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CHARLES BOLTON 7

here was once a little boy named
TLing who lived with his father in

fap-away China. They livsd on the
side of an old welecano which had an
impossible Chinsse name meaning "The
House of the Evil One." In the val-
ley below therewas a very old vill-
age and temple.

The people of this wvalley wers
devout and the priest old and wise.
The villagers made very few dsmands
upon  the prisst beecause of his age
and respected position.

Now Ling's fether was an exiled
scholar of the Empsror, who had gone
te live upon the mountain in or-
der to be removed from the ways of
men and have solitude in which to
meditate. The bay's fathsr died
suddenly when the son was ten. ILing
buried his father but told no one of
what had happened, for lewas a proud
boy and did not want charity.

Ling was very wise fer his ag
and with no ons to guide his intel-
lect,,hs scon became a doubter of
many things.

3ince Ling and his father lived
far from the village, it was a long
while befors the villagers missed
the old man, A delegation was ap- 2]
pointed te go up te Ling's house and R )
pay a courtesy call. After maryhours
of climbing, they reached the little ~
house, but upen seeking snirance t.l-ré';rﬂg,!"‘_ %
found that it was empiy. Sr——
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At once a great fear strudcthem oo i o)
but Ming, a wise, old, and respected ) r[ _ Aty T (B
farmer said, "We are fools, for he e i
would not be at home at this time of
day; instead he would be where every
good farmer would ba--in his fields.®




The group left the house, chiding
themselves for their foolishness and
set out for the fields.

Soon they reached the first tes
race but found mone there. Terrace
after terrace passed until they came
to the topmost one. Finding no one
there either, they began to despair
that some misfortune had befallen
Ling and his father,

Ming, who had very good eyes,
gazed upward and saw a small figure.
He tuwrned and said, "What fodls we bs
for thers he is yonder, resting upon
the mountain t@ after a day's labor.

So once more they turned upward
and soon yreached the top, But they
saw not Ling's father, as they had
expected, but Ling himself, He was
sitting very close to the mouth of tle
volcano and looked as if he were
speaking to someone inside the moun-
tain,

The villagers at first thought
the boy insane, but much to their
surprise he received an answer from
the volcano's mouth, Upon hearing
this, the villagers fled down the
mountain side, erying that Ling was
possessed of Evil Spirits.

Ming remained. Hearing a com=-
motion behind him, the boy turned
and saw Ming, Ming asked hiy, "With
whom do you speak in the mountain?"

Ling answered, "I speak with
the Devil who resides there.

Ming said, "Do you not believe
in God?"

"™o," replied Ling, "Does God
talk to you, does God discuss with
you art, philosophy, the way of life,
or the evil men do?"

Ming shook his head. "Boy," ke
said at last, "Do you not know what
you de? Are you mad? The Devil will

lead you to no good."

Ling answered. "I cars noiyfor
others care less. I know what comes
to pass in the world outside. I have
heard from the Evil one, and I know
that all men are evil and cars nothirg
of the gods and what they preach.

Ming had no answer to this. He
returned to the village. When he cam
into the village all the people crow-
ded around him and said, "We thought
that the devils had eaten you, for we
saw with our own eyes st Ling talked
with the Evil One who lives in the
mountain.®

"Nay, fools)! HMing replied, "I
am still alive and none the worse for
my experience.®

"Then we Will go up on the mome
tein and kill the boy and roll sionas
into the mouth of the volcanol"  +the
villagers exclaimed.

"Yo,® said Ming, "Do nddo thai
for I go now to sek the advice of the
priest. Surelyhe can think of a way
o converting the boy. Besides; Yyour
folly would be the ruin of our bezu-
tiful walley. Do you not think the
Devil will retaliate for what you
woulé do to him?"

"ge will waits maybe the priest
can save the boy," sai’l ~ue of ths
villagers sheepishly. The osople
dispersed inte thelr homes, and Ming
turned towards the temple.

Ming sought the priest ah the
temple, and he was ushered into bis
quarters. Ming retold the events of
the day, and the priest replied, "We
will wait until the rising sun befcre
attempting to talk to the boy."

The next morning Ming and the
priest left the village and walkeo
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toward the volcano. Seanthey reached
the top of the -volcano anc watched
Ling repeat his performance of the
previous day.

Ling was as belligerent asever.
It began to sppear that Lingfs argu=-
ments were to be victorious and that
Ming and +he priest were just beat-
ing their headagainst a stone wall.

But the old priest smiled &t the
boy and said, "Would you object to a
test of vour #ll-powerful Evil One,
my somZH

Ling looked puszled armdrsplied,
"T will ask him, but first what is
the test?"

The priest answered, "If the Evi
One is not successful, will you re-
nounce him? The test is very simple.
The Evil One mustobtain thres thingsd

Ling ret.or'ted, "I agree to the
test, if the Evil One agrees also.”

Ling then turned ardwent to the
mouth of the volcano, He called %o
the Evil One. "All-powerful Evi One,
do you agree o this trifling test?®

From deép within the mountaing
came a voiece like muffled thunder,
saying, "I agree; but v 2t are the
three things IT.am to fing ¥

The priesfi answerad, "The firg
thing is a rock franthe deepest part
of the ses,? .

The Evil One laughed so hard
that Ming was afraid the voleamn would
erupt and bury them 211 alive., Then
there was silence. Less tha a moment
later the Eril One appeardal befor them,
a dripping Black rock in his hand,

"Here is your rockg" he rca,i"éd,-
MJhat is the second thing you wish?!

The priest replied,™A piece of
a star.”

The Evil One vanished briefly,
then resppeared befors them with a
piece of red hot, smoking star in
his hand, "Here is your star," said
the Evil One with a sneer,"Whabt is
the third reguest.

The priest said ecalmly, "Bring

15 a cup of love."

The Evil One stood for a moment
with 2 loock of disbelief upon his
face, and then wvanished in such a
cloud of smoke that the mountain top
was obscured.

Whnen the three emergsd from the
clouds of smoke, Ling turned to the
priest and said, "The Evil One be-
came angry. Why was it that ke could
not obtain the cup of love?"

The wise priest answered, "My
son, many people in the world serve
the Devil, but it is not through
love that they serve him, They serve
him through hate, Of 211 the things
the Devil commands, the one thing he
can never command is love,"

0.5

The
Its

f-um%g@

dawm broke clear, infinitelyblus ———_

e hill stood nzked & its throngy %
yet upon its crasi appeared

empty cross, barren of

guiltless King.

4 hush engulfed the dogwood crosa,

Its

blood stained limbs hund free;

And upon the "sladl" there fell,

The

gilence of eternity.
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HANELORE GDLLOWITSCH 57

t was still dark at fiv

in the morning on deck

"Arposa Kulm,® toelittle
which after en elevs
finally Yo arrive
some eight hundred =
But some of us were
at the bow shiveri
summer toais,
the west 1o
approaching th

efelock
.

,\ ~'

Thenwe saw a br lgr .J;’]’xt dance
ing up and dowit on T horizon. As
dawn broke forih, we '> assad thelight-
ship from whish the dancing light
had come, The sun rose and sent
its light over the glittering water.
We were in the midst of flying birds
which we had not geen for days and
busy boats, large and =mall, all
plowing their way througn the quist
water,

A thin shining mist fell on the
surface of the ocean, and we could
no longer see far into the distance,
Suddenly, & dark shadow ross through
the mist at the lerl%,

en anabher

th
one on the wight, and fina

The E:;st disso
sunlight 1
day, w2 passed the impressive and

pighty 3%ztue of Liberty.

more, hyiiding
o

é.‘t ~'i.')e of
3

lozk the engines
he health inspect—
The pushing
halls became
> ‘heat almost unbear-
: the fore-deck
iznhattan, Lgng
threugh &he
e sky-scrapgrs
Lm:" and dark agaimst
tilue sky. & fiat boat now
our ghip and pumped oil
ide, The men on the boat
in the sanlight. Their
7ot with perspiration
their bodies. Between
the two ships was a small space of
water, oily, dirty water with garbage
floating on its surfase.

The »orning passed by and I was
stild. standing waitching the steam
= to and fro with the mighty
Marma\,trn 2s a background.
3 the New Worldl




THE END OF SCHOOL

as seen by different characlers
il Earl%on ‘60

The Intellectual:

Sunmer is coming,

Fzrewell, sl1id rule

In axb x xpre A
2 5(8=2) dam ™

We'll be out of schocoll & ’-'k\‘

The Poet: Q

Summer 1s coming,

We're all in clover,
In a few more weeks
School will be over!

The ®Cat®":

Summer is coming,
Man, that's cool,
It won't be long
Before we're out of schoold

The Blg Time Operator:

P T Summer is comin!

( i-i"’;: We're reachin' our goal,
¢ Sz Iﬁ a couple more weeks
= #He'll be outa dis hols!
RS

The Juvenile Delinguent:

Sunmer is comin',

It's more'n I can take,
My term's up soon,

But I'm still gomna break!




HOUND

OWEN PORTER B/

egse Willard leaned back and lit

a cigarette and knocked the flakes

of tobacéo from his shirt. From
a corner he heard his old beagle
thumping the floor. "Get him, Blue,"
he whispereds. Jesse chuckled. "That
dog's always after a flea,"

The thumping stopped, and with
a long sighy, the old hound settled
back to sleep. Jesse sal thinking
about his farm. Now that spring had
come, he thought mostly about the

planting.

He planned ahead a 1little, for
the next fall when he would sell his
steers at Culpeper. Each yearhle made
enough to add a 1little more to the
place,

He dropped his feet o the floor
and put on his boots, Blue awoke and
walked over to him, "Let's gg hound®
Jesse saild, "get some .water." He
walked out the door carrying a bucket
and held the door open for the dog
to follow,

The night was cool and the sky
blistered with bright stars. Jesse
walked along the path to the spring
in the hollow, Blue ranged out in
the dewy grass away from him. "He'll
jump a2 rmabbit there before long,®Jesse

At the spring underneath a locust
tree, he filled the buckets From the
woods off to the right a clear, true-
pet note sounded. "He's got him,"
Jesse said out loud, Standing quiet-
lys he listened to the dog baying as
he ran in a wide circle arcund him.

Finally the baylng faded over
the hill and Jesse walked back to the
house, Setting the bucket on the

table, he filled 2 pan and washed

his face. 2500 ratching came a
thg dg'gro He Te‘% iﬁe dog gmbﬂ in.

Elue, panting heavily, went straight
to the cornmer and flopped down, ex-
hausted.

"He's got old," Jesse thought,
"nearly ten years now." In a moment
he turned out the light and went up-
stairs to bed. The dog followed and
went to slesp at the foot of the bed.

¥When fhe sun had started topeek,
ovar the hill, Jesse wa: w and fized
his breakfast. He left the house and
walked toward the barn down the road.
Blus trotted along behind. Jesse
hitched the grey msre to the harrow
and rode out to a field nearby,
The sun was up and already the air
had begun to warm,

Taking off his shirt, he laid
it in the grass by e fence. The dog
curled up on it, as uswal, and Jssse
proceeded to turn his plot & ground,
The day progreased as the two, horse
and man, worked {ogethar athe field,
The discs sliced the ground, turning
up clods and cutting the ground in
long lines. Occasionally Jesse dirsct~
ed "gee" or "haw", bmt fie horse knew
his job well emough. The sun warmed
the man's strong back as hg rods
thinking of his trip to the steck
market the next day., He would go to
the auctions there.

About noon he stopned toeat and
headed for thes hounse, Jesss noticed
that the dog did mot follow and callead
to him, There was nomore so he wutk-
ed to where the hound lay gite still
curled up on his shirt, His eyes
were closed tight, and the hound
seemed to sleep soundly, He did not




move when Jesse patted his head say-
ing, "Well, you're pretty old, hound,
guess you're sleeping sound now."

That evening when Jesse walked
to the spring he filled the bucket
and trained his ear to the woods,
listening. Cnly the melodic trill
of a whippoorwill echoed from some
far-off place. He walked back to
the house, feeling a 1little empty
spot inside, Entering the house, he
held the door open a moment for his
unseen companion to enter. The stars
were out again and Jesse slept with
the window open where he could see
the sky and feel the night breeze.

The next morning he struck out
as planned for Culpeper. In his
pick-up truck with sideboards up he
drove to the town, reaching it about
noon.

The day was hot and the musky
odor of the stockyard hung in the air,
Trucks were lined up at the gates
loading their stock, lunging steers
and squealing pigs.

Jease bid m several heifers but
didn't buy anytming. Instead, ke wan-
dered about just watching the hurried
business. Under a shady oak tree sat
a group of men talking., He walked
toward them and listened. A pot-
bellied old man was speaking while
rubbing the neck of a hound dog ly-
ing stretched out beside him,

"Yes sir,"™ he approved, "This
bitch has run some rabbits in her
day.®™ The others listened. "Best
hound I ever knowed and with a voice
like a bugle." He looked down at the
dog. "Always kept her slim, too,
never fed her a thing till she got
her belly full of them pups. Then
I had to take good care of her." He
pointed tc a wooden crate by the tree
from which lov whimpering sounds came.

Jesse walked to the crate and
stuck his finger through, letting the
pups lick it joyfully.,

*"Pure~bred dbeagless they are mis-
ter,” said the old man. Jesse looked
up, seeing the old man was speaking to
him, ™Got a dog, mister?®

"No," Jesse answered, "not now."”
A little black=-patched pup _fugged
at his finger, growling playfully.
nI11] give you ten bucks for this
one."™ He said it quickly, without
hesitation.

"Take him,™ the man answered,
wies yours." Jesse handed him a bill
and took the twisting little hound in
his arms. As he walked back to the
truck, he laughed aloud as it lapped
at his face.

Riding back home that evening
with the pup beside him, Jesse thought
of old Blue, The dog had been with
him since he got the farm and had
seemed to help it grow a little each
year. He  had been luck to him. Jesse
looked down at the wet nose and small
flap ears, lying on his leg. "Think
I'11 call you Luck, puppy," he said.



Now that I aon
And over me
The wind leaves
/‘?rrgile bloscsoms from
The apple trec,
I cen rememior the Teel
/01" sun~warmed carth
Between ny fingers,
&nd the sound of rain
On quiet, glistening streets,
w:bhe sight of the wild
And restless sea st night,

And the scent of daffodils

ng the water's edge,
the taste of homnejy,
And of ccean fo2z,.
With these things
To remember,
am not afraid.

10

BE R E RN



PAT RUTTER ¥ 98 4

Golden leonine heads, youbthfully reared

above the emersld blades, they challenge

thelr world of snaills and heetles; and how \\ e

nobly fierce do they seem, Yet so soon willl &5

the gilt tarnish, as they turn into an ether- /”%,UT?
22 =%> -
i £y eal wisp o cloudy down. Pewter grey head now /ﬂ

they nod sleeplly with the age of but a few \\.l\/»-

\(/ &5
“F | weeks., So very light, they float sway one at &*’
#

a time, drifting aimlessly along, caught uply

a breeze then o drop aml scattern falry feaflers

here are, I believe, few thinge so pitliable as a deserted falr-—
Tgrounds, a carnival in the esrly morning. At nlght, there are
crowds of people, guyly shouting, laughlng, c¢rying; caught up in a
mad kaleldoscope of humanity, they whirl ungeasingly Irom booth to
carousel and carousel to booth, until the moon has dimmed and their
pockets have been emptied. Truly, noise and color and lights have
become the very symbols of & carnivel. And then, where the sun has
first risen, the grounds are degolate h their utterliy void desertion
by life. Yet, now is perhaps the most revealing time of all. Shorn,
by the truest and brightest of lights, of tawdriness, frivelity, and
clamorous mnfusion, Vanity Pair s tands subdued and rejected, a mock-

ery of itself.

i1




ESCAPE
A ANNE LEWIS 58

un, run—you have to run—-you've

got te get away. Go on—-faster,
I\ faster, get up in the mountzins—-
¥ou can hide bthere--go oml}

Why? Vhy? Don't question-—go
onj Maybe he's faster but you're
far smarter. You can outwit him. Tou

can get away from him. You have to-

get awsy from him, But hie senses—-
aimost supernatural in their powsr.
How can you escape? You know you
can. HKeep on--don't get scarsd.

This old trail--get off it--got
on another. MNeo! Don't do that! Go
somewhere where he can't  follow,.
Thereg--up thers! He can't follow
over those rocks. That ¢liff! Per-
haps thers will be a cave therel

You mwust rest. Ho—pou can’t
Tou can hear him behind you--you've
got to go on. How can he still fol-
low you? You were so clever. Go on
to the cliff,

The topl You can ge no higher.
Anctheri Higher! Down this one and
up the other.- Hurry! At a mad pace,
down and down and downl Hov' clever
vou are! Run up the mountair.,

The top-—the top!. Higher-—zyou
must get higher! You can't--you san
go no higher! There—far distani-—
higher——they're much higher. But
here—-—closer—---just below--—winding
way at the foot of a mountain, a ri-
ver—a deep clear river. The water
w1ill hide you--will carry you away.

Down the ridge--hurry! Raven-
ous eyes can be felt peering at you,
Cross this clear land and get where
you will be hidden.

The ground is spongy. The
rains are draining off themountdns.
You fall and grab a small tree Ach-

ing and fatimue pull at you. Bubt
youlre all right. Sit down and rest
awhile. Now rise and murry to the
river.

Soc soggy--heavy spring rains
this year. Over these rockr~—vou
mast get over them. Little springs
of water are starting now, and jocin
to form a cresk. Hurry now—jou can
hear him sliding after you. Hurry to
the river—and safety. You must be
near the river now. You must bel

You step on the slick moss,
lose your blance and fall, the rock
roelling away. Hurry now--get ahead
of him while you can. He's having
ftrouble on the rocks. Don't hurt
yourself. Perhaps you wouldn't be
able to continue and then-—then?

On—go on. It can't be  far.
Youfve gone =0 far already. Just a
little bit more. Once ower these
rocks and you!ll be at clear water.,
Now you are in the rushing waters,
but he is still behind you--still
chasing you.

Stay in the water—ne matter
what you do, stay in the water.
Tou'll leave no trace. Go on down
the river—far away from him. But
stay in the water!]

The river's getiing closer——
you can see it! The water goes fas=-
ter and faster, the current ia
stronger. The water gsts deeper and
deeper. He is splashing far behind
you. 0o on=-you must get complebsly
away.

The riveri It is Thecoming
deeper and deeper, stronger and
gtronger. Now youfre getting awayl
The water grows higher and higher.
Go on--get far encugh away. Further
==—the water grows stronger and
stronger==deeper and deeper.
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NICHTFALL

EmiLy AKERMAN

The shadows tiptoe lightly
Oter the ground

At the close of day, while R
The restful quiet reaches out a hand" %
And scopping up the citles’ din
Sprinkles darkness o'er the land,

4

6f

Majestically stars wake from sleep
And dance 1lightly on soft cerpets’
Winking at a slumbering world.

The spherical light of the mgqony”
Clutches withering treetopsy -
And drops the dew o'er the & -~,1

NIGHT 7<)
he night creeps in slowly, si- #HP .
Tlent.ly, a smooth velvety black/
that covers everything without
exception, All that was light is|
extinguished; all that shone in the
light of day is shrouded in blacks |
The fields and meadows disappear
and leave one in a small intangiablé
cell. The forest, dark and dismal
in the day, now wears an ebony capg
of mourninge. .
The moon stands out in the sky”
1like a glowing ember in a furnace o
blacki Across its beam the sh
of an owl is seen--a noc .urnal haw
Wwhose screech sends the smaller
creatures of the night scurrying/ >
toward the nearest shelter.

7

The myriad of insects form the 4

orchestra of the night, until son&Hf78N
passerby moves clumsily, and then as
if some invisible conductor signals
with his baton, the musicians of thel
night are silent, An eery silence
broken only by the wail of a distan
beast, seem toencompass the mxivez‘s.%;- :
and the woods are still.

13
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"Something tangible," he thoughb.

The darkness was oppressive and
closed about him. Figures and things
only half real danced - and flitied
before his eyes. Yes, the darkness
was in a way both tangible and resle—
not the mere negatien hrought about
by the removel of 1ight, but a
positive darkness one could both see
and feel, especially feel.

Kaytov awoke in complete darkness.

"How long?" thought Kaytov in
utter despair. "How long has it
been?" Ho answer came to him. In-
deed, he had half expected nong for
in the wvery back of his mind the
formless thought arose, only to be
beaten back by a more sane, realistic
path of this same mind.

Mihat 3if I should never...?"
The question was quickly repressed,
but its terrible implication counld
not be erased. "Wot now," thousht
Eaytovy, "not now when my  very
strength ma, depend on my ability to
retain all my self-composure."

The second awakening was Very
mmch like the first, if it could
be called an awakening at all. From
fear Kaytov's mind had passed to a
dullness and torpor. Thoughts came
ard went as figures in a mist. Try
as he might he could fasten his mind
to no single thought. He kmew he was
hangry, and there was something else
teo. 9T know," he thonght, "I kmow,
and yets...!] There it was sgain,
formless in his thoughts, yet lurk-
ing, always lurking.

Time is measured in part by
man's ability to nete its passage.
When a1l externsl evidence of the
passage of time has been removed, the

ITERROGATION
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mind of man cannot always correlate
or measure its duration. For Eaytov
time was 2 thing apart, set off in
another world where men talked and
moved, Though he Iknew +ime had
passed, he had nomeans of comparison,
no way of knowing its length.

Wihat was thati Had something
moved?® Kaytov could not concentrate,
"There it was again." lNow he heard
c¢learly the even, measured tread of
hooted feet. Fear, paralyzing and
all insistent, drove over him like a
flood. His mind cleared and with it
came terrorl "Why?" "Why?"

Fear removed all thoughts from
his mind. OCold sweat broke out on
hisz forehead, His muscles tensed
and lknotted. His breath came in
short rasping gasps. GScmewhere in
the darknss< beside him a door
screeched and then opened.

Standing in a pale, grey half
light emmapating from a source he
could not comprehend, Kaytov saw
three men. Horror! Rewulsion] His
mind was clearing swiftly now and
with it came truth, terrifying, des-
troying completely any strength, any
wa2ll he might have built against---—
"that"] He remembered everything,

“the arrest, trizl, conviction, and

finally this.

Oh, they had tried so cleverly
to make him confess. Interrogation,
glways gquestions, more questions,
incidents for which there were no
explanztions. "Inder Quota," "Fro-
ragandism,” "Cooperating with the
enemy ;" "Sabolage," words for which
he could find no reasonable answer.
Hight and day, hour after hour..."1
deceived  them," thought Kayiov,



"Bvery one of them. But the darimess
and the loneliness--how rmch can a

courtyard they led him, Overhead
clouds had begun to obscure the sun.

mortal man stand? And then,..nothing
Time ceased to have meaning, Days,
weeks, months, they all held o mean-
ing. Until now!

General Serov looked out of a
small dirty window half hidden by
his open office door. His thoughts
lingered on the boredom of his daily
routine and the ever presence of the
secret police,

The three men cesturec and
Kaytov went with them. Thev did not
speak nor show any sign of emotion.
That is their way. Down a narrow,
dark hallway and into a small, cur*"

A clock on the wall read 1 p.m.
Out in the courtyard it had begun to
rain.

'|J1k Barbare W7 57
myrna, you're just a quaint oldgfarming and fishing town on the
wind-swept Atlantic coast.

Smyrna, old girl, you're quite unique, there 1s none like you.
You POSEESS two dialects, one the refined, smooth, clear speecb.of
the old plantation owners who oncé doﬁinated you the othen.the short
and choﬁpy speech of the English seamen who were shipwrecked on your
treacherous shoals.
| Smyrna, you are strong. Your trees are tall and statelyﬁ your
work animals are fine and powerful. To see men stripped to the waist
worklng 1n the fields, their sinewy muscles rippling under thelr sun-
tanned skins 1s impressive 1ndeed.

Your women are soft yet hard, beautiful yet dangerous; they

‘too, are strong and quick with a smile.

Your waters are deep, blue, and clear; your fish plentiful., Your
sands, firm yet pliable, glisten with every ray of the sun.

Smyrna, ydur charms are unexcelled by the beauty of Paradise.

17



NATURE'S WAY

t was a bright sunny day, one of
those rare warm days that occur
prematurely in the sarly spring,
and its warmth and loveliness lured
my companion and I framthe everyday,
mechanical activities of the urban
life to the wonderful, refreshing

stimlation of rural 1ife in all its’

natural beauty.

The trip frem the
city to the country
was refreshing inthat
it wes good for ome to
again realize that the
awesk airof the country
side atill existed and
that the aky, trees,
babbling brooka, and
poft winds, atill offired
their camforting quai-
jtiea to mankind.

After lmaving the

car and wallking a
short distance dinteo
the forest, we wit-
negsed a free feeling
that crept into ocur
wery souls and seemed
to relieve usfrom the
tensions and strains
of everyday life. It
wans a fine day, ardit
! gave wa fine Teeling

A walk of abont a mils brought
us upon & small brook that seemed to
speak to us in itmown unique way and
tell us of lts wanderings over rocks
and crags, throughfields amivalleys,
and of itainhabitants, the small fish
and tadpoles, The muaic
brought forth by thissmall innocent
brook was soothing and comforting to
the mind and far superior to any
music that man can every hope tocom—
pose.

BILL
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Upon walkirg still farther imto
the foreat, we saw a squirrel chasing
arcunc a %ree, and 1 must admit that
& snvied his great freedom and lack
of rars. He appeared tobe concerned
with onlysuch things as eating play-
ing, end sleeping and if he did have
care, I only wish that I had the

ability to hide mine as well,

From the sguirrd
our attenticmwastum-
ed to a tiny flower
growing in the depth
of the wunderbrush.
Ita petals wers of a
lavender ¢olor, ampd
theirtouch was soft-
er thia midsummer's
braseze, Here they
wars, existing in s
placsso obscure that
they could be dis-
coverad only by good
fortune, It seemed
amaging to us tLhat
such a tiny flower
"gould live huddled
among the glant for-.
ces of mnature and
still sorvive insuch
beauty.

Afterstoppingto
observe the flowers,
it occurred tbusthat
we had become tired ao we sat wupon
the =oft matting offered tous by the
leaves and underbrush., We found rest—
ing under these wondsrful conditions
completely relaxing. Here we were
listening to the gloricus music that
m..urc had tc offer us—the wind, the
aky, the treea, and the low murmur ol
the lit.Lle brook in the distancs all
added to thismagnificent naturd sym—
phonz. Each element played 1is owm
part, giving to us all that God had
sver intended 1t to.

18



PICTURE IN WORDS

Laon Pix 5

he sun was hot, very hot. The old

traveler looked up at the bright

red ball of fire hanging there in
the sky. It seared his eyes, and he
imagined that his face turned ancther
shade darker from itsscorching rays.
It was ‘there 1in the late afternoon
sky, directly in fromt of him, It
traveled west every day, just as he
did, and just @s he did, it slept
every ntshto

He- licked his parched lips with

a swollen tongme. It did ‘mot’com-

forthihuhe tried to forget his
thirst,, and shouted at his mules.

The rickety old Conestcga we-
gon Jurched with the sudden effort
of thé mules, but the half-starved
beasts were soon back at their slow,

lumbering pace.

Abruptly, the lead mule stop-
ped dead in ite tracks, and fell to
the blistering sands, It moved con-
vulsively for a moment, then lay

ﬂ poli

still, Several large buzzards drif-
ted slowly down toward the dead ani-
mal, The man cursed them, and walk-
¢d as swiftly to the dead mmle. He
managed to keep the huge birds . awsy
long entugh to remove the traces
from the carcass, He forced the re-
maining five mules to move ahead for
a2 momert, Then he looked back over
the animal, and suddenly he felt
very sicke-and thirsty--thirsty.

Screaming, he jumped from the
wagen and ran full speed awsy fram
the vultures and their grisly meal.
Then he stumbled and fell on the hot
sznde. Out of the cormer of his eye
he saw a couple of bussards coming
toward him, Then, unconsclousness
came, and he welcomed it. Then, ob-
livion.

Behind the purple hills on the
horizon, the sun, his work done, went
to sleep leaving the earth emveloped
in the cool twilight and the ancient
traveler in the cold sleep of death.

Prd > ll'/—m 59

their drecams and hopes

blocd, 2nd life's toll

mist -

~’ﬂ“ & on,
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NATURE'S  CREATION

" Shouneen Cruise ‘e

Rature smiled

n a blossom
and created it without a stem.
No stem to hold it to the earth,
No roots to chain it down.
T floated upward with heaven zs it goal,
It flirted with the clouds,
And wlth the breeze it danced
A merry minuet.
It floated through a garden
And teased the envious flowers
Anchored there.
Nature watched her gay creature,
Laughed. « .«
And called it a butterfly.

A SONNET

Margarzt Pickert 28

Oh, you who look on 1life with kindly eyes,

Wnose; 1ight reflects the glory of your soul,

Who speak the gentle wisdom of the earthly wise,

ind seek, with joy, to touch a star-burnt goal,
Come--show me where our pathway leads!

What? Through that pass? To that transparent peak?
How much I want to come with you, God knows!

But I am--look, just look and see how weak!

Go on my dearest pilgrim, on your way, .
I'11l follow you wheré the storms and daisies are,
But when the robins lullaby the day,

I'11 look and see you beckon from a star,

Cut, oh, don't break my heart with parting tears.
Let robins' songs be music to your ears.

20
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QUIMALR — CYLLLLE

ilently, warm solar rays pierce

the dark purple mass on the

horizon., Slowly, the sky passes
through a prismatic range of light-
ened colors., Light flirts with the
cold outline of the city, changing
black stone structures to glowing
fingers seeking the heavens,

¥ N B F N RXEHR

Birds flutter in the municipal
park and a fragrant, heavy-sweet
mist envelopes the area, A sleepy
park policeman leaves his post near
the fountain and starts his +trip
back to the station. A few people
though, walking dogs or merely
strolling,.

Scon doors break open and slam
as commuters rush ® make early train
connections, Alarmms 21l over the
city ring, rousing disgruntlel labor-
ers from their reposes., Thousands of
eggs are fried and multitudes of
working men hurriedly gulp their
meals. The atmosphere conveys their
condensed pleasure and beauty in its
own way.

* % %o XX R

Rising higher, e sun increases
in intensity. Pavement is heated and
radiates warmth., The city sighs
almost visibly, repressed by the
sticky heat.

Housewives leave their gardens,
seeking haven in their homes. In
un-airconditioned offices, coats are
removed and ties loosened. Perspir-
ation streams from the body of a
toiling construction worker.

Trees in the park cry out for
moisture; failing, tiey cringe lower.
Grass, destitute of color, crackles

This is Page 21.
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as irrepressible small feet traverse
it. Birds are silent...

* 36 3 3 & % B

Reaching its full intensity,
ths cosmic sphere glares mercilessly
down upon the cowering city, Engulf-
ed, the sweltering city remains
breathless, burdenedly an oppressive
blanket. From its pinnacle, the
SUN is master of all. But an object
at its peak can only regress, and
slowly, reluctantly, it relinquishes
its infamous glory.

2

Frail human beings now dare to
venture on streets., They move life-
lessly . Stores close...The
city is etese

Marquees make & half-hearted
attempt to revive the metropolis.
It only stirs and sinks again into
Stupor.

3 ¥ % 3¢ % B %

Silently, warm sclar raysperce
the deep purple mass on the horizon.
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2_WHY

Claie Waltee "0

dhy do learn'd scholars say

"Oh to be young this day'2 ¢ ::;:_____’

Who wants the embarraasments.

4 The twisted ligsments of Youth?
) A

Who wants the muddiness,
Then shiny cleanliness,
And the cerelessness of YQ%IS".—_
ho wents the stupidity; D,
.Ghildren‘a cupicéity,

Clumsy insbility of Youth?
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Dan TRun o.lm 5

here he lay, a thinragged blankst
draped over him, His laree, half
frozen feet stuck amt & the bottom.

They had been here before it had
left with smiles; for they knew that
when they returned he would still be
there,

He started up suddenly from his
deep and wandering thoughts. He had
heard steps off in thedistance. They
were falling lightly, but he heard
them, Who could it be? Could they
be coming back? WNo, it was someone
else=mor was it?

The steps sounded closer now.
He was anxious to know who wes coiing,
very anxious. Then he wished they
would go away. But they didn't, thay
just kept coming. They seemed merry;
they sounded asthough thev were skip-
ping a jumpinge—ch, nol---itwas---.
He knew what it was all right, b he
tried toconvince himself that he was
WEOng,

Then they were Jjust around the
corner. Good Heavensl The suspense
was horrid. He felt he would scream
if they didn't go away.

A foot appeared arcund the eoP-
ner and then stopped, for samething
had fallen. The foot went back.
He heard voices but couldn't under-
gtand them.

Just as he felt the scream well-
ing wpin Histhroat they jumped around
the corner, The scream was drowned

by a great gulp.

There they stood, not five fest
away. They just stood there and
stared, It felt as though they had
been staring at him for aphour, when
at last, they looked at one another
and grinned. They mumbled a few
meffled phrases.

The tallest one reached irko his
bulging pocket and began to remove
his hand slowly., Slewly--ch, - S0
cautiously, the bulky object was
emerging from the pocket. He brought
forth two lollipops and gave one to
esach of his brothers. They wiwrépped
them, put them in their mouths, and
skipped off happily.

Ch, how he hated those kids on
Sunday morningsl

RIOLOGY

Howard

W GGLE Geb«zaux

Put your pseudopodia ln,

Grab your flagellum,
And toss it about.

Swing that clitellum,
The pyleric reglion too.
Shake the nephridla,
And see what you can do.

Grab an amoeba,

Teke your pseudopodia ocut,

While you laugh and you glggle.

Then you will be doing
The Elology Wiggle.
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REBECCA WARD "8

1‘he hot Aupust sun beat down wupon the polden brown epears of

wheat, They were tall snd stronmg with fine grsin, almost burst-
ing in thelr richnoess, The green hedge which surrounded the Tfleld
was already purple with blackberries, and popples glowed scarlet
among the gold. The cloudless sky was as blue ss & cornflower,
many butterflies flittaed across the Tield, bees hummed drowsjiy,
and swarms of gnats Tlew around, buzzing monotonously. The great
red combine harvester nosed 1ts way through
the wheat, cutting it down like a wood-
cutter in a forest, Tre laborer, sitting
on  the seat, wes flushed and perspiring
under tke scorching rays of the sun, shoot-
ing like flzmes from a furnace, eanveloplng

the countrysidse,

1HE 3RO DRO?
MARGARET  TACKNEY 28

Softly prodding, geatly budding
Exuding lnaccence

Waril; they emerge into the sunlight
Their lifelight, so bright

They are shy.

Tripping daintily, bowing, insipld
Dirped in supple slsbaster

Tinged with green.
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