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This is one of many sections that contain information, photos, newspaper articles, internet items, etc.
of the St. Matthews area and especially of Waggener High School. Many of the items came from Al
Ring’s personal collections but many people have helped and I have tried to give credit where I can.

The purpose of this “collection” was to create the history of Waggener and the students and teachers
who were there during my time. Being retired I now have time to do many of the things I have al-
ways wanted, this project is just one of them. The collection is continuing today, so if you should
have old or new information on the St. Matthews area from 1950 to 1962 or Waggener High, please
contact Al Ring.

All graphics have been improved to make the resolution as good as possible, but the reader should
remember that many came from copies of old newspaper articles and photos. Credit to the source of
the photos, etc. is provided whenever it was available. We realize that many items are not identified
and regret that we weren’t able to provide this information. As far as the newspaper articles that are
not identified, 99% of them would have to be from one of three possible sources. The Courier-
Journal, The Louisville Times or one of the Voice publications. Books that we have used for some
information include, Randy, Cactus, Uncle, Ed and the Golden age of Louisville Television, Wag-
gener High School Alumni Directory 1996, Waggener Traditional High School Alumni Directory
2007, Memories of Fontaine Ferry Park, St. Matthews The Crossroads of Beargrass by Samuel W.
Thomas, St. Matthews, 25 Years a City Two Centuries a Community, St. Matthews 1960-1995, Wag-
gener Lair’s 1958 to 1962, The Holy Warrior, Muhammad Ali, Louisville’s Own (An [llustrated En-
cyclopedia Of Louisville Area Recorded Pop Music From 1953 to 1983).

Please use this information as a reference tool only. If the reader uses any of the information for any
purpose other than a reference tool, they should get permission from the source.

Special thanks to Marie VanHoose Sayre for this copy.
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EdAitors' Corner

The making of a high school literary magarine has been, for
us of the INTROSPECT Staff, an act of faith, Faith that the
Vaggener student body, or at least a significant portion of
1t, would not be content to lead in foothall and Merit Semi-
finalists alone, but woul< also desire to have an upper hand
in the more artistic realms of creative writing, music, art,
and dramatics,

There have been many prohblems arising in transforming
this act of fate into around forty pages of print with some-
thing of value contained in that print., Besides all the usual
problems, here unlisted, which confront any average estab-
lished publication =taff, there were also cuite a few unusual
and unique ones, ones entailed by the fact that this issue i=s
volume one, number one, Such things, for examnle, as choosing
a name, selecting judeing criteria, finding a compromise be-
tween size and quality of printing and a limited budget.

The magazine as you see 1t now is not a mold from which
all other INTROSPECT 1{issues are to be cast, The staff this
year has had many plans an® dreams which have not met realiza-
tion bhecause of the newness and experimental nature of the
effort. Primarily, an attempt will be made in the future to
expand the efforts in the magazine tn include art photog-
raphy, more art work, scholarly essays, plays, and perhaps
even music, song, an? dance, Also, regular departments will
he established, such as a jazz column, art and dramatic criti-
cism, etc,

= 3+ =

It 1s our honor and pleasure, as editors of the INTRO-
SPECT, to announce the winner of the INTROSPF:zCT Editor's
Award, given to the person who has contributed, in our opi-
nlon, the best single plece of creative writing to the
magazine, This year the Award pgoes to Helen Bisha for her
poem, Colorado. This poem also won first place in the @uill
and Scroll contest, Senior High Poetry Jivision,

Helen Bisha has also won the INTROSPHCT Spontaneous Cre-
ative Yiriting Contest, which carries a %5,00 first prize, Her
winning plece entered in that contest was A Drop of Rain, A
Glass of '"iine. Helen wrote this poem from a pre=elected title
given her, in ten minutes,

For other pleces in the magazine, coming from this same
contest, see: "X", "Reflections at Close Range", "Two and a
Half Feet on Which to Go", "The Twilight of the Gods", "Hatred
or Faith"ﬁ "The Ultimate Simplicity - A Child's Innocence”,
"A Pencil"”, "The Ultimate Simplicity of Faith",

& * %

Credits and Thanke to:

Our hard-working sponsor, krs, lcGuire, without whose
active help and 1interest, and constant inspiration (with a
1little prodding) 1t can truthfully be saild that this magazine
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would not have been possible,

Pepey Calhoun, our Art Editor, who drew very skillfully
all the art work in the magazine, including the cover,

Sandy Walker and Lynne Lawson, who worked on all of the
copy for the magazine.

Mrs, Katherine Kirwan, sponsor of the Quill and Secroll,
who managed the Quill and Sceroll Contest,

All of our patrons (see back page) and all of you who
hnve purchased a copy of the magazine, who must always form
the broad base for the supvort of the INTROSFECT.

3 3 3

In this, the first issue, a comment will be made concerning
the selection and meaninz of the name INTROSPzCT, Of course,
it 1s useless and adolescent to read any deep significance lnto
any single word, not to mention the semantic Impossibility of
the task, But in the name "introspect", which literally means
"looking into" with the connotations of self-searching or con-
sciousness of one's inward self, we believe that we have come
close to describing the essence of any good creative writing.,
it 1s our hope that we have been able to give you some of this
essence in this the first issue of the INTROSPuiCT.

Jim Thompson
Elliott Neubauer
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zditor's Hote:

"Colorado", winner of the Quill and Scroll Senior Poetrv
Divislon, end the INTROEFZCT Zditore' Awerd, by liise Tlelen
Bisha truly warrents close sttention for its beesuty as roetry,
its deevn, almost mystic, percentions into men end nrture, ond
the unity of the whole throurh linkrpge of its dispesrete portse.

Colorado

Trom the land of Red Rocks,

From the land of Shining Mountains,

T'rom thersere-aunu-golden nleins, the tell prairies,
Tn Indion-Tilesss

Thev come, ond there is little singing among U g
vue they have seen the white mon,

And ¥mow the endlessness of his numbers,

£nd ere acouecinted with desth.

But not in flizsht, stumbling in desner-tlion; they come,

They march, if not heppily, proudly.

Only the children lauszh es thev dash between the ponies'! lers,
nd the papooses stare at the world with solerm-eyed hanpiness.

The tribes pess, and leave little sisn of their roines.

A discarded moccesin, o brolten bow...

The thicir mountain grass springs cuicizly erect behind troveils
voles:

Unshod ponies merk no grest roods...

There is only sn absence vhere they stood.

There is an emptiness where- they arc no longer.

Trom the areat flat-lsnds.

From the land of the gauvnt roclze

Vhere the only shade is cast by t-e 'puncher's horee
TUn the trail...

The dravers push the bis herds.

Lon~horns wild and wary.

Reedv to spook at & coumar or o cuick-runninz storm,
Thelr horns mazing like the bere hranches of a winter forest.
Raisingz the dust of the treil,

Covered by the dust of Texas and Colorado

Trailine to the hirh proiries of Viyominm end "ontene
Puched by lean ridercs on wiry ronles,

Riders with tied-dovn ropos.

"olloved by tall men on fine sleek horses,

men with tied=-dovm guns.

Trom the Eest thev come, and from the Orient
To push...

To drive rails acros:s the pleins,
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To nzimer tunnels thrcush the mountzing,
Brinrin~ men t- build Cities of Gold,

Cibole in & city of tents.

Torms that boom and die

And leave svavine rains

Fitifully arromnnt armninet t*e nrajirie wind.

here the sornd of gold once rang,

And the 1l1l-tuned pianos tinkled along the dusty streets:
The belles danced here, darlinrs of the frontier,

iné tool: their —av in ~old dust.

"rom evervwhere thev come
To build and to stev.

To build & sod house or ¢ mansion,

Or a eclty, rising =11 azlitter.

New end fine, with no place for tiie old and outworn—
Scoured clean by the constant wind,

Polished by the harsh wind.

Rising from & land that commands and demends respect,

A herd countrv, new and crude

Gaudy end loud

Untouched and untouchadvle

And auviet enourh to hear the wet chuckle of ¢ mountain stream
Or the sound of the sunset.

A land end a city clumsily ralsed by neonle

Who laugh, and shouvt, and quarrel,

And wor’” well torether.

A farmer from the pleins of Fungary

A logzrer from Norway

A Chinese whose grandfather forged a molden railrosd spiless.
Feople vho dis thelr hends into the earth

And tors un neon snangles

To challenge the starlight

Over the land.

-Helen Bisha
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The Quiet Conqueror

The dark twlilight races around the stiff, dead elms,
and rustles the sombre branches,

And whirle the dried leaves

Still) henging from them.

And the gray-field grasses blow in the nurple breeze,
flet to the zround,

Their sceds lons fallen

Anc¢ their spirits broken.

And the chill sea wind blows the icy sapray
until 1t shatters

Against the blsck rocks,

And the beaches are empty.

&nd the cregey hilli, the fox, frozen in & trap,
ond the cold streets of & grest empty city

Are all etched agsinst the black night;

And the autumm gives way to winter.

-Julia Bloch

Hatred Or feith

Scarlett was its color and it ususzlly hung sedetely in the
reer of the closet where it couvld be seen by no one. Todey,
however, I remembered it esnd suddenly had to see it sgain. I
loclted the door, crossed the room, and broucht out the symbol
of my hatred. The dress linsered limply on its hencer, then
edred slightly over one end and folded upon the rug beneath.
T stared at it. Once T hed thourht it besutiful with its vel-
vety coftness end white lace trim, but now it wes uzly; for-
bidding. Weuld I never forret? Vieren't minds geared +to shut
out terrible experiences and retein only the pleasant henpen-
Inms? 1y eyes closed and I sew them: My family, the waron,
the prairie. TVow had they gotten lost? TWaote? Predestina-
tion? Yho knew but God? Suddenly they were alone with only
the fire to oresent assuronce. They would have mace it to the
river tret day where celebrations were in store. I had donned
my scerlett dress for the occasion for Father had once szid it
gave £ becominz flush to my cheeks. ILost on the prairie with
a brolken vheel and little food. Helpl! Help! Viould someone
never cone? But no one came and we stayed there and starved
and sickened. My mother grew frall end psle wlith hollowed
cheeks and sunken eyes. [Father fell on a kmife sccidentally,
or wae 1t, and died the next day. God would help us, I knew.
We rust have feith. In spite of our feith, my mother rotted
from starvetion and in a torturous period of convuleions,
consciocusness and unconsciousness, finelly could fight no morec.
Now, I was alone. I walked, and welked, but Imew not vhere.
I rirped my scoarlett dreses on thorne, but I wellked, helf

-
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erewling, helf stumbling. fnowing I eould go no further, 1
welked. I must keepeesses '

I flashed Dbaclkt to reality and looked at the dress on the
floor. Its color metched the hetred vhich welled up within
me. TFatred for those people who did not come, for the prairie,
for myself, but most of all for God. %hat divine purnose
could he have for this tragedy? Could he have had a resson?
Ee rmust hevel I picked up the dress, pleced it on its henrer
once egein and sudcdenly thought it was beautiful. God must
have vanted it that way.

-Sendy Walker

number two

Oh Mother Sun

Ve are not yet born.

The eerth 1s your fertile womb
And we are your children—
Children of your womb

Soon to be freed—

Freed from our blessed shell.

Do you bleed, dear lother, and suffer?
For we are your children—

Encased in PRIJUDICE,

An abstration of EATE.

Ravaged are wyour delights,
Cennibalized, your children;

And dammeé be thelr deeds.

Yet praised slso, our Nother,
For torniorrow we leave you=—
If not by your design,

Then by our own hard work.
Qur scouts ere dispetched,
Our machines ere poised.
Tomorrow we are born.

Tomorrow we fly through space eternal.
Our mouths will spesk,

Cur eyes will see,

Cur minds will marvel, as we expand.
Qur birth traume begins—TOMNORRQOW.

Now tell me, Mother desar,
Are we old enough, to be sd born?

-Brent Billerman

"A time to be born,
And a time to die."
~HEecleciastes III, 1.
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The Crvetal Torecst

“hat vesterday we called the
old brovn woods, todey is & crystal
forest. Vhet miracle in the night
has chenged this place of mold and
mustiness into & wonderment of
peavty and delight? VWhere Dbefore
the darlt old oak stood bare of its
sunmer greenery, shivering in the
fog end cold, it now stands magnif-
icently gowvmed in shimmering ice,
resching ite silvery 1limbs 1like
nyeticel fingers to the warmth of
the glowing sune. Today is its day
of grandeur. The crystal forest
vvill live Torever in the meriories
of peonle passing by. The brown
far’s woods will be for~ottene.

The wind whisnere softly srovnd
the crystel-encesed brenches, stir=-
ring them faintly so thev cetch the
sunlight, reflectins it back in
myried colors, as wo . 1ld excuieite jewels.

Tiven the little shrub has ite .oment of delirht when smell
animele come to geze upon it in bewildered surprise. Yester-
dey theyv nibbled at its roots and pulled et its liu.e, lesvine
it strecsly and ugly. Today it is = thing of rare beauty as
thou,i. ceressed by God's hend. His light of life was left
upon it.

Clouds gather in the far edge of sky and puffe of wind

sheke the trees. The 1ce snaps end crecks 1in response.
ILittle by 1little, the trees' sheath of silver falls to the for-
est floor. The sun ig incressingly wermer and the ice scon
bexins to melt, dripring 1like teers from the trunk of the old
oak, doomed once agaein to derkness end shadows.
Prom now, until snother freeze, the trees will be brown, dead
end ugly. They will only be the woods where 1ittle children
rre warned never to wander; where older peonle have no regson
to wender;

But, if you come 1in the bleckness and miet and listen
closely, intently, vou can still heer the old oesk, the youn~
nine, vhispering in the darlmess, of the nisht they became and
the day thev were beheld as the beavtiful crystal forest.

-Bonnie Mevyer

"A thing of beauty is e joy forever."-John Keats
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The (1timete Simplicity of Waith

It was derk and demp end sultry. The plent inhsbitants of
the forest seemed froren by a lifeless, opprecsive heat. She
vee running, scerambling, falling, tripping, running, running
Shreouch the dense wood from & kmovm monumental horror of her
1ife. GSeverel 1soleted rifle shots shocked the stifling air.

er knees and whole body collespsed with terror.

For e long time, she lay 1in the moss behind a gigantic
i'atherly tree that wanted to vrotect such & smel) eirl from
her merciless, hecthen pursuers. TFer brecth was returnine
clowly, but her heart wss all tuckered out from bestinc so
nard and long. The eronizing terror that hed loclred her men-
tal powers was meltin~ now, end the reslity of her plicht was
becoming clear. She had escaped with ten others, but now she
wee by herself and frichtened end desperste and thirsty.
Tedn't eny one of her comrades reeched safety?

She began to think of her deer, sorrowful parents and of
her beloved, innocent brothers and sisters. They rust have
been shot. She was the only nerson alive.

The tears came in waves, but silently end gently, for she
knew enourh to remein gulet. But whet was the use? Vheat
utter rood would ever come to her? -‘Nen of enother school of
1ivine hed destroyed her life-those she loved and the familiar
comforts of existence. The hard, cruel world hed left nothinc
Tor her to gresp-to hold on and hope for.

cut was she not breathing? Did she not still have her
orein with e11 its thoughts aond beliefs? Beliefs...Felth...
she had no right to think of God's tender mercy relating to
her. OShe was damned on earth. The ugly thought stabbed her
conscience. Vhy should she lose faith? Vhen she was comfort-
cole end satisfied, che had had plenty, indeed an oversbun-
dence of it. Dressed in rags, hungry, thirsty, without loved
ones, and full of terror...why should she doubt Him now when
she most needed His help?

Yiould He listen to her if she prayed here? Uere in the
dirt end grime without a cleesn fece and without a holy altar?
Ter intensive thin'"ing was cvt short by the horrible sound of
men's feet clomping nearby, end the hersh, angry voices of mur-
derers. Her soul filled with controlled fear. The underbrush
about ten yards from her lovdly collapsed under the weicht of
an armed socldier.

She preyed...withort a fixed praver: without worries of "
its divire sccentance. Tre fierce animal came no closer.

Intense heest, loneliness, and intense heat. Her head swom
and her body felt weak. DBy nightfall she could no longer
detect the presence of her enemies. She must get up. She
must try to resch the neutral zone her father had dreamed
of . She clowly reised her Lattered body and begen to silentlv
tiptoe along a forgotten path in the sbyss of the heuntines
forest.

The slower she welked, the faster her thoughts whirled.
“he realized in a vague way that she personzlly had come close
to Ged in the very simplest from of faith...perhaps the only
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true form. lerncps she had turned to Him in a moment of finsl
desperation...for necessity...the 1last rord left. But she
didn't went to think that ever. He was with her now, and Ve
would alweys be.

Vithout Inowing 1it,her footsteps became firmer and the
unknown direction in which she was treveline reemed :ore dis-
tinet and meeningfvl. She hed nothinm, yvet evervthing. She
had her lif'e and her faith.

-Jane Eklund

Melancholy encompesses 211,

Larth breathes a2 sigh

Knowing full well what is to come.

Eone of time are gone and may never retirn.
Fate laughs at men's folly

Anu men cry.

-Lynne Lawson

"Blessed Is He...'

He knew he hsd only moments left. ¥Fe reviewed hip 1i7e
with regret. Fe had failed miceradbly. "het hed he done to he
proud of? Yes, he had tried to =21d neonle, but only to sat=-
isfy hie own desire to be needed end leened uvnon. During hir
priesthood, he had devoted oll »ie ef”orts toward feeding the
poor. Surely, If he kent someone slive, thet percon wo-'ld want
him. Instead, no one thousht of him as e person, but rather
as a charity leader who was to be than'red politely for keeving
yo-  alive sanother day and then hastily forscotten. Didn't
someone want him? Then, it was better this way. If no one
cared for him on earth, he did now God loved him. He should
die, for he had feiled. Tle wondered what his vunishment would
ve. "It mav not seem so, God, but I have tried. Flease don't
e too severe, for I have only you."

He leaned Dback on his cot and looked saroun the shebbv
room furnished only vith a cot, a small night tenle, and a
bedly ripved sofa. He wviould not be remembered for feeding the
multitudes because he had dies nenniless and zlone with no one
to see.

He uttered a prayer of forciveness, rlanced around his
heloved surround’nge once more, geve 2 sigh of remorse, and
breathed hils lest. Hig Tace carried a loolt of concern for
others, so typical, znd no one knev his s=orrow.

The funerel was held three deys later with great ceremonv.
Exegtly 5,000 attended end his epitoph read simnly: '"Loved bw
all®.

=Sandy Welker

WP thine enemy hunror, faad W mi- Tomene VII, 20.
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Lreener Urass

To sign my name ss other than my ownj;

To be cn indlvidualist at ease;

To heve an air of quiet majesty

And ro to exotic places when I please—

Oh, all these things I know I'll never do,

For Fame and Fortune look at me and flee.

But 1% is nice to sit and dream that I

Kight be another "somebody" than me.

I nave wished countless times for wealth and pow'r
But Conscience always tells me that is wrong.

I was not born to idle all my time.

My Spirit with the Rich does not belong.

Don't mock me=—I do not my fate rebel.

wWith Susen Rumble I am quite content.
Dey-dreemins is o habit that I have,

Whose "wasted time" I think of as well=-svent.
Some Yarry Day T will wake up and find

In place of o0ld, & new and different Me,

ot sad because she hes not won the prize,

But rlad becauvse she's all she dreamed she's be.

~Susan Rumble

An Incident South of the Border

My neme is Juan Villa. I em the grandson of Pancho Villa.
Ky femily now lives in Vera Crus. I am & graduate of the
University of llexico 2nd I have done post-graduate work at
Harvard.

Now I am in the mountain hideout of the great revolutione
ary knowvn only as El Iiberator. Our illustrious leader has
promised us that within three years we will be strong enouch
to wape wer with the Oringo Imperialists to the far north.
Cur hideout is in the Sierra Pacaraime licuntains on the north-
ern border of Brazil. ¥rom here we look down on the Breanco
River, and from here we will leunch our first offensive in one
month. It will be a thrre-pronred ettack: one force will move
due west, across Veneruela into Colombia; the second will
drive north end capture lMsraceibo and Caracas, and the lest,
which I will command, will strike a decisive blow into British
Guiana. VWith this done, the rest of the Central Americen
covntries will fall over to ve easily. We have rlresdy
airmed o tree'yvy with Cubs, Haitl and revoluvtionery arcups in
Surinam. Our strengcth 1is greet. We, in the mounteins,
number arrund six thovesand, but one décisive victery will
bring us unlimited numericel eaid from the peasents. El
Liberator has obtained, fror an »n¥novm sovrce, r areat quan-
tity of Cerman Army rifles used in the Second %World ar. Ve
have enovph tanks cnd we are speedily being mechenized for
our first strike. We have hure stores of arrmunition and ten
Germen lesgscrschmitt fimtor vlrnes. e have "fifth column-
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ists" in almost every major city in the western hemisphere.

El Liberator 4s a powerful 1leader, only threc or four of
his closest friends have ever seen his face. He ususlly wears
& palr of large sunglesses thet seem to obscure his appesr-
ance. He 1s the most excellent spealer and has full control
over the masses when he is speaking to them.

Today I am to meet with E1l Iiberstor to discuss the plens
for my part in our areet defensive. I am lookin~ forwerd with
great expectations to my first face to face meetinz with he
who will see thst my grandfather's dishonor 48 repeid in
Grinmo blood. I stroll from my tent over to the camo:flared
Quonset hut where E1l Liberator males his herdguarters. T rap
twice on the door and am sdmitted bv a berrded huerd. E1
Liberator 1s seeted DbYefore me in his uveval dress with those
huge sunglasces one.

"Good to see yovu, Villa," he says in a warm menner.

My first look at our 1leader strikes a bell somewnhere
inside of me. He stands up and stroils over to r mar on the
welle Then he whirls seround to face me and removes his
plasses. T Jum» back in horror and & cold chill shoots up ry
spiues 1 saould have guessesl How cenld I have besn sc stu=
pidl ‘<Those puns, those plenes, that bedy, that rmstache, that
superior and dominating attitude, those plercin~ eyes, thet
manner of speech, thaet blood=thirsty aggrescivenessl

=-Jim Retliff
May 3/60

All my worlds have fallen below the level of my lsst lost
friend.

Soon, I shall create new worlds. MNow can begin to understand
new friends.

The riddles that revolved will start to spin again
In intricate desim.
And T shall find new opuzzles and new rhymes.

The constant answers will be different now.
The ever-constant distance dwindles down,
Diminished in a dream, will still be there.

Through twisting dreams will curl the distance round
In spiral rings to bring the closeness back, =still will we
care?

Vhile twisting dreams have also twisted hearts, or minds
Be changed and ages and torn aparte.

-Maggli Huber

"ILips that would kiss form prayers to broken stone."
-T. S.Eliot

.ﬂ.
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s vrop of Hain, A Glass of Wine

A drop of rain, a glass of wine,

And a golden wind, tarnished by the autumn

liow only & spent whisper...

The rain, gentle and inexorable, slowly dilutes the wine
0f the summer's lost laughter.

And I watch, recching futilely,

Clutching at something beyond my fingertins,

Calling to someone beyond my voice.

-~Helen Bisha

Historical Atmosphere

'

Etending behind the walls which protected Engsland from her
invaders two thousand wveers ago or walking dovn the streets of
old Wiliiamsbur:, an individual feels the prescnce of those
who erected theese eternsl monuments. The question, "that did
these people think and why did they live," must be cslted meny
times by those whc visit these s ites.

I often mish T could enjoy a place of historical interest
without beins involved in such deep thought. I invariebly,
however, cm conironted with the realm of time and existence.
The thought that people just like myself grew, levched, cried,
end stru_gled on this very spot centuries ago ssews beyond my
comprehension. I fail to percelve the individuelity of eac..
wel. and hils relation to the cycle of time.

It secems, from my thoughts on this subject, that time 1s
deternined by the life cycle of man end the other living com-
ponents of the world. The oprroximste convesrsnce of men's
exlstence ig unimvortent in reletion to the counpicte eveolution
of tire. Tre importent factor is the realizetion thet man's
exlstence 1g temporary and that throush his existence, man must
come to torms with the world and use it for the netterment of
himself &nd his fellow man. !lNan does not change; only the
understending of his existence changes throuvgh the ames.

Tus, historical monuments eymbolize the success or fail-
ure of & period 1in promotinc e better status for the world.
The people of today should not be concerned abovt the penple
themselves, hut their contribution, the meaning they found in
existence and vhieh they move into the fabric of history.
Tnis comprises the historical etmosphere of any work.

In the centuries to come, man will investisate the contri-
bution of todey's people to the world. Will 1t be a worth-
while contribution that they will find?

-Christine Rust
"Human history becomes more and more & race between education

end catastrophe.”
-The Outline of History, Ch. 15
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A stronge infant, Life, awakens,
Aroured by a sense of dilscstey,
Destruction and Mury.

Hate wells up in a heart where
Love has been vanquished.
Overpowered, Life turns over and
Sleeps.

-Lynne Lawson

A Pencil

I em sitting In strange, but femiliar surroundincs.

A pencil 1is in my hand, and before me is & plece of paper;
a blank sheet of paper upon which I caen weite of the deepest
stirrings within my soul; a piece of parver, pure and unblem-
ished, upon which can be written the sweetest tales of heaven
or the shocking horrors of Hell.

And I am the creator. I control the pencil. 1 control
the marks on the paper. They are mine. They must do my bild-
aing.

I hold many pencils. Many pleces of paper pass through my
hands. I contemplate eech one. The worthy pencils vrite mood
pavers. The unworthy pencils create trash.

For the pencil is a human being. Tve peper 1is & human
life, a reputetion and I am the creator.

-Ann Marshall

Time

Throurh the door of eternity,
Comeg & power no men can stend.
It swallows his creations,

Like woter a grein of sand.

It moves on wheels of lightning,
Y¥hich no element can contain,

And tramples oe'r the works of man,
Again, agein, and sgain.

It rolls by very silently
With never a word to say,
And crumbles with its power,
Whetever moves in its way.

No man will ever live so lons,

To see its vower bend.

For no matter how long man shall live,
Time will never end.

-Charles Brown

-A-
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iteflections at Close Hlange

The nesrnessg of you-in convictions we are nesrly one. Our
lives, not of unsimilar circumstance, heve sgstrained through
the same dve. Our asvpirestions, our travails, our love—we are
nearly one. A

As I look at you, I cannot help feeling you're almost a
part of me. Your hair is light snd fine. Your brow is pen-
sive; the very symbol of your strength—not domineering, but
strength of character; of love for all that is humen. Your
eyes are deep-set and gray. In them can be seen =a trace of
your inner beinc. Here is one of sympathy for man; & bastion
arainst injustice. Here 1s a trace of your ambitions; your
determination; your sentiments for the one you love. And then
there is your complexlon, your nose, and your esrs-—all flaw-
lesg. Ac last there are your thin 1lips, your mouth; your
golden voice. Your body 1s of Grecian perfection. You are
truly a besutiful person.

I can feel your breath. I sense the warmth of your bodr,
I hear your heart. '

Our hearts are not alike. One is hesvy, while the other
is free. I feel this as I sense your presence; your nearness.
As I consider your near perfection, I kmow why you are so wor=-
shipped.

Yet, in our nearness, 'l know I could not worship you. You
have succeeded where I have failed; we are no longer one.
Through a minute division of the specie, we have bgeW cast
apart. I Imow you shall continue to grow while I decline.
For thls, the nearness of you hardens me, and I despise you.

-Alan Zemon

My Grandfather-As I Knew Him

One simple molecular structure journeying
through the realms of his ovn incomparable
genius searching for an infinitesimal frag-
ment of the knowledge of Godj;
A warm spring shower molstening Nature
and hers therein with soft gentle rain-
drops, yet, at times, becoming the rag-
ing torrent of ¢ summer monsoon.

All this and more was my grandfather.

-Tommy Loeb

In life we learn by fate's 'er turn:
Mistalzes ere lMan's great teacher.

-Bill Doolittle

—30—"



Waggener Literary Magazine — Introspect, May 1960, Volume One, Number One

The Twilight of the Gods

The gods of men are strange end foolish things;
They symbolize a superstitious race.

We look to them for hope, faith, charity.

They throw their righteous anger in our Face.
Forgiven are we, hundred times and more,

But twice that mumber do we commit sins.

When Imck has passed us by, we groan and weep,
And beg to transform losses into wind.

The God of fealth is 1ike & toy balloon.
You'll blow it up until 1t finally bursts.

The God of lLove i1r ready with sweet wine.

It vants the firstes last and the lasts first.
The God of Fame is Cold, Tnfeeling Hate.

To reach the top i1s his fanatical gosl.

Stand in his wayl Be crushed 'neath his feet!
You'll taste the bitter venom of his soul.

You think they szre not here, do not exist?

Look around you, friend, and you also will see
That though the world seems quite a hopeless place
At the twilight of the gods, Heaven will be.

-Susan Rumble

The Little Girl Who Talked to God

In a town called Haymond in the esstern part of Kentucky,
a five year old girl nemed Sue, lived with her mother. HWer
father had 'died one yeer before. Theyv lived very poorly.after
he died because he did not lesve them much to live on. Little
Sue had violent headaches sglmost constently, but her mother
couldn't take her to the doctor because they could not afford
it.

Almost everydey, her mother would find her in the back yard
looking uvr to the sky and tallking as if she saw someone in the
sky to talk to. Her mother asked her one dey who she was
talking to ond Sue replied, "Why, Hother, I have been talking
to God. He said I could join Daddy reel soon now." Sue's
mother turned from her and ran into the bedroom. There, she
fell onto the bed and begarn to sob hysterically. Sue heard
her mother crying and went to her.

"Mother, she said, "why are you crying? You can join
Daddy soon too if God wants you to. 'hy don't you aslk him?"

Her mother slapped her jaws and told her to never speak of
it again. Sue was startled and begen to cry. She ran out
into the baclk yard and looked uv into the sky. "God," she
cried, "what have I done to make Mother mead at me? I don't
want her to be med." As she stood there, her tears stopped
falling as if someone from avove were really telling her to
stop crying.

The next dey her mother csiled her in for lunch and as
they sat at the table, Sue spoke jovfully and seid, "lother,

2+
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04 has been describving heeven for me. ilg seid thers cre

engels in long white morms. Also he seid there 1s 2 besvtiful
molden geote turrounding the city. 'there are becutiful flowsi.o
growing everywhere." Ter mother felt verr depressed and could
not eet her lunch.

That night vhen thev were getting ready for bed, 3ue had
another violent hesdeches. 'Then g8 he mot into bed, Insteed of
seving "Goodnight”, she said, "Good-bye, lother. T will see
you real Soon. The next morning 1lttle Sue did not wake up.
Then her mother knew ghe had reelly snoken to Gode.

-Judy Gish

EFG

ind then, suddenly
“hen every day
Seemed a blessing,
When just to wake
Tyom dreanming

Jas unbelievable,
There came this
Cold, stingine ache.
And the. beauty

Of 1life was lost.
Zven the trees

Ltre grotecsque.

Is this spring?

Is this the way
Life must be?
Forever?

™is time is so
Hard on us—this sprinstime
e who love not

And are not beloved,
Ve must gaze

At the sweet

Feace eround us,

And go home,

Empty to darimess,
Alone, throurh the
Coldness of the
Spring rein.

'?is all too sad,

So sad.

The sparkle of
Beauty hes not

Yet died from

Her cheelz and eye,
But it willl, because
She is one of us.
She will grow tight
As we ere, end dead,

a2
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And white ns her
God bless.

~Merrill Lee Sweet

BCD

She klsses the hand he touched,
She walks on, alone, teer-stained,
Little caring for observers,

ind still her heart brealts.

/nd this is vouth:

Joy inbumed in trifles,

Love tertured by kindness,

Hate kindled in love.

And reason is nothing.

An idiot said, "sunny youth".

-lerrill Lee Sweect

VEye for eye...
(A Classic livstery Retold)1

"Eye for eye, tooth for tooth,
hand for hand, foot for foot."
-Exodus XXI, 24

As the venetian blird of city night clamped sghut with e
deedening finality eguelleé only by the last dron in a cup of
espreseo, Ur. Paul Underwood (class of '41) loecked his virrin-
wvhite office end =211 ite Hippocratic codes both with 2 turn of
the kevy in the lock and a reatless turn of the conscience
withir him. o

Minlature white horses riding dim!nutive Dreslrers were
corralled into the turbulent homestead of the Chilcagso sewore
syster; inundeting reins swept the citv and Dr. Uinderwood, the
epitome of confidence and trust, thourht of water. Uester in
the form of monsoon rains vhich fouvght e crippled #4ir Torce
plane &t the close of Vorld War 1II. YWeter witr selt and min-
eral additives wnich bore on its bosom san orphaened child of

1. 'The suthor was ilmmediately impressed with the possibil-
ities of this setting upon hearing it as part of a mystery
game at £ recent soiree. The originctor of the story is held
to be anonymous. Herein I have atteipted to mlve the account
as suspenseful, (eand I hope) more enterteinins telling throurh
g few flourlshes which T can count ag original.

2. creste of weves
- g
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Thor. Ueter, pure vater, i'or waich he and hies co=-nilot had
lonred.

Yes, the roins brought bitter memories as they did each
vyear. lienories of sgonizing days pefore their salvation and
even nore ccrid menories of unpcletable pleces of humble pie,
eaten In the face of & vow which rescvers prevented him from
keeping.

Yet the hell of war allows men more courar2 in the han-
dling of life then does the rurgatory of everydasy existence .
And cre not the coverants of ilars forceotten under the olive
branch of Venus? For the twelfth year, twelfth risnt arm-
ments in the eleventh hovr prosressed toward the stroke of a
nerw dey. A talismaric combination of thourhts had pleyed the
final note of its concerto on a werped instrument. The doc-
tor's mind wes about to take over for the curtsin cell. ith-
out versonsl loss, the pact wonld not be broken...

¥* * 3

Darimess covers a mltltude of sins. Surceon hrondes are
busied with en vnwilline vpetient. Yith & back elley for an
overebing roor, garvare cang for an overatins table and a
jacklnife reedied for 2z scelpel, the doctor sdministered the
enesghesies menuelly to his vietim waile he, in turn, was a-
nethemetized. £ Tew moments of coplous silence Tollowed,
broiten ci:i, vy the sounes of corulaetion enjoyed by an erccted
knife et the expense of a man's yileldinz flesh. The doctor in
a moment of deificetlion looked down and sew thet his vork wes
good-a clegner ammutetion could not be done. Leaving his
shorn lamb to die, the Good Shevherd of the A.ll.£. walked into
the starless night. The prudish drovs of cheste rain vhich
fell from ¢ weeplng slky were violated by the heinous drons of
blood which plummeted to the ground from the extre arm beneeth
the doctor's overcoat.

* * 3*

As the doctor erproached the hourse, he noticed its measer
eppearsnce, rather as if the head of the household couvld be =&
better ovrovider were he to be providcd with the epvendace
vhich the doctor carried 1in butcher's wrappings 1in his right
arm. Yhen the housewife accepted the packase addreegsed to her
hushand, she seemed to give the doctor's espe-shrovded 1left
erm both ¢ surprised and soympathetic look as 1f she knew whet
sorrowv such & loss could bring.

As ovr hero wallted away from his co-pilot's devnrived (and
now depreved) home, he thought egein of the War, the plene,
the crash, the waitine. "After 211," said he, brinninm solece
to his retching mind, “we had to est something..."

-Lerry Timberlake

"fhe disease of en evil conscience is beyond the practice of
¢11 the physicians of 211 the countries.”-Flumstead, 1878.

_JA’._



Waggener Literary Magazine — Introspect, May 1960, Volume One, Number One

Night

Dey slips over the dem of life,

Slowly tumbling down the guiet waterfesll towerd the black rpool
of forever.

Night glides slowly in, settlins in deep shadowvs,

And thieckening, clinming to the houses and trees,

At last covering the citiees, the towns, the farms end the
nounteins,

All with a soft darkness.

Night 18 sounds.

lueicel rustlinm of summer leaves in the derkness,

The muifled, distent roer of cities and treins end ships.
Frightening, unknovm souvnds in the bleclmess.

Wight 3e emotion.

Storm winds fierccly buffetins a lone firure,
Waves washing gently over rlistening black roc'is,
Lovers entangled in the secrocy of their love.

Hight is garish.

Horsh lights, rough music, rude people.

Koaring treffic, catepulting past gay amusement parks.

Betting, shouting, laughing, running &and fightinz, caught in
the throes of humanity.

Hight 1is peace.

Were ere forgotten, friends are found.

Love is given and received.

Birth, life and decth all come with the reace of the night.
And with the peece comeg the day.

-Julia Bloch

The fttack

iy eves felt terribly heavvy as I ley in my ned dreesding
to oren them. After & lonm nap, thet first rayv of light 1s
elweve the woret. I wondered why no one ever wented to wake
upe lio matter how old or young a person might be, they alwavs
hated to be rouced from o deev sleen. I shrugged the trouble-
some questions off by telling myself +that all people 1liked
their drecmvorld better than reaslity.

The 1ight wees getting brighter now and I kmew it wouldn't
be 1lonz before I would have to open my eves end face the
taunts and taslie ol another day. The children would insist
thtt I pley with them. They were really nice kids, but often-
timed thevy pgmot & little rambunctious. Telrze the other day...
Jenny, she's tiie youncest, mot a firm grip on uy heir and
pulled until I thought I would bite her. Somehow I restrained
myself, but it was no easy tesl.

“he 1lirht was brirhter now. I could hesr Jenny's father

o5
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walking around in hie bedroom slippers. I curled up agoin

and tried to ignore the noise, but found that impossivle. Then
I heard smell footsteps in my room. They were coming closer

and closer to me. Every nerve 'n my body told me to run, but
I knev thet would only make matters worse. Tinelly T took all

my fears in hend end opened my eyes.

Thies time my self-iniected control did no rood. I jJumped
from my ded and pushed my back sgainst the cheir at the other
end o: .he room. The figure before me had a look of destruc-
tion in ite eyes. The pgun in 1its hand was pointed directly at
my head. All I could do was stand still end try to disarpeer
into the background. The short, white arms of my ettacler
looked 1like 1iron bers as the fincers closed tigshter and
tighter arovnd the trigger of the weapon. I <found mnyself
preying for help and a2t the <came time wishing thet the mun
would fo off and end all my misery.

BEventually, my prayers wvere answered. Jenny's mother had
heard the confusion &nd come in to see vhat was the matter.
She swiftly whicked Jenny from the floor end took the pon mun
from her hand. As she pleyfully spanked her, I felt my body
relax as the sweet fecling of ssalvaetion ran through it. Iy
feelings were inexpressible. All I could do was wag my tail
and bark.

-Bonmnmie lNever

Lost Sovl

Travped on the wingg of Destiny,

Caumht in the vertimo of Fate's whirlpool,

I walke.

Roaming, Roaming,

Where I go I do not know.

Fate will lead me to the realme of the unlmown.
Dizzinesg——

Onvardl Onward!

Funting! Huntingl

Woel Woel

Where 1s eternity?

Where 1s the Unknown?

Yhet is the Unknown?

Is my Destiny never to find myself?
Digziness—

The circuler motion of the whirlpool,
Twigting, turning,

Moving, moving

Dizzinesa—

Gone, gcone,
Vhere am I?
What am I?

(A
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wWho am 1%
Destiny,

Fate unknown
Dizziness
Darknesg—
loving, trvdging
Walking, grinding
Faster, faster,
Dizzinesg——
Derknegs—

Lost Soul«

-Hped Nelkerk

The Ultimate Simplicity~A Child's Innocence

"Mother, Vother, guess whatl I have a new friendl\"

"Thet's wonderful, deerl” I hed been 28 enthusiestic as
he because I lmew this was Bennv's first friend.

Lt dinner, we heard more about Benny's new-found cohort.
'is neme wes Abe. FHe was a new boy in the first crade class,
end he sat right behind Benny. All this came ocut in a jubi-
lant rush of words.

"I've never seen Benny crite so excited,” I thourht.

Little Abe was the main topic of our dinner table con=
versations for many weeks to come. FHe was the best basebsll
player in the whole room. He knew the names of 411 the dlffer-
ent rocks that he and Benny had found on the playground s&nd
best of el11 he had taught Benny to whistle throusgn the space
in his teeth.

I could picture them together, confiding their 1ittle
secrets to each other, rumnins up and down the playgsround,
laughing 1like two little hyenas. I think I hed come to love
"Little Abe' because of the happiness he hed brourht to Penny.

The one day Benny had asked if he could brings Abe home to
play after school. Of course, I had ssid. I was anx'ous to
meet this vwonderful youngster. I could imagine him: e little
blond with mischievous blue eves and freckles on the verv tip
of his nose...

"Mother, we're home."

"Oh, derlings, come out into the kitchen. T've made you
a 1little party with coolries 2nd milk snd.e.

They stood before me. But, I couldn't believe my eves.
A1l the lovely pilctures of the past two weelrs became horrid,
ugly images. Yo, nol I imagined them again pleying ball,
wvhisverinnt Yo, nol

I froze, & smile on my face, es "Little ibe" extended one
small brovn arm in greeting.

"Sho! am pleased to meetch'a la'm," he said.

-=ILinds Schaaf

"Love all God's creaetion." -The Brothers ieramasov, Prrt 1l.
<=
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One for tne lloney, And Two for to Go?

Vlar brings meny things: idealism, fenaticism, tolerence,
patriotism, and...love.

Love brings peace to individuels, hope, releese, snd 1s
the only sucrease from the horrors of ware. Thus, love and war
have comgosed the oddest paradox of humanity, as they walk
hand in "amour" through the millenia.

But atomic werhes brought change into both the battle-
ments and the bedrocma. No one knew just what these changes
would be until the first in the new tide of war babies ar-
rived.

"Strange that it should affect the body in this manner,"
said the men of genetlcs and genealogy alike.

"We should have lmowns...," said Pasteurs and Paters.

"Oh my desr God, why?" said the mother of the first such
infant.

The paradox between war and love was resolved into a sin-
gle irony. The effect was 1Impertial in regards to sex, race,
creed, or income status.

As the doctors 1looked unon each newly errived babe from
the womb, they lmew that there had been one bomb too many....
for each new son of Atom had just two and one-helf feet upon
which to sol

~Lerry Timberlake

The Hebrew Song

"Dance everyone, Dancel
Run through the valley,
Purple the clover,
Harvest is overl

Dance everyone, Dancel"

The Hebrew song,

The land of Israel.

Flowing wheat, running wine,
The harvest-

Land of plenty.

This is the dream come truel

the house of the ancient fathers-
(The birthplace of the gods)
The wondrous new land-
(Ve fought and cried end dies for it)
This land 1s ours.

Our Tethers were the old, the new-
Brdaging to this land their ageless faith.

Hope in the future from strength in the past-
The right to think,

and work,

end worship.

<8~
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Sacred land, of blessed soil,
dark with eancient blood~-
Given to us (for each receives his own)
To live with our traditions and ceremonies
Without conflict with the unseeing.

We are the first, the newl

Qur children shall look back on us,
and say,

"They made the footprints-
built the walls,

Formed the land of mercy(
where all are egual®

Land of Chanukah and Shelom,
of Moses and the new life-
The life of great and glory,
Judah's story,
Viritten on the tablets of clay,
And panyrus scrolls.

This land i1s ours,

Our fathers were the old, the new-
Land of Shalom-the Hebrew Songj
Dance everyone, Dancel

-Julia Bloch

Educaticnal Television in the Public Schools

fmericens ere presently facing a mejor erisis. The
crisis in educetion 4is that we have too few teachers Tfor too
many students. It is also avparent thet thinpgs are going to
get worse in the years immediately shead unless we take prompt
stepe to correct the situation. We can trsce the trouble to
two main sources. A sharp rise in the birthrate has resulted
in rapid overcrowdinrg of our classrooms. Also, there has been
a relative decrease in the suprly of qualified teaschers.

Our public, elementary and esécondery schools have an
enrollment of about 34,000,000. Some 2,300,000 of these stu-
dents are enrolled 1in excess of whet is called "normal capac-
ity". Thus, the aversge size of classes is much greater than
it should be. By 1965, our school population will " have
advanced yet further--to 30 percent above the present figures.

A rood teacher can neither be bought nor mede overnight,
and 1t ic here that our troubles extend far into the future.
On & conservative estimate, we are 135,000 teachers short right
row. The mein reasson for our teacher shortage 1s that we are
not trainins enough teachers. To make things worse, only a
fraction of these trainens sctuelly 7o on to teaching.

In the midst of our trovhle we find that scisnce has pro-
vided ue with © new tool, a tool vhich will assist teachers in
doing their jobs Dbetter anc more effectively. BEducetlonal
television =allows the extreordinsrily gmood teacher to influ=-
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éncc o “rc. t numver o) ctudents Instead of confinine him to e
single cleoer et o tire. Educeticnel television can combine,
with the sroothest o7 chanmes, many different teachinm
devices: direct verscnal lectvrine on? demonstretions, mobticn
pietures, slicdes, rrnecimene, drewin- e, and charts.

Experiments with in-schrol educationel ™V in "n=land,
Cenrde, O¥lahomne, rné Fhiladelvhiec, ra vell ce many other
piaces, chow that it has meny Jiwnortert henefits. The tele-
vision classes hove improvec student rttention and behevior so
prectly that s svbstentiel reduction in clescsroom teechers is
neossibles The prorsrems often stimuleted students to “vrther
activity. loreover, studenta teusht by 1TV almost alwevs
scored equal to or hirher on achievement tesits then control
grouns.

Educetion is the beckbone of on, uocsocrctic nation. KLdu-
cgtion moulds the minds and charecter of tomorrow's leaders.
Then & ncs.onts educeticnal system is feeing a crisis, that
netion 1s fecing & crisis. The field of educotionsl tele-
vision hees slready been opcned. leany times it hes vroven its
ebilities to teach. By using there outstanding osbilities of
educctional television in our public schools, we can overcome
the school crisis and attein ctanderds of learnins never
before reclized.

Hibliosravhy

Calleshen, Jemnie, Televisi'on in School, Collere, ond Corrmnity,
New Yorlk, leGray-rill, 1053.

Eiliott, Eilliem VYandell, Televisicn's Impect on /Americen
Culture, last Tensing, TichirenK otate | niversity Yress,

Siepmann, Charles Arthur, TV and Our School Crisis, New York,
Dodd=liead, 195€.

-Jonathen Kesselman

Creusa £nd Ion

lirechtheus, then of Athens king,

A daughter had, Creusa by name.

She the bride of Apollo beceane

And bore him a son, hoslf god, half king.
Pearing the ire of her righteous sire,
Creusa with ner linens attired

Fer ron, and with him placed

A necklsce, gold-hued and draczon-faced.
She took him to that beloved home

There first she conceived him, and Imew her love.
Here che nleced her unmerred cdove

And left him. Fer Hermes roened.

Te found the child, snd on cormenAd
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Of rnoebus, took him to the sacrec hend
Of the Delphic pricstess, where he waxed
Strong of nature, with a2ll parents mesked.
Creuss, unheppy in her shunted love,
llarried Xuthus, snd then behove

To bear e child, but she remzined
Barren, end by her bed unchained.

To Delphi tren this couple came

To ssk why, in Apollo's neme,

No child had they to call their owm,
No child to love, to held zlone.
Unlnovm to mother, un'morm to 2ll,
They there met Ton, & son to cell.
Thus sgpoke Thoebus, thus to Xuthus:
"Embrace him whom thov next do see,
For him trvly thy son shall be.

Do not fret and worry thus.

Te is thy son. MNow do me trustti”
Xuthus, in his grect elstion,

Embreced end held then this ereation
Of & god =nd mete-now Ion called-

And named him zon. So rreotly galled
VWies jovless Creusa thot such 2 men
Wovld be her son, thet she vlanned

To telre his life. Then she placed
Within his cup divinely graced

A potion lethsl, thet she might

Be rid of such & son that nipht.

She could not know this was Mer love,
Her son by Fhoebus, whom now che chose
To murder. And now she strove

To guell the fear thet in her rose.
Ion, warned by his fether on high
Threw potion, drinlt and 211 eway,

And as the gress did wither ond die,
Did seel: Creuse, her for to slayv.

Te shrieked in shameless rave and grief
Thet such dared of his life o thief.
Cringing in her mvuilt end horror,
Unlmowing and unkrovmn, this mother
Pleeds Tor her worthless life,
Scarcely escaninm sword end mife.
T™en sppeared the Delphic priecstess,
Ter minéd so filled with revelation,
Twet this women, Ion's hostess,

Viag Indeed hils true relstion;

Holding forth the well-knovm swaddling
ind the necl:lece made of ~old.

Thus indeed the story told

Of nobly birthed foundling

Fether of a rece, ves he,

Femed Tonla becrrs his neme.

Creusa bore a son, to be

Doriuvs of the Dorisn ferme.

Sk
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Thy storvy told, 0 ancient Greece,
Land of ert, beloved home of perce,
Everlestina by thy nome,

And thy rsloried, veerleses fame.

~Merrill Lee Sveel

Tne ZEternal Question

It wes an afternoon 1in early Aumust. I was in the throes
of my usurl bad temper which I reserve for those usuelly
rmirey, usually hot, damnedly ususl afterncons. Mother ap-
perred on the beck porch end said, "How about rinsing our the
garbage canc before they set filled agein?!

"Aw liom, not today." I returned, "They're all rirht." But
even as I seid t"1s T rose %o do her bidding. Don't get the
wvrong imprescion of me; I'm not 2 saint or anything like thot.
But how can you obiect to such an oddbell thing like rinsing
out garbege cens?

They were 1in the rarace, their 1lide lying on the ground
beside them. T thourht, "Those dsmm lezy parbage men don't
even put the fool 1lids baclr on. I'11l bet they don't even know
bettert"

I wheeled the cans out into the driveway, connected the
garden hose up, turned on the weter, and 41t wasn't long
pefore I had a little heap of wet scddon rags, wilted foul
lettuce, rotten potato peels, and some coffee rround-stained
newvepapers out on the drive.

It was then thet the greet eternal omnibus question pre-~
sented itself to me. Vhat in the world dild you do with the
rarbege you clesned out of garbage cans? At first I hosed it
over to the side of the yard, but it stunk like blue blagzes,
and looked even worse. £So trere was nothin: else to do, but
put 1t back into the cans. I d4id this, and then put the cans
back into the gerage. Content to leave thinis es they were.

That would be the end of the story if it wasn't for the
fact that mother reiged holy heck about the whole thing. I
hed returned to the vporch and was settled dovn for about helf
an hour vhen she comes stormings into the garage raisint Crin.

"I thought I tolé you to clean our those dern cens." (von
see, lMother never cwore.) "Thet was half an hour ago and
there wvou e£it doing ebsolutely nothingl"

"Gee Mom, I did elean out the cens", T exclaimed, "but
there wasn't anvthin~ else I covld do but nut the garbace back
after I hed finishedl”

"Now I've herrd just sbout evervthingl You mean to cleim
that you cleaned out those cenes obd *hen nut the prarbare back
into them? Wsit until your father hesrs about thist"

"1ell, what would you heve done?" I suestioned in a quav-
ering voice.

"That will be gquite enough until vour father gets herel"

Dad ceme home an hour laster, and then 1t hepnened. He
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hesrd the whole story, and then set baclc for awhile until I
thought he hed {forrotten to punish me, had formotten every-
toing; there was such a blenk look on his fece. And then =&
Itind of helf-creczy smile went over his features, and he beman
to giggle. Then he leent wun and did = jig, &end sang a creozy
tune:

igh, wvhet do vou dc with the garbase cen's gsrbare,

The rmarbage cen's rarbage, the garbage can's garbsce?

Oh, vhat do yov do, do you do, wvhat do you do?"

Ilother sterted to crve And then she said one word.
Merml" e« (but liother never swore.)

-Jim Thompson

Infinity

I am welking

Through Infinity.
Never did I start,

And

I shall never stop.

It is vast and endless
This space.

And T welk in darkness,
Alone,

And unnoticed.

I cry out,

2ut no one cares.

Ne one hears my nlee
inéd I em lef't alone

In Infinity.

-Ann larshall

Haceane

Yavmne..there am T?..."het en I “oing here?...I remember.
They rut me here last nicht. T didn't went to come, but I
didn't heve ruch choice. I screamed and fourht them off but
there were two of them and they were rmeh stronger than T.

There ere bars all sround me, to the left, to the rig-t.
Thev're surroundins me...cezins ne in. I've pgot to get out.
I pull on the bers until my lmucldes turn white and T see red.
Ly eyelids sting and my whole body is tigntened into one teout
strinre...The bers don't mive. 1T puese I really dildn't exvect
them to. 1 collapse in sgheer eoxhaustion. I take » deep
breath. I heven't ©iven up yet. I let out a scream. I
screem sogein, end eosein, end amain. It's no usel They don't
hear re; they never will. It's too well padded in here.

It'e rather domp, clamy damp anc cold, tooe It's driving
me crazy. I've ot to cccupy ggy mind. I've mot to think
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ebout something...someone...My family wes kind to me, shelt-
ered me, clothed me, and fed me, but then T overheard them
seving they couldn't put vp with me any lonser. They put me
in here in this cage...l cry again. Now I ecry, not in rege,
but in despair eand loneliness. Won't someone come and raise
me out of this pitiful existence?...

I hear a voilce; I recognize 1t irmedistely. It's the
voice of my mother. She's recognized my plight at lestl This
erib is really uncomfortable.

-Linda Schaef

The Infidel

In coolest day, the sad sky raining dovm its grief-——
lMatching the mood of the infidel,

She hates me with the pascsion of a boiling broth
And yet she holds me with feigned love,
Keeps me within her greasps, and willl not let me live.

I cennot bear the coolness of the day nor the heat of blinding
pession—

I reflect calmly on my 1life, not really feelinr the real that
i1s arcund me.

Bliss is mine in mv place

I feel the warmth of love throwrh the scalding heat.
Where? Where? T cannot discover the source, ond I am
Iost.

Soothing is the cool air— but very depressing.

~llerrill Iee Sweet

Before the zilent mirror I have stood;

Along the solemn parkway I have wallked;
I've held 2 esingle lifetime in my hend,
And been to awed with Fate to tallk.

-Susen Rumble

There is in night a vind thet blows—

That sweeps, and breathes its cold, dry “reath,
Yhich mives to me a will to live.

Yet to a flame is death.

-Brent Billerman
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The bLlonde

Lucinda lorrison is ¢ veoluptuous blonde——not the kind of
voluptuous blonde wvho must run to the besuty parlor every two
or three weeks before dark roots appear, but en honest-to-
goodness voluptuous blonde.

Gereldine Ross 1s 2 brainy blonde—not the tvpe of
brainy blonde who sneakily conceals her knowledre and flutters
helpless eyelashes at her viectim, but an honest-to-goodness
brainy blonde who cen recite the alphebet forword and backward
and nerform other such useful tricks.

Hervey Lee is & lucky blonde—not the kind of luclcy blonde
who has just inherited a million from an aunt he has never
had to kiss, or won a trip to Hawaii just for buyins £ box of
cereal, but the luclty blonde over whom a voluntuous blonde and
2  brainy blonde are fighting.

Now if this were that uin~ of story, and if Harvey were
that kind of man, brainy Gereldine would vin, After all, men
cater to the voluptuouvs tyme orly for a good time, but vhen
it comes to marrirge the scriouvs girl comes out on top. IDut--
this isn't that kind of story, en’ Harvey isn't that *ype of
mene. He is in no hurry to malie anv such iuportent decisions
and finds delight in each of the girl's company, providing it
is not simulteneous, beczuse then sparks of jealousy fly be-
tween Lucinde and Geraldine.

If one of these blondes lived next door to Harvey, then,
of course, the girl next door would eventually become his one
and only, but this is impoosible as both Geraldine and Iucinde
live scross the street.

Phis <does not worry Harvey, as he is a man of leisure
end, as I sald before, is in no hurry whotsocever to make up
his mind. Harvey 1s olways certain to enjoy himsel” when
detinz either of these wonderful girls. Usually it is the
gentleman's duty to entertain the lady, but his mere nresence
satisfies Geraldine sand Iucinda. Fowever, todey, Saotvrday,
Harvey is worried, but onlv the slightest bit. Ve hes a date
with both of the girls; Geraldine 4in the mornine, end Lucinda
in the cfternoon, and he hnpes to be on time for hoth.

Geraldine calls for Fervev at 10 a.m. She looks parti-
cularly blonde and brainy in her plain-tailored Dblouse of
wvhite, snd her nlein-tailored ckirt of pinze TYarvey 1s 8
¥nockout in Ivy Lesgue shoes, pents,.end shirt. A wellk clorg
the beech and lunch at her hovse complete the program for the
norning.

fs they welk hend in hand, they discuss matters vhich re=-
ouire a considerable amouvnt of inbelligronce to dlescuss; so
Hervey lets Geraldine do uost of the talking. Aftor a scrump-
tious lunch, Hervey feels especially full., and smart. He
flashes his odorable dimple at Geraldine, vho elmost melts
with admiretion, and he hurries home.

None too soon, either, for he barely changes into enother
Ivy League shirt beiore the doorbell rings. He can tell bw
the cute way she rinme the bell thet it is  volupbuous, fu.-
loving Ivcinde. As they o out the door, Harvey's nother,
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vho 1s still rather dominccring, reminds him that dinner will
be ready at six. Rather than ceuse a disturbence in front of
Incinda, Harvey replies that he'll be home on time.

Finelly they sre on the way. Iveinda hes vlanned an
afternoon of games at her hovcse, but en route to the game
room, Harvey 1s waylesid by the T.V. set. Iucinda 1s just as
content to sit and offer voluptiouvs glances to both Harvey and
the T.V. announcer. A gasoline commercisl reminds Harvey
that it 1s time to go home for dinner.

He flashes his golden eyes at ILvcinda and hurries out
the door bDefore she can kiegs hime Iucinda gives one last
voluptuvous glance ¢t tre T.V. set and departs for her roon,
where she can drean rbout Hsrvey and waster her time in
numerous other ways.

Hervey thinks wupon the erperiences of the day, and =
smile brealks out upon his fece. It soon disappesrs when he
sees 8 strange car perked in his driveway. For him 4t means
company, end company meens a late dinner. It isn't the fact
that he could have spent more time with Lucindea, that bothers
him; he is just vlain hungry.

Vhen Harvey wallts into the room, all the asttention 1s
focused wupon him. Remember, he is an abscliuvte dream. Then
one of the silly ledies, vho 18 fat, but doesn't care ony
more becguse her Husband 13 fat end doesn't cere any more
either, says, "'y, Harvey, wvhat & big boy you cre. FHow old
are you now?

Harvey grins shvly end seye, "I'm five yeers old." He
then runs to hies dad to tell him of his wonderfvl day with
two blonde kindercarten sweetheerts who live across the street.

-Judith Ann Henry

Rat Game

The carrivel wes a island in the nocturnal mist. TIts mul-
ticolored lipghts end morich nolses celled to him, as a lantern
calls the moth inexorably.

He walked down the fairway, :llowing the mingled lights and
sounds to £111 hinm. Fere was his shelter in chaos, shelter in
terror from the greeter terror of the night. The lesser of two
grest evils.

Amons the myried 4imeages which fought for attention in his
consciousness, he perceived shead of him a crude cenopy nitched
erromently in the center of the crowded lesne. Around the can-
ony was a mixed group of people. Above the canopy vas a sipgn:
THE RAT GAME. Ye joined then.

"Tev're of 1" Come snd join the fun. ‘hers he'll ~o, no-
body lImowel? The hewker: stood under the cenooy, his volce
eprplified ahove the genersl babble bv a norte-le =s-erlcr.

In the center under the canopy wes & lrorre, round table
enclosed by foot-hirh rless walls. Arovnt the edre of the
tehie were many boles palinted in dif“erent colors. £ lerro
pleced & cup upside dovn in the cnher of tho teble. hen he
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lifted the cup, a small white mouse cowering beneath it was
revealed. "Clang! Clenzl" The Negro punched a belll The
mouce quivered for the space of sn instant and then darted to
the edge of the table and went dovm one of the holes.

He saw this uncomprehendingly until he reeslized thet money
was bein® bet on the varlous colors. The foclsel Couldn't
they sece thet the mouse was no more responsible fcr his actions
then driftwood at cea--or men on eerth?

The smells stifled hime. The straw colored nuch at his
fect, the beer-sodden things thet nudeed him on befth sides, the
mescses made by the mice on the table, the pungent odors coming
from their ceages--all comb’ned and reinforced each other.

The Others didn't seem to notice.

He decided to ioin them. "A niclrel on the brownl" In some
way he felt compelled to join them! "Ding, dang, dangl" The
Negro banged at the bell. The rat scampered acein to the edge
of the table, hesitating bDetween the red and the brown, into
the redl "Darnl\" .

The 1lishts and
sounde of the carni-
val faded awey....

Tow .only wvatch
the rat!l The whole
of existence tied
up in those scanp-
erine feet, those
blind decisions by
o dumb animal, im-
mersed 3in & new
strrnge, above all,
unnetural environ =~
ment.

The hawker made
him look up! lade him sgain see the Others around him. Ify
Godl They had long teeth, whiskers...heiry...

Humsnityl Down from the trees; seekin~ shelter from the
sters, the skies, themselves!l

He ren away. Pcople turned to look et him as he fled from
the cernival. Lookec at the ret scamperins into the envelop-
ing black, in search of its wombl

-Jim Thompson
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Four Stolen Hours

I awoke several minutes apo ‘\%
from what I sub-consciously remem-
ber to be & very troubled slecp.
My name is Mrs. Gilbert C.
Holden, and everv morninc 1t ie
my habit to walk throurh the
beautiful park that 1lies in the
middle of my smsll Hew Englend
tovn. I must have dozed off due
to the pesceful calm.

It i¢ Wednesday, April 19,
1660, and my wrist watech now
reads 11:10. Ny goodness! If T
don't hurry my husband, Gil, and
the children will be horie for lunc before I get there. 1t 1is
a beautiful day. T think 1'11 serve lunch out on the terrsece
by the gerden.

(11:20) Yhy, vhet do you know, there's lirs. Whitsere over
there.

"Hello, yoo-hoo, lMrs. 'mitacretl” Well, thet's centeinly
funny; she acbed as if she didn't even lmow I was here. Oh,
well, maybe shc just didn't heer me.

(11:40) I'm helfway home now and I can heer the sound of
sirens coming from the direction T have just left. It must be
the tovm's one and only ambulance for it is of » different
piteh from those of the fire enrine or the police cars. 1T
certeinly hove it is nothines serious.

(12:00) Ah, here I am home at lest.

"Gill Doysl” Well, looks as if I'm in luclk: thev're not
home yet. I'd better get busy right awey and fix their lunch.

Fy weteh now seys 1:00. T wonder where they ere. Ther
shovld heve been here half an ho'r rmo. G11 may have had a
lot of vor!" to do and dec'ded to grep o auick snact at the
office, but the bhovs clwave eat at hoie.

(1:35) Could something be wrong? Oh, Lord, now I'm resl-
ly worried, I. . .Vait a minvte, I bet thev tried to c¢cll when
I was out walkins. Sure, that's 4t. I bet thet rhone wil)
rins anv minute and they will explein evervthings.

(1:30) Could my watech be wron~? .o, accordinec to the
kitchen clock I'm three minutes slow! 1levbe I'd Detter call
the school encé see if they sre nll right.

(1:35) "Oh, hello operstor. I would 1ike 638 plesase.
Yes, of course someone's herel...'hy can't vou hear melecssces
I think I'1l walk dovn to Gil's ofi'ice just to make sure eve-
rythin: is 21l right.

(2:00, The dey is no longer brisnht cnd veautiful sut car)
end cloudy. The air is heavy ance huge rein clouds 111 the
slys Gil'e office 1= only several blocks wawey end I thinkz 7
can male it before the roin starts.

(2:15) Oh deerl Here comes the reinl I'd better duck
into Doc Derton'rs drug store until it lets up.

(2:20 "thew, Oh, helln Doel Tt's really raining buclrets,
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isn't 1it. . .Doc?, . ."Yoc Barton?, . .“hy won't you answer me?
« « « Docll!l Can't you hear me?? Can't you see me?? Oh,
pleasel. . . Please!l"

"Oh, Nrs. Barton, what's wrong with Doc, he......Mrs.
Barton? Please answer mel Please look at me......Nrs, Barton?
Please answer me! ......This is some hideous trick! I must get
out of herel

(2:30) I'm running down the street now and the rain is
swirling all about mel.......RBut I can't stop! All of a sudden
I have a horrible feeling that I'm living in a dream, that I'm
not really here at alll

(2:40) Oh, but that's a ridiculous thought! I must stop..
1'11 duck in that 1little newstand, Everyone must think I'm
awfully silly, running around in the pouring rain like this,

(2:50) Hmmm, no one seems to be around. Well, at least
this is a dry spot.

Tt i1s now three o'clock...0h, here's the latest edition of
the paper...Ah, let's see the headlines., They read:

MRS. GILBERT C. HOLDEN DIES OF HEART ATTACK

This morning at eleven o'clock, Mrs.
t1lbert C. Eolden died of a heart
attack on a park bench in Lawrence
Kemorial Park

Irs. Holden,..

The paper has fallen from my hands and at last I am able
to understand the happenings and my feelings of the past sev-
eral hours, A strange music reaches my ears and I seem to be
enveloped in a cloud of mist., I am calm now and no longer am
afraid,

-Pat McGrath

God's York

There it was, lying majestically before me, a scene of
unsurpassed beauty. VYes, it was the frand Canyon. I could
see the trees silhouetted against the light of the early dawn
and the cabins dotted close to the sharp rim which dropped
into endless terrains below. I stepped nearer for a better
view., T was able to see for miles 1in almost any direction.
As the sun gave forth its light, so the gorge was given its
first hues of the day. The cliffs changed their colors from
shadowy grays and blacks to dark greens and pale lavenders,set
of f with shadows from out-reaching precipices. There was a
gentle breeze drifting across the canyon., No sounds were audi-
ble except the faint hum of water rushing over distant falls
which were hidden somewhere in the canyon wall,

Later that morning, a traln of burros started their long
walk to the distant floor of the canyon. I watched them as
they made their way down. Heavy- laden, sure-footed, they
wound their way along the steep, narrow trail around the wall
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of the canyon, Patiently, they trudged on and on, Finally
reaching the grassland below, they picked up speed and
moved toward the lodge, expecting hay and oats ess their
reward for a trying journey. As the burros completed their
trip, my eyes shifted to the comparatively small bit of
water which had crested this work of art. The river Colo=-
rado stretched like a ribbon from one end of the chasm to
the other. It was swelled from floods in!the mountains
whose creeks contributed their contents to this larger river,
My eyes scanned the cliffs searchingly. The lavenders,
greens,and blacks of that morning had changed to glazed
colors of red, brown, buff, black,and in some places even
white, The sun was at its highest, Its rays were almost
blinding when reflected by the layers upon layers of rocks.,
Suddenly something csught my eye. A glimpse of white
was all I needed to lead me to the waterfall practically
hidden from sight among the boulders, The sheet of water
was not too large and looked as if it were in slow motion
from my viewpoint. The water crashed to the rocks below
and then dissppeared,destination unknown. After watching it
for sometime, I realized it was getting late, The sun
low in the Western sky and the rock formations near ths
canyon floor were shadowed with black and dark purple hues,
Gradually all the cliffs became tinged with derk reds,soft
purples, and peaceful bilues, The glow of the afternoon was
exchanged for the restful colors of the nignt. Soon the
gorge lay in morbld sllence. Shadowy figures were every-
where, I was inspired with awe, As the sun sank hehind
the horizon leaving only pink, purple, and red clouds to be
seen , I ralsed my face to the sky and suddenly thought,
"Only God could creste a work such as this,"

-Sandy Walker

X

It had been a perfect day, one of those days that seem
too perfect to be really true. I was going home still float-
ing on the rosiness of the dey. I parked my car, got out,
and, on an inperceptihle impulse, I looked up,

Down it came, lazily drifting from miles on high. It
held my attention with a hypnotic fascination until at last
it rested at my feet. I could not bring myself to pick it
up.immediately. The aura of strangeness with which it had
appeared gave it a certaln untouchable quality,. Gradually,
I brought myself to reach for it, My wonder soon changed to
amazement as I realized that it wes only a small plece of
paper, completely blank, except for a minute"x" directly
in the center., The mystery about the psper was heichtened
by the very blackness of the "x" against the extreme white-
ness of the paper,
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My first impulse should have been to throw it down and
go on, But for some strange reason, perhaps the buoyancy of
my earlier mood, I tried to find some reason for it.,

Naturally, I spent most of my waking moments thinking
about it in the days and weeks after its appearance. The
passing of time and events made it fade in my mind, but
never completely.

A Tfew years later, I had the first serious illness of my
1ife., Of course, my idea of seriousness was not very re-
alistic. One thought, however, was even more disturbing to
me than my illness, I had come down with the disease five
years later, to the day, that the paper had come drifting
down to me, Why, I do not know, but I rummaged through my
desk to find the paper, Above the black "x", a lesrge red
"x" had been added. I pondered over the idea that someone
was playing a joke on me, but I was forced to discard this
idea because I hsd not told anyone a bout the paper. For
future safety I put the paper in a secret compartment of my
desk,

The years passed, T grew older and I led a perfectly
normal, sane life, I had my share of ulcers and summer
colds, and che other little
"necessities" that - come with aging.
The greatly dis- turbing thing was
that each time some- thing happened to
me, even the timi- est, an "x" was
added to my paper, Strangely, the
"x13" respectfully turned to crimson,
vermillion, to maroon, and now
to a drab black=- brown, but always
a tiny bit of the white paper showed, To say the least, I
was terrified. The "x's" seemed to become a symbol to my
decaying life. I bemn to wonder if this eerie paper also
had a power of prediction.

Then it came; I was told that I had a disease, of
course, They brushed off my fears that it might be fatal.
With a grim insistence and determination, I went home and
straight to my desk., I struggled with the secret catch,
and then, with a stark realization, I dropped the box,

At my feet lay the paper,y--black, shriveled, crumbling,
to ashes,

-Driek Bestebreurt je

— L f —
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Long Walk Home

Korl hurried flon~ the “arl, famili-r rocd in the semi-
dar'mers of the cool Sentemer evenin~. It werg lote: %H-e
road wre verw lonelv: g Liss rorld be & ary if he shovls
e 1cte, so he walled aguleklv with lon~, conflortevle strides
As he vellred he thovr 14 rchevt the " eny g1rndey thn~e he h-d
no time te thint ¢bout dur i the bHuey dev==the berutiful
home ro rnd Idise veoi'ld v one dov, the fire school Hhrt
11ttle Krrl worlsd ore doy astend, ard how mich ve''r Kleore
reg=2uled her motv:er.s U suvelly this was Krrll's fovorite
time of dew: he enjovea the lons, lonely wrllz to his recl. d-
ed, rctrer nlein house, end he enjoved tiking tim to thinlk,
and =ltn, epnd drecr ge 0@ roczeded clon:' the littlas rveth.

It was »oecemin~ dorier reuvidlv new, e noted; it vas s
acod thing he Imew the peth well or he mirt very easily los
hle yove It wae elso veccminy cloudy, cond there wovld be a
stor:: lete thit nicat or early tne next morning, no doubdte.
Kerl novned it wovld not be rcinins in the morning vhen he
vvould hrve to wellk beck alorn~ the noth to tovn.

After wollddn o while, with still = long wey to go, he
sundéled Mis coct more tigntly around him to combot the chill
of the nirht air ond the wind which had erisen suddonly, ené
ves cet Inr gterdily stronrere It wee now s2lmoct niteh dert-
with &he preay-hlcck clouds conceeling the moon end strore
whickr veually brirhisned the dim “orest vet™, end the tell
o2 8 ¢nd heecres, g0 redient ecrlier vith brillisnt f0ll
colors, now eseemcd to hover high -~bove te prih, cvtting of ™
whoat 17%tle lirht there wers thet nirhi,.

Kerl shivzred end drew his scorf rore closely arovnd
is nee , more beccuse of arn inmer chil?l th-h the cold winc
or the dcmnncss of the nicht, T wese a depreseine ni~ht--
Dloels end st1ll excent for the rmourni:l vhine of tho vind,
mietling thro ' oh the treeas. He wes tired and lonely, and
viehed thet »e were hore with Liss by the Mire, webtching
little Kerl end Klera et plev.

As nhe welired on, he bec. me more and more devresced. He
beren Lo thinl: of things he would sooner forget--thne strence
little man who =cd come into the siore thet deoy, for instence.
Yhet ¢ zloony, sowber old mon he wesl Whet was 1t ne hed
been trllring about? Oh, yesl He hed been tellins ewouvt o
friend of his who heo diseprerred one night recently. Wnen
he znd ¢ fow frionés hed cone oub looking for him, all the—
found were some footrrints on & forest peth, which indicstec
tnnt he 2ed been running for some rerson, ond hed suddenly
storned, but thern the footprints mysteriously venished. Wheh
a r*dferlours =toryl How Kerl snd the others hed lsurhed at
the cld men vhen e hed told itl Imerine thet stupid,
childieh m:rn erpocting them to believe such a feiry telel
In the werm, bric-t store, Kerl had lerrhed ond jicked with
the ot e=e avrut the o0lé mrn: now, however, 211 elone on thr
derls, solfterv pethece

Korl snenned his mind 2wov from sveh umernld tho~he,

-
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and tried to think of something more plessrnt. Just about
fro rore m les rnd he wovld he home vith Lisec.

He wes in "“hhe thick of =he Torert now, end She nirht wee
8o Dlock he covld not even sec “he pcth on which e wrs wall-
inm. Suddanly c vegre, gnawin~ sense of disturbence seirzed
im. At Tirst only 2 dim, obscuvre feelina of worry, the im-
presgcion sfrew, until, suddenly, Kerl forze in his oreelts with
the recliretion thet someone, or csomething, was followins him
alonr the lonely forest peth. Tne sound of footstens, unheecrc
Defore Jeczuse of the howling winc, wes now becoming louder
end clearer as it came closer and closer to Karl.

Kerl first froze with panic as he rerembered the story o
the old ©rn in the store thet efternoon; the, terrified, he
olted cown the peth.

He ran for whet seemed ages, sometimes renic-stricken,
csometimes strengely cdlm, elwrys rreyins thet he might escepe,
never dresm ng thet he roulds The sound of the desd dry lesves,
creckling snd ervnch ne as something lerme ond heavy reced
through them, necrme stercdilv louder.

Then, cbovt & helf mile from his ome, the sound of our-
suing “ootetens shruntlv cesced. With o tremendous burst of
¢oopk vlress snd an overwhelm‘ns sencse of relie”, Kerl con-
Sinuied his fight with rrnewed erergy, sourred on by the 'mov-
leédre thet scol he covli rest in Liap's erus.

But men are mer=ly rvppets in the frsi grin of dertiny,
‘nd the demon Fates will “eve their little isat at mortsl nen's
1iTense .

s Kerl rovnded the 1r ¢ ..ve of t'.e lons, lonelv path,
only a few veors from the very door of his housc, ne abruptly
storned in his trrelrs. He hod hecrd, ebove L1e shrilli whistle
of the wind, the heavy breathing of something verv l-rpge on
the peth just echesd of himl

It was just besimning to drizzle the next mornin=, os a
Tfew of Karl's friends set out to look for hime All they found,
however, were some tr cke on the forest path, which indiceted
thet he had been running for some resson, and hed suddenly
stopued, but then the tracks cbruntly discpreared. Strengelv
enouszh, when thev told their story, no one seemed to belisve
trhem.

=Gayle Hoffman

_43_;
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Whet Is Love?

What 1s this thing called Love? Oh, how I wish I knewl
How earnestly it 1s sought; how violently it is enduredl

There is only one set fect chout Love end thet is “hat
it hes anpecred in every lansuare mnd society since aborigin-
al man. It is not spelled nor pronounced the scme, vet the
seme elusive meening 1s alweys present. How universel is
this thing cclled Lovel

Poets sing its preises and mourn its faults; wise men
geek it for enrlirzation cnd it proves them unwise; men lives
it, some sv»vivins end some dying by its eternal strencth.
Only by Love or lnclk of Love can o berpar ecome £ kins end
2 lzZinmT hecome ¢ Hegeer. How mysticel 18 thie thine called
Lovel

Love cen be 2 simnle thine or as complex ss life itself.
Love ¢ n be a mentle thineg or it cen be bHrvtel: in 1t is the
meking or the breekine. Love 1s to be iovouslv anticineted
or feerfully chhorred; in it -ore birth end death. How many
Tascets hes this th ng celled Lovel

Love is 2 nassion, sonrnt by all, found by many, repellasd
by some, ond stt-incd by few. In everyvthins 1s Love; every-
thing is nothine without it. ILove is t he savor of life,
without it life becomes but & hollow imitetion. To conceive
Love is a thinm of beauty, but to let the concention slip
evey is & metcter of unadulterrted hell. How rowerful is thirs
thing celled Lovel

Love cen be seen in the 2yes of & mother looking at her
new-horn bebe, in the wey a dog looks efter "his boy", in
the devotion of a child in prayer, and in the misty eyes of
a orlde. Love can be found in the chocolrtey kiss of a four-
year-old when pres-nting his mother with his prize froz, in
the senectity o a man devoted vnbto hie God, and in the
swectness of a2 first kiss and the vhisner of those to follove
How wonderocus is this thinaz celled Lovel

Love 1is meny things. Its charceteristics--universsl,
mysticel, versstile, powerful, wonderous--are those of
strengthe. Perhrps this strencth 1s why fthe wise, insterd
of ettemrting to define, merelv accent with wttered vraver
the svlendor of this thing called Love.

=Juliann Navis

"One loves ultimotely one'!s desires, not the thing
desired." =~ Nietzache =
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Poen

There 1s in nirht & win?® thet blows-

That sweeps, and breet-es its cold
dry breeth,

Which gives to me a will to live,
vyet to a fleme is deathe.

=Brent Billermen

The Coming Day

Acrpsa the broesd Atlantic
Lies an awalening land,

And to t"ose who 7o there
Shet's fortune-=in-the-hand.

From the derk, derk ni~sht she comes,
And into lasting dey.

Of these countries whet will be

The pathways they shell lay?

Prom the brond Saherea
To the mountsin robed in cloud,
Africa aweltens,
The continent child.
«Christie Hervin

THE NIGHT

The wind blew. Its vicious guste bentersd agrinst the
ancient wells of the warehouse and the echoes of its entics
reververated inside.

The o0ld nightwetchman rrimnced and tried to concentrote
on the gleem of his flashlight zs he made his nocturnal rounds.
The yellow bcam of light relicved the murk eof the storeroon
and its seecrching rays illuminctzé tae tense, lined fece of
the aged employee. His wrinlzled hend trambled as he build-
ing cresked end shook from the tempest outside, but there wes
a determinec smerk in his feded blue eyes. He had to prove
it to them. He hcd to prove thet he shouldn't be retired.
With an effort, he straicshtened his rounded shoulders end
proceeded throuvgh the aisles of staclked crates.

He stopred suddenly. Icy derts crept up and down his
spine. Then he heerd 1t egainses.a s rilly pitched shriek
end & loud beng, 1lile & rhost drasegine its vonferous chain.
He turned to run, but controlled himeelf vhen he pemembered
his job. With timid feet snd & hesitotine will he wel'red
towerd the noise. He heard it agein snd then he ves falling
down. His feeble body it the floor with s resounding -mrelz.
Cringine, he weited for his vnknown asseilent %o finish with
him, but with immecsy reeble relief Aiscovered thst he hed
merely trinoed over s nlece of limbere.

Thr: stine fhe nrot-ebive bern of his floghlicht hHefore

—a
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him, the nichtwatchmen continued with his sesnrch for the
intruder. He could no lonzer dotermine where the terrifying
sounds ceme from, Tor ns thev ricochetied beelr end forth in the
smptliners of “he warehovse, they s=emed to svrrovntd him. WHe
chesed eech echo o°nd shvddered £g easch time its illusive
source escsped hin.

With confirsed bewllderment he =tovped to resain his piti-
fully short bresth. SHRIEKLI BANGL It wee behind him}
Perslvzed with ferr, the nichtwetchman could not turn cround.
Burdened with the strein of his fright end his yesrs of
service, the old men's herrt storped beatins-never to best
araine. The vstechmen lay dezd and the yellow rays o his
fleen1icsht dimied on th2 floore Behind him & lrrme shutter
banced beck axnd orth on its rusty ninres in complirnce with
the stormecessseseand the wind Hlev.

«Dinsne Lamar
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