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na Ltown was & gkl one, nost-

" ling  eomfortabiy against the

guntle curve of the dunes The

aday I arrived a cold north wind

wags rustling ©=dune grosy eerily

and bringing the cold tang of
9alt air from the occwenn.

I was recovering froam an
aute accident, so my step-father,
Christophar Gaipley, hud sent me
to his lNew Zngland home for a
raest. As I was still having fri-
ghtening nighlmares about the ace
cident, the doctor heartily ap-
provad of the ehanee of 3cunc,

Az 1 stepped  Sfrom the train
inte the tiny, old-fashiocnned sta-
tion, the wind brushed a chill
finger along ny chaeck, ‘here was
an antiquated Jalopy before the
station whieh bore the faded and
laconic messaje across ita doors,
"Jab," The driver locked almost
as weathar=boaton as the car, He
eyod me -stexdily with a faded-
blue gaze for what seamed aoter-
nity'

"Wou Adriemne Jcoub?"  ne
croaked. 48 I nodded, he motion-
ed with onu tanned and weathered
hand. "GCet in. Gox ordors from
Mag Rutherford to drive you o thn
Shipley house. Hurry up, now, Hy
supper's waiting,"”

I quickly shoved my mitcase
ontc the [lcor of thu back soat
wid elimbad in, Ea started the
cab wath & sharp Jork before I
got the door shut, I wantad to
ask & few questions about  the
town and ita inhabitants, but
afcer ane ieok at his uncoapro-
miszanp bacsk, I lapsod  nmnokly
ints 8llence,

The drive was short and si-
lent, Ope approached the house
fron the back aftor Journeying
up a winding road, The house was
larze and waathored to a  silvery
gray, It porched on the adge of
a cliff overlooking the sea,
londing into the landscape as
if £t had been there since the
buginning of time, I then under-
atood what gave Christophar’s
muaic of the sea such brooding
grandeur,

The grayness of the day
contrastec with the inviting co-
ziness of Maggie Ruthorford's
kitchen, Maggie was a big-boned
emple wenan with & roay-cheeked,
exiling tace, She had  taken
over the upbringing of young
Christophsr and the management
of the Shipley House after the
death of Christopher's nother
when ho was eight. One could
gee tnnl she ¢harished it,



Maggie greeted me faondly
and fed me a warm supper belore
the fire in the den, 1 sat
there, alone with my thoughts.
The wind whispered sortly
through the eaves and the room
held the ghosts of old memories.

The next twwe weeks were
clear and gparkling; the sun
shone on the water, catching the
salt drops flung up Ly the waves.
The gulls scared and dippea an
their magnificent Treadom,
laughing at the gentle wind
nuzzling the slender prasses by
the water's edge,

Ag I wandered afieid, I met
many of thetewn'2 :hildren; how-
ever, my lavoriiv  COTpITACN Was
small Robin Jardine, the son of
the local doctor. He was six
then, a grave boy with quick




flashes of pixie hurmor and an
intelligence belying his few
years. We becane fast friends,
and it was on one of our rambles
that he showed me the grave of
Mrs, Betsy. She was buried in
the old graveyard of Four Winds.
It was quite old, for the people
now used the new cemetery near
Harbor Head. The old Four Winds
graveyard was behind the brow of
a hill within the soft crooning
call of the sea, The people
buried there would have been
restless anywhere else. They
were children of the sea, cap-
tains and their wives, men who
had worked on the sea. Here and
there one could see¢ a stone on
which was written, "In Memoryof
On¢ Lost at Sea,"™ terse words
full  of heartdbreak. It was
quiet there, the peace brokeam
only by the occasionsl call of a
gull, and the soft sobbing of
the sea,

Robin sat quietly on the
grass as I wandered among the
old stones, some broken by the
relentless winter wind, I was
reading sone¢ of the names in a
rather delusory manner, which I
saw the words, "Mrs, Betsy, Be-
loved Wife of Captain Jonathan
Rich." Who was Mrs, Betsy?
What an unusual nane, I asked
Robin, but he knew no more than
I; so, pondering the guestion in
my mind, we turned homeward.

While I was sleeping that
night, a storm blew in, and I
woke in the morning to the sound
of rain pounding against my
window and the rage of the sea
flinging furious waves in help-
less futility against the bul-
wark of the ¢liffs below, It
was a day for the remembrance of
loat dreams and forgotten memor-
ies.

At breakfast, I asked Maggle
about Nrs. Betsy. She looked at.
me for a moment, and then answer-
ed slowly, in a faraway voice,
“Strange, I had almost forgrtten
tell of hor. After breakfast I
will give you the key to her
chest., You will understand
hor."

At my surprised look, she
nodded slowly. "She was Christ-
opher's great-grandmother, Her
daughter, Tansin, was his grand-
nother, It 48 said that it is
from her that he gets his musi-
cal talent.® No more would she
say until after breakfast,

After cleaning the dishes
away, Maggie lod me up the old
stairs and unlocked the door of
the attic. The chest was small
and old fashioned, with the ini-
tials E. B. carved on the top.

"We had better take it down
to the library," ssid Meggia "I
can't have you sitting up here
all day; you'll cateh your death
of cold,* Then, together, we
lifted the chest and took it
down into the cozy room. Maggie
handed me & small key and left
the roon silently, shutting the
door behind her,

With my heart beating ex-
c¢itedly, I turned the key in the
lock and nlowly lifted the 1id
of the chest,

At the top, wrapped in tis-
sue paper, was a dress of sea-
green 8ilk. The material was
porgeous, changing hue every
time the light struck it from a
different angle., In the bot-
tom of the chest was an ex-
quisitely carved bronze vase, a
gold bracelet inscribed on the
inside, "To Elizabeth from



feddy," & Jaw lotters with for-
eign postmeris, some  ycllowad
newspaper clispinse, a anmall
diary with a cover of faded rod,
and a portrait o a pirl, wripped
in brown papaer. 3he was loaning
apainst a rockz or tlebhrach while
e wind blew her hair into a
long black ribbon, Her face did
no% have a conventional heoauty,
sut a haunting, stranrely com-
pelling ons, Many poople would
exll  her beautiful, wany othors
would call her plain; btut she
had a face that no omecould for-
pet. lior oyes ware heautiful,
larpe and preen=gray, fra%ed by
long doak lastes, 1%h a stranpe
fanling ir the pit ofmy s3temach,
Z realizyd I hat zae oy belors,
Z akso rralirad wharz, but whnt
on earth could tre femous paint-
inps by Meodore Xart have to do
with this p¢irl? Shae couldn't
hava basn the model for all of
thosa farsug paintings, or could
sho? g resemblanca was oo
rroat to have been c¢oincidance,
1 bogan toread thediary, anxious
to find out tho character o this
wonan,

written on the front opape
was, "I¢ Pais from [eddy, flave
funl" inder 1%, written 4in a
feminine hand was "Zlizabeth
Biytho" an! the date, April 5.
On the next page thediary start-
ed.

ril 6, 16£0--Teddy Xent pgave
me this olary for my birthday
yestorday. The  trouble 1is,
nothing ever harpens around Four
Winds Harbor worth writing aboud
except there i1s some  gossip
going around about the new ton-
and moving into the lNorton house
for the sumer. Hother said
wien Martha Fyfe stopped by she
said that she heard it was %o beo
Svan Redlake, the {amous com-
poser. Father will almost die
if 4t 4e. lie disapproves so of

Mrs. lorton teaching me to play
the piano, but he'll condone it
since lother wants me to learn,
but if Mr. Redlaks moves in next
door, he'll really raise a storm,
0, well, at least it will break
the monotony.

April 17--It is Zvan Redlakel
5ta Tobias Wetherby drove him
home from the station and saw
the narw on his luggage. Father
ranted and raved about it; he is
such a rock-bound New Englander
he hates stranpgers and a man who
does nothing but compose, con-
duct, and play music is to be
looked on as aft and almost to
simple-minded for words to des-
scribe.,

There is going to be a
party atDorinda Snowe's tonight.
Teddy ard 1 are going with Anne
Burrey and Tom Clayton., Dorinda
is giving the party to introduce
us to Jonathan liich and his sis-
ter Kathryn.

11 o'clock--The party was such
Tunl | wore my new green silk
dress. Father bought the mat-
erial in Stanpghai on his last
voyage. I promised Teddy I'd
pose for him, preferably some-
time whon Father is awax Father
thinks art is absolutely silly
and that Teddy is absolutely
daft, but he likes him anyway.
Jeddy wants to be an artist, as
I want to be a planist, and with
the opposition his mother amd my
father would put in our way, we
both have the barest ghost of a
chance of succeedirg. Mrs. Kent
looks so fraglle that a small

wind would seem to be able to
blow hor from her path, but ap-
pearances are deceptive, A hure
icane couldn't blow that woman
one whit from her chosen way.

Continued on page Ll
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oa Polunbvo ! i1 the ap-
SATENCE 8X tad of an Ital
tan. Anyone sxpecting a short
slender, dark Latin 7D« 14
certainly disappo 1. Joe
ig upwards of six feet 111, bald
as an egg, and has 12} hould=
i N 4 c- 1 (

MANCH . it i ign

eigue do 10 L

aly to n | h i Ii€

wrua It

Joe iz a very close Iriend
of my uncle, s¢ lose that he

has practically been incorporat-

STRANGE

JTALIAN

C(w\ Qo.ﬁo 58

ed into the family, T Mirst mst
him one summer while I was stay-
ing with my uncle and his family
at a lakeside cottage in upstate
New York. #hen Joe heard where
we were, he resclved with his
jecicivencss to come visit
us, in spite of the fact that we
Wwere naarly one hundred and
eighty miles from kis home. My
cousin Joan had told me what a
character he wag out had scarce-
ly prepared me for my first
sight of Joe as he towered at
the threshcld of the cotiage,
holding under one arm &n oOul-
beard moton and under the other,
an enormous sack of spaghetti
noodles.

wJHQ'S THIS, FOR TEE LOVVA
17IKiL?® he roared as I cringed in
the corner. My cousin Joan came
to the rescue, and introduced
us. THELLO, CAROL," he said,
dropping the outboard motor and
gack of nocdles te ‘rab me
arcund the waist and swing me
arcund through the air with wild
abandon. When he finally put me
down, I staggered dizzily out-
side to recover, but scarcely
had I sat down when he burst out
of the house, decked cut in the
randiest swimming trunks I had
ever seen, and bellowed:  MCOMZ

ON, CAROL, LETS'S GO WATER SKI-



ING." The man had never water=
skiled in his 1ife, but when he
heard that we had all been ski-
ing, he simply had to try it,
Now, as I said, Joe is a rather
hefty specimen, and it was a
severe strain, both on the boat
and on his ams, %0 get him out
of the water, but after exerting
Herculean effort, he made it up
on the skiis, After his first
ride, he was tremendously en-
thusiastic, but he decicded that
our customary method cof starting
up on the skiis was terribly
cumbersome, Instead of sitting
in the water and gracdually al-
lowing the speed of the boat to
bring him up on top of the sur-
face, he announced that he would
stand on the pier until the ski
rope tautened, and then jump in-
to the water in the skiing posi-
tion and thus not even get wet,
Everything went fine until he
reached the jumping stage, at
which time he leaped right out
of his skiis. Soaking wet but
undaunted, he emerpged from the
water to try again, but he never
did succeed,

Joe is a marvelous cook,
but he is at his best only when
he is serving large numbers. His
unusual spaghetti feasts are un-
forgettable, He fusses for hours
over an enormous vat of ssuce,
and then acts as host to thirty
people without batting an eye~
1id. The spaghetti is mamif-
icent, and Joe keeps everyone's
plate full until they are physi-
cally incapable of holding an=-
other meatball or noodle,

Joe's lack of concern with
time is notorious. He is never
on time for an appointment; in-
deed, if he arrives within the
hour, it is a surprise to those
awaiting him, He has a beauti-
ful black watch, but he never
sets the minute hand, and he pays

scant attention even to the hour
hand.

Immoderation is the very
essence of Joe's spirit. The
way he buys newspapers is an
casy example., Bach morning he
walks to the corner drugstore
and buys every newspaper on the
stand while the clerk looks on
with an awed expression. One
morning a new paper had been
added to the drugstore collec=
tion; but it was from Paris, and
the clerk was awaiting Joe with
breathless anticipation. Joe,
although he can say little more
than ®Oui® in French, hesitated
only the slightest split second
hafore adding the Paris news=-
paper to his private stack. As
he paid the clerk, he said in a
vile accent, "Au reveir, Mon-
sieur”, When I asked him after-
wards why on earth he bought the
Prench newspaper, he roared,
"AND LZT THAT WALL-EYED CLERK
PUT ONE OVER ON ME? XOT ON YOUR
LIFE, CAROL, KOT ON YOUR LIFE."

gods day

The sun shines o'er the field
Where one lonely tree stands.

The brook babbles by reflecting bands

Of color.

The hay stands high where
The myriads of butterflies flutter.

Comes the zephyr that issues but a mutter

Of sound,

Night is nigh,

With it bringing quiet.
This is His day and by it
Life.



What's happened to me? Of all
the people why did T do 4t? I
didn't see her until it was too late.
After =all, I'm just an average person,
My reflexes are only normal. No ordinary men
could have stopped. Then why am I running? I
should have stopped, Yes, that's what I should
5 have done. Now it's too late., She's probably already
ead,

I wonder if anyone saw me, I don't think they did, There
worsn't any oars in front or behind me, I remember looking into the
rear-view mirror just before it happened. Watch where you're going. You
almost ran off the roed. Ah, here is the town just ahead., I'll be at
the hotel in a few minutes, Maybe things will be better then. Remember
to act normal., Nothing has happened as far as you kmow,

Is there ythine \Hnaual a g
the bumper or|pgpill. at wil la]ov. *'
0

in thet alley bol

t be blood aﬂ
park the ocar
his hour of the

night, Ifll chock the cpr then aren't many
cars on the road, far. Joxt corner I can
turn, I t is. \

Good! HNow 1I'm o e darker al here, too.

Where's that alley entrance nw? I hapo I haven't passed it, Ah, here
it 1o, I believe, Wait a minute, Maybe I . . . no, here it is, lloﬂb
park without anyone noticing me. There! That ought to do it., Should I
go in the front or back door? Hwmwsm ., . . front door, I think Ifll
take it, Coming in the back way might look suspicious, It sure is d‘rg
I can't find the door. Whers is the darmn thingl Ah . . . I've got
now, Well, here goes. Don't forget, keep calm,

Oh, no., I thought everyone would be in bed, What in the
orld 13 Poterson doing talking to the clerk? Why didn't ho
go to bed? Maybe I can slip by him,
.m. Jh.

Darn, he saw me,

"Ah, oh, hi there, ?rod Thought you
would be in bed by now." ;

"Yeah, so did I, but one of




the police cars just went up the
highway like a bat out of hell.
I figured I'd stsgy up and see
vhat the excitement was, The
car coulén't have gone far, Sir-

on stopped Jjuat a way up the
road,"

A police car went out? Why
didn't it pass ma? It must have
gons by the hotel when I was in
tho .11.’.

"Say Jim, . . W7

I wonder if they found her.
"JiBe o e o

*Uh, oh, yeah Fred."

"Didn't you just come in from
that way?*

"No, I came by way of Route 62

“Oh well, I hear Mac is doing
some night work with the force,
and maybe he went out on the
call. Amyway, he'll probably
come back to the hotal. Hes gets
off in about fourty-five minutes,
80 I think I'1l wait up for him®

"I believe I'll go to bed,
Good night, ses you in the mom-
ing."

"Night, Jim,®

What's that? It sounds as if
a car stopped in front of the ho-
tel. HMaybe it's the police com-
ingl They might have-. . o« &

“Well, if it isn'’t Mac., How!
ya doing?"

"Oh, pretty good. How are
you, Jim?"

*Oh, okay."

“Say, Mac, would you know

what a police car went out for?®

~10-

Yeah, some lady called in
and said she sav a car hit a
girl and kept right on going."

:Tou don't say. Who got
hit?"

"on't know. Couldn't find
a body, Plenty of signa of an
accident, though. There was &
pockstbook lying in the road and
blood stains near the edge of the
pavement. No person around amy-
where. Beats me wvhat could have
happened to the body, 4if there
was one.”

"Might be a prank, you know."

"Yesh, but I don't think so,
The lady that called in seemed
real upset, We'll find out more
about it in the morning. I'wve
got to get back to the station,
See you all tomorrow., Good
night.'

might, Mac,”
"Good night, Jim."
®Good night, Fred."

Well I got past that one. If
the police don't find a body,
than thay can't say a crime wvas
comitted, Now, what do I do
next? I'll Just play it safe
and act natural, DCon't worry a-
bout the next move. That'll come
in the morning. Right now I'L1
try and get asoms rest, I'm so
tired, Guess it was more of =
gtrain than I thought. I'll just
got to slaep.

Wnat's  that? That nolse!
Thay've.found me out! I've got
to pet out of here! Oh, its jiat
the phone ringing down the hall.
Really had ma scared there for a
ninute, Hsre's another day. Wiat
do I do now? Act like nothing
ever happened., Don't think abmt
that, Stop worrying about it,



If you don't worry, everything
will work out all right.

My carl I forgot to checkitl.
1'd better get dressed and do it
right now, I won't eat any
breakfast, I'1l go and doit im-
ediately, There's Fred again.
What does he want? I'll see if
I can get rid of ham.

"Hi, Jim,"
“Hi, there, Fred."”

"Say, Jim, could I borrow yowr
car for about ten minutes? Iwmt
to go to Yhe store."

Finet What if he notices
something” I can't say no.. He
might get suspicious. I've got
to lend it to him. I'1l go out
with him and loock at it when I
give him the keys.

strange

range?

The deer and the antelope (lacking

a hide)

inside.

any more.

Doesn't it secem just terribly

That no one's at home on the kitche

Are packed in a pan and roasting

th, teardrop, oh, sniffle, oh, sigh
and oh roar,
Where the buffalo roam isn't home

"Yeah, I guess you can boxrow
it. I want to have a look at it
anyway. Here we are. Don't take
too long, I want t0 « ¢ ¢ o

"dhat's that? It can't bel
.38 oo of

"Oh, my Geds What's hanging
from under the car?"

Sure is taking the jury a]mg
time., Why don't they hurry up?

I can't stand it mach longer,
What will they do to me? A sen=-
tonce of death? Mayhe, I might
gat of easier., Just exactly
what do they do to people who
leave the scene of a crime, es=-
pecially if they've struck some-
one and dragged hinm a mils, I
wonder,

1

l
L
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ilence, Dusk f=1ls upon the
SV';'?. barren emptiness that is
the Great Prairie. The last
embers of & faded sun linger on
the horizon....500on swallowed by
dimness., Small life-
about aimlessly, dis-
small pebble which
e dry depths of an
arprehensive calm-
is, broken only oc-
Cas le attempts at
life, In the distance, a coy-
ote's mournful wai
generating into plaintive yelps.
Again....Silence,

e

A gentle moonbeam cuts del-
cately through the overcast
aving a silver trail of faint
CECENSC, The darke

laps hungrily at this dis-
simulation of warming sunlight,
i added to the

air,

Far in the distance....a

esp-throated rumble as if the
vanquished Therds of buffalo
again were moving. Then again.,.

Silence.

(=

R

Now, swiftly, tension
ounts in the electrified atmos-
phera, A terrifying roar re-
I ) tha low rumble din the

e anxiety antici-
asted almost as
ies, The ground
le expectantly.
s cower lower,

5till darknesSeess
by & sharp splinter

SR TS TR

Suddenly, as a rawhide lash
would strike, the tempest un-
leashes, The skies tense, and
explode, with all the fury of a
thousand primed bombs, ILight-
ning flashes, again and again,




casting a frightening illunina-
tion upon the defenseless earth.

The primeval savagery of
forgotten years again rages thru
the Heavens, With the wrath and
malevolence of a tortured beast,
Nature flails the prairie. Celd,
biting rain and sleet lash in
waves against the rocks, dust
and small cover. plants. Like
countless quantities of shrapnel
they tear at the soil, clutch
eagerly at each pebble and stone
ovserend the shrubs mercilessly.

Reaching a new pinnacle in
its fury, the wind @ whips vio-
lently at the mountains almest
forcing them to sway under its
power.,

Vainly, life-forms cling to
small shelter, powerless to de-
fend their exdstence against the
omnipotence of the storm.

Instantly, an immense masa
of . water moving at an impossible
speed rushed through the arroyo,

Like the Biblical deluge, it
gweeps all life and beauty under
its flow and passes with a deaf-
ing resonance.

In a drunken orgy all the
pernicious defiance of Hell it-
self is poured wupon the land.
Without pity or respite the ele-
ments flay and flog the Prairie
to dinzensibility,

Abruptly, with the same
decisiveness that mark-
ed 1ts arrival, the
stoxrm is gone. Again,
Silence,

e S T 3

Faint Tlight casts a pink
glow over the Prairie, Irre-
presgible  life-forms again
seurrv  about, aveiding puddles
ol opague water which serve as
the only evidence of a nocturnal
perpetrator.

A soothing sun-ray gently
carresses the Landscap€eissesecsss




lest-minule

Toe ring ol

Mom softly cailing.

Sister's ezxclted chist

A pew goldoen moon,

Fresh viclets 1n =

A dete he 2
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@ decaying effects of glan-

lar dehycdration have, for

iine-tenthe of a century,
bypassed the life of one Louisa
R. Alger, betisr known to the
family es "Cran'ma." In reality
she is & great-grest-great
grandmother, br* if one is te
believe such phrassology &S,
¥You're only ac ~lu as you feal”
one must acknowledg:® thz pro-
viously mentioned pseudenym,
"Grem'mal"

History beams in her past
even brighter than the lights
off Cape Cod, as she is the dau=-
ghter of a Texan gensral who
fought in the Epanish-American
War, and also holds claim of
being a c¢irect descendant of
Zachary Taylor., Her husband was
the late Captain Philip R. Algen
U.S.N., an extraordinary naval
genius, and an architect of rep-
utable fame. His greatest ef-
fort appears in the gracious
Washington Aqueduct, a sturdy
replica of the historic past.

Grerima was born in Annapolis,
Maryland, in the early 186C's.
Her patriotic love for this ra-
ther rustic, rural retreat is
more overwhelming than theintox-
icating effects of drink. Al-
though Annapolis knows no better

patron than Gram'ma, and vice

versa, they often disagree on
each other's illustrious person-
slities., For Amnapolis, Gram'ma
is the most ecceniric parson it
has ever known, while to Gram'ms
it is "too d--n damccratic.”

Early in Gram'ma's 1life, age
seventy-three, she lost her righ
arm in an automobile accident,

itall

Lven this, however, failed to
damper her irrepressible spirit
in the slightest degrez. In fact,
during the operation, which was
administered under a local anaes-
thatic, Gram'ma awoke and became
most disturbed when the surgeon
wasn't cutting her arm off to
har eract speeifications,

Since her aceident, Gram'ma
has haen &3 cetivs, 4f not even
more so, than befors, She re-
cently purchasaed =z typewriter,
and has since been typing letters
to the entire family-~left hand-
a2d, Among her rarer epistles is
one to thz 77th Congress, vehem-
ently instructing them what todo
in retalistion for Fearl Harbor,

Gram'ma's latest effort
was in the form of a reprimand
directed toward the =ditors of
the HRussian-published magazine
U.SeS.He After reading this
letter, 1 immediately dstected
a violently cynical, yet ex-
tremely  sarcastic tone, cap-
able of igniting the most ex-
plosive mixturs, The editors,
howavar, not being accustomed
to Cram'ma's script, ever so
graciously vrsplied, "We are ex-
tremely sorry to inform you
that we ars unable to read your
lettzr, Flzase havs someone
type it for you, and mail it
to us again., Anxiously await-
ing to hear from you agair. « 4

Although Gram'ma is
nearing the century mark, she
by no means possesses a fail-
ing memory, Visions of the
Civil War aftermath are as
fresh to her as the first snow-
fall of the decade, and poli-



tica revive her Scc%tish spirit
even more than the fanfare of

an opening night.

"the Lady in Black™ is
far frem being a representative
pleture of Oram'ma, Rather
awaiting the undertaker at
every stroke of the clock, she
instead insists on gallivanting
through her garden, as jubilant
a3 a youthful maiden, The only
instance in which I have known
Gram'ma to dress for the morbid
creatures of the underworld was
just last year, while attending
the solemn funeral of her pet
canary,

Once a young man cape to
her house in Annapolis (where
there are always many ridship-
men visiting), and the conver-
sation turned to the Seleactive
Sarvice Act. This person stated
that, if drafted, he would
absclutely and flatly refuse %o
fight for his country. Oncs
order had been restored, Oram-
ma promptly threw him out, fol-
lowing, of course, & lashing
lecture,

Thie it wy Cram'maz Alger,
a living replice of the meodern
past, and, undoubtedly, she
will remain a guide for those
of the mxlern futaure,

HANDS

A
N
e
S

Ry

=

Sosdboson

The hands of the world
Belong to the multitude.
From ceveman to spaceman,
These handa have c¢reated
And cestroyed.,

The story of life

I=z told by hands;

Both week hands and strong hands,
The =mall idle ones

And the employed,

To the moat observant

Hands are a book,

From which 1s rcad
Contentment, or the impotience
Of the annoyed,

This trle lies not in still hends;
Only when the hancs rmove

Doen the story become lerible,
Txen one c¢an cee Lhe grleved

An¢ the over jovecd,

16
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sptember 23, 195%. A day oL, us Lhe caym 2lways
that meant nothing to moet eeingn 11 hete Wort osome

Aneriecans, yeu & cay of deci- } STV i Lomorrow mipght
s 3 4 -

gion, far the ultimate fate of 3T Lo o oway of 9, 93ix such
mankind bung in the balance. IS poople 3 wheir  last day

wag sarly norming, and nwel ame { vy Tuoy knew what they
ilies wera Jjust getting up; w%;@’b" nd they were afraid.
father to go to work the child- 11 va Lrliys courage.

K

ren to ge to schoel, and Ane mo

ther to begin again : A , grey. object lac
T m\' inSoutiysn Csnadas
1 A oneahmed do ahaorb the

work of ancther day.
wera filled with,
Light and cast a
2 everyvhing,

problsngs:
T sdomolation,
$ 1t was lope.

"l haven't jdome my
work."

"dhat will +the Dboas
wher I am late bo\wm"{.'.-"'

"Miill we de to s i : !
another car?" and d on. o & T Ik fed by
Complasent peopla, W\ Flilietigicals Ligp o i) mted the
they were, revel in ok - 4
selvas. \



i, Hunt, do you think wWe
have evarything®®

mHow Dy, Clark, stop woroy-
img] Isn't that just like =&
woman, Jee? They go  through
aollege, got themselves highly
gdycpbed and tock "[he.' on thedr
namez, but it dorsnft change a
talng.” Charlesz Hunt Yaughed,
but its aecho sounded copby and
herd.

Dy, Joe Marshall noddod ab=
pently, He undoratoend why Lisa
and Charles had % tadk, They
e afraid, Let then babble on.
e would drzw  himsel! into a
ahell, hisz ows private world,
thers to say goodby to the earth
alone and in poace,

Fe looksd around him and
evorything Secame very vivid,...
the tress, with their painted
leaves, Lhe prase, the blue sky,
tha faint song of a blrd, and
the 1ittle eguirrel that scamp-
eraed by, atopping only a momant
4o regard the grave tabkleau.
Marshsll eighed, drew & deep
breath, and spiled serenely to
bim=aaif, He had had a pood 11fe,
a patlefying 1ife.  Whatavar
happenad, he would know that,

An old man, much older than
any of the others, losked ot his
companiiond  and alowly let hias
mind drift back over seven ywars
to the day +thoy had all {irst
nat.

It wes June 3, 1951. Dy,
Hendrick Muller paced up and
dewn his l¥econd tioned olfice,
walting for five porsons, Fiva
potential aclentista whe were
the result of carefu} searching.
Bach wag young, the product of
at least four genmerations of
gelentiets, and cach was in good
phyraical heslth. There was only
ona thing left to be determined:
their interset in menkind.

He glancod at the click,
ticking away, totally oncof-
cernad, and he wrung hiz  haode.
i1l Lhey never earriveT® hls
reatless  mind asked over and
ovar,

Thon, oiraculously, &is
gecrelary wag announcingt  "Lisa
Clark, Elains Brooks, Dendae
Tallar®, OCharlea Hunt, and Joa
Murahall hers to  see you, Dr,
thiiler,®

He rushed forward to meet
them &nd in his reliaf, be wan
rather curt.

Fiva jyoung mén and Women
camz  bthrough  the door almost
aslennly, aE though enteribg &
church, Thoy saw befors them &
amall man with pepper grey halr,
alnoat incansplieucuws  sxcept for
hiy piereing  blaeck eyes, which
repardad them steadily from und-
et graying brows. They stoed,
looked, and walted,

Huller atuadied these people
with morel: dicrmuised axcitenent
PFlease,™ he pragod, "let them
mmderatend.® ™Let  them under-
atand.®

At last the hogt becews
avare of the awiward silencs and
mmbled, %"3it dowm, and wa'll
gt atarted." He soughad nervom-
Yy and then continued.

"He doubt you apre wondarding
why I hewe brouwght you hers, bot
‘mofore I tall you, I want you Ho
lmow  thet you have beal  chra-
fully chosen and I hepa that nons
of you will let wes down,”

Huller, upable o restradn
himsell any longer, started pacing
up and dowm hie offdee again ag
he Epolos:

"iines the end of World Wer



II, I have been watching the
progress of cur nation 4in the
fields of science, as wvell as in
politics and economicg. I find,
much to my chagrin, that few of
our top men can see the impending
importance of space travel, Hero
we are on the threshold of a new
and exciting age and Americans
Just blink their eyes and go
back to their secure lives,
Certainly 1t's more comfortable
that way, but they cannot escape
reality forever,

"It mnay sound very rash to
you, but I would be willing to
bet that by 1960 Russia will have
the entire world subjugated.
It's not even conceivables today
how this could happen, but I'm
convinced that it will, and that
it will be the direct result of
space power. Already our enen-
ies have started putting stress
on missiles and rocket research,
And mark my words, they will hze
a satellite circling the earth,
before Americe knows what happ-
ened,

"If I'm right, and I think
I am, there must be semething
wrung somewhere and a way tosolve
the problem.

"™y first thought was that
it was the fault of the American
gystem of government, I still
think that this is partly true.
Democracy works effectively only
for a few or for select people,
Once the 'average manf gets in-
volved, the important probtlems
fade into the background and each
man starts livangsolely for him-
gelf. He locks everything out
of his 1life, except that which
simply cannot be ignored, and
tries to find happiness, This is
fine for the individual, but it
imperils the country and under-
mines its safety.

"So, what to do. Try to

arouse the nationslistic senti-
ments of the people, It's easy
encugh to de¢ in time of war, but
rather difficult i times o pros-
perity, Americans want to for-
get anything unpleasant or at
least put 1t aside for a while.
Then, when it explodes in their
faceg theywonder what happened.”

Muller paused and looked at
his audience., They were sitting
on the edges of their chairs,
faces intent, He smiled to hin-
self, then crossing the floor
placed himself firmly in front
of the five pecple.

"First, do you understand
what I am trying to say?" Ev-
eryone nodued assent.

"Now, what would you sug-
gest? Or do you think there is
a problem? Please be frank,"

"Well, Doctor, I gquite agree
with you about there being a
problem, but the idea of finding
an answer seems almost hopeless,
Uh, am I right in ssswming that
you are putting the blame, or
rather most of the blame, on the
mediocre American,"

“That's right, Mr. Marshall.
I feel that they abuse the pri-
vileges that Democracy affords
then, Thoy seem to forget that
they owe a great deal to their
government and to the other peo—
ple in the country if they then-
selves wish to live in peace.”

"Oh, I see, Then perhaps
a dictatorial type of government
would be more practical, from
the standpoint of survival « « »
on this earth.®

"Precisely!!" Dr, Muller
wag excited now, TOn this
Earthi®

Continued on page 57
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QUOTATIONS

from the Compeslition of the Declarstion of I
NOT VFound in the History Books
Barry Crickmer '59 =

;1 tan w'ii, rircs po oS elde hes eny time, I suppose
that yoir will heve to do 1%, Jefferson.

N 3 ":r,\
,M:: A x!)ur - (ﬁ a [‘ud(- b3 Ih"tnf’?
-
= ?iﬂkjn.: bowt Mtea 4n the coarse of humen events?"

fog 1 TL just dogont't move mel

I peuw can't think of soythin~ hetter, Living-
eton, It will just have to do for +the present.

In ™{pelioneble” spslled with sn "en™ or an "in"?

Homiltoh Hag anyone pot a dictlonsry

Adamgs Do we snt to =lont this apseinst the King or Parlie-
mant? :

Jeftarennes Batler meke §t the King, I'm not sure how to'spell
“'Idr...-amr‘ N

Urnkoowrs Thera muct be a dictlonery scmewherel

\ Livicgrtnos This thing iz teking too much time,

\{cz'fﬁr:un: Yo wil) have t~ figure out s~me =ort of snappy
\! apdlng, T have to go get & passport pleture

R teken, I'm off to Frence in the morning.

FAgr%1ins  Ho, na, ne, Tem! I told you "inalienable 1is "W
i en Pun,” = : :
/‘ - - <
Anne s Whetever gou do t‘on't let Tom Payne get shold of it. .
Ho'll write s book abowt-1t. _—
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Take the besuty of the baag,
Teke the sorrow of the sead,

Tske the lose end pein of all,
Teke it, cast it, loose 1its call

Deliver net the evil mind,

But soothe the bitterness of
Develop legs and dreem of morg
Curtell the rest and heal the

o

Janat. Raas ‘s8
Tears of s woman deep ln uce,
Cry for her children gbdne, b
Once nimble fingers, now dull end slow, il
Those eyes that shone, but now have lost their g

T'is true your life is neer its end,

Gently it shall dwindle by,

The yesrs hsve ccme, snd gone, end bean,

And yours is like them sll=-=-soon it will die.

Have no fesr--for 1t comes quick,

The instent between 1lifes snd eternity,

Heve no fear for this psin to come,

Your peing behind--in life, Blest be the one!
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S j'va eight o'clock
morning; the sun is shining
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Saturday

through the windows of my
room; and the alarm clock rang
about a quarter OX an hour ago.
After having a Dbreakfast of
black bread with goat cheese and
orange juice, I leave about 0820
for school, which is a 1little
less than a mile away. On my
way, I meet many of my friends
rushing to school the same as I,
Rounding the corner of the bock-
store around 0830, we hear the
bell ring., Now 4t is time for
the last sprint, so we run the
rest of the way to school.

We rush into the music room
for our weekly song pericd; but,
fortunately, the teacher has not
yot arrived, - Then, after about
five minutes, which has been
spent throwing sponges and chalk
at each other, the teacher ap-
pears in the doorway. Everything
gets Qquiet, and we get wp and
bow to the teacher as he comes
into the room. He sits down at
the plano, and we sing our little
"wake-up" socngs. They do serve
their purpose,

Then the teacher puts on a
record, which works' strictly
against this purpcse, pamely one
of Beethoven's symphonies, Most
of the kids use this time +to
study about alcohol for organic
chemistry. The threes girls in
the class, however, are not
troubled by the alcohol, but
rather by what to wear for a
party the same night. After
having "listened" to ‘his record.
we sing "Swing Low" and & couple
of other Negro spirituals,

Then Solem, our teacher,
puts on another record, This is
Dave Brubeck's album, "Jazz Goes
to College," This seems to be
more appreciated than Beethoven,

22

and the kids stop studying their
chemistry to listento the record.
After having listened vothe rec-
ord for about ten minutes, the
bell rings at OBLS and we dash
out of the classroom t¢ get some
fresh air inthe ten-minute break
we have between periods,

On the school grounds, we
have a shelter for rain, which
we have in quantity, lorgbenches
on which we may sit, plants and
trees, and also the rest rooms..
Around the grounus we have a
fence with one gate in it, This
fence has not only the purpces of
keeping us inside, but it also
keeps us from falling down into
the street, which is about thirty
feet below the schoolgrounds,

The traffic to the boys!
rest room is rather heavy, and
every time the docr opens, smoke
cemes pouring out, The Seniors,
however, do not use this forbide
den area for smoking as they can
leave the schoolgrounds any time
they wish,

The bell rings again, and
after a couple more minutes of
loafing, we start moving, Our
clasaroom is on the third floor,
but we can take it easy up the
stairs because most of our teach-
ers don't appear until about
four minutes after the bell has
rung.

This period we have math,
which we have six times a week,
Today's lesson is about inequal-
ities, After having tested us
on the day's lesscn, the teacher
spends the rest of the period
explaining the next day's assign-
ment, This assignment is for
Tuesday, as we have no homework
over theweekend in subjects which
we hive more than two pericds a
week,



The bell rings, and again
we have a break, followed by our
Enplish cluss. Part of the pe-
riod 43 spent in English convemn
sation and the rest in studying
one of Shakespeare's plays. In
my class, which is speciglizing
in math and science, we also
study German and French,

The next bresk is for denty
nimutes froe 1105 t01125, During
this break,we muy go  wherever
we please. NMost of the kids
leave school to geot something to
eat, The bakery is crowded with
«ids buying cookies andice cream
Many of the girls go toa restau-
rant where they get some coffce
and & the same time have:a chance
40 smoke. We never see the girls
amokirg in the streets, Many of
the kids 1like to go down and
watch the ships during this time..

We have chenmistry fourth
poriod and a0 we o to the spocial
auditorium or laboratory. When
we don't go to special rooms, we
stay in our classrocm and, the
teachers come to us. As I told
you, this period we study organ-
ic chemistry, namely ethyl alco-
hol, After a short lecture in
the auditorium, we go to the ladb
to see how the beer we browed
in an experiment yeésterday is
doing. We get out about five
minutes early this period, so
we hurry out tosit onthe benches,
The break is spent looking at
the girls. Nany of them wear
black slacks arda sweater. Othors:
wear skirts and blouses sweaters
of all different colors; still
others have on suits, and many

dullest subject of the day,

naxely Norweglan, The voice of

the teacher affects us as a lule

laby affects a littls child, We
have to concontrate so as not to [/
fall asleep. It looks like Tom,
who is sitting all the way back
in the corner, is already slean-
ing. Sigurd ricks up a wet
sponge® and throws it at him, It
hits Tom in the head with a

splash; he 1s suddenly awake; X

and a big war is going on, ey
teacher does not notice anythifghd’
and he continues reading
Ibsen loudly.

scason, the temperature was very
low, so we decided to start a
fire in the old stove standing
in the classroom. The stove had
been there since the school was
built fifty yvears before and was
séldon used,

Cne of the boys brought in
& couple of herrings which he
had found in the street, and
put thes on the top of the stove
with some snow, The smoll of
fried herring went all over the
aschool and finally reached the
principal's office, The prin-
cipal care up to our classroonm,
where we poor devils wers await-
ing his wrath; but, fortunately,
he, as well as our cull teacher,
thought the old stove had caused
the horrible smell The principal
loft with a promise to have the
stove fixed Sor the next day,

Sixth period we have Gorman,
This class is similar to English.

of them wear high heels, There
are many pretty girls walking
around, so, at times, it is kind
of hard to keep your eyes on the
book 4f you want to do some
studying.

Next periocd, we have the

We converse 4n German and study /-
same of GCoethe's poams., When/. /-
there are only five minutes left _\1-/
in the period, we all get rather. 4
restless and the teacher doeid:%

to let us leave in spite of those™ a
five lost minutes.

We rarely have any mootings
23



after soekool, oo evaryoody leaves
gehogl after =ixth piried. At
two o'cleck - sho Lell rings, and
all aipnt bundrod dda  pour cutb
of the pchepl. Smme of thed
leave of their Diecyelesz, othars
rugh ta gat 4 zeat on one of tho
schoclbuses, still. othors leave
in their <ara, and tha rash of
uz, Wha den't have too farz way
hore, walk.

I am hungzy now alter adey
of sehool ard  hesry home to gotb
dipner, My father Lis a school-
toachar, 2o ha pgots kome  about
thie same time aa [, Althoaph ka
pspally drives, the scehool at
which ke toaches in furthor awoy
than =ing,

For dinner today, wa ars
taving whale-beaf, ootatons,
crasmad - cabbaps; and geavy. Ik
am vary pleased with this dinner

beoawae it imone of =y favorites.

Hy siater likes it, ton, bocause
she dees nob care fop amy othar
kind of mpate Fér desert wa hava
crangs ple, Aftar dimner, I ge
through the npesspapers  woile
listaning ta jazz frem the Woice
of Amarica,

Abant five alelock, I po e
Mitammat,® A oostaurarnd, %o pgat
i epp of tog Sowa of ry friends
arae gitting over in a corncr, He
Ige tojein them. We debate
what ta do topight and declde o
go to tha scheol danca Ceir hafk
a gar oubkwide, 2o I get o ride
beome  and chanpe from my  jieans
intg & gutt and tic.

Eath the pirls and the boys
go stapg tothe dapoe for the moat
pirt.  Onily these geing stasdy
#o0. drag, She danea 15 . 1n the
gym, which hes been . decorated
for the danes With eolered lompe
and the like, The -berd iz in &
corpar whara Wwa heve built &
stand for them The two tepclars

uho aro  chapovons are, for the
razt part, in the teacher's roos
drinking ecoffes, whick && moat
thouphtfully provided to  Heap
thor © $here,  Small  tebles wiih
cnaira  around then e plased
armand the g, whieh iz Tillad
with amola, In the: corner op=
posita the bard i5 4 bar avound
which poople alvays evowd buying
eiphrottes; coles, ond even bodr.
The bard plays in a ~wing style,
for jass <% seve popular than
Ragk Tn' Roll in Horwey.

T dance ie fer only the
throe upper classes of Bhe seled,
and 1t lasts rom abeut 1530 to
midaizht. I t0ld wow aarlier
that paepls com: to  the dinee
mostly stag. Dueing the danee,
we adl  dshee with o many girlis
Leaving the .danec, thoe stag
sitvation 53 cuite changed, Now
mapy of the ztage haye & drag.
Be=e proaps hove &8 "nachspliel®e..
& perty- alftar tho danec-<tut I
Flan ‘o go skiing temerrew, =0 I
walk @ girl home snd st  apouk
twe o'clock, I oan fagt  agleen
in my Fook.




S e
e Falew Srasr
’ (.ul: (’)f Crorw Yot
I was aitting on the besasch
One eoft, derk, lonelg night,
And the see wind wes blowing . . .
blowing « « +

The dark weves beat against the sandy shore
Unrurlinf patterns of soft white lece,
In the distance a lonely foghorn called
And 8 sespull was crying . «
cryinﬁ . e e

Leross the heze of the derkened night,

A flssh of light, s shooting stsr,

All wes derkness sgein

And the gentle waves calling ., . .
oslling « .

The slender reedes &t the waeter's edge

Dsenced end sweyed with the wind,

Ceught in their sweying web

A fallen ster glimmered . . .
glimmered . . «

I crept steslthily to the water's edge
And gently untengled the shooting ster
And held in hend & fallen dresam,

~. And the ses W wes blouigf o s e

ing » -"nb"
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THE POCKS

DM ‘?er:'nfzr %8

n touring the more populous
regions of the state of Maina,
one is not likely to travel
through the desclate area |lmown
a3 land's End or te visit the
village of Cape @rkoam located
therein, Like the unpopulated
and 2ll but forgotten regions of
=y of owr New ringland states,
land's End nas not ¢hanged mach
in the last two centwries, Over
the land and its pag¢ple hangs a
shade of dark, rsnctely evll
antiquity which is at once both
terrifying and deeply compelling
to an outsidor. There have been
runors of strange and violent
happendngs in this mysterious
land, the reflections of & trou=
bled past,

It was & the year 191§ that
I firet arrived, late in the
dreary month of Movember, in the
saall village of Cape Uarkhan.
The cold salt air blew westward
from the promontory of land's
Znd 1n fwrious, never-ending
gusts, 7The aky was  heavily
laced with billowy, blus-gray
clouds hurriecly rustling along
& river of tarnished slate,
while the wnistling of the wind
remindod me of other meurnful
sounds I had heard before--sone-
where, The rays from a balsful
sun were subtly diffused into
patches of darmeas and light,
giving a astrangely clear and
stark perspective to the sur-
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rounding landscape and bringing
oddly close the black, forboding

rocks which made up the tip of
the promontery,. Ah, yes! Those
rocke which told strange tales
to those willing to listen.

Suddenly the sky grew darke
er, and the air even c¢oldsr and
more oppressiva, Quiockly, I
looked about me, seeking shelter
from the imminent rain, 4s it
was, I ran to the nearest door-
way, taking refuge under a nar-
row, rickety, tin roof. Here,
temporarily safe from the fury
of the sudden tempest, I paused
to glance at my surroundings,
Everything was old, very old,
But not of age alone) this olde
ness waa the uncertain result of
disuse and deliberate sbuss. In
tha gemi-gloom, I saw, lying in
the dust at ny feet, the fallen
ruins of an old delapidated sign,
and upon cleser inspection made
oot the letters MA-R—AM l,
This, I concluded, must have been
Cage Harkham's only hotel, I
now noticed that the rain had
inereased in such a manner as to
compel me to find another shel-
ter immediately., Accordingly,
I tuwned ta the door just
slightly to my left and jpro-
cecded to pull back the knocker.,

Everything equal, men's
hearts do not wsually depart
froman ordered rhythm determined
by the sensitivity of the indiv-
idual, There are times, how-
ever, when we fesl & strong,
inpulsive shift of emotion a1l
the more f{rightful Decause its
cause is, in affect, allem to
any prescribed pattern, It is
during these times that man
feals very much lost and alone,

Somathing of this same
faeling crept over me as I stood

gazing at the person standing
in the doorway directly befors



me, His mien and coeuftenancs
bespoke of deep (ies with the
New Engiand of a ¥ypona era, He
carried bimzelf | Jike a pailce
and kls eves refleeted the bHlue=
grosn hues of the sea. Hio hezd
cene barely +to my shoulder, dut
it was hlo renarkable eyes that
at onca crught and Leld mine,
They were clear and desp, yeot
full of the sgeless widses indic-
ative of one who has traveled
far and sden ruch,

T™he 0ld man, for oy guese
was cne of mental rather than
physical aps and the ‘tearm did
not eptly apply %o either,
qQuickly affirned my regues:i for
overnight lodging and thers the
matter ended, I waa alouy to &
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rcom that might have harmoniously
praced the house of any stately
rentlieman, except for the obe
vicus lack of care, It dida't
fit New Ensland, however, for
ihe cedling wam tod high and the
Linish much t20 geod. It struok
me 88 curious that this room was
soc congtructed, for 1t lacked
conformity with the reat of the
hcuse, which was fixedly Wew
Englanc in design,

Tre shadows Tay long about
e room, crossing themselves as
if in tepediction befors the
light streaming forth from the
Frominent and overpowering log
firs. Tre sudden warmth rose
¢curicusly to my head and the
sradows danced before my syes,



raminding me of my younger days
as & goldier whem other oshadows
had danced and wavered in the
nidst of Ddlue-gray mwoko and
black earth thrown high while
tho scroans of tortured mom had
ong the requiem of war and
doath, "teturn no morg® I oriod,
for I had already pald well for
thone hideous memerdos, Slowly,
I crossed the room and proceoded
to don more suitable attire in
vhich I should go to groot wy
gracious hosts, but I did not
l'orgcb.

In the late howrs of the
uvining, the 0Old Han, for this
waz the name I had given him, he
having supplied no other, and
myself sat quietly talking in a
hushed monotone. Sleopily, I
notod that the wind had diod
down scmewhat, tut the incessant
rain had not ¢eased, As I stared
blankly into the fire, my speoch
all but ceased ccampletely. The
shadows on the Old ¥an's face
noved as he spoke, giving it a
lean and aged look but not dul~
ling the glitter of his ayos. I
had seen eyes glitter like that
bafore, perhaps when I was young-
or. But the memory ovadod oy
conselous thoughtns like the hap-
loss quarry evades the hunter
untill I did not remombor, but
thenl « « « »

I awoke 4n darkness and a
horridle pressing sflmece closed
about me 1ike a tomb, Tho rain
had stopped, tut the wind had
again risen and could faintly de
hoard howling through tho tree-
topa and rushing along the lonaly
ntroet 1like the rustling of dry
loaves. The M1l moon ghone
paloly white through tho window,
fadntly 1lluminating the entire
room, But it was not the rom
which attracted =y oyos., I
stared scross a trocless plain
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covered with tall, gray grass
woaving strangely in the wind,
and boayond, t0 the rocks, wp-

thrust nanstrously against a cb
of dark volvet and reaching
skywnrd as 4if trying to Dreak
the earthly bond that held them,

To this day, 1 still don't
now what Lt was. Man knows all
to little of the forces %that
control his destiny. His mind
18 @ frail thing to oppose the
capricious wnims of fate. My
snses rotled and the rocks
changod hafore =y <yes. They
beocamo e, man that I had seen
berore., The smell of gumpowdor
was in my nostrils and I osaw
again tho battleground. I heard
the gscromm of winged death
minglod with the sounds of tho
woundod mnd dying. I saw the
chargo of shadowr twisting and
turming in the Dtlve haze and
watchod ws they became man, I
saw the shining gray steel of
their bayonets and tho glitter
in thoeir aycs., Thoy cexe closer
and tholr faces merged into cne,
It was _tho face of the 01d Man
and his ayes wers bright with
rate and doath.

The wypoldl broke and I ran
seromsing from that acoursed
room, I stumbled, found a door,
and stumblod again, falling into
the mud and grime of a long-
dosortad stroets I arose and ran
oy ny hoart pounding and ay eyes
glazed with fear, I neithor saw
nor hooxl as I fled across the
graggy | plain. Too late, my
senges ruvoaled that I had run
the wrong way. 1 wag among tho
rocks, stumdbling and falling
whilo frudtlessly trying w0 stop
my headlung £flight. Too late, T
#aw tho odge of the cliff, and,
with a hoarse cry, I foll.

Thuy found 2o two dgys later,
lying more dead than alive on the



beach at the foot of the cliff Ppona to meces” and iilled one

and soon I wes settled comfort- of ny corracles? Of coursa, I had
ably in & ward &t tha State baon suffering  from  extrouns
VYeterans Hospital, ¥y story of :!Laa ul-x I did it and was
having fallen was, of coursa, labeled temporarily insane, Se
true, and the doctorz were not "w doctars werern 't surprised at
surprised when I told them I had what I hod sald; no, xot at all,
fallen while taking a moonlieht How could thay know that the face
walk, After all, hadn't I been of my dead comrade and that of
discharged from the Army during tha (0ld iHan were the pame?

the war beczuss one night I had

THE BITTERSWEET VINE

Loons C»(ounf (4 ’.

They cut cown the bltteraweet vine,
That tumbled over tue garden wall;
Oh, how I loved the bitierswect vine
When I was amell.

Were yellow nnc OPﬂﬁf“ in tne
T)'Tha hummingbirce fllitted zmonp -u
N\Ané to me the world waa full of

In the winters ths berries #lous
L Colorful spainat the purity

v firat love kiased me under
And set my world arlov.

T eried when they cut down the
tumbled over the garden
had meant the world bto w:
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he 1i;hts
in th 1
set th

on Hroadway blaze
sk of the night and
on fire with
cheir wild burst of activity.
Everything and everyone 1s in
their power, caught with no es-
capcs The world is alive and

wrld

zoing around like a mad merry-
go=round.
People walk liks thoy ar

baing pulled by a powerful
net, hidden in the
that dedws them along fasteor and
faster until they feal the desire
to run, Eves are buming with
an cagar yob determined plow of
roadiness to tackle anything
that suggoste itselt, while young
hands are slenched nervously,.

1P Rl

brightness,

Others, & DIt wearier and
perhaps wiser, refloct a calmer,
reassurine  glow, Yot always,
there is that look of brilliance,
A few fipurss stroll along lei-
surcly with a deliberate appear-
ance of savoir faire, but removc
this disguize and a growing ex-
citament is revealed,

The rapidly-moving traffic
is reached by th: shooting sparks
o flame and suddenly horns scold
and chatter as the tires of s
pasging taxd serecch and come to
a2 halt in an inconvenient spot,

Then £ the hoarse coughs
from the engincs as a few more

cars start on their merry chase,
Bvery moving thing . touche
with a gsense of artifi~ial ac-
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tivity and to glance dowm the
street would be 1like seeing some-
thing resenbling a rush to the
siles line in one of the nearby
department stores.

Only everyone is happy, and
averyone 1s alive with energy.
The gyes of the sky-high build-
ings signal their approval, while
a drunken man weaves in and ont
of the throng below, waving his
gatisfaction in a much more no-
ticeable way.

Iheater lights fight dos-
perately to outshine their ri-
vels, The second feature draws
to 2 close, Doors are set ajar
and & group of young bulls comes
charging out into the open, Al-
ways there 1s this bustle of end-
less life and the stimulating
agitation of lights.

Everywhere, the strong pulse

of life can be felt as these
fleming objects shine down on
Broadway.




sstlessly I turned on my side

to pesr through the gloom at

at the clock whose lumines—
Zemt hands showed that several
hours rsmained before the day
grew light, I looked beyond
the clock at my husband's
slesping form, but bhis smug
peacefulness irritated me, and
T threw myself oun my stomach, I
lay perfectly still and forced
myself &to think of nothing at
all, Gradually, as my taut mus-
cles relaxed, my mind began %o
wander., I drifted through the
hazy world of half-awake-half
aslesp until I found nyself
on an unfamiliar road through
dark swirls of mist.

I walked for a long time,
and soon the mist began to re-
treat. The air about me grew
very bright, very sharp, and
far ahead T saw a woman walking
towards me. Shielding my eyes
from tie unaccustomed brightness,
I stopped to wait for whoever it
was to draw near. Soon the wome
an stood before me, and, squinte-
ing through the vivid light, I
hesitantly said, "Hello."

*Hello, I thought you were
never going to come," came the
reply in a volce atrangely like
oy oWmMe

I opened my eyes wider de-
spite the pain of the blinding
light. The woman before me was
a paler, thinner image of myself.
For a long moment I stood where
I was, a cold numbness growing in
ny mind.

#»You used to come here of-
ten, but that was a long time
ago. You wouldn't remember. I
really don't blame you for not
coming back sooner, but it was
not fair to leave me alone. I'm
always so afraid +hen I'm alone.
But M'n sty now.”
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Nonentity

M't Elnoorc :f‘

Bewildered,
lent,

I remained si-

"Jle had better leave. We
shouldn't be so near the mists,”
the woman said. "I wouldn't
have come at all except jyou
wore coming, and I was afraid
you would get lost.”

I stepped back cautiously,
then whirled and began to run
frantically deep into the light
trying to get back where I be-
longed. I heard the woman
screaming angrily, "Nol Nol™

Completely engulfed i light
I stumbled, fell on my knees,
and hysterically clawed the air
to regain nmy footing. I began
to fall, or rather, float, be-
cause there was no down, no up,
no direction, In panic I
clutched bright shapes that dis-
solved into nothing,

Hysterically I began to
lavgh, ™All I have to do is wake
upe I'm not really here. This
is a dreaml®™

Abruptly my fall was broken.

"Come on, honey, get up.
I'11 be late for work." The
vocie dragged me from my sleep
and into the mechanics of reali-
tye

I swung my legs over the
edge of the ted and began the
familiar bustle of getting my
family on its way %o work and
school. The morning sun purged
the mermory of last night's dreanm
fron ny mind,



Late in the afterancon, af-
ter my housework was completed,
I lay down on the living room
couch to read a magazine., The
mystery I was trying to finish
grew too boring and I thumbad
ahead to read the end, Putting
the magazine I treated my
limbs to a delicicus stretch and
then Jlet them relax. Before I
could rouse myself I was deep in
the dream I had left that morn-

ing.

The same woman approached
ms and, with a friendly gesture,
asked me to walk with her. Her
too-amiable manner put a growing
suepicion in my thoughts and I
followed her cautiocusly. We
walked near the mists she had
earlier warned me against, and
I hesitated in dietruat,

"Come cn., I knuw the way,.
You are all ight with me,* I
Was assured,

I tock a bareful step fore
ward then hastily tried to re=-
treat, but I was too late, The
ground dissolved hensath my feet
and I was in the suffocating
mist.

"This time you can st&Y.sss
and I will be safe," came ny
voice shrilly, with her words.

My body moved slowly and
would not obey the commands of
my racing brain. I heard the
familiar band of our {ront door
and my husband's voicet

"HY, sweathaart, did T wake
you up?"

"No,? said the woman with
my voice. "I was jusu reasding."

And I was alone,

valley
of the poor

arne /ewis 7]
j_he valley of the ppor has o

of the
places, k
deep, &

Wno  seek. Ev
he swept Into it, all
things, be they pocd,
different; walupb®

worthlesay alh
dead.

Where ds\Af
wonderful val

v.i” Yimes It 48 a place for b
poverty-atrioken tne gounk,
for the drifter Lh them
dees it offer hamm, any
poosibility of
And they must »
hidden in ths debr
of the romrd. Som

moving car, may be
cup of coffes, a
reward.
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he white, shapeless fomms of
f the yet-unborn souls were

breathlessly waiting for the
Lord to stmffle a pack of cards,
On each ocard ths future form and
destiny of = soul were written,
The tension was mounting ad them
repched 1ts height as each soul
was dsalt its card,

There were momurs of sur-
prise, disappointment, cries of
delight and despair. One soul
eried out in fury over 1its as-
«4prment, "So that's what I'11
be. .. e-e 80 Indian beggar of & low
castel” the soul screamed,. "I
wvill not play the game then at
all, lst me return to Nothing!"
The Lord beckonad to an angel
who walked softly toward the bag-
ar and whispered, "Come with me."

Together they entered
great hall where cards B
dealt out to &

hac boen in vast spaces
whera the plants and lower forms
of 1ife had raceived thelir des-
tiny. "Pine trse, to be out

grcat. multitpse

N
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tic masg"-~tie bepgar thought
the chilly winds &and bleak
"Agiatice {flu gam,
shortlived, meeting up with vac-
cine," "sponge on the bottom of
the sea,"—this, the Dbeggar
thought was the dreariest fate
of them sll.

He sighed and walked gloam-
ily with the angsl, returning to
the Hell of the Future Human Be-
ings, Groups had formed, and the
souls were exchanging their op-
inions. "My life will be hard
and bitter," ona sighed, "why
ghould I bear this burden?"

"T don't have the strength
for it." His card said "King."




TIRTKG

TIRING

TIRIRG

TIRING

TIRING

TIRING

Another muttered, "Look at
thig==is it worth the bother?”
"Scldier,® the card said, "dies
ymmg-'

(ne zoul seeamed tn ha wery,
very gloomy. "igh school teach-
er-woverworked and mnder paiu,”
Thas was wo be 1ts fate,

Not even the fuiure movie
stars wara contented, They were
conpleining about high taxes,

All of them seemed to be
troubled and dissatisfied; they
had elther expected more glory
or less responsibility. But when
the Lord asked if anyone wanted

to be Nothing instead of accept-
ing his plapns for them, not one
volce was heard.

Then the beggar's velee
rang out: "Lord, I thank you
for showing me so many hates! It
is better to be a beppar and to
talk to friends than be a volce-
leas beast., It is better te be
poor and gee a sunaet than to be
an uwngeeing plant, It is better
to be human and feel pain than
to be mose or s sponge, but even
the life of a gponge is better
than the dark woid,® The Lord
amiled and waved his hand to the
angel, who opened a large door
marked "Life,”

FALLING TO SLEEF

' Phil Gleser

DESIRING
DESIRING RETIRING
DESIRING RETIRING
DESIRING RETIRING
DESTRING RETIRING
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TO LEAP

TO LEAP TOQ SLEEP

TG LEAP TO SLEEP DEEP



NIGHTY NARRIRS

Janet &es 2

Cry out ye mighty warrior cry,

Cry great insults to the sky,

Swear at all of man's diagrace,
Swear and curse the wretched plsace,

Teke your wespons, strength, and steel,
Flow the flelds of duty's keel,

Draw from the esarth impurltles,

And plent anew affirmities.

Weteh the seed a=s 1t grows,

48 & natlon weeps and knows,
Vivldly see the wrongness go,
Quickly gresp the truth to show.

REVOLUTION

Jacet Gage

Sleep silently end soft,

Ag though the wind has swept out 014 and ugly craft,
The purpose not yet guite fully aeen,

That this is man, the man of men=--Godla dream.

Delay the passage through thls bltter night,
And tske His time to sesrch for better flight,
The purpose of a momsnt's gulekensd tongue,
Strange delight for those who have them none,

Curse sailor, soldier on your unkpown wWay,
To fight the bettle and no% live the day,
Fell into plts of blood end bone,

Die lilke Him=--that they mey reach a throne.

With purpose, valor, dignity be blest,

To touch e ledy's hand in gleeful jest,

Parhapa thiz 8ll 1is desatiny,

The 1life of men who conguereth--But Never Thas!
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Qou.na and Qo unc\

Tuba player on left is Courtney “Corky” Meyer, 62, in the middle is Tom
Callanen, ’63, Seventh Grade, & on right is Bob Rhoads, 62, Eighth Grade.

(Ref. 1958 Mustang, Pages 27, 96, 97, 100 & input from Tom Callanen in August 2020)

NOTE: The split photograph, printed on Pages 36 & 37 of the original Penman's
Palette document, is combined on this page,

Pages 36 & 37
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y life had qome of tLhe ales
menle 4 Horatie Alger steoxy.
1T h: tudied under great
contamporary artistis both in the
jnited Statez and noroad. Reco;
nitien and acclalm had come &l
an early ape, that time, my
canvas=s were in demand and had
prought high prices. Bub now, I
druaded te turn ! Lhe art sec-
ion of 4he tcarpuper and read
shat  thone wit e%ill show
ntereatl din my work write,
1i¥s the entlusuastle
that I had once received, I
such comments as: " , ,
nagss and lack ¢f understand
of the subj R I could not

' " !
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Lher.

Two weaks had passed sh
I first ar: At this delig
ful, plctursagu Maing onoasnt
fishing villare .

L was oblivious, though,
to lus striking beauty in flight,.
this could not disrupt my

As T start cul one memrm ,
ing for = =p vhat I had care- i 0
fully chosan for the scene of a b
seascape, the wurds of the
known art o-itl Franz He
still rang in ay sars; Mo L
ing for painting, coldns !
his use ¢f colors, lnabllliiy ¢
catech the image din 1ty tru
peauty, conveyance of nothing t
cthers, and lack of 1if:
ars present.®

ad thoughts, There wasg
uppermest 1in my
uld I continue my
painter; the only

f Iivelihood that I kneu?™

these disquisting

ts, 58t up my easal and
3 10

. .g'k +

My thoughts were raciy
# highe pace  than my i
fouvtstepn directing me Lo th

shore, diid
1 yalle

. : p ochrs an dvad | to ti

They were momentarily in- sarar c '
arens Jace n d an, wn

t PAnire tys Tt

terrupted by a blrd :
ed out from benesth a bherry el o s



3f coursn I had long since
become accustormad to working im
tha presanca af  athars, rar-
hapu, a% times, T had become
irkad by their rumarxs; bub al-
most always, I féund pleasurs in
4hoir company. Somo would crite
icltza the ceolor of the sky or
the  war the aur? DLrorxe over a
rock; othara would pass the $ime
with {lattering remarks; still
sthors weuls divilge their life
wdztorios. I knew that tho works
of a good artlst =ust ot only
attract tiseritic tutalen please
the man in the strest. I was
rat sure inte whidhcazerory thic
aldorly man would fail, ke who
improasaed o2 ath hia china<blue
oyan ang youthMl beering.

fig saii %hat ke Thad hoeard
of my work, and as tha conver-
savinn progrogssd, I krnow that
L waz golnp twenloy hia Zelight-
ful  esmpany. WELle ne awroked
tna head of tho falthful collie
thaz set Dby nls eide, he ex
mdoinod that ne was Just finish-
ing his surmor vecatlaon at this
quaint’ fighing villagas,

Athough I contimed te
gsaint, I gemenon had the fealing
nf guilt, of being rude and when
I did pglanca up from'ny canvas,
I found hir staring off inmto the
bosutr of tho white foaming
Dreckers,

Ay T talked, I marveled at
his ¥nevledra of thoe mochanics
of oil pairting and his ssnsiti-
vity to what Lo boanb.ful and
good, He <wold me that he ima-
glned thot the chiefl dellipshe of
palnting muat miho Joy thit iim
artist  pgats from cobservin; wnd
2rtoning  the beauvtious wonders’
28 paturs,

s 3eld, nwaing, "You walk,
noting the tirt and the delicrte
symotry  of o Jeaf, tha dreany
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purele shadea of tha mountains,
the pale siltoucttes of the hore
izon, One deasn't have to fael
tho smooth akin of a  aflver
virch or the shaggy bark of a
ping whnex one pcasessad  that
aixth sonse 4n his eyesight, If
you cheerve accurately and with
roefiranent, the rest seems  to
Lollow on canvas. Art is a man-
meie  beauty of ratura, It is

wopderful whar @ subiect cainted

is art rogerdless of whether Lt
ie begutiful to soms syes end
diavlensirg o othera,!

I was disarpointad when ne
took his leeve, & man I Xnew
rothing of, but who had gilven =e,
in an heur, joyful eniighterment
vnet would last the rest of my
lifa, I mever resiized that
raturs was a vevarw-ending source
of inspiraticn, not only % the
painwer, Sut, sa hne hed ssid,
¥ .. . % %he poot and %o the
msician, "

I hed never thought of ard
in such a way bafore, To nme, it
ned always boon a career, and I
ned regarded the oaubjects I
painted cply in a pgeneral way,
as ond Looks at a4 seilboat rgee
ard sgya, "My, what a 1¢o% of
toats,”

I wistfully watchad the dog
ard his raster fade slowly from
view amides the bayberry bushes,
Tor the first 4ime in my career
of rainting, I wes sesing the
zlus of tne seu through the ayes
of cne who was seaing 1t in all
s zeauty for tha first tine,
= continued palnting intently,
vith an appraciation I had nover
exparienced tafore, and as I put
my laat brush stroie to the ple-
tura before me, I knew thats
long ani dowvohed day was ended,

Yot stopping to eat, T mr-
ried cver to Franz Helland, and



I 'mer that he was mor than

sassd with my work., He didn't
ave Lo T me Lo lock in next
et's puper undsr the L cole
m3 his cparkling eyes slready
1d me.

Ieow e walt until morne

1gg and 3¢ auee again I traveled
over the path toeard the location

man had left that morming for
England. Thers was some hope
that his sight could be restored
and that once again he could
create masterpieces like those
that had amazed the world twenty
years ago. The Jandlord expressed
his pity thst so great an artist
had lost his sight, I wanted to
tell the innkeeper that this man

whera <the r.n wlo gave me +the in his blindness could see mora
greatest gif't of all had disap- of truth and beauty than those
sared, Mot Inoving where he who have perfect sight.
lved, I otopped at the "Drift-
wuod,® an  Inn  overlooking the Hoving thanked him, I started
oc=an, to iaguire abcut him, I back up tha path, As T reached
IFaew the ¥indly old landlord who the spot whers 1 had besn paint-
ruoted me the door well, I ing a few hours before, I was
Incairad b uhe ptranger with Just In time Lo witness the
bes dog, and ke said that the thrilling miracle by which day
men had been a  pgusat of his and is transformed into might, As I
at e nad enjoyed the company watchoad the sun slip beneath tha
" this Briti=t geatleman with horizon, I turned my head to the

the sesaing-ays dog. heavena and thankad Ood for my
eyes, with which I had formerly
merely looked, but with  whdgh

could now see.

1 was ppesohless! ‘Theland-
loxd continued despite my sudden
astonishmenl and told me that to

MARCHR ';:,

G‘ovéon C- u.l.\vr

+ of those Indian Summer days

the alr, and the distant haze,
{oll man's grandsen, playing all zlons,
ding whare the stalks of zolden shone.

ol pesring out, now and ther
Pearing out, and hiding agai-.

He peered out and lol, what ho saw
A duaty gray legidn, their fest wrapped in stQ

A stolid sort of man riding at the head,
e furned arpound, and to his men he said, *
\ "Tisre' 1]l be batter camps up shead, for you.and ma.l
de torped around, and they Yepb on marching-~to ¢'e

e =

Lo



I remembered yes that
I had left aomédwmonﬁxe
piano in the Norton house the
last time I was there. I do
need it, since I have so little,
but the very thought af approach-
ing Mr. Redlake to get it makes
my heart sink into my boots.

April 18--I did 4t} I screwed
up my courage and went to re-
trieve my music. Mrs., Norton is
a good friend of ours, and she
gave me a key to her house when
she went abroad so I ocould
practice on her piano and not
annoy Father so much.

Anyway, it took me about
five minutes to walk what I
can in one-half a minutg
for I kept stopping and debating
back and forth as to whether I
should approach Mr. Redlake or
not. Mr, Redlake finally won,
80 I screwed up my courage,
marched up to the door, and
knocked. An angry voice shouted:
"Come 4in, and, for heaven's
sake, stop that awful bangingl"
At this wrathful pronouncement,
I almost turned tail and fled,
but I thought of Father's proud
statement that no Blythe ever
backed out of a Battle, and I
wasn't going to invoke the an-
cestral wrath by being the first
coward, so I opened the door and
went in, Mr. Redlake was seated
in front of the piano in the
music room looking over some
music, He 4s a blg man, pro=-
bably 4in his middle fifties,
with gray hair, strong features,
and beautiful hands, When I
told Mm my name, he stopped
breathing fire and smiled.
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"Yes," he said, "I've heard
quite a lot about you from Amy
Norton. Amy 8sys you are &
good pianist, She has never
yet been wrong. Play somethingl™
At my surprised look, he nodded.
"Go on. Don't mind me., Play."

As I began, I forgot all
about him, lost in the beauty of
the music. I could not tell you
what I played, just whatever came
to me, . guess. Finally, I
stopped, and the faintly petron-
izing look of one humoring a
child which I had seen on his
face as he told me to play was
gone. Hz asked me 4if Mrs, Nor-
ton was my only teacher and I
told him that she was. He nod-
ded approvingly and then offered

to teach me for the sum';}: I
accepted, but on the co ition

that I pay him for each lesson,
He did not want to accept this
condition, but I would not feel
right if I did not pay him for
the lessons., I told mother sbout
the lessons, but we both agreed
that we would "forget" to men-
tion the fact to father. It is
such a wonderful opportunity to
atudy with so great a man,

April 25-~I have learned so much

n e few lessons Mr, Redlake
has glven me, Ilie urges me to
Join Mrs. Norton in Paris this
antumn to study with Constantine
Renault, the great piamist, but
I don't think father will eaver
let me go. He disapproves so
strongly of music and of any wo-
man who would go on the stage,
what he would say if he learned
his daughter wished to be a con-
cert pianist is better left 'un-
mentioned]

ril 29--Teddy Kent is leaving
o stu art in Montreal, His
mother erled and pleaded and or~
dered, but he stood firm, I
guess we'll never know what per-



suaded her to let himgo. I
wonder Af I will have the same
courage whon my ime comes, I
hope Toddy's dreams come true.
I have agreed to pose for him in
the green drose before he leaves.
Ok, it's going to be so lomely
nere 4in Four Winds when he
leaves. There will be no one to
talk to.

Juns 17-«I have neplected to

ocause since Teddy left,
everything has been most ordine
ary, oxcopt for my lessons with
Nr. Redlake, of course. Father
found out ho wap giving ne les-
sons and was uncommonly nice a-
bout it, Maybe he is finally
bowing o the dnevitable. I
hope 80; 4t won't =make =y naxt
move such a blow.

I mot Jonathan Rich agasn
yesterday. He asked me to &
party his sister is giving, and
I accepted.

July 10--It's such a hot, wind-
ons 5 I think a storm i
brewing. I have thought it over
carefully and I have decided to
ask Fatler AL I may Join Mrs,
Norton in Paris since she has
written and asked me again.

July 12--Mother died yesterday.

nal the words are dowm on
paper. She had been slipping
away from ue for a long time,
but, like all humans, we didift
expact death this soon. I have
been s0 wrapped up in my own af-
fairs that I didn't realize how
vary frail she bhad become, I
won't bo able to leave now, Fa~
ther has no 1life left &n hinm,
In the last twe days he haa be-
conée an old man, I can't go and
leawo hin, 8o I will stay and
put away my dreams.

Septeaber l.-Svan Redlake left
ST s quite. angry with
me for not continuimg my studics.
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He ranted =and raved and pleaded
with me for almost two hours be-
foro he left but I can't, I just
can't. After the first bitter
shock and my flash of rebellion,
1 saw that I just could not go.
This sofl in Four Winds and these
people whom I have known all ay
1ife hold me with heart ties, I
worl4 be letting them down 4f 1
lef, Ah, Elizabeth, why are you
writing this? To fool jourself?
You krow that this is not somow
thing t¢ be conguered in a [lash
of daughterly duty.

November 2--Jomathan Rich aoked
me to marmy hir today. I ac-
copted,

Decenber li--Tomorrow 48 my wed=
ding day. So =much of my 1ife
has been decided in these fow
ahort months sirce I started this
diary. I have grown from girl-
hood to womanhoed ard put away
girlhood's dreams.

The sea isgray and cold to=
niiht, grieving under the burden
of ancient sorrous. "Elow out
your candle, Elizabeth, instead
of sitting here dreaning old
dreams. Night has fallen.™

I glanced quickly through
the remaining pages of the diany.
Here and there wore a few scat-

terad paragrapns,

December lg, 189k=~Jonathan and

ave n married fourteen
vears now. How quickly the tine
goos, I had a telegram from
Teddy today. He and Anne Burney
were married in Rome yesterday.
I um so happy for them both,
Teddy is quite famous now. It
feels rather strange o have
someone you grew up with become
an artist of world fame,

¥av 1, 1895--It is the fifth
mi‘wm, our young=



est child, We have twe others;
a son, Michael and a daughter,
Jennie, Evan Redlake wrote yes=-
terday and asked Jonathan and
me to the premlére performance
of his new symphony. I suppose
we will go, although I don't
want to. It awakens too many
longings for things I cannot
have,

March 6, 1910-~Tamsin is marry-
Ing Fﬁfﬂp Shipley today. Oh,
Jonathan, I wish you could be
here to see your youngest mare
ried, Why c¢id you nave to die so
far away from Four Winds? The
seéa is 5o cold and foreign that
you lie in now,

August 19, 1935-=It is lonely
ére e cove, with no one to
talk to. I am the 1last of my
generation here in Four Winds,
I am now Mrs. Betsy, supposed
to be so wisge, but I «o not feel
wise; in fact, I feel quite
young. It seems strange with
everyone gone--Jonathan, Teddy
and Anne, and BEvan Redlake.
Where did the young Elizabeth
with all her dreams turn into
the wise Mrs. Betsy? It is not
lonely any more. 4s I look back
on the pages of this diary,
ghosts are here with me. . .with
thelr hopes and dreams written
on their faces, and I can almost
hear the wild call of the spring
sSea,

m b Tackns
Ageless Victorian ladies
in cascades of ruffles about them,

The diary broke off abrupt-
1y here; perhaps she had fallen
asleep, So, she was the model
for the famous paintings, and
this was the story behind those
nmysterious eyes. How strange
that here, in this beautiful
little town, I had found the an-
swer to the mystery that had
puzzled the art world since the
paintings had first been dis-
played, I knew I would never
tell the answer I had found. The
rain beet softly against the
window, and I was reminded of a
poen I had read during my hospi-
tal atay. It was by Sara Teas-
dale:

Like barley bending

In low fields by the sea,
Singing in hard wind
Ceaslessly.

Like barley bending
And rising apain

So would I, unbroken,
Rise fyom pain,.

So would I softly,
Day long, night long,
Change my sorrow
Into song.

I put the things back in the
chest and went downstairs to the
wermth of Maggie Rutherford's
kitchen,

romenade, lush green verdure falling
Come f3ll. These demure dames

rouge their preen cheeks to become absurd, but charming coquettes.

In their ultimate degradation

Winter strips them of their garments

and their lingering virtue, exrosing them, wrinkled and noked demi-

mondaines,
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The Deciston Of
he Sun and Moon

e door had: FRIVATE--J,. B
Cordatta written on itin big,
tall -hite letters. Inside was

a large office handsomely decor-
ated ingreen charcoal, and cream.
The furniture was blond, except
for a mahogany hat-stand near
the door, witha weird head carved
on the top. It resembled a one=-
headed totem pole, tut it vas a
favorite among the furnishings.
The green walls were decorated
with meven nicely-done etcliings
framed in vlock. On either ¢ .
of the one window hung
a diploma, also framed in
black, The floor was car-
peted in thick charcoal,
and inthe corner opposite
the decor stood a seven=-
foot avacado plant,

The feet on the desk
belonged to J.,.B. He had
settled himseif back in
his "especially-built-far-
thinking® chalr and was
slowly puffirgon a cigar.
He had told the decorator
precisely how he wanted
everything, and the of-
fice was & direct reflec-
tion of his taste and his
whims,

J. B, was contented,
and pleasant little
thoughts dashed about in
every which way before
his eyes. Then suddenly,
8 pleasant big thought
rumbled in and stopped,
blocking his view from
all the other little
ones. It would not move,

Alice C'.«Mm s 'e0
but began to grow. At'first it
was Jjust a big salmon-colored
rectangle, but as it began to
focus, a thousand black-rimmed
windows popped into view. Then
there were green grass plots and
trees and balconies with blue
railings. The doors were blue,
too, and above sach row of wind-
ows, & red-orange line traveled
around the building, marking the
beginning of & new story. There
were forty-three stories, two
basements, and two sub-basements,
On each corner of the top
story a spiral rose from
which flew a white flag
bearing the words "COR-
DATTA MAIN" inscribed in
gold. It was a magnifi-
cent building, such splen=-
did cclors, aregular cire
cus castle! He would put
it up on the old library
site, right where it weuld
stick everyone inthe eye,

"Miss Tanner," he
said into his intercom,
"please come in for dic-
tation."

She bustled in end
pulledher littlastraight-
backed chair over to his
desk. Then she sat down
primly and said, "What is
it, Mr. Cordatta?"

"Put an ad 4in the
Herald and the Times,.
Use the following Torma.
He folded his hands maj--
estically before him and
cleared his throat.



"Janted: Young man educ-
ated in engineering and building
censtruction, ape Jh-35: to be
foreman of skyscrepsr consiruce
tion. Apply ~t J. 3. Cordatta
Enterprisese=eeSTarbend 2-2222."

She puckered ner mcuth and
Jjotted it down. lhen she said,
"What skyscraperi® 1in a matter-
of-fact mannsr, for her employ=-
ment wilh M. Cordatta had begun
more than eight years ago, and
she had learned %o expsct any-
thing.

AThe Cordatta Mainl" hepro-
claimed and gzzed &kher face in
search of a tiny note of approv=-
al. ¥It will be the bigpest and
best of all the Cordattasi" he
continued emphatically," and my
office wiil be the only one on
the main floor. Just
think, a completely new
offices I won't have a
single old thing in it."

Miss Tanner glanced
at the mahogany totem pole
batstand, and a sly little
smile stole over lLer face.
J«B. took note immediately
and added, "Except my an-
tique there. You always
said you liked antigques,
Miss Tanner.»

Then lefumbled around
in his top drawer and
pulled out seven slightly
runpledayplication foms.
He had designed them hime
gelf and was axtremely
proud of the layocut end
impressive words tnaycon=-
tained.

MissTanner tock Lhem
hastily andbustled out to
her desk in the adjacent
office.

"Cordatta Main," she
mumbled disgustedly and
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pegan dialing the hunber of the
Heralde M™Mahogany tctem poles.
umphin

I'be next morning Mr, Core
datta's ad, neatly wrapped in the

Herald, wasz pltched onto the
small concrete stoops of four-
teen grey duplexes twe  blocks

from the railrcad yards. In one
of these homes lived the family
of Anthony Renday.

Inside, the small square
Nving room amelled like coffse
and fried eggs. A aizzling acund
came [rom the kitchen, partially
drowried by the chattar of two
small boys and the ocecasional
purgle of a baby. The radio's
relentless song blended these
sounds 1into a solitary drone,
which was occasionally shatlered
bya shrill reprimand dire
ected atons of the child-
ren.

Tony's pretty little
wife had just brought in
the paper for him. 5he
had brushed back her soft
brown hair, retied the
sash of her flowerad house-
coat, andkissed him fondly
on the forshead,

"Back to work, you
loafer," she had laughed
and then hurried into the
kitchen with a quart of
milk in each hand., "I'11
have your bacon ready in
a minute,"

Tony scanned the
want-ad section with a
worried expression on his
face. After lying 4in a
bospital bed for five
months, he was thin and
pale andterribly concerned
about the welfare of his
three small children and
uncomplaining wife. An
&uto accident, breaking



both lega and seriously cutting
his left hand, had been the cause
of his long stay at the hospltal.

Suddenly his face bright-
ened and he vTereal silently,
"Engineering and building cons-
truction, 25-35, J. B. Cordattal'
It wouldn't hurt to apply, he
thought.

Why was a man qualified to
£41) J.B.'s ad living in a three
room apartment two blocks from
the railroad yards? A year
before, the name Anthony Renday
had meant a brilliant young con-
cert-pianist, rapidly gaining
recognition in his beloved work,
Then fate had dealt the Rendays
a mightly blox Lack of adeguate
insurance had caused Mrs, Renday
to move her family from their
pleasant suburban home to the
duplexes, while Tony fretted the
long hours away in the hospitsl.

Now he was at home, or at
least back with his family, and
in search of a new job, His
hand would never again play the
piano, But before Tony had en-
tered the Camden Conservatory,
he had studied engineering This
fortunate blessing would undoub-
tedly aid him inhis future work,
In fact, it was his best and

practically only hops.

He showed the Cordatta ad
to his wife, and she grinned,
"You'd be a perfect one toput up
one of those gaudy hotels! Then
I can say, 'My Tony is responsi-
ble for that!'™ She pointed to-
ward an imsginary Cordatta on
the front lawn and began laugh-

ing.

"Of course you'd be saying
itwith pride," he said jokingly.

"0f course.®" Then she be-
gan dialing the number ST 2-2222
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"Tell him you're ready to start
bullding today," she whispered
and handed him the phone.

About two miles from the
city, a portly gentleman in a
grey tweed suit stooped down to
pick up his issue of the Times
from the porch of a pleasant
suburban rambler., After he had
gone back into the house, he
pushed down the button on the
toaster and seated himself in
the kitchen nook. He had red
hair and a ruddy complexion, and
his face was almost handscme.

The coffee was too weak,
and when the toast finally pop-
ped up, it was very black on the
bottom crust. He threw it into
the sink and crashed blindly
into the 1living room, cracking
his shin vioclently as he passed
the coffee table,

This added to his rage, and
he was "boiling" when he dialed
the number of his mother~in-law,

"illie?"™ he said when
someone answered the phone, "Now
listen here, Millie, you come
home and get my breakfast., I'm
having a deuce of a time--huh?--
I don't give a darn whistle
whether you'remad or not, you're
my wife, and. . . ." S» hung up.

He dialed again, only more
slowly this time,

"Millie, honey," he pleaded,
"I'm going out to try to get a
new job today, but I'll never
lock neat if my shirts aren't
ironed, will I? And how can I
be at my best 4if I haven't had
anything but a burnt piece of
toast? Now look, Sweetie, you
ccme on home, and when I get
back tonight, we'll be all set
up,."



Ske lauched a little and
tcld hin to po Lo the Srupstore
for breakfast,

"l love you, Nillie," he
yoiped; "Den'™ tharpg up spainl!
But it wng ton late,

So Retert Mappentolly had
to reng his nowsperer with no
tosst and weak ccffee. le felt
lowver than an asrthworm. Then
he 2aw the Cordstta ad, ard hia
cutlock immedlately  improved,
In fact, it rezched on alletime
high since ha had Dear fired ty
the Parker Construction Comparny
8 week apo, and nisg Yilliew
troudle had began,

Feeliny very pleased with
the world &n geveral, he again
picked up  the telephere, ,
ST 2=2222.

Asron  Heartly lives ina
stately old ransion two blocks
fror. the ccunty courthouse in
the center of town. In  Tact,
the ficartly Flsce was one of the
oldest ard most verorable homes
in Xewbeck, & forty minutes'
drive from the city.

hsron wWes 4 plucky young
ran, wery brilliant in his owm
estimation, A thin rustache
adorned his upper lipy his haip
was thick and wavy) his =manner
»as smooth and relaxed, Aaron
was 2 ladr=killer.

I% wes alnost 12130, bat
the son and heir of Carlton H.
Heartly, noted tenker, stock-
holder, and ex-lady killer, was
eating breakfast leisurely, As
he read the want-ads, mostly be-
cauge there was nothing better
tc do, he noticed the OJcrdatta
ad.

"So old J, 2, is putting up
another ronstrosity ,™ he mused,
"The old peezer's cracked, I'1l

ut

gwear to it," Then he called
the =aii and told her to get the
telophone, "ST 2-3222," he said
out loud as he dialed the opera-
tor. He didn't know why he was
azrlying for a job, except that
he felt like it.

J. 5. streoked his chin ten=
derly and pazed thoughtfully e%
the oppesite wall, On his desk
were spread  three application
forms, these of Tory Rendsy,
Robert Maprentolly, and Asron
Hoartl&'. Js B, was !,hinking.
it the momont, he wes pordering
the case of Kr. Magpentolly,

=lice chap, soexmed 1ike a
real geood, understanding guy.
et hne'd Yo okey to work with
the nen, good humor and all. No
refererces from Parker Construce
tion, 'Wonder why they canred
hinm, Frotably some little pen-
sonal natler, Tesides, what
differerce dees 1t nake to =
what Parker did or is doing?
Lives out there 4n the Calden
arcas, e kliz, Sayes his wife
hates aver=ti=ze, As & matter of
Taet, he seccmed real touthy
sbout his wifa, Must he newly-
weds or some*hings I 1like a =an
with a happy home 1ife, real de-
voted to the 1ittle woman.
Great blg gw. Looked like the
type that might be hard to teke
orders, Wonder if thet's why
Parker fived him. . o + 4"

He picked ur Heartly's
voper and leaned tack in his
chair, slowly lifting his feet
Lo the top of his desk,

"How here's a concelted
masher £ I ever saw one," he
grinned to himself, "ihat con
earth made old Carltca. Heartlys
offspring want a job with me:
Probably some practical joke.
Must admit, though, hels & darn
good man at his business. Seems



toe me Zd was  saying something
abowt his worl out in California.
Said he knew cverything and was
éarn fast. Tnat's what I need-w
a fast foreran. Terribly con=
ceited, though, a real puf'fed-up
egotistl™ s folded the appli-
cation form intc & paper air-
plane and sailed it into tho &ir.

"iow for Anthony denday,”
he rused. "Foor guy's really
had it tough. Flenty of educa-~
tion, no ¢xperience. Been too
wrapped up in nis piane playing,
Might make a real good start on
taie  job. On the other hand,
I'd te taklng a hig chance,
Guess L could get him & job on
down tha lina, but, & wife and
three kids aren'y easy to sup=-
port. Ho was werried about them,
gald he wanted to get them into
& bettor house. He's a real
responsible <hap, thinking of
i  famdly instead of focling
aorry for himaself., 1 like Tony.
A might do rzal wall."

He arcsu, went over to the
avacado plani, snd removed his
paper airplane from among the
leavee, aftar flattening it ocut
under & book on his desk, e
glanced at the clock and strol-
lec out,

"Itm leaving,® he awwounced
in Miss Tanner's office.

"Glad you ied me know,Y she
mambled sarcastically,

He decided te walk the thrae
blocks to ils suite, which was
naturally in the present Cordatin
Main Yoteli and inforred tne desk
that he wanted absolute privacy
until Horning.

Put even absolute privacy
aid not ald nim. He finslly
vant L bed with the Dbig ques-

LS

tizn still haunting hime-be a
gend sport wish Heartly, take a
chance with Magpentolly, or give
Ronday & broake-which one?

At 12:45 he gave up., "Drat
it," he said, "let the sun and
moon  desided” and  tarust dds
Head undec the pilicw.

55 4 sun and the moon
wonled  vhelpr brafnepower and
spent e early worning howrs in
arditration, Their judgrent was
dispatehed to Je Be. at exactly
?:33 A. :1-

de woncliunded there weuld be
ne sena¢ in geing to the office
iff Hss Tanner weren't there,
but  after waiting s seemingly
andless fifteen minutes, he de-
cided ho couid write her a note
Just as wull as tell hor. So he
nziled & taxi and wis soon scribe
bling the following on %he nenw
orandum pad in her office:

Dear Mxzs Tannoer:

1 have spent a great deal
of time considorihy the three
apslicanys of yosterday. IT.
fdenday's concern for his family
ard lir. Yaggendolly's devotion
to his wife have ailded me im-
mensely in =y decision. Xr.
Heartly's unabashed  arrogance
was also a deciding factor,
Ploase send each of these nen a
check for $£50 and order ma a
plane ticket to Fine aArrow for
this afterncon. I'm going home
for a nice long visit with my
family, and when I return, you
won'bt récognize the cld thick-
ieaded, concecited J. B. Cordatia,
I promise, Cancel all plans for

tae Cordatta Main permanently,
J. Be
P, 5 ko a $20 raigse, beautiful.



Dennsy and the Dea

little boy mnamed Linny. He

lived in a tiny village on
the Irish seacoast with many
brave men, pretty women, and
little children, Danny's own
father was a sailor, a fisherman
who sailed the Irish Sea.

gnce upon a time e was

Danny didn't go to school,
for there was no school in the
tiny village, but he knew lots
of things. In fact all of the
brave men, pretty women, and
little children in the tiny vil-
lage said that Danny knew more
than any other little boy.

Darmy said 8o too. "I'm
gmart," he often said to him-
gelf, "I know I'most every-
thingl”

Since Danny's father was a
fisherman, Danny wanted to be a
fisherman too, FEvery day, after
Danny had helped his mother to
tidy up their cottage, he would

hurry doun t.he docku vhere
all the fishing boats lay at an-
chor. There he watched the sai-
lors working and talked to them.
"You're a smart boy, Danny,"
they would tell him, "In fact,
you're the smartest 1little boy
in all of Ireland!i™

One fine, sunny day Danny
decided that since he already
knew so much about fishing he
would just go and have himself a
practice. Sc he picked up his
fishing pole, kissed his mother
goodbye, and set off toward the
mere,

he mere was murky and deep,
but that didn't bother Danny.
He tossed his baited hoock into
the mere and sat down on the
bank to wait, He sat there a
long time, Nary a wee 1little
fish pulled at his line.

All of a sudden something
pulled hard., Something grabbed

%@F\



the balt and swallowed 1%, hook
and all, Danny jumpsd up, won-
dering what Mdnd of fish could
be ao hungry. Prettyr soon, &
graat blg dragon, twice ao tall
ad Danny's father and &z murky
graen g5 the wers, rose out of
the water,

The dragom looked at Danny.
"who are you," asked the dragon,

RI'm Danny, I live din thae
tiny village, I'm the emartest
Little boy in al) of Ireland.
Are you a mean dragoni®

Mo, +the dragon replied.
"T'm net a mean dragon, btut' 1
am a hungry one. I'nm golng to
eat up every bLrave man, pretty
woman, and little child in the

tiny village.*®

Mk, please don't do thati®
cried Danny. "Don's sat =y fa-
ther and wy mother.and all of =y
friendel®

Well, now, Damny, sioce
rou're guch & smert Llittle boy,
I#ll zsk you & questiom. IF you
can answer my question, I won't
eat uyp every brave man, prethy
woman, and 1ittls child in the
tiny village.™

T know ‘meost everything,®
gaid Darny proudly. "0c aheadi®

*Herw's the question,® said
the dragon, hiz eyes glittering
wickedly, "Am I going to eat
¥you up, toofn

Wol? Bamny erded,

®"Ah, but youlre wroog,®

murmured the dragom, 9"Since you
didn't answer my auestlon right,
I'm going to eat wm every brave
man, pretty womsn, and little
¢hild in the tiny willage. 4And
I'm godng to eat you first of
all.m™

And he did.

Color

Fat Price 58

Grey iz the ecolor for relny days,

Tellow's the color when sunny and gay,
Elack is the color when e¢vervone!s sad,
Red iz the coler when Joyous and glad,

Purple's the color when riech and royal,
Green is the color when grown from the soil,
White iz the cclor wvhen pure and clean,
Brown 18 the color when lanky and lean,

Khaki's the color when carefres and light,
Hlue 1z the color when everything's right,
Pink iz the color when tender and sweet,
Geld 1s the color when barvesting wheat,
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NOTE: David Forbes was 1n Class of ’62.

THE DEED
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ested in xy case, I saw I could
ugze this %o ny advantage for the
aimple reason thut 4if ho wae
truly unconcerned with his voca-
tion, it would make it cecidedly
easier %0 convince him of the
worth of ay "valuablan,”

Thie I found to Lo an acou=
rate conclusion because 1 did
sceceed in porsusding hin  that
the price he had estinmsted was
far wo mall. My anxisety mount~
ed as he pondervd thiz 1in his
mind, but finally, after great
mental delibteration, he decided
20 insure ny property at ny fig-
ure. I strode out of the office
feeling the hardeat part of the
BChemo was over,

The sun waa high overhead
as I clinbed into the Hansom cab
and told the drive:; to take me to
the shipping office. After giv-
ing tho driver the s.me instrua-
tions as befors, I antorad the
office and found 4t to be guite
filled with people. This 1 at-
tributed to the noon haur ard
the rueh of opening tusinons.
After fighting my way through tho
crowd, I managed ® acquire ¢oun=
sel on my undertaking, Wik on-
ly ninor difficulty, I seécured
the passage of the insured trunks,
As I glanged through a panmphlot
kended me by the clerk, ay oye
hit upon the voyage ry posseasions
would be hking.

A oloser examination of the
schedule reveoled that thore waa
one stop before the ship hoaded
for open sea, This, I thought,
would make =y plan complete, As
the voyage tock twenty cays and
e sscond etop took place on the
third day, I could also book pas-
sage with a day's loewsy o geot
off the ship.

Now all that recained was
the nctual) time bomb itsolf. For
this, I procueded to a nakor of

larpe clocks When I reached the
place, I spoks with the propri-
ator on  the subject, but X did
not roveal my real purposs bt
1ed hin 1o Tolieve i%s purpose
w38 norely %o tomd an uv=“evwptor
axcavation. He told =me in rather
blunt and irregular English that
he could construct o cleck-like
mochanien with o hargser ottached
that could bte sét for five days
and at preciscly the proper ro-
nunt, the hamer would cono hxe
tling down on a c¢ap that wouid
igrite & fuse which would lead
Lo sulficiant jowcer to cemolish
the Vessel,

Aftor securing oll this,I
congtructed® a box thety once shut,
could not be yponod as L was mado
of soveral inchos of steal so no
porson o thing covld disturd 4{t.

¥hen finally the day of the
trip arrived, I wan rerdy because
I had had the trunks celiverod to
the shiy earlior. T Mave npow
reached the point iIn¥Up parrative
at which I originally wgan, As
I oald, I wss conterglating the
crire, ‘'shen T roached tho pier
ant boarded the vonse) confidont
that everything woudd go mmoothly
a3 plarned, I foll into a deep
sleep in my cabin., The tersion
kad rounted in me and when I was
relievad by sleep, ay ontire be-
ing slept and 1 did not awaken
until we had boen at sea a day
and & ralf,

Upen  Linterrcgating one of
e 3fficers concerning the where
avouts of my trunks, I was in-
formed that oy had been stowed
away desp in the hold of the ship
tut unfortunately, they were so
far down 1t woudd require £ lesst
two days to reach thoem, This wasz
Lo ny advantage, for if anyone
found out about the beamd, they
could pot succoed 4n dasning it
into the ocean within the pre-
seribod time,



¥y plan could not fail;how-
gvar, five hours before I was w
depart fro= the doomed vessel, I
heard a ¥nock, ros¢e frem tho
chalr in which I was eeated, and
wvalked zlovly to tha door. Thorg
standing in front of mae, was ono
of the erow, aith a great deal
of suavity, he orally conveyed a
~essage fro=  the captain, Tho
short measage stated only that,
duve to atorma around the port,
%o would bo celayed a day and a
half &n cocking. This puoved oo
slightly, but Lt wzs not until a
fow minutos had passed that tho
full impact of thiz information
hit me., I wanted %o llive, but
my plan had trapyrad =2 in a wad
of self-dastructicn.

TIME OUT

Continued from pago 19

"I don't want % saoem ovorly
passiziatic, but I think that
d =iocracy has no future on this
garth as 1t is now and that, 4n
the fipht for world powur, this
will pe proven. Howover, that
doumn't mean that there 4s no
hope for (reede=m, or for tho
parth, I think there 18 hope
and that I have tho solution,”

"Ploaso explain, Cector,”

"Jell , v - v"' -‘:\l.nor wae
husitunt, ‘reragps Lt was OO
soon %o toll them, Ho, he had
to got it out in tho open, "I
intend t¢ sund you all into
spacaé as soon as possible,”

1f hy hed dropp.d a bomb in
thedr =idst, the group befora
h&iz e¢ould not have DLeen =more
surprigsed. However, thure was
no doubt reflected 1in  thoir
faces, HKuller knew thay were
with him.

57

wn nnd them ke axplasned
T onstic dulline of hins nlun.
oy rould oke off in a throce

%nt, va first stage
o= aut of the oarth's
atmonphora, the anenrd, & nlioton-
drive ongine to prap2l  them
threurh gpace, amé the third o
lard tin= on thy oarth ona hun-
ired roara lator.

"But you will be only thirty
years older wnen you land again
on the earth, by traveling .95
times Yhe apesd of 1light, you
will age one yrarfor every three
that passes on the earth,"

Thon came the long years of
rosearch done quietly and under
cover 30 that nd one would find
outs Tho five youths worked for
their Fn.,D's in wvariocus fields,
Zveryone suffered under the
strain of secrecy and hard work,
but no one gave up.

"Docteor, Dectort Don't you
hear =e7" A voice bdroke rudely
into Muller's reveria,

", yes. Yes, of course,
Denise. Mhat was your question?"

"Charles, uh, D, iunt,
thinkas that we should go ahead
and destroy the cabin . 4 o "

"I'1l take care of that
aftor--after you're pone.”

PALl right, Doctor. I think
you're right, Charles iz just
norvous,"

Tids tize Denise made no
protense of calling lunt by his

last name, Muller noted with
satisfaction. "That's how it
should be. I wonder how wany

childron they!'ll have, Haybe
they'll name one after omo."
Brightening at this thought, he
glanced fondly =& the girl stand-
ing beside hiz,



Dendge Tallged made a pratty
plecture =as =he stood regarding
the misaile that would carey her
through spacs. She waa tall and
slendeayr, but not conventionally
besutiful, EHer mouth was too
big and her nose too long, ret
she had an aura o grace thet mde
ker attractive to men and  1liked
by women. Her intense persch-
ality was evident in her very
bearing., She seamad to be reach-
ing for acwething, scowathing in-
tangible that even she could not
name, She was of trus plonaer
stask.

Wertainly, Dectap.m A=
Denige and the others walked to-
wards the creft, she wondered to
herself why they dide't paint it
a cheery color like red or maybe
blue, instead of that horrid gy
It was so grim, But sha wasn't
afraid. Fear was not & part of
her nature. She knew that aha
would rather dle than to remein
o aarth and was contant  to ac-
cept her fata and trust im the
Erey monster,

Elging Brooks was having
trouble  concentrating om  the
checkup. Zven aa zhe touched
tach part ashe marvelad at the
wonder of it all., It was amar-
ing t¢ think that only asven
ymars agoe this would have seamsd
impossible,

gut the photen drive iz the
most wonderful of all, dw mused,
AWro weuld believe thab we will
e propelled through spnoe by
light apd that this earth will
Ee & hundred years older when I
have only aged thirty, Ii's im-
ceradible, It'z asz thoogh we
wers taking times cut from life,
A thirty-year eoffes hreak,
Eleina lauwghed to harself.

Outside, the day thet had
started go quietly now saemed to

1

fael i1ta inportance and  waa
rastlesa  ond unaetbled, A wind
wna bending ond the trees vicknt-
ly te and "r¢ ond overhssd clouwds
Ware  SELNGrLng . o« o« dirk, grew,
Porboua.np ©louus.

At last it wor T minum L,
{niy forty minutes 4o po. The
lant = minute lnatructions hod
baan clven and now there  weE
Fi1 L

"Or. Muller, I'va baen
thinking."

wihat iz L%, Joei"

pr, Haller, dwmft you
think that we shoula leaves soms
raccrd of our attenpt in casne we
Tail? I mean. mankind  will
peufit nothingg ife=, Jell, that
fo pur agn purpnne, lsnft 447
Te help mankind7®

Bfou'rs right, Jes, I in-
tend to leove drawings of our
rocket, including plans  forike
photon drive, when I die, Alsc
the records of our research rod
cur applicaticme of the thoory
of relativity, Howsver, these
will be senled arainst time and
will o’y be opened one Hundred
yenrs fron now, 1 there is any-
CHA Lo open them.w

A atlence asttled over the
a=mall proup.  They Just  atood,
unitinge.

AL laat the Joctor aald in
4 quiet wvolige:

"Semaday o part of you will
ceme  book, It may not ba you;
it aay not sven be yur children,
but revertheless you will raturn
to thia bit of mattar that was
your home, this  small lnslgnif-
leant planat, And be it through
your children ar throuph your
follure, you will have given



yourselves toward a oty cause,
man's beiter understanding of
hirself.

"You'd better got 4inside,
now, We have half an hour, Oood-
by, all of you and may Cod be
with you." Muler looked up at
the swirling, black clouds that
resembled an angry gsea and added
in a whisper that was a prayer,
4If there is a God . + + "

The five slowly climbed the
ladder without a word and dis-
appeared intc the rocket. None
of them looked back.

Fron & digtance a lone =an
watehed the nissile take off
taroupgh nisty eyos. As it rose,
straight and true, broaking def-
jantly through the clouds, a
single tear fell down hin wither-
ed cheek,

G s R A e

The noxt day, the papers
negdlined the untimely death of
tae reat sclentiet, Dr. Hendrick
Muller, Hie car had akidded off
a ¢liff, and on the fourth page
an lrconspicuous item reported
an explosion of unknown origin
somewhere in southern Canada,



moon BEAM

PEORY COLEMAN %62 7~

lr. the  lost reacties of the

Heocky MHeuntains, during the

4rv  when tribos of roaning
Indians were coron, a concosled
valley, which iz now part of
Yontana, plimsered undor & ship-~
mering nood.

Ctw of the moat bhoautiful
creatures  that a young Indian
boy had o¥er  scon ntood teasely
hefore him at tho rezh water
bhelow, ragnificent  white
whity atallion, he waas o broath=-
taking sich% to a4 toy of four-
teen vho had, even in hia short
1ife, acon rany & Tine=looking
rorae ta his villago.

[

-

o Tielian boy was naned
non=ma, ot an extremely  good-
loaring Yoy, he had the dark hoir
and cesplexion of hia poople.
v ii7 wyes were dark, his rose and
tipa a Yittle too Jarge for his
face, Hi1a ‘buckskin breeches
were plaln for an Indfan, and
v4a thin Luekakin akirt was
fashionnd after some ahirts ais
nother had scon at the nevly=-
founded shiite acttlement over
nary rountains.

Hin  4=magiration ran wild ,’
tryine Y0 nink of & rame cxqui= 7
- aite onsugh for the stiliirn At <77
2% 1a3t, Konana decidod o5 "Moon ..

. Bean,* for in the rmooniigh., hia
coat plintened like =atin.

Hia dream sos suddenly
- tored by a redgh, ot a snrdll T
of a wild stallion Tut 1ore 1ike «
that he heard from the lorses at «
tre white mettlerent. fonena s




supposed that since Moon Bean
had known only the peace of this
remote valley during his life,
it was reflected in his tempera-
ment.

As he had been thinking,
he had not noticed = small, red=-
dishehay mare 3~ *he shadows.
Kon-ra first reslized ches wss
there when she answerad Moon
f“eam's neigh. The mare was small
compared to the towering stal-
lion, and when Ycon Beam trotiad
to her side, Kon-na roalized that
they were devoted to each other.

Kon-na beran to f==l wary
of his surroundings. ZIver since
he could remember, his f{ather,
the tribe's witch doctor, had
been telling Kon-nz ana  his
brothers the wonders of his
Ngreat" magic. He tcld thenm
that only the "spiriis" which
dwellad inthe Mountain d Spirits
could tell whether +{hey had the
powsr, the courage, and the
strength to cerry on thair futh-
ar's works.

The tribe believed, for it
hac teen a ritual ever since any-
che could remember, that vo prove
hinsel’, the son of a witich doc-
tor had ® he led up the Mountain
o2 Spirits at the sge of four-
tesn and remain there until ne
was twenty-one.

The boy wa2s given no food,
weapons, or clothing. He had to
forsge for himself, hoping the
"spirits® would lead him along
the cerrect paths. HMany beys
had entersd the mountain never
to be seen or heard of again.
It wos taken for pranted that
the Soy was not fit and IU had
not bean the will of the "spirits"
for him to liwve lcnger.

This thought made Konena
shudder. He had been =sure he
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would gualify; there had never
beay: & doubt in his mind wntdl
this moment. He glanced in loon
Bean's direction and found he
bed not meved an inci.

diis thoughts turned back to
the beginnin: of the day. It
waz his birthday. Any other
Jwrthd'“ #on-na would be in his
teoee  having a3 most deliecious
dimner that bhis mother had spent
211 7 tornoon preparing and la-
ter would nave laughed and joked
around & campiire.

Instead, it had been a
o~lsmn doy. Aon-a2 Wwas pleased
thz% today he was i1ourteen., When
his nlder brother had left three
years vefore, Kon-na had wished
it were he setting off. Now
he was finally to be allowed to
begin his eadventure. "Surely,"
he veasored, "I will miss my

frisnds ard iy family, but that
lias to be encured Dbecause of my
duty to my people,™

After Kon-na'smezl at noon,
he told everyone good-bye, and
then his fother talked with him
for twe thours, bubt to Kone-na it

emed much longer. His father
gave his instructions on what to
do, how  to do it, and spoke of
2z Loccoming. Then he had been
Leo olindt'oldec up a trail gnown
2y 4o the witch doctor, His
fethey loft hurriedly, not™ to
sc¢ his zon for seven years, and
[.ext A3 nevele

onere had wandered aimless-
1y ‘or two ncurs before finding
a spring. One long refreshing
crick had seen encugh to sustain
nim znd zive him the strength to
1ock for food. Pecause he had
had =2 big meal tcfore leaving
his home and had chewed on some
grags and roots, he wasn't too
hungry.



He had accidentally stum-
bled on® a ledge overlooking the
fresh, clean-smelling valley and
found a ¢omfortable and fairly
well-protected place, At the
aight of Noon Beam, however, he
imnediately decided to stay awake
for a while and watch him,

Anothar glance rovealed Moon
Beam and the bay mare grazing
quietly. The still of the night
was broken only by the aound of
the water lepping lazily against
ths atones in the =tream. Even-
tually, Xon-na was lulled to
aleep by the sound o the rippling
water.

As the morning grex bright,
Noon Bean grew more and =moro
restless Kon-na was so exhauss
od from the day before that he
was not avakened by the disturb-
ance in the valley below, If
Kon-na had bteen awake, he would
have gseen Moon Bean race into
wvhat seemed a s0lid rock wall,
Inatead, the powerful white atal-
lion entered a small, winding
gulley, acting as though some
indescribable force controlled
hin.

Rocka lined the gulley and
a rock alide seamed ieminent,
yot the powerful otallion want
on, winding 4n and out of the
rock and debries as though he had
traveled this journey many tines
before.

The gentle temperanent Kon-
na had observed 4in Mocon Bean
just hours before was now gone.
The fierce stallion raced om,
Poan began t¢ appear &t his mouth
and on his flanks, After only a
fev minutes, Moon Beax reachad
the gulley's dead and 0 vitered
& shrill whistle, a violent con-
trast to his earlier neigh and
rearad high in the air,
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Behind a huge boulder at
the woside of the gulley zat an
alert Indian boy who had Just
awvakened, M though the stallion
sesnsed Kon-na's presence, he
turned mhis direction. As soon
as tiswild Moon Beam reached the
baulder, he whirled at Kon-na,
who had rinen to face him.

Many wik thoughts had raced
through Xen-na's head ever cince
he had hesrvd the distant hoof-
beats, MNow he was wunablas to
rove, Befure his eyss, the once
gentle Mcon Beam reared, his
hoofs hitting hard against Kon-
na's small body, Agsin and again
the white stallion reared &d Wit
nis mark,.

When @ Jast Xon-na was ren-
dered lifeless, Moon Bean reared
and uttered a plercing scresn
that schoed through tie surround-
ing =ountains, Then his teeth
found & grip, and Mcon Beam
started %o drag the lifeless
bedy of Ken-na &nch by inch to
some wiaiown destination,

After a grent %ime, Moon
Bean reanched his destination, a
hole about nine fest in diameter
and of great depth, e pushed
thebody into itat just the right
angle, as though he had done so
many times before,

Then, an oauddenly as the
change had come about, Moon Beam
was again the gentle stallion of
the remote green valley, Hs
tuned and trotted away at a
noderate pace, picking his way
along the rocky gulley. At last
he came to the valley that was
his hame and trotted off to find
the mmall bay nuare,

The body of Kon-na landed
on human okeletons and many
blsached-white bones, If Xon-na



baé lived ke would kmow that Perhaps heredity or 3ome

the "apirits™ had killed may gtyanpe diseane had  caused the
other Inclan boys 4aking part peatle Yeon Heaw to gO temporars
in an ancient ritual, but Yoon ily ~ad, Or perhaps the powers
Tear when he had become viclent, of evil had takon held din hia

heart, over %o increase until
nla death,

the black and the white

"lu:ls.‘ mecroeklin (3

A pounding of hoofg, a ruptle of grasu,
And you xmow wild horses have just passed.
Thelr leader i3 a stalliion white,

A5 whize as the [uwll roon

On this cold, elsar night.

A pounding of hoofs, a rustle of prsse,
Another cané of horses has just psssed,

Their leader is a stallion black,

Tn biack as the night Teating down on his back.

The two stallions met on bhis £¢1d Liack night.

They met to fighs, the Ylack ane the white,

Tney rose on their nind logs, thedr eyes red ax fire,
T¢ be kinp of both tands thedr one desire

Taey reached out %o bite, heads fanninhg the air,
Natted with blood their 1lonpg 2hably hsir.

A1l of a suddern, the air cchond with sound.

The black had failen with & thum to Lhe goound,
v white locked at him ard just stood still.,
The bHlack then knew he would not kill.

Ye jugt got up and walked away,

And the white is king te this very day.

NOTE: The number on the original Penman's Palette Page should have been 63.



A day N

‘Gogpos 1s lockted on the
sscond universe nesr "Hew Sat-
turn.

Lat ug visit a typical Gecp-

pod fam.lj. Therz ere four pag-
the Mosca Family--lir.

&, Mososz, Cromis Mosos,
i}--ai.'ster, Tovia.

\S’i 504)\'3&0

Oppos

he had been there twdo khis home-
work, he' had %o bring hack &
apaaizl stone Ffrom the planet.
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Cronie drove honé on hls
eregky old Jet bika, whose top
spoad ves @ixty miles an hour,
anxious to gat behind ths whesl
of the femily's Zingo space ahip
which would go & thousand milea

oppos, On

W above
Gn d ne reached Lelo8 Iin

their not‘asrs x:lt‘h.

fing. The Doys!
¥ha sre  pink capd,
orange shocs,

They wsar red
Xnich are often

® live on Goppos
- Plicae who liva
pir 1s ong ina-
s Joppos pace
loou-lang xosa_,

; school, the
ks h’n pluocd gixtean PLost

T simplifying the matter
buy. ' whan the children
after tie toscher enters
¥ atill have to' be
o bump noses,

145103, a daad plansd
which had heer discovared hy the

Frerch, On ILeiss he was tostudy
the landecapa, and =g proof that

& ;

6l

Nronie walked far awey from
tis spane ship sesyching for the
gpoclal stone he had w toke back
+n elags.

Mty I'va fourd one," he
mutterad to himself, "Now to go
beck boms in my Zingo. Ok, nol
T can't Pind itl Whers did I
laavae the Zingo?!

And then CJrorle ropsmberad
that ra bad, in his pocked, the
Uittle space abdp finder that he
had gotten 4n the box of Ooway
Qomuny cersal, the Mosoe fondlyls
faverite, This space ship finder
functions in wory much tha same
way au eur yrinmitive oompzes,
and it c=oon led Oronle back %o
hig Zingo space ship,

Uronie peeled outb of Lelos
and gat back to Goppos end  had
tha Zinpe in the garaps in only
trwsnty-five minutes,

Cpening tha bubbls dome and
entaring the rathsr obsolete
solar kitehen, he called, YWhat's
the new prize in the Oowey Goowsy
cerzal box, Mader?
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