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MY BLUEBIRDY ™ 777 #, Hé=J#Y
My bluebird sings & cheerful song 4 Aﬂ%jL "[ﬁf
And chirwvs, chlrps, chirps the whq}c’ ;y f%ng‘@#

He wakes up early in the morn /\

A Wi,
And never, never is forlorn. \l ‘ klb) 5 ééy‘f %;/
iR 51‘ //

He flits about so happily;
He's nesting in my apple tree.

I built his little house so gay S ,/
And nailed it up one winter day.
He came so ez rly in the Spring,
And thought my house was just the thlngsy/

"Chee-wee," said he to his little mate;#
"I'm blad ve didn't get herew%aquiJQ-q

They flew around amoungst tre‘lmmbg,,,
Then started gathering grass qnd stems.y
In and out the house they flew, ﬂﬁ LAy, g
A shaft of color--oranbe‘and blue

Now I'm wultlne‘patlently
For them to raise a family,

Chloe Myers '57
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the silence!?
melting fast.
re trees ck upward, arms
Now Spring has ccme at last.

(@ §Then winter lays her gcwn as

/%@ Dramatic blacl and white, e

9 4djLocks forward to a good long rgsts :
@j‘{acl' Frost has taken flight. —Sigouatss
Z g

B
Spring dances in to change her dress
To frilly green affair
With fancy touch and gay array
Cf blosscms in her hair.,

e
The murmuring brook joins in the song=—=
Of birds returned from flight; 7
While droning bees den't linger longs
~Therg!s—too much)work in'fight' W,;{,

Awaken, all, and feel-the thrill
Of budding 1life anew, S o
Awalen frem your wintsr drsams
QF Spring is calling you.
L

Bob Hutchins '54% p”
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Just whet a debutante of the

lste 1800's desired end considered
feshionsble--a friendship brace-
let. PFrences smiled ss she 1if-
ted the dainty silver trinket
out of ite box end held it up to
the cendle glow. Howit twinkled!
A very ardent suitor had given
it to her es & token of his "ad-
mirastion eand fondness for the
loveliest 1ledy in Viecksburg."
From it hung one silver hesrt,
with a tiny garnet at the centern
The initisls "R. K." were en-
graved in flowing O0ld-English
gcript on the other side,

A populer lady of thet time
hed suitors galore and soon the
single heart had meny others to
keep it compeny. Some were rather
plain; some were very fancy. One
little charm, with a painted holly
sprig in the center, was a present
from Williem Vosburg, the man she
almost married.

What & gay life the 1little
bracelet led. Up till all hours
...0ne party after another--z mad,
eéxelting - 1ife. Tt islid -up end
down the =slender arm to the rhy-
thms of the quadrille and the
lancers. :

As soon as one beau fell
out of feavor eanother appecred én
the scene and a new heert was
added., So the suitors came &nd
went until one day & dashing,
red-heeded Irishmen ceme and
stayed. A new heert swung geily
from the deinty chain., This one
wes the last to be added snd the
longest to remain, It was very
plain; & tiny tendril of silver
etching around the sides wes the
only decorestion. Even the initisals
were pleainer than those of its
compéanions,

The dalinty silver eireclet
wag 1in for some hard timeg,for
after Frences was married her
children used it ss an implement
for ‘teething. The little hearts
began to look used. They were
covered with tiny dents, nicks
and other scsrs, Herd housework
increased the size of the slender
wrist until the ends of the friend-
ship bracelet would not meet. So
it wes put asway among many other
souvenirs,

The fregile trinket lay tar-
nished and unused for many yeers
until one . dsy, Frances, now a
grsndmother, came wupon the sou-
venirs &nd discovered the dingy
piece of jewelry tucked away in
g corner of -the box.

Her grend-desughter's birth-
dav was just around the corner
and it occurred to her that the
bracelet would be an idesl gix-
teenth birthday present. So she
took it out and polished the esil-
ver until it shone like new. She
wrepped it with ceare, then celled
the young girl into her room.
Handing it to her, I'rances smiled
kindly end seid, "The bracelet
is yours, but the memories are
mine." :

Betty Cline 'S5l



During the Dark Agcq a great
plague swept cver theworld. Hav-
ing nc medical knowledge kywhich
it could defend itself, the world
suffered greatly at the hands of
this deadly scourge, 1t was not
kncwn, at the time, where.the dis-
ease had originated. However,
western man assumed that it came
from the east. Wher it was dis-
covered that the death rate in
that regicn was much greater, his
assumticn was confirmed.

Now in thcse ages igricrance
was widespread and many super-
stitious theories and methods
were employed tc combat the plague.
After all attempts to ariest it
had failed, man began to isolate
himgself from the - killer., Ths
western world proceeded tc term-

inate trade, travel, and other
relationships with theeast. Then,
after a considerable pericd of

time had elapsed, the great plague
began to recede. It disappeared
completely after it had almcst
destroyed ecivilizaticn.

Today men no lenger fears
such a tragedy. lndeed,wh should
he? He has elevated the 'medical
profession toa science. His body
can be prepared to resist amd his
science isable fc destroy disease.

Now there 1s a new and dif-. -
ferent plague upon the earth, The
modern scourge attacks man's prin-
ciples rather than His health. 1t
is difficult to fight because it
hides behind an economic system.

This system has already failed
because it has nct provided ec-
onocmic welfare for any of its

follewers. The meral conditions
which this system demands must
fail, for they are contrary to all
the laws of God.

The free world hasturnsd to
the production of tremendous wea-
nons as a. solntion to the problem.

P AGUES™

This is wrong because theenemy is
an idea, not a physical. force.
Histery has proved the impossibi-
Ity of  des troyl;g an idea by
this methcd.

The new plague appears in
every Gdirecticn. Even 1:i. the
pestilence were concentrated in
cne locale, man cculd nct dig-
sociate himgelf fremit. Although
man car nct isolate himself frem
the menace, he can certainly pre-
pare his mind to resist it.

Perhaps then, man will learn
a lesson fron his ancestoers, whc
realized that medicine must b
elevated, if he were te have rro—
tection against the plague ad any
other tyres of harmful disease,
Maybe free men will elevate their
moral principles to sucha height
that it would be impossible for
a disease, such as the Modern
Plague, to infest his mind,

David Harrison '55
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_Then left it to this awful gloom?)

ihat old, dark house upon the
From each dark eye the memories spill. | T
The doors and windows stare at me = —d&
With cold, black, dismal vacancy.

I hear the wind; it creeps around; S
I can't make out the lonesome sound.

Shall I go in, invade the gloom X

And make my way from ro to rioom,

Confront the wind that ereeps arou

And makes this hungry, lonesome sound?
——tf

The rooms are bare, the people gone--
I never felt so much alone.

I hear a sound, not far away

3 )
9
I think T hear the shutters sway.

Or could it ‘be the grass outl
Where insects dip and dart ]
Or maybe foot-falls on the stgir
Some ghost returned to make repailrs

For courage I must turn and run
Toward windows edged in midday-sun.
The trees no longer stand up tallj;
The tangled branches seem to fall.

A fireplace 1s over there;
Beside it sits a lonely chair,
(Where is he now, who loved this roox

s spin and weave grey lave ¥
ks once filled & gleaming cas
(Why did he )

leave; where can he bey I s
When will he find the long lost key?g. :
: y >

—fB‘;)a',:sh,uu Rankin/f—"
: A

N/
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Mahitable and Irma arrived
in the wicked city to convert lost
soculs. However, before beginning
their task, the sisters decided
to indulge in a day's freedom.
Everyone in Hongkong eventually
comes to the market and sc did
Mahitable and lrma. They wandsr-
ed through the noisy, colerful
stalls filled with secreeching
hawkers. Nearing the end of the
rows, the two stopred at a vege-
table shed. Wedged Dbetween the
cabbages, turnips and bean sprouts
was a cage. "My, what a lareoe
cat," said Mahitable. "That ain't
no cat lady, thats a tiger,"
rasped the Brocklyn-born vender.

Although Irma and Mahitable

jere ancient, frail and wizened,
ey were afraid of necthing.

) ¢ closer and pcered

The
at tl iger with near-sighted
ayes. "He looks moth-eaten,"
said, Mahitable," and hungry,"

said Irma, "I cook wvery well,"
stated Mahitable smugly. "What
he needs is a goed brushing,"

muttered Irma. "He cheap,"gulp-
ed the hawker. "He should be,"
snapped Mahitable,

1t tock three hours to walk
hcme .because Henry didn't know
how tc behave in public. He w
fascinated by the street lights
He climbed. the slick blaclk pole

U

(]
w0 e

M (

and boxed with the gl g
1bs. Mahitable and Irms e
embarrassed by such le
behavior. They walled 11y
ahead when a lam in
view and. preten no
connecticn with ter
Henry finished playing, he would
bounce after them., Henry alsc

loved to watch the rickshaws as
they hurried by. He dashed behind
them, trying to catch the wheels.
After a while the game lcs
faseinaticn becausz gveryone
screamed so loudly that Henry's
ears rang.

By the time thetrio reached
home, they were tired, hungry and
thoroughly sicly of each cother's

8



ccpany. Mahitable prepared a
snack while Irma made a bed for
their guest in the cellar.

When midnight arrived the
cellar had become dark and cold.
The mice scampered over Henry's
nose and he was very frightened.
He began to weep huge tears that
almost drowned the mice. Mahitahle
and Irma being very soft-hearted,
could not bear the sorrowful roas.
The neighbors objected  to the
noise also.

Because Henry weighed five
hundred pounds he broke the bed in
the guest room. So, in desperatin,
the sisters Dbanished him to the
bathtub.

Henry grew tc love his new
home, especially the bathroom,
which became his exclusive domain,
He was quite vain ad spent hours
gazing soulfully into the mirror,
He played with the shower and
swung on the curtains. He learn-
ed how to make bubble baths that
grew to mountainous size because
of his vigorous splashing. WWhen
Henry could find nothing better
to do, he lay on his back in the
tub, rapturously contemplating
the ceiling.

Unfortunately everyone was
not, as broadminded as liahitable
and Irma. Guests staying with
the household refused to go near
Henry and his bathroom. They
made many snide, cutting remarks,
At mealtime they refused to eat
when Henry took his accustomed -
nlace beneath the table. Need~-
less to say the sisters did not
have many friends,

The years went by and Mahit-
able and Irma became very old.
They realized that in the event
of death their tiger would bhe

. thrown into the forests to starve.

Reluctantly they decided that
Henry should sail for America.
A brother of the sisters had a
farm in Vermont and he loved an-
imals.

All three grew a little sad
when goodbyes were said. They
laughed and cried and then Henry
was on hs way. As he looked west-
ward the tiger smiled to himself,
he had heard about America with
its vastness, wealth and oppor-
tunities. No one in America used
bathtubs; they all had swimming
pools. Henry wanted a gold one.

Josh Caldwell '54




FALL NIGHT
A
‘The night was c&edr, ¢

' The wind was sdfk&y whisperin
\ ! Calliﬂg.

t Ehe trees were swaying,
The leaves in the air were da c
Falling.

The stars were bright,
| Up/in the sky shining--
«Bea ing.

The moon shcne full,
It51311very light was streammrg
Gleaming .
7 g SRR ) B i i
1t B Il ¥, Nancy Edwards '58

IN THE TWILIGH T G

"; A ione cypress tree, with its feathered grace,
4 Casts delicate shadows, like old Spanish lace,

fy On the cool, trembling waters that meet the blue sky;
Wind the moon rules supreme in his place way up high

- -




THE

We join the "Sacramento," a
World War 11 oil tanker, three
days out of its home port, San
Diego.

All day storm warnings are
received over the wireless and
the ship is prepared for the com-
ing battle. Crew members, when
not at work, are seen leaning on
the starboard sail as they watch
the advancing, dismal clouds that
rapidly cover the horizon. As the
wind increases in velocity the
crew begins to descend the com-
panionways toward the safety cf
their warm cabins.

The first dark, brocding
clouds are now beginning tc pass
overhead. To the west are seen
lightning flashes resembling
brilliant fingers of flame., A
period of several seccnds passes
before a dull roar, followed by
numerous rumbles, is heard. As
the waves grow in "size, crash-
ing over the bulwarks, the storm
nears. Lightning begins tostrike
near the ship while the bellow
of thunder turns to sharp claps.

Cold streaks of spray fly.

over the bow, freezing on the
maze of pipes and valves litter-
ing the deck. Heavy rain, whip-
ped by the furious wind, tears
down upon the ship, trying to
destroy 1it. The ship 1s now
rolling and pitching as it slides
into one deep trough after an-
other and then bravely struggles
up: the other side while moun-
tainous walls of water attempt
-to Dbatter it Dback. Sometimes
the ship disappears almost com-

VICTOR

pletely belcw the raging surface
before it returns to a normal
position.

Forward, the ship is cocm-
pletely covered with frozen spray
while the waist 1is partially a-
wash. The black smcke no sccner
escapes from the funnel than it
disappears into the storm. 1t has
grown so dark that it becomes
necessary to turn on the running
lights.

Cn the bridge the helmsman
glances frequently at the i1llumi-
nated compass in front of him.
The slender needle will not stealy;
sssssesOUtheasteesssesOUtReccsse
southwest.

Al night the storm continues
its plunder. Then, near dawn,
it suddenly subsides to a ligh
sguall. The ship does not pitch,
and spray no longer fills theair.

J

The tanker returns to its

original course toward its des-
tination.




A young boy stared sleepily
out the open window at the brick
houses along the street and the
glistening side-
walks. It was not |
an unusual early
winter morning- \
gray and hazy, |
after the rainthe
night before. j

, H

He pushed the
curteins back and
shivered fram the
cold air rushing
in the windowe.
The cold linoleum
on the floor felt
like a cake of ice
to his. freezing
feet sohe noise-
lessly hopped to
the shag rug by
his bed.

Sitting down
on the bed, he
mumbled to himself
YHUrry up....Get
your clothes on.

/
Remember the plans / ﬁ

you macsle last (‘

night% « «Sneak out Vs

of the house while ‘ \-—~
everyone is sleeping. They'll

be SOrTYye....Always picking or me.!

He reached over to the chair
beside the bed, pulled the pair
of worn jeans and the plaid shirt
that were carelessly draped on it
off, onto the floor. Quickly he
dressed. One button was loose on
the shirt and it fellto the floor,
careened cragzily for a few minutes

and stopped. He turned around
and got down on his hands and
knees, searching for his shoes

under the dark, dusty bed.
"There's one....where's the other

one?" he said under his breath. 15

He fumbled for a while longer
and then he heard a noise. His
hesrt ,tonned beating for a minute.
He .stood there
|frozen, listening
‘intently for more

(sounds. Someone
- thad gotten upe.
Did they hear him?
"What should I do?"
he asked himself.
Someone was in
| the hall. The
[ (footsteps were
[drawing closer
land closer tohig
[door. In desper-
lation he jumped
|J.nto his bed and
pulled the covers
‘up around his head
and pretended that
/he was asleep.

l ) The doar open—
led and his mother
(came in and said
‘to get up. My
goodness, what is
the window doing
wide open? Do you
want to catch your
death of . cold
boy?" She shook
her hesd and we walked over to the
window and closed dit. And then
she walked back to the bad. David
was praying that she wouldn't pull
the covers down but she just smiled
at him and said "David, we are
going for a 1little +trip today.
That's why I got you up so early.
He popped his head out from under
the covers and said "Where we goin'

mom?" She laughed and said,
Hit's - o gurprise, I ‘can't  tell
you yet. And she added "Oh, by
the way, David, I found one of
your shoes in the kitchen. You
should take better care of your
clothes. Hurry up now."



David got up again when he
thought his mother was a safe
distance away, put on his other
shoe and went over to the window.
He lazily stared at the rain run-
ning down the glass in little
streams.,

He let out a sigh of relief
and walked away from the window,
hoping that his mother would never
find out that he planned to run
away. The button off his shirt

THE BLUE

Once, in this forest, lived a
lass

Who wore a band of blue,

To show her lover fighting in war

That she to him was true.

The war went on; she heard no
news,

Nor ever got a note;

Her letter did she send each day,

Although he never wrote.

The war was through; he came not
still,

No word did she receive;

She feared him dead; her thoughts
were sad,

And for him she did grieve.

One moon-1lit night her love re-
turned

And asked to see the band,

And when he saw its faded length

Proclaimed in manner grand:

13

lay on the floor so he reached
down, picked it up, and placed it
on his dresser.

Mother was in the kitchen
fixing breakfast and he could
smell egges and ham frying. He
thought about the trip his mother
mentioned as he opened his bed-
room door but soon dismissed this
from his mind. He could already
taste the ham and eggs.

Marylou Taylor '54

Lneory

"Your love is true, you have not
erred;

You now may be my bride."

She looked at him with haughty
stare,

And then she spoke with pride:

"You say that I have proved my
love,

By wearing this blue band;

What have you worn to prove to me

That you deserve my hand?" :

"You wore no band or symbol of
The love you had for me.
Your weapons were a symbol of
Your love for victory."

"For many years, I heard no word,

No letters did you write;

Your interest lies in fighting
wars;

Well, leave me then, and fight."

Joan Wells '54
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THE PRACTICAL APPLICATION
OF SHERLOCK HOLMES

Have you ever read Sherlock
Holmes? Well, one day, when the
bus was taking a long time to get
to my stop, I tried putting Sher-
lock'!s tricks of observation and
deduction to work.

I glanced up and down for a
likely person. There was a con-
spicuously well-dressed boy of
nine in front of me. Too easy!
It wasn't hard to deduce he was
going to some fancy party, for
he had a box-like object wrapped
with white tissue paper and tied
with red ribbon under his arm.

How about that man across
the aisle from me? He certainly
looked interesting enough, I
locked at his feet. (I always
make my observations from the
bottom up.) The only mark on his
shoes was a faint trace of green
paint. Suddenly I had it! The
paint showed that he was not
superstitious. Obviously he had
defied all superstitious tradi-
tions and walked under a ladder.

Some paint had dripred off the
ladder onto his shoe. So far,
so good,

Then I noticed a suspicious
looking parcel on his knee., I
managed by craning my neck to the
side to get a small glimpse of the
contents. T almost fell off my
seat in surprise, for in the bag
were dozens of mousetraps. How
did this tie in? Try as I would,
T conld hnot fathom the anqwer.
Undoubtedly, the plot was thick-
ening,

It wasn't until I had worked
up tohis hands that I found any-
thing else of interest., At first
glance his hands were horribly or-
dinary--average size and neither
soft nor calloused. I looked more
carefully at them and detected a
tiny scrateh on his left hand,

15

As I puzzled about thesé seem-
ingly remote facts, I suddenly saw
the relationshipe. In spite of mp
self, I couldn't quite " smother
an ”uLerLD*““y, old chapl" The
scrateh on his hand had been in-

flicted by a cat. - The man was
not superstitious; tle“ern;b,thp
cat was black. The mousetraps
would ﬂqJ1ﬂ1:LJ 5
ibtedly to £ 1al
nn r of cats. The C”AClU‘W” 1?
The man was obviously a breeder

of black cats!

A

Robert Coe '56




L.IFE

oonNnbD

MEMORIES

I stand on the side of a
lornely hill, slowly settling in-
to the earth below me. Oz2k trees,
once small saplings, which I have
watched grow far above me, stand
on either side. Rose gardens,
left to themselves, rage 1n a
profusion of thorns and weeds

and stretch 'in terraced plot: be-

low. My walls are barely dis-
cernible now; ivy has crept over
the windows and is touching the
gutter-pipe. The wind howls dis=-
consolately through my empty
TOOMmS.

Once the sun shone brightly
and warmed the shingles on my
roof; happy voices and hearty
laughter rang from the roof to
the cellar. And sometimes there
were tears and sorrow mixed with
the laughter.

)
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s \\‘ - - ?
//g‘ Childrenthave been born hers

have grown from childhood toc man
or womanhood, been married and
died here. 1 have watched and
tried to understand the cycle of
life.

Many times I have been the
sole and silent witness of ua-
matchable despair and of unmacch-
able joy. The stolen kiss on my
front steps, the futile anger of
the bride when dinner burns, the
arguments, the excitment of Christ-
mas, the courage of women when
their men-have gone to warj; all
thése things have "I seen and
gathered close to my heert--the
little events and the big oness.

Now that my soul has left
me, these +things keep my beams
from crumbling into nothingnesse
As each event dims in my memory,
a part of me falls to dead ruinse
So I stand here, calmly waiting
td see 1if the world has forgotten,
waiting for new memories to re-
place the old, waiting for my
soul to reappear.

Tenny Jackson '54%



MEMORY F A UNCER

The silvery white motion of a costume
In a shimmering haze of light,
A thing intangible, -
Without substance--
aught in a pool of color.
A beautiful creature
Seen through a subtle, ethereal mist,
For a moment making you live under her spell,
Making you believe in her world of enchantment,
But leaving behind a vague feeling
Of discontent--
And lornging.

Roberta Rpcker S5
\




No other humzn soul is near, $ ’\i
No voice its message brings. ‘
There are no mortal ears to hear i :
The haunting song he sings. S | | RS

Then with the coming of the dawn)-
He'll mount and slowly ride,

Though only sand will hear his song,
His God is at his side.

- e Kashia Larew

I walk through the nlgnt down-trodden;
and now I see a lamp burning in the night,
sending out beams of courage and rays of hope

for those like me to see.
% e
And I have seen it, and have walked on throu zh the night,
filled with courage and inspired by hope. W v

And lo, the lamp has done its work once more,

Charles Funk '57

18



SUNURL EVENT

Spring is on her way, to re-
fresh winter-weary minds and en-
liven the earth's drab hues,
Spring of 1954 probably won't be
radically different from Spring
of 1953, 1951 or 1485, and yet,
people look forward to it just as
eagerly as if it, were a special
centennial event. Women this
Spring will resemble women of
every other Spring, yearning
dreamily for the creations of
fashion designers and window de-
corators--the gay, silly little
hats with extravagant price tags
Like every other Spring they'll
either rush out and caoture their
srize wardrobe (while their hen-
pecked husbands predict an omnous
journey to te poorhouse,) or else
they'll smile and lock dreams
away with other unattainable itams;
and buy Junior's new shoes.

The children this
await the coming of the Easter
Bunny, loadsd With candy and
goodies, and dréam of becoming
deathly i1l on millions of choco-
late rabbits. Little girls will
loudly request "an Esster outfit
just like Mommv's," while little
boys will openly rebel at having
their hair combed, face washed,
and a horrid old tie secured
about their scrawny necks,

Spring will

In the schools, wandering
eyes will glide 'out the window,
ard wandering minds will wistfully
desire  freedom from the prison
of knowledge. Grades might even
fall a little, and parents will
forcibly recommend little more
homework and a little less base-
ball,

On the first nice day, back-

will be filled with am-
bitious gardeners, who'll work
for some fifteen or twenty min-
utes, then retreat to the comfort
of their living ‘rooms., Some twe
or three moiths {ater they1l re-

race their steof to the old plot,

yvards

i
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Next. fall, wh
first tomato
admit sheepi
gar
I was

Young men will have

the inevitable, embt

marks. conecerning i

Young 1l YOOT,  @iger dar
lingst)will have, in turn, to en-
jure the young men's fancies.

On the whole, Spriang of '54
may not be an extraordina evert,
but: it will still £l ture-
loving voets to execute nature-
loving poems, and make every

ulcer-ridden  man in the street
exclaim, "Gosh, it's a beautiful
day "

For the wonderful thing about
Spring isthe feeling of love that
it brings. No matter howhard you
steel yourself against her, no mat-
ter how trite you declare the end-
less. lines depicting bluebirds,
May flowers, and lovers in the
lane--even into your stiff old
heart will steal a feeling of
vital enjoyment for the most wel-
come of seasons--Spring.

hyllis Nicholson

'54




qu;,ick step to meet me for the

LieutensntGole and I —had

been friends from the day I had
joined the regiment four years
ago, on the eve of its departure
from England. In fact, we had
became quite close friends, 'though
I still called him "Leftenant,"
end he still called me "Sergeant,"
Cole had a wife who called him
"Johnny" ard, when I was in their
quarters, she called me "Tom."

The Matabele Wer had started
four months ag, in Jenuary, 1896.
The ebony Ares had descended on
Selisbury and Rhodesia, and the
Leftenant end myself hed been rum-
ning patrols across the veldt
since then,

Johnny Cole looked the wer-
rior. He was of medium height,
but was all bounce and alertness.
His darting black eyes peered
from a strongly-featured face set
off by a great black moustache.
He never took life too seriously,
only the Army. He once informed
me that there is no place in &
soldier's make-up for plans of
the future.

The day of the incident of
which I'm going to tell you dawned
bright and balmy. Soft breezes
ruffled the veldt, and Johnny's

——deily patrol put me in rare good
. spirits to match his. Things had

been quiet lately, perhaps too
quiet for Johnny's taste, so we

were going slone.

After a few miles we had quite
forgotten soldiering and similer
drudgery and were having a rather
frolicsome time of 1t 211, We
sweated only comfertably and the
countryside did not betray the
blood-shed it nurtured to axr eyes,
which could see only the cloud-
less sky, the rippling gress, and
the sweying trees. We had been
lsughing and talking absentmindedly
as soldiers do in the face of preg-
nent denger. The countryside had
floated byus in a plessant arrsy
of muted browns end greens. But
I couldn't fall to notice Johnny
wasn't &all the wit today. His
step was springier, his carriage
more assured, and his eyes flashed
more quickly than usuveal.

We had entered one of those
elm groves that look like woods
drifting epart and espied some
blackmen ahead of us. The blacks
in the neighborhood were required
to cerry identification cards but
these mightbe easily counterfeited
and frequently were by the Meta-
bele. Johnny hailed the three men,
who stopped without & word, and
asked .them for their cards. T
stood several feet away to watch
as was our procedure, Johnny
took the first card as he examined
it, the second one reached into
the folds ofhlis robe and produced
not a card but a knife., As soon
gs I saw the hilt emerge I yelled
to Johmny, but the one whose card
he had swung the knife and sliced
open his helmet @as he ducked.
The second one came after me and
I dropped him,

The first ore was apparently
the leader and a good fighter and,
although Johnny had nigs hands
full, T couldn't help him,



The third had jumped me and,
being a big fellow, e had knocked
the wind out of me, so I grabbed
his wrist »nd held on for dear
life. He happened to be the one
holding the knife, for the other
was under me. If his knife hadn't
been sc dreadfully sharp, I weuld've
rather enjoyed the tussle. Johnny
hadn't gotten a chance to draw
and it was well-nigh up with him
for a while. Johnny threw the
black shortly and shot him as he
came after him again. My black
was still on top of me when Johnny
gave him a kick that must have
broken several ribs. As . rolled
away, the vindietive old blighter
sliced my shoulder. Before I was
up, however, Johnny had shot again

and the 1last black was already
starting to enrich the soil of
Africa.

We bound up my wound which
‘had  begun to ache and started
home. Johnny was still as perky
as ever, but he seemed oddlysat-
isfied now. He was much more down-
to-earth, toc, which was just as
well, for I was in nr mood for his
irrepressible humor.

"us at the door; she
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with me to the
dispensary; my shoulder was bound

Johnny went

up and mmder a clean blouse. be-
trayed ncthing. We then hurried
over to hils house, for I had been
invited to dinner. Emmy greeted
always did;
any Army wife did in those dayse.
She held her lieutenant close be-
cause it was lonely on the post
and she had <read the reports or
heard of the fate of some patrols.

"Tt's good to see you boys
home a 1little early for once,"
sgid Emmy putting herself to the
tasks of dinner, "Anything srecial
happen today? Anything interest-
ing?"

Johnny winked
thing.”

at me, "Not a

"It must get boring some-
times." said Emmy.

'Oh, yes."

I replied, shiift-
my shoulder. :

ing

Dick Fisher '55



(e Pt e

A slumber is brewing,

As night begins to fall.

The girls enter joyfully,
For there is fun for all,

Pajamas over the shoulder,
Pillows in a row,

A fight for the blanket,
Heaven help those below.

The floor above is shaking,
With parents clecring out,
dpe the invasionj

The tussles, and the shout.

A dash for the beds,

With a tumble und flutter.
Some make the grade,

While others start to mutter:

First to get comfortable,
And sit Indisn style;

We all sit around,

And gossip awhile.

Qut come the cards, There's a rustle in the corner,
But never tne chips; A pillow fight's begun;
With a dressing of jokes, Pillows flying everywhere,
Which sometimes are pips. Best you capture one.
\\§SJLLA\ Lol Downy feathers, floating,
TEAS Fall like newborn snow.
| This ends the pillow fight,

As well you ought to know.

The hands of the clock
Show that it is four,

A few fall asleen,

To disturb us with & snore,

All settle down,

As night passes on;

\ Saving their energy,
~— For the oncoming dawn,

The sun begins to rise,

But there's no one there to see
For all are deeply slumbering
As sound as they can be,

We're all awake at last,
Though clezning up we dread.
Breakfast now is over;

And home again to bed.

22 Beverly Eubank '55



0D OF WAR

The night has come, but nct too soon,
And sinking silently,

Behind the hill, the little moon

Drops down beneath the sky.

The only light in earth or heav'n--
The cold light cf the stars;

And the first glance cf night is giv'n
The red planet, Mars.

Is it the tender star of love?
The star of love and dreams?

Oh no! from that blue tent above
A hero's armor gleams.

And earnest thoughts within me die
When 1 behold afar,

Suspended in the evening sky,

The shield of that red star.

Patt Manly '53

'NATURE'S SEASONS

Leaves fall
), Games of ball
Fun for all
Fall is here.

Mushy sleet
Cold wet feet
Need of heat
Winter's here.

Bluebirds sing
Cowbells ring
Children swing

R\;‘W"Spriﬁg is here.

School is out N h, .

Children shout : '
Flowers sprout ;
Summer's here. '3

Jackie Abramson '58
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DUST AND

He was a young man, nct more
than twenty-four or five and he
might have set his horge with the
Curﬁle””ﬁfss of his youth had he
not been so cutllkccnd tense. His
~dark eyes roved everywhere, catch-
ing 211 movements, of which thﬁrﬂ
were few Belowhis soiled Stets
which hid his handsome yellow ha
_he wore a light grecn )hlr!
» clung to the moisture of his ba
and hpd become dark from perspira-
tiol’lo This stra Nger was a HU.LI'O\T

x feet of sallow brown
carried

By this time two of the sleep-
ing townsmen hac awakongd, uut
abll’ remained in 1ade

Halfway to the Zenith the

Sierra Nevada range 7rose blue- +

gray 1in the afternoon haze. a2

JpchL" hen swaggered down th» tvepty foet

main street of the "settlement,"

cackling foolishly. The sun, still Theré was Now a total of four-
high in the sky, created 'a virtual teen people in the town. The
inferno during the summexn months; stranger made it four who were
and, at the time, was in the pro-

cess of doing just thats two in Jailq e

3 the tavern, as we shall ca l ite

Only few humans were in

sight; and all were lazily napping Leaving his hore, he walked
in whatever shade therewas to be slowly through the swinging doors
found. Everything was still and directly in front of him and was
quiet, save a small cloud of dust met by the glances of six pair of
that was up the road in the dis- e;es; the seventh was elther
tance. Soon a horse and rider were asleep ortkﬁ_foup‘ a to beat
distinguishaeble as they approached thn heats Whic : may hay
the tom, which CO‘..‘.:i ted of a gen, No ME was
Jjail, a combination bank and post to check. The
office, and two or three other a moment iz Lne
typical establishments. This the six @ sta

slight qutar.LL of the dusty ed to the b_r, VIELS
road mad it a sk to breathe, hardly a. ter ’dturg 3t
for the g rature was in the ovar the out o
hundreds. : sweat stood out on aig Lb;;&»&io

2



A STRANGER

He drew a red bandana from his
pocket and wiped the dirt and
perspiration fromhis face. Three
glasses of whiskey later, his
heat problem became lessened.
His mind became more at ease and
he was soon involved in a friendly
game of skill with three of the
other "taverr goers.'.Ilt was but
a short time until dryness overtook
him again and he quickly left the
game. After several words with
the bartender, he gave the other
fivea final survey before pass-
ing between the doors into the
four o'clock heat.

The stranger moved cautiously
across the burning sands of the
road, and quietly ascended the
steps of the jail. He stopp
at the door and 1listened for a
moment before entering. Inside
he found the occupants alsoasleep.
He stood staring at them for sev-
eral seconds and, seating himself
at the desk, proceeded to draw a
small slip of paper fromhis shirt
pocket and in a quick hand, scrawl-
ed a short message. He scanned
it hurriedly and slid it under
the cell keys, which were lying
on the desk. Turning around, he
gave the two sleepers another look
and then quickly left the jail.
He untied his horse and led him
down the street to a watering
trough, where they stopped and
both drank heavily. His nerves
seemed to have settled somewhat
and he was less jumpy as he mount-
ed the roan and jogged down the
road. After traveling for several
minutes, he reined in and turned
around for a last look at the tinv
town in the distance, and the jail,
housing a small slip of paper under
the keys. It read:

To whom it may concern--Just
passing through and rekonized
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these 2 « The thin one don't
belong behind bars;--you want-a
man of about 6 feet, with yeller
hair and carries a small scar on

his left cheeks.

Once again the two nappers
leaned back in tHe shade and
pUu their hats low as a small
cloud of dust followed the stran-

cer slowly out of viewsand again
ckled hen sweggered down

street of the ":zttle-
," cackling foolishly.

Melvin Fink '54%




