and with it the log 
drives. At High Banks and at Yellow 
Banks the logs thundered down the 
steep embankments, plunged into the 
surging river, and reeled and shut­ 
tered as they started the long journey 
to me, the mill. At Marine the logs 
would cover the surface of the river 
as far as I could see, waiting their 
turn to be cut into planks by my 
powerful steel jaws. 

I was as solid and as mighty as 
the men who built me. Five-hundred 
pound sandstone blocks, cut from 
the river bank, made my foundation. 
My water wheel was made of solid 
wood, six feet in diameter. Its axle 
was shaped by the lumberjacks them­ 
selves from a sturdy oak. Above my 

blocks of stone, which were planted 
firmly in the earth, was the verY 
heart of me. An unpainted frarne 
structure, I extended out over tbe 
river for at least twenty feet and ped­ 
haps another forty feet onto the [an · 
The large swift trout stream was 
straightened and planked to forrn ~ 
millrace. I was a picture of pow1e 
and advancement - a giant of t 1e 
lumbering saga. 

On the hills at my back rose rnY 
town of nine hundred inhabitants· 
Marine Mills. The colonial mansiond 
of the J udds and the Hones rowere 
over the loggers' small frame houses 
which hovered on the hills. TW0 
frame hotels, the blacksmith sh0Pd 
the flour mill, the general store, an 
a couple of rowdy taverns were on 
the main street. A white frame to~11 
hall was right behind me, and updin 
the hills one found a church an f 
stone jail, which, in those days 0 

violence, were both often used. 
My people were busy and bustlin\S 

on the crowded dirt streets. The ba~s 
and hotels were filled with roug ' 
coarse- bearded 1 urnberjacks, wil~­ 
eyed young men, and busy fur. tra d 
ers. Indians and half-breeds mingle 
on the streets; women scurried frorJ'l 
home to store and back again. Dirtf 
blond-haired little children were a' 
ways under foot-fighting, laughing• 
crying. Men of distinction came tl 
visit my town, too. On the hotel 
register are the names of Gener::i 
Grant and John Jacob Astor, wb0 
have looked on my mighty bein\S 
with praise and admiration. 

Don't get the idea that my rne!l 
were dour and earnest. It was an un­ 
trammeled existence that my logger~ 
lived. There were scandals, too, fo 
never did desire flourish more dra' 
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lllatically than under the pines. They 
Were free to live as they pleased, and 
they knew it, and they showed it. 

b In 1889 I was shut down. My 
wlging muscles ceased their flexing. 
hy? My greedy fingers had bared 

al! the earth in my grasp, and my 
~rear teeth had no more timber to 
evour. I had won. The trees were 

gone! All of them! 

1 Now even the last of my mighty 
Urnberjacks is dead. Oh yes, there 
are still a few .. who remember when 
~y great saws were stopped, but no- 
?dy is really left from those days of 

Violence and splendor. 
On the hills at my back lies a 

heacefu!, tree-shaded village of two 
Mn~red and ninety inhabitants: 
arrne-on-St. Croix. The black­ 

sni· tth shop, the flour mill, the hotels 
'-they' re gone. They have built !'J 
~ew- church. The stone jail is still 
here, but the boy scouts use it for a 
llleeting place. The town hall houses f fire department and a small rental 
tbrary. Several gas stations face the 
toad of shiny tar and stone. 
Now, Marine-on-St. Croix is loved 

and known by on! y two types of 
People. First are the friendly and 
reacefuj villagers, most of them over 
forty, who still remember my glory 
.torn the tales of the past. The ma­ Jo . w rity of them are farmers, some 
C'0rk in Stillwater or the Twin 
thtres, and some are children. Then 
h ere are the rich summer folk, who 
ave built beautiful homes along the 

river. Their homes surpass by far 
the old mansions. These summer 
dwellers still brood with a mixture 
of antiquarian and mere! y malicious 
satisfaction at my days of fury and 
scandal. 

I'm still here, too, but you don't 
know how I have aged. Behind the 
town hall a steep, overgrown trail 
of eroded sandstone shelves leads 
down to the river bank. The tall 
trees make it dark down there and 
almost hide me from your sight. 
You hear the bubbling and the gay 
laughter of the trout stream as it 
bounces into the muddy river. It is 
not far to jump, and you soon find 
yourself across it and in my humbled 
presence. 
You can see giant blocks of sand­ 

stone which resemble a once sturdy 
foundation. But there is moss grow­ 
ing in clusters on them, and some are 
crumbled. You can see how part of 
me has melted into the rocky out­ 
croppings of the bluff over which I 
once towered. Above my foundation 
is nothing. All of my timbers and 
walls and saws and my very magni­ 
tude are gone. By the stream my 
rotting water wheel leans precari­ 
ously against a remnant of a sand­ 
stone wall. The trees, which I bad 
once overpowered, loom over me; 
I am damp and dark and cold. For 
me the sun is gone, and I am lonely. 
I am all that is left. I am alone. I 
am destroyed by my own greed. 

-Jobn J. Magnuson, '56 
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is; 

To Be 
To be 

Is 
is to be. 

I am me, and thou art thee. 
Birds sing; 
Trees grow; 
Spring comes; 
Farmers sow. 
We recognize 

a smile, 
a nod; 

But tell me, please­ 
W hat is God? 
-Frances Eickstead, '54 

Authority 
The man who carries a gun does so because 

the man behind him carries authority 
as if it were one. 

Authority by itsel! is a rock balanced on 
a marble. 

A scarecrow with a tuxedo is still a 
scarecrow; 

And after a while euen the crows don't 
get frightened. 

The smiling man who gets serious makes us 
wonder, 

But when the serious man rolls on the floor, 
you lose respect. 

When a man climbs down to your level, you 
hold him in contempt, 

We must be awfully careful about how we 
treat our gods. 

I'm sorry, but that's how it is. 

-Erwin Zipse, '54 
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China Gods 
Endings are like stair landings: They 

usually lead to something else .... 
"We must be awfully careful about the 

way we treat our gods." 
Our gods are like the good china people 

keep; only for special uses, you 
know. 

Part of the value of both lies in the 
fact alone that they are fragile; 
they can easily be broken. 

We pride ourselves in the way we keep them 
sheltered; we call that faith. 

We save them for special uses, like companq 
or distress. 

And even if 1they aren't too practical, we 
enjoy looking at them and telling 
others we ow.n such things. 

When they're broken, we sigh, and either 
do without them or find something 
to replace them uuth. 

-Erwin Zipse, '54 

One Bird 
One bird 
Is perched on a rooftop 
All too ready 
To take wing into madness. 

One bird 
Looks down to the earth 
And he thinks that he 
Is better than you. 

One bird 
Is struck by truth 
And sees the crowd 
Soaring above him. 

-Joan Kasten, '5 4 
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The Cars 

Someday-someday soon. Maybe 
tomorrow. Maybe even today. But 
there had been so many todays, so 
many heart-breaks. It was better t.o 
think of tomorrow, for tomorrow is 
always fresh and new and alive. One 
could never be hurt in tomorrow; it 
was today that brought new grief. 

Another car was coming. A blue 
car. He had gone away in a blue car! 
But he wouldn't necessarily come 
back in the same one. Still, she hur­ 
ried to the curb and watched it come 
up to her. There was a man with 
grey hair and glasses and a woman 
who looked at .her strangely. He 
might be hiding in the back seat, try­ 
ing to fool her as he liked to do. She 
stood on tiptoe to look into the floor 
of the back seat. It was empty. 
The warmth and hope that had 

welled up in her like a tide died out, 
and her smile faded like sunset into 
dusk. 

She went back and sat down on 
the bench, waiting for another car. 
A squirrel scampered across the street 
and ran up a tree directly in front 
of her. She clucked at it and smiled; 
it stopped an instant before dashing 
into the foliage and out of sight. 

As she sat there, she examined her 
hands, which were folded peacefully 
in her lap. They were getting a little 
wrinkled now, but they were still 
very soft and delicate. She remem­ 
bered how those very hands had held 
him when he was a baby, and com­ 
forted when he was frightened, and 
soothed him when he was sick. She 
remembered, too, how those very 
hands had waved goodbye to him as 
he drove off to the railway station in 
the blue car. 

He had been gone a long time now; 
almost eight years. He had written 
often of all the places he had been, 
and she had felt as though she were 
seeing the world through his eyes. 

He had sent her a grass skirt frorll 
Hawaii, and she had sent him cook' 
ies every week. On his birthday she 
had baked a cake, and put it in a 
box, then filled the box with poPd 
corn as protection for the cake, an 
sent it off. 

1t Then she got the telegram. d 
shocked her at first, till she realize 
he was just playing a trick on her, 
trying to fool her. The cake ca~e 
back. It didn't matter, she'd ba e 
a huge cake when he came home~ 
devils' food-he did so love devils 
food cake with white icing. 

He had promised he would come 
back and so now she waited for rbe 
cars, watching each one come uld 
knowing that one time a car wou 
come, and he would be in it. 

A leaf blew from the tree ab0~e 
and fell on her hands; a bright re d 

1 . e and-gold maple leaf. She rea iz r 
that winter was coming-anotbe 
winter - - = , d 

A car was coming. She got up a1\ 
almost ran to the curb. The sund, 
rays mirrored from the car's win 0 shield, so that she could not see wb g 
was driving. It was a man-a youn t 
man! Her heart leaped into her thr0~e 
as she stepped off the curb in to }ie 
street. The car slowed down! lt 
was going to stop! It was he! 
was - - <, But the car did not st('.P' 
it merely swung wide to avoid }1it' 
ting her, and went on. 
The molten beams of the sull 

splashed their colors over the skY• 
soaking the clouds with rich bue5· d 
The watchman closed and locl<-~e 

the gates as she walked back to t c 
large, bleak building, the leaves d~11 d 
ing gaily about her in the chill win ' 
as if taunting her. be 

Someday-someday soon. MaY 
tomorrow. 

·?6 -Roger Margason, 
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My Garden 

Long baoe I sought 
Along the neatly bot dered paths 

of my high-walled garden 
For that which I hoped to find. 
Not content, I, with the first bright bloom 

that met my eye; 
They taught me to look for a sturdy stem 

and well-matched leaoes of purest green. 
You will know it by its fragrance, 

they would say, as you draw near. 
There's no mistaking, no, no doubt or fear. 
Yet, in my garden there are none like this; 
Outside, perhaps, 

buc the wall is high, and the thorns 
will tear my tender flesh, 

And I am afraid. 
Here the barren soil distorts, somewhat, 

the first young shoots; 
And thus perfection loses sway to truth. 
And yet, there is a trace of perfume in t he air­ 
Perhaps, if I bent down and pressed my face 

against the coolness of the petals 
I could find its home. 

But no, how silly, they would say; 
She wears a faded flower in her hair 

and does not know its petals droop! 
And so I walk along the path, 
Gaze at the still blooms in all their color, 
And when it grows dark 
I go inside 

and shut the door. 

-Frances Eickstead, '5 4 
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The Christmas Angel 
Miss Warner, teacher of Big 

Woods Country School, and her stu­ 
dents were busily painting the sets 
for their annual Christmas program. 
They were singing Christmas carols, 
and brushes slap-slapped against the 
cardboard props in time to the music. 
Everyone was excitedly looking for­ 
ward to the night of the perform- 
ance. . 
They had just finished a rousing 

chorus of "Jingle Bells" when Peter 
Dirks stood up. "M. J., sing us your 
song!" All eyes looked toward Mary 
Jane Parkins. "Yes, Mary Jane, do 
sing it again for us," agreed Miss 
Warner. "Yes, sing, M. J." chorused 
the painters. 

Mary Jane shyly smiled the pretty 
smile that showed her dimples. She 
never had to be coaxed to sing. "All 
right, but you kids better keep on 
painting while I sing 'cause we've got 
to get these done." She began to sing 
in the sweet, natural voice that al­ 
ways found its way 'into ever)'. heart 
that heard it. They had promised to 
continue working, but it was almost 
impossible to keep one's mind on 
anything else when Mary Jane sang. 
Her voice held them spellbound as 
its clear highness floated over the 
room. 

Everyone liked to hear Mary Jane 
sing, and her voice was in demand 
on all occasions. She had never had 
a singing lesson, but her voice had 
an inborn quality that stirred every 
ear. She had sung in the Christmas 
play since sh: was in second grade, 
and this, her sixth year at Big Woods, 
would be her last opportunity to 
sing as the angel. 
The song ended, and the now 

silent room still held the imaginary 
echo of its beauty. Paint brushes fell 

unheeded as all hands applauded 
Mary Jane. Peter Dirks, alwaY5 
spokesman for the group, simply e:lC' 
· "Gee pressed its great appreciation. r 

that was swell, M. J." Sylvia Her' 
rick picked up her paint brush. 

"It was nice, M. J., but my sing' 
ing teacher says ... " 
Peter rushed to Mary Jane's de­ 

fense. "M. J. never had no screWY 
singing teacher yet and she' 11 neve~ 
need one." Mary Jane, the peace 

5 maker, did not want any argument 
especially about her. 

"Come on, kids. These sets ha": 
to be done. Let's see how much W 
can get through with today!" 

Painting resumed and everyone 
worked diligently for a few minutesf 
Suddenly Miss Warner felt aware 0d 
someone watching her. She turde 
toward the door. It framed the 15' 

tinguished looking figure of the sur: 
erintendent of schools. ",Go~d affi~­ 
noon, Mr. Herrick. We re JUSt ,, 
ishing up the sets for the program· d 

"Hello, Miss Warner." He glance 
dutifully at the painters. "VerY 
nice, uh-Miss Warner, I'd like t~ 
talk to you-alone." As there wi 
only one room in the little s~h0~5~ 
he obviously wanted her to d1sm~!l 
the children. She looked up to t e 
him that they needed every sp~5 
minute to paint the sets, but \ 
small bead-like eyes stared down a, 
her with that 'Tm your boss, remell1 
ber" look. She sighed to herself· ll 

"All right. O.K., kids. That's a 
for today. We'll finish up tomor~ 
row." Peter turned and looked _a 

5 her with raised eyebrows. "But 1\115 
Warner ... " ,, 

"We'll finish tomorrow, Peter· 
5 The children had left, and she wad 

alone with Mr. Herrick. He cleare 
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his throat almost nervously and be­ 
gan, "I know, Miss Warner, that 
Your Christmas program is always 
Very well prepared and given." 

"Thank you. We do our best." 
. "But I have a suggestion for an 
1tnprovement this year. My niece, 
~Ylvia, has had singing lessons for 
Ve years and has a superior voice. 

She would make even a better angel 
than Mary Jane Parkins. I want her 
to have the part." 
Miss Warn~r's whole body tensed 

aht the thought of Sylvia Herrick as 
t e angel. Sylvia, an only child, had 
been sheltered and molded by adoring 
grown-ups for so long that she had 
~ever had time to develop a person- 
lity or mind of her own. She had 
bCeen sent to the best voice teacher in 
h1cago to learn to sing. She was 

~aught how each note should be 
0rmed and how it should always 

1 hound. Sylvia's singing came from 
fer brain while Mary Jane's came 
tom her heart. 
''But, Mr. Herrick, I 
'.'A voice developed by the best 

tra · d I " !vJ:·1n1ng must not be waste . . .. 
1 tss Warner did not hear anything 
~.se he said. She was thinking of how 
Sh Isappointed Mary Jane would be. 

e Wanted to argue with him, but 
a Big Woods teacher did not argue 
With Mr. Herrick and keep her job. 
w' Mr. Herrick got up to leave. "You 11! make the change then? I'm sure 
r.ou will find it a great improvement 
-wr Your prgram. Good day, Miss 
arner." She did not have time to 

say goodbye before he was gone. 
The following day during lunch 

~0~r while the children were outside 
Uilding snowmen, Miss Warner 

Sal!ed Mary Jane into the building. i: burst into the room, her bright 
c eeks almost as red as her jacket. 

"Gee, Miss Warner, is it nice out! 
The snow looks just like hundreds 
of little diamonds. Oh yes, my 
mother told me to ask you-should 
I wear a white choir robe to sing in?" 

Miss Warner caught her breath. 
"Mary Jane, sit down, dear. I have 
something to tell you." Mary Jane 
bounced into a front seat and looked 
intently ,,at her teacher. "Yes, Miss 
Warner. 
The teacher had rehearsed this lit­ 

tle speech a dozen different ways, but 
now all she could do was say it brief­ 
ly and bluntly. "Mary Jane, Sylvia 
is going to sing as the angel this year. 
Mr. Herrick and I feel sure that with 
her training she will be able to do 
a better job." Mary Jane's eyes 
seemed to be staring holes through 
her. Then they slowly filled with 
tears. She got up from the chair and 
started toward the door. Miss War­ 
ner started to follow her. "Mary 
Jane, I ... " 

Mary Jane choked back a sob. 
"She's his niece, isn't she?" She ran 
out the door to the playground. The 
other children led by Peter saw her 
tears and rushed over to her. She 
was evidently telling them the news, 
for their young faces wore startled 
frowns. Then they all picked up 
snow balls and threw them merciless- 
1 y at poor Sylvia. Mary Jane soon 
stopped the bombardment, and they 
all went behind the snow fort and 
Miss Warner could no longer see 
them. 
The week until the program was 

not a happy one for Miss Warner. 
She could see the resentment in the 
children's eyes, all, of course,_ but 
Sylvia's. She had shown absolutely 
no feeling about getting the part 
whatever. 

At last the big night arrived. The 
single room of the school was aglow 

[ 21] 


