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He was running, running down
a long dark tunnel with no end
and no beginning, The thing pur-
sued him, he could hear the soft
pad of its many clawed feet as
they struck the slime underneath
He ran with the agonizing slowness
that comes only in a dream, and
the thing behind closed the dis-
tance between them. The tunnel
was vaguely illuminated from an
unknown source, and the ceiling
dripped water onto the floor.
The thing behind him was close
now, very close, He could feel
its foul, fetid breath on the
back of his neck. The stench
filled his nostrils, gagging him
and sickening him, The thing was
almost upon him now, another in-
stant and--=-

Thomas Spears awoke bathed
in a cold sweat. His eyes, di-
lated and terror stricken, fran-
tically searched the bedroom wmtil
they reassured his brain that
there was no danger now, and that
it had all been a dream, like so
many of the others. "How much is
a man supposed to take?" he won-
dered angrily. Things like this
didn't happen to other people—
having your nights turned into
sessions of torture, and being
scared to close your eyes for
fear of the inevitable nightmare,
It had been going on for several
months now, he told himself, but
tomorrow it was going to stop.
Tomorrow there would be some
changes made. Tomorrow he would
consult Dr. Adolph Huntz, eminent
psychiatrist, his " boyhood com-
panion and lifelong friend.4 Dr.
Huntz would help him, he told
himself. Nodding his head with
resolution he extracted himself
from the twisted bedclothes and
lumbered toward the kitchen, in-
tent on making a pot of strong
black coffee. There would be no
more sleep for Thomas Spears this
night.




At 9:30 the next morning,
Thomas Spears found himself facing
a small mousy woman sitting be-
hind a desk that looked altogether
too big for her. She was finally
informing him that, "The Doctor
will see you now." She indicated
a door and Thomas Spears walked
eagerly over to it and entered a
plush inner office, obviously
equipped for treatment on the
premises. Dr. Adolph Huntz got
up from behind his desk and ad-
vanced toward him, hand extended.
His face showed genuine concern
as he said, "Nice to see you,
Thomas. What brings you here?
Business?"

Dz Huntz was not a well man.
or so the medical journals had
said, and was subject to fainting
spells and difficulty in breathing,
and this last was apparent as
Spears related his tale of the
recurring dream. When the story
was over, Huntz drummed his fingers
on the desk top and finally said,
"I think I can help you, Thomas,
but I'1ll have to make a few pre-
liminary tests ‘first."

The next two hours were
meaningless to Thomas Spears.
They consistedof inkblots, finger
painting, toy blocks, word asso-
ciations, and other seemingly use-
less tests When it was all overq
Dr. Huntz rubbed his chin thought
fully and said, "Yours is an odd
case, Thomas, a very odd case.
The long tunnel that you seem to
run down represents the stresses
and strains that surround you in
every day life. The thing that
pursues you, although even 1in
your dream you don't know what, it
is, represents the back pressure
of everyday life that you subcon-
sciously fear will catch and des-
troy you, despite the fact that
you will not admit it to yourself,
You are afraid of life, Thomas,
afraid of its little trapsand pit-

falls and you won't let yourself
think it, so it comes out in this
dream,"

This little speech injured
the pride of Thomas Spears. He
liked to think of himself as a
brave man, and the thought of
his being scared of something as
ordinary as everyday life was a
blow to his ego. "Really, Adolph"
he began, but stopped. 'After
all,' he thought 'the man is the
greatest in his field, he should
know what he's talking about.'

"What can you do to help
me?" he finally asked.

"Some years ago a shock drug
was discovered," Huntz began,
"sometimes useful for removing
mental blocks such as the one you
have. It is used with a sleep-
inducing drug of extreme potency.
If the sleep drugis used on you,
you will dream your dream until
I inject the shock drug and it
takes effect. The resulting .jolt
will shake the dream from your
mind forever."

"What happens if the drug
doesn't work?" asked Spears.

"It willl s werk, M - replied
Huntz. "The only thing that could
go wrong would be my failure to
inject the second drug. In that
case, you would dream and the
thing that pursues you in the
tunnel will catch you. The emo-
tional shock would stop your
heart, and you'd die instantly.

Thomas Spears chuckled dry-
ly afp the last statement. No-
thing would go wrong. All Huntz
had to do was inject the second
drug. What could possible go
wrong?

Huntz led him to a plush
red couch and instructed him to
lie down, relax, and roll up his

Continued on pg 28
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The day was warm and sunny
in New Hampshire, and the trail
was beginning to slant more
steeply upward. It was after one
otclock when we decided to stop
for lunch. The ground on both
sides of the trail was covered
withthick underbrush intertwined
between the stands of pine and
hemlock trees., There appeared
to be no open space nearby, so
we decided to eat on a wide sec-
tion of the nath.

There were six of
us on the camping trip,
four boys, including
myself, of about four-
teen or fifteen, and
two young male counse-
lors to wateh over us.
Eating lunch 1in the
middle of the trail,
we presented a defi=-
nitely seedyappearance
to all oncomers. A
number ten can of soup
was boiling over a
small, smoky fires
knapsacks and packs= ]
boards were strewn on the path
at intervals where we had grate-
fully dropped them; containers
of food were being opened every-
where for lunch; and a couple of
the boys were buried in their
jackets to escape the mosquitoes,

_ At about this time we were
interrunted by a big man with a
grave, serious face, and huge
hiking boots, - He seemed to En
the enitome of hikers. He wasted
scarcely a2 glance on us,and went
on quickly up the trail, dodging
the food and packs, his wicked-
looking =cheath knife sawing up
and down on his belt with every

.step, Following him was a string

s

of boys, we counted eleven, all
with excellentequipment and giv-
ing the impression of being con-
scientious hikers. They passed
by, grimly pressing on with ex-
pressions of disgust engraved in
their faces., We locked at each
other, feeling a little silly at
being found lounging around in
the middle of the trail., The
feeling vanished, however, and
was replaced by astonishment.
As the last boy of the
group pounded by, we
looked at each other
g in disbelief, and then
Ir , stared hack at the boy
again, To our delight
Y41t really was a broom
Z e was carrying, strap-
g ped firmly to the back
o his frame  pack.
¢ They soon disappeared
.}éround a bend, blotted
< out by the denseunder-
.~ brush. Long after
they were out ofsight,
though, we could still
hear the sharp click
of their metal-heeled
boots against the stones on the
trail,

When we finished aleisurely
lunch, we loaded up and started
slowly up the ever-steepening
path, It was our Intention to
camp for the night at a flattish
meadow which one of our counse-
lors knew of on the shoulder of
the mountain a few miles away.
Our ascentwas gradual,but cheer-
ful, and five tiring miles and
many rests later we reached our
preditermined campsite.

Since it was the cnly close
relatively level ground with wa--
continued on page 3l



Looking
over .the
city below
the sky-
scraper
stands J
alone, towering

high into the clouds,

all in a world of its own--

a world where the gold

of the morning sun

glitters bright, while

the street below is
waiting, still in the dark of dawn,
for its share of the golden glowe.
A world where the sunset pauses and spends
its last and lingering ray, while deep’'in
the dusk of the street below,
Twilight has ended the day.

Bill Hansen '59
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Fat, sleek cattle, resting in the
shade of a live oak's outstretched arms,
draped with beards of Spanish moss . . .

Tear streaked columns supporting
an o0ld disillusioned mansion on a narrow,
shady street in Selma . . .

Crisp, tinkling glasses spicing the
warm sound of an afternoon tea; whispering
taffeta mingled with low, feminine
laughter . . .

Corky Feagin '56
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They -ceme like the summer
starlings, arriving at the shore
in Meay and 1leaving in October.
They were an average counle’ in
some respects, unusuel inothers.
Looking at the . name, "Mr. and
Mrs. George Martin," on themmil-
box, at the shutteredhouse over-
looking the water, one would
heve no reason to believe they
were differentfrom the many that
came to the Florida ZXeys ¢éach
year.

Further on down the beach
was another cabin, smaller than
the first, but neatend well-kept.
It was to that cabin that George
Martin was walking. He felt an
urge, Stronger thanhis migratory
instinct, that drew him nearer
and nearer until, using his im-
ported binoculars, he could study
it carefully. The owner was not
around. Disappointed, he turned
away, noticing as he did .so a
spot of color on the goldensand.
This was why he always returned.

He looked at her, admiring
the raven hair, the lips, redder
then a2 hummingbird's muby throat,
the long, tanned limbs, the scar-
let swimsuit. He spoke, rousing
her from her nap.

"Vanessa."

She bpened her eyes, removed
her dark glasses, and smiled at
him. i

"Mr. Martin. Welcome ., back
to the Keys."

"Aw, Van, How many times
have I askedyoutocall me George?
It's wonderful tosee you again."

"Thanks, Gecrge. Help meup,
will you? How's Cyd2?"
" "She's okay, I guess. How're
you?"

"WNever felt better."™ She
stretched 1lazily, knowing the
effect it had on him.

"youtre beautiful, Vanessa.
That suit!s gorgeous."

"Thank you, George. A reced-
ing hairline looks cute on you?
if you don't mind my saying so."

"please, Vanl! Don't Le coy.
You know how I Teel."

"Sorry, George. I didn't
meen anything about your haipr."

"Hang my hair} I love you,
Van. Stop torturing met" ’

"you love me? What about
cyd?"

"Forget about Cyd! .I'm

R MW WM WM W
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talking about us. Iwant to know Her eyes widened
-~ " v s f:
how you feel about me! en e bracelet onto her
wrist. Ceorge moved toward her.
"I'm not accustomed to play- With

ing up to married men." no

Vanessa turned away A cal-
culating glint flickered in her
eyes and passed away. She made
her voice tremble.

(o
neLr

"Youlre a ve Yy
man,. George. I-I
never drea 3

Cyd wouldn't contest it. You're d broken

ed you ¢ d y years
me. Ifonly you weren't 1l lost  her
a1 ! i by E o (,:‘11:1_ te
I could geta divorce, Van. attractive, but years of loneli-
| S he MpLy
s

all I want now or ever." following
"Wait, Georgel How do I
xnowyoureally mean whatjyou say?

For a more

)
o ]

W
common to take lightl
needs e

ot 1o
1oLV Jus

Itll show you.

eywmfurled the

looked like, " he
Vanessa'ls
to an c
bo as
an e unfaste
F‘L. f -
h 1t

ne

spoke. "This
ve I'm seric
iout anddrew her
We him, plecing !
her palm. 7Veznessa

L1
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othing but a mere
and sand about 200
It is the largest
he South Pacific.
ry of a native fam-
orrans and one of

"Sus, please come
down; we must get home before

Tatamongitime. The children will
be afraid. Hurry now,the sun is

almost gone."

Sus, high in the
coconut palm: "Joquina,
the superstitions
of your grand-
parents. Tata-
mona does not ex-
ist and even if
he did, I, Sus,
woull ot fear him."

top of a
forget

Joquina :Hur- N
ry, Sus, hurry."
Sus: e 5 IGUANH
Watch while I drop these coco-
nuts. We make much money on
these nuts. Shell, American buy
to use for dish, old men make
tubs outofcoconut milk for feast
day and  we can sell copra so I
can bet on cockfight."

Joguina: "Cockfights, that
is where .your money goes. The
poor roosters, razor blades on
their legs! The good Father will
not forgive you."

Sus, finally reaching gromd:
"Let's go.heme, wife."

As Sus and Joquina load their
carabaa car, Sus notices a
large iguana sunning itself on a

10

nearby rock.

Sus: "We must organize an
iguana hunt next week, They are
getting so thick that it is dan-
gerous. I heard last week that
one ate the best cockfighter on
the island."

Joquina: "You and your roo-
sters!"
Joquina and Sus arrive at

heir thatched-roof shack just as
the last rays of light fade. As
they c¢limb the 1ladder to the
door, Joquina says: ‘“we just
made 1it; it's
dark, Close up
the house so the
evil spirit can-
not enter."

Just then
Juan, eldest of
, their eight sons
J comes screaming
) to his mother:

"Tatamona, Tata-

mona, he is in the other room!"

Sus: "Quickly, Wife, get
the machete. I will kill this
find je. Don't be frightened,

Juan, there is no such thing as
Tatamona."

Early the next morning as
Sus is fishing on the dock, the
daily eclipper ship lands. The
ramp which leads off the plane is
set on the dock next to him. The
first passenger ashore is a Marine
Captain whose height is about 6!
9". Sus tdkes one glance and
sereams: "Tatamona, Tatamonal"
And he flees homeward.

Dick Weede 1'56
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Vapors twisted and swirled
up fromthe river, illuminated. by
lights dimly shining fromdistant
houses, in a night of blackness.
There was nothing menacing about
the river and its endless dark-
ness; rather the haunting sad-
ness of a half forgotten melody.

On her way across, she stop-
ped and stood looking into the
mist with eyes that did not see.
Far away, in the loneliness, the
fog horn of a river boat pene-
trated the silence, yet the sha-
dow on the bridge did not hear.
For this figure was a woman who
inthat moment of veacein a rest-

less city stood reviewing the
hollow emptiness of her 1life.
And yetshe did not cry. For her

her, there were
acceptance of

and those like
no tears.....only
fate.

before, long ago it
figures had clung
shadow of the

Once
seemed, two
together in the
bridge. That was the night of
happiness. They had forgotten
what they were-and why, for there
had been that wondering softness
ina hard lifethat comes on wings
of whispering velvet, stays but
an hour, then is gone.

They forgot what she was,
with the dirt, the degradation,
the unseeing tragedy of her use-
less 1life. Forgotten was the
filth of the gutter, the cheap
wine, the false, glittering gai-

ety of the. cafes. In the sha-
dow of the river there was no
Paris. The man with the cynical

eyes and the ache inside of him
ceased for one moment to search
for something he would never, in
his endless travels, find.

11

In two
tragic, accepting, and his, cy-
nical and hopeless...therewas an

1lives; hers ',ugly,

hour of beauty. One hour to re-
member all the empty years that
would come, each year more shal-
low and meaningless than the last.

Strangers they were, these

two lost people, and strangers
they would part. And yet, no
L .' i } L NG, -#,'3, "

o 34

T ; ' ‘
matter where he was, Hong Kong,
Alexandria or New York, when fog
filled the - night with silence,
he would remember even as the
lonely figure on the bridge re-
membered.

The softness of the moment
would again drift with -the mists
of a forgotten river, and invade
their memory like the song only
onee heard. But tlvese two people
were fortunate...tfor some people
never have that flicker of beauty
to remember,

Karen Jean Brock '55
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For a long time ny people
thought that it was impossible
to bre&k through the sound barrier,
They said that no airplane could
withstand the violence of the air
blowing over the wings and other
parts of the plane; thatthe shock
of the air would tear the plane
apart. All this was true as far
as the conventional planewas con-
cerned; it was not built tobreak
the sould barrier. The planesof
today, however, are designed to
lick these problems; they are
built shorter, stronger and most
of them are made with swept-back
wings. With knife-like edges
they cut through the air more
cleanly thanconventional planes,
and are better able toresist the
effects of the shock waves flow-
ing over the wings ard other mrts
of the plane.

A plane flying slower than
sound sets w pressure waves that
go out ahead of the plane itself
pushing the air aside to make
room for the plane. When the
plane nears ' the speed of sound
the pressure waves can no longer
move fast enough, as the plane
itself is traveling as fast as
the pressure waves. These pres-
sure waves act like a giant spr-
ing which slowsthe plane down,
and hold it back; the waves fix
themselves on certain parts of
the plane--usually thick partssuca
as the wing, its front and rear
edges, and the flat surfaces of
the tail--amnd shake theplaneapsrt.
As the plane increases its spsad
the shock waves can no longsr
keep up with the plane and slide
off from the front to the rear
edges and finally are left be-
hind altogether., This is what is
known as breaking the sound bar-
rier. Once you have done this it

is like flying in a huge world
of silence.

During the Second World War
many fliers would occasionally
approachthe breaking-apart -speed
when they went into their dives.
Fliers knew about them. People
did not believe the stories they
told of how they could see the
shock waves race through theplane,
so some of these fliers todktheir
planes wagain, this time taking
photographs of the ripples in the
plane's structure. These photos
were a great help to plane des-
igners, for once they saw how the
shock waves acted on the plane,
they were able to design wings
and bodies that could resist the
angry air. .

Bob Koontz '59
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The men, who were to die,
stood grouped around the huge tele-
scope. The room was dark, with
the exception of a dim red light
behind them. A low hum from the
telescope's driving motor broke
the silence, Clouds covered the
moon, The astronomers hoped the
clouds would break and permit a
photograph to be made of the moon
as it passed in front of Venus,

In a grove of trees outside
the observatory a dark figure
crouched, He; too, hoped the clouds
would break, but for a different
reason, He was an astronomer, a
colleague of those in the observ-
atory dome. He was supposed to
be with them now, but he had beg-
ged off "due to illnesg?, He
was ill, all right--mentallv ill,
For he had installed in the ob-
servatory, before they arrived,
a device that was to blow into
bits three astronomers and a
$250,000 telescope.

The murder weapon was a
beautiful machine worthy of a
prominent scientist. The ingenious
instrument was audaciously bolted
to the telescope tube. There was

s = g

|
}

no need to hide it, for the tele-
scope was used by several dif-
ferent organizations, and one of
them was always attaching some
special instrument to it. The
weapon was incased in a black
box containing twenty pounds of
a delightfully powerful explosive,
made personally by the murderer
in the university chemieal lab-
oratory. The box also housed a
photocell, a clock, and a fifteen
second timer, A photocell is
sensitive to light, moonlight will
trip it; but not the light of
Venus, R v

The telescope was tracking
Venus, When Venus and the moon
met, the moonlight would trip the
photocell, set off the timer,
and, at the expiration of fifteen
seconds, detonate the bomb, When
he installed the bomb itwas light,
so a provision had to be made
to prevent its immediate ex-
plosion as a result of daylight
hitting the photocell. For this
reason a clock was added to the
mechanism., The clock would not
uncap the photocell’ until ten
minutes before the bomb was to

Continued on page 32
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I awekened
and tense, for I was
forward to a day cf deep sea
fishing, It was early 1in the
morning but it appeared that the
hot Florida sun wouldn't be out
for a while that morning. The
sky was heavily overcast with
‘rain coming down out in the ocean.

feeling excited

looking

Our boat was the "Sail Ahoy,"
piloted. by Captain Jorgensen.
His parties have had remarkable
luck during these off months
when the salls are mating out in
the warm Gulf Stream. The mates
took care of the baits and rig-

ged all the tackles, The boat
was handsome, She had a large
outrigger on either side. He'r

stern was open with three leathew
covered trolling cheirs. She hsad
a flying bridge topside and two
bunks and a gallery forward, The
twin motorswith a "shore to shore"
radio complete with instruments,

We got under way sbout 8
o'clock along with all the other
charter boats, Immediately the
mate rigged the baits,. He used
large compound hooks in a small
mullet with its backbone removed,

16

The 1ine was nylon, probably
about sixty-five potnd test,
The rods were short and heavy,

equipped with large Penn reels,
Four of the setups we used for
surface trolling (flor the sails,
The average sailfish caught off
this part of Florida ranges from
six to seven and a half feet., If
a fisherman follows the ethies
of the sport, he,is aliowed to
keep his first sail but is re-
quired to release gll the others

he may catch wunless they are
tackle busters. The boats work
together keeping in touch with

one another by "Ship to Shore."

The captains inform each other
where the fish are biting.
The mate let out the four

surface baits as we moved through -

the inlet into the ocean, As we
came into the ocean the breakers
rocked and pitched us a bit., The
captain gunned the motors past
two thousand rpm to get past the
turbulent area caused by the in-
let. Already I saw small fish
in schools, breaking. as they
were chased by some species with
a high dorsel, prcbsably the com-
mon bonita,

___ L B Y R
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The mate went forward

use the telephone.

"Barn-owl to Sea Dog, Barn-
owl to Sea Dog. Over," he re-
peated.

"Sea Dog to Barn-owl. Just

get out?"

"Yeah, we just passed the
red buoy. How's it coming out
on the reef this morning?"

"Nothing much yet."

"I saw a baby dolphin,First
one I've seen this year. Cute
little fellow, He jumped right
behind our bait."

"Well, let us
see anything."

know if you

"Willl idoi™

raining now and the
lightning was crackling around
us in zigzag formdétion. Because
of this we were afraid to let
out the steel line for deep trol-
ling. The four lines out werein
holders around the inside of the
stern. Two were on the stern

It was
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corners and two rods were in
holders between the stern and
cabin top. These lines ran up

along the outriggers then trail-
ed back about fifty yards so as

not to tangle with the stern
lines,
We trolled along at a slow

speed for severalhours with only
one strike. By now the sky had
cleared a bit and the warm sun
rays were beaming through the
clouds. Now welet out the steel
line.Bill tookthe center chair,
He wasn't there more than two
minutes when zingl Something was
makingthe reel scream. He reeled
in heavily at first, then the
mate told him to slow down. He
began to work with the fish, tak-
ing it easy when he made his run
but gaining ground on him when
he stopped. This baby seemed to
be big. The reel wound in and
screamed out for about twenty
minutes. Bill said his arms were
tired, but he kept horsing'him
in until a long blue streak was
visiblein the churning water be-
hind the transom. The mate
grabbed a gaffas I pulled in the
line by hand. When the darting
Continued on page30



25 MPH." What
For one thing,

"SPEED LIMIT:
does this mean?
it means a slightly unhappy feel-

ing for those many people who
believe that 25 miles ar hour is
a maddeningly slow speed To drive
an automobile., More than this
though, it means that a car, moving
at that speed, would cover B5
miles of road in one hour. This
is speed--the distance traveled
divided by the time in which the
motion took place.

You may think that NOwW,
while you read this, you e&re "at
rest", But speed (and velocity,
which is speed in a specific .di-
rection) 1is relative. True,
relative to the room in which
you read this, you are not mov-
ing. However, as you know, the
earth moves around the sun, and,
since you started reading this
article, you have moved over 360
miles in the earth's orbit. Of
course, you aren't aware of this
since everything around you is
moving at the same velocity. But
this relativity illustrates an
important characteristic of
speed--when one is measuring the
velocity of an object it is nec-
essary to have a set frame of
reference on which to base mear
surements. In airplanes this
problem 1is recognized--speed 18
recorded in

plane's speed .relative. to the
ground. One plane that is cap-
able of a higher airspeed than
another might take longer than

the slower plane to go 1000 miles
because the faster one could be
hampered by headwinds.

It is also necessary in com-
paring speeds to wuse the same
system of recording time. Per-
haps this may seem obvious, but

"airspeed", the
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its importance willl become more
apparent., There is another im-
portant principle involved in the
determination of speed, and that's
the principle of addition of vel=-
ocities. Imagine yourself on a
ship going 12 miles and hour. ITf
you walk towards the bow of the
ship at 3 miles an hour, you are
going, relative to the water, 15
miles an hour; similarly, if you
walk toward the stern, you are
going 9 miles and hour.

That is speed. And remember-
ing these important facts about
speed, let's compare the speeds
of some familiar, and some not-
so-familiar things. A man can
go a little over 20 miles =n hmms
certain birds, the fastestliving
things, can gou velier tnan ten
times that fast. Men have devis-
ed machines éapable of speeds in
excess of 5000 miles an hour.
That!'s about the fastest speed

one will find on earth. But the

speed of' a rocket 1is extremely
slow when compared to the velo=
cities of the heavenly bodies.

Planets move at speeds up to and

over 30 miles a second, stars
exceed 100 miles a second. Huge

galaxies, "island universes," fly
through space at 100,000 miles a
second and over. But the fastest
thing is not a gigantic galaxy,
it is the almost iInfinitely small
"light quantum."

Light travels at slightly
over 186,000 miles a second. Re-
member that speed; it's important.

Light never goes morequicki
ly then 186,000 miles a second,
and never goes more slowly. Imag-
ine & baseball thrown off the rear
of a train moving at 70 miles an
hour too, it will drop still on
the tracks;for, when 70 miles an
hour forward motion is added to
70 miles an hour backward motion,
the net motion is obviously zero.
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Now imagine a train moving at 99
per cent of the speed of light.
If a beam of light was beamed off
the back of the train, one would
think it would move away from the
train at 1% of the speed of light,
about 1,860 miles a second. But
it would not. A device resting
on the track behind the speeding
train would record the speed of
the light as 18§00 miles a sec-
ond. No matter where the speed
of light is recorded or from what
source, it always registers about
186,000 miles a second. Thus
we find one of the basic laws of
nature--the speed of light is
constant for all the universe,

Nothing will ever go faster
light. It 1s completely
For, as thewelocity
increases, strange
It actually

than
inpossible.

of an object
things happen toite.

becomes heavier, and 1t grows
shorter! A yardstick weighing 2
ounces thrown at the speed of

light would be about 18 inches
long andwould weigh about L oun-
ces, However, itwouldn't become
thicker. It would just become
shorter, its other two dimensions
remaining unchanged.

But themstremarkable thing

about extreme speed is the fact
that time, itself, passes more
slowly as speed increases., If a
space ship 1left earth and flew

for 10 earth years at the speed
of 167,000 miles a second, and
then landed, the occupants would
only have aged 5 years. It's as
simple as that. "lmpossible",

but true., Ofcourse, onecouldn't
actually live longer than the

normal 1life span, because at
high speeds one would live more
slowly. For, in the abové prob-
lem, althoughyou wouldhave lived
for 10 earth years, you would
have been able to do only 5 years
worth of living. You would just
live more slowly.
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But this is not all. When
things move faster, they also
get heavier., Their mass (which
is not exactly weight, butrather
means an object's resistance ‘to
being moved) increases in the
same proportion as their length
shortens. At the speed of light,
the mass ol eny body would become
infinite. And since it would be
impossible to move anything that
was infinitely heavy, the speed
of light is unattainable.

So, briefly, when something
moves very fast, particularly
over 90 per cent of the speed of
light, it grows shorter, (but,
its width and height remain un-
changed), it becomes heavier, or
more massive, and timenpves more
slowly to 1te. At the speed of
light anything would become in-
finitely massive, infinitély
short, and, for"  it, time would
stope.

Nothing can movemre quickly
than light; and lightrever moves
Continued cn page 30
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Judge Werner's gavel
resounded through  the
courtroom 1like thunder.
The people who populated
the room rose and stood
there 1in awe. Even the
jurymen who had beenthe
deciders stood horrified
at the gravity of the
thing. But it had been
done, andthings donecould
not be undone. The one
person whom it concerned
the most sat completely
alone; alone in a room
packed with newsmen, re-
porters, and curionsspec=
tators. His name was
Frank .Malenti, and Just
a few minutesago the jude
had pronounced his name
along with some other
words. Only now did he
beginto realize the mean-
ing of those awful sylla-
bles. Slowly he rose and
was conducted from the
courtroom by two muscular
men in blue uniforms. He
remembered only thosewords,
and they drummed through
his head until it ached,
"T sentence you, Frank
Malenti, tospend the rest
of your mnatural 1life in
the State Penitentiary."

sky wds pitch
Frank looked up
through-the crossbars of
his cell window. He re-
called how many nights he
had lookedup through this
same window. But this
night was different. This
night he would know if the
air 'still smelled fresh
and clean out there, and
not rotten and dead like
every breath in this dis-
mal place. Many times he

The
dark as

recalled the courtroom
scene, many more, the one
where he had committed
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the terrible sin. He could.still
see every detail as plain as he-
could now see the heavy lock
barring the exit from this cace.
Not that he wasn't gulltiy; he
andhe alone had pulled the trig-

ger that dark and deadly night.
He had not needed the money,
either. But he was 17. His

steel when
The waves
him again;

nerves had been like
he demanded the cash.
of memory engulfed
little by 1little a
came up his spine. The owner of
the small country store was Ben
Hastings. Hastings was not very
well liked in the area,but Frank
knew that was no justification
for what he had done. Ben's wife

Martha was a frail, white haired

woman whose head came no hirher
than the thirc button on her
husband's shirt. On that memor-

able night Martha was“at home,
and only the heavy breathing of
Hastings and this young bandit

was heard in the room..,

Ben reached for his pocket

knife. He would teach this young
kid that he needed more than a
gun to come in and steal his
money. But Frank was in no mood

. for opposition. He was trembling

with fear, and at a loss as to
what to do now., He hHadnot expect-
ed. this turn of events. Scarcely
realizing what he was doing, his
fingers tightened almost invol-
untarily. He squeezed the trigger
of the black weapon in his right
hand. He squeezed 1t until it
splt thunder at the man across
from him. He squeezed it only
once., But there are times when
once is enough.

A sharp rap on the bars of
his window jarred Frank back to
reality. He got up and they be-
gan what they had been planning
for months. Yes,he thought, af-
ter tonight he could live, agah.

trembling-
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Not a single citizenof Twin
Oaks would say that Frank Miller
was anythingbut a perfect neigh-
bor and citizen. He gave money
to charities, and did many help-
ful thingsfor his community. Of
course, theyall admitted that he
had his idicsyncrasies. Frank
wouldntt have a thing to do with
local polities. Once Doc Ham-
mond had wanted to interview him
for the weekly newspaper, but
Frank was very much opposed to
the idea, and wouldn't allow them
to use his name. ~And his aver-
sion to havirg his picture taken,
they admitted, was queer. Why,
he would run from a camera as if
it were about to blow up. But
all in all, these things were
really unimportant, they agreed.

Frank had come to town four
years ago, when he was 2li. He
had married one of the local girls
and they now had two small chil-
dren. Where he had lived before
he came to Twin Ozks, and what
secrets he might have inhis past
were things the complacent citi-
zens felt were none of their
business. The town was populated
by approximately two hundred
people. Of these, only two knew
Frank's secret. Only Frank and
one other person knew of the
fear and worry that he had Tfelt
these past years. Although she
never discussed the sub ject,
Frank's wife, Jean, was aware of
his hidden secret. Suzy, their
little raven-haired daughter of
two, and six-months-old Billy,
were too young to know or to
understand.

The four of them lived in a
small modern house, and the mort-
gage payments had been met regu-
larly. With Jean's love and un-
derstanding, and the warm friend-
liness of his neighbors, Frank's
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fear began to diminish slowly,
his animal instinct to hide les-
sened, ardhis thourshts were turn-
ing to helping others and to im-
proving his town. No one would
ever suspect that this gentleman
was a murderer.

- - o - -

J. B, Collins, owner of the
Collins Refining Company, satbe-
fore his desk in his dark gray
business suit and gulped downan-
other pink pill. He and his asso-
ciates were confronted with a
preat problem., Business was fall-
ing and sales were dropping. No
one had been able to suggest any
solution., As J. B. sat there, he
thought of something, perhaps
just the idea theyneeded to fore-
stall insolvency. A new road
had just been comnleted from Ok-
lahoma City toTulsa, a grand new
super-highway. J, B. proposed
to count the number of cars usirg
the highway and to award five
hundred pallons of gasoline to
the 10,000th car to 1leave the
turnpike at the Tulsa gate, Thus
e would publicize his ailing in-
dustry, and the only cost would
be the gasoline. He leaned back
in his chair, his thoughts lost
in anticipation of the plan's
success.

Jean and Frank sat in their
cozy living room bya wam friend-
ly fire. The two of them often
sat here and read or talked,
They talked about everything
from the caterpillar that Suzy
had discovered, to whether the
president should vote the latest
bill. Everything, that 1is, but
that one big issue. But tonight
the sub ject had been brousht up,
and the very mention of it seemed
to turn the fire into a hissing
red snake, and the draperies irto

ghostly arms reaching out for
them, The talk of his years in
jail, thebreak, and o his chang-
ing his name from Malenti to Mil-
ler had come as a result of an
article Jean had seen 1in the
evening paper. Just a tiny ar-
ticle, but Jean gave an involun-
tary pasp as she read the small
black type. Together they read
the article which revived the
memories he had long tried to
forget, the article telling of
the death of Martha Hastings.
As Frank and Jean talked, reliv-
ing the horrid details, they never
heard the 1light knock on the
door, nor the slight squeak it
made as it opened to admit fif-
teen-year-old Darleen, who had
come to find out if they wanted
her to babysit for them next
Wednesday evening, Darlene had
knocked, and when no one had an-
swered, she had walked in, as she
had done so many times before,
She heard their voices, andwalked
toward the living room, intend-
ing to call out. But hearing the
tones, somehow she kept quiet.
She stood there silent, not iu-
mediately realizing the serious-
ness of the words she heard. As
the awful truth came to her, she
decided to flee, but Frank heard
her as she walked toward the
door.

With the speed of a cat, he
jumped up and separated Darlene
from the exit. It was hard to
tell in this little scene wlowas
the most frightened of the three
Darlene shook with fear, she knew
she was at the mercy of one who
had killed before, and might do
it again. Jean was afraid for
her husband and children, aswell
as for Darlene. Frank was more
afraid than any of them, but
fear was nothing new to him., He
was afraid of himself, of what
he had done, and of what he might
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do. He was afraid of his ruined
life if Darlene should reveal his
secret. Four humans were at the
mercy of this fifteen-year-old
girl, yet shewas trembling before
all of them. As Darlene stood
before him, her hair black as
that of his own Suzy, Frank knew
that he could never harm this
young girl. It was not Darlene's
fault that she had learned of
his awful past.

He walked slowly toward the
door. His hand grasped the knob,
turned it, and with a thrust he
pulled open the door.

"Go home, Darlene," hesaid,
his voice firm, yet the high-
pitched undertones gave away his
anxiety. Darlene paused for only
a second, then ran out the door.
She ran the whole way home, where
she burst into tears iIn her mo-
ther's arms.

Jean and Frank knew that
they must leave this town which
had been theonly worthwhile part
of their 1lives. If they could
find a new town where ro one knew
them, perhaps they could still
save the childrents future happi-
ness. Jean wakened Suzy and car-
ried the sleeping Billy to the
car. Frank got Jean's coat, they
got in the car, he stepped on
the accelerator and they sped
away. Frank was running away,
yet never inhis life had he such
a feeling of facing things. He had
given up his happy home for one
girl. He had sacrificed his life
for the life of another. Yet he
would not have it any other way.

Frank did not speed, for he
knew that the quickest way toat-
tract police was to make a cause
for them to be there. He drove
slowly and cautiously, but with
the haste that a trapped being
uses when he faces something

that is new and yet 1s the same
thing that he has feared .for
years. Neither o them said any-
thing as their car swung left to
enter the Oklahoma City-Tulsa
Turnpike.

Now was the time that the
day ended. The sun still had a
rosy glow, but the gray fog of
night was beginn'ng to envelope
the sky. The car with the two
de jected adults and their small
children pushed award, away from
the town which had housed and
protected them. The road was
heavy with traffic, but no more
than usual. The car's headlights
reflected off some distant ob-
jeects. They - were approaching
the Tulsa gate. Frank realized
that something. unusual was hap-
pening. A black car stood out
from the rest. Not the car
alone, but its uniformed driver,

Continued on page 31
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"It is the slow encroachment, word by word,.
of sleep upon the wakened mind...".

R. P. Blackmur
"Scarabs for the Living", VIII

"Good morning, Bill." I
" was one of the few in the store
privileged to call W. H. Lowder-
milk, Jr. by this familiar term.

"Hello,there, Mr. Standly."

We entered the high-cell-
inged,tiered interior o the book
store, familiar as an old shoe.
It was not a bright,modern store.
It was dark, 2lmost medieval,
except for a counter to one side
upon which were kept the garish,
glossy paper-backs. At the other
side, the print section offered
a nleasing contrast,very English
and antique-looking. The desks
on the balcony in the rear of the
store were barely visible to us
as we gstepped in. That was the
only place in the store where the
efficiency, forms, and dictums
of modern merchandising had been
able to obtain a foothold.

In the few years I had beer
here, I had grown to love those
rows of shelves, back to back,
reaching to the ceiling.... the
glass-enclosed cases for the more
expensive leather-bound books and
limited editions.... the rolling
ladders for one to go up ten feet
to obtain packets of letters or
unbound manuscripts.... the huge
cabinets where the maps and prints
were kept flat.

I settled Dback at my desk
and spent that morning ordering
maps from a correspondent in New
York. I enjoyéd this kind of

2ly

work; it was like being a child
turned loose in a toy sotre. Not
a great many customers were coming
into the store that day; it was
past the time of year when we had
many students buying up the text
books.

Around the middle of the
afternoon, I was lounging at my
desk,having finished my orcdering.
The boss-man was out, and I was
on sales duty. There hadn't
been a customer in:over half an
hour and Iwas nearly asleep when
I heard footsteps aathe linoleum
floor in front of my desk.

"May I help you?"
"No, no, thank you."

It was a young man and woman,
I'd say in their twenties. They
belonged to one of the largest
categories of our customers :
‘those who just come in and look
around because fhey have nothing
better to do. They were Dboth
somewhat seedy-looking;the young
man haé on a worn covert over-
coat and 2n ordinary grey felt
hat. The young woman wore the
working-girl's uniform. It was
painfully obvious that they were
"struggling  together.” They
looked 1like they had perhaps
married too early and were now
aged beyond their years. They
would never get out of their
grubby little world. I shuddered
as I thought how much chance
there was of my doing so.
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I watched them look up and
down the Modern Library counter
and swung back to my view of the
street outside and watched that
sector of life, From time to
time, I heard them as they wan-
dered around the store. They
seemed to be talking every once
in awhile of nothing of conse-
quence. They wandered up toward
me and I watched them idly as
they glanced over the prints.

I was startled when I looked
at the young man's face and saw
the tension there., It was not a
violent or harsh tension, but a
steady, wearing, grinding oppres-
sive tension. The set of his
mouth, the skin drawn over his
cheek-bones, the abstracted look
in his eyes was unnerving. The
girl moved about with an all too
obvious air of preoccupation.
They spoke of nothing but the
prints, making idle and absurd
remarks, trying to laugh at some
of the more stupid ones. They
moved on; I watched them and saw
the tension that I hadrt noticed
before in the way they carried
themselves.

It had been a disturbing
scene, ot exciting or maddening,
only provocative. My eyes were
wide open now; I looked at the
world outside the door with more
perception now at the store with
more concern and interest, and
at my 1life from an unfamiliar
and unpleasant perspective., I
felt the depression that unguided
acuteness of the mind sometimes
brings on.

The couple drifted
along the shelf behind me. They
were. looking over some contem-
porary poets. I could hear the
man pick up a volume and begin
talking about its author. He
was baiting her; I could hear in
his voice that he knew she didn't

down
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like the poet. He was.enjoying
himself and it irritated him that
she wasn't. He began to quote
from the book; he forced her to
a general statement on modern
poetry and received it with a
cutting remark followed quickly
by an apology. They talked for
a moment on this and then moved
on, silent, but the chip was more
precariously situated than be-
fore.

When next I glimpsed them,
they were at the far end of one
of the great shelves. They were
talking quietly but earnestly.
I couldn't hear their conversa-
tion but I saw in their gesticu-
lations that they were arguing
intensely over some small matter.
Suddenly, the young man wheeled,
shot back, "Forget it!"and walked
away as fast as he could without
drawing attention. But mine had
already been drawn into their
drama.

Continued on page 32
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The House was built in 1798,
It was a beautiful house of the
times, large and drafty, and it
stood far back from the road.

It was the center of 1local so=-
ciety, and there were always
parties and balls for the elite

to attend, But gradually, over
the years, the bright fires of
activity died out, leaving only
embers that soon were to extin-
guish themselves,

The house, like all those
of its time, was located on a
large, wooded estate. And the
first owner, who loved the house
and its surroundlngs, left pro-
visions in his will so that when
he died, the house and its es-
tate were to be kept up exactly
as they were left; that nothing
be changed; nothing new be added.
And, as the years wore on, the

country around the estate be-
came built up. Queenstown, only
a small village in the latter

18th century, became a thriving

city.
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Then came the Atom War--and

Uu

rows of square
actly alike,

structures, ex-

And finally there came the
Nuclear War which caused the
near destruction of the Earth.
Around the estate ( which for
some strange reason had never
known the ravages of war ) were
built long oblongs of concrete-
and-lead buildings.

But through 4t all, the
House remained the same.

The captain was a young man
who, like all of his generation,
believed in efficiency. It was
not odd, therefore, that he un-
covered records of the. House.

"General, that house should

be investigated. It is extremely
odd that a house of its vintage
should survive the wars of our

time when all else has crumbled.
And may I ask why, until.I dis-
covered its presence, no one even
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knew of its existence? It's not
fifteenminutes flightfrom here "

"Calm down, captain, before
I forget myself. It will be in-
vestigated--by youl"

"But," thecaptainwassghast,
"it's radiocactive out there!t"

"Exactly," explainedthegen=-
eral, "why no one knew of the
house. No one ever goes outside
any more. And why should they?
The humanrace lives under-ground
for the most part now. Only we
military remain on the surface.

But don't worry;--we've gotsuits .

for you and your men."

The blades of thehelicopter
slowed to a stop, and the copter
landed just outside of the still

wooded estate. The captain se-
cretly marvelled that anything
still grew in this desolated

radioactive wasteland.

The grounds werebordered by
an old, old fence. It had given
way in places, but was remark-
ably intact. Directly in front
of the 'copter was a gate and
through i 3 the men gcouldsee a
pathway leading back througn the
house 1itself was out of view,
being hidden by a rise.

The day was a sunny one, and
the trees were green with spring
foliage. The captain was begin-
ning to enjoy the day. It would
be almost pleasant if he weren't
bothered with the heavy suit.

But hemarchedforward, blast-
ed down the gate, and 1led his
men up the path. As they pro-
gressed, the men stopped talking
and the scene took on an oppres-
sive air. As he puzzled, he re-
alized that no longer were- the
trees green and beautiful; the
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woods were dark and dismal, . and
as they maprched on, the ground
became covered with leaves.

The men began complaining;
they were tired, and they had
marched for halfen hour in heavy
suits, suits weighing over forty
pounds. They were unused to such
gtrain. Finslly they stopped.
One man looked at his ‘'counter.,

"Hey! This place ain't ra-
dioactive atall " The men looked
at their own geiger -zounters.
It was true; the count was al-
most zero. MI'll be d---=-- L How
do you figure that?" said an-
other of the men. "I'm leaving
my sult right herel!"™ The others
followed his lead, and socon all
ineluding the captain were free
of the cumbersome affairs.

Then one of those who had
looked eahead shouted: "C'mon!
I can see the house just the. other
side of this rise," The men were
running now. They were anxious
to get to this, the object of
their long and tiring march.

It seemed to be getting war-
mer and the captain was glad he
hed shed his suit. He wa)ked
onto what he knew +to be a porch
and knocked at the large ocak-pan-
elled door. He really didn't
expectan answer, and wasn't sur-
prised to find the door loose.
He led the men in, s&nu tiey began
to searchthe place. The men were
curious, since this was the first
time any hadseen, let alone been
in, a pre-war house.

Inthe course of his search,
the captain discovered the win-
dows. He was fascinated. Then
as he lookedoat, he noticed that
the leaves were no longer on the
ground. The trees were green}

Continued on page 29



Morass--Continued from page i
shirt sleeve, He confidently
closed his eyesas Huntz prepared
toinject the sleep drug, flinched
a 1little as the needleentered
his arm, and then watched trust-
ingly asthe Doctor picked up the
syrince containingthe shock drug
that would dispel his nightmares
forever.

His lookof trust changed to
one of horror as Huntz suddenly
purpled, and doubled over in a
violent coushing fit. The Doc-
tor was having one of his faint-
ing spells, and as he slumped to
the floor, the needle containing
the precious drug slipped from
his hand and rolled across the
carpet.

"No I" screamedSpears as he
scrambled off the cquch and stum=
bled toward the needle. ™Must
inject drug! Mustl "he babbled.

The sleep drug was already
taking hold of him and his move-
ments were those of a drunken
man. He fell forward, groped
blindly until his hand closed
over the syringe.

" tPFpaid to die, 'Fraid, "
he murmured as he 1lifted the
needle. Blackness swept over his
brain in waves, andwith his last
remainingz ow.ce of strength he
jabbed the syringe downward to-
ward his wrist. Thensedle shat-
tered against his watchband and
the precious 1lifeciving drug
spilled out over the ec-rpet,
stainingita shiningyellow, "MNo,"
he whimpered, "no, please."

The blackness engulfed hime
He was running, runningdown

a long dark +tunnel with no end
and no beginning. Thething pur-
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sued him, he could hear the soft
pad of its many clawed feet as
they struck the slime umder-
neath. He ran with the egoniz-
ing slowness that comes only in
a dream, and the thing behind
closed the distance between them.
The tunnel wasvaguely illuminated
from an unknown source, and the
ceiling dripped water onto the
floor. The thing behind him was
close now, very close. He could
feel its foul, fetid breath on
the back of his neck. The stench
filled his nostrils, gagging him
and sickening him. The thing was
almost upon him now, another in-
stant ande=-=—==--

A hairy talon closed over
the back of hisneck andhe scream-
ed and screamed and screamed.

Karl Gould '55

J @1 d;eryszn%

I am the sketchbook of God,

The stars, the waters, the land.

I live in the minds of men
everywhere.

I am their hopes, fears,

Their wants, their loves,

Their everythinge.

am the song of the world,
begin, I end,

start, I finish.

am everywhere.

see all, I hear all,
know all, I do all.
am everything,

am all.

Bob Ferguson '56
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The 01d House - Continued from

page <7

The captain didn't like this
place. It was large, multi-sto-
ried and flimsy. He had all the
information he needed., There was
no use wasting furthertime here.
The captain wanted to go=~and
fast |

He called to his men--funny,
they'd beenawfully quiet for the
last few minutes--but no one an-
swered. 'He calledagaine Fear
and angerwereinhis voice. Where
were they? Damn them, they'd
better come a-running when he
called! But therewereno answers
tohis frantic calls. Well, he'd
had enough of thisplaces Men or
no men, he was leaving. Andthor-
oughly fed up and not a little
scared, the captain -walked out
the front door. And sat down
rather abruptly.

Directly in front of him
was what he had once seen Iin a
museum=-back when they had any-
thing called a buggy. It wasnot
antique ' as was the one he had
previously seen; it waswellworn,
but newish looking. Feeling as
though he:had been kicked in the
stomach, the captain ran up the
path. It seemed only
shock that hissuit was not where
he had left it.

But thenhe hadnoticed that the
leaveswere m the ground again. And
the captain, all semblance of
dignity gone, bolted down the
path. As he ran, thelightseem-
ed to flicker,as ifa giantcandle
was to be held high up in the
sky. He didn't notice the in-
termittant piles of leaves as he
stumbled through them,

And strangely, it did not
take long--not over five minutes
--before he approached the edge
of the woods.

a minor-
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He glanced fleetingly at the
gate, searching for thehelicopter

-eand did a double-take. The
gate was not old; blasted--but
newl

And thenhe looked beyond the
gate--seeing for the TirsE time
the town of Queenstown in the
distance.

EPILOGUEr==memmeeme———a e amm————

And though they wondered at
the strange thing that had hap-
pened, the people of Queenstown
buried the body of the strangely-
clothed man in their churchyard
on that day of June the third,
1799.

Ted White '56
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Speed-continued from page 19 (3) =x'=x=vt
at a speed other than 186,000 . 1-(v2/c2)
miles a second.

(L) tr=t=(v/c2)x
There are severalfairly sim=- 1-(ve/ce)

ple equations that explain all

this. In them we designate the (5) m'=

length of our moving body while 1-(ve/c2)

"at rest" as x, its width as jy, ‘

and height as™ z, and the rate of Whether you want to bother

its clocks as t; and, we then with these or not 1is your own

designate its length while mov- choice; Jjust remember, they're

ing as x', itswidth as T Theight simpler than they look. Under

as z', and rate of clocks as t'. any circumstences, it's just as

Have v be its speed, and cbe The if Nature put a huge sign up in

speed of 1light; also have m be the wmiverse, SPEED LIMIT 186,000

its mass at rest, and m' be " its MPS.

mass at rest, and m' be its mass

moving.

(1) y'=y (2) z'=z Steve Stephens '56
R ]

Deep Sea Fishing-continued from
page 17

blue shape was up close eno@ghy ‘

he gaffed in the large hoo/j:-g?ﬁ‘\

wrestled him up over the “Sfern N\

into the large bait compartment.- SULpT g =5

It was a splendid specimen ‘of a the~dock, all people fishing

wahoo, brother to the king mack=- nearby came to examine our catch.

erel - They were awed when they saw our

marlin. We hung up our catch and

After this we hauled in a proudly took pictures. The mate

large . barracuda, two bait size was to take care of the marlin

bonita, shout fifteen pounds each, and to see him smoked. So we

and a big white marlin, about stuffed the mackerel in the trunk

two-hundred fifty pounds. The and headed home, tired, but with

marlin took two hours o exhaust- pride anda feelingaof accomplish-

ing, ine-burning struggling, but ment.,

what a prize. We used the block

and tackle and a boom to haul Ray Rollins '56
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from page 23.
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It Might Have Been - continued

and most of all the letters on
the side door, Oklahoma State Po-

lice, flashed before Frank. His
nerves vibrated like a tightly
wound spring that has just been

released. The palms of hishands
grew cold and clammy. He pulled
to a stop at the gate with all

sorts of questions shooting 1like
plercing needles through his
brain. Had Darlenealready called
the police? Were these people
going to take him back to that
cell?

When he heard the man at
the gate say, "Would you pull
over to the side for a minute,
sir?", Frank's foot hit the ac-
celerator like a lightning bolt
and the carwas off. Speed, speed,
and more speed. The police car
followed close behind him, its
wailing siren filling the air.
Somewhere ahowling coyote joined
in the ghostly music. Two soli-
tary cars sped throughthe night,
one the hunter, the other the
hunted. The strange thing was
that the hunters were not aware
of their role. They were only
chasing aftersomedriver to tell
him that he had driventhe prize-
winning car through the Tulsa
gate, and who was now getting
into a lot of trouble avoiding
the prigze.

Frankhad taken all he could,
he had finally reached the break-
ing point. He did not know what
to do, he was no longer able to
think rationally. He wished
that Jean, Suzy, and Bill were
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not in this with him. He wished,
he hoped, he prayed, and he sped
faster down the dark road. He
swerved to the lef't with a force
that threw Jecan against the cer
door. The logwasé growing thick-
er and thicker, until the very
road was almost swallowed upe.
The fog had sweallowed up some-
thing more. Neither Frank nor
Jean noticed the roadside sign,
"Warning ! Bridge Out i It was
only a split sccond..before it
happened. Suddenly the road
disappeared from beneath then,
and it wes like sinking into the
depths of nothingness.

The rain slowly drizzled
down the window. Upon awakenlng,
Daerlene had gotten her breakfast,
yet she had not felt like eating.
Last night she had told her par-
ents the whole story between sobs.
Her mother and father had talked
it over for a long time. They
knew Frank wes a reformed man,
they thought of all the good he
had done for their town. They
were the kind of people who took

a man for what he was, not for
what he had been. Both knew taat
just as Frank could not harm
their daughter, neither could
they destroy his entire 1life
withh one phone call to the po=-
lice. Yes, they agreed, in the

morning they would go and reas=-
sure Jean and Frank that what
Derlene had overheardwould never
be revealed.

Darlene toyed with her egg,
then slowly took a bite. List-
lessly she picked up the morning
paper. As she readthe headlines
she knew, and as she knew, the
rain ceme down harder and harder,
the sky became grayer and more
dismal, and the day was blacke.

Linda Stahl '56



By the Licht of the Moon - Con=- -

feqo} off. By then the observatory
would be dark.

fifteen 'second
delay? Very simple.  When Venus
ard the moon met, the astrono-
mérs would gather colsely:-around
the telescope. The fifteen sec-
onds - merely cave them time to
move nesr the telescope and thus
nezar the bomb.

But why the

"Anexcellent murder weaponl!
Something only a brilliant mind
likemine would nonceive'"thouﬂht
the murderer, as he lay outside
in the grove. "They deserve to
die! To think of Professor Wil-
son ~ivinz the appointment to
Jackson just because of my argu-
ment with him! I was the logiecal
choicel... If onlyit will clear
off ané the moon will come out
so they ean die .... Ahl 1It's
clearing now "

The moon came out from the
clouds just fifteen nminutes be-
fore its rendezvous with Venus.
But in a minute it was back in
the cloucs, this time for good.

Disappointed, the astrono-
mers left the observatory. The
murderer, disapnointedfor a cdif-
ferent reason, waited untilafter
they had left and thenapproached
the observatory dome. I was go-
ing to remove his device, to pre-
vent its discovery, and to save
it fora later application. Broken-
hearted,but,with an "If at first

you con't sucveed try, - try a-
gain"™ attitude, he climbed up
to the dome. Knowing the main

doors would be locked,he had im-
medistely rone to the huge shut-
ters on +the dome. When these
shutters were opened, it was
through them that the telescope
was aimed,
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The moon was out again, and
as he worked on the weak lock of
the shutters, 1its light shone
down on his back, Straining, he
pushed the shutters open, and
pausing a moment to admire the
moonlight reflected in the tele-
scope's lens, dropped =silently
into the observatory. He walked
quickly to the telescope.

His arm was reaching for the
bomb as 1t exploded.

Steve Stephens '56

Word By Word - Continued from

page 25

The girl set her
walked in another direction. In
a short while, they were together
and talking, and I knew tke thread
was wearing; soon they would be
released into the Purgatory of a
mental duel with one's better
half.

He turned away again with,
"ALL RIGHT, damn it ™ and started

to walk fast toward the door.
The girl came after and grabbed
his sleeve violently and faced

him with an anger that cows the
stoutest. They exchanged their
blows in hot, urgent, awful whis-
pers., Soon the young man could
no longer talk but just clarmped
his jaw to hold back the flood
of oaths that would have wilted
an oak, I felt every muscle in
my body tighten as I was drawn
into this violent contest of wills,
Finally, the girl hissed a "damn"
through her teeth end strode out
of the store, The young ran
stayed, gripped by a violence of
passion I could only imagine. I
watched him as he walked about
the store. . . freezing cold and
burning hot. His eyes shone
through his l1ids like hot coals,
they saw nothing, they betrayed

jaw and.

o O e B e

e YO IO e WO I



B L D Mo Mo

07//7/‘5

Having passed the glass road
And left the silver endless thread
0f ecstasy behind me

Renounced.., .

I pass now through dark woods
Cold, hopeless, my life--these wWoods.
I breathe a prayer,

Forgive me.

no sign of reason....reason had
left him. He stalked about, taut
as a drum, his clenched <fists
thrust in his pockets, and then
he too strode out the door.

I sat for welloveran hour,
haunted by the cruel, violent
vignette I hed witnessed....the
lookin his eyes I would not socn
forget; I wouldthinkof them when
the imageaof a torn, turgid, tor-
mented soul was called for. The
strain in that 1lean, young-old
face stampeditself onny memory...
the anger and fright of that
girlts face.

I went home that night with
my mind beneath clouds, thunder-

heads. I was saddened to the
point of despair.
"Hello, dea How'd jyou

get along toda‘9"

My heart went,
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Keren Brock '55

outtomy wife eagerly, hopefully.

"oh, that stupid receiving
clerk drove me crazy. I've got
such a headache..."

dear. Let me
I'll fix dinner for

"I'm sorry,
fix dinner.
you.."™

"No, nos " I'1l do'dip."

UBnt S Iieent..

"plcese! Just forget about
1t. T cam Take care of it."

I said nothing and sat down
in my cheir, and allowed but a
single tear to squeezZeout of the
corner of my eye.

Dick Fisher 155




The Broom-continued from page 5

Ter near, no one was surprised
tosee our previous acquaintances
there. They had set up a neat,
immaculatetent forshelter. For
cooking they " had a small fire
laid anda piledf freshly chopped
wood stacked up. They were not
bustling around, though, but just
sat there staring vacantly at
nothing.

We began to gather wood for
our own fire when oneof the boys
from the other camping party came
over, as 1f delegated Dby the
others to come. The boy went
nervously to our counselor and
asked sheepishly, "Hsve you got
a match?"

Rob Coe '56

The Summer Starlings-continued
~— “from page 9

"Always I'm alone," she
thought. "Always I sit here and
wait for George." Cyd rose and
slowly entered the cahbin. She
gazed at herself in the full
length mirror her husband had
bought for her the first summer
the were married. Then she walked
into the kitchen and began pre-
pering dinner. A flamingo flew
by overhead. . .

That evening Cyd didn't
notice any change in George!s
attitude. Nor, as summer wore

on, dld she find anything unusual
in his frequent trips to town,
for George was a restless man.
She never saw the bills for the
bits of jewelryhe bought Vanessa.
She did not learn of his long
distance talks with his lawyers.
She knew only a bitter emptiness
being married to the man she
loved, end yet not beinghis wife.
June end July passed in this man-
ner.
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On a bright day in August a
green convertible droveédlong the
beach. In the saillbost, Vanessa
glanced et it. She turned to
George.

"I've never seen that car
before.- I wonder whose it 1is.
Vacationers generally go toresorts
this time of the year."

"T don't know, Van. The car
looks .expensive."

"I1d love to heve one like
it, darling."

"When my divorce comes through
we'll .be married. I'll give you
one for a wedding present. If
Cyd doesn't demand too much ali=-
mony, that is."

"You seid she wouldn't con-
test a divorce." :

"True, but Cyd has no way to
support herself, and the courts
would be zenerouswithher. That's
why I want to wait until weleave
to start actions. An 'other wo-
man! might make it hard for me.
I couldn't efford tooc much and

still keep you as well as you
deserve."

"You're an angel, George.,
How I do-love you," she said,

kissinghis brow. Her.mind raced,
"Alimony! That would take a lot
of his bankroll ("

Cyd watched the convertible.
She raiseden eyebrow as it turned
into the drive and stopped. She
raised the other as the occupant
stepped out. He was a tall young
man, rether nice-looking, and
richly dressed.

i I e P



"vou're Mrs. George Martin,
aren't you?"

"Yes. Won't you sit down?"
Cyd thought of the plain dress
she was wearing and wished she

looked better. The youth took
a seatfacing her, and introduced
himself.

"I'm Ken Harvey. The old
man at the general store in town
said you or your husband could
direct me to the spot where the
sailboatsare kept. I just bought
one and I'd like to try it out
as gsoon as I can. OCyd noticed
a spoiled look about his mouth,
"Probably from having a silver
spooninit toolong," she thought.
Absently she wondered if he'd
ever been denied anything.

"I can, but the directions
are a bit too complicated to re-
membereasily. I'll get a pitcher
of lemonace ancu some paper to
copy them on." She walked into
the cabin, picked up a sheet of
stationery, a pitcher, and hur-
riedly dabbec some powder on her
face. When she returned, she
was glad she had done so. With-
out watching she knew Harvey's
eyes were assessing her figure,
studying her proportions. It
gaveher a strange feeling. "He's

never been denied anvthing he
wented. Anything!" she decided.

It felt unusual to be looked on
as a wWoman. . « « George stared
right through her,. if he noticed
her at all.

"I do hope you didn't go to
any trouble for me, Mrs.Martin,"
remarked the young blueblood.

"Not at all,but please call
me Cyd," she replied, thinking,
"He thinkshe's a regular mariner
in histailored sailor's outfit."

Harvey 1listened carefully
as Cycd explained the directions
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she wrote on the paper, but his
eyes wanderedé over her. Heasked
mentally, "How old are you,
Sweetheart? Thirty-five? Put
on a sharp dress. anda little eye
make-upand you'd bea dollI bet."

Cyd sighed with relief when
Ken Harvey left, then wondered
why. Walking by the mirror on
the way to the kitchen, she glanced
ather reflection and dropved the
empty lemonade pltcher in surprise.
She gathered her skirt up around
her hips and pretended that she
was wearing high heels. Strol-
ling leisurely back andforth she
studied herself, realizing thet
the youth's stares had put her
in an entirely different frane

of mind.
"I'm good-looking, really!
That--that wonderful wolf ! He

showed me I'm still attractive.
If only George--" Herexcitement
paled -and shelet. her skirt fall.
"Why act like a school girl be-
cause some junior Lothario who-
ought to be spanked ogled you?"
She wearily picked up the broken
pitcher end startedto fix dinner.

During the remainder of
August and half of September, a
new sail was visible along the
Keys. Ken Harvey took his boat
out regularly, filled with the
happiness of & new toy in his
possession, but by the end of
that time his competence more
than equalled his earlier thrill
and he became bored. Gliding
easily over the water, another
boat nosed close me day, afford-
ing him one glimpse of a tall
girl with raven hair. He turned
ebout and chased thesmaller ves-
sel. Coming abreast of it he
yelled a challenge to race, hoo-
ing to see her again, bul the
person to shout back was a mane.



He declined the invitation and
headed towards the shore. HKen
shrugged and continued, but the
memory of her appearance, lolling
against the mast, made him note
the other's destinatione. The
little island was dull. Black
hair and tanned skin were pleas-
ant viewinge. o« o o

Next morning he brought his
boat into the harbor next to
George's. Vanessa stood on the
bow, her raven hair glossy about
her shoulders, her scarlet swim-
suit shining in the sunlight. He
waved toher and she smiled back.

"What's your rame, beautiful?"
"Vanessa., What's yours?"

"Ken Harvey. Waiting for

someone 2"

"Maybe." She looked at his
costly clothes, a huge emerald
glitteredm his finger. "Maybe
not. Why do you ask?" >

"I thought youmight be hunt-
ing for that middle-aged guy you
were sailing with yesterday.
He's toodld fora dish like _yous.

"He's nice, George 1is, but
I prefer younger men.'

"How about goingfor a spin
with re?"

"No tricks. A %irl can't
walk back from a boat.’ -

"Would you want to?"

Vanessa eyéd his ‘emerald
~again., "Wealthy;" she thought.

"I doubt 1t,"

"Hop in théﬁ,'baby,'"cause
I can showyou 'a real good time ("
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"Just a minute. We can't
let George get jealous. I'll
have to leave & note." She scri-

.bbled a message, propped it on

the bow of George's boat, and
then climbed into Harvey's. He
grinned andtook the tiller. The
boat glidedsilently away. Over-
head a flamingo flew bye. The
harsh cries of the seagulls slow-
ly ceased. Far to the south a
radiochattered warningof impend-
ing devastations o« o

George Mertin strode to his
boat, filled with the excitement
of meeting Vanessa again. With
puzzled disappointment he read
the note.

"Why would Ve. go to town
when I'm going to take her out to
the fishing fleet. Said sne'sbe
gone all day, too." He frowned
and crumpled the note. With a
burst of jeszlous anger he ran
from the wharf, determined to
wait forber return. "She didn't
go to townl That kid in the
fancy sailboat took her awajylil"
He mounteda dune, where he could.
watch her cabin, and sat down,
blindly furious.

Afternoon wore on. Clouds
gathereds. « o o

Cyd rumaged around in her
closet, for want of anything bet-
ter to do. Her 1little radio
hummed merrily. So engrossed
was she in unearthing the souven-
ers of pastsummers that she didn't
hear the worried voice of a news-
caster describing a fast-moving
hurricane. The music blaredforth.
Cyd reached over and turned off
the set, hauling a vermillion
suit out of thecloset as she dide.
She dusted 1t off throughly,-
then laughed. It was a costume
forgotten many years before and

o e oo™l
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had a short skirt.

"How out of style can you
get?" she giggled. "I left this
behind in *Lb6. I was geing to
wear it driving north, then
changed my rind and wore a dress
T had already packed. This just
stayed. Poor little suit, I was
heartsick for you, but next year
you were old hat., I didn't even
look at ycu. I wonder 1if you
stil1l fit."

She tried it on. It fit
smoothlyover her hips, the brili-
ant color emphasizing her blonde
good looks. She laughed again.
"My figure is the same as it was
eight years ago. George will be
home soonif it stays dark. Maybe
--maybe he'll think it's funny
too. He liked the color."

o o © o o

Small-craft warnings went
UPe s o o o

The sky washeapedwith murky
clouds, The wind grew stronger.
George peered at the darkening
horizon as a sailboat tied up to
the wharf, Ken Harveyand Vanessa
stepped out. They ran to her
cabin, dodging the first drops
of rain. The small house was
soon shuttered and closed. No
light showed anywhere. George
leaped to the front door and
pounded on it. Only a high laugh
answered him. Huge palms began
to sway and creak.

"Jezabeli"he screamed. "All
you ever wanted was my rmoneyt I
hate yout I hate youl" Hurling
epithets at the shrieking winds
he dashed away; blind, jilted
lover.

Hurricane?! Great sheets of
water, windwhipped, wild; gray
ocean, -seething, rising to the

thresholds of the cabins. George
Martin - struggled on, - bucking
the stingingspray and sand. -His
sense of direction was entirely
lost. Palm trunks crashed around
him, as he sought haven. There
was a light 1in the distance: a
lantern, held by some person who
had braved the storm. Who? His
intellect was dulled. He clawed
his way toward the faint gleam.

The figure sheeled, its cry
lost in the gale. Then she was
in his arms. He had to shout to
meke himself heard across six
inches of searing wind.

n Cyd '°"

"Georget The storm} It's
the worst in a decade! The radio
went dead--I had ©&to find you--I
love you, Georgei"

He held her against him to
protecther. Tbgether they headed
toward their sturdy cabin. . .

The islandwas bathed in sun-
shine. Trees lay where they had
fallen. Everything had a fresh,
clean look. A lone car drove
along the causeway, traveling
toward the mainland.

"Phe storm isover,"Cyd said.

"Tn roreways thanone, said
George.

"Silly, that's what I meant."

"Lord," thought George . "she's
beautiful. More beautiful than
any cheap black-haired witch
could possibly be!" She leaned
against him,her blondehair glow=-
ing like a halo. "We're young,"
he realized. "We're young. We
could try again. She might not
lose her baby a. second time.
What an idiot I've beent"



The Breasm T

I dresmed of a wondrcus, wondrous ship
Afloat on a silvery sea, \

And bathe the light.of the magical ‘mocn

It sailed gy visio td re ;
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"George?" "Then pull over. We've a
lot of tire to make up for.'

"Yes, angel?"

the surmer
strange

They came like

"There was a brunetteon the starlings, driven by a

island, wasn't there? Would you corpulsion,migrating byinstinct.
prefer a brunette?" In a sense they were birds them-
selves, lacking only flight as

"I'm partial Gto blondes, they wandered in search of a
Blondes in vermillion suits that nest. Tire stocd still for them
just reach the knees." now, and the spell of the Keys
came over them. A flamingo

For a minute orso the sedan
weaved dizzily. George grinned.

"Don't you know better than
to kiss the driver while the
vehicle is in moticn?"

soared above two pecople learn
the magic of love, the secHEE®
marriage. A loon echoe@ dts
haunt ing farewell. . . . .

Kasha Larew "56
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