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ACR

turned up the collar of my
coat and snuggled farther
down into it, as the wind
grew stronger and sharper. 3 ¢
was pacing up and down before 3
smalf rai%way station in a large

German city during World War I1I,
The watery sun tried to pierce
the grey clouds with its feeble
rays, attempting to send warmth
to the bleak scene below.

The city stretched for miles
away to my left, looking like a
battered toyland on which some
child had stepped. There was
hardly any movement anywhere.
Except for the twitterings of a
rageged little sparrow pecking at
some dirty cruumbs in the gutter,
a strange silence settled over
the world and tle city around me.

Abruntly, the solitude was
shattered by the sound of march-
ing feet and harsh voices shout-
ing orders. Turning around, I
saw a line of men and women
driven toward the station by 2
half dozen soldiers. The, above
the noise of tramping feet, a
cry of anguish and sorrow reach-
ed me, reminding me of a wounded
animal.

Stranded behind the wire
netting whic enclesed tle station,
stood the lone figure of a little
boy. His hair was the color of
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damp corn and it hung down over
his face. His eyes were big and
blue giving a haunting expression
to the rest of his 1little face,
which at the moment was wet with
tears. In between the sobs that
kept choking him, he managed to
cry out, "Mamal"
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How I longed to run to him
and help him through the opening
to his mother, who was obviously
among the 1line of people. I
stood for a while and plctured
the wild joy that would selze the
little boy as he rushed through
the gates into his mother's out-
stretched arms, the tears that
would be shed.

I tried to think of other
things, knowing how useless such
thoughts werg but try as I would
those big blue eyes, bright with
tears stlll came before me. I
might have noticed how alive the
city had become Inthose few min-
utes, how the sun had become
stronger and the wind less cold,
how an odd 1leaf of one of the
few trees <fluttered down life-
lessly, but I saw only those eyes
and heard only those heart-rend-
ing cries.

I turned again to the piti-
ful scene, because I knew that

the temptation would prove to be NOTE: The section of

the conqueror of my consclence. .

I turned my back to it and ran, this page beneath the
ran as fast as I could and as P .

Par a8 I could, Irylng to get above illustration was
away. But I knew I would never cut-out

succeed, Tfor my mind would one
day turn back to that scene.
I would see again the haunting
face and hear the sorrowful cry
of a child.



FIRST SNOW

b
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Stabbing winter air,
Heavy gray sky,
Bare black branches shivering,

The sijlent world walts breathless.

they are coming,

. "swirl ing,
A 2 %o
pat tiny white snow flakes tag\%\ﬂg/
..—;_ freed, others follot:",o % \a:p\. -*'
" s “
and faster, o g\

The falling snow darkens the land;
%ﬁ muffles and sooths,

d breaks through the quiet;

Life hag come to the gray winter - de

NOTE: The lower corner of }(Lb
this page, which contained , 1 1.0 =5
the “LIMERICK,” poem by =07 Menasess,

Ann Arnold, ’58, was cut-
out. classes,



63-years after publication of this 1957 Issue
of the Penman's Palette,
Ann Arnold-Hunter, ’58,
submitted via a 29 September 2020 e-mail
her following missing LIMERICK.

There was a young girl from Manassas,
Who was always receiving passes,
At the end of the fall,

She dropped football,

After failing all of her classes.

4A



Why a3rq you throwm uhcre,
ridst »tmomts 6F 1lirht

Wit 53y 5 Ic nce rising frov wheres ;
firo stand~th forth ir the night, /;

Your beau*y so\te d0011PCf /
; do you shine : / /

Though not with & glory ‘ /
g ,

ce, ;"9’{“' gLlory,

"
And thua/gpcs Four splendor, yo
Issue ferth m, command diving.




Watersront at RIghL
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,e®s.Rose & Ly
The sun hes fled. -~ s
Once sparkling weves are murky. Ty m—
Gone &re the sweutling stevedores, T .r-'jt T
Their curses muted by time. - & | , B
‘f.—:—-—. \ l.' o \__‘
Cily waves lick solid seawsll posts. =z , >
A far-sway fcrnorn salls mournfully; e l =
A weary ancho. line creaks, =R > | D
The odors of {lsh e&nd tar permeste the sir..” )
ey \\
Slow foolsteps splinter the hush. .’1;/ ' Q
Harshly, rhythmically they spproach, 3k A
Cnly to dle sway. 7 , X
The ofiended stillness reigns, l”f \
/ |
A match flares suddenly, i
And then is snuffed out.
Its life is bequeathed to & glowing cigasrettc,
Which unduletes redly, gently.
‘. 1\
/////////-"\ ! e
> ey
~ '-)I
N, — \.
\ —
.‘
\\
A fitful wind stirs, N
Breathing the sounds of distent lsughter,
~ It carries 1In 1ts wake & scrap of papsr
And blows it Into the fillmy wetesr.

A wistful strest light flickers,

Feebly problng the depths of & gutter
And discovering a forlorn and empty bottl
Whose usefulness nas long departed.

The moody socunds, the pungent smells,
The obscure sichts, the tingling feel,
All belong to Lhe shadowed waterfront
Indifferently ewaiting the dawn,

6



1 |
1:"’_[;" I ~J
‘Ovim'T%dﬂ* "

‘{
L

across tha

LAud

1

T
oo

-0

8l @e

J ou T
" ]

11

BYMY o

1 y
tue rebel

LG

surious, '




right if he
recoiled but

don't ask?" She
said nothing. Her

son grinned at his new Ifrienc,
"Are you going to El Paso

too?"
"Yes, I am."

"Are you going to 1live
there2"

"No, not exactly., I'll stay
though."

The blonde siﬁhed and spoke
in a low drevl, I'11 te sgtay-
ing there too, et the Peso Hall
--entertaining, vou know." The
salesman moved toward her,

"Why, you're from the South,
too,"™ he said,

"Yes, suh," she answered,
"But I was born there,"

He settled back Into his
geat. ™This is a dirty 1lend,"
he =said, "Useless to everyone."

"It's dirty," agreed +ha
stranger, "It is dirt. It's
barren l1and and' ne good for
cotton or tobacco, but still
it's 1land." He 1loocked out at
the moving country as he spoke,
Crumbling mesas of stone were
surrounded by Tfields of dry,
brown yucca, low plants hugging
the ground like puffs of cotton.
There was csctus, not tall and
stately, but short leafy plants.
Some were in bloom.

The stage kept a steady
pace. The driver called to the
team occasionally to break the
monotony. A low hum came from
beneath the coach as the wheels
whirled along.

The young woman waved a fan

restlessly, feeling the heat. She
looked at the man in levis and
smiled weskly. "You'd be cooler
without that hat," he said. She
took off the flat-brimmed hat and
settled easily.

"Do you suppose they'll
ever carry the railrocad down
this far?" she asked.

"Oh, someday," he replied,
"they'll get around to _doing
most everything someday." His
companion parted his coat, dis-
playing a gun butt.

"Do you need that for In=-
dians?" asked the boy. The man
pulled his coat +tight and said
nothing.

"Is E1 Paso very big?"

asked the showgirl.

"It's no large city, but it
suits this country," replied the
stranger. "The people live fast.
I guess some paople would call
it wild. Lots of Mexlicans and
Indlans. You'll have no trouble
finding your home though."

Several
slept as the
evening. The sun

of the passengers
456 rode Into the
set, leaving

the sky 1in color. A soft rose
settled on the horizon. "That
1a all beauty," sald the young

Wwoman.

"Yes," came the reply. "It's
deep beauty. Every day ends llke
thls with the sky &ll 1lit and
pretty. It's always quiet, too,
at the end, sort of soft and
easy and still.

Ths coach slowed as it en-
tered town. The lights of the
houses shone bright in the dark-
ness, and people hurried down
the boardwalks. It stopped in
front of the depot. A doorman



helped the women out and led ma'am, Dangerous Dan. “arshall's

them toward a hotel. The boy just brought hLm in. They're
caught his mother's skirt and gonna hang him."
Eointed to a crowd by the coach.

Look!"™ She turned and saw seve- She stood and watched the
ral armed men leading the stran- departing fipgures, then turned
ger away. The other man follow- and went inslde.
ed.

A tumble weed bobbed acrnss
"What's haprening?"the boy's the street and nudced acalnst
mother asked the doorman. the stagecoach. A flurry of rod

dust spun after it.
"Why that's Danny Hackett,

SACBIRICE .,

ANnN F}Rvoom Ly

As the train pulled into the station, o
The porter came down the ailsle,
And with mercenary anticipation
Requested my bags with a smile.

I took a stand, I faced the foe,

I clenched my fist, and I said -nol

With & bag or two tucked under each arm,
And determination all over my face,

I stagpered out and with silent alarm
Saw beaming red caps all over the place.

I set my jaw, I turned around,.
I didn't look, I covered ground.

Through the torture, one goal stood before me,
And T knew I could soon relax,

For the only aspect that I could see
Was the pils of saved greenbacks.

I never fell, I saved my dough,
I made it home, my back hurts though.
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v~ am swelloweu by the bus, a

gluttlonous insect pla-

great

4L rued by continuous indigestion.
It is belechingy and groaning to
elleviate its discomfort, as it
cerewls from step to stop devour-
Ing & motley array of humen sub-
siwance. It absorbs coins and
axcroetes the waste, carrylng peo-
ple who get where thev are golng
a 1llttle older, bereft of value-
less money sand invaluable time.

llaving nothlng else to do,
I examine my fellow pessengers.
A fat women, slave Lo a voracious
sppetite, comes down the alsle.
Her bone structure ls obscured by
waves of undulating adipose tissue.

A very old man with the
mouth of & fretful child catches
ny attention by the baleful looks
he casts in the direction of his
feet. The many lines of hls face
denote gquerulous dlscontent. Af-
ter sone conslderation I realize
that his vexation is not the re-
sult of seventy o¢dd yesrs of
difficult 1life but shoes that
arg too tight.

The insect reaches my des-
tination, disrupting my reverie.



e wvaiiable wind

ae street 1s quiet; leaves

rustle lazily 1n the gutter.

Suddenly a little breeze spr-
wngs up, pleying with the leaves
and papers in the street, nudg-
ing gently the clnthes of pass-
ers-by, whispering softly to the
trees.

A change comes over the
breeze; its force increases. It
begins to moan, volume rising.
It grows stronger still, sweep-
ing the trssh along the curb
Tiercely, lashling at the bare
branches of the +trees, howling
past the people, whipping at
them with ell its energy. The
tress sway under the attack,
groening for mercy. The people

Pat Buk 58

scurry for their homes.

Shutters bang as the wind,
rusning down alleys ar . scresch-
ing around corners, cruelly buff
ets them. Rain drops mix wlth
the @ngry air and are flattened
against the pavement, The wind
goes on rending and destroying,
hurling itself at anjthlng in
its path.

Slowly the wind diminishes;
the shrieking dies out &nd fades
away. lNow, 1t begins to cry,
whimpering ever so softly. Giv-
ing the leaves one last tess, it
disappears, leaving them to set-
tle to the ground to rest once
more, undisturbed.

Ci uiel golidude

(‘.../, Ats o0 -
/e,

uiet is the still of night;
Fierce is the ocean's roar;
Brillient is the moon's light,
Throwing rays from shore to shors.

Lonely am I

As 1 dream tonight,
Watching the sky

And the sea gull's [light.

Thinking of the cne I lovs,

Far across ‘he sas,
stars cboyve
Wishing he weic w.lu

Looking at th-

me

If only I could s.il ihe blue,
I would see him ul.ore,
Explore new lanuz eni places too,

Being free, witiinuv =

cere.

Still the quiet reigns about me,

As I sit and gaze,

Listening to the -ag:ing sea,
Looking at the f¢'1my ~aves.

11



GOQDBYE

&5\1 Gm

Goocébye, smell son.
Your Grendsd 1s here.
He will take you with him
te learn to resd gnd spell ind write.
He willl give you better things
then ever our pocr hands cculd give,

Do not cryl

Would you heve yocur sister cry!

Here are some cockies for ycu va your journey,
and some to give te } whe have none.

You will socn be in your new home
ané in your cwn little room.

Think of your new, =hiny tcysl

Do not cryl

Be good, smegll son.
Lesrn each lesson well, and day by qay, .

grow tc be a bizger man. N
Forget not nature, which has been =o reod Ho _mu, ™\
Forget not the God who hes given you His blersingsy
Forget not your family, which will glways love Tnu.,s =
Goodbye. : :




$IR ROBERE
wmmas A ENIGHE

ir Robert lav
and gazed

,.;-‘, Y S the
Tire, -~ TIt » ma,"  he b"
sald, "that thin 1 re gayer

around herec," el arcund M&R‘\ \Msi

the castle room, old znd zloamy.
na r:epf;.-ﬂ satting for a roman-
tic tals, nd my daughter, a 7

* 7 . < A 1
fair maldon indesd, i!? reading S
a tockl" Allcle, used to this,
turmed the page and rasd on,

"Nowadays," he mused, "a

cnntle 1a for nothing but
worrying nhow to pay the
texes and } it nuv, I™m
afrajid I 5hnl1 haeve to lanve it
for sure,"

Aliciz pot up, swltched off

her Iiph* and csme over Cw her

fathers "Dont't vo?"}, Dad," she

gald, “you know we'll be Axl\ to

kesp the orumbling Penn-Smith
a

The honk of sn Augtin-Healy
interrupted them, and Alicia ran
down to meet her flance, Jin

Allenton, So far their engage-
ment had been quite unsatisfec-
tory as 8ir Robert would not
near ¢f their marrying so early.

He wes not particularly feond of
Jim anyway, a3 & quiet Dbook-
loving lgwywv-f;—bv was not his
ldee of & hustand for his daughter,

Sir Robart hud Dbeen afrsid
for some time, that ma
coming te a heasd, and hisz sua.
pleions were confirmed thet nizht
when he heerd Aliclata highe
pitched wvoiloe =zay ng "I mean
1t, Jim, T will =lope.

tera ware

At the Tfirat shock, 3Sir




Hobert wag Turiocus, but the
he thought, ths more pleased he
was that the palr were showing
so much spirit in defying him.
And so it happened that Sir
Tobert found out the day, de-
parture time, &nd destinetion of
the lovers.

more

A sudden {flash of lightning
1lluminated Alicia's room, show-
ing her hastily stuffing a hair-
brush into &n over-sized handbag.
The seme Ilash showed Jim urging
his battered car up the wet road
toward the castle.

dhen three stones were piled
on the window ledge, their estab-
lished signgl, Alicie ran quickly
down the stairs. BShe hastened
tc the west door, the entrance
lc the half of the castle that
a1 been closed for yeers. In-
-tzud of Jim standing thers, one

could see only & puff of smoke.
1o smoke seemed to disappesar
tLrough the door, and curiously

Alicia opened it and entered.

The smell of the ages hit
her full in tve <face, as she
ascended the steps to the main
hall. A weve ¢i horror pessed
over her ss she saw a chaln slip
around the corner of the gloomy
room. To {follow it was Impos-
sible, 88 Allcle seemed to have
lost control of her lower extre-
mities. In her excited frame of
mind, she was far from prepared
for the shock of the sound cf
steps echolng down the corridor,
and the slght of a figure in the
doorway. The room went -black,
and she <felt herself slip into
the darkness snd dust of & musty
corner,

She awoke to find Jim stepd-

ing there. He had never looked
more mild or unassuming and it

e

seemed impossible that she could
have taken him for anything so
foreboding as a ghost. As she
took hls arm, she could tell he
was shaking. Lost in the dark-
ness, they entered, finding them-
selves in a well-lighted ancient
hall, On gl sides were portraits
of the Penn-Smith family. Hand-
some and splendid they were with
their full suits of armor beneath
them.

By sheer 4inner compulsion,
Jim drew himself wup te his full
five [feet, nine inches, his
pallid face taking on a stalwarc
glow, and turned to Allcia.
Taking her by the hand, he walk-
ed down the dark corridor and
out the door with an effort
worthy of knlghthood.

Entering the courtyard, Jim
saw with dismay thet his cer wes
firmly stuck in the mud. Sud-
denly he noticed foot prints,
slowly filling with rainwater,
leading around the wall, and
down the hill. Following them,
he found they 1led to a mangy
white horse.

"I give up," he swore,
"Let's get ont of here." Lifting
the bedrs;rled Alicia up on the
horse, he mounted behind her and
masterfully rode the beast down
the hlll.

"Will Miss Alicia be down
for dinner, Sir?" Sir Robert's
lone servant sasked.

"I very much doubt it," Sir
Tiobert chuckled, hastily tucking
his wet and very muddy rfeet
under the chair. "She's been
carried away ons white charger.”

Finis
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\ The troplesl 1slend 1s changed as if swept by a 1

Alan Gayer, ‘59
1ant band. Ths lulling music of the sef
nds is stllled. In the yatal lagoon,

\lllant, exoti [fich brezk to sssk deepe

Irrevocably banished 3re ‘he warm, soothln

of the sun. Thc peanefnl lsland...waslting...sntici-
pating...The mein: i, doture protect

OWIle




Bonnie Benn, '59




63-years after publication of this 1957 Issue
of the Penman's Palette,
Bonnie Benn--Hamstreet, '59,
submitted via a 3 October 2020 e-mail
the faded unreadable words in her “MENTAL INDIGESTION” poem.

Eversince I can remember Bonnie identified teachers on previous page,

I have heard my parents say, top to bottom as follows:
That “Your school days are your best days,

They’re so light-hearted and gay.

The school days are a lot of fun,
In that they are quite right.,

But what about the agony

I go through every night?

I have to start and hit those books
And study every minute, — —

Until the time my mother says, M T aOTRA
“Now there’s your bed—get in it.” R Adevoiry el Qo

I start off with Latin

Which I do without a "Quam,”

Spelling, grammar and translation,

“Ad” means “to” and *ex” means “from.”

MRS, MARTHA CUSHING
QUAM

And next I tackle algebra
Thanks be to Mr. Snodgrass.
I fight a losing battle

In the hope that I may pass.

B.A., Univervity of Colorado
Latim, Ancient owd Medlorval Hitory

By the time I get to science

I say, “They’ve gone too far—
You're simply not going to do it!” - s
But then, “Oh yes, J-ahr.” WILLIAM D. SNODGRASS

BA., King College
Algebre, Gewerdd Matbewmetics, Applnd

Now what “Moyka'n" I possibly do?  Yerbuetio, Plow Cometos adiie
‘Cause there still is English Lit.

I'll read my three whole chapters

And that will surely be it.

So, my “school days are my best days,”

’ X 43 JAHR, INA AL
I'll agree without a question. B
lt’s the night ﬁme that | Su"er M.N., Western Reserve University
From my mental indig“tion- Spowsor of l:n:::: 'S(n wee Club

16A



SPEARSEASY

n appearance the speak-easy
was like all the rest. The
heavy oppresslve air clung to

my sticky body. The amell of
cheap, illiclt gin and tobacco
smoka blended together +to form

a sulfocating odor. I could hear
the muffled zound of music some-
where beyond the harsh nolses of
the patrons.

The dull gzlow of 1light at
tt 2 back of the room was supple-
mer.ed by an nccasional yellow
lamp. The dusty celling was
only a few inches above my head,
and flecks of dirty blue paint
cre chipping from the walls.

A3 I pushed my way toward

the bar, I was able to dlscern
my blurred 1image in a mirror
above the counter. The top of

the bar was made of an unfinish-
cqd slab of dark grey marble. I
sat on & B8tool and ordered a
drink, Inadvertantly, my foot
began to keep time to the music.
My drink was served by a melan-
choly bartender, but somehow it
no lonper interested me. Some=-
thing was different about this
Jolnt. As I sipped the foul
liquor, I tried to pinpoint its
unlqueness.

I pondered thls elusive sub-
for more than an hour with-
makine any progress. The
band took a break and I realized
that this was the unigue feature
I had sought. Spying an empty
table near the handstand, I made
my way to it and sat down.

ject
out

A few minutes later the band
began to reassemble, As they
jammed "Jazz Me Blues"™ I noticed
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the solidity and
their ensemble work. Bach musi-
cian demonstrated his ability
over the driving rhythm of a
drum and plano.

The tromboniat played with
drive, imaglination, and emotion.
As the clarinet player noodled
softly he portrayed a feeling
inexpressible in words. The
wheole rcom hvushed and 1l1istened,
It was a slow tender solio, build-
ing to a wild climex, ¢tne most
exclting solo I had ever heard.
but there was atill more Locoma.

lifted a
lips and
phrase, conveying
in a vivid, movinzg way the mood
of the music. HHis mellow tone
was never harsh or blatant, but
mently penetrated the body. It
crossed the barrier of minds and
created in me s unhappy depress-
ed emotlon. I sat entranced for
the rest of the evening,

sololst
to his

The next
silver cornet
blew & single




lestic bean

iecy myestery,
night.

IGHT

Claies Ma\f:v\

WO

en through
zhs
e,
ing.
A cold wind plercing
through the very soul,
chilling.
A frigid hand cripping the earth in a
leck vise,
frightening.
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Emily Akerman, '61

g I sit here brooding over restl dreams
Storm clouds pather in the sl
Lined with golden =oams
Darkness falls s ery fast,
Enveloning mv thoughts
Of times far in the past.
he thunder tooms znd lightning streskes the sky,
‘nd birds look dark snd chastly
g they in flicght pass by,
Now 5 drop of raln I feel upon my outstretched hand,
Then I hear the thunder's vesal
Sounding o'er the land,
It's reining now in pelting sheets,
And our Maker seems quite nesr,
The one who should to our hearts
e 2o true and desr,



Forenory Merenzors

you have lived under the same
conditions for & long period of
time, you realize what g differ-
ent world you have lef't and what
an exciting new one you have
found. This was my impression
while I was In Quite, Ecuador,
last summer.

hen changes are suddenly thrust
into your daily 1life, after

Quito 1is & smell city of a
little over 20,000 people, sit-
uated 4in a valley about 9,000
feet high inthe Andean Mountains
--mountains of awesome beauty,
which at first seemed close in

’PA\':»\ YA/

]

upon me, but which socon became
pert of my life. Their beauty
wes, to me, a friendly rift sent
by nature. On clear days I could
see the snow-peaked mounteins iIn
the dlstence, ad the lovely blue
sky msde 1t & picturesgque sresne
indeed. Due to the high altitude,
the weether wes like our spring.

The city of Guito is old,
and many perts of it remain the
same as they were when the Span-
isrds settled thera. The churches
of ocourse, are among the places
that & sipghtseer does not miss.
They ere besutiful structures,




old snd unique in architecture.
For exampls, the interior of cne
of the most megn®ficent chureches,
"La Compania," is completely
sdorned with gold lesfl; the el-
ters ané the psintinges are in-
describasble works of srt, They
are historic menuments of which
the pcople sre justly proud. The
suburben area of the city hes
lovely homes, snu the new modern
devdopmente are guite s contrest

to old Quit~. -ilere housees of
Spanisk colcuisl srchitecture
atill srand sus a reminder cf the
cityts past.

"rom the beginning of my
vlig's I felt the lack of modern
conveniences, which are common
to sné & dream to most pecnle
in «zdor, but I dicd not miss

Ctke . As if in gpology for the
lso" «f ordipary comforts ss we
krn 1 them, the hospitality of
(52 ne took thelr plece, gnd I
ful% ouite at home. Thelr gen-
o leit 8 losting impression.

: home 1life in this Scuth
Ameri -n country was noticeably
more - ,8ely knit than it 1ie in
the Uniled Stetes This 1s melnly
becsuce the community is smsll,
thus csausing people to be more

dependent upon one snother, This
mskes it eassler to mect people;
gnd 1f you ere & temporsry vislt-
or, in g few days you have many
new friends snd are treated with

almost exaprerated courtesy and

sttention.

The politicsal differences
between w~evscor ana  the United
States were 8lsgo impressive.

Equador hed its netiond elections
shortly before I srrived last
June. The last two preridents
sctually =erved out their four
year terms, which is unusuel in
Ecugdoresn polities, In the past
election & conservative president
waeg electec Tor the Tirst time
eince 1695, 8 chenge which csame
sbout efter g split in the 1ib-
eral vote. Since the mejority
of the peonle sre followers of
vericue libersl fecticneg, there
was talk of revoluticn to keep
the new conservative president
from tsking office. More than
ence I heard shots 1n the plaza
nsar my house, s&snhd Tt seemed
that s revoluticn migh breek 'out
et any moment. I am glsc this
diéd nct occur, because it shows
thet Icusador is pnrobebly reach-
ing necliticel maturlty, and it
may hzve set an exampe for other
South Americen countries, 8o
often troubled with revolutions.

My tri- .o Ecusdarwes a very
plessant s1d exciing experience,
and my most vivid memcry will be
the sincerity of the people end
thelr Tfriendllness toward the
Unitecd Stetes,
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A lovelier thing was never @
seen
Than this, a lilac bush in

flower.

This trembling mass of leaf and
bloom,

All dripping from a warm spring
shower.

And from the heart of it there

comes
A thrush song, throbbing rich and
full,
Ferhaps he, too, discerned in
it,
The wonder of a
miracle,

Sometimes, when in the house 1 st
Another house comes into my mind.
Its walls are hills far, far away;
The high-up roof with sky is lined;

The grass is carpet on the floors

Of this big house of out-of-doors. J

For ains there are leafy trees;
For lights there are the moon and sun:
One cannot ever lose the keys,
For it is home to everyone.

The front door's always open wide

To this big house of all Qutside. ?9‘} | CB
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IS THERE AN ANSWER
by Owen Porter, '57

Some say this world of ours is wrong;
They speak of hate and sin.
Though man dwells upon the earth,
He surely cannot win.

A question then comes into my mind;
Some doubts there are 'tis true,

If Hell's so near, so warped with fear,
Why is the sky so blue?
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