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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 Illustrated 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 Waggener High School Library.
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Ideas, like the many colors of a stained glass window, are
individual, but they are essential to the whole. Symbolic and
representative of the consclons and questioning minds of a
genoration on the way up, their viewpoints and attitudes burst
forth in many aspects—each different in interpretation but alike
in purpose. The view from the window of the introspect is an
honest and sincere one; more than that, it is a promising one,
It shows distinctly and positively that the light of inspiration
produces the limitless boundaries of room to grow.
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Esthetically Speaking . . .

The best nse of a journal s to print the largest practical amount
of importand truth, truth which tends to make mankind wiser, and this,
happier. — Hovace Greeley

This, the 1986 introspect, dimaxes a year of exciting and sucoessiul
literary projects at Waggener. The staffs first venture, the patron’s
drive, not only assured vs of financial backing for publication, but,
mare importantly, planted the idea of the magazie in newoomers’
minds and re-invigorated the enthusiasm of old students. The spuatin-
cons writing contest, in which more than two hundred student
pated, supplied the staff with superior creative writing for the mngnxinc
and eocoumged many young writers to express themselves. The Quill
and Scroll writing contest fumished us with even more material from
which to seloct the contents of the magazine.

OF special interest in the magazine is the two-page “scason sequence,”
Marcus Burke's award-winning Shakespearean sonnet “On the Proper
Place of Ancestor-Worship,” the class of ‘65 poem (sonnet), the contest-
winning cover by Margaret McDonald, and & new festure, reviews of
current and best-selling books,

Special thanks are ded to Mrs. Katherine Kirwan, who managed
to expertly keep up with the reams of Quill and Scroll contost material,
and to Mrs. June Perry, who led us through o busy and literarily stimuolat
ing year. Mrs. Kirwan, M, Junice Spear, Mrs, Ferry, and Miss Anne
Crockett warrant special thaoks for helping the stalf choose the book
reviews to be published.

Waggener has been cited this year as unusually superior in many
fields—athletic, scientific, ]ammlutu:, and academic. It, we beliove,
may also take pride n ity extraordinary lterary  accomplishments,
The interest and support given to this year's magazine, the sixth intro-
spect, its writing and art contests and its financial drives, evidences the
fact thut Waggener realizes the tmportance of providing creative writing
und adequate space for its publication. This literary enthusiasm s the
culmination of five years of introspect staffs who have worked to pro-
mote bettor writing in the school. It is to theso bard-woarking and forward-
Jooking students that we dedicate the 1985 infrospect, the climax and
rosult of their effarts

Bev Jobason, Editor

Page Sponiew—The Lustan Johneors
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The Class of 1965

Marcuy Burke, ‘65

Memories!  How often wo have rambled through
These shining halls which to unfeeling eves

Seem ugly, barren, but these our hearts imbue
With that which makes our lagging spirits rise.

Memories! How often we have calmly sat,
Yet wishing we had leave to break and run
Or stmply resd, or ride, or play at that
Which playing at would surely be more fun,

And yet that fun we wisely left alone,

For duty-bound to future hours we

THud peed to sharpen with the finest hone
Our minds and bodies—unseen worlds to see.

But through these unscen ugvu always will survive
The spirit, Jove, wnd honor . . . nineteen sixty-five.

Pagr Bporisve—Chit-Char it
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The Star

Sue Wallace, 67

Walking . . . walking through the hills with geotle sounds heard
alomgg the way. 1t is the carly, carly moming, the sky pinched with a rosy
glow awsy over there. Up the hills and down ayein. The tops of the
trees bocome brighter with the soft, indefinite kight. Up the hills and
down aguin, Walking . . . walking through the sparkling dew, like
separate worlds. living o private life inside the babble of its universe.

Rising above the fur harizon of the trees—there it s, the thing that
ull the world expectantly waits for and watches for, A hoge, majestic
sphere, knowing the role it bas, performing with all the conceft and
uplomb of the one who has played the same part with such great success
since time began, The entrance is made with the usuul fanfare, though
at times during its magnificent career, it has entered as softly as the fog
that st chases awuy, One moment there is the sume rosy pink over the
sky, then—suddenly—un orange flame rises through the sky, arching, arch-
ing over the workl, The tempo of life quickens, the signal to begin has
heoon sounded.

Now the world is dwurfed, the tiny bubble worlds of dew are gone,
frightencd away by the overpowering brute who has come fnto & world
of peace. Bow down your eyes before him; the radiance of his being far
outshines the faint reflection the carth is able to offer.

Pape Spensce—-dss Crockodtl's Sixih Pertod Warld History Clas

A Faded Face
Dick Bay, '8

O tattered paper, o faded face,
What did you for human race?
You, who now have lost vour pare,
Whist ensued inside your frame?
Did you sutfer? Did you sweat?
Al did this weary world forget?
Knew you problems? paison? pain?
But what of you does yet remain?
=A tattered picture, a faded face,
A nameless figare, an empty place,
Al torture, torment, and travail
Is gone; it was to no avail.

What good is that trouble to you today

With life, bove, and Jegend passed away,

What did you leave the homan nce?
Just a tattered paper! Just a faded face!

But what am I and what my place?
~Another number? o pameless fuce?
What will T leave to the hman race

That future generations wity embrace?

Just s tattered paper . . . just u faded face | .,

Just a numeless vacuum . . a vacant place | . ,

Pape Spanse—Mey, Bioss’s Original It Perlid Thanstogels
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Silence . . .
Peggy Trawick, 66

The earth then was undefined
and perfect.
The river flowed then, too,
Just as it does now,
Following its course.
And oo ope gquestioned it
For the river had Bowed always.

Then, the tree grew towards the sky,
And didn't cire why it grew
But only grew,
The bird sang then,
Unendingly, the same song—
The caly song it knew
The river and the tree and the bird understood.
There were no words — then,

But after that came men,

“This is the river. I named it,

“The river flows pot up but dawn,
It flows throngh country and throngh town!”
1 made the river Beautiful
1t is here for mo to float things on it.
The river keeps no secrets from me:
1 have conquered it."

The river still moves silently
towards the seq.

But T know other things,
This is the tree; its leaves are green,
1 make my houses from ft.
It gives me wood so that | can create,”

The tree stretches, and doesn't Jook down.

Pape Spanser—drs  Spear's Pawn Shop
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“This is the bird.
It Jives in the tree and drinks from the river,
It sings, ulways the same song.
It flies, and I can imitate it
I am better than the bird”

But hush,
Your world is only made of words.
You have changed nothing,
So hush.

A Whisper in the Night

Seccan] Plice, Intermediate Shart Stesy Division,

fntruspect Spoataneous Writing Contest John Sims, ‘67

Stillness. Complete and all-encompassing, it clings to the air like an
inky black paste. The darkness is its spoase; Uke o mardage, the
night i u complete union of them both

Yet the night is not still in the mind of a small, ened organism
Iying on ity hack.  The stilloess Is shattered by m—dmu of
monsters and demons. Fantasies flit about the darkness, covering the
room with a blanket of termor. Creatures more fearful and ghoulish than
befare grow vut of the terrar of the shivering mass of protoplasm that is
ohserved, R
Across from its prison, this animal can imagioe the entrance. Throngh
that portal it was Jed to this seemingly eternal doom of fear. There was
just ooe Jast moment of rebellion and then sabmisston to the fato it
e endures,

The unimal shivers from the tip of its head to the bottom of its feot,
It is not a shiver of cold, but a shiver of complete and abject despair.
The animal puts on its most conmgeons fucade und decides that any-
thing is better than this present state, There is a cry. :

“Daddy? And after u moment’s hesitation, “Daddy?”

“Yes, Son.”

“You furgot to turn an my nightlight!”

Puoge Bpoascr—Mis. Royer's Socond Periad Engliss Clus
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A Fire

First Placw, Senior Essay Division 4 " ~ 85
Quill and Seroll Creative Wielting Conteat | - B8 Wellnitz, 65

The birthplace of the fire was pnder an old pine tree, but it conld
have boen anywhere, The forest was dry. The dark rain clouds of
carly autumn had not appeared, and the temperature made it hard to
believe that it was really the fall of the year, In any case, the old pine
tree had boen chosen as the cradle of the fire.

At the beginning the fire was like a baby, slow to take its first stops.
Then as this monster found an ally in the wind, it began to roar and
speed through the forest, The fire lapped up all that was in its path.

This fire was a dictator; there was nothing big enough to stop it
Nothing escaped the jaws of this manster. All was consumed by an un.
feeling power.

As night fell on that first day the sky was bright with the red glow
of death. The glow could he seen ane hundred miles away,  The fire
was like & prowler, for it guined confidence under the cover of night.
Still faster it raced, up and down hills Jeaving a trail a mile wide and
many miles Jong, Single trees exploded in froot of the fire just from the
intense beat.

The sun was blotted out by the
smoke of this monster. As far as one
could see all was hlack, Not a living
thing moved ahout in the black field.
The fire had now run its course, for
all that was in front of it was the
river, and this monster could not
turn around. Tt came up to the river
like @ speeding freight tram. Then
running out of fuel, it died the violent
death characteristic of demons,

The five had Jeft o story written on
the face of the earth, Tt was not a
funny story, bot it was one that would
remuin for all to read,  One handred
yvears wounld pass before this story was
obscured by trees. Still, the fire was
dead.

Prge Spaumr—Gadsin's Oynamic Dressmsrs IV

—Cisdy Claske
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Life’s Purpose

Third Place, Sentar Esssy Divikion,
infravpect Spontanecas Writing Contest

Mikey Bestebreurtje, 68

Are there things which become the dominating factors of & person's
life? Yes, To each his own, but still, these factors do extst. Money and the
striving for it dominate the lives of some and become the only things
which must be attatned, With others, materlal goods form the core of
lile’s purpose. And there are those who dao not worry about any one
thing in particular, but are able to live each day to the fullest, doing as
they plesse and yet not being destructive and hurting fellow members
of society, To some, pedforming a job well i the central theme, no
matier whether the task completed be un ariginal creation or a small cog
of u production line.

The factors upon which a person centers his goals is irrelevant. The
fmportunt thing is that there must be svmething for which to aim; o pes-
son muost find a central theme—no matter how minute—aboat which to
base his life. A human being muost have some resson for living and work-
Ing, a central goal Life is far more enriching when there s something
higher, something towird which to work. So to each and every man 1
say, do as you please with your life, but contimully shoot for a goal,
vour goul

On The Charity Drive

Pam Heyde, 66

Knuckles

knocked upon white doors
and bore away only

u fibm of whitewash
raindrops from the esves
ancd dust

Puge Spansr—Mrs. Sgear's Fawn Shop



Waggener Literary Magazine — Introspect, Spring 1965, Volume Six, Number One

" |

Wishing Well

Third Place, Intermediate Short Stery Division,
introspect  Spontanecous Writing Contest C‘“dy Cunningham, 67

Trembling slightly in anticipation, T approached the door. Tt was a
typical catrance to a doctor's office; glass panelled transom upon which
stood oat fimnly and practically the words “Martin Curry, Doctor of
Psychology.” 1 grasped the Knob and went into the room.

The fizst thing that registered upon my brain was the modern fumi.
ture of the office, This 1 noted with stight disgust; it must have been
my childhood and the mid-Victorian house in which I had lived that
made me feel this way, “The house,” T thought, but no more would
come to my mind . . - oh well, that was the doctar’s job!

“Won't you come in, Miss Jansen? Dr. Curry is waiting for vou,”
said the nurse geatly.

I was led into the doctor’s voom, and as T entered, he rose to meet me.

“Hello, Miss Jansen, I'm Dr. Curry. Won't you please sit down?”

I took my place in a chale, and the session started. It went along
well; 1 answered his questions smoothly—too smaoothly,

Then be came to o word “mothee”  loside I felt 2 curions |
ridiculons for one at the age of twenty; and all the while & sickening little
voice kept shouting, “Don't telll Don'e telll”

“Do you remember your mathes, Miss Jansen?”

“No. She ran away when T was four years old.”

“Do you resnember your grandparents?

“Of course, They mised me.”

“Do you remember your sistes?”

“Yes, the dear. She was my life-long companion, but now they've
tuken her away from me and put her in spme soet of haspital” 1 felt un-
willing, and 1 faintly hesitated to continue.

But at kast the session ended, and nothing hud been accomplished.
I Jeft. There were to b many more sessions like this, none successful.
Dr. Curry doteeminedly tried to force me to remember—though what it
wies | didn't know. My brain wis being racked, but I coulda’t remember,

Page Spenwee <M. Welgley's Fourth Pecios English Clum
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Then | started having the dream.  Just tiny, vague snatches of misty
fantasy they were, but 1 knew that they pertained to my present plight,
ATl the while | earcfully kept this fuctor hidden fram Dr. Curry. If only
1 conld dream the whale thing out!

Then one night 1 lay sleeping, when in my dream T hoard a curious
Tml.usorto(hmmmg, As it grew clearer, T distinguished o sweet
ullihy,

A beautiful, golden-haired matber sat with her child—a girl of about
four—in her arms. She sang u hauntingly sweet melody to the child:

“Hush my precious. go to sleep

Let thy blue eyes never peep.

Dream thee now of lambs and horses,

And @ stream of gold

Which, by babbling, courses . . "

The voice was rich and full and Jovely, and 1 was entranced. For
1 was looking on, a sp to this wondrous scene.

T resembered fuintly the words and sought in vain for the ending.

As 1 wondercd, a boerible child of abont ten with the face of a
gargoyle steppod from behind the well below which sat the mother and
child, I coold mtmwbnﬂnemgefmlwlhebwmuuﬁfy
distorted,

Then the monster child was asking the mother for water from the
well, und the geatle person obeyed and beot over the well, leaving her
younger child lying i the grass tervified. Suddenly, with demon strength
thehmhﬂdpmmdnnhcwomnwbhllsuummgﬂu&bﬂ
Sl

Like a whisper in the night it came to me, the horrible symbalism of
the: dream, und 1 knew, 1 was the child in the grass, and the abborred
face changed into that of my older sister. 1 wanted to pull cat of the
terrible dream, but 1 was upheld in the swirl of homar. My sister beat
aver me and, evil glinting from her eves, shouted at me in fiendish mge,
“You better not tell, undesstand? Don't telll Don't tell!”

1 sereamed and woke up. | found myself In my own bed, bist my
beart ached and tears streamed down my face. T grabbed the phone and
callest Dr. Curry and told him this awful thing I had remembered. My
breast heaved with offort to get the dreadful thing out, and T did,

Pape Sporens - Wayne Wohenuan
v oty
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Three Songlets
David Hatton, 65

n

the night's mn-away patterns
leaye me dark, standin’ lonely,
criss-trossin’ my own way along.

| stop, maybe

to eat an’ talk with seme
ancient vagabond traveler
who relays to me the

warkd scene in a language
i never heand,

then an, maybe in o moment's time,
Twadin® partly with a reason

hut mostly with o time in mind;

i find myself faced with thoughts—

mastly Jonely thaughts brought to mind

to blend with memory breezes of hidin' time.

an’ forcln’ me to move on
—Julic Broeding with muny new vislons ahead . . |,

o Page Spanser - Mis, Lorent
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‘Y
smoked winds bellowed out their ted touch
of the wild autumn coloes that roasted in
burning flames.
the colorful print, as it lay, seemed alive
though it was dyin',
and the wind asked to repeat the breath
of life
as It danced about where they were silently
lyin'.
soon the trees would prove true
andd let loose their colors to the breeze.
... hut in thix good time all dyin’ stood still,

Vi
in the night of my sleepy thoughts
an’ the dawn of my realities
| pass unknown,
seemnin’ ' be alono—
crosseved an’ climsy;
an’ my words may be what they seem
though they are statterin’ an’ uncasy.

many words have crossed me,
an’ in them | foand nothing—
whsat in them or around them,

oo nn’ you, eyes wide as mine,
seemn canght up in moment’s time,
bound t* chuse wfter yoursell.

an’ you're easily bost,

but it's not my way t* explain
when i myself seem the same.

Tape Spoawe—Mr, Sotlin's Second Perlod Engihy Case
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The Last Parable
Ricky Jullird, 67

It was in the twilight of that evening when | pondered many
things: questions of life and death, of God or no God; visions of a
glorious dream never realized, of intellectual and physical passions ris-
ing up in their exuberance and being comsumed by the void.  In my
mind’s eye « vision came: blue and green mists, constantly combining,
recombining, and creating in infinite number of patterns, of hues, of
gradations.  But all was not well. Soon my eye, in retvospoct, per-
ceived 4 purple luminescence, espanding, indefinite, taking no shape,
Even within this mist a yellow form had appeared, cver incressing in
brightness and intensity, consuming that arcond it Agitated, vibeating,
the form exploded, showering #ts fragments Lo the outer limits of the
universe, only to reappear more awesome in its power. Discord reigned.
Dissension dominated the being of this strifetom universe.  But a

detful beauty was apparent in this rational dkogic.

And then ., . maturity began quelling, freezing, distilling the im-
passioned fires.  This continued for a long time until finally, in the
grip of apathy and old age, the fires were extinguished, Only yacant
shells were Jeft. Thus human destiny (s fulfilled,

The sons of earth had left their mother and had gone to all the
myriad worlds of the universe, Perhaps in one far distant sphere
these men had established 4 society full of naiveté and youth.  And for
what? Only to be entwined in the web of my vision.

And the sun, reminiscing of past glores, sank below the harizon,
Jenving the world in darkness,

Page Spomano—re. Roywe's Sinlh Persed Magies
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A Moveable Feast

A Review P— 65

A MOVEABLE FEAST by Ernest Hemingway, (Charles Scrilmer
and Som, 211 puges, $375, 1964).

When a person thinks of Pans he envisions a carefree existence; vo-
mance, the Seine, and countless other fmages. These are the scenes among
which Emest Hemingway moved during the tweaties, the scenes which
De 30 colorfully relives for the world in A Moveble Feast.

Hemingway leads his readers on a delightful tour of the Paris which
e knew. Most memorable of the p of recollections are those of
the picturesque bookstalls along the hanks of the Seine, Sylvia Beach's
library, discussions with Gertrude Stein, an excursion with F. Scott Fite-
gerald, and a skiing trip to the Vorardberg in Austria. The stark accounts
of the poar quarter, illicit Jove, and drinking lend & sharp authenticity
to the narrative; they do not make A Moveable Feast a degenerate ex-
position of debauchery.

Not merely o diary, A Moveable Feast ts an imaginative exposé of
the author’s observations of Parisian life. Hemingway's hallmark, the
informal abrupe style, in his Bands §s a tool capable of molding a beauti-
fully expressive plece of litenture, Incredible are the objestivity and
clurity with which Hemingway views events over which a curtain has been
drawn for nesrly half a century. His love for his first wife Hacdley emerges
fresh and vibrant inted by three subsequent marriages.

Hemingway's ability to transfer his zest for life (nto words & truly
amazing. Immersed in the wondess of Paris, he and Hadley were oblivious
to the poor beating systemn and the absence of hot water in their disty
flat over a sawmill. Long walks gave them a satisfaction greater than
that which many derive from world tours, Sach simplicity is refreshing.
Writes Hemingway:

We thought we were superior poople and othee people
that wo Tooked dawn on und rightly mistrusted were rich,

It anly seemned odd to be rich. We ate well and cheaply and

sept well und warm together und foved each other.

introspect | 21

A Moveable Feast is a work of many values, a feast of many courses,
There are the vivid glimpses of the romantic and the literary Paris, as
well as these of the squalid Paris; always there ix the suthor’s unique
expeessivn, Paris satisfies ot only one's present appetite, bat also his
cternal hunger, As Hemingway once remarked to o friend, "I
you are lcky epough to bave lived in Paris as a young man, then
wherever you go for the rest of your life, it stuyy with vou, for Paris
fs & moveable feast.”

No Hemingway work would bo complete, however, without a
wealth of universal meaning, “Everything good oe bad leaves an empti-
ness whet it stops”™ . . . “People are the limiters of happiness”—theso
are lines representative of the pithy ohservations to be found in A Mooe-
able Feast. Perhaps the greatest lesson lies in Hemingway's seomingly
paradovical assertion, “We were abways lucky.” Paverty and hard work
~can these objects of dread constitute Juck? The answer furnished by
Hemingway is a comforting “ves™, The lucky person is he who sees the
diamond i life, even when only the blackest carbon is evident

There is Nothing Worse than
a Routing Apple Gary Lder, 66

There is nothing worse than a rotting apple,
Unless, of course, it's & rotting plum;

Or an overripe banana,

Or u blighted tomato, ugh,

Or the bomb, or the plague, or the seven vear locust,
Or the Japanese boetles, or the English Beatles,

Or dundmiff, or perspiration, ar athlete’s foot;

Or TV commercéals, or abstract art;

N, there’s nothing worse than  rotting apple,
Unless, of course, it's two rotting apples.

Page SpeasarMrs. Cadatn's Wise Fosls 1V
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Service to Mankind

Second Place, Senior Short Story Division, I "
wirowper! Spontunsous Wreitlng Contest Charles Tharman, 65

On and off. On and off, Great
brown-yellow fnvaders of privacy, the
huge bright eves glare into the room,
casting ulternately a lurid glow reach-
ing into the farthest chuttered camess
and a blackoess like the blight of a
soul. Day and night the little hotel
mum seems to pulsate their pressure
and release; brilliance und obscurity;
on and off.

On the rumpled bed in the center
of the room cowers the disheveled re
mains of a man As the huge eyes open
und sture into his, he whimpers and
racks back us though pushed by their
glare. He has tried to outstare the
whatever-it-ls outside; it simply blinks
and stares again, He cannot hide or
defy it he cannot se and nm; he
cannat move at all. The exact and tes-
rible rhythn is crushing him and he
knows it. But there is no help outside
the room. He has told the manager of
the threat in here, und the manager
laughed, No one believes in the horror
Al in this little cubbyhole full of old papess
Ao A ememy! and dust. But he knows! He knows
1. T— about the thing spying on him, trying
~Susnnn Bamwett 10 get at him! Yet what good does it
do to koow, it there 5 no ooe to help? With the knowledge has come o
strength, only fear.

Pape Sparsor - Wegpeser Migh Scheul Chels
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Samehow fear has become an integral part of life lately. At work,
until he stopped going two days ago to guard against the Horror, some-
vae had been constantly putting in a bad word for him. He ham't caoght
anyove yet, but he knows! He knows of the backstabbing, malicious
things they must be suying about him in his absence. Yot what good i
the knowledge, if he can't fight back? He can only wait and watch as
the end of his job comes closer and closer.

Now, though, he has something to fight. He will no Jonger allow
the monster outside to terrorize him or others after him. He feels his
strenyth slipping: now is the time for battle, Yet will anyone be grate-
ful for his service to humanity? No, they will all probably ignaro the
great threat so nusrowly averted and sinply forget him. Ingrates!

Gratetul or not, be must save them all fram the Menace, Shakily ris-
ing from his crouch on the bed, T steels himself to the inevitable, Then,
with & scream of sudden animal fury, he launches himsolf across the
room through the ghass of the window, and encounters—nothing!

The officer scratched his head agin und asked the hotel manager,
“You say he nover gave you any trouble®”

“That's right,” said the portly executive with a shudder as he gazed
at the beoken budy on the sidewalk. “He was always a quiet fellow,
tll the last week or so. Then he started accusing everyone of trying
to spy o0 him, snesking up on him, Tried to get a double lock for his
daoor, even. He thouglt semething was after him,”

“Hmmm , . soands move to me ke a pervoas breakdown than
unything else T know of. But why would he want to fump ot of a fourth
story window like that?”

I can’t siy; but some folks down on the street when he did it said
it Jooked like be'd land on the big sign clear ucross the street.”

And above their heads, the optician’s sign—o muddy-orange pair of
neon spectacles—flashed on and off. On and off.

Page Sponmir-Jln and Chirds Ductom
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One Wondering

Pam Hewydt, 68

The night is cool

and moist; a newbom mist

chings to the leaves in the forest
and darkness has feeling.

The: stars of yesterday

echo softly fram the roof of heaven.

Autumn is a spirit with

Beauty on her breath.

There s darkness, silence. fragrance,
the inespressible peesence of mind
reaching into its own darkness
exploring . . . .

Somewhere in the distunce
u dog barks at the moon.
1s be confessing?®

And in this teday of lights and men, noise and poetry,

~Where still exists this forest—
Does be recedve absolution?

Page Sponmr—The Band*She*
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“If Man Does Not Keep Pace .. "

Fist Place, Totermocliste Fassy Diviskn e
Qulll sl Serall Crative Writing Coatest | S0/l Stegfriedt, 63

If a man does not keep pace with bis companions, perhaps it (s
because he hears w diffesent drmomer. Lt it step to the music
which he bears, however measured or far away,

~Henry Davkl Thunan

Only rarely is a mun bom (or should 1 say “created"?) who stands
out from the Jegions of his compandons, if anly b he is different.
1 ask my fellow man, the dnill instructor, not to order him back ioto
step, but to take note of his innovation. 1t may be o mere pecaliarity,
but is a peculiarity “mere™  For mo the answer is an emphatic “no.”
All great men, whatever their fields, were pecullar, und it was each man's
pecntiarities which made him great.

In our so-called “advanced” clvilization, there is oftens a dissonant
chord struek in ewrly childhood. A small ¢hild may exbibit ks in-
dividuality by doing something his elders would never consider, but
such a tendency s usnally well crushed by the time he reaches adoles-
cenee, One of the teen-ager’s greatest trials is the attempt to conform
ubsolutely to « supposed ideal, or norm, set by his fellows. 1 he does
not eonform completely, he is ostracized by the group, the members of
which will not accept him unless he changes bis wavs,  His only hope
fies in finding a groap of people just like himself so that he can as-
simnilate and again be ooe in acrowid.

But 1 say, search out the loper, for he is as procious as a rure gem,
Encgurage his individuality, Give him a freer rein and Jot him deyelap
his abdlities, Gaide him in his decisions and in his studies. so that he
may begin in the right direction, and then loose lim. The young plant,
sa murtured, will grow and Aoarish more beautifully and mace bounti-
fully than these who lave gone before him.  He will become & lesder
of men, setting the pace for which they must steive, and all men will
se¢ him and know that he towers above them 4y 4 person apart from
ull others, Do they respeet his nnigqueniss, praising him for his gifts to
mankind? Not often,  For the mast part he is shamed and ridicaled
by the crowd.  This & ane of the orimes of mankind.

age Sponwie—Mrs Beoee's Best Pourth Parisd Lrgleh Class



Waggener Literary Magazine — Introspect, Spring 1965, Volume Six, Number One

r
% |

Sevond Plice, Intermediate Poctry Dividion
Quill andd Sernll Crosetivee Welting Contest

On the Go

Suzy James, 68

I have to leave the ingle-seat,
Go whese fate will lead me.
I have to reach the mountain pesks,

And taste the salty sea

I have to do what must be right,
By seeing all that’s mine.
I have to live all of the life,

Within my precious time,

1 have to meet the others,
And ask them how they are.
I have so muny brothers,

Spread out so very far.

I have to know the answers,
To what 1 want to know,
['m like the gypsy duncess,

I always bave to go,

Page Sponesr—Mre. Mowry's Third Purded Ninth Grade Eagtish Class
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Requiem for Courage

John Ceiser, 66

The ocean beckoned und | followed, The rour of the waves as they
clashed against nature’s stronghold gave great tremors to my voice, and
my legs gave way under the water's tosw.

It was night and the waves threatened my mere existence. But driven
to stund by some compulsion from within me, [ remained, us the ocean
swept at my feet. | answered the crashing waters with somewhat of &
cry—meek and yet bold, hidden and yet hrandishing. It was a harried
cry, often heard by a pleading eriminal. As | stepped forth I could feel
the sands giving way beneath me. The feeling left me cold, but T was
compelled to step again, for 1 was strong that night, With my final step
I felt & surge of water rush at myv back. 1 turned and behind me lay
the shareline’s massive row of stone, harring the thought of retreat,

I looked at the water below me: it was calm. As the seas’s hand
clutched and the tow palled me under 1 smiled, tor 1 knew that the waters
were mine, My soul sank into darkness in the sight of men, but its triumph
only 1 will know,

«Delbsle Brown

Page Spommor-We'd Rather FIght Than Wrile (Wrighey's Secand Perlod)
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Bargain of Faith

First Place, Senior Short Story Division D
Quill nnd Scroll Creative Writing Contest | Leomnd Prico, '66

On the fire escape landing outside his apartment home, David Wal.
Iace dangled his legs andd stared moodily over the rumbling, smoking
harbor. From his vantage point four stories up be could see all of it,
hacy, gray horizon to grouning whirves where sloggish, vilslicked water
Tnpped.

pp(l)nvid shifted his position, seratebed his neck irritubly, and looked
straight down, then straight up, There was the same sky, the same
grount, Fuming inwardly, he stood up. Oh, how rotten summer was!
He Jeaned over the rail, squinting at a distant ship, There was nothing—
not a thing-to do. And every year the same. All summer Jong there was
no excitement or thnll. Down in the South End they had big gangs,
and, ol man, the action really popped there. But that was in the South
End. The few gangs an the waterfromt were furtive und considerably
Joss daring,

Not that winter was much better, But at least school, lousy as it was,
occupied his time

“Hey, Davey boy!”

Rovsed from his brooding, David looked down. Below on the nar-
row strect, Beany Kimbal was waving at him,

“Come on down!” shouted Benny.

“Okay,” David agreed, glad to forget his discontent for the momont,
He turned and swung n leg over the sill of the open window bohind him,
“Be down in o second!”

He would have descended the fire escape, but Mr. McGullum, the
landlord. had threatened to bave him fined. So instead he clattered down
four flights of stairs between sculing papered walls,

Benny was waiting for him at 4 comer of the building. “What's up?”
David iepuired,

Benny grinmed, “Oh, boy, huve 1 got somethin’ to show vou!”

“Whatcha ot

"Come on. Follow me. Il show vou” Benny led the way into the
cluttered alley heside the apartment building. “Just waitll vou seo it.
Oh by, your eyes are gonne pop out!” They walked some twenty-five
vards (nto the brick and weoden canyon, then Benny stopped. Holding
his hand up sternly for silence, he looked dramatically in il directions,

Pugs Sponer—The Cul " :
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With u conspiratoral wink at David, be knelt and reached belind o
dented garbage can. A moment later be came wp with an old shoe box.
“Laokee thore!” he exulted, removing the top,

loside lay u revolver, shiny silver, with a black handle. A long Jow
whistle filtered out between David's teethe “Wouldja Jook at that” he
said. "Where'd you get it, Benny?®

His friend leaned closer. “From Fred Gommun” he confided. "o
swiped it frum some drunk tramp a coupla weeka ago. Ain't it 4 beauty?
It's a thirtyeight.”

“Whew! What T couldn't do with a gun bike that!” David run his
fingers reverently along the gleaming barvel Then, slowly, “You ain't
thinkin® of sellin’ it, are you, Benny?”

Benny grinoed and tilted his head. “Matter of fuct, 1 am. You
wouldn't maybe be intevested®”

David picked up the revolver aodd tumed It over in his hand. The
feel aof it! So sleek and deadly. “How much?’ he asked.

“Well . " said Benny, playing the shrewd businessman, “1 got
it for six bucks from Fred . . but 1 guess 1 can give it to you for five”

Five dollars. David bit his lip. That was a Jot of mooey, Stll, the
lure of the shiny pistol was great. But whit use would be actually have
tor it?  He might hold up someone ., . Yes, he could do that.  Think of
it] Arnic Slack had done it before. It wasn't mpossible, be knew. Yet —

Noting the indecision on David's face, Benny took the gun from
him and said, “Lookee here, Dave. Sec the way the bammer goes back?
Just like that. Ain't that somethin? And you put the shells in right here.”

“Five bucks, ch? said David. “That's kida steep.”

“It's a mighty fine gun”

The yearning was plain on David’s face, "Yeah, It sure is”

“Oh heck, Dave,” relented Benny, “1 guess 1 can let you have it
for four, but that's as far as 'm goin'”

David's heart gave a thrilled leap. Yes. be could—ho would buy it!
“Okay, Beony, Il take it,” be agreed, hardly able to control the excite-
ment in his voice. “But why don’t yon want to keep it?”

“Toa rigky for me,” replied Benny, shaking his Dead. T took it down
to the waterfront the other night o try it out—you know, at Gifford
Stroct where they aint hardly nobody und 1 just aboot got caught,
Hedd some ragy over the barrel, but it still made a pretty Joud bang. A
coupla guys came runnin’ down the wharf, so 1 1t oot and didn’t Took
back™

“Just “canse of that you're trvin’ to get rid of the gun®™ asked David,
surprised and a lethe woorndul,

Page Spoomnr— Asanywiom

s



Waggener Literary Magazine — Introspect, Spring 1965, Volume Six, Number One

“Wedl you can bet 1 don't wioma get nibbed by the cops,” Benuy
defended, Then, realizing he was using terrible business tactics, he
amended, “Of conrse, maybe I'm just a chicken. You'll find a Jot of things
to do with it, 1 bet”

Seniling the smile of & superior and hraver soul. David nodded. “Hey,
wait ¢ minute!” he exclaimed. “What am 1 gonoa shoot outa this thing?”

“Oh, ahmost forgot.” Benny pulled something out of his pocket.
“There! Mare ' half a box of shells. How's that?” be beamed.

“Great,” David replied. “Wait here”

A minute or two later the exchange was duly made, and  David
shivered with plessure to feel the box ander his arm,

“Don't Iet your parents catch yoo with that,” cautioned Benny,

“I won't. They've goane to work.”

Avothier minute ard David was back in his tiny room by the fire
escupw, breathing beavily, but utterly [ubilant. This summer might not
prove sq boring after all. He removed the pistal from fts box and eyed
it speculatively from every angle. Tt was Jis gen now, an opportunity
to put a little spice in his life. He cocked the hammer and aimed at a
light bolh, Click! He liked that. The cold, sharp snap of it! With such
o weapon how could e goof? Why, he could even pull o haldwup tonight
if be wanted. Sure] He could wait in same dark alley for an unwary
passerby. Sure!

Ten minutes later, after lasding and unloading and hiding his priced
possession, Duvid left the building to scout. Yet scarcely had he gone
ot the doar, when someone called to him.

“Hoy, over there! David!” Tt was My, Krauss. the druggist, standing
n frant of s store acToss the stroet. “Come over here a minute, will you.”

With a quick glance both ways, David trotted over, Mr, Krauss
was okay, not o bad sort at all, s0 he dickn't mind obliging,

“Yeah, Mr. Krauss®

“David, T need an errand boy | can count on for afterncans and
evenings. Want the jobi”

An errand boy! David winced insido, Uh-uh. Working at night would
spail all his plans, all his fun and excitement, He coulda’t do that, Bes
sidess. what thrills are there in running esrands?

“Naw, T dan't think 50, Mr. Krauss. T got other stuff to do”

“Are you sure, David? You wouldn't eam a whole lot, but it'd
be steady money.”

“No, sir, 1 don't think 1 really want a job. Thanks anyway, though”

David left Mr, Krauss locking disuppointed and proceeded en his

oA B Ceot
(e a0 o
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may;’ l:' was pretty hdecunho:u the druggist to offer him that job, bat how
could he want it when he thonght of the h-takin rentures
in store for him? o o ko

For the next two hours he rambled along thesou, din
streets, and mazes of alleys, searching forw;sphce ;N a::?mh. m
moon be found the ideal spot. It was in a long, narrow alley that run
botween two moderately busy avenues, The alley was bordered by the
brick and corrugated iron walls of warehouses, and, in one place, by
about forty feet of solid bourd fence. There was u gap between one end
of this fence and the comer of a brick building. By kicking in & locse
board, David widened the opening enough to make & place to hide or
& way tor Crouching experimentally, he smiled to himself. Good-
Iye, rotten stmmer, be thought.

Night had Jong sioce settled over the city when i
checked the load in his- revolver, and 'slid ,n';n, gk o
Leaving his parents sleeping heavily in their beds, he crept swiftly down
the fire escape to the first floor landing. There he paused and looked
out over the guiet street. Only a few lights buming—nobody watching
Hurriedly he stepped onto the last section. It gawalowgmnn.bu;
swung slowly down to the sidewalk, He stepped off cato the pavement,
und the metal staircase rose. '

Daavid hn.?tled toward his destination, aveiding the livelier streets
Munfltluumn?m';!iuumly : " | groups of people. Every time he

o I I 2 1 m 1 ‘,i“-ul !-‘l n
not very well under his lhir: > it

When David at last reached the alley, his heart was pounding
ma'gni{ioemly. Tomight there was suspense in the air, For oml:,;:e was
going to have some real fun, and make a litke dough to boot, Errand
bay—hooey! .

He found his hiding-place as he had left it, and made himself
k?ﬂahlc as possible. The alley was dark enough. No need to mrr;,::mn;
his fuce being seen. He took out his revalver and hefted (ts comforting
weight, but was annoyed to note his hand shook, Someone ought to come
h\ here. It was a shart.cut for movie-goers and night-warkess to the bus-
line on Seventh Street. He would Just have to wait and see.

Fiftoen minutes crept by, and David beurd footss
the alley. His grip tightened on his gun, Two M’fl:’mm‘"gm“):m
peoaching.  Frowning and relasing a bit, he bet thom pass. He was nz
o foolish as 10 atternpt robbing two people at once.  No, sir!

Puge Fearure Teachors of
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But & hare five winates later David'’s oppoctunity came, Again the
clicking of fect on asphalt reached lis ears. No . . Yes! There was only
one o this time. He wiped his hunds on his shirt and cocked his pistal
The dark figure was almost there. David was licking his lips. Now, vow!
He sprany tram his hiding place.

“Put up vour hands, mister!” he commanded.

Startled, the man took a balf-step backwards, then slowly mised
his hands.

“All right now, don't you mave!” He reached cautiously for the
man’s side coat pocket.

With a sudden movement, the man struck his gun-arm aside and
it him in the face. David stumbled backwards, trying to aim his gun,
but another Blow caught him heavily on the chin, and he fell. the gun
flying from his grasp and skittering neross the asphalt,

Pushing himself up oo his clhows, David saw his intended victim
pick up the revolver und stride down the alley. His pistol—gone! But he
must get oot of here quick-the police would be here any minote! Sick
with terror, David serambled to his foet and charged through the gap
in the fence.

Without a glce back he streaked through twisting alieys, his
heart booming ke a drum. The cops!—they could be right behind him!
He leapt fences, vaulted aver walls, skivted junk beaps and trash cans,
all in 4 fever of fright. Then down long, quict streets ho raced, fgnoring
ane of two peaple who looked curionsly after him,

At Lust his apartment building loomed in front of him. David sprang
high in the atr, cought the fire-eseape, und hauled himself up. He
mounted Black metal steps ewo at a time until he arrived at the fourth
oot landing. There he sagged aguinst the railing, breathing immense
gulps of uir, while sweat dripped from his forehead, For a few minutes
he stood there, looking only at the cris-crossed metal bepeath his feet
Then, with stilljumping pulse, he crawled through his window,

Inn the marming, when sunlight had at last filtered between the tall
buildings to the cast. o aggard David left the apartment boilding and
orossedd the street to Mr. Kruisy' dmg store, At the moment there was
1o one inside but Mr. Kranss, David walked up 1o the connter,

“Why, hello, David,” Mr, Krauss amiled. “What can [ do for you?”

“Well . ., er. .. I was wonderin” if that job you teld me about
was still open, Me. Kranss.”

“It cortainly &, Do you want i6*
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"Yessir, 1 do,” replied David.

“Good! Then it's yours. You cun start today at two o'clock, I'm glad
you changed your mind.”

David mumbled iy thanks and was about to leave.

“Wait & second, David,” swid Mr. Krauss, reaching under the
I guess 1 ought to return this to you. You see, [ know your voice.” He
held out David's revolver,

Duavid's face blanched,

“Co on, take it,” said Mr. Kranss, pressing it into David’s hand,

David turned away from the counter with the gon, mouth working
comvilsively, He staffled toward the door, lopking back at My, Krauss,

o

“Two o'clock!” Mr. Kranss called after him.

He Jeft the store on weak legs, Then, straightening up, he cut
swiftly through a parking lot down to the harbor. He stood on the wharf
und threw the pistol as hard s he could out over the water. People could
be strange and wonderful, he thought. The gun hit with a splash, Very
wonderful indeed.

Impatience

Suvan Sobel, 65

ence—
What good are you?
You're only Twre when
I'm anxious to be through
With all the little things
Thit each of us must do,

Forget you, you say—

I doubt I can

And sHIl survive

The many trials of man,

Not me, I'mn helgpless in your grasp,
Your fiendish, selfish hund, ,

Page Spwmr—Gadatn's Gadtlios %
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Remembrance

~hudy Rmrvdu'ld

Pam Heydt, 66

I heard the water far away
thunder faintly on the shore.

1 saw the moonlight,

smefled the fragrance of the wind,

1 stood in the darkness

and felt the breeze

like a friendly animal

lick my face, and hands, and hair.

I was in love, tingling,
delicioasly aware

of the difference
between night and day.

Strunge, what [ remember most
about that night

is that somewhere in the darkness
& siren wailed

and there way the smell of smoke
in the air,

Page Sprasce - Win Same—lowm Bene
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The American Scapegoat

Thind Place, Seador Essay Division .
Quill aed Serall Crvative Writing Cootest | /e Leathers, 66

Prejudice knows no barriers or boandaries.  This force can sweep
from one part of the world to another without nssson or provocation.
Bigotry cun, and more than likely will, be the tuctor which destroys our
world, Man can defeat it only b) u realization that he, too, has some
of the prejudices which he sees in others,

In America, however, min is not leaming this pesspective.  This is
due to the American scapegoat—the South. The reason the South receives
the brunt of criticisn is the fact that the rest of America must
find & scapegoat under which they may hide their vwn bigotry. These
people ire so weak and shallow thist they fool themselves and all others
like themselves, In a sense, these people are so guilt-ridden they mast
find a victim to attack so as to defectively strengthen themselves,

1t 15 amazing and odd to see bow these people can wallow in their
own arvogance and hypocrisy without realization. These hypocrites stand
up at meetings und say that they have nothing against demonstrations,
s lang as thev don't take place in their city, These people defend fair
housing acts, bat if a Negro moves into their neighborbood they ure the
fist to harass und spit upon thelr new neighbor.  These peo-
ple lack the integration of public facilities and accomodations, as
long as they're not the places they frequent. Finally, these shallow people
demand comp&-u- integration of pablic schoals, so long as o one dares
to change the school districts which h by some chanoe, to provide
for “de fucto segregation” Tt is tely sad that the South receives criticism
from these poople.

These arrogant people chastiso the South for the very reason they
themselves are so weak.  The averuge Southerner is wmpldcly hanest
with himself, thus knowlag where he stands, while the others foal thom-
selves,  For this reason (that the South openly shows Its heliefs) it is
nat at all inconceivable that true understancting between races will come
first to the South—the American scapegoat,

Fage Sponsor < Q= Pa froen Mrs. Spenic's Third Baglish Cless
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Poet’s Lament
Christie Harvin, 65

15 1 conld bat speak —
to tell Aurora’s
quict creeping

To beatify

some dizzy feeling,

in vocal apparatus reeling

To make it real —

if 1 could tell,
If only I,
in pact with fog,
could brazen whispers overhear
of searlet roses, spug in morning,

Could not the depths of nature be

Engraven

On a buman spirit”

Oh, that every word —
every phrase 1 utter —
Might a monument be to truth, To deity.
To speak, and pever stutter —
The orunge tree cun speak . . .
in hlossoms of the sweetest nuture,
Bits of Zous's kingdom
wiven Earth.

But 1,
Nutural being
By nature hidden,
Am ax fate
Ordained —

A Spartan helat born to serve Athonian Pindar, o
A mariner dooeed to slay the lingual Albatross.

Page Spansee—Dr. and Mre Tickad L Marvin
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Fifteen Sous

First Place, Intermediote Short Stary Division "
" Quill and Seroll Writing Contest | Cdly Canningham, 67

The fugitive crouched low in the cold, dump cuve. To one side of
him stretebed the great black oblivien of the tunmel: on his other side 4
dull grey haze coated the tock wall, the evidence of outside light.

His prison cothes still hung on him, though In rags. They gave little
protection from the icy drafts in the cave. Hix skin had became sallow
and worn, and his eyes burned like two glowing embers in that stretched
little face. The hollowness of cheeks and evesockes gave evidence of the
bitterness he bad lived these last days. Inside, his bowels scréamed fn
the agony of hunger — he had gane three days without a mossel, Pitifully
ragged strands of haic draped over his face — hair that had once been
fine and soft.

Yos, there wis & tioe, he thought, the feverish mind tuming to a
happier day. In his childhood his fumily had been rich, and he was sturdy
and healthy. not wretched and thin as he was now. He had found this
cave an his father’s estate, und he used th spead us much time here us
he could, never telling a soul about his find. But then adolescence lad
come, and with it, the gid. He had shown her the cuve, und she had laved
the quiet solitude as much as he. He could remember the clear tone of
har yoice when she would call to him from the hill facing the cave.

Ah well, he thought, no time to think of that now. He would never
see her again,

A dry congh rucked his aching body, and his eyes dimmed for u
moment,

Then 4 chance beam of light strack the open mouth of the bag
which the old fugitive guarded so zealously. A handful of gold colns
whinted in the feeble light.

He was a hunted man, racing against crime and the men who sought
him. Every mioute of his lifo now was borrowed time, And o he had

retumed to the beloved place of Wy childbood, the only sanctuary he
knew, The only other person who knew of the cave was the wird — and

hadnt she probably forgotten him?

Frgr Sponsacr—Mr sl Mrs. Masesi
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Suddenly u cry pierced the thick silence, The fugitive bent his head

i wonder. For a moment his heart raced wildly — could it be? But then
logic fooded his brain; no, it was impossihle.

There it was again. A eracked old volos called his name, hut to
him {1t was a glorious tone, the trumpet of his boyhood angel. Again he
heard it and shuffled to the mouth of the cave, Light struck his eyes,
and he painfully dodged back. But still the clear voice called to him,
“Jaoques. Juoques.”

He looked oot into the light. There she stood, shining in all her
besuty. And she was waiting for him.

With a joyous cry. “Angelique,” he hinged oat of the eave and ran
to her, his eramped legs moving as best they could. As e reached her
fect he crumpled, red oozing from bis chest as his heart's blood ran
about her feet.

A detective sprang [rom the bushes, his gun still smoking
in his hand. He went Into the cave and emerged with the
barlap traveling sack full of
money, and then strode up to
the crooked, bent old waoman,
He stopped at the fugitives
bondy

“He was hard to catch, the
old devil” he paused to
chuckle softly, then resumed,
“Ah well . . . Oh, Madame
Angelique,” he addressed the
old woman, then reached In-
side the bag aod pulled oot
some  souy, He counted oat
fifteen, then finished, “Thank
you, & you asked, here is your
2 fee, fifteen sous. Come, 1l take
~Debie Teoeen you back to town” And with

that the tswo turmed and left.

Page Spousr~Mrs. James P, Thiegpen

Soneto Para Querido Mio

First Place, Senior Poctry Dnvision

Quill and Serll Creative Writimg Contest C("ch Petty, 5

The best of earthly song s that unsung,

So from unspoken word and thought untold,
From silver dream and fantasy of gold,

My dear and deepest sentiments bave sprung,
This whispered passion helplessly 've flung
To pussing ts ned and cold—
OF thee at last my heart has taken hold.
Blindly, without canse, the world has slung
This delicate emotion to the wind,

And now thy precious love would fain to seize,
Someday I'll catch the world in shumber deep;
Unseen by sleep-filled eyes I shall pretend
That I need not vainly try the world to please—
And [ thy treasured bove will ‘ever keep,

A Riddle
Priscilla Harrson, 65

About this Promethous knew.

Too close to this Tcarus few,

Despite this thing old Nero played.

In spite of this the Christians stayed.
Becunse of this Roger Bacon i

Died unaware he was mistaken,

This brought the full of Shakespeare’s globe,
Its stage, its stands, each prop and robe.
On histoey's years it’s left its mark ;

It darkens white and lightens dark.
Before its warmth yoa often sit

For hedtime stories. What {5 it?

Page Spansar—Mi Kirwes's Secood med St Period Enginh Clases
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The Ballad of Old King Crack
Dick Bay, 68

Shine not the light of man upon the aardvark’s ear,
And let us not shake hands at all with dragon flies so dear.

Ol florid prophase from on high!
Shall form an onyx apple pie.

Pursue u fascicle of works, and need you not grow pale,
Over Noskrid's Etymology of Palabra Farthingale,

When scarlet stairs to thermostat
Trip a tail of vampire Tat,

Flies fluovesce to shade sham shack,
And offer rations to King Crack,

Oh son of Naples! Oh molder of wax!
Oh son of poverty! Oh suitoe of faks!
In tallow tower tofled regal muzhic,
Contouring candles in turbid attic.

Oh royal throne: a rocking chair;
Crown and scopter that weren't there,
Rats and filth infest shack palace.
Fallen monarch slayes with malice,
Royal line — muatation prey

To semblance small of yesterday.

A murky madness, Monday, met
A mystic, melting monkey pet.
Images to candles came,

Comtort and die in Bagrant flame.

Shabby and haggard loomed his queen,
No such corpulent aggregate, to Nova seea,
Lacking Jove and compusséos, contemptible she.

v R '
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King Cravk implored, “Face freedom for me!”
Dentals encumber, to rumble incite
To o young, comely maiden and romance of night.

Air rifle racks and shaving coeams
Shall form opposing nurndy teams.
Oh wopplers wild! Oh borks genteel!

Oh athletes ten—pachyderms nonpareil!

In darkness dawning doom’s decease,
Remorsedess plight of life’s surcease,
Eagle talons, tearless, taste

Buming blood in noctarmal haste.
Mephistopheles” delight —

Fanatic fingers, claws at night.

Beatles In the bathtub,
Mocking music, man.

Maiden knitting soda straws
n u pink mink garbage can,
King Crack is racing alligators
On blue boods of jeeps.

Al is well within the cell
Which the conscieace keeps.

DEFINITIONS OF TERMS
Noskrid — Atnas Naskrid, professional bore and author, available for most
social occasions
Palabra — “word,” in Spanish

Faks — creatures existing only behid soda fountaing in New Rochello
whose diet consists of used soda strxws

Numndy — @ game played by two teams, cach with two borks, sis for-
wards. und two wopplers, usually clephants 1 they wopple
better than people g

all other words ane in the dictiomary

Page Spansr-Jdully 28
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Her Huge Brown Eyes ‘ Alone

Second Place, Intermediote Postry Division

First Place, Intermediate Essay Division, | ¢ o Porter, 6§ Introepect Spomtancous Wrsting Canbest Katherine Tachau, 68

introapect Spantaneous Writing Contest

Walking alooe,

Her eyes, her huge brown eyes. They capture yous nttminn._nml Tais sasd ok
hefore you cun tum your head you are under her spell.  She doesn't do 1 stumbled upm:"'uh'gﬁm
it maliciously. She just sits there, ber face forward and her body relaxed. dying,
You simply can't break the continuous stare that obsesses you. fov

Your eves move now o ber clean, short hair, lying smoothly against :npa?:';d
her cheeks with 3 shight curl toward ber face. The color is @ warm hrown, wialked on.
that of a new camel hair coat. Walking alane,

Her cheeks are rosy, There is
ahways a hint of a smile on her

alone and not caring,
I fourd my way barrod;

2T o lips as if she knows what you I stumbled,
a3 “‘/ X are thinking. She is always well- and fell,
/ I \ dressed sccording to the latest I tired to rise,
1‘- '/ fad. vet could not.
\ f ! / You cast your eyes to the other :o‘::; to. soe,
7 '!\ sdo of the yoom, o5 to your n vaii, il in vain.
wark, trying to break the spell, !
: bt they still wander back, So I lay.
(v l And she writes. Hee lotters are X wu:el’;"""j
\ L big and bold. They have thele 1 yearned to walk,
B own characteristics, They fas- 1 phioni il
- cinate you, Her movements are ubefu;b- "
slow and graceful, anel foll-cach i,
Saddenly, you realize your alone, fighting,
a dilemmn.  You twist uneasily in :
Y your desk, .:::&m’: ‘? ?

The bell rings. You watch her.
She rises and leaves the room,

when someone stumbled on me,
alone, not caring.

\ the spell with her, 1t happens So 1 lay dying,
— every day. Why? How dops she grieving,
~Swanne Beonett  do @12 1t begins with her eyes, in pain;

her huge brown eyes.

my heart criest out for him.

Page Sponwr—David Littreil sl the Rost of Mre Dayle's TV Clas
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Third Place, Sentor Poetry Divisim Mease, 66
intreapect Spontancous Writing Contest Ellen M

del marcos del tiempo
del movimieoto eterno
del mundo oscuro
v noche con los aspectss del tiempo

out of the wastes of timo
the mark of eternal Jonging

salt of the sea

granite of earth

farmer, philosopher
ane lonely traveler in the wastes of time

to judge of

e spirit and mind
past and present

the scent of the lotus
the purity of self

marred by the viclent stains of self-protection
the Ieart of one dreamer

from the shore of time

one dreames

erased, lost

fleeing from the raviges of time

the hatred of here and pow

the peatousy of eternity

the guarded secrecy of forever

the hinted at . ..
forgotten
dismissed

1n Momery of Mrw Murgaret 3. Fletcher

into oblivion
flies ane dresmer
one heart
wne scent

oo flickering ideal

the omniscient nothing
the dealer
in pseudo-solidities
in pon-realities
in Jost dreuners
in forgotten nows
the teller of time
the master
af u nothing world
the destructive tic-tac
ol two weights and & pendulum
the rancous cry of ane
calling the hours
to the distant haze
to the past times
and the future
inte oblivien
flies voe dreamer

Rotting Apples

Thind Flace, Intermediote Essay Division
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intraspeet Spontuncows Woiting Contes | S Wollace, 67

hﬁ;'mmclmhﬁaeﬁnﬁemmewnunndmm;h
the dry, brittle blades of grass, Masses of rotting Hfe, beld by a soft, yet
tough hide.  An odor reminiscent of & home-made brow

the wir, sweet, yet bitterly repugoant. Insects swarmed avound, filling
the wir with tho sound of their activity, intent upan the fruit as bears
upon honey, A beaten and hitter troe domioated the sceor, its raugh
and barren bark showing the mute scars of its existonce. Dried and
broken bits of the tree lay among the discayded fruit. The whole scono
wis death—dried grass, barren tree, rotting apples—decaying 1ife.,

Pagr Speosee—dr. met Mre. Jehn Sardidge
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The Looking Glass

Second Place, Intermediate Esay Division,
futrsapect Spoatancous Writing Contest Karen Speer, L

Quietly, silently, steadily; watching, waiting by the mirvor. She never
moves, she ponders virtue, hate, piety, Alientation, aloneness surround
ber.

What can she see in that dark mirror of separateness, that misty half-
light? 1 do pot understand,

“Can you speak?™ [ ask.

“Yes, but T will remain quiet,” she answess,

“Why? Have you found your peace?”

“ am weary of the search. 1 am weary of your peace.”

“Walk on, fly on, seek onl” 1 cried.

She did not turn, nor did T approach her,

“I would rather be a spectator; watching, waiting for the inevitable.”

She spoke slowly, overcome by the dark melancholy around her.

1 know you are youth” she ssid “I know what you wunt. 1 fear
vou. 1 do not seek your peace, but [ seek my own Folfiliment. Walk on,
youth,

“Direams are your bed, pleasure your foud; you Jove not, noe do you
hate. Yeu are not real, youth, T am weary of your unreality. Virtoe is an
offart to you. You seek the tempest. Your piety stiffles Truth. Seek an,
youth, Jeave me. You are not my Fulfillment.”

All was dark and quiet; T could not respond. She was incomprehen-
sible. 1 turmed to Jeave her, hor dark mirror, ler misty world. Yet from
behind me a valoe cumne.

“Beauty fs of soft whisperings . . . Her voice yields to our silences
like o faint light that quivers in fear of the shadow . . °

She turned to listen, Her face was bright. Tt shooe like a myriad of
stars. | walked on.

o A . T
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Mood Sty
Kathy Staley, 67

Dancers pirouette slowly on a misty stage. Snow falls an a deserted
plain. The quietness and beanty befare 2 storm reverberate into magnifi-
conce wnd wonderment. A spring day dawns with the newness of life.
The starry heights are found after durk depression. A nymph flits from
sparkling star to star. “God's in his heaven and all’s right with the world.”
Greatoess breaks through the quict depts of drifting snow. The storm lies
beveuth  tranquility—drifting  stowly through thne, space, and a
nonstatic universe filled with obseenities, through vileness and the beauty
of God's creations, Down, down-falling quickly, now slowly, and rising
again to an infinite Hght. Heavy thoughts 1t from u burdened mind,
Sadness p the hidd of & cave, & beart, a sea—alone,
but nat lonely, for thonghts are better company than many peaple.

After Death . . . Bittersweet

Fiest Phace, Intermediate: Poetry Division 2
Qulud':uull Creative ww'g,w Suzy James, ‘65

A snowflake,

Civen litthe precioas time,

A gift of nature, good and kind.
Full of beauty, very real,

No time left, none to steal,

After death it's bittersweet.

A First Jove,

Only happens once to each,

OF those wha try so hard to resch
For life’s warmth and tendermess,
That's rare in the world's bitterness,
After death it's bittersweet.

Prae Sponee M. Lanma's Tirst Period Englies Ciase
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Summer
Lywu Staley, 65

this dusk the sky &s lime
the air s golden
preguant with
lsemey.

wrath

will fall om the
Dlack ericket

Falling Leaves

Secoud Vhaow, Inturmediate Essry Divido y
Quill and Scsoll Creatrve Waiting Cootest Suzy James, 63

After the harshness of winter, the hlooming of spring and
the: sweet life of summer, the Jeaves begin to fall, The sy
ved Jeaves reseanble old blhashing at youthful memories,
Thee mdiant oratrge ones Jook as thowgh they were ald soldiers,
angrily fighting the battle of death. The pale yellow leaves
seem 1o be weak fools afraid of death, and the wrinkled
s ones are siodlar to old shives scereed and aged by the
wverity of lile. Gracefully ull of their shidows dance a death
waltz an the dewy ground, and o swishy, rastling sound i

made s (hey are put in their grove of decayesd
beothers,

They crackle bencath oor fect us
autuan foliage~no longer falling, autumn
Jeaves,

A Winter's Day
Suzyy Jamen, 68

Baldly winter's harsh cry i shouted through the desolate city,
telling the trath of winter. Natuse has deserted all life and has put a
curse oo what is beft, The cold barcen groumd Is as hand as o rock,
Above it the naked treo Umbs protrude s a dovils homs, The savage
wind slaps the ts of life, tearing the links hetween man and his
faith |n nuture’s Jove, The vast grey emptiness of the heavees above
shids soft, sympathetic tears upon the groond, to weave & protective
anket for the unlefended. The crode whip of winles continues to
beat upon the earth, Jeaving the tears of & nobie knight, notil o mystert-
ous calling is heard from a distant place.  The fruits of life bloam ooce
wmore, and when winter hears their last petals fall to the ground, the war
of mature commenees Agan.

Spring Song
Lapun Stuley, 65
Now in this spiring of mine And part
nine of me's always winting
white dreams those nine provd theaghts,
g ﬂdlz always Tistoning
a bemed line with lifted clin
to where they merge for hoodbeats ve tatooed share.
fo umknown beart. )
S0 my speing flies on:

lewdless of the chrysalis

that waits for

metumorphosis,

that fargets to feel

the thin, sad rum,
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With a Bang or a Whimper?

Third place, Senlor Short Story Division | peho 4
introepeet Spoataneous Writing Contest rbonsh. Huffman, ‘65

The townspeople angrily crowded the sidewalks of the small mid-
western city, Their numbers increased, and, us o result, their noise -
creased, Since their fre was extreme and beddlam ruled, nothing short of
a miracle could calm them,

A strangzer to the community stood on the sidelines, smaking his pipe
and stroking his beard — o typical innocent bystander. He was calm and
said nathing; he simply watched. The harried citizens, paying no atten-
tion to this apparently apathetic man, wisked by him. Yet spathetic he
was not, for he was keenly interested in the behavior of the local citizenry,
A large, burly man quite accidentally ran into him. He said nothing,
just growled. Anather grabbed him and shouted, "Come on Let’s get
him.” He merely turned the other cheek.

Who were they going “to get™? As of vet the stranger had been
wnable to find out. At last, his curiosity getting the better of him, he stop-
ped a middle-aged matron. “Where are we going? Whom are we getting?”

"Why, where have you been? Have you oo sense of religious or
patriotic duty? That teacher, or 5o ho claims to be—that's who we're
guing to take care of.” He was really not sure. He asked an elderly citizen
the same question and his reply was, “Who?  That Mr, Cameron.
John Cameron, He came in here preaching ull kinds of non-
sense about the world, God, amx sin-you know. Then this fall he
starts to teach down at the elementary, and first thing you know he's

telling that junk to the kids. Junk, trush, that's what it is. Mind ye, that's
what it is."

He questioned the odd man, “IF it's junk, why are you so worried?”

His answer was, “T ain't gonna let my kids or nobady else’s listen to
that junk ‘canese he's all wrong, He's also talking down the rich folks In
this town, saying they's all wrong”

“He's probubly right. “The meek shall inherit the carth,*

Page Spoeaur—Mr. wt Mov. Rex Kuris
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“No don't quate thie Bible to me, young man. Everyone kniows that
ain't trve now. Now vou're beginning to sound ke Brother Jooes. Come
an. Ain't you gouna help us?”

“No, T. . but the wman had scurried on, He halted a young boy, a
andent, and asked him the ssme questions, The student was more pensive
thun the others had boeen und answered slowly, "Well, this Mr. Cameron
came 1o town last year. He used to preach up in the mountain towns.
Well, then he came down here und started talking about some stuff that
grown-ups didn't like. For lnstance, be tried to say that God wasn't real,
tht he didn't Tive in & white palace with beautiful angels in hesven. And
benhonldzhlkpemnphkm'wmlnmn!u.)wm.thnlhemuld
lellthepwpkbmnwlncluhnedhuhaﬂbwnlnmtmwﬁbm
(he giggled ). Well, now, you and T know that's just plumbs ridiculous, but
Mmﬁghmsuyhgil.mnwkhnhmm&nmd.mdho
mmmm&mzwmmmmnmwuum
ot so much as when he told his story about the world. He ssys the world
cume fram nothing and yet something, He claimed it is too great for yon
und me to understand. He also says the world is going to retum to this
something or nothing at its end. You know that ain't true hecanse the
Bible suys it will be destrayed by firo and if the Biile says it, well'. ... -
mywtybvgmsoulosaydutmusimmgnmgmmthhmm
Well, that's when they got so riled up—when be sad the end of the world,
So they had him pot in juil. He don't soem o mind it noe: he just goes
right an talking, So the thirty days are up now and if he comes oot, they
figure he'll start over agidn, They say it’s pot lair to keep Mr. Barnabus
in there sixty days for ane night when he was ooly deink, They say i
you let put Cameron, Barnabus goes too. Now, don't you agreef”

“Well, no,” the stranger replied, “1 dont. But did this man do any-
thing else?”

“Yoah, he was odd—kind of different. He didn't teach Tike the other
teachers. Like ho tried to take his pay, ain't mmch, and give it to the old
folks” home. Sald be didat need it”

“And what's wrong with that, young man. “It's better to gve than
to réceive” ™

“Yeah, but still he shouldn’t be tesching. 1 hear he really didn't
graduate from college, and he's so young, how would he know about
those things.”

Pape Sponecr—Mra. Perry’s Filth Poriod Engiih Clas
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"I don't know . . ." but the boey, too, moseved on, During the convee-
sation b had fuiled to notice that the excitesnent had grown. He walked
o, and he observed that the crowd hid gathered In front of the fail and

On The Proper Place
For Ancestor-Worship

that now on the second floor the sheriff hmll come l'llll He was a well- Second Piae, Senior Fostry Division | Marcar Burke, 63
dressed political figure who kept ruising his hand in the scout sign of Quill and Serofl Creative Writisg Contest

prace. introepoct Bditor’s Award

After much shouting. the noise subsided long enough for Mr. Patrick
Pyler, the sheriff to say, “Now listen falks. What do you want? His time A silbouette, alone on craggy peak,

& up, and Fve got to det him go, but T can't turm him loose to you all” The old und rough-hewn figure views the sands
‘ Beneath, whose spanse, so desalate, so bleak,

T'he fur horizon grasps with yellowed hands

A voice ealled put, “TE you et him go, let Barnabus go.” Pyler, ex-
hausted with the whole problea, Bickered several minutes with the rioting

crowd. Finally he yvelled, “All right. Have them both. Do what you No putpose serves this brooding, granite hulk
No traveler sceks it o5 a certain guide,

No haven offers it from raging storm,
Na rlur*nrhlng stream Spfi‘llg} ‘I‘llll its llilf’l'll ‘I\'!('

want. I'm quitting and 1 wash my hande of the whole affair,” and be
tumed und left

The crowd barged inside the jail and promptly recolved the two free

men, John Cameron and Bamabus, The stranger watebed them exit They serve no purpase but to be, to rise
Cameron wis haggard and sad, His clothes were already tom, A person Above, where all may view them,

in the crowd jeeved and gave him a heavy placard to canry, veading “The none may touch;

end of the world is far away.” Bravely be bore it Below, their pitted pedestals despise

The climbing search of student-youths
und such,
“How usedess that,” the travelers

The crowd, chanting and jeering, pushed the two wlong unti! they
reached a sizeable hill in the middle of Caulbert Park, whereupon they
pushed Cameron to the top. The sky had darkened and rain was threaten-

ull concur
ing as he stood sithonetted against the sky, When the rain started the

How usedess prodecessors who
crowds began to leave, just “were.”
A cry cume from the back of the crowd, “Stop” Its commanding
tone caused them to come to a halt. “Stop!™ He spoke loud and clear.
“What you are doing heve is wretched. T pity you, my children. What he
bas done is not wrong, and what yoo have done f2 wrong” The crowd
was wmazed and they stared, The few who knew the stranger could not
believe this kind, geothe, soft-spoken man was declaring these words
Still, he maintained his wsual calin,  “You will live to regret your action.”
He grabbed the banner and tossed it aside, The people, stunned, said
nothing
Come,” he suwid, and they went.
Cloly Clarky
Which man carried his message more effectively—the quiet pessua-
sive man, or the man of action? Only the futare would tell,

Page Spoasec—0rs. Micwon s Fieal Perlod Bl Class
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Impressions of Markings

A Review | i A, 08

MARKINGS by Doy Hammerskiold, (Knopf, 221 pp., $495, 1964),

Life: a reproach unless truly lived, yet an approach to true living,
The man Hapmerskjold desired the life, and to this highest of
he dedicated an existence. He desired, but he sought not, His goal -
be prepared” — ready for

“The ultimate surrender to the creative act—" the wielding of & soul
to the flame which is love and life and God, The Way of the Cross of
surrencler selected, it could pot be merely chosen; so Hammerskisild
watited actively, not in fear, but with hope,

Smiling, sincere, incornuptible~
His body disciplined and limber,
A man who had been what he could,

And was what he was—
Heady at any moment to gather everything
lnto ane simple sacrifice.
Death: an  ahway s—nppmndung rea!lt)-cs'ldmt. ohserable, bat
fascinating becanse it is inc heasibl A Bl it

of death-foems, inquiring “is death fnlﬁl!mmt" He spoh: of “dreams of
doom,” deseribed suicides almost longingly, alluded to & self-destroying
Narcissus; but these cume hefore his mament, before he said yex to the
fate which for him was life. Subsequently, a conchasion:
“As an eloment (n the sacrifice, death bs o fulfillment, but more often
it fg a dogradation, and {t & never an elevition”™
Finally, u eredo:

“Do not seek death. Death will find you, But seek the road which
makes death fulfiliment.”

Puge Sgomsie D and Mo Warren W A

introspect | 35

Even so, Hummerskjald retained the fascination life has for its aoknow-
able relative. Conscious he was thronghout that

“Night & drawing nigh —"

The mati: & simplicity wrought from ecomplexities,

Hummwerskjold: a tainver who exhuberantly declaimed poetry
from the summits, He winte: “Never measnre the height of o mout-
tain, until you have reached the top. Then you will see how low it was.”
He was the son of a Swedish Prime Minister, and he expected greatness of
of himself. With unparlleled success 1o the world of governments,
he wrote of “this ‘self,’ the creation of irresponsible and ignorant persans,
meaningless honors wnd catalogued acts” Hammerskild speat the whole
of his existence in becoming worthy of accepting God’s ke
He asks himself, “Ls your disgust at your emptiness to be the oaly life with
which vou fill 17" A boyish exhuberant man, sick with loneliness; a suc-
cessfully many-talented man, calling himself “empty”; a deeply beautiful
soal, whom self-doubt drives almost to despair. A living man, ahways con-
scious of impending death, These complexitics—andd the “simple sacrifice”
of surrender,

What these Markings reveal is Hammerskjold, the unique man of
this century —u professional civil servant, implanted squarely in the
center of the physical world, et dedicated to the spiritual glory of God.
Once, the man with such a spirit wrote from “withdrawal” at a distance
from masses, Now,

“In ur ers, the mad to holiness necessarily passes
through the world of action.”

o Hammerskjold revealed 1o his future the journey be would not reveal
1o his present, Read of his chosen path and wonder at the existence of

such o man,

“He broke fresh grovnd—because and ooly becanse, he
had the courige to go ahead withont asking whether
others were following . . "

Poge Spamor—Waggenee Sewior g Orebaecra
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is sulfice,
A Time to be Young In e :h,: |:( me always say
Third Place, Sende Poctry Diviskon Lynn Staley, 65 ::.‘nln:a‘,e laved it
Quill and Sceoll Crwative Writlng Contest differantly. cach day.
11
I
Tonfght
rainbows . there s moon on the grass-
green-glows tiny trembling drops of weeping lune
ufter spring rains . | All lies bare
youny swains walking to meet their ladies fair . . huat crownéxd earth.
Tadies waiting with My hushed, young world
bright, bound-up hair . . . wears sky's shy praise
Liair that tumbles free . . . like strand of tears.
hancs that tonch and sighs of
“me and thee” . . .
men and maids walking ‘neath the sky . .,
man and maid: you and 1. .
love sounds and night sounds
blending into one breeze:
timeless oipple of uir John J. Normal
blowing from sun-drenched seas | 0.
dappled, liquid life Plrst Piace, Senjor Basay Division, Lukr, 66
botiled fn this evening joy - . . atroupect Spootimeons Wriing Contest | 7Y
I

John J. Normal wakes up in the moming, yawns, stretches, shaves,
shawers, dresses, and comes down to breakfast. He drinks his orange
juice, eats his corn flakes, dunks bis doughauts, and sips his coffee before
leaving far the office. He drives to the station, parks the car, buys a

or, and catches the 8:04, He arrives at the office, greets his
co-horts, und settles himself ut his desk. During the day be reads his
mail, visits the water cooler, unswers the phone, takes time for Tunch,
dictates some letters, has his coffee-break, goes to the washroam, and
checks out at five. He leaves the office, goes to the station, catcbes
his train, snd relases i the dub car. He drives home, cats dinoer,
watches television, and then waits until everyone lso has gone to bed
batore he rocharges his battery,

These is such joy in being young;
such jov that 1 should like to prolong
its hitter—sweet savar forever,

Lot this be encagh for me:

1 have tasted of youth:

have run freely, out of breath,
o )‘l“l’ anms;

have Joved the fragrance

ol rin—washed earth;

have known life to bo worth
more than | can ever pay,

Pagy Spormoo—Mr. ot Moe Junes M Staley Poae Spornmor—Mes. Mowry's Sccond Perted Engiih Class
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Rotting Apples

Poet’s Death
First Place, Intermediate Short Story Division,
First Place, Intermonlisde Poetry Diviskon, introgpest  Spontanesus Woting  Contest
fsdraspect Spootaneous Writing Cootest | Merda Messick, 68

MeGee Spencer, 67

I was walking through the fields to school back home when 1 noticed
The cold face of thy death the old apple tree, branches bent low with the weight of fruit. For
& minute, T saw my chance and 1 thought:

“The biggest an’ juiciest apple - - . Ul shine it up pretty an’ put it

rises with the moon—

the distant quict tower on my teacher's desk, makin' right sure she knows who put it there.
awaits thee. Aw .. Luie't got much brains anybow, and 1 ain't never goune get
powhere, I'm just sick of them books andd maps und ‘rithmetic problems.
langing, Ain't nothin’ in this here world says 1 gof to go to school. Ma would've
How heard you the whisper wanted me to — but she ain't bere no more an’ Pa don't much care; he's
o wiod - thid. eknted got the vest of the kids to be lookin® after. Best 1 be gettin' on an’ makin’
u place for mysell in this here world. Yessir, Fll jest pack up my belongin’s
Death'’s sceated and head for the city.”
rain® I thought maybe that was the thing for me-to go to the city and
) find some kind old mun that would just take me in and teach me every-
The mpty milad scught thing 1'd need to know to become & blacksmith or a telegruph man—
to betray thee, yet like I'd read in them story books. I could see a great list of professions
just waiting for me to come along and jump in. It dido't much matter that
o hime wased thenegh 1 coukin't read very well and that T didn’t know my multiplicativn tables
the night of past five.
vour fears, Andl s 1 set out to make a man out of myself, T packed up the few
And things | had, cleaned out the old tin can 1 kept my pennies in, und started
on my way.
you reaped It was just 3 day’s walk, but I started early so 1 could take my time
a final harvest and not be so tired when I got there. The spring alr was fresh. I couldn’t

help thinkin' sbout all the things T wanted to do and see, and all the

and left it money 1 was gonna make for mysolf,
Golden, When T got to town, my legs were pretty dam womn out, and 1 was
in pearls sure that the pack on my back weighed o ton, I was dusty and dirty und
ready far my dinner, o hot bath, and a soft bed. 1t wasn’t until then that
of words. I started to wonder where 1 might find these things. My dollur and ten
cents sure wisn't gonna pay my bourd amd keep for Jong
Poar Sponmor—Mre, Wrigley's Stxth Pacicd Fog 11 Page Spomsor—Mr. Minton's TV Ameriesn Mistory Class
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1 showly climbed the steps to Grant's General Store and boaght twa
shees of cheese and an overripe banana. It sure wasn't much of a dinner,
but it tasted good all the same to me, sittin’ there on the porch as the
sun went down. | suddenly realized that I'd better find  place to spend
the night, so I started for the stable, hopin’ to find a pile of hay to sleep
in. There was no doubt in my mind that 1 woold find some nice old
groam that would welcome me at the stable gate.

1 approached the run-down building and knocked on the door frame.
An old man shouted gruffly, “Come in! But mind yva don’t scare them
harses]”

1 told him what I'd come for and asked if 1 might sleep there that
night before looking for work the next day. He looked at me like T was
too Litthe a kid to find work, but be told me & I was Jookin' for wark, 1
could sure do some in the stable before usin it as a hoted,

For three hours T rubbed down sweaty hoeses, polished scommy
bridles, and pitched hay. | conld bardly stand up straight, my back hurt
s0. Where was the geateel old man I'd heard about? Where was my
kindly old fady to take me ioto her kitchen and £ill me full of freshly-
baked cookies and cold milk?

1 curled up in some scratchy straw; | was covered with swest and
dirt. My clothing was thin and the night brought with it a cdld, dump
wind, My heart eried for a home, the sight of familiar faces, but T was
even too tired to cry,

The morning came much toe scon, but 1 was ready to find a job.
First I went back to the General Store, but there wasn't much use for o
clesk who couldnt add, There wasu't a place for a boy my age in a
blacksmith shop or plowin” flelds or carryin’ feed bags. The day was «
failure und so was 1.

I tumed to go to the stable, but 1
conldn’t face another night like the
one I'd just spent. I knew | should be at
home wheve T could at least help my
fathee — so 1 headed towand home,

As I neared our house, T passed that
_ apple tree that I had seen only a few
—Debidde Bren  days before. There wis the apple I had

picked, Tying rotting in the road.

I

=

Page Sponsme—Pels Gargstia’s Fifth Pedod English Clas

Stowly
Cautionsly -
just afraid—

The hitterness has turned

Into soft glow.
A candle shines
Merely,
Where onee flames
raged,
The skies are a
Different kind
af blue
now.

I

Love words
Spoken so softly —
Simple words
Whispered.
Shadows
Of passion —
My darling
Is
So very,
very

gentle,

Tage Sponsce—WHS Varsily Chesrlesders
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The Little Prince

A Review Deborak Huoffman, 65

THE LITTLE FRINCE by Antoine de Seint-Exupéry. (Harcourt,
Brace, and Weorld, 91 pages, $3.75, 1943,

1 you are an adult or believe you have a grown-up essence, please
don't vead this {you won't understand it), However, if vou are a child
or comprehend the minds of children, please go oa (you will discern what
1 am trying to sav ).

1 wish to tell you about a story, but not the entire narrative, for that
would not be fair to the Little Prince,

I don'’t know where your litthe prince lives. mine dwells in o castle
hundreds of feet high; and Antoine de Saint-Exupény’s lives on a planct
no barger than a house. His prince owns three voleanoes (two (nactive
and ope active) and o beautiful flower whose fickle nature causes him
to travel to Earth. Here on Earth he meets Saint-Exupéry struded on a
desert,

I've often thought Mr. Antoine was very fortunate indeed to be able
m meet his litthe prince, for I've never seen mine, | Have vou seen vours?)
He apparently thought so too, for he chose to tell you all about it. His
lovely story is accompanied by beautiful watercolors of the little man so
that you may fully construe the detadls of the hero (you sec, it's very
difficult even to see. much less to comprehend, someone else’s Tittle
prince.) However, we must not dwell on his physical attributes but
mather on what he had to say (M. Anotoine tells us that to0.)

When you llm to the stary, you muost put away all easthly “matters
of eonsequence,” for the Little Prince will be offended if vou don't, In-
stead vou must feel Tor the truly fmportant things in our lives such as
the rutionalization for the thorns of flowess. 1f you don't, you will become
like the foolish monarch, or the cancelted man, b the tippler, or the busy
buasinessman, or the geographer, ( These are the dwellers of faraway astes-
oids 325, 326, 327, 328, 329, and 330,) :\n-\mumu*w‘thmedmﬂmw
between these men and the adults vou know?

The mast boportiunt thing the bitthe boy tells us I8 the secret of life.
No, you're wrong! 1t's not & weighty idea for a small prince 10 know; be's

Prge Sporemr—Mr. Srlth's Pith Perted Clase
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really the omly one who would be able to grasp it. He hasn't always known
it though. You see he bad a friendship with a foc The fox told him the
seeret, and T tell you,

Do you know what “tame” means? The fox tells the prince that it
means “to establish ties,” and when you tame someone, he hecomes
unfque n afl the world {Oh, but T dida't need to tell you that. As a
chikl)mkmwn.)mmebemufulndummlrehmmmepﬁwe
the fumiliar method of taming. Mr, Suint-Exupéry’s Little Prince learns
quickly. He doesn't write down the rules for they are nit anything he
can see ar put into words—and there you have the secret, The fox is able
to explain it more shmply than 1 can. I believe he savs, “It is only with the
beart that one can see rightly; what is essential is invisible to the eve.”

Mr. Saint-Exupéry tells you many other things about his Little Prince
for, you ber, he is stranded in the desert and must somehow fix his
engine before his water supply mns out. So while he tinkers with the
machine and tries to draw the boy a sheep, the child keeps him company
bytellmghlm nlxmt meplmdweﬂm I mentioned above, He i ex-

e and, therefore, makes those men seem very foolish
indeed. The Little Prioce also tells Mr. Antoine all about this planet,
Tids loves for the most unusal Hlower, and the flower’s reciprocal fecling
Oh please don’t langh; it's not the least bit funny,

In fact, there is pothing wmusing in the entire story; moreover, it’s
ruther sad, particularly when it is necessary for the Little Prince to take
his sheep, leave the desert, and retum to his asterofd. He helps Saint-
Exupéry find water, fixes his plane, and then prepares to say good-bye.
His friend is 50 unhappy! —how he will miss the prince’s laughter ( just
us the prince misses his flower }, They go walking on the desert; the Little
Prince lies down and soon but Mr. Saint-Exupéry isn't sad,
Do you know why? Just as the Litthe Prince thinks all the stars are beuuti-
ful because his flower is on ove of them, so Me. Antoine kughs at the
heavens bocause Fis prince is laughing there. (If you have time look at
the sturs—do vou see u beautiful flower or bear happy laughter?)

Now Tve told you the story of Antoine de Saint-Exupéry’s Little
Prince; however, 1 truly feel you should read it for yourself, I think you'll
hud!ha(ulld\wwlmmmncdﬂngoldﬁld'mwbmymbeﬁnm
Little Prince will e something of udulty when you finish.

Nemw: IF you ever see o very little bov with lovely blond curls, o flving
vellmvscud nndﬂnullngl.mgjﬂet ask himn how his flower is, (This will
make him very huppy for hie is the Little Prince. )

Page Spomsor Mz Sedthi's Sixth Pariog English Cool Clam
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Young

Lymnn Staley, 65

Laden, the skv glooms abave the earth-
n hint of agony yet to come—
bov and girl walking ‘nesth
fear not spproaching doom.

Loving life with unquenched fire,
youth weeps not the hours awiy:
madly plucking oo time-worn lyre,
forgetting to weep, to fear, to pray

Death advances, steps uncaring, eves sens gow,
child cries not, drops without sound or tears—
for nothing falls from heavenly blow,
naught ‘cept leaves and s and wine-light years,

Rest sweetly, gentle child,
go your ways in warld of gray;

forget the laugh you shouted wild
forget the dawn before the day.

Symbols of Success

Gary Lubr, 66

Sucoess is not baving to hail more thae six taxis on a rainy day,
Sucess Is being bitten by & dog who's had all his shots.

Sucosss is mwaking the best bunk at the Lake Takalachi summer camp,

Prge Bpomor—-Mre Mowry's Fitih Petod Sarfars
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The Plight of Sculptors

Susinne Benrets, 65

The sun shooe beightly oo the waves, al the water mockingly
dared me to play. The golden sand yesrned for haods o couple it and
mold its grains ito magnitude. 1 answered their crics—the sand'’s and
the water's—and ecagerdy dug my hands ot the shore. Fist come o
carcfully buile castle, complete with 4 moat and o drawbridge. As 1
eved my handiwork, 1 became mteot on constructing o bigger amd a
better casthe out of the golden sand. 1 worked diligently, building more
castles, until a great city arose. How beantiful, thought 1, amd how great
a buikier 1 am! [ resolved to boild the greatest city eves made by childish
haods. All afternoon 1T worked, never noticing that the sun was sinking
Jow and the wind was growing chill. Then one wave mightier than the
rest washed away my casthes and my walls. Terrified and alormed, 1 fled
from the foamy sea of destroction. T now had learmed-as everyone

i every walk of life must learn—that time und tide walt for o man

~Sumnnge Bermett

Tage Sparmor— €1 Latr Stalt
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to need

SUSLEnANOe
m the mental state of starvation
the ending of process
First Placy, Senlor Poetry Divial ) - roye
('-urup(‘;: Spo-::nn:;:’w:'ﬂi:,z C:!::l Elien Mease, 66 the expiration of self
1o need
eanotion
Vaiee I T desiro u priestess of Jove
Vaice I1: 1 need tendrils of cucumber i just evening
the blue light of emotion
the light of shadaws to come
the harsh reality of

I desire Voice 1: :‘: full expression of poteatial
1 peed desires
significance
the hidden breathings attaches soene vague signi

seeks some nom-existendt ghost of hope
dispells the human angel despair
: i i finding reason
Valee T To d
- n:] n::; ; in the ooeness of selflesire
und the cravings go unfed
endless In procession

the secret intimations

¢ Voice 11: 1 only need
Htatiny S I crave no eventual salvation
the living is there no mo.:il::ﬁ u?l;hdh:ng l:: my dying soul
in some future dusk-fow 2 ?: XY Mlv pe
10 desive 1 only peed
an inifinte love here and now
lusting in the luminescence of evening no time in eternity
to desire no unreal fixation on a nothing of obscurity
a definite self-verification 1 only need
original walkings
to become self-god sig 3
deity-incirnate Voice 11T: To :::lm
sufficient unto self "? &
alone in self-created world ‘“’d. e":’;‘:';d
the wealth is there the .inwmoqumml satisfuctions of thought
the sell here find expression
the ever-present mental state only when
the potentiality of mind have is ‘the reality

Page Spoesor—De. mnd Mra Ridwis 7. Meery Paar Spoosse—3rs. Parry's Thind Period Englids Clas
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April is the Cruellest Month

Pirst Placu, Bunlor Short Story Diviaios,

" R
introspeet Spontaneous Writing Cantest | L€ONard Price, 66

It was April, when the bluster of March begun to fade, and a fow
buds ventured (nto the warming uncertainty of the world. Some buds
would die, snapped up by a vengeful and retreating winter, Green would
return to the world, bat at & cost. There would always be thase buds
betrayed by April, and not allowed to bloom,

Thomas Caufield walked through the April weather to the tottering
howse: that was his home. Ho mounted the steps to bis porch, then
surveyed his fields in a clow turn, bands stack in back pockets. When
the weather levelled off he would plant, and sova there would be com
and beans and peas to nurse to maturity for the autumn harvest, Then
there would be another winter, and after that, Apeil would come again,
Life ran in cycles, but Thomas never tired of it. Always in the spring
be felt the thrill of awakening of new growth, of new hope, and it was
enough to satisfy him.

Yet when Thomas entevod his house his mood darkened. A broom
that hud Jeaned against the wall when he Jeft rested an the floor, Thomas
bent down instantly, His fingers scrabbled at the bare floor, and in o
momeat he had pried up a board. Gone! All of (t! He rocked hack in
dismay, crushed, but a minote later he was on his fect. Wha had tuken
his money? When?

He was out the door with his rifle and running down the dirt road
in froot of his house in ten seconds, Not bothering to think, he charged
on. He went over a creek, through a wooded acre, and over a
ridge, and then he spied the thief. A beavy man in « jacket trotted
ahead of him with a paper bag in his hand

Thomas pansed for an istant, then velled and swooped  down.
The thief heard and turned. He mised o revolver and pointed it at
Thomas. Thomas” gun roured flest, wmd the thief pitched over back-
wards,

The farmer approached the dead mun, bent and took the papes bag
from his fingers, then stood up shaking violently, The money was in
there, ull right, He swayed, then sat down heavily, Drained emotionally

Page Spunsce—Mes. Spear's Flest Peslod Brals
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and physically, be just sat and stared alternately at his money and the
dead man,

There way a crashing in the nearby bushes, an indistinguishable
call, then two men broke into view,

“What's going on here?!™ cried one. “What—Ephraim! Oh, my God,
it's Ephraim! He's dead!”

The man dropped down by the body, sobbing hysterically. “Ob,
Cod! He's dead! He's dead!” Then be Jooked up and saw Thomas. “You
killed him!" be sereamed. He wrenched the revolver from the dead man's
Tsand sred abmed it st Thomas. The gun roared and Thomas toppled oves,
feeling the life drin out of him

It was April, and some buds died. It was that way and always
would be, vet it was a couel thing So sad to die whea the rest of the
warld is coming to life.

~Judy Borenfield

Fige Socesor—Me, wul Mrs = Meoantisld
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Rotting Apples
Lynn Berman, 66

There, in the comer of the cellar, is a bushel of rotting apples.
What a pity. what senseless waste.  Good apples, rotting, useless; good
apples that could have fed a hungry child, been mude into a tempting
pie, naurished u foehlo animal,

Sach is life, There s 0 much needless waste, so much Inane loss,
Flumanity has Jost hrilliant minds and ideas through this process of “rot.”

We ourselves, the stodents of today, are guilty of this contemptible
erime,  We allow moch within ourselves to mt, to die, pover to be
broaght forth into the light, to thrive.

Every time that we do anything bat the very best of which we are
capable, we are guilty. When we are satisfled with 2 "C” all the
while knowing that we could make an “A" we luve ullowed ourselves
to waste a part of something good and useful

When we kack the initiative to cary through ideas in which we be-
lieve, we perhaps have deprived the world of some small degreo of bettes-
ment. If we cannot stand up foe our own beliefs, how can we expect
others to do 507 A wealth of ideas is eruelly wasted thusly,

When we become lazy and “tuke the ey way out,” we are wasting
our God-given ahility to think, to reasom, to uoderstand,  There is nathe
ing warse than a beifliant mind idle, stagnant, wasted

Only when the stench of “rotting apples” b gone from the earth
will man have accomplished bis purpese. At that time, when waste is

nom-existent, will this world be s truly besutiful place

Pugr Spomser—Mrs. Siechber s Thind Pectad Beasts of Rinden
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Song of the Earth

Secend Flace, Senjor Exsay Division " e
introspeet Spontancous Writisg Contest Clivia Dal/' 65

Runolog water is a song ~ a lovely, Jutedike, clear, melodic soprano
medody that liltingly trips over jagged rocks, caressing them ‘til they
are quite smooth from the tender touch, Water is the nimning, silvery
ligquid that refreshes Life's grand thint and cools the Earths hot brow.
The running brook is the female choms, flawing cool and sweet.

The surging tide and swelling sea, the crushing storme—a song, but
this time strong, forte, martinl,  The stecotto patterns of rain form
drum beats, the swelling rivers are an almost-shouting tenor and buass,
while the tide provides a steady slow rhythm, This is saorging water,
black und blue fike o bruise, o bruise so necessary 1o sustain the Earth.

Running, surging, moving water is o song that Tanges from the
lighest note to the Jowest and from shattering Joudness to hardly percep-
tible softness. [t is a pecessary somg; Its metre s the Earth’s pulse

&

—Pegzy Collier

Poge Spoosse—Me. sl M. Bobert 8. Day
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Discovery
Miuschell Azh, 66

The Lord Cod bas brought light from the darkness, earth and
hweaven from the nothingness, He has wrought man from a void.  He
has made Tis varth a gift to His man, sid He has placed His light so
thut man may sce His gift mwre dearly. And He has placed in man a
link with Himself, a soul

Goxd has also given to man the power to determine, and map has
realized that his accomplishments would increase if his labors were
shared.  Man has determined further that within him lies an sdentity
bevond the physical.  So, from u hunger for greater physical achieve-
ment und fram a thicst for deeper insight into this metaphysical identity,
min has created his society,

Gaod always reveals His power to create, but men have occasionally
shown a “Tomch™-an ability to communicate with their God-linked
sonls. A Michelungelo can take paint and deposit it upon plaster, and
the result will Be fur greatee than paint ar plaster, greater even than the
artist himself. A Beothoven can continue to transfer the power of o
tempestuons soul 1o music, even after ho has become stone deaf.  Men
such & these possess the tremendous wrge to discover—to. discover a
self and thus to realize a soul; 0 realize u soul and so to ghimpse the
Infinity,

The Book of Genesis speaks cleardy of disoovery.  Jacob has kain
down to vest, and be has seen io a dream the gorgeons ladder which
Teadds to the heaven, He has heard the volee of the host und the
voice of the Lord of hosts. “And Jacob awaked out of his skeep and he
saidd ‘Surely the Lord b i this place, and 1 koew it not” ™ Jacob has
discovered a portion of the deepest existence.  His first veaction? “He
wis afruid,” {says the Bible); but ho has had the will to realize, and
now speaks the Loed to Wm: “Behold, | am with thee, whithersoever
thou goest,” Now Jacob can overcome his inner conflicts and boceme
Israel, Jacob whe is the sva of a cammon shepherd.

Fage Spsnsar—Me ¢ Dell's Kisth Prrod Amenom tisocy Claes
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Lsadah, in chapter six of his book, speaks of his vision, amd of the
time he saw God and the seraphim,  Isalal’s vesponse to his awareness?
"Woe is me! for [ am undone; because T am a oan of unclean lips, and
I dwell in the midst of a people of unclean lips!” A protest of con-
sclence.  Yet Tsaiah has glimpsed the wonder and the majesty: and God
expintes his sin, and commands Jim to “Go and tell this people .. " So
[sainh Becownes one of the great propbets of lsrael, He is not one of
superar intelligence, but ooe of superior insight,

Now speaks Jeremiah: “And the word of the Lord came unto me
saying before thou camest forth out of the womb I sanctified thee; I
have appointed thee s propbet uoto the nations” " Jeromiah, too, has
discovered. He answers, saying. ' Ah, Lord Cod!  Behold, 1 cannot
speak; for T am a child!'"; bat the Lord says “Say oo, ‘T am a child’;
be not afraid. for 1 am with thee to deliver thee” Thus
Jeremiah, the tmmature child of an exiled priest, prophesics for
the Lord in words forever beautiful and ringing.

These men are pot removed from the stream of life, and their
experiences may thus aid all to become better swimmers; for
history’s stream s the universal ome. Moderns find others from the
ancients helpful: Moses was o fugitive when be saw the burning bush;
Amos the prophet was a herd: and o o of sy troes;
Michelangelo and Beethoven were sons of paverty. Many sach have
beem.

The flame of the past burns brightly, but the future must
provide more sparks of revelation, Any wan may reach an immortality,
but man must urge himself to discover his being, so that he may at-
tempt to know Him who created that being,

And if you would know God be not therefore a solver
of riddles.
Rather look about you and you shall see Him plaving with
your children.
And look Inte space; you shall see Him walking in
the cloud, outstretehing His arms in lightning and
descending in rain.
You shall see Him smiling (o flowers, then rising und
waving His hands in trees.

—Kuhlil Catiron
Papr Sponede--Mis Maxwell's Seermd Peclsd Englldy Clas



Second Place, Senlor Poetry Division
intruepeet Spontuncous Writing Contest

My Heart Cries Out

My heast eries out
within the crowd,
I Fear it shout

Ire ery alowd.

Afraid to hear,
Afraid to see,
Afraid that others
Might not agree,

Afraid to break loose
From social chains,
Afraid to use

My own heart’s strains,

Afraid to stray

From accepted thought,
Afraid to say

What others had not.

My heart was stopped

In the midst of the throng.
Its cry was d

Though far from wrong.

Its plea was for truth

And u righteous way,

But I ignored it completely
And wandered astray,

Page Spenecr—Mrs Siechters Sixth Period Eoglish Cluos
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1 followed the group
On its twisted trail.
1 followed its word
In every detuil.

My heartheat was stopped;
1 had lost all my pride.
No more an individual,
I should have just died.

Mood Study

Third Ploce, Intermediste sy Divisin N ) K
Quill und Screll Creutive Writing Contest | SOlly Slegfriedt, '67

I st consider my worries. They are continuous. I am pulling up-
strewm.  Just as 1 surpass ave problem, the next appears a few yurds
farther up the river, 1 must keep pulling, while the river, whe has no
cares of his own, flows downward, tranquilly for the most part, to
the sea. Rain picks at his surface. While T tremble, wet and miseruble,
the river is unbothered, for he is ALL. He tukes the min to his bosom,
just as he takes the silt and mincrals dissolved in his very marrow. If T
do not pall ever harder be will tuke me, too, or T will have lost the
struggle—life.

But I will not be beaten; 1 won't give up. The course looks so easy
and peaceful, but it is deceptive. Tho only way | can tuke life is by the
car, 1 mmst pull for all | wm worth 1 must spend all
my days pulling, What do I gain for my teil? Is it only sweat, toil, sad-
ness in the min® No. | believe there i semething more—a deeper theme.
There is satisfaction in fighting the current, bot I must keep myself

strong. The battle goes not to the weak, Wil it always be this way?
Is there no Easter?

Poge Spumear—Mia. Ferry's Sinth Peried English Clas
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A Smile and a Tear

Fint Place, Junice High Esay Divison : -
gt Sl;mmmb Wiiting Cuntest Linida ""mdy‘ 70

My sister has surrendered passessions that 1 hold precious—youth
und freedom, Someone wha has always been a part of my life has step-
ped. an entively ditferent person, into a world about which T koow little.
But 1 do know that for her life knocks barder, the world rshes faster, the
tears come fram a deep, secret place that hasn't opened yet in me,

She is more nervous than she has even been before,  Her laugh is
a little too boud.  Her eyes are o litthe too bright.  She likes to be by
berself more than she ever did before,

On Valentine’s Day my sister will become o bricle, und she is
nesvous and afraid.  Bot in a secret little smile that occasionally lights
ber face, and In the almost reverent glow that transforms it as she
gazes dreaming into spice, 1 can see something else.

My sister & pow a woman, und she §s very much In love, With
the tantrum [ hear o grateful prayer breathed softly into  the
night when she thinks no ooe sees but the God yvesponsible for her
hoppiness. With the tears I soe & glowing face. 1 see It radiant, as
it will be on the day when life, for her, will begin agaln. 1 see her
face us it will be when she becomes a mother. T can look ahead and en-
vision the wise and lovely look that iy to be seen only on the faces of
those woonen who know what it is like to hring a child into the workd

She is gone- She has ascended to o world above my own wheve
I cannot touch ber,  But someday, | know, the smile and the tear will
be mine, and the Jove that changed my sistor will transform me

Page Spotsse—3las Bryaot's TM Coce Clas
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As the Night Follows the Day

Fiewt Flacw, Jussce High Short Story Division ¢ P
introvpeet Spontascous Writing Costest Sharan Stokley, 69

Lindu was sitting in the chair by the window thinking She was
thinking of ber hushand and her big white house on a big hill, with
lush carpets, steak, jee cream, parties and . . .

“Hey, Linda” A small boy of about ten stood down in the alley
wmid the hanging clothes and garbuge cans. “Can va come out?  He
was staring up at her waiting for an answer. He was dirty, his clothes
weere ragged, he wore no shoes, and his halr wasn't combed, but to Linda
he wits a frieew). “Ya comin’

“No, cain’t,  Gotta wait fo' Momma to git home,”

"Oh.  Bye”

“See yu later”

“Sure.”

Linda watched him walk down the alley, his hands in what was
Jeft of his pockets. Sho watched him turn the comer and listened ontil
she coukd oo Jonger hear the beer can T was kicking hit on the stones.

Linda realizod she had been a littde critical of Billy, and she
began to study the room, The sola was patched and Jop-sided.
Thete wits 1o rug; the curtains were ragged and faded with their many
years of use. The table and the theee chairs compheted the furniture ex-
cept for the cabinet. No, it wasn't much to be prond of,

The door opened, intermpting Linda's thoughts, A middlesized
lady of about forty-five walked in.

“Momma, yo're home carly.”

“Yes, Linda. 1 have to Jeave again so va kin fix the things in the
cahinet fo' sappa,” The woman rose, walked into the bedroom, and
changed Into her “Sunday clothes.” She hurricd through the roam ot
Tooking ut Linda and slammed the door behind her, Jeaving ber precios
hrown bt on the table-

Linda bogan to womder what was going on.  She thought hee
mother was acting awfully strange, but she did as she was told

As sho put the hot dogs in the pan sbe was thinking of Billy, She
sliced the bread and sat down to eut. She could hear the children out
o the alley plaving und she loaged to e sith them, bot she remem-
bered her mother and continued 10 eat

Pagn Sparsor—Mr. Slephans’ (0
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When she had finished ber small meal, she went to the Hving voom
to tead.  From the vellow pages of Huck Finn, a new world wis before
ber, a carefree world of fun and . .,

The door opened. The woman just stood there. Linda knew by
her tearstained face that something was terribly wrong. The lady
walked over to the chaly and dropped down. Linda sensed now what
was “'ﬂmg.

“Oh, Linda" Linda ran into ber mother's outstretched arms.
Something happened that day that Linda would never forget,

Linda realized that us Jong a5 her skin was black, and even as long
as the night follows the day, it woold always be the same

Twenty-four

Sandra Guth, 69

Looely is this hired gun.  From town to town he wunders on his
harse to the beat of his jingling. glittering gold spurs. Dressed in hlack
he rides short in the saddle, but ho has a fast gun i his holster. 1f you
could Jook into his sonlful eyes, you would find that they are the bloest
on earth,

His pay Is high and his tastes expensive, He loves beautiful women,
Heuor, and gambling. He has killed twenty-four men In self-defense and
Is wanted for murder in five states. Bounty hunters are always on his
trail.

On this day he approaches just another saloan, As e enters every-
one scatters. Something is in the air. He is challenged by another fast
gun slinger, but as he draws his gun it catehes in the holster. The gun
slinger is a show draw-but not slow enough. A shot vy out. Tt comes
froen behind .

A bounty Iunter has shot him in the buck, He falls to his knees and
Tinally Yies down on the grimy saloon foor with his life rurming out. Ne
one moves to belp him,

Ho now Ties buried an Boot Hil with nothing to mark his grave bat
the drifting tumbleweed

Pape Spossce—Mr. Walkine' K1 Coew Clase
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The Coffee House

Thied Place, Juntar High Essey Divison y -
;dlruqur) .\'gvmlmnmn Wiiting Contest Gail Lynn, 69

The coffee house, overcrowded and
smokofilled, was in the heart of Livee-
pool's shums. The walls were gray with age,
and the ceiling had lost some of its plaster,

It was filled with young people who
hadn't decided what to be in life. Some
people were worried, others were there
just because they lacked something to do or
sornewhere to go,

The atmasphere of the coffee house
was drowsy because of the lack of interest.
The people in it were talking softly to one
another or discussing their idess, cach try-
ing to prove his way of thinking.

The person on the stage was reading
his poetry.  He was expressing haw he felt
about the world, people, und the wiys of
the world,

Altogether, the coffee house was with-
out spirit, warmth, or gladness,

Same people will always return to the
coffee house, others will seck their way
in the world and leave the caffee house,
but no one will forget the houss in the
middle of Liverpool's shums, ~Judy Rosenfleld

Pogr Bpouser—Miss Weils” AV Cace Clam
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Black Stallion

Flrst Place, Junlor High Short Story Division y
Quill ard Serolt Crvative Writing Costest | L0 Worthy, 70

As the sun rose over the hill, a stallion stood motiondess, looking
down ut his mares; his tail was up and gently brashing his hip, his nostrils
were flared and a thin stream of steam flowed from them, His mares
were seattered out grazing, The foals ran nipping and kicking arcand
their mothers. The stallion watched his sons and daughters with interest.

He stood theee a minute, hesitant to Jeave the hill, the moming
aun was 50 warm to his dark coat. But be had @ job to do. He whired
down the hill, bis muscles working undexr his black satin coat, his mane
rippling and one white foot working i chytlun with the rest of his body.

The mares heard him coming, and their beads weot up in his
direction, The foals stoad still and watched as the gallant stallion rushed
through the mures, As he trotted through his stolen haremn with brands
rauging from Wyoming to Arizona, he chocked each one carefully. He
lifted his head and checked the mares again und everything seemed all
right.

Ris sensitive ears picked up the sound of pounding hoofx.
His tail urched wnd his mares became restless as they looked from the
sound of the hooves to the stallion. Suddenly a mare panicked and
broke out of the hend, and the others tried to follow, The stallion sent
a shrill whistle down the canyom that made the spine tingle, ordering
then Baack. They paid no heed but kept ranning. The stallion ran after
them and drove them back into the herd.

The pounding of hoofs and shouting men grew louder. He rammed
inter the nesrest mare and started the run, The men were too close for
comfort, so the stallion wheeled to the laggands and nipped at thelr thighs
until the herd was in full speed. This speed could only last a
of miles, The foals were getting tired and began to slow down, The long
gap botween the men and horses lessened. The stallion tried to push
thesn on, but soon he was forced to leave them behind, The thing
the stallion couldnt understand was how the men would dissa
but others would take up the chase on new and fresh horses, He oould
not knaw of relay, used to tire down the band so they could be caught
cusily enough,

Thwe mares that were still nmning were lathered in white foam, ax
was the stallion. Soon he wis runming with only five mares oot of the

Pawr Spommer—Mre. Engieh’s 71 Core Class

introspect | 81

fifty, These did not have fouls The men did not want the mares, All
they wanted was the stallion, that had a $500 reward aver his head, dead
or alive. The man whe could cateh the black stallion would get the 5500
and the horse,

Suddenly two men barst ooe of the underbrush, velling and twirling
ropes, which whikzzed over his head and tightened around his neck and
he was jerked off his feet. He by there, stunned. When be tried to get
up and go after his mares, he was suddenly aware of a4 man sitting on
Iis neck! The grand fight now started. There were two ropes around
his neck, attached to pieces of lesther and these were fastened o the
horses. The Tarses stouct so that the ropos wore tight, One man said,
“Well, boss Tooks like you caught the king.”

“Yeah, it looks like | did, and he sure is a handsome critter,”

The stallion’s eyes were ringod with angry hate and fear. He bared
his toeth at his tormentors, but all he got wis & hard slip across the side
of the head.

“Hey hoys, should we kill him or try to break him? 1 goess we can
try to break him, and i he's too tough put o bullet through his heacl!”

They put hobbles on bis aukles, a rope mozzle over his head, and
dragged him toward the ranch. The sun now setting in a hue of crange
gold, nonmally so beaotiful to the black stallion, was pow a death
sentence.  He was now going to mun’s domaln, away from his kingdom,

When the sun vase it looked upon & poor hlack horse stunding in a
corral tied by rope to the fence in three places; one around his neck, one
wround esch froot leg. He had o tight halter on %0 he could not bite.
He had lost his butthe with man and stood with head drooped, tail no
longer fn 4 proud arch, but hanging lifeless between his Jegs

From around the side of the tam came & man carrying a saddle
and bhridle, As soan as the man reached the corral, life returned to the
stallion us his head jerked and five Jeaped into his eyes.  He tred to
rear but the ropes hronght him down fast. That was what the man had
boen waiting for. He jumped up and canght his jaw and then his ears.
He forced the bit into his mouth, The cold steel bur and leather straps
mide him more angry, and ho shook his head fiercely. But before he
could do more, the weight of the saddle hit his back. The ropes had
been remaved, but five men held him down,  He reared, takiog all five
men up with him, The jaw strap was tighteoed until his bottom lip bled
profusely. Out of the comer of his eye be coudd soe the man on his back,
andd he condd ot know that that man wax the best broneo dder in the
state. Hin body arched high und came down twisted, The rider lasted for
s oninute and a hulf, then went satling through the air and landed on the
other side of the fenoe
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Now the howse had to figure out how to get the bridle off. The
blood was running from his mouth down his neck.  He rammed against
the fence and broke the cinch. The suddle fell to the ground.  Two
more ropes whizzed aver his head, but be remembered the other two
and ducked.  He raced around the corval, dodging ropes until coe went
aroand his forefeet, jerking him off the ground.  He came down bard,
knocking the breath out of kimself. Before he could rise, men were
upon him grabbing the bridle.  When he struggled to his foet there
was another saddle on his back, und another bronco-buster, This time
samething jubbed into his flanks and the men jumped back. The
stallion had just felt u pair of cruel Spanish spurs.

He stopped and then spun armnd and around a5 the dost flew
over the corral, He stopped again and this time started bucking.  The
bronco-bister Jost his balance, the stullion felt It and did & sunfish, which
sent the rider to the ground. The stallion headed for him, tecth bared
and eves fashing madness.  As the stallion reared above Mm, o rifle
spat o flery bullet into his croup, He went down on his knees and
wlled over on his side.  He lay thero with the bullet buming in his
back, and the men crowding around him looking at (he wound from
which the blood was slowly ooring

“Jack, go get me some hot water, somne rags, and a pair of pliers.
And Jack, get me a hoard too,” a man shooted orders,

The stallion lay there with pain stuoned eyes, When the man
brought the equipment, the bess took the board and brought it dawn
on the stallion’s head. The stallion lay still, unconscious,  This was
done s the horse would not teel the pain and woukd not be so hand to
keep down. The bullet was unprofessionally removed and a scar would
remain.  That night the men sat in the bunk house talking about the
stallion.

Juack commented to the boss, “1 guess i that hoss dont settle
down, and get broken, the next ballet ain't gonna be in his croup bat
between the eyes,”

The next morning the stallion awoke to sharp pain. He did not
remwember what had happened the day before, but be did remember
where he was.  He trfed to stand by rolling over und found it very
painful, but he managesk  The men had put food amd water in thee
corral with him, He was terribly thusty but oot bangry.  He walked
over to the wuter and stood inhaling the coolness of it, then drank in
long gulpe

He was left in the corval for the next few days, bat us soon us be
vould trot around Te was tied. He loarned 1o eat the food the men gave,
but he leamed to hute them more and more, P
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One day u saddle and bridle were again brosght to the corral
He St them put the bit in his tender mouth,  He did not object when
the saddle was pat on his back. But when @ man ot into the saddie,
all his anger and buming desire for freedom coursest through ks body.
He was still weak from his first fight, but the force of his anger gave
him courage as be tried to ram the rider against the fence. He fell
and volled and as be did the rider dismounted, only to be on him
agin as he came 1o his feet. The stallion was quick to-sense this
and on the pext roll, he whirded und kicked, catehing the man solidly
in the stamach, which threw him into the dust of the corml, und he lay
still, The stallion reared up over the hronco-buster and came down Tsard
an top of him. One hoof hit his chest, and the other his stomach. His
bead jerked down and he grabbed vicously at his tormentor’s skin
Met descendod upon the scone, shouting and waving ropes,  The stul.
Tion wheebed away and trotted to the otber side of the corral.  Many
hands were now dragging the crimpled man from the comral, cursing as
they did so.

In  few seconds he was alone. He ruan against the fence, trying
to hreak the cirich, but it beld.  His sisth sense told him he must
cither free himself or die. He started rolling and enushing the saddle
beneath him, The cinch loasened.  He stood up and it slipped hack on
lis haunches. Throwing out his hind quarters in o mighty kick it
went fying throogh the alr.  Walking over to the feace, he found a
sharp post and began rubbing it bebind his ears. The rough fence
caught the bead strap, and backing ap he stipped it easily over Jis
wars and It hung suspended an the fenoe post.

Whirling around be made & fying leap over the fence and land-
od lightly on the other side. Neighing trumphaotly, he sped awiy:
neck and tail aguin wrched in a wild spirit of freedom.

The stallion’s name was now Black Death!

<Jule Brevding

Poge Spomsce—Mes. Loves TE Cove Class



Our Love

Thisd Place, Junior High Poctry Division " .
Quill und Serall Creative Wiitling Contest Dianne Dule, 6%

When the shadows of evening have lengthened,

And the fire n oor hearts is aglow :

When my peace with the world has beeo strengthened
It is then, dear heart. 1 know.

When the cares of the day are receding
And we watch a8 the flames ebb und flow,
Or we quietly glance froen our reading

It is then, dear heart, 1 know.

It's a love that belies all expression;

It's a richness that comes with the vesrs,
And vour life so devoted to giving,
Even without the tears,

When the shadows of evening have lengthened,
And the fire in our bearts is aglaw;

Though my voice may be still, yet I'm strengthened,
And your Jove, dear beart, T know.

Matches

First Place, Junior High Poetry Division,

introepeet Spontancous Writing Contest Roberta Hilt, 69

Matches are like prople-
Life is started with o fery burst
OF vniergy, so bright you can hardly
Bear to look at i, and ke living,
1t bums so well but it bums too fast
And it has to he blown oot before
It does any damage.
Page Spaneir- AL Clas of W

Waggener Literary Magazine — Introspect, Spring 1965, Volume Six, Number One

introspect 85

The Battle of Lexington
Sam Fritsehner, 70

My cat is & very small one  His only real value is that his eyes
glow like lanterns in the dark. Let me tell you what happened a covple
of weeks ago-ah, Apel 18, 1775,

I am only T4, My pame & Willian Dawes, Jr. My dad wnd Mr,
Revere, the sitversmith wha Hves in Boston, are good friends. Whea
trouble built up between us and George (the King), we found that the
Toritish wore planning to take @ stockade full of ammunition.  Mr. Rovere
and some other men were to ride and tell every famer between here
and Concord. He (my dad) would signal with one light fram the Old
North Church beliry i€ the British were going to march. He wonld
e two luterms across the Charles River if they were going to sail

Everything was going just fine when two guards saw  Dad.
They started fo question him.  With cat in hand, 1 wheeled around.
Dawn the Churles were same British ships loaded with troops. 1 yelled,
“Tiud, the ships!” But he was being led away, strnggling.

I was desperate. | brovght Cat (for that's his tune] up in the
chureh tower und signaled Cat’s eyes to Me. Revere and the others,
They golloped off. s if everything were fine.

[f there's one thing those Britons like, its tea.  They
despise coffer. Take it fram me, they can't stund the sight of a coffee
ground.

The troops marched into Coocord the next duy and started to cross:
the bridge, where they were met by a valley of shots, The san was 50
hot the creek was actually boiling.

Now my Dud is o trader. He just traded a curgo of coffee in from
Brazil-gronnd coffee,

There was no time to Jose, 1 hauled (1 don't know how, bat 1
fumled ) thisty pounds of coffee up a tre¢ hanging over the crock.

The battle was fereely raging. Withoot a moment’s hesitation 1
dumped the coffoe in the bailing creek. They could smell it in Boston!
The soldiers fled for more than their lvex. That's how the battle was
nelly won, Now are you the kind who can keep & secret® | like the
Tistory books the way they are.
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This is the Way the World Ends

Second Place, Junior High Short Story Divisien,

introepest Spontaneous Writing Contest !dm Barnstead, 'T0

The evening was calm, silent. The
last rasy mys of the sun's dying
splendor faded into o placid pearple.
Wisps of clonds could be seen in the
cast, slowly covering the sky with a
Blanket of softness,

A quietly chirping robin futtered
to her nest. Carcfully she folded her
wings over three blue eggs. Her eye-
lids drooped, and she dropped into
slumber.

The wind mournfully wailed
through the green boughs. The grass
quiveresd at fts touch. The brecze
® kissed the magnolin blossoms und

went quietly on its way.

A rubhit. twitching his nose, crept silently to the ceoter of the
meadow, He seratched in the dirt for a minute and then scampered away,
i turndp fn his faws

Now noise interrupted the scene. A low rumbling sound echoed from
tree to tree. Several sharp, stabbing bursts and then quiet again.

The moon, shining softly on the meadow became intensely bright.
But in a mowment it died to a soft glimmer. Evidently it had decided that
nothing had happened after all.

The stars seemed to be clearer and more colorful. The steel-blue
and fierv-red ones seemed to dominate the sky.

The rabhit again appeared. This time, however, he was mnning.
Then he gave a sighing gasp, stumbled, and fell over.

The bird Fell from ber precarious perch like a stooe. And the loaves
fell, withered and brown, with ber.

The grass had droed wntil only o Tittle bit of parched dust remained.
Il clouds had vanished, No wind at all,

Abruptly the edge af the sun peered aver the trees, There was no
warning glow. Rising in the sauth, it now covered half of the sky.

Prgw Spooscy—Sxdewaix Sarters of T
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Pine Cones

Susan Johnson, T0

1 tad discovered a new path in the forest. Its foor crackled as the
others bad. 1t wus dark and cool as other paths. Something pulled me
anward, though, Finally there cuane o clearing as if the trees were spread-
ing out and bowing before a king. One tree stood majestically in the
centey of this path,

When 1 Jooked up, | saw the tree’s hent heanches, sturdy twigs,
and pite cones. The tall straight trow had many extraordinary features,
but the cones were what had caught my atteotion and made the spot
beautiful. Each magnificent cone was nesting in a soft bed of pine
needles. The greens of the peedles and the browns of the cones made
the woodland landscape softer and more blurred. My eves feasted on
the hues of cvery come, The light falling on these cones made blues,
hrowns, oeanges, and even yellows, A touch of dew was sparkling on
many of the dimnond-shaped parts of the cones,

‘With this beauty, though, were the sturdy trunk and branches to
hold up the majestic oveliness. Yet, tho most magnificent feature of this
tree was that it represented life. Where there is beauty or sccomplish-
ment in the world, there must be « good, strong base to support it

A Smile and a Tear

Third Place, Junior High Yoetry Division, | popons 1ile. 69
intriapect Spootancoss. Writing Contest > ¥

A wmile is all you need to go another day

And at night ull you have is a tear

When you think about the time when two
were o

Your could touch it; it seems so near,

Page Sponwor—Juntar Migh Orchestrn
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The Littlest Thief

Third Place, Junior High Short Story Divislos Debbie

introwpert Spoatasenns Writig Cosstist Goldstein, 69

“Now. It 1 can only get through these dey leaves without making
any noise,” Marty was thinking, “U've got it made”  Little nine-year-old
Marty knew e shoaldn't take the toy airplane, which his neighbor Brud.
Iy Paine had so corelessly left ontside, e felt, thoagh that be must
have it. He cropt throogh the leaves and over the fence, to his yard,
silently, e dido't kave to worry about socaking into his house, be-
cause no ane was home, Tt seomed to Marty us # no one was ever home,

His mother was always gone, Marty dido’t know just where she
went, but he knew it was always the same place, Marty lived alone with
his mother,  His father had died when be was o baby. Marty had no
one to look to for love and protection; he hardly knew his mother be-
cause she was gone in afternaon and worked nights, Not even a month
had passexd since “Dukie,” his dog und best friend, had been run over and
killeel by a car,

After playing with his oewly acquired wirplane foe about an hour,
le powred himselt a bawl of cereal. Then be witched television until
10230, This was late for a nine-vear-old, he knew, but be could stay up
us late a5 he wanted, becanse oo one was there to tell him to go to bed.
Finally, aftex hiding the airplane in his desk drawor, he went to bed.
Marty had few tovs. so this airplane was really a treasure.

The next day, as Marty got out of bed, the phone rung  “Marty,
this 15 Bradly, can you come over®

Marty knew at once be had been suspected, so be replied to Brad-
Iy, "No, Tve got a sore throat and lave to stay in the bouse sll day, and

you can't come over becanse you might eateh it.” This ended the con-
versation

Page G- 40 Mot Curla
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His mother was not up vet. Marty felt relieved as he went to play
with the airplane.  But, somehow, be felt soory for Bradly. He thought
how terrible he would feel i he had had the sirplane stolen from him,

Then bis mather awoke. Before long she had left, Marty spent the
day playing with the airplane, but the mare Te played with this toy, the
sorrier he felt for Bradly.

Marty awoke early the next momning It was July 15, his hirthday.
He knew from experience not to cxpect much from his mother, vet he
was still anxlous.  Before he knew it, his mother
was gone as usual. She had given him only & volor-
ing Book, He hardly appreciated it.

Two hours later the doorbell rung, It was
Bradly, canrying a beautifully decorated bos

“f1s is for you, for your birthday,” ssid Brad-
ly, handing the box to Marty.  Marty said nothing,
but quickly opened it Inside was a toy plane like
the one be had stolen earlier.

“T knew how much you used to like mine, so
Mam got you ane. 1 hope youll et me play with
it. 1 lost mine,” said Bradly sadly.

Marty didn't know what to say. Finally words
came, “You keep 1" be said, "I pever resilly liked
it. You keep it, becanse you last vinrs.”

“That's okay,” was Bradly's reply. “Mom says
1 don't deserve another one, becanse T wis so care-
Jess with my first one”

“You keep it. 1 stole your first one.  You keep
it,” sobbed Marty, remossefully, “Here!” he al-
most screamed as he banded the new plane back
10 the surprised dosor.

But, strangely encugh, Bradly seemed to ~Pegzy Collice
anderstand.  “That's okay,” he siid, taking back
the plane. T tell Mom T found mine, aod vou
can still have the first one us your birthday present.”

1t was the day that Marty realized the meaning
of love.

Page Spoasar—Mr. Adana’ Appies (K1)
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Candles
f Margaret Lovy, 59
\ 4
‘} F 4 The candles bumed brightly on the table,
ik a door opened, and the flames flickered but

| ' r‘& Hot wax dripped down their sides, Somewhere

bravely sprang to life.  Many people walked by,

| but they didn't notice, After all, they were just

L—/I ordinary cundles. But not as ordinary as they

' seemed, for inside cach one nestled a secret, the

secret of Hope, or Desire, or even Life itself,

2 No one knew, and not many cired. The candles

[ | l] ‘ went on hurming and giving off light, bat can-

J | dies, like everything else, cannot last foreves.
'“ J Neither can their socrot.

Spring

Seeand HM‘:JIWW High Essay Division
Quill und Somll Creative Wiiting Coutest | John Barnstead, 70

The seas of sand moved resthossly, The wintry sun glazed the tiers
of red dust. A new mournful gale of wind brought another torrent of
sund upon a small withered picce of gray lichen, Wearlly it curled, A
sharp rock glanced off of it. 1t shivered and disintegrated into dust, to
be hurled aloft by the gust of wind.

Then every motion ceased.  For a moment all was sill. A tiny
streak of brown was slowly creeping along. At first it only darkened
the dust, but then u little trickle of water van down the ridge. The
flowerings of lichen bocame green, and as the wind began to howl, the
sand to shift again, spring came 1o the desert,

Page Spemwor--Mr. Stephens’ Sccond Period Core. Clam WY
S
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Twilight

First Place, Jumior High Essay Division 70
Quill and i Creative Weiting Contese | JOR Bormstoad, 7

The last rays of the dying sun tinted the wisps of clouds with gold
und auburn. The sun glowesed at the stark, sagged peaks as It dowly
dulled, The rosy gleam subsided into a griyish porple.

The river hocame sluggishly tired. A silvery sheet of hardoess
was gradually spreading over the surface. In it were reflected the
fiery reds and stoel blues of the stars.

A wind sprang up, besting wildly against the rocky crags. It
screamed with frustration before it died away.

‘The hare forms of the trees were sharply cotlined against the now
climly-lit skyline.

¥bel::an was slowly rising over a large oity. Tts light softened
the ja edges of the buildings.

'sm. nf:;estlwlly. solemnly the Tast skyscraper toppled Into the
ruins of New York city, Then the wailing wind was the only sound
heard on into the night.

You Never Stay

Second Place, Junior High Poutey Division, § = A9
introwpert &Ipnnhn«vul Wrtting Contest Ann Stiglitz,

I wait
You never stay.
Time s Jong;
Eternity longer,
Come back.

Page Spossce—TIE Core Cliss



Waggener Literary Magazine — Introspect, Spring 1965, Volume Six, Number One

3

The Flame — To John F. Kennedy

First Place, Junior High Poetry Division 5
Quill and Serull Creative Writing Contest Barbara Jareell . 69

—Pegey Collter

Genlal, conrgeons, amd young,
Yet many hardships he had barme,
Filled with ambition and desire
He long ago kindled the fire — to a

Flame that will burn evermore,

Handsome, brilliant, amd brave,

Yet to his country he gave

Proof of devotion and skill

In leadership which evermore will — be a

Flame that will burn evermore.

Tireless, unselfish, in pain,

May his efforts not have been in vain

For the whole world's causes juse,

May we pick up and carry the torch — from the

Flame that will hurn evermore,

Page Sporeor—Mr. Watkina' AJ Cece Class

Kevin Ade
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—taely Hosenfield

PATRONS

Lucy Buses

Alexis snd Wolfgang Mrs, Marguerite Beatty
Mr, and Mra, Churles W. Allen, Jr. De, nmd Mre. G Willis Bensett

Frank Anderson
Anmie's A%
Anomymwoas
Mitebell Ash
Aunt Sally

Bill Barker
Juniee Barnn

Sharon Berglund

Mr, and Mra. George L. Bitting
Blocker'n Blorkhoods

Boomer & Lavy & Gurber Fan Club
Mr. and Mra. John T. Boomer

Ann E. Brady

Mre Haoreld Breeden
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Warren C. Breeding

Vicky Breeland

Mr. and Mrs, Spencer Bridge
Mr. and Mrs R, Bridgemen
Betsy Bridgeman

Mr. und Mrs, Earl R. Brinkman
Mr. and Mrs, Floyd Brown

Mr. and Mrs Gordon Brown
Mr. C. Bord

Miss Brysnt's Fifth Period Class
Me. and Mps, Larry Byrd

Mr. and Mrs Hugh A. Cumpbell

8C's Stodent Tencher

Anne Elder, the Coolest of ‘67
Dr. and Mrs. Coclt W. Ely

Mr, and Mrs H. W. Fleming
Mrs. Margaret J. Fletcher
Mrs F. W. Pinger, Jr.

Mre Willam Fox

Mr, and Mrs G, Rodney Frants
A Frieod

Rudy Pritseh

Mrs Frances Gaduin

Miss Carpenter's Fourth Period Class

Miss Carpenter's Fifth Period Class
Miss Carpenter's Sixth Peried Class
Chester Cooper Comstruction
Mr. and M Paul Chitwood
J T Clark

Robert P, Clark

A B. Clark

Claas of '69

Sue Colllns SN

Cynthia Colvin

The Comies

Robert Connor

Mr. John Corey
CowrierJewrnal Photographer
Mrs. Margavet Cunningham
Mrs Anne B. Currie

Mr. and Mra. B W. Davis
Mre Alice Dawpon

The Daydreamers

Denler's Supply Ine,

Mre. Anna Diecks

Mrx Lloyd Dimond

Mre. und Mea. Arthur Droot
Me, Gordon Duguid

Miss H. V. Dumke

Miss Dumke's Core Class 7K
Earl 8. Dunean

Miss Durlinm

Swean Durham

Mr. and Mrs, George ¥. Duthis
SC Core Class

Godsin's G fpes 11
Dr. and Mre Jasws L. Garrett
Mrs. Alvin Gelser

Mrs. Clurence Getman

Barry M. Goldwater

Mr. and Mre Hyman Goodman
Dr. and Mrs. J. Richard Gott, Jr,
Clark Gregory

Mr. and Mes. Edward Hampton
Mr. and Mrs. Edward W, Harrison
Debby Harrison

Prof, and Mes. John S Harrison
Mr. and Mea. H, J, Haslam

Mrs. Robert Hayws

Mr. and Mes Andrew F, Helm
Mrs Kathloan Hendrix

Debbdo Hibba

Anita HiTl

Mrs. B, Heblitesll

Debeyndia Haffman

Dr, and Mrs. William C, Huffman
Brooke Hume

Mr. and Mrs. Alex Humphrey

In Memory: Miss Crockett's Tests
Mr, and Mrs. William F. James
Mrs. Jenking' Clock Watchers
Jimmy

Jody Johnson, 70

Cul Johnson

Judy and Nancy

4. V. Hoekey Teum

Rentucky Pateicluns foe Catiline
Betty M. Kavanaugh

Papge Spomor—Mr. Smith'y Thirg Pevied Fronch-English IV Class.

R,

Mrs, Katherine Kirwan

M, Elizabeth Lupaley

Irene Lawson

Mrs. Leonord Leight

Dr, and Mrs, J, T. Ling

L. Lenkoff

Mr. and Mrs L. Loeb

Lomin Loeser

Mrs. Lovemg's Third Peried Class
Mr. and Mrs. James Lowe

Mra, Charles Luhr

Mrs. Lykins 8K Core Class
Roger P. Madison

Me. and Mes. W, C. Major

Dun Marshall

Miss Maxwells Cluss

Miax Maxwells First Period Clase
Misa Muxwell's Sixth Period Closs
Mr, and Mrs Clinton McGuire
Mr., snd Mra Glenn McKibbin
Mre K. H, Menxie

Ray Mercke

Mr. E. D, Millor

Mrn. Miller's Sixth Period Class
Dave Moninger

Virginin Morris

Miss Mom

Mr. Jamen Nelsun

Mr. and Mrs. Gordon Outes

Mr. ond Mrs. Karl B, Onosk
The Order of the Galactic Kmpiee
Jimmie and Jackie Parrott

Mr. Don Payton

The Penny Pinchors

H, T, Pecking

Mra Forry's Foarth Pertod Class
Dr. and Mrs. H, E. Petty

The Phuesoha

Mr. and Mrs. Charles 1L Iteed, Jr.
Miss Raleagh Ridge

Zharon Ann Reinhatd

George Rietza

Murguerite Rodger

Mrs. Goyle Royee
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Mrs. Royee's Grads

Susarne Sandidge

Virginis Schenk

Mr. and Mes. Card Schindler
Mr., and Mrs. George Scott

9 Care Class

Mr. and Mrs, Albert Shelby
Arvil Shore

Mr. and Mrs, E. F. Siegfriodt
Grug Stmmx

‘e-ury: Barry, David, and Kenneth
SM.HL,

Mrs. Mary M. Smith

Mr, und Mrs, Steele

Mre. Dorothy Stellrecht

Mr. and Mrs. W. G. Stighite, J7y,
Jenny Storm and Susan Resenfield
Taruntulas

Thad

Mr, and Mrs, Chorles Theobald
Mr. and Mrs CUff Thomas
Ken D. Thompsos

Charles Thurman

Naney Tomes

Trippers 54

Mrs. Bradiy Torner

Mr, and Mrs, Wiklard Vs Nosteand
My, snd Mrs. John ¥, Van Slyke
Mrs Edward Waits

Mra. David ¥. Weller

Margie Wolsh, Class of "7
Mrs. M. C, Welch

Miss Wells' 3E Coro Class
Suzan Westerman

Mr. and Mrs. N. J. White
Hrent Willage

Mr. and Mrs George Wilson
Mes, William J. Wilson

Harbara Wright

Edith Wright, The Great of 07
Youth Spenks, Ine

Miss Comille Yuhr

Haulph W, Zallers

Fage Spoosee—Mon. Mawry's Sixih Ported Eogtnh Class
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Awl a poet aid, Speak o we of

Bewuty.

Anid he wnspered

Where deatl you seek boawty, and how shall you find her
Unless e horself be gour way and gour guide?

Andd B shall gou gpeuk of her escept she be

The ameer of yosr speowch?

People of Orpharlese, bovuty i fife when life wuveile her boly fuce
But you aro fife and you are the veil

Buoauty @s eternity gazing af il in o mirees

But pou are atomity asd gou eee the meirmor,

« Kahilil Gibrawn

“Alus, that Spring should conish with the Rom!
That Youth's sweet-sconted Menvsoript showld close!
The Nightingele that in the Branehies sing,

Ak, schionce, and whither flown agoin, who Aeoss?

~Omar Koyydm, The Rubdigit
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