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F O R E W O R D

It is obvious that creative talent is an attribute of many
Americans. Unfortimateiy, during the past decade, the spir¬
it of invention has limited itself largely to the scientific field.
With the war clouds behind us, we shall again be able to uti¬
lize our creative imagination in the realm of the Fine Arts.

This anthology of student writings Is largely 1.1
Clfl.S.̂ POOm 9JnpilSsis upon creative expression,
customary to evaluate art products i
than relative standards, Freshman compositions share the
pages with Senior contributions. No class has been given
preference. However, it is regrettable that only aportion
of the interesting material available could be included in this
co l l ec t i on .

Who can prophesy which words are written in crumbling
sand and which in enduring granite? Who can foretell which
compositions bear, within their limits, the seeds of immor¬
tality? The students have written honestly, welding the lan¬
guage of the era, the emotions of the heart, and the aspirations
of the soul into one coherent whole. Once again, young
Americans are able to dream. Within these pages, they share
some of their visions with
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S o w e r

N O R M A N B A N S E N

Sower of in land p la ins:
fl ing the wh is t l i ng seed
against lus ty spr ing winds;
t h r u s t i n g i t
i n t o t h e h u m i d e a r t h - w o m b .

Sower o f w inged words :
r i s ing be fore dawn,
sw ing ing you r a rm ove r the wor ld ,
r e l e a s e y o u r t h o u g h t
into the lash and roar of winds,
send your seed s ing ing
in to the wester ing n ight .
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O n H e r m i t s
PETER THORSLEV, Jr.

Old Beggar: All wisdom is the quiet mind.
When the world loses hermits, the world loses. Ahermit’s

life used to be something sincerely revered, and now the whole
race of these hermits is fast becoming extinct. In this modem
world of action, there is no room for thought.

Who has not heard the modems’ criticism of “armchair phi¬
losophy”? Yet, Ithink, in many ways the world would be far
better if we had more .of it. The world has developed asevere
case of myopia. We have become so long accustomed to attending
only to the immediate action before us that we have ceased to
look beyond, to see the reason and the result. Now even those
few who have still retained their normal. range of vision dare
n o t l o o k .

Mrs. Humphrey Ward defines hermits thus:
The hermits of the reverie are scared by
the busy world, and find themselves no place
i n a c t i o n .

But hermits do not seek solitude because they wish to escape
the world, but rather, Ithink, because they have conquered it.

They have taken part in the aimless, confused action in the
world, but due perhaps to the influence of Drinkwater’s “God of
Quiet,” have seen beyond it. They have seen beyond into pleas¬
ant valleys and green hills, untainted by the hideoias scars of
human machinations, of selfish strife and

The hermits have afew descendants today, but society terms
them eccentrics, perhaps mad. If it is mad to live by oneself,
close to infinity, close to nature, the pure, the sinless, that which
is beautiful in its perfectioi^ then what pleasant insanity!

-

e v e n w a r .
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O n H e r m i t s

I th ink we bel i t t le hermi ts probably, subconsciously, because
we envy them! They are so utterly independnt of us; they seem
to have detached themselves froc society, and attached themselves
to God. Iam lafraid we must admit that they have gained in the
exchange.

When men dr ink their Sherry, they complain because i t isn’ t
Po r t . Ahe rm i t d r i nks t he coo l , <dea r, wa te r o f some t r oub led
spring, and comments to himself on its freshness, its sweetness,
and thanks his God for it. Men walk “down simshiny roads and
h a v e o n l y t h e d u s t o f t h e m i n t h e i r t h r o a t s . ” A h e r m i t w a l k s
down the same road, and feels apleasant, tingling warmness on
his face and the brightness of all around him.

Men, when they sleep beneath the open sky, feel only the
cold, empty blackness of ithe night, and alurking fear of the
unknown. Ahermit sleeps beneath the starry heavens and feels
the presence of awarm infinity, enveloping him with asweet
sense of mysticism, of peace. Men wake from the night with a
chill feeling of restless action and see before them only the pros¬
pect of another day of selfish strife and of htirried, unthinkiTig,
progress,—^progress? T h e h e r m i t r i s e s f r o m n a t u r e ’ s b e d w i t h

the warmness of the red rising sun, with the sight of nature’s
awakening before his eyes, and the song of morning on bis lips.
He lives with asense of rest, of peace, of perfect and final
cord with all that is aroimd him, with nature, and with God.

Nature is God’s immediate creation, and that part of His
creation that is without blot or smirch of sin, as God Himself.
Here we find the qu ie t , res t , and i nfin i te peace fo r wh ich ou r
souls were created. As Drinkwater’s Old Beggar says:

O n e d a y I s t o o d
.At dusk in the go lden harvest lands.

And watched the s ick les r ise and fa l l .
And the following women, with patient hands.
Gleaning all, gleaning all.
And the pigeons slept in the pines, and the soiuid
Of leaves and waters grew strange and clear.
A n d t r o u b l e h a d d i e d a n d I h a d f o u n d
Peace , OLord , as here .

a c -
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B o o m e r a n g
R I C H A R D V I D B B E C K

My old t ramp guest sat across the d inner table f rom me as
her listened to my story. '“For more than two years Ihad wan¬
dered the countryside, working here and begging there. My life
then was meager. My sou l was d iscontented. Iwanted f reedom.
Ithought that Ihad found it. At least Ipaid for it. The price
was high; two precious years. Two precious years to become a
worthless vagabond. My case might have been more sad only
if Ihadn’t been cognizant of my shameful follies.

‘T was quite fortunate that Ihappened to pass through the
little town of Milford Pond when Idid. Isay fortunate because
had Ihad the esxperience of visiting this village at alater date
in my life, Imight have been too set in my mode of living to feel
the influence of old Professor Kirkwood.

“The year was 1906. Autumn was beginning to lose her color.
Jack Frost was licking his lips in anticipation of his forthcoming
pleasure. Iwas preparing my descent to the lower regions of
the Southlands. Milford Pond just happened to fall on my path
as the sun was beginning to retire for the night.

“Previous experience told me which house to choose as the
abode of alikely provider of the needs of aweary of the
road. Without knowing the names of the inhabitants^ Ichose
the house which was occupied by Professor Kirkwood and his
small household. The main reason for choosing this particular
house was the bird bath and bird house on the front lawn. Little
things such as abird bath and bird house, Ihad learned in my
travels, were usually indications of amore or less kindhearted
trait in the persons living there, unless of course, previous occu¬
pants had put and left them there.
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Boomerang

Pro fesso r K i r kwood mus t have been wa tch ing me com ing
down the road and had some premonit ion that Iwoi i ld be stop¬
ping atTiis home in quest of hunger satisfaction. He was waiting
for me at the door as Icame up the walk to the house. He ap¬
peared disappointed amoment, as i f he had been expecting an¬
other, but before Icould utter arequest, he bade me come in.
He made me to fee l t ha t Iwas coming home. Ibe l i eve tha t i t
was this fr iendliness, anatural fr iendly gesture which caused me
to re jec t t he o ld man and espec ia l l y deem h i s wo rds wor thy
o f c o n s i d e r a t i o n .

An evening of conversation shed many but dim lights on the
l i fe o f the p ro fessor. I t shed fewer bu t b r igh te r l i gh ts on my
sha l low l i fe . An ton Chr is t ian K i rkwood had l i ved exac t l y th ree
times my twenty-one years. He had been married and had had
two ch i l d ren . Iwas qu i t e conv i nced , a l t hough no d i r ec t men¬
t ion was made, that h is wi fe had d ied dur ing the b i r th o f the
s e c o n d c h i l d . T h i s n e w b o r n c h i l d d i e d s h o r t l y a f t e r . I c o u l d
understand that al l th is was far f rom asource of joy to the old
man, so I re f ra ined f rom ask ing fu r the r. He spoke a l i t t l e more
o f t e n o f h i s fi r s t c h i l d b u t j u s t a s v a g u e l y. I d i d g a t h e r t h a t
h i s o l d e s t h a d l e f t h o m e b e f o r e t h e d e a t h o f h i s w i f e . I b e l i e v e

t h a t J a m e s , h i s s u r v i v i n g s o n , l e f t h o m e f o r m u c h t h e
same reason as I. At the t ime of my visi t , Anton Christ ian was
Pro fessor Emer i tus o f Ph i losophy in the nearby Un ivers i ty. He
had relt ired to write and especially to formulate his philosophical
thoughts and notes.

Of my few years, he learned that Ihad left acomfortable
h o m e i n s e a r c h o f a t r u e f r e e d o m ; t h a t I h a d b e e n e n g a g e d t o b e
marr ied but had broken the engagement for fear that marr iage
would hinder my pursuit of independence; and he came to the
conclusion that my two years of wandering had gained me
naught .

U

“It was not difficult for him to perceive that Iwas obsessed
with this strong desire. On tthe second evening we resumed our
c o n v e r s a t i o n . I r e m e m b e r a l m o s t v e r b a t i m h i s fi r s t w o r d s t h a t

‘Young man, freedom is to be sought but never to bee v e n i n g ,

had.’ Agiant and dwarf debate ensued. There was no doubt as
to who was the giant. Nor was there any doubt as to who had
to concede. Nevertheless, Imust have impressed him. He of¬
fered to aid me in obtaining ascholarship at the university.
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Boomerang

A n d a s f o r b o a r d a n d r o o m , I c o u l d p e r f o r m h o u s e h o l d d u t i e s
in the K i rkwood home and thus earn my bread and bed.

“ Tw e n t y - f o u r y e a r s l a t e r t h e k i n d g e n t l e m a n p a s s e d o n t o
e t e r n a l l i f e . T w o d e c a d e s o f a s s o c i a t i o n w i t h t h e a m i a b l e s c h o l a r

yielded me much. My living was culturally rich. My scholastic
'a t ta inments surpassed the fondes t hopes o f my you th . I t was he

who st imulated me to at tain to my present posi t ion as Professor
a t t h e U n i v e r s i t y a t w h i c h h e t a u g h t . I w o u l d n o t o n l y b e u n ¬
grate fu l , but a lso b lasphemous to h is memory, shou ld Inot g ive
all thanks and credit to the man who plucked me out of the mire.

“So you see, my old wanderer f r iend, when Isaw you coming
down t he l ane , I , t oo , had t he p remon i t i on t ha t you a l so had
s e l e c t e d t h i s h o u s e .

The old man, with the road-carved and time worn face, looked
at me and spoke. “Yes, and yod befriefnded me, just as my father
had befriended yoxi.

T h e C l o w n
J O H N W O L T E R N I E L S E N

Iam the c l own—you a re t he w i se .
Look at me. Call me names—^jackass, hurler of jests, fool and

b u f f o o n .

Sneer at me. Laugh your derisive laugh—I know how you fe?el.
Make me the object of your scorn, your mockery, and contempt.
Ridicule me—^I know I’m dumb, loose jointed, big of bone.
But some day come back stage and see my life.

Are you surprised? Had you forgotten that Iwas aman?
Yes, stare at me—don’t miss athing.
I, too, have wrinkles in my face—^the signs of grief and
Ionce had hopes, but they are gone.
Friends? No, Ihave no friends, for who would be the friend

o f m e .

Stop it. Don’t pity me. Ihate pity worse than sCorn,
Go now. Ithought perhaps you’d imderstand,
●B u t I a m s t m t h e f o o l .

c a r e
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T h e B l i n d M a n
C H A R L E S K N U D S O N

On Mich igan Bou levard I fee l mos t the heauty and ma jes ty
of Chicago. Ialways grow larger when Iwalk along it. Iwalk
with aquickened step and Ifeel strong and capable. It had this
e f fec t on me when Iwas a l i t t l e boy runn ing a long a t the s ide
of my mother, and i t has i t now when Iwalk alone.

Iremember one evening in particular. Iwas walking along,
feeling as great and stately as the buildings Iwas walking past.
It was already dark and the lights twinkled merrily along the
lake front. These surroundings had amajestic air and Ifelt as
if Icould be anything: amovie actor, aprince, or asports idol
walking along in the great city. Iwas still young and wishing
came very easi ly.

Iwas soon brought back to myself, however. Iwas approach¬
ing acomer, and Isaw agroup of people standing there. They
were the kind that enjoy torturing shy children by making un¬
necessary comments as they pass. I looked down at my feet and
started to slink across the street, glancing at the strangers but
not raising my head. Iwas angry that I, who had been so large,
had been made small by persons so insignificant. When Ireached
the other side, my glory was completely faded. Ifelt as if I
would not go back for anything even if offered aprincely reward.

Iwas jus t about to s tep on the curb when Ino t iced the man
standing on it. He was large and strong in appearance, but he
seemed hesitant and afraid. His heavy cane tapped out into the
s t r e e t a b i t a n d b a c k a g a i n . H e c o u l d h e a r t h e c a r s o f t h e
theater-goers, but he could not see them. Someone ought to help
h im, I thought , but not I . Sure ly not I ! Someone e lse wi l l come
along. But no one came. Ilooked across the street at the peo¬
ple standing on the corner. They were talking and laughing
a m o n g t h e m s e l v e s . T h e n I l o o k e d d o w n t h e B o u l e v a r d a n d I
saw all the people. Isaw how small they were and how long
t h e B o u l e v a r d w a s .

“May Ihelp you across the street, sir?’
“Why, thank you, sonny.” He took my arm and Ifelt his de¬

pendence on me. In amoment we had reached tthe other side and
he was gone, but Istopped and looked at the people on the comer,
and Ilooked down the Boulevard in the big city that was no longer
too big for me.

>

t'
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P r e v i e w t o D e a t h
R O B E R T N . H A N S E N

.In accordance wi th the laws of the Federal Government,
Isentence you, Paul Leighton, to die in the electric chair ...
Icou ld s t i l l hear the judge pronouncing that sentence upon me.
It kept being repeated over and over in my mind. Irose from
the cot and walked s lowly over to the cel l window. Peer ing out
into the storm, Icould barely make out the prison walls, even
though the prison yard was well-lighted with floodlights. It was
really storming out. What anight this was to die in! The thought
fo r some reason s t ruck me funny, and an i ron ica l smi le fl i t ted
across my face for an instant.

I t m n e d a n d w a l k e d b a c k a c r o s s t h e n a r r o w, d i m l y - l i g h t e d
cell to the cot The death-house corridor outside was empty, and
my foot^eps echoed mockingly. Aglance at my watch told me
Ihad fifteen minutes yet to live. They would probably come for
me in ten. In despair, Isank to the cot and buried my face in
my hands. If only Icould figure things out. Konly Iwas sure
of my guilt. Then, Iwouldn’t mind dying so much. But Iwasn’t
certain Ideserved this. In fact, Iwtasn’t sure of anything that
%ad happened the last month. Everjrthing had happened so fast.
If only ihadn’t gone on that binge!

The events of the preceding month swam before my mind.
The whole thing had started when Iwas celebrating the one
month’s anniversary of my disdiarge from the Navy. Icould
remember hitting the bottle pretty hard that night, harder than
usual because Ipassed out and didn’t come to till the next morn¬
ing. Where Ispent the night or what Idid was acomplete blank
to me. It was after this that everything had happened—being
picked up by the police the next morning, accused of the fatal
stabbing of an F.B.I. agent, and identified as the killer by three
di fferent persons.

» »
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P r e v i e w t o D e a t h

T h e n t h e r e w a s t h e t r i a l . I d i d n ’ t h a v e a C h i n a m a n ’ s c h a n c e
in i t , s ince Icouldn’t account for myself that night, and since I
had been positively identified as the killer. The Federal prose¬
cuting attorney had laughed every time he looked at me. He
knew Ididn’t have aleg to stand on. Besides, the whole court
was eager for revenge. “G-man killer” they had branded me.
The jury didn’t even go out to deliberate. They didn’t need to,
with the kind of evidence they had against me.

Istraightened up and looked at my watch. Elevai minutes
to go. ■Me, akiller! The thought turned my stomach. But maybe
it was all true. Maybe Ireally did stab him. If so, then justice
was being carried out. However, Istill couldn’t picture mysdf
as aki l ler. There was one detai l that refused to let me bel ieve
Iwas guilty. All the witn^es had described me as wearing
brown leather gloves at the t ime of the stabbing. The only flaw
w i t h t h a t w a s t h a t I h a d n e v e r o w n e d a p a i r o f b r o w n l e a t h ^
gloves in my life. That fact alone was my only strong point, so
far as Iwas concerned. It didn’t hold water in court, but at least
Iknew it to be true. The trial came to my mind again, and I
laughed when I reca l led how much o f a farce i t had been. Th is
w a s A m e r i c a w h e r e a m a n w a s s u p p o s e d t o h a v e a f a i r t r i a L
Ha! Both of my appeals for retrial, plus areprieve by the gov¬
ernor had even been reused. Ididn’t have achance of getting
o u t o f t h i s m e s s .

My thoughts were interrupted by abright flash of lightning
quM^y followed by asharp clap of thunder. The storm outside
was getting worse. Just then Iheard the echo of footsteps in
the corridor. They certainly were going to run: the execution off
right on time. Two guards and the prison chaplain stopped be¬
fore my cell. One of the guards unlocked the cell door and
beckoned me. Irose from the cot and walked to the corr idor in
silence. After all, there was nothing Icould say or do to help
my pli^t at this late stage in the game.

We walked slowly down the hallway in silence, except for
the mumbling of aLatin prayer by the chapkiin. Iwas in no
hiury knd the guards didn’t press me. In due time we arrived
at the execution chamber. It was awell-lighted room in which
stood the electric chair itself in the center. There was aphone
on one wall* As Ilooked at the chair, Icould feel ihe strength
leaving my legs, and Iwould have fallen had it not been for the

1 1



P r e v i e w t o D e a t h

suppor t o f the guards. They he lped me in to the cha i r, and two
men cut off Jthe lower ends of my pants and sleeves while an¬
o t h e r s h a v e d m y h e a d . I t r i e d t o a p p e a r c a l m , b u t I h a d “ b u t ¬
terflies” in my stomach, and Iwas plenty scared.

Just then, everything went black. All the lights had gone
out, but the guards produced flashlights in ahurry and kept them
tra ined on me. One of the other men got on the phone to find
out the difficiilty. IjuSt sat there in the blinding rays of the
flashlights, not knowing what to think. The man hung up the
rece i ve r. “ !N 'o power, ” he sa id . “S to rm mus t have downed the
l ines. Might as wel l take him back to his cel l . ”

To me, it looked like Providence had stepped in
me abreak, at least alittle more time to live. Maybe Iwasn’t
supposed to die after all! Iwas taken back to my cell, and a
candle was supplied for light. Iknew that my reprieve would
las t on ly as long as i t took fo r the power t roub le to be fixed.

T h e c e l l s e e m e d e e r i e w i t h i t s fl i c k e r i n g l i g h t . I t a l s o f e l t
damper than usual. Iwas himgry even though Ihad eaten my
last meal only an hour ago. It had been delicious, too—exactly
what Ihad o rdered—fr ied ch icken w i th a l l the t r immings ,
mashed potatoes and gravy, peas and carrots, and cherry pie ala
mode with two bottles of beer to drink. My mouth watered just
to think of it again. Ilay down on the cot only to be startled
by the lights blazing back on. Iknew it was too good to last.
They had surely foimd the trouble in ahurry. Ilistened for the
return of the guards. Sure enough, they came back within a
minute, and my long, slow death march to the execution cham¬
ber was repeated.

This time they strapped me directly into the chair since I
was aU prepared. Iwas asked if Ihad anything to say. Iman¬
aged to stammer out the reply that Iguessed that all the other
guys that had sat here had claimed they were innocent, too, so
there wasn’t much use of my doing the same. They asked if
that was aU, and Inodded. Iwas so scared that Icouldn’t talk.
Inever realized before how much life meant. Isaw the execu¬
tioner’s hand go to the switch, and Iclosed my eyes and waited
for Death to grab me.

At that instant, the phone rang. Iopened my eyes and saw a
man talking. He held up hfe hand as asignal to wait. He lis¬
tened 6n the phone for about aminute and slowly replaced the

Lnd given
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P r e v i e w t o D e a t h

receiver on the hook. .Coming over to me, he exclaimed, “Son,
you’ re about the luck iest person in the wor ld r ight now! That
was the governor that Iwas just talking to. Seems as though a
fellow that could pass as your exact double was shot and killed
ahalf hour ago in an attempted bank robbery. Before he died,
however, he confessed to the murder that you are charged with.
What do you say to that?

A l l I c o u l d m u r m u r w a s ‘ T h a n k G o d !

9 9

As they unstrapped
me, Imade a feeb le a t tempt a t a joke abou t no t hav ing to cu t
my hair for a. while. Then, Igot up, took astep, and pitched
forward on my face in adead fa int .

9 9

Shall aMan Take Coals in His Bosom!
F R E D E R I C K H . B K E I N G E L M A N

Like the great wind that roars f rom the heavens
Destroying and silencing all sound '
Like the fierce, fiery sim in the heaven.

Consuming, devouring, undoing,
Scorching the earth with its great heat.
Dimming all light by its brightness;
L i k e t h e v i o l e n t fl o o d i n t h e s l i m m e r

Descending in great sheets from heaven.
Deluging, swallowing, burying.
Covering what lies before it.

Leaving naught but its own black deepness;
So love from its covert of darkness.
Subduing, bending, breaking,
Into Sheol brings man and his children
Who know not the way of true pleasure.
Avoid not the pathway of passion.

Deafening, blinding, submerging.
Desire’s black forces make captive
The heart of the sensit ive, tender;
Make it evil and dark and desirous.
Damning forever the spirit
Who yields to the soft touch of love.
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Auiumn^s Evening Prayer
R O B E R T E . V I D E B E C K

The p rog ress ion f rom day to n i ^ t has mean ing . The t rans -
formation is a- soft, gradual repose of l iving things. In the trees
the birds wing their songs in quiet echoes. The trees themselves
seem to whisper, **Evening is coming,** as they catch, the gray
zephyrs in their branches. The soul becomes silent, too.

About him (the author) is the tension of oncoming ni^t.
He is willing to yield, but before it comes, he must seek alast
look of day. The sun is slowly disappearing. The autumn trees
—orange, yellow—have become dulled by shadows. In the far
distance are blu^ with small patches of sunlight illuminating
them in purplish colors. Upwar<^ are clouds standing like bil¬
lows, rounded, heavy moimds of whipped cream, plsaced there
by the spoon in God’s hand. To the other side are more of these
mounds, sprinkled with orange sunlight.

Day is fading.
In the town there is rushing movement—^people going home

from work, mothers in preparation for supper, achurch bell
tolling, children enjoying alast game before supper; happy peo¬
ple, sad, willing, unwilling, rich, poor, smart and ignorant. They
all prepsure for evening ...for night.

Aperson away from home thinks of home. Evening is his
song of lament. He sees these clouds, these faded trees, these
silent birds. The same sxm, the same sky, the same evening is
his, too.

The gray has surroxmded the day.
These mounds of clouds are now red with the sun; and the

sky, blue with infinity.
He is silent now. He is encircled by abstraction for the

tion is running deep. Quickly now; .get the thoughts of the
progresstion. Quickly set the pace for it. It is fast stealing away.
The sun has gone. The clouds are black; the trees silhouetted;
the birds sleeping. Quickly now, write with speed and force.

e m o -
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Autumn*s Evening Prayer

The emotion; that is the progression, of events. What then is his
p r a y e r ? T h a t h e m a y l i v e t h r o u g h t h e n i g h t ? N o ! T h a t h e
may ge t h is insp i ra t ion wr i t ten? No!

H is p rayer i s on ly tha t the c louds , the s im, the t rees and
birds will be present again so that if he might not see the eve¬
ning come again, another willing soul might.

P a u s e !

The night has come. Blackness.
The progression ends with night. Prom day to night is agreat

physical force, task, activity. The people are moved by the event.
The movement is not emotional but more, bodily action. Why
do people move faster with the coming of night? It seems that
people are active in the day; then evening prevails on itheir
activities and immediat^y they slow their pace. Night throws
blackness to them. They again resume their swift pace.

He sits alone in the darkness now; groping for worc^ for
l ight , for X.

The progression from day to night has meaning; that people
may realize that in light they have hope.

Their hope is God.
*T am the Light! f 9

A u t u m n
H A R O L D J E R S I L D

Autumn, in i ts foreboding guise, is slowly overtaking the re¬
t rea t ing warmth o f the summer months . A t fi rs t on ly i t s d r i f t¬
ing silhouette is visible, sulking on the horizon. Then, slowly,
relentlessly, i t floods in, aspecter of di^al melandiol ia, i ts
dark, somber skies suspended low over the l i feless terrain. The
conquered sun shows only an ashened pallor at one point in the
enveloping blanket of dreariness.

The land is passive. It accepts the irrepressible gloom. The
.'dark, naked limbs of the dormant trees are, in the leadened air,
like the stiff, jutting fingers of alifeless hand. The vital, life-
giving green of .the leaves is snuffed out. They are no more.

The spirit of all living things is chilled. It lies.still, despond-*
ent,—dead.
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D e v o t i o n a l
E I L E E N A N D S I D N E Y J O R G E N S E N

O p e n t h o u m y e y e s , t h a t I m a y b e h o l d
wondrous th ings out o f thy law.

P s a l m 11 9 : 1 8

In this simple petition the Psalmist expresses the ideal way
to approach the Word of God. He comes as one who is blind,
whose eyes are closed. Notice that he does not pray that God
will open the Book, but in humility and. recognition of his blind¬
ness he prays that God will open his eyes. And only God can
do it. There were learned men in the court of David; there were
men who gave all their time to the study of the Law. But the
psalmist is not relying on human wisdom; he is looking to God.
While he does not ignore their counsel, he does recognize that
o n l y t h r o u g h G o d i s t h e r e r e a l s p i r i t u a l d i s c e r n m e n t o f t h e
Scr ip tures.

Do you remember the two men who walked to Emmaus that
momentous day when the grave was robbed of its prey? And
as they walked they spoke of the events which had just occurred?
(No doubt they were puzzled about many things until their fellow
traveler “interpreted to them in all the Scriptures the things
concerning himself” (Luke 24:47). Then, when ‘*their eyes
opened” they knew HIM and they “said one to another, Was
not our heart burning within us ...while he opened to us the

;^scr ip tures?”

w e r e

The Bible is aClosed book to the unbeliever, to the agnostic,
t h e c r i t i c . B u t t o t h e e a r n e s t , s e e k i n g c h i l d o f G o d i t h o l d s
“wondrous things.” What treasures are ours for the mining, what
glorious sights for the seeing!

OPEN THOU—great God of wonder,
MINE EYES—so du l l , so b l ind
T H AT I - ^ o p r o n e t o w a n d e r,
M A Y B E H O L D — a n d t h u s t o fi n d

WONDROUS THINGS—beyond the telling
Filling heart and mind with awe.
Great truths, complete, compelling,

O U T O F T H Y L A W .

16



In the Fell Clutch of Circumstance
R I C H A R D V I D E B E C K

The snow danced down the deserted street. The light from
the little cafe beat apath through the black loneliness. It was
just enough light to silhouette two young people on .the side¬
walk in f ront o f the cafe.

Neither spoke. Joe marched back and forth—thinking. EBs
thoughts were in the future. Anguishing, thoughts. Tomorrow
a n d t o m o r r o w a n d t o m o r r o w. T h e d e v i l w i t h t h e f u t u r e . H e ’s
l i v i ng now.

He stopped; looked at his watch. Mardied again. Stopped!
Looked at his watch. Joe was impatient. Impatient. Impatient
l ike any man wait ing for eternity. But i t didn’t come.

Jeanie stood there. Motionless. Solemn. Just—just looking
back. Reminiscing. Wonderful memories. Days together. Happy
days. She would always have these gems of manories.

“Won’t that bus ever get here?” Joe broke the silence. Jeanie
continued to dream and Joe kept on marching. Suddenly—like a
flash—^two beams of light punctured the black sheet of night. It’s
coming. The bus is almost here. Joe was no longer restless. In a
few minutes he’d be gone. Joe thought , Don’ t come, bus, turn
around, bvs.

The bus surged ahead. Joe pul led Jeanie into his arms and
clung to her l ike afrightened child clings to his mother. Joe was
frightened. He tightened his embrace. “Jeanie, I’ll miss you. I
don’t want, to go. I’ll miss you so much.” He kissed her. They
stood there, holding each other, holding ti^tly lest some cruel
person tear them apart. The cruel one spoke. “If you’re gonna
ride in this bus, buddy, you better get on.

The red tail lights fled, as if into the future. Jeanie stood there
alone—^with her memories. Joe was gone.
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Dissertation upon Dissertations
J A M E S A . S T O N E

Isit here tearing my hair, wondering what Ican write an
e s s a y o n . T h o u g h t s c r o w d u p o n m e . Ye s , I c o u l d w r i t e o n
women , a lways an i n te res t i ng sub jec t l o r m i l d c r i t i c i sm . The re
is always education, or dogs, or even cats. Lots of people have
made money writing on these subjects. Look at Lassie! Iread
an article the other day about afrog that had been buried in a
state of suspended animation for 2,000 years; Icould write on
t h a t . - M y, w h a t a s t o r y t h a t f r o g c o u l d t e l l i f i t c o u l d t a l k . I
wonder if it ever took abath? Tve been reading Plato’s "Re¬
public” the last few days. 1could write an e^ay on that, too.
He was the first man that tried to get equal rights for women.-
If he only knew what arow he started! Now women want to
moke, drink, and wear trousers. Iwonder what they will try
to do next? Sometimes they scare me. Ihave often wanted to
teE some woman who gave me a, “dirty look” on abus or some
other public conveyance for not giving up my seat, that if she
wanted to be liir** aman she "oughta” stand like the rest of us
men. Anyway, Tm tired. Yes, women complain about chivalry
being dead, but they killed it themselves. And it all started
with Plato. Ican just hear some woman sasrin^ ‘T knew there

I thought about wr i t ing onf fw a s a m a n a t t h e b o t t o m o f i t !
radio commercials, always afertEe field, but Idecided there was
agreater chance of going crazy doing that than in reading phil¬
osophy. Iwould like to meet someone that writes those things,
sometime. What aracket. Iwonder what the l i fe expectancy
of one of those fellows is? .Probably short. It would be alot
shorter if he had to listen to his own masterpieces every day.
Ionce read an informal essay on roast pig. This is sort of a
dissertation bn roast corn. Of course, pigs eat corn, but Ifail
to see the connection in this case. Possibly Iam over my head
in some deep philosophical question.

1 8



■i

O n E d u c a t i o n
H A R O L D A N D E R S E N

I a s k e d f o r e d u c a t i o n .

It’s education that Igot.
They taught me ’how to spell and read.
A n d h o w t o a d d a l o t

They tau^dit me how to wri te ahook.
And how to sing asong.
They taught me what to say and do,,
And how to get along.
They t au^ t me th i s , t hey t au^ t me tha t ,
U n t U I k n e w i t a l l .

And then 'I found to my surprise,
W H A T A S U I R P i R I S E !

upon Sitting Down
H A R O U ) A N D E R S E N

Itake atask upon me,
It’s of no small degree.
It’s simply this, to find away.
To sit upon my knee.

I ’ ve tu rned i t ou t ,
I ' v e t u r n e d i t i n .

I’ve turned it back,
I ’ve turned i t thin.
Tve turned it left.
I’ve turned it right.
To see my leg, is quite asight.
If you can help me with this task,
Ithank you much, but dare to ask.
Why should anyone want to sit upon his knee?

)

It
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My First Days at Dana
W A Y N E W . C H R I S T E N S E N

On Sunday even ing , Sep tember t he e igh th , I t r udged unde¬
c ided l y up t he h i l l t owa rds Dana . The l uggage seemed to be
g e t t i n g h e a v i e r e v e r y s t e p o f t h e w a y. G o i n g t o c o l l e g e w a s
something new and sttrange from what Iw«as used to. My inner
c o n s c i e n c e w o u l d s a y, “ G o b a c k , b o y, w h i l e y o u s t i l l h a v e a
chance. The Navy’s the place for you; you’re no ‘brain’.”

Then my mind would answer, “Come on, fellow, keep walk¬
i n g . I m a g i n e t h a t l u g g a g e i s y o i n : ‘ s e a - b a g . * Yo u h a v e b e e n
through worse th ings than th is .

B a c k a n d f o r t h m y m i n d w o u l d a r g u e a n d w i t h e a c h c o n ¬
flict ing thought—a step—a step closer to Dana College. And be¬
fo re I rea l i zed i t , Iwas here—at Dana.

F o r a f e w m o m e n t s I s t o o d o n t h e ‘ h i l l ’ a n d l o o k e d a r o u n d
me. Straight ahead Icould see the lights on the Blair Bridge
crossing the Missouri River; to my right Icould see the twinkling
lights of Blair and now and then apair of lights would go speed¬
ing off into the darkness. Suddeidy Iheard the sounds of stu¬
d e n t s ’ v o i c e s . *

“Funny,” Ithought to myself, “I hadn’t heard that before.
-̂Hvell, where do Igo now.—^Where is the Men’s ‘Dorm’? One

of these four buildings must be it so Iwill try every one of them
until I‘hit’ the right one. Nothing to it, easy as falling off alog.

Walking towards one of the buildings, Isaw aman coming
t o w a r d s m e .

f f

f f

Iasked, “Where is the Men’s *Dorm’?”“Hey, Mac,
He directed me towards the building and reprimanded me

for calling him “Mac.” How did Iknow he was one of the pro¬
fessors at the college?

9 f

Thinking that Ihad better ‘watch my step,’ Idecided that
it would be wise to call everyone “sir” until Ifound out what
position they might hold at the college.

2 0
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My First Days at Dana

Final ly, gett ing ‘squared away’ with the Dean of Men, I found
my room and got ready for anight of rest.

Six o’clock came too soon on Monday morning to suit me and
it took some persuasion on my part to make myself get out of
the bed. All during the next two days came tests: psychological
tests, general achievement tests, vocational and personality tests,
English tests, and tests on study skills. Thinking about it now,
Iwish Ihad gone back to sleep on that Monday morning.

Wednesday—^registration day. Ispent the whole day waiting
in lines, dashing from one place to another only to find out I
should have stayed where Iwas in the beginning, filling out
blanks, and to what avail? Did Iget registered? No!

On Thursday, going through most of it once again, Ifinally
got registered. Ialso got afew books from the bookstore and
apromise for some more in the fu ture .

Now, two months of college life and studying have gone by
and Iam still struggling, to get through.

Why don’t Iquit,’ you ask? Too stubborn and Ihave my
*G.I. Bill of Rights’ to think of.

i t C

Blair Bridge
J O H N W O L T E R N I E L S E N

That mass of steel that spans Big Muddy’s course
B e a r s o n i t s b a c k t h e t r a f fi c o f t h e s t a t e s —

Huge trucks whose ports are painted on their sides,
Chicago, Denver, Omaha, Detroi t ;
ADana student going home by thumb.
The tourist’s car, its windows pasted up
Wi th s t ickers f rom Yosemi te and P ike ’s ;
The farmer with aload of squealing hogs.
And t rave l ing sa lesmen on the i r month ly route.
All stop midway upon the bridge at Blair;
The keeper takes their toll, then waves them on—
T h e t r a f fi c o f t h e s i b a t e s i s o n i t s w a y.

1
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Sotm Walker—Ace Sleuth
J A M E S C O F F E Y

The door o f “Joe ’s Chopped Meat Hac ienda—Open a l l N i te”
swung op^, al lowing ashaft of smoky l ight to fal l on the dark>-
ened s t ree t ou ts ide . Asho r t , heavy man s tepped i ns ide , flung
his hat into an empty booth, and shouted to the proprietor, “Two
ham on rye, Joe, and ashot of Java—and snap i t up, wi l l ya’?
r m d e a d !

out asmall battered notebook, turned over sefveral pages and
began to check off items. Joe, who was already busy arranging
various items on the table, ventured, “How’s the world treatin’
you, Sam?

“Pret ty rough,” came the answer.
‘Yeh, Ifeel sorry for you poor private dicks,” sighed Joe as

he p icked up the dol lar b i l l which Sam had la id on the tab le.
He returned presently with the change, leaned over the table and
breath^, “Got anything oh the Colburn case yet, Sam?

“Naw,” glowered Sam, “I’m stumped.

Wi th th is , he flopped heav i l y in to the boo th , took

n

f f

Oh , i t ’s murder a l l
r igh t . There ’s no doubt about tha t . Ibeen ou t there a l l day. I
don’t know why Ifool aroimd with stuff like this—it never pays

I f < (

o f f . ’

“Got any suspicions?” asked Joe.
“Oh, there’s Stephen, the old lady’s only son. He seems to

have the only motive. He’s got an airtight alibi, though, and the
only other person who could have done it is the butler. The
thing sure looks simple—just two possible sijspects, but there’s
not even one good solid clue.” Sam gulped down the last of a
sandwich, drowned it in coffee, slid out the booth, pulled on his
hat, and explained, “I gotta get some shut-eye so’s Ican get
back out there before those glamour boys from the Police De¬
partment get there and mess everything up.”

‘Take it easy,” advised Joe, though he knew very well that
Sam would not sleep awink imtil the murderer was sitting in a
cell. After all, Sam would not be paid acent for his work—^un¬
l e s s h e d i d c r a c k t h e c a s e a n d c o l l e c t t h e r e w a r d . B u t t h e s e c a s e s
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S a m W a l k e r — A c e S l e t i i h

were so r t o f ahobby w i th Sam. He jus t seemed to de l igh t i n
being able to show up the “boys in blue” from the City Police,
—as he had done on several occasions, "nie rivalry was en¬
t i re ly f r iendly, though, and ei ther one of the part ies concerned
would be very glad to volunteer his information to help the other
in the interest of seeing just ice done. Indeed, acertain amotmt
of competi t ion served as abeneficial st imi i lus to the Pol ice de¬
t e c t i v e s a s w e l l a s a d d e d a l i t t l e e x c i t e m e n t t o a n o t h e r w i s e d u l l

and exhausting case.

The car bearing the police detectives arrived at the Colburn
mansion at seven o’clock sharp in the morning. The fog was just
b e g i n n i n g t o l i f t o v e r t h e d i m - v a u l t - l i k e w a l l s o f t h e a n c i e n t
building as the procession of blue \miforms strode noisily into
the main reception room. Their leader. Inspector Ralph Gordon,
although he fully expected to see Sam Walker already there and
hard at work, expressed asort of fake surprise when he saw the
huge man pacing the floor with apencil in one hand and anote¬
book in the other, his brows knit as though he was in i>ensive
t h o u g h t .

“Why sure. I’ve been here acouple of horn's!” ejaculated Sam
although he knew—and Inspector Gordon knew—^that less than
ahalf hour ago Sam was sitting in his hotel room, under an ice
bag, no doubt, trying to arouse his battered mind after another
sleepless night.

The pa i r mounted the s ta i rs and wa lked to the end o f the
hall to the room occupied by the late Mrs. Colburn. Here they
paused, gr inned at each other, then determinedly shoved open
t h e d o o r a n d w a l k e d i n t o t h e f a t a l r o o m .

The Inspector spoke first, saying, “Well, what do you make
o f i t , S h e r l o c k ? ”

Sam hesitated aminute then replied, “You asking me for
advice, Junior? Why Ithought you fellows would have this
thing cracked long ago. Say, by the way, what do you guys tell
the newspapers when you get stumped by asimple case like
t h i s ? ”

“We j us t t e l l t hem, ” r e to r t ed t he I nspec to r, “ t ha t ‘ a l t hough
local police are baffled by this cryptogram, services of the world
renowned Sam Walker have been sought,’—^that makes the public
breathe easier. And say, i f you think this case is so simple. I ’ l l

2 3



S a m W a l k e r — A c e S l e u t h

be g l ad t o l e t you fin i sh i t—^ I ’ ve go t p l en t y t o keep me busy
b a c k a t t h e d e s k .

I go t p l en t y o f wo rk t o do , t oo , ” sa id Sam. ^ ‘Why, I ’m j us t
out here to show you guys' how to do it. Ifigure you gotta learn
sometime, and if 1kinda’ teach you ali t t le about the game,
maybe Iwon’t have to do aU your work for you.

All right, teacher. I’ l l admit I’m up. atree. Now will you
kindly explain in simple, three-syllable words just who done
it, how he did it, and why?

At this point, the door of the room opened, an officer stepped
ins ide and announced, “ I t ’s headquar te rs on the phone, s i r. l ^e
b u t l e r ’ s c o n f e s s e d .

See? That’s just what Iwas going to say,” jeered Sam. *T
don’t see how you lame-brains manage to stay on the force.

As the rest of the group walked toward the head of the stairs,
one of the policemen remained behind to pick up the small note¬
book Sam had l e f t on a tab l e . W ish i ng t o see how ag rea t de¬
tec t i ve a r ranged h i s no tes , t he o ffice r l ooked a t t he tu rned up
page of the notebook. It contained avery excellent caricature
o f a b a l d h e a d e d c a t w i t h t h r e e t a i l s .

«

9 9
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N o s t a l g i a
C . A R T H U R C H R I S T E N S E N

Grey sky and w ind -wh ipped waves . Sound o f a foghorn , l ow
and monotonous. Rush of water and the mew of the seagulls.
Ghostly image of adistant ship. Damp decks, damp clothes, damp
bulkheads. Stiff fingers from the chill and the taste of brine on
the lips. Gnawing belly and the smell of coffee. Can’t smoke.
Pitch and rol l on and on into nowhere. Throb and shudder. Walk
forward to starboard and aft on port. Blast of wind on the bow
and the shelter of the superstructure. Feet getting cold. Go below
to the warm, stifUng closeness of ifche quarters. Stretch out on the
rack. Chords on aguitar and drowsiness. Just another day.
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One Night on Leyte Qulf
HERBERT A . HJORTSVANG

i

It was atypical ly hot, sultry evening. Faint breaths of wind
did little to dispel the blanket of heat that hovered over the har¬
bor. Myriad lights attempted to pierce the gloom above the coal-
black water. Aboard the numerous transports and cargo vessels
in ithe harbor, gangs of soldiers and sailors worked imder harsh
searchlights, lifting food and implements of war from the depths
of the gray ships and placing them in the waiting barges and
L. C. M.’s lying along their sides. By twenty-two hundred hour,
the activity had died down somewhat. Most of the lights aboard
the ships and on the shore had been extinguished.

To the several dozen soldiers standing by the rail of one of
the gray transports anchored in the harbor, it seemed that now
was the t ime to cal l i t aday, go below deck to their crowded
quarters and t ry to s leep in the almost imbearable heat. But
what is this? Some of them are gesturing and talking excitedly
among themselves. What do they see over on shore? What is
that stream of red balls rising slowly into the air? Why do the
blinkers on ships and shore pierce the blackness with their mes¬
sages of li^t? Wake up, men! You are aboard acrowded troop¬
ship in Leyte Gulf somewhere between Leyte and Samar. It’s
February, 1945, and the war isn’ t over, not by along shot! I t
looks as if Tokyo has heard of yoiir presence and wants to. leave
aca l l i ng card . Those red ba l l s r i s ing in to the b lackness a re
tracers, and that is the signal for an air raid alert. Presently the
loud speaking system aboard the ship crackles into act ion. A
harsh voice follows the shril l 'whistle of the bos’n’s pipe: “Now
hear th is , now hear th is , man your bat t le s tat ions, man your
b a t t l e s t a t i o n s !

members out of their bunks in jig time, and in afew minutes all
gun stations are manned. Aboard the ships and on the shore,
lights are going out, individually and in blocks. Soon aU is dark
and only the masts of the nearby ships can be seen in the faint
light from the moon.

You men on deck are lucky. Guards are keeping the remain¬
der of 2200 troops below deck, but they seem to have forgotten
about you. You will have agrandstand seat for the big pcr-

f

The general quarters alarm brings all crew
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One Night on Leyte Gulf

f o r m a n c e . E i g h t t w e n t y - m i l l i m e t e r a n d f o t i r t h r e e - i n c h e r s a r e
being manned. The sight of their barrels befing rotated gives you
asense of security. The gun crews say that radar has picked up
about twelve Nip planes twenty miles away, and they are heading
in our direction. On anearby air strip, twin-engined, jet-black
“Black Widows” are taking off to intercept the enemy. If neces¬
sary, flak f rom over 500 sh ips can jo in the shore ba t te r ies in
g iv ing the enemy awarm we lcome.

How does the thought of impending danger affect these men
on deck? The gun crews, busy in getting their weapons ready
and th r i l l i ng w i th the an t i c ipa t ion o f a l i t t l e exc i tement to l i ven
thei r heretofore unevent fu l voyage, are “ l ick ing thei r chops” for
action. The troops on deck are reacting in various ways, though
to look at them they seem calm, and most of their talk gives no
indicat ion of nervousness. Some of the men, a l though young in
years, are old in the experience of war. They have spent two to
three years overseas and are veterans of Guadalcanal, Bougain¬
v i l l e , o r N e w G u i n e a . B u t m o s t o f t h e m e n a r e n e w t o w a r,
having been out of the States only afew montthb, and the nearest
enemy has been miles from them. Now it seems they are to have
ataste of what mil l ions of other men have seen or been throi igh
before, an air raid. Speculation runs rampant. What are the Japs
after tonight? Are they going for the ships in the harbor, the
airfield less than amile away on shore, or will it be anuisanc^
raid with bombs dropped haphazardly? Whatever it is, the
Mikado ’s p i lo ts a re bor ing th rough the n igh t l and w i l l be here
soon. Hands are clenched and unclenched, cold sweat breaks out
o n m a n y a b r o w , a n d h e a r t s b e a t f a s t e r w i t h a n t i c i p a t i o n . W h e r e
are they? What ’s keep ing them? Let ’s ge t th is show over w i th
so we can hit the sack!* Is that l ightning on the distant horizon,
and do we hea r t h imde r? No , sea rch l i gh t s a re weav ing apa t¬
tern across the bay and t racers can fa int ly be seen. The noise
i s f r om the d i s tan t n i ne t y -m i l l ime te rs g i v i ng t he N ips a run fo r
their money. If the Japs are over the other end of the bay, they
will be here in afew minutes. It looks as though the ships have
been given orders not to fire as no tracers are coming up from
the ships in the d is tance. The curses of the gun crews confirm
our guess; they will have no fun tonight. The shore batteries and
P - 6 1 ’ s w i l l d o t h e w o r k t h i s t i m e .

* G o t o b e d .
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“Take cover! ” The loud speaking system is in act ion again.
There is arush for the partial protection of the midshiphouse. We
barely make it when the roaring engines of low-flying planes are
heard. In amoment b lack, b lurry shapes flash over the ship at
t remendous speed, fire dar t ing f rom machine gun por ts in the
wings and fuselages. Luckily they miss our ship with their 7.7*3
and 12.7 ’s .** On shore, our flak \mi ts have opened wi th the i r
ent i re l ight bat ter ies. Seard i l ights and t racers put on aregular
fourth of July celebration and the quiet of the night is dispelled
by hideous noise. It looks as if someone has started abonfire on
shore. This is not the Itime for aweiner roast, so the Japs must
h a v e s t a r t e d i t . F r o m i t s l o c a t i o n w e a r e s u r e t h a t i t ’ s t h e a i r

strip. We are glad that we are not down among those boys; they
must be having aroi^gh time. The fire seems to fade out for a
moment only to be replaced by ahuge brilliant glow. In afew
seconds we hear atremendous explosion. Fires are cropping out
in several places along the shore, and the ships nearest the shore
a r e o u t l i n e d a g a i n s t t h e l i g h t . Ye s , t h e a i r s t r i p s e e m s t o h a v e
taken abeat ing ton igh t . We wonder how many are ly ing dead
a n d i n j u r e d i n t h e d e b r i s .

I t h a s b e e n o n l y a f e w m i n u t e s s i n c e t h e s h o w s t a r t e d b u t
already it is over. The firing has stopped but searchlights still
prowl the sky. Very faintly in the distance cwnes the sound of
retreating engines, pimctuated by machine gun bursts. The “Black
Widows” are escorting the Japs on their way home. On shore
first-aid parties are picking up the dead and woimded amid the
charred rubble. Fire fighting parties are striving to put out the
fires. Aboard ship the spectators slowly and silently walk to
the companionway, patzse amoment, and enter, to be met by their
e x c i t e d c o m r a d e s w h o w e r e n o t f o r t u n a t e e n o u g h t o v i e w t h e
spec tac le .

Soon the fires on shore are out and the searchlights no longer
stretch their inquisitive white fingers into the sky. Li^ts come
back on over the bay and aboard the ships. Aboard the niunerous
transports and cargo vessels in the hanbor, gangs of soldiers and
sailors work under harsh searchlights, hauling food and imple¬
ments of war from the depths of the gray ships. The blanket
of hot, sultry air closes in again and all once more feel its
oppressiveness.

Light and heavy machine guns.● *

2 7



The Heart of Winter
N O N A K A S T L

Now the pulse of earth is faint and winter’s voice is thick
with cold. Ice is deep on pond and stream and the water runs
dark in the meadow brook. <Snowcaps perch on mountain crags,
and .up land s lopes and low land meadows s leep beneath wh i te
c o v e r s .

In the man-made calendar, January is dedicated to Janus,
the god of gates and doors, the god of beginnings. But to the
countryman, January is the heart of the winter. There are many
gray days when the snow clouds hang low over the earth, days
when a l l is qu iet , days of wai t ing for the snow that the Storm
K ing i s r eady ing t o shake f r om h i s bag o f s t o rms . The re a re
d a y s w h e n l i g h t c i r r u s c l o u d s fi l m t h e s k y a n d t h i n s h a d o w s
nm from the tree trunks—days when the sim breaks partly
through the high haze and seems to hang suspended for abrief
i n t e r l u d e .

There are other days when the landscape is limned mirror-
bright and the sun shines' from asteel-blue sky. Afew puff¬
balls of cumulus clouds wander casually along the sky trails.
On such days, if there is acrust on the snow, the sim reflects
colored glints from the frozen crystals.

After afall of fresh snow, there are stories to be read on the
new page. Tl?e coyote makes his daily round; the deer come
from their yard among the swamp evergreens to drink at the
fording place in the meadow brook; the rabbi ts ’ t racks are th ick
a t the edge o f the c reek . Beneath the w i ld app le t rees a t the
upper side of the pasture are the tracks of grouse, where they
have dug around for abrown, pulpy, shr ivel-fleshed apple.
Along the brooks and creeks are the trai ls of muskrat and mink.
Sometimes one comes upon afew scarlet stains on the white,
abit of fur or afew feathers, muts evidence of atragedy, but
all part of nature’s inexorable and mysterious balancing of forces.

There is beauty in the woods in the time of winter solstice.
In the hardwood groves all is clear and exposed. Each tree

2 8



The Hear t o f Winter

shows i ts d ist inct ive bark pat tern. The beeches, maples, oaks,
and birches stand l ike intr icate etchings against the winter sky.
The nests of gray squirrels are bulky, leafy masses in the
crotches. Gray-silvered, cone-shaped hornet’s nests hang from
the slender limbs of birches. Among the pines, hemlock, and
spruces, it is quiet and peaceful. Abreeze may sway the top
branches, but ibeneath the trees one senses (the slow pulse of
winter. The voices in the tree-tops are subdued and slow, a
gentle murmuring of reassurance that all is well. There is a
bracing aroma in the air among the evergreens—a zestful fra¬
grance that impels aman to fill his lungs with the invigorating
a i r .

T h e r e i s w o r k t o d o o n t h e f a r m i n w i n t e r . W h e n t h e t i m e

of steady cold has come, neighbors join forces for butchering,
and the spicy, nostril-tickling smell of rendering spreads from
the k i tchen through the ha l ls . When the ice is a foot deep on
the vil lage pond, comes the rush period of harvest and the big
rectangular cakes are shoved through black channels of crack¬
ling water to the shore. There are stil l many farms in the mid¬
west that fill old ice-houses with layers of the clear green-white
c o l d n e s s f o r s i u n m e r ’ s n e e d s .

The countryman likes best of aU to take his axe and go to
the woodlot to chop wood for next summer’s fuel. Gray day or
bright, it is good work. There is afragrant aroma as the big
splinjtered-end chips fly from the V-shaped notch. The chicka¬
dees and downy woodpeckers come busying around. Shep, the
farm collie, investigates old brush piles and perhai>s sends a
rabbit scutt l ing across the snow.

Toward the middle of the afternoon, when shadows begin
settling in the woods and the sun tips over the rim of the hori¬
zon, aman shorilders his axe and starts down the pasture slope
toward the house by the valley road. Golden paths stream out
across the snow from the kitchen windows. Aman lights his
yard light and goes to the warm barn tq do the chores and is
welcomed by the impatient livestock. And when, chores are
done for the night, he returns across the barnyard ready for
supper and apeaceful evening by the comforting warmth of the
fire. He feels it has been agood day. It is midwinter on the
f a r m .
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Christmas Eve at Fouvilliers ^
P A U L J E P F E S E N

Outside, the wind-driven snow lay deep. The night was cold,
c lean, and c lear. The hlue-whi i te l ight of the stars shone down
o n u s . T h e i c y w i n d s w e p t t h r o u ^ t h e n a r r o w s t r e e t . O u r
artillery pieces, on the hill outside the village, cracked loudly
in the frozen air and flashed brightly in the midnight blackness.

We opened the door the stone structure and hurried in as
the yellow candle-light fell across the snow.

In the f ron t o f th is sma l l room, the d iap la in*s por tab le se t
o r a l t a r l e t h a d b e e n a r r a n g e d . I t w a s s i m p l y a w o o d e n c r a t e
with his carrying case placed on top, covered by an altar-cloth
on wh ich s tood across and on each s ide a l igh ted cand le in a
h o l d e r. T h e G o m a n b e e r s i g n s o n t h e w a l l s a n d t h e o l d b a r
pushed into acomer in the rear of the room were tell-tale of its
h a v i n g b e e n a c a f e .

We removed our steel helmets and pistol belts and placed
thon in the confused pi les of helmets and web equipment which
covered the top of the 'bar and also the floor at the rear. Our
carbines we leaned gently against the wall among an assortment
of weapons.

The chairs arranged in rows were already filled with soldiers
in overcoats and field jackets. The men, some comparatively
neat and clean, others muddy, tired-looking, long-haired, and
needing shaves, were gathered here in silent reverence. Some
sat with heads bowe?d. Some sat erect with eyes looking straight
ahead. Others standing in back rested their weight on one leg.
All were silent. This silence was disturbed only by the rattle
and bang of the windows and doors, caused by the concussion
from the intermittent gun fire outside on the opposite

The chaplain, looking intently into abook, was seated, his
back to us, in achair in the front row. He wore aheavy, khaki-
colored jacket, dark brown trousers, and apair of dull, unshined
boots, over which his trousers were bloused. After afew minutes
had passed, he arose to announce that we would open this in¬
formal service toy singing the hymn, -“Oh Come, All Ye Faithful,

* B e l g i u m
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C h r i s t r n a s E v e a t F o u v i l l i e r s

Triumphantly Sing.” The voices soon rose in full volume to fill
the room, and almost equaled the sharp, occasional, banging of
t h e w i n d o w s .

When we had finished the hymn, he opened thef Bible and
began to read in asolemn voice the familiar story of Christ’s
birth as recorded in Luke. Our thoughts, carried by the familiar
sound of the words, wandered back across thousands of miles to
home, to memories of Christmases gone by. Ashudder, felt
throughout the room, suddenly brought us bade.

Ashort prayer was followed by singing ^*While Shepherds
Watched The i r F lodcs by N igh t . ” The cand les about the room
flickered and the shadows rose and fell across the page as we
thou^t of our comrades seated about the guns outdde.

The diort sermon, appropriate to the occasion, ended in agen¬
eral prayer, for our enemies, for those at home, for God’s pro¬
tection, and for victory and peace in the near future. Peace,
we all longed for it.

The serv ice fi l led us w i th warmth w i th in and mois tened the
eyes of many strong men.

In closing, “Holy NightI Peaceful Night,” soft and low-pitched,
met ou r ea rs . How i ron i c , I t hough t .

Solemn silence prevailed.
'We donned our helmets and gear, slung our carbines on our

shoulders, and stepped outside—outside into the Utter cold, to
life and reality—back to the guns.

L o n e l i n e s s
R O B E R T E . V T O E B E C K

The feeling looms within—^loneliness.
Iam lonely for youth. Iam lonely for love; for f reedom; for

fa i t h . I am lone ly fo r Sa tu rday n igh ts ; f o r Sunday morn ings . I
am lonely for Mother; for Father. Iam lonely for God; for all
that He stands for and wants. Iam lonely for grass, green in
spring; for trees, orange in autumn; for Connecticut in winter.
Iam lonely for stars at night; for clouds; for the sun. Iam lonely
for a l l that Iwant. Iam lonely for that which Ishould have done
a n d d i d n o t d o . I a m l o n e l y. I a m b l i n d !
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Winter Has Two Faces
C L E O D . H A N S E N

Out of the storehouse of the year’s seasons an icy wind blows—
reckless, blustering, magical. From the iron-gray skies snow be¬
gins to fall in slow flurries, then faster in great bundles, and faster
still caught now by the rushing winds. This is winter.

Across our nation, thousands of new scenes are created by this
cosmetic used by Mother Nature. Mother Nature, however, applies
that cosmetic to two faces. First, there is the wild and disagreeable
face of our large cities. This is winter’s bluster-land. Secondly,
it is applied to the calm and beautiful face of the glistening world
of trees and open skies. This is winter’s wonder-land.

Winter in the city is agreat, gray, ghost which swallows the
sim and drives cheer into hiding. It creeps in on you. It grips you.
It settles in your bones and chills you while you are waiting for
that bus or street car. Soon the whole world seems to be nothing
but driving snow and stinging sleet. And even if some can lau^
at winter’s heavy-handed pranks, winter in the city can be mean
and treacherous as it howls and shouts and slams its weight aroimd.
As aperson walks aroimd the corner of abuilding, the changing
air currents catch him off guard end thrust him to the icy side¬
walk, stealing his hat and sailing it recklessly among the traffic.

Overheated stoves in- crowded tenement houses often cause a
wave of fires, putting into action much of acity’s fire-fighting
apparatus. The fireman cuts through ice and high, freezing winds
to do his job.

In the big cities—^in N'erw York and Chicago, Boston, St. Louis
and Seattle—^people tell you: “Winter’s okay, Iguess, but for me—
well, I’d just as soon skip it.”

But where the land is free and open, winter has that other face
—a soft and si lent face. Here, away from the gray ci t ies, winter
is apoet’s season—^tranquil, unhurried. Acountry church nestles
comfortably among some stately, brave evergreens, which have
been sprinkled with glittering specks of snow.

It is asparkling time, when blood tingles and children’s play is
fresh and brisk, atime when magic breezes blow achild’s laughter
about, ito tinkle on the walls of acrystal world. And out on the
rolling hills and stream-fed valleys, winter touches all things with
soft and gentle hands, lending grace and brilliance to the land.
The silvery cloak of snow, soft as velvet, keeps the earth warm and
guarded, until days begin to lengthen and snows melt away to swell
the earth—Cleaving the sun to rule another fruitful spring.
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Fall and Spring
C A R O L M E N G E R S

The sky is weeping o’er the earth,
The trees bow down and sigh,
The who le w ide wor ld i s mourn fu l ,
For Death is passing by.

The leaves are fal l ing from the trees.
T h e y d r o p t o e a r t h a n d d i e .
The Year is drawing to i ts close.
And Death is passing by.

The world is fighting, killing.
Young men who say, ‘Goodbye,’
Are never seen alive again.
For Death is passing by.

But once aga in the ear th w i l l tu rn .
Again will come the spring.
The f r i end l y Sun aga in w i l l sh ine
On every living thing.

D id IScent Autumn in the Ai r
J O H N W O L T E R N I E L S E N

D i d I s c e n t a u t u m n i n t h e a i r.
Or was i t jus t the woodland smoke
That mounts above on spiral stairs
And fades in to apurp le haze?
O r w a s i t i n t h e w i t h e r e d l e a v e s

That fa l l ing mark the end of t ime?
Ah no , i t was the wr ink led hand ,
The greying hair, the quav’ring voice.
That bore for me the s igns of faU—
T h e a u t u m n o f t h i s m o r t a l l i f e .

['
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Boar Hunting in the Philippines
B E N J A M I N U M J O C O

The truck groaned as it labored up the serpentine climb of
the moun ta in road i n l ow gea r. As we wen t h i ^e r. t he va l l ey
st re tched be low us, l ighted by the moon in asonuber g low, i ts
S3rmmeltr ioal patchwork receding into the distant darkness. Tbe
●heady smel l o f the wi ld flowers permeated the co ld n ight a i r.
Ishivered in the open rear of the truck, watching the headlighted
road ahead across which some animal scurr ied every once in a
whi le. The cold barrel of my r ifle seemed to st ick to my hands
w h e r e v e r I t o u c h e d i t .

We carried only the most necessary hunting equipment so
as not to be weighed down by aheavy load on the long hike to
the himting grounds. This equipment consisted of our guns,
water canteens, and cartridge bags. All my companions had
shotguns, while Ihad only a.22 rifle. Asmall bore rifle does
not have the stunning power of ashotgun, and is especially risky
to use against wild boars. To compensate for this weakness, 1
used Super XHollow Point caiixidges that flatten on striking
an object. Ihad seen them used against monkeys whose heads
were almost blown off when the bullets splattered against their
skulls. As an added precaution, Ihad brought along asidearm,
my grandfather’s .38 revolver.

Half an hour later we were in the plains again. The high hill
where we were to find our quarry loomed darkly before us. The
driver stopped the truck near its base; from there we were to
go on foot up the steep slopes.

After an arduous climb where we had to stumble through
the thick underbrush and wade through the tall talahib grass,
we arrived at our destination. We were assigned positions along
aguUy, for it is known that animals that are being chased always
go the easiest way, that is, downward. Long strings with white
tassels attached to them were strung out between our positions to
eliminate the danger of our firing at one another. The drivers,
with the dogs, were to chase the boar towards us, so we kept a
clear space to windward. This was done to lessen the probability
of the. boar ’s scenting our presence.
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Boar Hun t i ng

Then we se t t l ed down in ou r pos i t i ons and wa i ted fo r the
quarry. Our gu ides, a l l exper ienced hunters , had caut ioned us
not to smoke, build afire, or talk aloud. As the night wore on,
it became hard to stay awake or to keep vigilance. Shivering
f r o m t h e c o l d , I t r i e d t o k e e p m y e y e s o p e n . M y g u i d e b u r ¬
rowed into the groimd and slept soundly in the warm earth l ike
ahibernating bear, undisturbed by the mosquitoes which kept
buzzing aroimd us.

I sudden ly remembered tha t my gun was no t ready to fi re .
Ihad inserted the loaded magazine in the rifle, but had forgott^
to push i t ins ide the breech. I reca l led what had happened to
my cousin before, whi le hunt ing deer. He had perched h imsel f
on the brandi of atree, and when the deer appeared, hje was
unable to fire because the gun was not loaded. The deer was
entirely unaware of his presence as it nibbled contentedly at
the grass, just below him, so near that he could have clubbed it
with his shotgun. Carefully, he loaded the gim, but the inevitable
clicking soxmd as the breech was opened frightened the deer,
and, sensing imminent danger, it bounded away. The embar¬
rassment caused him by the incident st i l l rankled.

Af ter ramming the car t r idge in to the chamber, I removed the
rear sight from the rifle. There is no need for apeep sight in
t h e d a r k . T h e n I a t t a c h e d a p i e c e o f w h i t e c l o t h t o t h e f r o n t
sight as sighting guide. With this Icould shoot with areason¬
able amount of accuracy.

The waiting was interminable. It seemed that our drivers
wou ld neve r be ab le t o flush t he boa r. No t t i l l dawn d i d we
hear the shrill, excited barking of the dogs.

They were coming from the ridge, the drivers outlined against
the morning sky. Isearched frantically for the boar, saw it for
an instant as it paused to sniff the air. It was huge and black
and ugly. Then it charged down the gully, the dogs wildly
yelping after it The trees and the brushes shook from the
turbulence of its mad rush. Afew seconds later there was a
loud report, followed by another from the position below. Then
the boar appeared again, far down the slope, moving slowly now.
Ifired three shots in rapid succession before it was lost in the
b r u s h e s .

It was my cousin who had fired the two shots from below
and evidently he had missed. Our guides started muttering;
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they cou ld no t unders tand how he cou ld have missed such a
c lose target . My cous in , who was an o fficer in the army, had
a m a r k s m a n ’ s r a t i n g . N e v e r t h e l e s s h e b e l i e v e d t h a t h e h a d
scored ahit. He had seen the boar shudder at the impact of
the shot , momentar i ly s tunned.

We were about to give up the game for lost when someone
discovered atra i l of b lood on the ground. Fol lowing i t , we saw
trees wi th their t runks gashed by the wi ld beast in i ts berserk
r a m p a g e . A b o u t t w o h u n d r e d y a r d s a w a y w e f o u n d i t l y i n g
o n t h e g r a s s , m o r t a l l y w o u n d e d . A l l t h e n i n e p e l l e t s o f t h e
buckshot had h i t i t in the mid-sec t ion , p ie rc ing the hear t and
lungs. Ithen climbed up arock close to it and delivered the
coup de grace.

Singapore, 1946
N O R M A N C . B A N S E N

Blot from your memory the shame of Japan,
the dark days of s torm and suffer ing;
c lear f rom your s t reets every s tone
set for remembrance of the enemy.
B u t l e a v e f 6 r t h e f u t u r e t h e n a m e
that was given you by the foe.
D o n o t r e t u r n t o t h e h a r s h n e s s

o f Br i ta in ’s name—Singa i ro re .
Do not become again the ci ty you were,
the ominous Ci ty o f the L ion.
Remain what your enemy named you—
Shonan, Fa i r C i ty o f the South .

For so Iremember you, distant and sparkling
with light across tropic seas; remember
lighthouses rising above jungle-crowned
distant islands, end dusk making the sea
one w i t h t he sky and t he n i gh t . Ab reeze
from your coast,' Shonan, touched my cheek.
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Fugitive
A N D R E W H A N S E N

The l i t t le wind of evening hurr ied home through the apple
blossoms. Some of the fragrant petals drifted away into the tal l
weeds in the ditch on whose edge the old tree lifted its ignarled
arms. One pink bit of velvet settled down upon abxmdle of rags
crouched there in the ditch, arag bag of aperson whose terrified
eyes darted hither and yon as he clung to the ditch bottom. Athin
trickle of filthy water ran over the broken shoes and even over
the clenched hands. The apple blossom petal lay on the dirty
w r i s t .

The black eyes stared! Whistling breath between his teeth
slackened. Apple blossoms! Apple blossoms! Men shouted at your
heels! Last summer’s dead weeds lashed your face as you crawled
through the mud and filth! Feet pounded near you! Eyes sought
youf- Voices cursed you! Apple blossoms! What ajoke. With
an oath, he shook off the frail pink petal.

Then thoughts undreamed for years became os real as life it¬
self. So long ago ahouse stood below an orchard. Ahome it was.
Aboy who whist led l ived there. Amother hiurr ied in and out the
livelong day with asong on her lips, asmile in heif eyes. Awhite
curtain fluttered at an open window. Abrown dog barked hysteri¬
cally in the spring wind. And everywhere the apple blossoms fell.

Gone, gone so long ago. All that remained was atrickle of
dirty water, acrouched body in the darkness of the weeds, adistant
shout of voices. No, some little bit was left. He lay so still with
his hand over the apple blossom petal. Ahomesick boy waited for
the night to shelter him.
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T h e T r e e
R O B E R T E . V I D E B E C K

li stand at the bottom of the hill and look up. Atree stands at
the top. It is asimple tree with purpose. There is no motive but
there IS purpose. Ireason with myself to see the purpose.

The tree is seemingly ageless. Ancient history has i ts t rees.
Medieval history has its trees. Modern history has its trees. The
tree is imposing on mankind. It will impose more on mankind.
It has purpose, nevertheless.

Along the streets of Athens in ancient times, there walked a
most impressive scholar. He had acause. His teachings were in¬
fluential. He taught the people of different gods and also of im¬
mortality. The people of prominence were against him. This man
was cast into prison, and there he was forced to death. The tree
was his death. Socrates drank of the hemlock. The tree had pur¬
p o s e .

India has its tree. In the Temple at Kalighat, Calcutta, is a
large euphorbia tree. It is the tree of fertility. Women come to
this tree to pray for children; that is, that they may bear children.
Astrand of hair is taken from the woman’s head. The woman ties
the hair to arock from the Ganges and then onto the tree. If the
rock does not fa l l , the woman wi l l have achi ld- When the chi ld
is ayear old, it is brought to the tree, and aceremony of weaning
takes place. The child’s head is shaven and the hair is then placed
at the foot of the tree. After this, the child is brought before the
goddess Kali and there rice curry is placed on the child’s lips. The
plant gives off amilky substance when broken. During this
mony, women are praying and sprinkling water from the holy
Ganges. The tree has purpose.

America has its tree. In the nineteenth century, when America
was young , t he re was acommon t r ee i n t he wes t . Men wou ld
thunder down from hill tops, up gorges, across plains, then plim-
der helpless victims. These outlaws were punished. Posses
would be sent out to capture them. If the outlaws were caught.

c e r e -
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their fate was the lynch tree. The lynch tree is asimple tree, as
is the case with all trees rthat have purpose. It is jxist asimple
noose around the v ict im’s neck; arope thrown over the branch
of the tree, and then death. Alynch tree had its purpose.

The summer has its tree. Atree with full, leafy branches is the
summer tree. There is peacefulness \mder the summer tree. 'The
summer tree can talk to one sitting under it in repose. How sweet
those breezy poems the summer tree tells. The slumber one often
succumbs to imder the summer tree is blissfully pleasureful. Asoft
caress ing breeze t ransp lan ts one in to the arms o f Morpheus.
Granpas, countrywide, spend much time imder the summer tree.
They call it the shady tree. The summer tree is as constant as to¬
morrow because it, too, has purpose.

T h e r e i s t h e w i t n e s s t r e e w h i c h R o b e r t F r o s t i m m o r t a l i z e d i n

his poem. The poem is called ‘‘Sycamore.”
Z a c c h e u s h e

D i d c l i m b a t r e e

O u r L o r d t o s e e .

The witness tree is asimple tree. It stands alone in its purpose.
Young boys know of atree that has climbable branches. Those

branches are temptation to forget mother’s orders. Yoimg boys
all know of the climbing tree. This tree is the tree that gets them
in trouble, but, without hesitation they yield to its branches. What
purpose, but to furnish pleasure for anxious boys, does rthis tree
h a v e ?

T h e G a r d e n o f E d e n h a d i t s t r e e . T h i s t r e e w a s t h e d o w n f a l l
of mankind. If it had not been for an apple, we citizens of sin
should be eligible for God’s Right Hand. This tree did have pur¬
p o s e .

There was once atree on ahill. It was hewn and maybe even
polished. It could have been cedar, or pine, or teak, or oak. It
was amagnificent tree. It was an ugly tree. It might even have
been an unwilling tree. If mankind had not felled it, and had not
hewn it, and had not nailed aMan to it, it might have stood alone
in the forest of disaster without purpose. This tree had purpose.
It was amagnificent purpose. This tree is mankind’s reminder.

Istand at the bottom of the hill and look up. Atree stands at
the top. It is asimple tree with purpose. There is no motive but
there IS purpose. Ireason with myself to see the purpose.
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F u n e r a l R i t e s
J O Y C E N E L S O N

The funera l r i te is the las t re l ig ious and ceremonia l t r ibu te
of friendship and love paid to the dead. Funerals have devel¬
oped from the belief that the dead are not really dead and the
des i r e t o p rop i t i a t e o r a l l ev i a te t he depa r ted sp i r i t . Th i s r i t e
is per formed d i f fe rent ly by the var ious races and re l ig ions.

The Hindu custom is rather compl icated and drawn out. The
corpse is perfumed, adorned with flowers, and then burned.
After many ceremonies, the bones are deposited in acasket and
b u r i e d . T h e s e a r e a f t e r w a r d s d i s i n t e r r e d a n d t h r o w n i n t o t h e
Ganges. Asecond ser ies o f obsequ ies beg ins thra i , mid th is is
f o l l o w e d b y t h e c o m m e m o r a t i v e r i t e . T h e f o r m e r c u s t o m w a s
t o h a v e v o l u n t a r y i m m o l a t i o n o f t h e w i d o w o f t h e d e c e a s e d .
This was the most remarkable part of the ceremony. The widow
threw herself on the pyre, or pile of wood, which was started on
fire. In this way she joined her loved one in the ^‘other world.

The Mohammedan cus tom i s t o bu ry t he i r dead . I n t e rmen t
takes place as soon as possible in obedience to the command of
the prophet: “Make haste to bury the dead, that if he have done
well, he may go forthwith into blessedness; if evil, into hell-fire.
No signs of excessive grief, no tears or lamentations are allowed.
They are taught that the duty of agood Mussulman is to comply
without protest to the will of God. In burial, the body is com¬
mitted to the earth with the face turned toward Mecca, acity in
A r a b i a , w h i c h w a s t h e b i r t h p l a c e o f M o h a m m e d . M o n u m e n t s
are forb idden by law, but they are erected constant ly.

The next of k in of aJew closed the eyes of the dead. 1116
corpse was then washed, and, in the case of persons of any con¬
sequence, laid for atime in spices or anointed with spices. It
is then swathed in linen bandages and deposited in the tomb.
Mourning customs are collected from scripture. The mourners
went bareheaded and barefoot, covered their mouths and kept
silence, put on asackcloth, and sat in ashes. Funeral songs were
sung by persons hired for the purpose. Monuments were some¬
times carved out of solid rock, with many niches. As each niche
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was fi l led i ts ent rance was s topped up by a large s tone ro l led
against i t .

Greek and Roman bx i r ia l was an act o f p ie ty to the dead.
Without i i t , the spirit had to wander 100 years on the banks of
the Styx. The last breath was general ly caught by anear re la¬
tive, who opened his mouth to receive it. The body was washed
a n d c r o w n e d w i t h fl o w e r s . A c a k e o f fl o u r a n d h o n e y w a s
placed in the hand as abribe for Cerberus. Cerbefrus was known
as adog with three heads and aserpent tail, with serpents about
h is body who guarded the en t rance in to the in fe rna l reg ions .
An obolus was put in the mouth of the corpse to be used for a
fee for Charon, who was to ferry the soul across the Styx. Both
interment and cremation were used. In interment, the body
was placed with the face upward and the head toward the west.
In burning, the pile varied in form and material. It was lighted
by the nearest relative. Perfume and wine were poured on it,
a n d t h e r i c h e s t c l o t h e s o f t h e d e a d w e r e b u r n e d w i t h h i m . T h e
ashes were then collected and d^osited in an um.

These customs seem very strange to us who use the simpler
but stately service of the Protestant Church. The order for this
Burial of the Dead is found in the Book of Common Ptayer.
The first section is recited in the church, to which the body has
been brought , or a t the house of the deceased. I t consis ts of
an thems, psa lm, and a lesson. The commi t ta l i s rec i ted a t the
grave where dust is scattered on the coffin as it has been lowered.

Depression
E L E A N O R N I E L S E N

As fog creeps down and enfolds the valley, so also despondency
enters one’s spirit. Disheartening memories of blighted love—mel¬
ancholy poetry such as “Thanatopsis” and “Ulalume”—^the heart¬
touching tones of “Clair de Lune,’’ “Valse Triste,” or “Auf Wieder-
sehen’’—the gloomy plot of “Wuthering Heights’’ or “Lost Week¬
end”—the sound o f w ind whis t l ing th rough the t rees or waves
splashing on the rocks—^the sight of the last dry leaf falling from
the oak tree—^may arouse this dark and dispirited mood.
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An Appeal to the Nations to Seek Peace
F R E D E R I C K H . B R E N G E L M A N

Disturbed by my care and my sorrow.
Dis turbed by the crue l ty o f l i v ing,
By trials, perplexities hounded,
Isat down at the close of the evening.
The season closing was Advent, the season for sorrow,, repentance,
But sorrow the wor ld has re jected.

Throrigh the day the crowds, violent, surging,
Swelled through the streets, and the noise of their laughter
A s c e n d e d t o h e a v e n .

Good cheer wi th loud laughter, crude jest ing, holy th ings blas¬
p h e m e d ,

And A lmigh ty Chr is t , hav ing humbled H imse l f fo r remiss ion
L o o k e d d o w n .
From the height of His power, from the might of His power and

H is g lo ry
With righteous wrath, even with sorrow.
Upon those redeemed by His Penance, who cursed with His Name,
Despising His gift of salvation.
And He swore in His wrath (by Himself, not finding agreater),
Wi th the great purg ing fire to consume them.
With the works of their hands to destroy them,
Shedding the blood of the nations having lived by the sword.

And I, of the land of my fathers most boastful,
Knew that she of al l nations was guil ty,
That she would in justice consumed be.
Consumed in the fire of her making.
And Iheard the cry of the millions.
St r i v ing , s t rugg l ing in fierceness
To r ise f rom the depth of their b i r th-state.
Not knowing the way where peace led to,
Not knowing that s t rugg le was fu t i le ,
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That true pleasure was there to be taken,
Even the pleasure of peace.

An appeal Isend out to the nat ions:
Seek peace, oh, seek peace and pursue it;
Repent in the season for sorrow;
R e m e m b e r t h e b i r t h o f t h e S a v i o r

Whose sacrifice, yea, whose atonement
B e g a n w i t h H i s b i r t h i n t h e w i n t e r ,
His birth in the cold, the coarse stable,
His bir th ending the season of Advent.

5 r
N O R M A N C . B A N S E N

M D F o r m 5 1 r e a d s “ M a l a r i a .
M a l a r i a , t h e o n e w o r d .
A b o v e i s t h e n a m e R i c a r d i .

A l f r e d R i c a r d i .

Nights are long under the rice straw roof,
long nights, warm, damp nights,
and the lizards turn brown as they move.
Brown as they move from the white walls
t o t h e b r o w n b a m b o o r a f t e r s .
White on white, brown on brown.
And the heat, the dampness, the heat.
Hours pass. Night morse checks the wards.
O D m a k e s h i s fi n a l r o i m d s . . . .

Hot, flaming hot. Aburning fever
and chills and dampness and heat again.
No breeze and the mosquito net makes aprison,
aprison of dead air, close-pressing heat.
Morning. Noon. Afternoon. Night.
And morning of another day.
To MD Form 51 is added the one word “Died” ....
A n d a l s o t h e t i m e .
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Man Versus the Elements
W I L L I A M P E A R S O N

Man. has yet to streamline himself as he ih^s his machines.
Un-til he does so—^if he can—pilots are not likely to survive flight
i n t o t h e r e a l m o f s o i m d .

The same kind of human being who was, at the turn of the
century, considering daring to risk his neck in afifteen-mile-^per-
hoirr “horseless carriage,” is now preparing to pilot 1500-mile-per
hour airplanes that fly twice as fast as sound travels. Our same
mental and physical equipment, which at best, was never adapted
to the three dimensional environment of the bird, must now cope
with this scientific fantasia we call supersonic flight. But until
science progresses at an equaEy fast pace with research concern-
mg .the human body, man’s frailties, rather than aerodynamic
innovations of the engineers, are going to be the limiting factors in
high-velocity travel.

Flying at four-figure speeds promises to beset both the pilot
and flight surgeon with ahost of strange new problems. More¬
over, this cannon-shell transit magnifies out of all proiwrtion cer¬
tain troubles which are considered commonplace and not especially
dangerous in the slower flight of conventional airplanes.

There is the matter of engine failure, for example. In most
cases, pilots of even such si>eedy, tricky craft las the Thunderjet
or Phantom have landed right side up after “losing” an engine and
have walked away from the scene. But, according to the most
advanced data, power plant failure indicates possible death to the
supersonic pilot, as the terrific deceleration will literally crush him
to pulp.

When an airplane moving at 1500 miles per hour is suddenly
deprived of the terrific amount of thrust required to maintain such
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-par t i cu la r ly as i t comes backveloci ty, that p lane decelerate;
th rough the xmpred ic tab le t ranson ic reg ion—wi th propor t ionate
suddenness, depending on its weight, to about one-third of its
speed. The most streamlined craft, when lightened toy the con¬
sumption of the fuel, cannot “coast” fast enough with power off
to keep the airman from being crushed to death. Indeed, even
500 miles per hour is agenerous allowance for power-off speed.
It is not difficult for us now to imagine what happens to ahuman
being wtho is subjected to a1000 mile-an-hour deceleration, when
amotorist can be crushed or thrown through the windshield when
acar col l ides with some object and decelerates from aspeed of
only fifty miles per hour to zero.

Anchor the pilot firmly in the strangest seat with the best
shock-absorbing device and he stiU would virtually explode as ev¬
erything inside him kept on going when the plane and body de¬
celerated so rapidly. Forces possibly twenty times as great as the
pull of gravity are expected to be exerted on the hapless pilot for
several moments. The gravity forces, of course, would vary with
speed, weight of plane, amoimt of thrust and altitude.

iScientists are not at all certain that apilot flying at transonic
and supersonic speeds will be able to see outside the plane. He
may have to fly blind, for at least part of the time, since there is
evidence that curtaining shock waves might envelope the plane.
Everyone has noticed how the heat waves distort vision. And dur¬
ing high-speed dives in conventional aircraft, test pilots have seen
—and photographed with automatic cameras—the whitish, dancing
streaks that are wing shock waves. These are just baby waves.
Full-grown compressibility waves may possibly shroud the plmie
like an opaque tent. It is also possible that the high temperatures
generated by the bullet-speed friction would provide the addition¬
a l d i s t o r t i o n o f h e a t w a v e s .

The supersonic pressure waves may have other unpleasant ef¬
fects of the human constitution. Vibration phenomena such as the
cracking of athin glass toy certain violin notes are generally under¬
stood; and it is well known among psychologists that noise vibra¬
tions affect the efficiency and behavior of industrial workers. It is
known that high-frequency pressure waves—similar in nature to
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those wh ich a re expec ted to resu l t f rom superson ic fl igh t—can
have aweird effect on pilots by overstimulating or depressing cer¬
tain brain areas and possibly even glands. These “noises” above
the range of the human ear could conceivably alter one's orderly
thought processes or sensory perceptions (and thereby delude the
airman into committing some serious error. The very slightest
pi lot error at 1500 mi les per hour might prove fata l

Thus the battle of -the elements against man’s lust for speed,
throws the pygmy in to mor ta l combat w i th the g iant , the g iant
never changing or giving ground and the pygmy using all its col¬
lective ingenuity in seeking to defeat its .powerful foe.

Milwaukee at Midnight
J O H N W O L T E R N I E I ^ E N

Milwaukee at midnight
Betrays no sign of noisy mills or sooty shops,
The clang of engines or the smell of smoke.
The rush of people and the cry of vendors
Are absent from the dusky air.
Only the faint sweet smell of hops and yeast
Remain to attest to Milwaxikee’s eminence at this late hour.
Along her, shore the workers of the shops and mills
Forget the labor of the day in along embrace.
But through the smell of cheap perfume
Comes the smell of the barley.
Milwaukee at midnight
Forgets her hurried trade and dirty mills
But not her breweries.
Milwaukee, Brewer of Beer,
First in the nation.
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Just Nosing Around
H A R O U D J E R S I L D

No doubt you have heard the saying, “Man’s best friend is
I s i n c e r e l y b e l i e v e t h a t , c o n s i d e r i n g t h e c o m p i l e dhis dog. '

scientific data, the phrase would be mudi more in keeping with
the facts if stated, “Man’s best friend is his nose.” To prove my
point: Aman may either take his dog with him or leave him at
home. His nose, by abiological law, he must always have with
him. Here is where the obliging nature of the nose is most
obvious. The considerate little organ has been proven by ex¬
periment to cease using its endowed powers after afew r^ut^
in an odoriferous atmosphere. In view of this profound state¬
ment, I feel the reader wi l l real ize and share with me my emo¬
tions regarding the subject. Experiment has also shown that
man is excited more by aromas, such as ●perfumes, than the ob¬
jects of any of the other five senses. Therefore it may be added
that “Women’s best friend is also man’s nose.”

The structure of the nose is certainly as important as the
olfactory sense. Statistics on eye accidents show conclusively
that the nose offers protection for the eyes. The Romans, with
their high, arched noses, had thirty-two per cent less injuries to
the eyes than did the Japanese in the years 82 to 64 B.C. Also,
it is the opinion of several experts in the field of anatomy that
because the head acts as barrier between the ears, it is reason¬
able tp assume that the nose-bone is the sole factor in preventing
the eyes from growing together.

Recent reports from the psychological department of Columbia
University inform me that the contours of the nose are fast be¬
coming considered the mirror of an individual’s personality.
With this in mind, Ican suggest no better field than noseology
for young men with ambition and foresight. The scope of this
science is imdoubtedly limitless.
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Sonnet on Our Broken Love
J O H N W O L T E R N I E L S E N

When Ibehold the starry hosts on high
And see the misty clouds engulf the moon;
When scented petals from the midnight sky,
Weighed down with si lver dewdrops fal l too soon;
When'sof t winds gent ly play wi th in the t ree.
Whose branches bear rich blossoms touched with white;
And when Ihear the droning of the bee
Winging his way across the pathless night,
Then, Love, my thoughts again return to thee;
Once more to wander with you o’er the hill.
To know again yoiu: body close to me
And feel your lips and pulse so calm and still.
Io f ten wonder then i f i t was r ight
To break our love that cloudless autumn night.

On Learning of Your Love
J O H N W O L T E R N I E L S E N

’ T w e r e b e t t e r i f I n e ’ e r h a d k n o w n

Your love and red l ips pressed to mine,
For then perhaps my t roubled soul
In ignorance could find surcease
Within another’s arms and eyes.
But knowing once the love you’ve shown
Is like the first long draught of wine.
That burning leaves afiery coal
W i t h i n t h e t h r o a t t h a t w i l l n o t c e a s e

Though drenched with drinks of paradise.
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Art Defined
E D W I N J I P P

In order to define art in its modem conception, we must restrict
its meaning. Art mits broadest possible sense designates every¬
thing which we can distinguish from nature^m other words, every¬
thing which can be attribitted to man is art. Science and mathe¬
matics, however, would not fall strictly into .the classification of
art since they are the study and application of natural laws. More
specifically, art distinguishes the fine arts from the useful, me¬
chanical, or industrial arts. Art, as used popularly, refers to the
aesthetic, the beautiful or to that which appeals .to the taste and
imagination. It is true that the useful arts may produce beauty,,
but that is only the secondary object: herefore useful objects are
not generally classified as ar.t. Art then is usually limited to the
fine arts: architecture, music, sculpture, painting, poetry, and dra¬
ma. Somet imes in common usage, a r t i s res t r i c ted rmt i l i t in¬
cludes only sculpture and painting or even just painting.

One way to define art is to say that art has certain qualities of
emotion and beauty which satisfy some inner need of man. In or¬
der that this definition may be clear, it is necessary to discuss the
meaning of beauty. Beaufty may be defined either as the result
of som intrinsic character pf the things themselves and the associ¬
ations they arouse, or as an objectification of products of the im¬
agination. Works of art may be described as beautiful or as those
things which appeal to the aesthetic sense. They are non-utilitar¬
ian with .the exception of architecture in which beauty and
fulness are combined. In the true work of art, the beauty is al¬
ways the most important. Beauty, howevefr, is not always art; art
is the creation of beauty.

Li painting and sculpture, mature is almost always used as the
model, but to copy nature faithfully is not true art True art is
an interpretation of nature that reveals its beauty by giving it
design, form, and color through the imagination of the artist. It
can be said that nature has no beauty except as revealed by art.
Although craftsmanship is important to art, it in itself does not
make grefat art. Adesigned or planned effect is needed; and the.

u s e -
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more subtly this effect is produced, the greater the art. In paint¬
i n g a n d s c u l p t u r e , t h e m e a n i n g i s n o t s o i m p o r t a n t a s t h e e f f e c t t o
be produced. The same is true of the more abstract form of art,
mus ic . Harmony, rhy thm, and mot ion are combined fo r an e f¬
fect, and although it may increase the suggestiveness of the music
to know the meaning the composer has attached to it, the expres¬
sion of beauty is the important thing.

What is the difference then between objects of art and things
which are not art? Aplaster cast of abeauti ful face may be ac¬
curate in every detail, and yet it may seem to be acaricature in¬
stead of art. Apainting of the same face may be art. The differ¬
ence lies in .the fact that the artist has produced by imagination
and design the idealization of his subject while the mask appears to
be just what it is, alifeless form. Nor is photography considered
to be art even though it faithfully reproduces nature. The most
we can say is that the photographer has shown artistic or aesthetic
taste in his selection of asubject. The fine line which divides art
from craftsmanship can be shown by the fact that the copies of
paintings by the old masters are never equal to the original. No
mat te r how sk i l l fu l the workmansh ip has been, someth ing tha t
made the original great art is missing.

The function of art has been said to .be aform of play or apas¬
time for those who can afford it, but this can easily be disproved.
Objects of art have been found in the most ancient of ruins and
even the caveman who, it would seem, should have had little time
for such th ings, drew pictures on the wal ls of h is cave. I f any
specific function can be given to art, it is the creation of beauty for
the pleasure of those who wish to enjoy it.

April Shower
D O R O T H Y S E Y B O L D

From the dark black clouds, floating overhead,
L i k e a l e a k i n a w a t e r t o w e r .
There poured on the cool and thirsty earth
The year's first April shower.
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The Donkey and the Elephant
N O N A K A S T L

After atorrential storm, which had lasted five years, the sun
came out on a-tormented world. Adonkey and an elephant were
strolling through the forest, earnestly discussing the storm and the
devastation that presented itself on all sides, when they came upon
acart, mired in the mud. The cart was loaded with bimdles la¬
beled, National Debts, Foreign Relations, Labor Problems, World
Peace, Veterans’ Rehabi l i tat ion, and many others with obscured
labels. Aman with atall hat and striped trousers was tugging and
pushing wi th a l l h is might , t ry ing to d is lodge the vehic le . The
elephant and donkey at once became interested in his predicament
and began to ask him how it happened.

T h e m a n w i t h t h e t a l l h a t a n d s t r i p e d t r o u s e r s s a t d o w n i n
the shade, removed his hat, mopped his brow, and began;

“For centuries Ihave been driver of this cart, driving it from
destination to destination without too many mishaps; of
there have been storms, but Ihave usually been assigned atrusty
horse and together we have weathered these uprisings of nature.
This last one proved to 'be too much for my horse and he died.
Another one was sent to fill his place; but he is always galavanting
away to Missouri, so once again I’m left with an empty harness.”

The donkey and elephant immediately offered assistance to the
melancholy man. The donkey jumped up and said, “Fl l bet Ican
pul l that cart out in aj i ffy. Just help me into this harness.”

So the donkey tugged and tugged and tugged. The
creaked and groaned but did not budge an inch.

The elephant meantime began to laugh at the donkey, because
he had such afunny expression on his face, and the more he tug¬
ged, the fimnier it got. The elephant laughed and laughed. He
laughed till tears of mirth were rolling from his eyes. The ele¬
phant’s laughter infuriated the donkey until he threw off the har¬
ness, stomped up to the elephant and said: “Let’s see you do
b e t t e r . ”

c o u r s e .

w a g o n

a n y
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The elephant recovered himself and got into ithe thamess. He
tugged and tugged and tugged. The wagon creaked and groaned
but did not budge an inch. It was the donkey’s turn to laugh then.

This in turn infuriated the elephant and the words began to
fly. They were verbal ly tear ing each other to p ieces- The man
with the tal l hat and str iped trousers separated them and made
the suggestion they work together. But they would not. The
bickering went on and on and on. ,The skies were clouding up
again and afew splatters of rain began ito fall. Finally the ele¬
phant and donkey decided they were not getting anywhere argu¬
ing so they both got into the harness and with very little effort the
wagon was eased from the mud.

The sun peeked from behind acloud and smiled ixiumphantly;
the donkey and elephant looked at each other and grinned; the
man with the tall hat and striped trousers began to whistle amerry
tune; and as though by magic, the bundles in the cart began to
disintegrate unti l there were just afew left in the bottom.

Despair
H O L G E R C H R I S T E N S E N

Iam swal lowed in an ight o f despai r. My every way is
b locked . I canno t go - f o rwa rd o r. ^backward , t o t he r i gh t o r t o
the left. The road behind is my past—a maze of frustrat ion and
fa i l u re—^ i t canno t be re t r aced . On e i t he r s i de l oom the h i gh
walls of,impending defeat and tragedy. Ahead are only' the dark
clouds of despondency, the road of fear, and the mire of hope¬
l e s s n e s s a n d o b l i v i o n .

And yet there is away—one short, sweet and easy way
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Escape
A I D A L I M J O C O

It was aweek after liberation when the bodies were dug up from
the sands. They were bur ied shal lowly, and the lapping of the
tongues of wave ate away the sand from some of them, revealing
the tortured forms. The rott ing flesh quivered with avery gent le
wave, much as it had quivered under the stinging of the lash. The
CTapty, rotting eyes looked up into the empty sky—^past all seeing,
past all feeling.

It was only two weeks before when my brother swam away from
that carnival of blood—swam away for his l i fe. My brother can
swim well, thank God for that. He lived, to teU us their story and
his story: the age old story of courage and of the dignity of dying
for an idea. Let this be atestimony to the courage of the under¬
ground.

The Japanese Kempeitai descended upon our little town in the
early hours of the morning 'of January nineteenth. Silently and
swiftly they threw acordon of soldiers aroimd the town. Escape
was efficiently cut off. Thm as the sun first thrust ablood red
edge over the horizon, the slumbering people awoke to the clatter
of hobnailed boots on the streets. The dread Japanese Military
Police had at last come upon us. They swarmed into homes,
routing out all the men. Huddled numbly together, we watched
them herded into the church. Then started our tense and wrack¬
ing vigiL We watched them taken out one by one and removed
to the schoolhouse for inspection. Those pronounced guilty did
not come out. Our hearts bled as one by one the men of our
family were taken; we went weak with relief when they came
out:—all but one. Silently we embraced the others as they came
home but we could not rejoice. One did not come out. We stood
by, the window staring, motionless and silent, toward the school-
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house. Endlessly the sun crept across the skies. He did not come.
O h G o d . H e d i d n o t c o m e .

Dusk was encroaching upon the open fields when my brother
came out, he and eighty others. Strung together l ike catt le, st i l l
he walked proudly with his head high. As he passed underneath
our window, he looked up wi th asmi le upon his l ips. The con¬
demned comforting the free! We watched his disappearing form
avidly until he and the others were swallowed by the gathering
n i g h t .

Silence whispered over the town, the silence of ashock too sud¬
den as yet to be felt. Even the elements seemed to mourn, for
night put on her blackest robes and extinguished even the stars.
T h e w i n d s w e r e s u m m o n e d f r o m t h e i r d i s t a n t c a v e s a n d t h e y s o o n

moaned and screamed through the agonized trees. Night passed
on endless fingers, spurted with hope and dragged with despair.

Out in the night my brother walked.. The t ightening ropes cut
into his flesh and into his spirit. For no man can be put in bond¬
age w i t hou t hu r t i ng h i s sp i r i t . Sha rp , kn i f e l i ke pa ins cou rsed
through his body; h is head reeled f rom his first real encoimter
with brute cruelty. Before him walked his fel low prisoners, pad¬
ding wi th heavy- footed despair. Inst inct ive ly they a l l knew they
would soon be staring at death, but their human hearts still hoped.
Suddenly my brother decided that he would do something more
than hope. His spir i t l i f ted with the knowledge that he could at
least try. With amind sharpened by cunning he watched the
guards’ act ions closely. Forgotten was the ignominy of bondage;
forgotten was his beaten and painful body. His senses were al l
bent towards escape. He weighed and measured each possibi l i ty
closely, knowing that one mistake in judgment would almost cer¬
tainly be the last. There could be no hair’s-breadth margin.

Through the thick, sticky darkness, he could barely make out
the path and the trees. Once they had to walk across anarrow
footbridge. He weighed the possibilities of escape but discarded it
because he knew that creek was shallow and the mud would hamp¬
er his running. Besides, his arm bonds weren’t sufficiently loose
to allow escape. His guard seemed to sense his intent. After

5 4



E s c a p e

crossing the creek, he came over to my brother and savagely
t igh tened the rope, w i th a lash on my bro ther ’s back fo r good
measure. His heart sank. Despair whispered he might as well give
u p . T h e n , a f e w m i n u t e s a f t e r , t h e m o o n c a m e o u t . T h e r e d i d n ’ t

seem to be any hope left for him.
T h e d i s t a n t r o a r o f t h e o c e a n c a m e t o h i m . A t l a s t ! H e k n e w

now where he was going. San Diego beach was afamil iar place
to h im. Count less t imes as achi ld and as he grew up he had
s w u m t h a t s t r e t c h o f s e a . H e k n e w i t a s w e l l a s h e k n e w h i s o w n

back yard. Home came rushing back to him. Perhaps—Perhaps—
Ye s ! H e w o u l d k e e p o n fi g h t i n g . E v e r y l i t t l e o p p o r t u n i t y h e
grasped greedily, tugging at his bonds and flexing his arm. How
lucky that their hands were not tied too! Perhaps the Japanese
thought they were too cowed and beaten to think of escape! Not
he. He felt the ropes give way l i t t le by l i t t le. With wildly beat¬
ing heart, he felt too that the guard was watching him and was
only craftily waiting until he made an attempt to escape. Some¬
how, he didn’t care as long as he just got achance to run.

Suddenly the whole procession stepped out of the jungle onto a
clean white beach. The sea gleamed with afaint glow, vast, un¬
fa thomab le and unknowing bu t s t i l l f r i end ly. The qu ie t waves
rolled in and beckoned; the depths roared with adeep, almost xm-
heard sigh. This was my brother’s friend—this narrow strip of
beach and that salt sea. He exulted in the knowledge. It seemed
that he almost knew he would be saved.

The prisoners were quickly lined up by the water’s edge and
faced towards the sea. Greedy hands plucked at their belongings.
Pens, watches, pocket books—^they were all snatched and quickly
hidden. Quarrels ensued among the captors. This was the mo¬
ment my brother had been waiting for. Down the line the soldiers

clustered excitedly jabbering about abrand new pair of shoes.w e r e

Swiftly he slipped off his bonds and sprinted for the water. A
shot rang out in the still night as an alert guard shouted ‘Kurra!”
My brother stumbled—but God was with him for he felt the cold

the bullet streaked past his head. Then the moon disap-a i r a s

penred and darkness wrapped aprotective cloak around him. My
brother felt the welcome wetness around his toes—a few more feet
—this was the part that dropped suddenly deep. He sank thank¬
fully into the waves.

Two weeks after, the eighty bodies were dug from their shallow
graves—but one lived to tell their story. My brother.
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And After That the Dark
N O R M A N C . B A N S E N

Iwi l l remember aplace by i ts sunsets.
Home, where Centerville hills, Table Bluff, and the smoky blue

Coast Ranges framed the splendor of dying day ... the nearby red¬
wood forest where towering trees permitted only fleeting glimpses
of the drama of twi l ight . . . the b lue mesas and vast sunsets of
the Texas Panhandle ...the silhouette of aNebraska hilltop col¬
lege against the misty glow of an autumn sunset . . . the Spanish
moss, ancestral oaks and the amethyst reflect ions in bayous of
Louisiana’s gentle southern evenings ... Iwill remember Wyo¬
ming hills, and Great Salt Lake, and pastoral Wisconsin, and the
somber moimtain moods of Colorado, and sagebrush val leys of
Nevada .. . Iwi l l remember al l these as Isaw them at day’s end.

So Iremember the Pacific, remember the evenings Istood by
the rail of our troopship and lost myself in the majesty of the
western sky.

In Polynesia there was asunset sea of such luminescent and
vivid colors that it appeared to be an ancient stained glass window
filtering the rays of fading sunlight and reflecting at the same time
the gleam of thousands of vesper candles. Isaw the brilliant blue
of the robe of Saint Louis in awindow of New Orleans’ cathedral;
t h e r e w a s t h e d u l l r e d - v i o l e t o f a w i n d o w i n m y o w n v i l l a g e
church. The sunlight faded, dimming the vesper candles and dark¬
ening :tke great west window of God’s cathedral. It was night on
the ocean and moonbeams sparkled on asea that looked like carved
and polished ebony.

Empty all the wooden barrels of old Burgimdy wine, distill
the last drop of color from the purple robes of royalty, mix with
that the springtime glory of woodland violets; and even then the
color of the sea that one evening on the Pacific will remain in¬
comparable. Colors flowing past the ship reminded me of ahymn
of the North Countries, “The Blessing from Thy Hand, oh Lord, is.^
Wine upon Thy festal board.” Then the sea seemed such arobe as
kings may dream of. Adeeper ihue blended with the equatorial
night even as the color of yiolets disappezirs, in the gloom of the
f o r e s t a t t w i l i ^ t .

¥
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W e e d ^ E n d G u e s t
E L N A N I E L S E N

Scene: Living room of an average American family in an average
A m e r i c a n t o w n .

C h a r a c t e r s :

Mother—Anne Scott: Concerned about her children especial¬
l y t h e y o i m g e s t . G r a y i n g h a i r. B r a i d s , e i t h e r i n a b u n
o r a r o u n d h e r h e a d i n a c o r o n e t . I n t h e l a t e r f o r t i e s .

Fa the r—Sam Sco t t : Conce rned a l so bu t no t t o t he ex ten t
where he is constant ly wor r ied . Has more fa i th in the
fina l ou tcome. Ra the r ta l l bu i l t Doesn ’ t become ove r¬
wrought, except when he does—^beware! Age—later 40’s
or early 50’s.

Aunt Bel le: Flashy, but s incere. Marr ied three t imes.. Black
sheep of family. Good qualities with the bad. Anne’s

sister. Late 30’s or early 40’s.

Emily—Daughter of Anne and Sam. Sweet. Probably spoiled.
Impatient with her mother’s constant anxiety. Although
she is rather quick-tempered she has enough sense to do

r igh t ” Med ium brown ha i r, young vo ice .U

19 years old.
Dav id Kars insky—^f r iend o f Emi ly ’s . About 22 or 23 y e a r s

old. Seems quiet but keen sense of humor. Very under¬
standing and very in love with Emily.
A u n t A g n e s — ^ A n n e ’s s i s t e r a l s o : D o m i n e e r i n g . B u i l t w i t h

big muscles. Has worked agood deal in her life. Oldest
o f t h r e e s i s t e r s . A b o u t 5 0 - 5 5 .

Wilbert—Agiies’ husband: Meek. Very Quiet .
Ba ld . Large , weepy eyes .

Charlotte—^Agnes’ and Wilbert’s daughter. Brat. Long blond
(dish-water!) braids. Very bored with the stupidity of
the adult world. 11 years old.

Mousy'
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W e e k - E n d G u e s t

W E E K - E N D G U E S T

A O n e - A c t P l a y

A N N E S C O T T: ( C a l l i n g f r o m t h e k i t c h e n ) S a m ! S a m ! ! ! A r e
they com ing? I s t ha t t hem,—I t hough t I hea rd aca r doo r s l am
a n d ( E n t e r s f r o m s t a g e l e f t ) — S A M ! ! Yo u a r e n ’ t e v e n w a t c h ¬
ing !
SAM SCOTT: (Continuing to read his paper, answers abstract ly)
Hum? did you say something, Anne?
A N N E : O h S a m , y o u k n o w I a s k e d y o u t o w a t c h a t t h e w i n d o w
so that Icould take the roast out of the oven the minute they ar¬
r i v e d . ( L o o k s o u t o f w i n d o w ) I ' v e g o t t h e o v e n o n t h e l o w e s t

possible heat and the roast is getting darker every minute! Sam! !
P l e a s e l i s t e n t o m e ! W a l k s o v e r a n d p u l l s a w a y h i s p a p e r )

SAM: Hey! Ihadn ’ t fin ished tha t ye t . (Watches Anne, who is
peer ing in tent ly out o f the window.) Now Annie , my g i r l , don ’ t
take it so hard. There isn’t anything so unusual about having a
d a u g h t e r b r i n g h o m e a f r i e n d f r o m c o l l e g e f o r a w e e k - e n d i s
there? (Picks up paper and begins to read nonchalantly—up-side-
down! )

ANNE: (R igh ts h is paper ) Oh isn ’ t there ! No i t even when her
f r i end ' s name i s Dav id Ka rs i nsky ! And she ’s on l y known h im
three months and we don’t know athing about him at al l except
t h a t h i s n a m e i s D a v i d K - K — W e d o n ’ t e v e n k n o w w h e r e h e ' s f r o m .

Emily just wrote that she was bringing him home because he lived
too far from school to go home himself ...She wouldn’t bring
s o m e o n e l i k e h i m h o m e f o r a w e e k e n d J U S T b e c a u s e t h e y d i d n ’ t

have aplace to go!

SAM: (Chuckles) Emily might! Remember how she used to be
followed home” by all sorts of stray alley cats and mongrels that

n o o n e e l s e w o u l d h a v e ?

ANNE: (Almost screams with despair) Oh, Sam! Don’t say that! !
You make it sound like David K-K-arsinsky is an alley cat or, or,
Oh Sam! !(Plops down in despair on the davenport and sobs)
Sam opens his mouth at several intervals to try to console his wife.
Finally shakes his head and leans back his head and sniffs the air
SAM: Well, anyway that roast is bound to be good, the way it
s m e l l s n o w.

ANNE: (Flies off davenport) My roast! !It’ll be burned to acrisp!

i f
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(Calls irom the kitchen) Now watch out of the window, Sam, and
l e t m e k n o w w h e n t h e y a r e c o m i n g . S a r a ?
S A M : Ye s , d e a r . ( R i s e s f r o m c h a i r w i t h g r e a t e f f o r t . S t a n d s n e a r
window and lights his pipe. As he finishes lighting it, he glances
out of the window. Looks closer with delighted surprise.)
SAM. Well I ’ l l be —Annie (Not too excited, but pleased) Annie,
g u e s s w h o ’ s h e r e ! I
Be l le)
B e l l e i s d r e s s e d i n a s m a r t s u i t w i t h a v e i l c o v e r e d h a t . V ^ y
smart luggage; matches in ei ther red al l igator or white leather.

Very high heels.
BELLE: The bad penny that always shows up!
(Anne has entered and embraces Belle) (Both chatter noisily)
Annie is heard saying Emily —friend —David k—k—roast—
weekend-when-e tc . D inner—Aggie—etc .
B E L L E : w e e k e n d a t h o m e — ^ l o o k i n g w e l l — t h o u g h t I ’ d d r o p i n —

B E L L E : Wa i t a m i n u t e , A n n i e , I ’ m t o o c i n d e r y n o w t o t h i n k
straight. After all if we’re having some company for dinner, I
want to be in good shape. (Winks at Sam)
SAM: (Grins back at her) Here, I’ll carry your bags upstairs. Is
she going to stay with Emily as usual?
Anne, startled, looks up to the stairway, wrinkles her forehead.
ANNE: Yes, yes, Isuppose—
Sam and Belle go upstairs—laughter comes down sfainyay. Anne
paces up and down. Looks out window. Sam returns.
SAM: It’s certainly good to see Belle again. You know, dear, if
Ihadn’t already been in love with her older sister, Imight have
w a i t e d f o r B e l l e t o g r o w u p .
(Anne turns away) Hey! !You aren’t jealous are you?
ANNE: (Turns again) No—NO of course not! Only—
SAM: Only what?
ANNE: Iwas wondering—well Imean with Emily coming home
with David and Belle, well, she has eloped three times you know,
and well, Imean, you know—
SAM: Now look, Emmy hasn’t come home to elope or any other
thing and Belle won’t give her any ideas that she doesn’t already
have. Emily will make up her own mind. You can bet on that
and she’s got some brains, too, you know. Let her enjoy herself
w h i l e s h e ’ s h o m e .

(Open door, stage middle back to admit
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ANNE: Of course Iwill—I suppose that—(Clock strikes six) Ido
wish -they would come. They should be here* by now.
S A M : W h a t t i m e d o e s t h e t r a i n c o m e i n ?
ANNE: 5 :15 ! !Emi ly wro te tha t they wou ld take acab—
Sam! There isn’t acab strike, is there?
SAM: Heavens No, Anne!
ANNE: (Hurt) Well Ijust wondered. Maybe we ;^ould go down
to the station and see if they’re still there.
SAM: Really there’s no need; they can take the street car if they
can’t g€?t acab or—
ANNE: And let my roast be ruined before they get here!
No, we must go and get them; Belle can watch the roast and be
here when Agnes and Wilbert come and—
SAM: Id idn ’ t know you were hav ing ab ig d inner !
ANNE: Yes—^the roast was bigger than Ithought, so Iasked them
over to help eat it and besides David, Imean— (Goes to stairvmy
and calls) Belle! !!Sam and Iare going to pick up Emily and—
Would you watch the roast while we’re gone?
Belle comes to the head of the stairs and is prepared for bath.
BELLE: Sure, honey. I’d be glad .to! Just so it isn’t ashy little
roast and can stand the sight of me dripping wet from the tub!
ANNE: That’s all right, then. I’ll leave anote for Aggie when
she comes and you won’t have .to come down to let her in.
BELLE: Swell, I’m. afraid that Aggie is alittle less shock-proof
t h a n t h e r o a s t !

(Anne is writing her note as Sam gets both coats etc.) Both say
■goodbye. We’ll be right back.
SAM: (as they leave) Really though, Ithink Emily will be all
r i gh t .
ANNE;.Maybe so, Sam, maybe so, but then again—
Exit French windows—back stage right.

Quick curtain to indicate passing time.
Enter Emily and David through French windows.
Emily has on acool print dress with aspring coat, heels etc.
David is carrying the suitcases.
EMILY: Here, TU open the door. I’m tired, aren’t you?
David shakes his head affirmatively. -
Both dump their loads and plop into chair or davenport. '
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EMILY: “As the lamb approaches the slaughter so he was dumb”
Say something, David (Coaxes) Are you that frightened?
DAVID: (Smiles lovingly and shakes head) Nope, bi# Ican’t get
aword in edgewise with you, and there doesn’t seem to be anyone
e l s e a r o i m d t o t a l k t o .

EMILY: No, (Blankly) there doesn’t, does there? (Looks blankly
around) Hello, there’s anote (Picks it up and reads)

“Dear Aggie ,
We’ve gone to the station to get Baby, (makes awry face at

David) Belle is upstairs .taking abath. Keep an eye on the roast
Love, Anne.”

Well, that explains that. Mom and Dad are at the station meeting
us; my one aunt is upstairs bathing and this note is for another
aunt who seems to be on her way here.
(Smiles rwsfully at David.) I’m afraid it will be rather like the
firing squad when they do come. You’re luclty to have afew
minutes of grace, sir.
DAVID: Is the prisoner granted his last request before the execu¬
t i o n ?

E M I L Y : T h a t h e i s !
David rises and extends arms to Emily.
D A V I D : P r e s e n t A r m s !
Holds her c losely. '
EMILY. Raises her head. Fire away, sir! He kisses her.
BELLE: From head of stairs. Direct hit. General!
Emily whirls hut is still close to David
BELLE (downstairs by now): “You must be David. Hello. (Ex¬
tends hand. Looks him up and down dryly ..tongue in cheek.

Emily, my pet, Icouldn’t have done better my-Tums to Emi ly. )
self (sighs). Even Wesley wasn’t that handsome!
(To David) Wesley was my husband, (fo Emily) UM Humml won¬
derful bargain, honey!
Emily beams at David, who smiles lovingly back.
DAVID: I’m afraid she was short-changed. Ithink Igot the far
better end of it, .though.
BELLE: Beautifully put, my boy. That was even better than Jake
would have said it. Jake was my husband—
D A V I D : B u t —
BELLE:. My second husband. He (sniffs the air) that roast! I
Iplumb forgot (goes to door, turns) As you were, general! !
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I-

Emily P^s her- arms on David's shoulders. D. has arms on her
v m i s t .

EMILY: One enemy down, our forces v ic tor ious.
Holds her close aminute, then kisses her. While he is doing this
Charlotte enters. Leans up against the door, bored.
AUNT AGGIE: (from outside) Char-—Lot! !Charlotte, where are
y o u ?
CHARLOTTE: (shouts, scar ing Emily and David) Fm in here!
AUNT A: Well, come out here and help mef get these things inside.
CHARLOTTE: O. K. Turns to Emi ly and David. Huh! !Fve seen
Roy Rogers making better love than that to his horse!
DAVID. (Ruefully) Does she come with the family or do they let
things like that run wild here?
EMILY: That’s Charlotte, my little cousin and the one thing I
didn’t ever want you to find out about. Honestly, she doesn’t act
like any of us and—
AUNT A: (Entering with Charlotte following) (Carrying cake
boxes and abig roaster, etc.) Don’t lag, child, step along. Take
those to .the kitchen then come back and get these things. (Ignores
Emily) Isuppose you’re David Karbonarinsky?
DAVID: I t i sn ’ t Karbon-

AUNT A: (Interrupting) Where did you get aname like that?
DAVID: It seems to run in the family.
AUNT A.: ( Ignor ing his reply) Ia lways said that i f abody
couldn’t have aname another body could pronounce, abody
shouldn’t—^WILBERT—Watch but for those pies!
Wilbegrt has entered, balancing three pie plates, His wife’s voice
startles him and he drops one of them on the rug. Emily and David
shout at the same time THE RUG! !!
AUNT A: StaTuls domineer ing Wi l l—bert ! !Of a l l the c lumsiness
i n t h i s w o r l d . I a l i u s s a i d —
Anne enters. What in the—? (Sees Emily) BABY! !Hugs her and
all talk at once.. Points at mess on floor and all wave their arms
and yell. Charlotte and Belle enter from stage left and add to con'-
fusion. Sam enters from French windows.
SAM: Hey, HEY, FOR PETE’S SAKE! (All befiomes dead quiet)
Keep stili. Let’s start over. Mother, Ithink that this is Davids
right? (Shakes hands)
DAVIDt.Yes Sir..How dp you do?
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W e l c o m e t o o i i r h o m e , D a v i d , w e ’ r e a l w a y sA N N E : I ’ m s o r r y ,
glad to have any of Emily’s friends visit us.
CHARLOTTE: I’l l bet Emily’s glad to have him, too. Anyways she
s u r e w u z k i s s i n ’ h i m e n u f f w h e n I c o r n e d i n !

E M I L Y : M o t h e r !

ANNE: Charlotte, ahh, why don’t you finish taking these things to
the kitchen? Emily you and David can help her. The three pick
up the packages and exit, stage left.
S A M : P o o r E m i l y . C h u c k l e s
A N N E : S a m ! I k n e w i t a l l a l o n g . S h e ’ s g o i n g t o e l o p e o r s o m e ¬
t h i n g t e r r i b l y d r a s t i c ! ! !
iSAlW: Oh Anne, you know how Charlotte talks, well—
AUNT A.: If you are insinuatin’ that my Charlotte lies) My Char¬
l o t t e n e v e r l i e s ! I a l i u s s a i d —
SAM; No, no, Ididn’t mean that, Imeant, well look, let’s sit down
and talk this over like calm, sensible adults.
All sit down. Anne': My roast—
SAM; Never mind your roast. Emily will look after it. Now
first of all why does everyone seem to think that they’re going to
g e t m a r r i e d ?
ANNE:She brought him home for Easter and she’s only known
h i m t h r e e m o n t h s ! !
AUJVr A.; And she was kissing him, right here!
BELLE: (Very quietly) And she loves him.
Al l s tare dumfounded.
SAM: Do you think that he loves her?
BELLE: I ’m sure o f i t . Don ’ t look as i f they had commi t ted a
crime. She’s almost twenty and he’s twenty-two or twenty-three—
A N N E : M y b a b y !
BELLE: She may be your baby, but she’s also awoman. How old
were you when you were married, Anne?
ANNE: Well, Iwas eighteen, but times have—
BELLE: Yes, Iknow. Times have changed. Aggie, my modest
little maid, how old were you when Wilbert first kissed you?
AUNT A.: Ihad known Wilbsrt for exactly one year and three
days v/hen he first kissed me! (Smugly)
BELLE: And as Irecall, you were 15 when you first met Wilbert
which makes you ashocking 16 when he kissed you. You all seem
very earnest to prove your point, but not very convincing.
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AUNT A.: 1must say, Belle, that you aren’t the most suitable per¬
s o n t o b e t a l k i n g a b o u t l o v e —
B E L L E : I k n o w, t h r e e h u s b a n d s , b u t a n y w a y I d i d n ’ t h a v e t o
propose to any of them.
AUNT A.: Well Inever! Ialways said, though, that you never went
w i t h t h e n i c e s t f e l l o w s .

BELLE: sarcastically No, Ididn’t. Iinsisted on going with Joey
whose father was in the second-hand business. Joey is only
Mayor now, and Freddie, whose father owned asmall meat market
on the other side of the tracks—Freddie is now district attorney!
SAM; Yes, then strictly for the family’s sake you married Wesley-
u p r i g h t - i n d e p e n d e n t . H u h !

BELLE: Then there was Jake for adventure and Peter for money.
AUNT A.: Well, maybe your Emily would marry for money or ad¬
venture but my Char lot te—She’d never—
ANNE:. Now listen lere, Aggie, my daughter Lucy wouldn’t marry
anyone for anything but love.
BELLE: (Stands up—sighs sadly, heavily) You’re right too, Annie,
and Iwould have married for love once, too, but when Iwas eigh¬
teen my parents thought Iwas a l i t t le too young and they were
afraid of foreign names.
Emily and David enter, followed by Charlotte, bored as usual.
EMILY: Icouldn’t help overhearing what you said, mother, that I
wouldn’t marry any one except for love. I’m glad you understand
because you see that’s the very reason that Imarried David.
A l l s t a n d i n d e a d s i l e n c e

A U N T A . : We l l I n e v e r, I a l w a y s s a i d —
ANNE: Never mind what you a lways sa id . My baby.
SAM: Congra tu la t i ons my boy, you ’ ve go t t he bes t g i r l i n t he
w o r l d .

Bel le stands aminute, then smi les.
BELLE: After being cheated out of my only chance at real love,
Iof ten wondered i f Icould rea l ly congratu late others when Ihave
an aching heart. She takes hold of both of Emily’s hands,
Welcome to my happiness, dear—you are the only one who de¬
served it and I’m glad you got it.
EMILY: Your happiness—I don’t—
BELLE: No Idon’t suppose you do—you see the name of the little
foreign boy whom Iloved but did not marry was David Karsinsky,
y o u r D a v i d ’ s f a t h e r !
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