Waggener High School

Waggener Literary Magazine
Introspect, May 1961

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 Trent Hutcheson for this copy.
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In this, the second issue of introspect, we feel that we have ac-
complished several things. We have improved both the quality of the
magazine and the quality of its selections. This is caused by the
increased interest in the infrospect among the students of Waggener.
Thus we have had a wider selection of copy, and greater support for
our patron’s drive. This year we are beginning an “exchange library”
with Kentucky colleges and many other schools. We hope that we
will thus broaden our viewpoint, and perhaps develop a state-wide
reputation,

At this time, we would like to announce the winners of the various
contests which are supported by introspect. The winner of the cover
contest is Bruce Chang, who reccived a $5.00 prize for the cover
design we are using on this issue. The winner of the introspect Spon-
taneous Writing Contest is Susan Rumble, who also received a $5.00
prize. The Junior High winner is James Larrick. The winner of First
Prize in the Short Story Division of the Quill and Scroll Writing Con-
test is Helen Bisha. First Prize in the Junior High Short Story con-
test goes to Karen De Vore.

The Essay Contest was won by Linda Borsch. Jan Heckenkamp
won in the Junior High Division, There should be some explanation
for the First Prize in the Poetry Division. It goes to four poems—two
written by Julie Bloch, and two by Helen Bisha. The Junior High
Poetry prize goes to Ann Marshall, two of whose poems tied for first
place. Last we would like to announce the winner of the most coveted
award, the Editor's Award, which goes to the best piece of writing
published in introspect. This year the award goes for the second year
to Helen Bisha for her short story, Miguel.

In closing, we would like to thank those without whose help the
work could never have been done. Mrs. McGuire, our beloved and
well-worn  sponsor, who has attended meetings at least twice as
frequently as anyone else on the staff, deserves the first vote of
thanks, The next goes to the Quill and Scroll, who have let us
use all the copy from their contest as material for the magazine.

The greatest thanks, however, goes to you, the readers and pa-
trons of introspect, for without your support, the magazine could not
have been written.

Julie Bloch
Editor
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RICHARD EPSTEIN

A NEW LOOK AT RED CHINA

The greatest threat to international peace today, if it can be assumed
that we are in a period of peace, is Red China. This thriving, bustling
war-professing country has distressed the minds of many peace-loving
souls. However, the most disturbing fact about Red China to me, is that
we are unable to talk to her communist indoctrinated leaders, for we do
not diplomatically recognize their government. No cataclysmic change
in policy is forseeable; the new administration has already plcdgcd itself
to the policy of non-recognition. In order to understand fully the prob-
lems at hand, though, we must first review the recent course of events
in China.

In the autumn of 1949, after twenty two years of bitter and pro-
tracted struggling, Mao Tse Tung and his communist armies took over
the mainland of China. In the process of defeat, Chang Kai-shek and his
troops were forced to occupy the islands of Formosa. The original Amer-
ican reaction was division and confusion. This policy has continued to
this day. We still are only certain of what we will not do. We will not
favor China’s admittance to the United Nations. We will not recognize
them.

Today, over eleven years after the victory of the communists, we
can see the great strides that the new-regime has made. The commune
system, although an inhumane way of life, is producing tangible results.
The Chinese army has been augmented to the largest in the world, and
alarmingly enough we read that they have developed a potential capacity
for nuclear weapons. We can even see signs of the raising of the “bam-
boo curtain.” A country is now ready to assert its strength on a surprised
world.

The population of China presents the greatest challenge to the
government. It is said that if the Chinese walked hand-in-hand double-
file into the Pacific Ocean that the country could still never fully evacuate
itself of all its citizens, This statement, although possibly not valid, gives
the reader an illustration of the great population explosion occuring in
China. As every hour passes, thousands of new Chinese are born. Seven
hundred million people are crowded into an area one-third the size of the
United States, Hunger and disease have become prevalent.

The population and food-shortage problem of China leaves the

country one of three alternatives: to seek peaceful trade with other

1
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fareign natlons; to resetthe part of their swelling masses in the vast
frantivrs of Russia, or o expand inte snderdevelopad Southeast Asia.
Sinee workd prace will depend an which road Chisa ultimately chooses,
this question deserves the mest wgent attention of American policy
makers

A brighter side of China may be seen in its vast untapped natoral
resources. The northern mountains, althongh unlivable, are rich in
miverals. Receatly geologists have confirmed these facts and Jed us to
beléeve that China has a great potential for industrialézation,

The leaders of the Chinese gavernment are sometiowes mistakenly
thought of as In accoed with the Soviet Union, However, Moscow,
today, is preaching of peaceful co-existance while Peping tells 2 hueritied
world that war is nevitsble. Why do these two great communist coun-
tries icdealogies differ so greatly? The answer to this question is probably
the solution to the warld situation,

China, for one, cannot imagine the devastating destruction of nuclear
weapons because they have never actually tested anv. The development
of their own nuclear capacity might have a sobering effect on the
Chinese. 1 doubt it though. The fact of the matter is that the Chinese
advocate war becanse they have less to lase by ane than any other
country. I three-fourths of the Chivese are killed in a nuclear war, they
waald 5l be left with a papulation equal in sumber to the present one
of the United States. A noclear war wonld usdoubledly leave them in
position of control in the workd.

In the face af the grave prapositions which | bave just stated, 1
can omly urge that the U. S, seek 2 pew perspective concerning Red
Chita, 15 far no other reason, the crucial fssue of dissrmament wauld in
itself be enough, No plan of disemament conld ever be effective with.
aut China's participation, and, as pointed cut, we can 0o longer hald
the Soviet Union accountable for Peking’s actions in this matter.

What steps can we take? First of all we mast abalish the myth that
Chang Kat-shek is the real leader of the seven-bundred million main-
Lad Chinese. This & pure The Generulissimo’s sole power
rests onby in the mling of the people of the Formosan islands.

Secarddly, it s imperative that we renew diplamatic negotiations
with China even if wee have to take o temporary loss o prestige in the
cold war, The price of peace hay to be paid; the cost can pever bo tho
reat.

The resubts of a U. S. recognition of Red China are obscoure. 1t is
rather certain China would then be admitted to the United Nations,

The course of their actions after this is indeterminable, They do Lave an
acute shortage in food; we are passessed with an overwhelming surpluy
of the commodity, This casily could he the meeting ground for improved
refation,

In conchision, 1 must confess my basie faith in the homan race. 1
feed that wherever you are able to talk to a people, ta strive carnestly
for better understanding, your goals can be attained. However, the
direction I which wo are now drifting, in not attempting to talk to these
people, clearly seems the most direct and quickest chanoel to war,

JENNIE DOMNELLY

TOWER OF CIVILIZATION

Humph
What do you koow?

Smart?

You think you are

Men are only pigeons o this warld.
Suckers,

Nothings.

But 1-

I am a member of the wisest group of all
I will take over the world same day,

I am an wrmadillo,

TLAESA HIaOM

FOG

Farth &5 u kittem,
The fog ix Ity mathes,
Washing it with her
Saft, wet tongue.

3
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=Yrye ranTEn

THE TIDES OF FATE

On u cool speing evenmg when the moon shone brightly, a hrisk
breeze flowed up over the high sea wall that bordered the acean, As
Marty Edwards, a nesident of a nearhy apartment, walked along the
arimbling surface of this ald wall, he wonderod what the waves were
siving as they o viskently crashed into. the pged rocks below, They
seemed to bo talking to him, trying to wam him as they rolled in and
out and slashed the wall with Increasing force.

Thinking litthe of this ominous gesture helow him, Marty decided to
turn around and go bome. But first, be stopped by & drugstare to boy a
carton ol cigarettes, While makiog his purchase. Marty noticed 4 tll,
slender youth in the store. 1t was late and they were the anly cnstomers
there. The youth's large, staring eves seemed to follow Marty's path as
be lefe the ceanter and pushed open the large gliss doar of the store,

Wialking back hame aloag the wall, Marty again noticed the waves.
They seemed even more restless as thay peered op at the slowly moving
figure high above, Tho waves were lapping higher up on the wall as
if they were trying to reach up to warn him, Then Marty heard foot.
steps behind him. They were maoving quickly and getting daser. He
peeved over his shoulder ad saw the sume youth that had been i the
drugstare punuing at him. He was velling, “Hald it. Mister! Stap!”™ Marty
became frightened and started to man across the worn stones of the
wave-hattered wall. Only o few more yards and he woukd veach the
wiall's cud and be able to get home 10 sufety. But Marty Edwards never
reached the walls end. for his own came first, Marty's weight and the
never-ceasing power of the mighty waves were too much for the decrepit
wall wnd a part of it give way and sent Marty to a crashing death an the
tocks below. The previously rushing vouth then came to o stop at the
point where the wall had coombled. He looked down and saw Marty's
lifeless figure strewn over the rocks below and surmoanded by the
fateful waves. ‘The Frightened bay thens covered the hody with an epitaph
of silver coins; the change Marty Tad left in the drugstare which he was
tryimg to return,

4

CAROLYN ROC

WHO KNOWS SNOW?

snowflakes—lbnopld, small - wander .~ willed by anger

I sitence  Jike a thunderbalt

snowflakes—angry? / drop . gently without woul /

to earth /o a cloud.

snawflakes—gently settled? / drift | the passion of wind /
to dunes  making valleys.

sowflakes—smothered? | die © still remaining

as lieguid pools © mirared by memary,

HAROL MENZIE

FREIGHT-CAR PHILOSOPHER

SECOND PRIZE. QUILL AND SCROLL JR. wiGH
BHONY BTONY CONTEST 1061

“Accordin’ to my calculations” the tramp said, “We're ‘bout fifteen
nimates aut o Kinsl'ey—aln't that what you said your home town was?”
He peered through the frayed brim of his tattered bawler at the hoy
sitting next to him. He squinted in the flickering light of the racing
freight, teving to decipher the suddden change in the boy’s attitude. “Well,
ain't it?”

“Yes. sie”

The old man beamed knowingly, “You got a girl back there, aln't you
Babby Boy?™

“Yeah,” Bobby agreed. finding a sudden fascination in straw which
drew his gaze to the floor,

“She purdy?”

T say!”

“A real locker, bub? Y know, T use” to have me a gal | it was
up in Chicago—over boen there? 1t's a right nice town—she way my best
gal . leastwise, | never did like women after that. They're a funny
bunch . . . they got fummy ideas . ., v can’t teust “em. Fickle sorta ., "

5
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“But Sally isn't—"

"Eh?*

"I said - " Bobby stopped, not actually at a loss for words; more
for courage. "1 said, Sally's different. She's . faithful - . and—and

vod . .. ."
. “Sally ber name is? My gal was Lucy Lauiso—the fellers called her
Lula . ., different? 1 thought that about Lulu toa, 1 'spect ever’ man do”

“But Sally—she said sho'd swait till 1 got back and—"

“And? You planning on gettin' hitched up? You? So young?”

“I'm sixteen,” he defended, with o flash of anger. "T'm a man oow,
and I'm—we're tired of being told that we're too young ta do everything!
Marriage is—an institution—it's—it’s—"

The tramp closed his eves "Y' know, some folks say kids are ke
wine; they got a great future, but you gotta let ‘em age”

“But I don't want 1o be locked up in the cellar of life! Sally and 1 are
gomg ta et marriehowe Jove each other, and we're .. . going .
T Sy

The man nodded sagely. “Lave, eb? Yeah, it's a great thing. A great
thing . . You sure this s 1t717

Bohby got up and staggered with the swaying train, “Of course it
is.

There was a silence, and he thought foe 2 minnte the tramp was
asleep.

“Of course” the man said suddenly, feeling his way, “After the
marriage - ., come . kads 7

Bobby pumped, “Yeah, | know that”

“You sure you want a buach o brats runnin” aronnd”

“Soane prople call it o blessing” Bobby snapped,

“Yeuh?" the tramp agreed. apparently weighing the pussibilities,
“Do you”

“How much longes?” Bobby asked.

“We're slowin’ down ., ..

The train stopped jerkity, as if rehsetant te give up the freedom o
flying down the tracks.

Bobby and the tramp slid the doar open a crack,

“Al clear,” the tramp said. “You ready?”

“Yeah ... "

TWell? You gom™ Good Juck. boy ™

“Thanks

“1 gust want you to knowomy dear s always open” He Laughed
at his joke; 3 dry crackle

w

Bobby sprinted around the station and slowed dowo to a walk in
the street. He kicked a rock, The train whistle yelped. and the steam
hissed hack.

“Jobinny!” a stoat lady shouted at the little boy she had in tow,
“You put that rock down this instant ar 11 have your father paddle yoo!”

Babhy stopped, Then, be whitded and ran back to the station,
ane the truck,

“Wait, wait!l” he called. at the speed-gathering train. “I've changed
my mind! I dant want o be tied down yet!”

The tramp stock his head oot the crack wearing a grin whase eods
practically curled aver his cars. “Hop abourd, Bubby bay!”

HELEN THISHA

SMOKE

An ey breath oer flows the
golden puals

OF summer, and chilly their
laughing glint

To frozen glitter:

As crystal tears upon the face
of autumn.

Aspen torches sear the
distant sky,

{Smoke-hlue: the pall of
sumaner’s pyre )

And with the maples’ flame

A carpet far the fect of Autumn
spread;

A shroud for Winter's steps,

Silver-traced across the
MOUNnS,
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MIGUEL

FIRGY PRIZE QUILL AND SCNOLL =HONT STGRY ConNTRs? 186

Migued came into the valley jn early summer, walking up along the
Little Snake River, From my place at the head of the valley, 1 could
see him coming from quite a way off. T could see the prople all aloog
the: road watehing him too, the women standing idle in their doarways
and the men halting in thelr work, He didn't stop at any af the mnches,
though, 61 he came to the water-gate fust above my alfalfa ficld, He
paused, then seving me watching from the froat porch, he waved con-
fidently ax an old friend and started up toward the hause.

That was the lirst time 1 saw Miguel, but in the twa days be stayed
at my ranch we got ta be friends, closer than mast blood kin. We bad
one thing in comman; we had both set out to chase the sunset, and It
Bad led us to the same Wyoming valley. But aside from that, we differed.
I was, In o small way, a rancher, while Migue] was my natural enemy,
a sheepberder. He was looking far summer pasture for his flock of a
Jmndred bead which was waiting, along with his wife, at the railhead in
the next valley,

The range he picked was so goad-for-aothing (to us csttlemen, any-
Tow) that 1 hoped there would be no trouble, But the sane day Migoel
moved his sheep onto that first mauntain, an uncasiness began to run
theough the valley. At first there was nothing tangible, no plysical
senstation. It was a mare—a beaviness an the wind, like the coloe of the
sky befare a thunderstorm. By cvening, though, there they were, lined
up i front af my bouse with their unlighted torches, 1 conddn’ recognize
In those dark, sinister riders the men I'd been neighbor to since before
I'd bought my own land. Ed Tolliver. Sam Brunscom, even my old boss
Major Dursil—they were all there, ctched black against the sunset sky.

1 couldn't ride with them, They were all my friends, but o was
Miguel I stood there, gripping the fence rail until 1 felt the hard eidges
of the wood digging into my hands and watched then ride off into the
dusk. 1 mst have steod there an hour, staring down o the fog risiog
from the darkening surface of the river, | was ashamed, of my own in-
degicion and of the thick-headed prejudices of my fellow ranchers. At
last | caught up my mare and headed ber up the mountain,

The trail was steep, a hard climb for a borse and worse for cows
That's why nome of it made sense. The pasture couldn’t even be used
for cattle, but the whole vallev—all my good peighbars—were riding by
torchlight to dove o voung man and bis wile, together with their meages
livelibood, from it 1 gigged my mare sharply, and she broke ito a
plunging jmllop.

8

Far up the rdge the riders were skylined for a moment. They would
reach the top before me, but not by much. [ spurred Beeky again, and
she responded gamely, shortening their Jead. | topped the rim of the
great naturn] bowl just as they reached Miguel’s camp.

What happened during the next few minutes will always be a blur
in my mind—a bhur of fastriding shadows panctuated by dipping,
weaving points af fire, The lonely keening of the wind was disturbed
by the terzified bedlam of ronndng sheep and by one shat,

1t was all over quickly, Two of the Major's haods were pushing the
last of Miguel's bundred bead over the sheer, torturcas rim-rock that
forms the ramparts of the mountain, The rest of the men were circled
around a small, huddled body-the victim of the single shot, For a
secored, | conkdn't think wha it might be. it was the figure of 2 youth
ar—a woinan, And the only other person an the momntain with \hgud
was his young wife.

Now, my neighbors wrent murderers. But when the slight, boyish
figure in the shapeless chaperas of the sheepberder ran at them brand-
ishing a rifle—well, that doesn't excose a killing. But what happeoed
next will be my shadow for bnger than T care to Hve.

1 had just ridden up, so 1 saw
him first, standing there on the
jageed edge of the cliff. Slowly
the circle opened, and  Miguel
looked down at the bodv af his
dead wife. The sick look of dis-
belief on his face was the mast
pitiful thing I have ever seen, and
I started toword my friend, His
head jerked toward me—I dan't
think he even recognized me—
amed he took ane step backward,

That's all, T guess. Miguel was
In the valley just three days, He
lelt no mark oo the kand, not even
a grave {for 1 could never fid his
body, up there among the towers
and chimneys af the rimrock)
But naw, when the peaple aleng
the Little Snake look up past my
ranch at that great volcanic hulk,
they call it Sheep Monntain,




GLASS ENIGMA

O world, we are so voung,

So hesitant yet daring.

We fear, then plunge ahead;

We stand apart,

Alone i a throng

OF those who share our Joneliness.

Balanced on the blade

Between jov and anguish

We shatter at a touch,

Yet fling aurselves upon the spears

OF tomeerow’s half-breached wall

We rush headlong at living,

Laughing too londly, loving too
quickly,

Fecling too deeply.

{ Infatuated with life, fascinated
by death |,

Forgive us our youth, workd;

Forgive our boldness, and accept

Our blunders in the namw of
good intent,

Understand us, (a beaggart pardoned by his
youthful vigor )

And know our hearts,

But sound them uot too deeply,

Noe distwrh the undirected intel-
lect,

The clear eyed faith searching
for a god, :

WIND SONG

FIRST PLACE. QUILL AND STHOLL FOETRY CONTEST 108Y

“Come fly with me.” the wind nvited

As | sut ane day,

High above the fog-drenchied city.

Sa northward we ran,

Where the burdened clouds stream in,

Stately as great galleons,

Heavy with the treasured rain,

The sky's caressing flood.

We lingered a time to watch the douds

Weep, thwarted, against the mountains' lodty rom;

1
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And to draw the breath of pine and salt
And spow abave the sea.

Then castward, across the Same-and tawny wastelands,

Where dustdevils outrace the wary mustangs,
And the golden air

Lies strangled in the desert’s sterile cup-
Hungs molten ‘tween sand and sky.

We trembled. the wind and 1,

Blinded in the aching light,

And blindly fled |

To tumble, fainting, nto a valley
OF green and aspen-gold,

And falling-water silver

And the wind raced on

Alone, to leap liughing

From the cresting praks

That will the rlvers’ course,

RESURRECTION

FIRST FLACE GUILL AND SCHOLL FOETRY CONTEST 1061

From the well of tortured light

Boyond the Mountain,

Darkoess flows down Into the valley:
Coalness floods the breathless land.

And the blackness is filled with sound;

A quiet singing, fearfully,

Desperately straining towird the moonrise,

The desert giants, frozen in their foutsteps,
Stand forth from the shadow of the Monntain;
Ghost sobdiers halt in shocked silence:

A lonely degion, desolate in a shifting world

Of sand and wind-blown silver,

Audd the moon fees befare the wind,

Seeking refuge sonewhere in the dappled sky.

I the midnight,

In the roaring void behind the wind
A genthe breath fills the darkness;
Desert candles dismiss the night,
Duncing i their own fey radiance,
Swayed by the phantom breeze

OF dawn,
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The dall is given hack, and after u fow minutes the elastic is fixed
und the head is in place.

JAMES LANKICHK

THE CHILDREN
FIAST PRIZE. JG. WIGH DIVISION, 'INTROSPECT
SFONTANEOUS WHITING CONTEST

“Dadd?”

“Yes son.”

“Eh, you woo't get mad will you?”

“Why should 12"

“Because, because ., . 1 broke Mr. Leather’s window.”
“M-m-m-m.”

“Dad?”

“What, son?"

“Did you hear me*”

“Hear you what?”

“I said T broke Mr. Leather's window,”

The corser of the newspaper folded back.

“You WHAT?

by % O

“Never mind, T heard you the first time, Now how did it happen?”
“Well you see, it was like this, Johnoy Hill had this keen play today

in football, and 1 was suppased to go out for a long pass.”

“And?”

“And the pass was too long,”

“Well you know what this means don't you®”

“Fraid so, Fve got to pay for the window, and until T.do F'm

grounded.”

“And you know why 1 do this, dan’t you?”

“So that | can become a better citizen®

“That's close enough, now, go on out and play, Billy.”

Silence for a few minutes,

“Daddy?”

“What Mary?”

“My doll’s bead came off, Can you fix 7"

The comner of the paper moves 1o one side again.

“Let me see ber”

The doll is taken from the little girl's handy and carcfully studied
“H-mem, [ts only the elastic, Go tuke it to your mather and she

can fix it for you”

“No she waon't. She's giving Tommy a bath”
"Oh all right. Give ber to me and 11 see what [ can do for her”
12

“Thank you, Dacdy.”
The litthe gird leaves.
“Well, maybe I can read the papes now.”
“Daddy?”
“Oh in the name of
“Rager?”
Roger enters,
“This is Roger, Dad.”
“How-d'va-do, Roger?”
“T'm very pleased to meet you, Mr, Blake.”
“Me'n Roger've been havin' an argument”
“M-v-mem,”
“He said that his father was bakler than you.”
“Well. Bogez, | hope you've proven yoar pomt.”
“Yes sir. Thank vou sar”
Both bays beave, Dear-old-dad sighs,
"NOW maybe T can read the paper.”
“Mr. Blake, 1 want to congratulate you”
'Oh, it's yoa again, Roger.”
“You're MUCH balder that MY dad”
Apparently forcing back the urge
i kill, Mr. Blake speaks
“Think you very much Hoger, Er,
it's getting rather late, hado’t you
better be getting home?”
“Oh, no sir, Mother said 1 coukd
stay till five o'clock.”
Well, run along then.”
“Don't you want me to stay and
talk with you?”
“Roger ... "
“Yessir, Mr. Bluke, I'll be going

— What is it, Mark?”

wr.
“Oh when in heaven’s name can
1 read the paper?”

Mrs. Blake enters,

“Goodness. Henry, #'s ahimust four.
thirty, Aren't you finished with the
paper yet?”

Breaking paint,

Lk
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GAYLE »OFruan

SUMMER SCENE

THIND FRIZE. QUILL AND SCROLL ESSAY CONTEST 1081

On a thickly wooded hill in southern Indiana, o shady and sechided
path, known anly to those adventurons sauls whose search for beanty is
rewarded by Ity discovery, winds upward through the forest,

Here and there by the side of the path, sprinklings of rich colar—
bright blues and pinks, brilliant yellow and flashing scarlet—appear, as
tiny wildflowers boldly display their dazzling richness and radiance, The
huvarious softness of a thausand and ane shades of green—from the light
fairy green af the oew, wild grass to the deep. polished sheen of the
ivy. clinging as if by some magic enchantrment to the trevs—presents a
backdrop of heauty for the splendor of the flowers,

Fram the protective shelter of the trees, looming tall and majestic
above the narrow path, a chorus of birds of every colar and description
tesses its warhled song to the winds, and the forest resounds as it cchoes
through the woods. Now and then the scamper of startled feet is heard,
as u rahbit, roased from some secloded hiding place by an onfamiliar
sight or sound, hounds away to some mare secret haunt. Squirrels,
chatterlng proudly to one anather about nothing in particular. rest i the
bongchs of an ok! ask tree, ar scurry along the ground In a frenzsed search
for acoms for their winter stare.

The path winds higher and higher around the hill until it seaches
the summit, where it ends ahruptly in a small, grassy clearing. One aged,
goarled tree reposes in stately grandeur near the far edge of the clearing,
and beyond Hes an almest vertical drop from the tap of the hill to the
plain belaw,

Far, far below, tiny houses are visible, seemingly so small and fragile
that a gentle breeze could knock them down as easily as 2 small child's
hreath coold cromple a house of playing cards to the ground. A stream
of sparkling hlue water winds ribhandike through green fiehds and
meadows, and miniatare children and farm animals romp and play In
the caol grass. Across the fickds and meadows, the hazy lavender outline
of far-distant hills nesthes against the horizon. And high above, n single,
fluffy cloud wets off the splendor of o deep azure summer sky.

"

NICHALL MOoONE

THE VIPER

Doctor Bobert Burke, a graduate of Harvard Schoal of Law, is now
working as a major political leader in the reform movement Joe the in-
creased freedom of native woekers in the Undon of South Africs. Dr.
Burke is much Joved by the natives, and, as you will soe, is much despised
by the Dutch leaders of the colony,

One cold night in July, while sitting in his room reading, Dr. Burke
was disturbed by a Joud rap oo the doar, Upon apeniog the doar, Burke
was startled to see a small, sinister-Jooking man peinting the muzee of
an evil litthe blue pistol disectly at his head.

“Goad evening Doctor, 1 hope 1 am not disterbing you, I am a
member of what you might cll the society for the preveotion of Dr.
Burke, and 1 am definitely against your reformist ideas. [ do not see
why anyune wonld want to give mare liberty to that mob of heathen
scum, Why are you endangering the lives of everyone in this area?”

“Sir, your being of Duteh blood leads me ta believe that you are a
trifle biased ln vour ppinion on the matter, T come fram a country where
it is said “All men are created equal’ and this is what | believe”

“Doctor” replied the small man hotly, I suppese you realize that
my mission, to be melodramatic. is to rid my countey of you and your
dangeroos ideas.”

“You will never get away with it, my good man,” said Borke, “The
shat will be beard for blocks.”

“There will be no shat,” ssid the little man craftity. He reached into
his caut pocket, took out a small wicker basket, and opened it, A snall,
deadly black viper, commun to the area, slithercd out onto the floor and
over to Burke, 1t bit him twice an the calf, but Burke dida't move, After
abeont three minutes Burke spoke.

“Dear fellow, 1 think you have been taken. You have been sold a
armless little pet in place of a deadly viper”

Seving Hurke quite alive, the little man grablbed the saake, put it in
his pocket, and stalked out the doar.

Severnl seconds later an agovized scream came from the lallway.
Laughing softly to himself, Burke unstrapped his artifical leg, and pre.

pared to retire foe the night.

15



Waggener Literary Magazine — Introspect, May 1961, Volume Two, Number One

A TRIP TO THE STORE

At the tender uge of faurteen, Gillespie Smxatted, who possessed the
mind of 2 three year old, made a shopping trip with his' mother. Upon
entering the: departiwent store, Gillespie was lasciated by the revolving
oo, Wrenching his arm loose from his mother’s grip b headed directly
towards the object of his fancy. In a matter of seconds after Gillesgaie
entered the door all other occupants were hured into the street or into
the store. assuming varloos awkward positions, The dooe gained speed at
an amazing rate, and soon anybody who ventured oo close had appared
ind any objects they were currying whipped from them into the door by
the terrific draft created Ondy his mother was  brave emough
to poke ber umbrella, which way promptly snapped In two, into
the melee of hats, scarves, assorted packages, ete, and one shightly hyster
ical boy. The shock of the umbrells, however, jarred Gillespe very badlv
and e wandered dazed from the dooe crashing into the racks of dresses,
mannequing, and finally coming to rest in o spectacular display Tountain
erected by the management

Alter extricating Gillespio from the acchicds and iris of the fowdain,
Mrs. Smattel began her rounds of the varons counters with Cillespio
tightly in lank. It is amazing to note, however, the amount of damage o
hoy can achieve with enly one hand and twa feee, Leaving two sales-
ladies totally incapable of continuing wark and one probably permanently
deranged, Mrs. Stattel aned Gillespie ambled over to the material coun
ter. When hiv mather redeased him to examibie some cloth Cillespio
strodled away. Aboat twenty minutes later this was beard on the public
sddress system;

“Will the mother | . Yes, sonny that is a nice paper weight. Will
the mother of Gillespie Smattel please come to the kst and found de-
partnwent - No_ soomy, don't throw the paper weight at me, please.”
There is o sharp ay of pain, then a volley of caths that woald make a
Sweddish saitar blash, followed by the word ‘kid “Will Mes. Smattel
Peose came and get your be-son,” Then there is the meoherent sound of

soblsing

Wheo Mrs, Smattel went o pick up her son_ she found that the
store was suing for damages, but sbe of course pleaded insanity

There is, however, a happy eoding to this stary. As Gillespic grew
older his mind cloared and be bacame o politician
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AN MANSHALL

CASTLE OF YORE
FinaT "NIZE. QUILL aND SCROLL
JH MIGM POETRY CONTEST, 19401

A mighty fortress, awesame in its day,

Sober grey,

Etchexd against an anclent sky,

Crim and farbidding in the distance,

With great numbers of balconies and towers

And wrought oo fences

With stiff hodied, straight faced goards at

every pate,

Spears in hand,

To bar people of commen blood

From treuding oo the regal ground inside,

Within-

Myriads of stones farming a sobid floor

Over which pass servants

Toiling to cater to the whims of a stern king or
a spotled queen.

Laboring because fate chose for them to be
COtnenaniTs.

Cooks puttering in the kitchen

Boxing the ears of a scullery maid

For an (1-timed mistake.

Chamber malds gossiping between their tasks

Ladies-in-waiting imitating thelr pelncess,

A valet for a duke,

A whipping boy for a young prince,

All leading separate lives

Within a universal life shared by servants.

Seares of rooms-

Bedrooms for visiting princesses,

CGigeling as they walk along the dim carridars
surroanded by their ladies

Simpering at the compliments of a rash prince

Who makes lave to all maldens,

Dvawing rooems for grand balls

I havor of the vighteenth birthday of a prince

Who solemnly dances once with each lady
present
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Ard offers a seeond dance to his sweetheart.

Dank  dungeons

Rooms where palitical prisaners wretchedly exist,

The duke’s enemy is thrown into o cell,

A would-be assassin is dragged

Cursing and sereaming, to the gallows,

\While the Kog watches contentedly from his window
And sips wine fram a silver cup,

Etcrnity draws doses.

The castle becames obsalete and crambles,
Snuffing ot u way of life.

An era fades and becomes a memory
Living oo, only in the bearts of its offspeing,
A Herculean structuge

Now anly a fechle recollection,

MHUCKE CHANG

A JUG OF BLOOD,
A LUMP OF FLESH, AND THOU

THIND MPRIZE DUILL AND SCROLL SHORT STOAY
CONTEST 1061

Decp into the night the city slambers. All sleep bat ane, one citizen
whe still toils in a dimly lit roam, The dark night conceals no spées. He
is alome, wlove to perform bis sanguinary task, Only this disembodied
spirlt observes and feels compassion for his victim, The air is cool and
heavy, with the scent of death bolding reign. Tn the center af the room
on a cold table top lies an inaimate form which is now as cool as the
ale, Over this stll farm bends o man wearing a white gown, With fur-
rowed brows, sharpened tools, and tense muscles, he works feverishly,
Has he fear of discovery? He cuts and slashes with vigoe into the body,
What little blood it stil das in @ trickles out and then off the table,
thickly, into o pan beoeath, The erienson liquid splatters an the hard
surface and spats the floor and gown, This thick and nsuseating liquid
was onee the lifessustaining liquear of the body o the table, The man
cuts carelessly, enlarging the wound fram thrast to abdomen until the
halves are pricd aparl, exposing its contents. The maist viscera glistens
I the dim light. Our citizen reaches into the cavity and clutches the saft
masses of tissue. Tle tugs and pulls without restruint umtil the entrails

m

ore torn oul. Has this man o respect for the desd? Gut, stomach, and
heart are plled In random order on day-ald newspapess, newspapers
filled with articles of crime and murder, The viscera pool oo the news.
papers, awaiting later scrating. What will be their fate? Barial? [nclin-
veation? Decomposition by acid? Beware! human, that the spirits of the
dead do not place revenge upon you for this outrage. Beware! The
Bollow farm still lies on the cold table top without complaint for its Toss,
No protest Is beard as the blood splattered fiend approaches ovce mare.
With flashing, steel toathed saw he cuts. A dusty “ssst™ annoances the
Iade has conquered the bove. Regular shythin sends the blade deeper
and decper until the bone is severed. The powdery nolse, capable of
causing the sturdiest patient under a dentist’s drill to winee, has o effect
an this man nar his “patient.”

Time moves oo as our part of the world turns to face the angelic
sun and starts to quit this hellish darkness of the night. On its cold bed
the decapitated and limbless bunk of flesh waits further division. The
saw and hatchet team begin to crunch and break. Those saunds do not
reach the ears of the slumbering city, Tt is pot aware of this gory deed,
but then, it is not yet dawn

Marning at last speeds its shafts of light into this before dim room,
The city awakes sporadically, one here, ane there; but it awakes. It is still
not bt soon will be aware of what has been dooe, 1t will soon see in its
newspapers amang articles of crime and murder, in bold peint the details
of this deed

Onr citizen 3 tired; be saatches what little rest be can, The table is
clean; nothing is on It Owr fumbling surgeon has doffed his bloody
gown for clean sheets amd pillow, The body has been reduced to hoak-
sized Tumips, Recognition would be impassible by even its mother. Our
citzzen sleeps sonmdly with visivas of maney foating through his mind,
hloodstained muaey pechaps, but mooey hooe the Jess. He will be paid
well far his wark last night.

Awake! Awake! O citizen. Have you no conscience that you can
sleep soandly? Put aside your dreams of reward and think, Can you
not picture what you have done? Can you ot imagine the pleading, tear
uwistened eyes before death closed them farever? Can you nat hear the
last mmrmr as the death blow was dealt? No, you can not; you do vot.
Your heart must indeed be of stooe, fortified agalnst the lovasion of
sympathy and meecy. Yoo are no hetter than a ghoul. My curse be upan
veu and your abattoir! May you not sell a single pound of hamburger
today, vou, hatcher!
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AN MUNBDLE

PATTERN-A PATCHWORK QUILT

T INTROSPECT * SMONTANEOUS WRITING
CONTEST
Tl .'ll-?l]\ climb the stalks of wheat voluptucas with their golden j
iu'.lrl\ it grain

The sickles swish lo endless shythm - blades amptutate the stalks froem

thedr roots
\nd peasants, sweating, toll beneath the sun ripened sky,
Urseeing, hardly mindful of earthly fertility i all its harvest
They think of winter’s trials colduess, restless minds
Save anw, who lifts his aching back and smiles at the theatendng forest

Daring the woeld to come foeth and challenge him to a duel in
8 R

melanchoh
The lendal lard from white horse hanghty regards the vouth and feels
deep anger

But be is unmayed, by amsern spirits, (he too, |s o vassal)

Aod frowning, trods the pulpy earth, worrving about the snow and
his or ps

A Tazy plume of smoke from women's ovens curds over the tops of trees

Flavs tag with the

cooling wind, and then vinishes conguesed

Yourg gir) lifts ber head from the roaring fire and stops o wipe ler

hands and smell the viedets

Bravely meeting an older worun’s frown with her sweet smile

She thinks of her lover In the Tields squints to glimpse him in the ]

beright s J

With fellow workers becaking noooday bread—amid the aphids,

Fuar off. acsoss the windiog bridge of Tiow. the trumpet summons mien

back o their lubour
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EXPULSION

FAONM  TwE JAZIMDN

Some old Negro

Poured out his soul on & banjo,
And the people. gathered around him and sang.
Up the dusty stree

The little half-clad note ran,

Ard laughed because he was free
But the Winter

Caused the people to doubt him,
And the coolness of the wind
Warped the strings oo the bapjo.
The little note

Shivered up the dusty street

And turned Bloe in the cold,

FATHITIA ANMNE MCoGRATH

LOVE IS LIKE A WATERMELON

Love is like a watermedon, You carry it around with all kinds of
“Fragide” and “Handle With Care” stickess an it because it s something
you want unspailed by the smut of outside existence, But there is always
o pastmaster who doesn’t read the stickers 1t is yanked from your arms
and thrown amoog the other crushed packages. Splat! The whole &
gone, and only the shell remains for you to pick up aod hide away in a
boy marked “Memaries,”

TRAGEDY OF UNSUNG MEN

Oh, people of the workd, behold
the tragedy of unsung men,

Wiha, in their quenchiess thiest for famne
have trod the seeds
from whence it springs.

Wha, reaching for immortal heights
of bero wise and Ged-like man,

Did forget to mokd the link
of mortal deeds,

STEOAR CObELAND

DEADLY COLD

It was cold, deadly cold, Even through my furlined glaves the
cold numbed and stiffened my fingers. The freezing temperature per-
meated my whole body, petrifying my mind as well as my limbs It
wits a constant hattle to keep moving as the incessant cold chilled my
very being, Sleep was what my weary body sought, bat T knew the
consequences of that sleep.

There was a stiffened carcass lying there, o grotesque that 1 coukd
not identify it. 1 conkd not bring myself ta eat it even If my frozen hands
could have toen a piece of meat from the frozen mass,

As [ lay there in the jey clutches of Death, my breath froze the
moment it tovched the air. There was Jee all around me, Incarcerating me
in a tomb, Now 1 was completely namb. 1 knew my extremities were
campletely frasthitten, and soon gangrene would set in. There was no
feeling af pain, My mind searched for escape, but there was nooe.

Help seemed remote, as it 1 were a million miles from anywheee. |
did not expect or hope far belp from those who did not even know of
my existence in this hidden place.

Then T heard u strange knocking sound. A crack in the ice nppeared

and theough it my boss, the butcher, opened the door to the meat
Tockor,
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BONNIE NEYEW

INTERROOSTERIAL RELATIONS

SCECOND FPASIE. QUILL AND STHOLL SWOMT STOrY
CONTEST 1ner

Once upon a time there were two baby chicks, ooe red and one
white,' born of the same father? As hrothers, the haby chicks conversed
openly with each other and soon discavered a seemingly wide difference
in their ideals. The white chick, being very auxsous to throw off the
chains of his father, matured more rapadly than his backward beother,
Far werks the red chick lumbered under the cumbersome rule of his
father, Finally, growing weary of his father’s abuse, he staged a bloody
revolt which kasted several days and ended with the defeat of his father,
wha fled in fear of his feathers.”

Now the twa hrothers were free 1o mlo the hen howse as they saw
fit, but again they were nmable to agree.* The white chick, wsed to living
and letting live, favored a plan which would allow all chickens to decide
thelr awn desting; but the red chick, who was obsessed with a desire for
power, wanted 1o occupy his recently departed father's dictatorial pasi-
tion. Finding themselves tnable to live together, they divided the hen
house, the red chick occupying the east wing and the white chick
ocenpying the west, Several brown chicks were unable to decide which
ideas they liked best and insisted on living in the middle of the roast,
Because the undecided fowls beld the power to bring about the victory
of either the red or white regime, they were always being offered beibes
by bath sides.

Being very wise and seeing the advantage of their precarious posi-
tion, they accepted these gifts with mach gratitude. This situation con-
tinued far several months. One day the white chick noticed that his
supply of eggs was dwindling considerably, but fearing a “red” victory,
he could not stop offering beibes. Strangely enangh the red chick dis.
covered the same cotncidence. but was driven by a similar motive.

Finally, ane day the brown chicks annaunced that they were ahout
to deave their pasition of neutrality, Tn a thary of haste both the red and
white chicks raced to their cuphoards ta offer one last overwhelming
hribe, bat to their borror the cupboards were bare!

ARy similarity betwern sallors civiliced ur bartaris B sol cotncidental
L The reader W seked W ae the of thix
3 Those wdmiring ddloms may substituze the wond “Wie

4. Maving @itfervat codrnl fewthers, this b very comumen

"

Hoping fue the best. they returned to the middle of the heuse to heas
the beown chicks’ decision, To their smazement there was no ane there.
The dictatorial red chick looked to the east and there, on his beantiful
straw upholstered kremlin, sat an obese lrown rooster. The white chick
Yooked to the west and there, m his simply decorated pentagon, sat a
thin leown heo, The dispute was: decided

b 8 'i’hr l’rn_tr_l Wil pate that this & In oo way the author's prediction «f the fuliire

JAM MECKENKAMM

PURR-SONS

FIRST FRIZE GUILL AND STROLL R MMM ESNAY CONTEST

This essay is obviously written e the entertaining and miormative
subject of the fedine, bat it Is certainly not concerned with any ordinary
cat with a medsocre sobeiquet such as Fluffy, Tabby, or Tom A cat of
this ik is Powder-Putf, a sleck Siamese, given his outrageous title by a
young lass whose subconcions mind cried out i yearning for an un.
distinguishable mass of fur. This article is about cats christened for out-
staoding qualities of their porr-soaalities,

Ome extranedinary cat is Homer Thompson, a resident of Bermuda,
He is named foe the famous archeclogist who excavated the Athenkan
Agora, Hamer is thus termed becanse he digs. He ancavers everything
from discreetly concealed broken tovs 1o seedlings, bulbs, and other bits
of careful planting.

Another cat of this cutegary is Cho-Cho-San, She was tithed by her
mistress, & great lover of the cpera “Madame Butterfly,” Both the cat
and the worman being graceful, the logical conrse was 1o give the animal
ber name, which, In Japanese. her native tongue, Is Cho-Cho-San,

Furrcilla, also of Bermudian residerce, was named far her delightful
singging. She is the kind of cat who woubd have said “Speak for yourself
Jotn,” if she had had the chance, bul she didnt

Long gone and famented, Whizz-Kid was born in s hay mow in
Bucks Cannty, Pentssylvania. He was named for the famous Philadelphia
Baseball team of the year 1950 becaise of s remarkable batting
average-one msse (ot of every ten

And s0 it goes, on thraugh the babyrinth of Maggies. Furberts. and
other parr-saonality cats. | am estremely humiliated to admit that 1 have
a couslny whao had the nesve to rame her cat “Kirty!™

20
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LARRY TiMBDERLAKE

NO LIGHTS
AFTER DARK

THIRD *AIZE, INTROSPFECT
SPONTANEOUS WHITING CONTEST

1 fly with the wind
ard he's great company,
Fur though Um chained to him,
the wind Is 50 free,

1 fly with the wind

aned he's great company,
And together we sail

over all the countries
Of the varth—what there is.

1 My with the wind

wid he's great company,
In the daytime it's fun

It at night we can't see
Anything, anywhere—so we den't

I fly with the wind

and he's greal company,
1 think, hut don’t know

because, excepling me,
There Is 1o ome elye—that T knaw.

1 fly with the wind
anct he's great company,
But 1 often reflect
upon my family
And the wonderful girl-that 1 had

1 fly with the wind
and be's great company.
I've been with him now
ever since B3,
The year we were wed-by a bomh.

JANE EXLUNG

TOO MANY DAYS IN MY LIFE

There are too many days in my lfe and pot enough qualities. A
day cames and goes, uniform o its characteristies by mature—24 hours,
f0 minutes in an hour, sunrise at six, sunset at five, breakfast at 7:15,
x::’r'um at 6:00, school, homework, weekend date, youth group, 24

s

When T am mentally in too moch of & harry to thiok and observe.
cach day 5 twin to the pext; and [ become numb and sipid to the
deep warld of people and things around me. | am a nice, despicable
machine—a plteows victim of habit and precrastination

Each day shoukl not be just another red check on the calendar,
Tuesday should not be mixed up with Wednesday or Thursday. Each
day should be an event with sparkle and spice, love and feeling, woek
and rest but always with time to think. Here lies the cure for eliminating
the “days”

It is not this simple to post sit down and think, Some people will
never find the time nor the desise and may not realize that theee are
too many days In their lives Others, when they try, become afraid of
themselves, They get a tiny glimpse into their real sebves and shrink
from their troe emotions and the purpase or reasan far life, This is tragic
for these prople can never have {or know what it & to have) a full life,
and | am ane who & fighting this fear.

HKARIMN D VORE

A PIECE OF PAPER

FINST FRIZE. QUILL AND SCROLL JR #IGH SHORT aTomy
CONTEST, 100

A picce of paper was lying o the table i the lobhy of the hotel.
Many people passed that chilly November day, but no one saw it
Then a man walked into the lobby. But this was no ordinary man. He
was tall and wefl-built like a wrestler and had a roagh, weather beaten
face,
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He glanced around the lobby as if searching for soeone, bt with
u disappointed look an lis face le walked over to the table. He saw the
piece of paper there and when he picked it up and read it Dis eyes
wew round and his face turned ashen white. With a trembling hand
T shoved the pote inta Ws pocket and ran out the door and down the
street,

After several blacks be dashed inta a ssall, dark shop and into the
back room. As he Joaked around the room his face vegained its natural
color, apd he Jet aut @ sigh of relief. He Tad made it

He found the owner of the shup and whispered samething in ha
ear. The old man podded and left the room. Soan be retarmed with a
package in his band He gave the man the parcel and was rewarded
spassely for it.

Then the man dashed into the streot and rushed bome. His wife
was at the door, and by shaved the package Into ber waiting hands. Then
I took the nate ont of his packet. read it again, and smided, 1t ssid,

“Hun to the meat market and get a steak, ]. P, is coming for dinner

tonight.”

HILL HINMICHS

AUTUMN

SCOND PRIZE QUILL AND SCHOLL ERSAY CONTEST 1801

The coals af the cooking fire smoldered i the lurge stoor fireplaee,
and their warm red glow dartedd about the room.

By this cerie light the wooden beamed celing seesed lowes than
it was, and the warped foor expanded with the cbbing of the flames.
Near the apen hearth was the deeply soiled odge of an ancient hooked
rug, worn and fraved at the sides.

Above the fireplace were many objects dominated by a large brass
teay and two well worn volwnes. the Bibie and The Farmer's Almanac
Astride the hearthstomes stood a three-Jegged stool of cak, blackened by
the beat of fires Jong, dead

On n peg ot the hack of the door hung a faded plald bunting cap

whase owner, a san tog prand to be a farmer, had king been away

8

Sitting near the lire, not so much for warmth as for companionship,
was a bent old woman of seventy vears, phacidly mending o many times
mended shirt. As she worked, Iwr whale person was reflected in those
stitches, Her meticulous manovr was mirrared with every stroke of the
hand. Although the days were not yet cald, she ware a woolen shawl
agairst the ohill of age. Her snow white hair fell in ber eyes as she
worked, and a touch of youth was often seen as ber quick hand darted

to replace it.

Nearer the door, almost in anticipation af a visitor, was an old man,
weathered by years of tail. His hair tos was white, but it disciplined it-
welf harshly as the whole man must have done. A straight back and a
strongg neck were suggestive of courage and determinativn, But the
hands told the story of this man; the large, strong hands with their long
tan fingers and white mils. They were the hands of a furmer, which sift
the soil with a Jove of the land or shoe a hoese. These hands were never
idle, for even now they carved unceasingly oa & tiny wooden hoese,

Outside, the first hints of winter were ereeping aver the land. The
trees were golden with the crimson Kiss of frasty nights upan their
leaves. The wind whisthed up the rocky hillside and through & erack i
the aaken doar,

The okt man Jooked up at the old woman and said, as he had for
many vears before. “Looks like it's golng to be 2 long winter ™
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LINDIE SMELDY

SEPTEMBER RAINS
SECOND PRIZY QUILL AND SCAOLL JR MIGH EREAY
CONTEST 108

In the city the winds roar through the trees as i racing fo see who
wauld reach the goal first. The goal? An urseen marker In the realos of
space and time and iy all other dimensions Fog drifts lazily throogh
streets, around carmers, into open wintdows, and out again as someane
rushes to chose it with a hang, Jeaviog it to fall, shattered, to the groond,
left to lie there lifelessly.

Behind the steely rindrops the quivering moon reflects o golden
silence, seemingly so inviting to man, sa small and unimpartant in this
vast unlverse. The taut Bloe telephone wires hum as the wind and rain
beat down upon them. with such cossistency that ome can tap out o
steady pattenn

This goes on for hours until the twinkling puddies of water on the
street are all that are left of the blinding rain, ad the fog drifts away to
2 Blowing mist. Until fle yollow Jengths of sand in the harbor soak up
the water depesited there by the humedrom rains of everyday city life,

In the country it cantinues in a steady hum until the last raindrops
fade slawly away. A Full purple moon. and o billowing scarf of stars.
by the thousands of bundreds, appear in the sky, until the twisted stfver
trees form weird shadows on the lonely dirt raad keading to an cternal
cmptiness, that o many people became acquainted with during theis
lfetime. People, who, with a little more effort, could have found the
teenal Hife Joug dreamed about by each and everyoor in the land of
humans

This cootinues until the people fall into a healing steep and dream
ther sweet, and self reflecting dreams of years to come ad years gone
.

From majestic mountains to desalate bays, from troplcal isands to
the busy streets of New Yook, from West to East: from South to North;
this & var world, and Destiny Bas put us bere to withstand the bittes
hardships of living in it
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JEANNE HATHAWAY

PRAISE BE UNTO OUR
COMMERCIALIZED LORD

Christmas isn't Christmas anymore,
Althvagh many superficial spirits,
Hottled and otherwise,
May be found galare.

A persun used to ferd Christmas In his heart

But now he feels it in his wallet too,

Because there are so many people willing to cash In oo the Lord
That Christinas 3 ruined for the most part.

Yes, it’s sad that we cant really feel the Christmas spint anymare
Bat that's the way it s

So rally ‘round that $6.00 Christmas tree,

And praise be unto our commercialized Lord!

A SIMPLE STORY

This is u sample story i which 1 shall attempt to relato ta von the
heauties aod joys of nature, all part of the magnificent great outdooes
............ as seen fram a bill-board crowded highway:

As [ drave along that carly maming, the feefing of exlilaration swept
over me at the thought of getting away from it all if only for o day. amd
a drive in the country, 1 mused Tappily, would be just the ticket.

But soon the feeding slowly crept away, for the farther | drove, the
mare crowded it got. Oh, not with people, oot by any means, but with
that universal and unrelenting wedinm of sdvertisement known as the
hill-board.

I looked oot of the car window and there, avercome with awe |
stared with wander at the great ball of fire rising majestically from be-
hind the eastern hills, Or was it? 1 had to look again a little, for 1 wasn't
sure whether it was the sun or the ghw fram the copper-bottomed pan
pictured on the haight green bill-board which praised the “time.tested
and approved” effects of “Shine- A" coppes cleanser,
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This is ridiculous, 1 thought disgnstedly. So at the next opportunity,
1 swung off the highway onto a rutted gravel raad, which, T might add.
was in neext of a litle more gravel, As 1 jogeed along, | vinly tried ti
cutch glimpses of the peaceful countryside. And glimpscs, 1 kid vou
not, were about all that there was to be had due to the distinet presence
of official looking litte signs lining the road each claiming to Tave the
best lake for fishing this side of the Smakies, also the hest hait, also the
best souvenirs, also this, also that, also ., ... ..,

Well, 1 said determinedly, there's only ane way to beat this and
that's to get aut and walk So 1 pulled the car over and hopped out.
Sighting the nearest fence, I dimbed over and found mys=l in a meadow
which stretched before me like o green velvet carpet datted with delicate
summer fBowers, Its solitude and beauty were hreath-taking and the
stillness that was broken oaly by the contented chirping of the birds
caveloped re and set my heart at prace, Quictly | stipped off my shoes
and ran barefoot through the grass still wet with dew, reveling in the
simple jay of chasing a tiny butterfly

And then T saw 1L A Little homestead carved oot of the wildemess,
standing there the same as it must have been fifty vears ago, untoached
by modern man and his commercialization. | sawly surveyed the setting:
a little white.washed farm house, the pump with the chickens scratching
about, and the old red barm with o weather-vane perched on the roof,
and oh, my God!, the roof! I shook my head sadly as 1 read the wards
painted there: “See Rock City, Sth Wander af the Weeld, Oply 10 miles,
Torn left oo highway . ., .. 2

ALAN 2¥MON

NOW IT IS DARK

1t s light: and when it 15 Hght there is no darkness, It is cear that
light cannot sustain itsclf, bot rather mist be jdeally maintained; this
is pature requives, There arise thase who tire of the Hght; they say:
why maintain it? Why should we maintain it that others may see It?

Darkness appears, the first lights go out. This is not fedt bad, as
men rise to tell ws: it was too light before anyway,

Darkness, by its patore, canoot exist unaided but must be systema.
tically malotained. Gradually, ware darkness must be brought in. Yet:
it still s too light. Why keep it light for those who are choking us?

It is dark; and when it is dark there can be no light, Thase who
were murdering us can murder 5 na more; we shall continue 1o burn
black. Light connot be Kindled out aof darkness. but must be burned
of its own, Now it & indeed dark.

CARLY WORCERTEN

A DAY

SECOND "MIZE QUILL AND SCACOLL JR. MIGH rocThy
CONTEST. 1950

A stiver mist Hes on the earth,

The brawn flelds now a dusty rase,

Their grassy plains had once given birth
To u stream where emerald fowed.
Auroen, then, flings open wide

The doars to her domain

And Apallo rides through the Cates of the East
On his chariot of Mame.

The whitened veil o'er hill and dale

Gives way to an azre sky,

And fleeey clouds look down on the world
From their vantage poiot up high.

Apallo, then, his work all done,
Disappears through the Gates of the West,
But leaves his priccless crown of gems

On a Jofty peak to rest.

The ceown corrodes ta burpished rust,

Set off by mby flame,

Then crumbles into purple dust

To return from whenee it came,

A star, like a jewel from the molden crown
Lingers on to shed its dim rays,

And ta berald the rosy coming of dawn,
That will bogin another day.

LINDA DORSCH

ON CHOOSING ONE'S OWN NAME

FIRET PRIZE QUILL AND SCHOL| E32AY CONTEST, 1DO)

Whea a baby is born a oew individual has begun living, This haby
mast bo named, for an individaal must bo called something so that he
can he guided, taught. called down for punishment, and aided i
numerous other ways. If the baby could only cheose his own name it
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would be far more stople. 1 shall try to give a few of the reasons why
the child would be bettes satisfied with a self-chosen namie.

Upon a child’s birth not much consideration s given to the fact as to
whether ar not the child will enjoy his name when he starts schoal, beging
writing, cr acquires friends. The good hearted parents seldom realize
that their name choice could mold the perscnality patterns of their child,
There wauld be very few children who wonld he averly excited by a
first name such as that of his grandfather’s great uncle's middle same,
and his third cousin's, twice removed, kst name for his middle nanw.
This name would be very confusing to hear, very difficult to write, and
almost dangerons to claim.

Even worse are the names for which the ciild can find no possible
solution as to why his parents ever had him blessed with such a gem. All
through his life this child goes around town being asked whom or
what he was named for, oc why he was namext at all. These unfortunates
are forced to accept nickuames which sometimes, much to one'’s dis
advantage, symholize some physical attribute o skill such as “Skinny,”
“Helpless.” or "Giant.”

These nicknames are the indescribable little names which sometimes
haant a belng. Why do the parents name a child David when they plan
to call him Dave? Why do parents name u child Robert and then call
him Nicky because of his middle name? It seems as if, in this case, the
child would receive his middle name in place of his given first name,
Parents steangely attach long family names to a child and then pick a
very common ame 1o call him all his life, Tn most cases a child would
Ik his spoken same to e the one which appears on his birth certificate,
There are. however, o few children who like the attentions that they re-
coave because of an unusual nasoe or name situation. It is made vasker for
a chikl when school apens every year if be does not have 1o explain to
the teacher o dozen and one times that his maune is really Dis, and not
something that he made up in oeder to distract the chass,

When a child reaches a certain age he sometimes finds a name other
than his awn which he believes would be mare suitable for him. He gets
the ridiculous idea that he can sanply inform his pareats of his new found
vame and then they will have it chunged for him, 1f the parents had
picked i suitable name to begin with thev woukd not, st this stage,
have to trv and explain to the child about customs of the family and
Tirting relatives” feelings.

Another hig prablem arises when the child Tinally talks his parents
into making the change. He has found o nume that be will never ont-
grow ar one ol which he will never bee ashamed. The parents usually
agroe to make the clunge in the child's teenage years. The individoal

M

begins, after tho consent of his parents, to reallze how hurd it would be
to go through with the change, All kinds of schaol recards and papers
would have to be changed, not excluding the art of trving to get persanal
friends to drop the present name and pick up a new one. To add to
confasion the individual can ot see himsell writing one mare letter (o
any college—least of all telling the school of 4 name change.

Babics will probably always be stuck withomt the oppartinity of
choasing their own names. I there were only a way in which the chiki
conld make his own decision! Maybe i everyone were called “Child”
until the age of five, at which time the “Child” could pick a sensible nume
such as "Duke” “Spike.” or “Yogl” the children of today would later be

happy
ALLEN HARVCY

“CAVERNS MEASURELESS
TO MAN™

Hidden are these caverns,
Nat by varth and ferns,
But they lie secreted

In the mortal man;

Caverns litthe thought of,
And diverse i their kind
Same are large and bounteous,
Filled with dazzling gems—
Gems of blinding splendor
Lodged in cool. muist moss.
Those wha seek this wealth
Find it ever measureless.

A cavern in its coolness,
Unmolested by the warld
Latent lies and pensive

In its living breathless sod,
And thuse who plimpse it,
As it lives and grows.
Reasurance surges,

Bringing quiet strength,
Peacefulness and wonder
Ebb from # in a wave.
The beavty of it awes them
They have glanced into a soul,
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A REFLECTION

Cosual works of magic arc manifested by rain, While gloom and
darkness prevail overhead, the dewnpoar brightens the earth. Shallow

Is of water reflect many details of earth and sky, We dwell momen-
tarily in a double universe,

“While walking the streaming streets, & man may appear no mare
than a shadowy blemish ou a silver-looking glass. ln the pools, trees
appear to be suspended in a puzzle, creating w sense of carthly and
cedestial topsy-turvy dam. This bright, wet, dazzling confusion of shape
and shadow, af reality and refloction, will appeal strongly to anyone
with the transcendental irstinet about this mexplicable and dual life af
ours. These reflections will always give man the strange sense of looking
dawn at the skies.

SMEILA CHEESX

BLAST-OFF

The rocket stood polsed

For its trip into space;

Each component checkid,

Each dial in its place.
The one lome crew man
Was quite certain that night
The rocket would soar
In elliptical flight.

The caountdown was heard,

The lone crew did retire

To shelter for safety

Four-three-two-one-Flre!
A violent roar!
The clear air did shatter,
The rocket collapsed,
And pieces did scatter,

Chairs. blankets, and hlocks

Were all over the place;

The playroom in shambiles—

A housckeeper's disgrace
Sadd was the crew man;
He could not help bat cry.
He'd built it himsell—
Just & five-year-old goy.
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ALICE ALMOND

PRELUDE

The damp. raluy day did pothing to prive Maria Femarl's spieits
as she wandeyed ant of the tenement howse where she lived in downtown
New Yoek City. This was the day, the day she was to have an audition
before the muin teachers” staff of the Bronx Schoal of Music. They wore
to decide which one of the many musicians (o that area was "the most
talented, promising, and deserving student to recelve the Bromy Musk:
Fund of SX0.00," 1f anly vhe conld win (1!

Trylng to take her mind off the test, she paused at the foot of the
stalrs and wondered what next to do. The first thing, naturally, was
to reach schoal, The next thing, she humorausly thought, would be to
find & way to make a fast exit after she successfully messed up the
audition,

As she started off down the dingy street, Maria noticed Ben's
longed-for skates lying casually in the middle of the road. Oh, will he
ceer learn? she thought, Maria could still see the expression on his face
us e opered up his lone Christmas present ust four shoet meanths ago.
And Rase, her five year old sister_ as she joviully tried oo the homemade
sweater her Mother lsad given her.

Right now she imagined Mom was eating hnch in tho cafeteria at
the factory where she worked  Although she was only ane of the many
scanstresses wha warked at the factory there, Mrs, Femari took great
peide in ber work, ar at least mare than most of the ladies, Her maother
had been forced to take the poorly-paying job because of the death
of her hushamd This was ane reason why Maria wanted 10 win the
scholarship, Times were hard now, and # she weso unable 1o receive
the $200.00, her ambitions to have a career in musie, and to be able to
hefp suppoet hes family (0 same small way would be destroyed,

As Maria boarded the bus—it was much cheaper_ 15¢, this way—she
noticed a little girl with big blue eves gleefully clutehing e remaing
W s ooce proud rag-doll. Looking at the sparkle in her hair, and the
gentle laving way which her mother helped her ito her cout, she
thought of Rese, and the taffy her mother had jost made. Maria knew
that mast of it woukd be gone when she returned hame, bat then, she
herself had sampled it She also kiew there would b at st one
brother—sister fight, and at least pne peecious toy broken,  Although
they were very will manoered for their age, they were still children
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And that was another problem, Who would take care of them? Her
mother worked all day. Masia would be attending school at the con-
servatory some three miles away and & baby sitter was out of the
qquestion. befigg tea expensive,  Bight now Ben and Rose were being
watched by one of Maria’s @il friends who had cansented to do the job.

Maria Jooked out the dirty window af the bus, and noticed that it
was nearing ber stop. 1t was oy & short walk of about three blacks to
the sehoal, and she felt no need o hurry, As she got off the bus, she
paused to see how much money she had speat, and haw much it wimid
probably cost ber for the retum trip. Yes. she had enough, but barely,
Any money she had Jeft would have to be contributed to the “fund.” ar
the small amoeunt ($40.00) she had managed to save, Tt woukt be wsed
to provide her with any extra supplies she needed. And there would
he plenty! Maria would need a whale, new stock of ¢lothes, inchuding
a farmal, and some skirts and blouses for school But that was one hurdle
that she felt she conld easily conquer, as her mother was: an excellent
seamstress. Her mwin problem, money-wise, would be hooks, manuscript
wtensils, and things such s Junch and transportation money. The high
cost of hooks would make fast woek of her fifty dollars, Maria didn't
Bave the slightest kles haw she would pay for the other needs. Although
shie did not want to, Maria imagined she would eventizally end up taking
a sall part-time job as o waitress o something of that seet. Oh, well,
at least she wouldn’t have to warry until that problem “came to the
frant.” Right now, what worried her most was the test,

Maria turned and entered the Bronx School of Musle. Walking
down the main hall, she uttered a small prayver of thanks for being able
1o have the opportunity of attending a school, even though it woeald
present many problems. She opened the study daor, where her aodition
was to take place and catered. Her eyes quickly scanned the room, and
eagorly toak in its greatness and splendar, [t was beautiful, especially
the grand piana!l Catching her breath, she walked over to the pano
and sat down

FLLESA »igH

CLOuUDS

Cloods are ghosts
Which float across the sky
Searing the moon and stars away,

FLLENA HIGH

THE FALCON
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3 Always on and on,

It the shadows af the nyght,

Through the great quiet dawn,

2
-

Over the boaunding oceans,
Over the stilled seas,

L

Never ta be stilled,
Always flying, flying,

Always, afways flying,

Over the bloadstained zenith

Over stream and hil),

Always on and on.

Went the beother of the breeze,
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MARTHA BRIMM

DECISION

FIRST PRIZE, QU ILL AND SCHOLL Jr Hids SHORTY nroRyY
CONTANT 1800

The sun had just dropped below the harizon, leaving behind a soft
blur of blue and gold 45 Jennie turned off the road and, gently flicking
her switch at the old brindled cow, started down the narrow path toward
her hame. On Familiar groand, the cow trotted obedicatly ahead hetween
the white aaks and pokeberry bushes, Jeaving Jennie preoceupled with
her own thoughts. Would the war ever end? Foe days now the Tylers
had listened from their Farmbaouse to the din of musket fire and roar of
cannon in the distance,

Today an wimatural sifence had lain aver the land, prnctaated only
by the small domestic noises of a farm. It was ramared about the country-
side that there wouald be a forced march to cut aff the Beitish from rein-
farcements. 11 this were troe . . who knows but what the army would
march on the road which came close to hey home. She just might see
her brother,

Suddenly her reverie was broken. The old cow shied at something
in the bushes and beoke into clumsy gallop down the path. Fear, not of
anything real_ hat of the unknown seized her. Sileatly she glided forward.
In the tanghed nncderhrush she could make ot a dim form of & man,

With a groan, David Pennington had sunk into the tall weeds beside
the patle. He would be safe here . for & little whide,

It had been about this time the day before when he regained
conciowsness on the body-strewn battlefield to bear the fading nmble
of the retreating British Army. He was deserted. The months of ridicule
in New York and now these past four days of actual combat passed
swiftly in his mind, clasely followed by visions of his hame in Englad
Home ., .. if he could anly get there. His single hope lay in reacling
Middlsboeo, toward which the British Army was @ full retreat. Pos-
sossed with this thought, he began painfolly to crawl away in the fast
gathering darkness.

Now, twenty-fonr hours Tater, twenty-four boors haunted by the
fear of pursuit and filled with the agoay of his wound, he lay semi-con.
schous i the shadaws

The farm beside the path was dark, but the fading light fell full ou
o voung man’s nptarned face. Instuntly, Jennie thought of her beather
uned kpelt compassionately by his side. His blood stained shirt canght hey
eye, and she strugeled to mise him to his feet.

4

It was not until they reached the edearing by the barn that Jeanie
vecognized his uniform. Tereified, she sprang away from him. With a
gasp of puln, he almost fell. Instinetively, she supported Tim. He was so
young aod so like ber brother. He would die without her help.

Without hesitation, she turmed from the path toward the house and
aulded him to the barn

It was toward morning when Pennimgton awoke. His head was clear
wnd his wound less painful The past thirty-six hours blurred in his mind.
There was a battbelicld, pain, & girl, food. and warmth, He shook his
Bead with bewilderment.

Suddenly, the drowsiness of the night was brokes. He listened In-
tently, Hoof beats of the road! Coming closer! He was pursued!

Noiselessly, hie shid to the floce down from the hay and stood motion-
less in the shadows by the stall. Automatically, his hand felt for his knife

The hoofbeats had ceased. There was a rattle at the barn door, A
man entered, Jeading a boese,

A borse! Escape! Hope filked him, routing fear and pai. giving him
strength and cunning which & moment before be had not possessed.

Moming came, crisp aud falr. The sunlight fell impartially on
Jenuse, sleeping in her room and on the lifeless form of her brother in the
barn

JULIE BLOCH

FORFEIT

RECOND FRIZE INTROSFECT  SPONTANEOUS
WRITING CONTEST

A strangest feeling—
silent, still,
Alome—until
Quickest swooping, flying
boughs, exciting winds—
And now -
Still again-silent, bright-
Crey sky filled with light.
And wildest feeling-
love afaid,
But faltering not,
ity forfeit paid.
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VICTORIA STATION, LONDON

The dim lights shioe silver on the
dull sails as the crowds of people
dismount  from  the smake: black-
ened traing and hurrying,  strug-
gling with many suitcases, they ¢n-
ter the brightly lighted door of the
walting room, leaving the grey plat-
form momentarily bare, Once inside,
this newest crowd quickly lnses its
identity, as the pasengers are on,
gulfed in the populace who have
come befare.

They sit, crowded on rows of
benches with hard wooden backs,
and hard wooden arms separating
each of thase who waits from his un-
willing companions. Their faces are
pale and tired; eves circled and lin-
ed with the grime of the coal-bur-
ing trains,

There is a constant flux of new feet stamping acrass the dirty
floors, and new hands carrying dirty suiteases . . checking and un-
checking them In the crowded baggage room. “Unclieek before midnight,
everyone. We dose at midoight, ThatTh be two and six, sir- ThanKEW."

The pecple walk in and oot anloading from strange. left-handed
taxis, stepping on the daty Tifts to the “Tube™ which nus beneath the
trains,

The hollow, well-beed voice of the man announcing trains ochoes
through the station, “Number thirty-six, for Lieschester, Westchestershire,
Sussex, Cadden, Birckenhead und Liverpool, now laading at gate eight!”;
and coarse old women with dirty aprons walk up and down the plat.
form pushing metal carts with thick white mugs of hat tex on them,

People shove by, loading onto their trains, running with heavy
arms dawn the plattarm: and the high shrill whistle of the departing
train sounds, as it begins to move, enveloped i wneke and steam, to
start its journey o the night,

WAIT FOR THE WEST WIND

FIRST FRIZC QUILL AND SCROLL TOETMY CONTEST 1aal

Wall for the West Wind
O s of salboes, sing your l‘hum.-ys
Load your boats and make them ready -
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But do oot sail

O do pot sail

Until the soft West Wind & Blowing.
Blowing soltly, stromg, deceiving,
Sident ripples on the water.

Blow ye off to lands of wonder—
Blow ve off to southern isles.

Wait for the West Wind,

Do not sail on stormy waters,

When the wild Noreaster blows,

When the South Wind carries yainfall,
Avaid the Gulf Stream’s green temptation
Sail ve only with the West Wind,

Wait for the West Wind

Far ye'll travel, lands of beauty,
Search tor gold,

Hear the songs of native maidens,
See the regal pracock mate

Feel the torrid West Wind blow

Sail ye onward with the West Wind.

Wait for the West Wind

Then sail quickly,

Leave vour kwes and wives and daughters.
Laugh and sail before the West Wind
Caourses set to lands unknown,

Follow dove and twig in water

To the West Wind's scaweed palace.

Wit for the West Wind

Wives and davghters.

Wit and pray and never know;

Wait on widows' walks and hilltops,
Weary eyes the seacoast searcling,
Searching for the sons and sailors | . |
And when the West Wind blows upon ye,
Know they're pever coming hoaw,

The Uile of INK poom comex tram Hewell by Jumrss Michener, |

43



Waggener Literary Magazine — Introspect, May 1961, Volume Two, Number One

SONNET NUMBER ONE

FIMAT FLAGE QUILL AND GCROLL FOETIRY CONTEST 1ee)

A charming litthe messy nook wo tound,

And there we laughed and loved and sang and slepl.
And kepe vur secrets, hopes and thooghts peofound.
Ansl in my arms you'd laughbed, but [ had wept.

For old heysad my vears, | somehiow knew
That though today love bane ws to the sies
When burmned too quickly, it is quickly through,
And. Homan candle, showers stars and dies

This was not Jove, but only just o tinge,

A rasv glow —at dawn, hefore the s

Had cast its full hot brightness on Jove’s fringe
And burnt it black before its dream was done.

We mast grow older so that we e know,
That Jove, ke wine, Is best when tasted stow,

JIMMIE PARNOTT

THE SOUTH SHALL RISE AGAIN!

We had bved in New York for almost a year, but my Mom and Pop,
from Lecsville, Sonth Caralina, had never made a very good adjustment
to the life in a busy northern oty The reason behind this was that
New Yark is filled with Yankeo peaple, Yankee customs, Yankee history,
uned woest of all, as Pop says. “New Yark is fest plumb too far noeth of
that Masan and Dixon lie!”

Everything being considered. we had been getting along pretty well
i oz vew hame, until the day that the telegram came. It was last July
fourth, a dav which trae Soatherners don't celebeate, and always a hlack
day in o family,

We were sittimg at home condemning all the Jgoorant Yankees for
evdehrating soch an event when Mam suddenly ran into the moam
shricking with jov. "Cramie is comin’ for a visit!”, sbe servamed,

“

At first | thought that they were sending us back to Leesville bo-
cause of Pop’s secret KKK actions Thines Square last New Year's Eve,
bt then | realized that Mom was upset with joy. \When 1 beard the
contents of the telegram, | was positive that we still had a home, at Jeast
for a while,

Gramnic arrived with all the gleey of the Old South on the moming
of the fifth, She had refased to step foot in the Yankee town while “that
eelebeation” was going an in all the streets, She arrived with her CSA,
flag under voe arm, ber picture of “Dear Jeffie Dasls” under the other,
and singing Dive at the top of her lungs. To our surpelse she even
bad a police escort. It soemed that an ber way from the train station
she had tried to stage a “small demanstration.” Grannie wanted the CS.A.
to be admitted ta the UN at the same time as Bed China. After the mob
had been dispersed. the sis nice policemen had offered to see Crannie
safely boene

The visit lasted for two weeks, and every alternoon of those two
weeks the same sis palicemen saw her home after her morning of sub-
versive activities, Mom thought it was veal sweet of the Mayor to assign
Cravnde & special escart,

Oue afterncon Grannie painted in big red letters on the side of the
Empire State Buikling, “Yankees go bome!”, Later, even Grannie ad-
mitted that it was bad strategy-the Yankees were already at hame;
where else could they go? The South surely didn't want them!

At the end of two weeks, in a blaze of glory, Grannie departed from
Grand Central. She Jeft behind one relieved police force, appeoxinutely
thirty converts. one soap box, one City map with its most vulnerable
points marked dnored, and one slightly confused delegation from Red
Cliina,

That all happened last July, Now it’s May and spring is beautiful in
Leesville this year. The Mayor asked us to leave town shortly after
Grannie did. He was afraid she might decide to come back for another
visit.

Grannie Is still campaigning to get that seat in the UN, hat her
methods are mare silent these days. She has even started a whisper
campaign to the affect that the Seuth is going to cut off its supply of
grits to the Noeth. She knows that nothing i such a good movale breaker
s having to go without your grits. Granake ix real glad to have us at
howee again, and she is stitl talking ot how she was “jest too vivacions
foe them theee "Damn-Yankees.
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