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T H E S E R

S o w e r o f i n l a n d p l a i n s ,
fl ing the whist l ing seed
a g a i n s t l u s t y s p r i n g w i n d s ,
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 of winged words,
r i s ing be fore dawn,
swinging your arm over the world,
release your thought
into the lash and roar of winds;
send your seed s inging
into the wester ing n ight .

— ^ N o r m a n C . B a n s e n
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F r e e d o m
Jur i Tah t

T h e t r a i n p u l l e d i n t o t h e r a i l r o a d s t a t i o n a t B r e m e r h a v e n a n d
stopped suddenly, reminding the eight hundred emigrants aboard that
it was time to gather their luggage and to prepare themselves for the
unloading.

As Ilooked out, Isaw that the station was busy like abeehive in
The policemen of the International Refugee Organizations u m m e r ,

were on guard and watched an-xiously that nobody left the train. They
had avery h igh op in ion of themselves and genera l ly p ic tured them¬
selves as the finest and most intelligent specimens of the race of “ho-

They carr ied out their work wi th v igour and eagernessm o s a p i e n s ,

as, of course, they alone realized the tremendous importance of their
t a s k .

Their at t i tude created in me afeel ing of distrust and even afeel¬
ing of opposition, for it reminded me very strongly of the days about
ten years ago in Estonia when the communists made all efforts to
liquidate people with opinions and convictions different from their
o w n . I t w a s t h e n I r e a l i z e d w h a t b r u t a l i t y i s , a n d i t w a s t h e n I
s ta r ted subconsc ious ly to deve lop a fee l ing o f ha t red toward to ta l i¬
t a r i a n i d e a s .

I r e m e m b e r t h e d a y w h e n I l e f t m y h o m e t o w n i n E s t o n i a w i t h
my family. We were brought to the railroad station where all the ref¬
ugees were gathered together and loaded on the train. Russian sol-
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diers were guarding the entire area, and the people in the cars were
too f r ightened to open the windows. T h o s e s o l d i e r s m e a n t d e a t h t o
u s .

The situation in Bremerhaven was, of course, different, as these
policemen were no threat to our lives, but to me the behavior of these
men illustrated an attitude w'hich is still prevailing in many parts of
the world. It is the attitude of “I have the gun and therefore
shut up. ”

y o u

After waiting afew hours in the train we were loaded in trucks
which 'brought us to the Embarkation Center in Bremerhaven, some
twenty miles from the port. Like all the other emigrants, Ihad to go
through the procedure of registration, where Ireceived
her, my meal ticket, my identification card and finally ashot of DDT
powder inside my collar and under my hat. What arefreshing feel-
ing, Ithought angrily, to get rid of all these bugs and parasites which
supposedly had found ahome on me! But as aresult of all this, the
registration made me, for afew days at least, acitizen of avery pe¬
cul ia r c i ty.

The Embarkation Camp covered about one square mile of land
located jxast outside the city limits. The long, red brick buildings had
served as amilitary garrison during the last war and were in an ex¬
c e l l e n t a n d s u r p r i s i n g l y c l e a n c o n d i t i o n .

Iwas assigned to aroom on the second floor of afour-story
building. It was very interesting to share the room with eight other
people of various nationalities. They represented avariety of races,
languages, education, intelligence and cultural background. Each one
of them had' an interesting life story, but they all had one thing in
common: each one of them had somehow or other suffered from the
last war. As everybody in our room happened to be from adifferent
part of Europe, the only means of mutual understanding was the
G e r m a n l a n g u a g e .

There was, for example, apastor from Latvia who was on his
He was avery quiet
Although he was seldom in the

room, his influence was obvious. Cursing and swearing
in the room, but as soon as the pastor entered, the tone of the lan¬
guage changed at once.

AJugoslavian of about fifty years of age was constantly smoking
cigarettes and constantly complaining about the high price of cigar¬
ettes which he just could not afford to buy. His favorite subject of
conversation was socialism, which he hated as much as pickles of
American origin.

m y r o o m n u m -

way to Aus t ra l i a w i th h i s fam i l y,
fi r m i n h i s C h r i s t i a n c o n v i c t i o n s .

m a n , v e r y

w a s c o m m o n
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Living in this conglomeration of races and representatives of var¬
ious cultures has added much to my understanding of people and has
helped me to form opinions about the world situation more clearly.

The daily routine in the camp was pretty monotonous except
Then, indeed, the camp wason days when aship was due to leave,

busy like amarket place. The preparations for the final trip into the
new world took plenty of time but were not anything to get excited
abou t , I t hough t .

During the stay in the camp every emigrant had to work about
eight hours aweek. Iremember very well the day when Iwas or¬
dered to work in the k i tchen for four hours. As Iwas not very en¬
thusiastic about going to work, Iwas about the last one to enter the
kitchen. By that time there were already enough people working at
peeling potatoes, and I, together with two men, was ordered to work
in another section where we sliced bread. Naturally, that was amuch
better and cleaner job and Iconsidered myself lucky.

And, somehow, Iwas also lucky on the day after the episode in
the kitchen. Ifound my name among the names of fourteen hundred
emigrants who were chosen to leave with the trooptransporter, Gen¬
eral J. H. McRae, on January 8, 1951.

The preparations for the trip started on the day before we left.
First of all every person received his number, which was about the
only means of identifying aperson. Many people had names impossi¬
ble to pronounce and the announcers in the camp would have been in
avery unfortunate position without the numbers. And since most of
the officials had had schooling enough to coimt to fourteen hundred,
the problem of identification was solved.

After getting this most valuable number, everyone had to pass
afinal medical examination. Most people had already passed more
than four thorough examinations about two weeks prior to this day,
but the doctors could hardly believe that everyone was healthy,
keep away germs from these healthy emigrants, who were almost sick
of being healthy, they distributed toothpowder, which was avery

donation from the International Refugee Organization. We
received this powder with the remarks from the doctors that in

T o

g e n e r o u s
e v e n

America everybody cleans his teeth and therefore we, the emigrants,
had to get used to it.

Incidents like that made me furious sometimes. Again and again
Iobserved that people who have gained asomewhat high position
tend to play the “big shot.” They do not have the mental capacity to
realize that they act ridiculous and selfish.
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Later on that day Ihad to check my luggage and fill out acustom
declaration. This was quite apuzzle for those who intended to smug¬
gle something they had traded on the blackmarkets of Central Europe.
Iwas really very happy not to have to worry about that and for the
first time Iwas glad to be poor.

Idid not sleep much the following night. Ido not remember
actly what Ifelt, but Iknow Iwas glad that the state of uncertainty
was finally coming to an end. Iwas also glad to leave Germany, a
country destroyed in the last war, struggling for existence, and afraid
to become the battleground again in the next war. Niow Iwas hoping
for abetter future, and Iam sure all the other people who were go¬
ing to leave on the following morning felt the

e x ¬

s a m e w a y .

At five o’clock in the morning Ichecked in my blankets and my
pillow and prepared everything for the journey,
stepped out of the building, acold north wind received me. The peo¬
ple were shivering as they were waiting for the final roll call. The
excitement made the people feel the cold wind more than usual. But
when Ilooked around Isaw that all of them were glad to get out
of this country of so many unpleasant memories. Everyone
to t r y aga in to beg in anew l i f e ,
were over definitely. Being relieved from fear is something wonder¬
ful that has to be experienced; it cannot be explained.

W h e n I fi n a l l y

w a s e a g e r
The years of s tarvat ion and fear

PinaUy, after hours of waiting, the trucks started to transport
to the railroad station from where we started the final few miles to
the harbor. The train stopped afew yards from the ship. Many times
in the past years Ihad seen transatlantic airplanes flying
town, and every time Irealized that the world was open for them.
They meant freedom, but not for me. There was the diip now that
meant freedom for me, the ship which was to carry me into afree
w o r l d .

u s

o v e r o u r

I w a s h a p p y !

Exactly at four o’clock on January 8, 1951, the journey began. The
fog gradually hid from my view the shore of acountry where Ihad
lived half of my life but where Ihad never felt at home,
ment Isaw awhite seagull in asteady flight high above the ship and
suddenly this seagull became for me asymbol of freedom, of
i t y a n d o f a b e t t e r f u t u r e .

F o r a m o -

s e c u r -
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Frank Jespersen

Faces, paper faces, paper masks.
What do your painted eyes observe?

Do they see the shape of evil?
Can they trace the lines of grace?

And of your ragged" mouths, Ipray.
What do those wretched holes have to say?
Do they cackle from naked blindness?
Do they rot from the stain of lies?

Your arms, your arms, what are they for?
To build, to climb.
To grasp, to crush!

And- your heaving cardboard chests?
Do human hearts behind them rest?
Can they carry aton of misery?
Can they lift amountain of pain?

No, Idec lare you cannot w i ths tand

The continuous waters, the shifting sands.
You weave, you stumble, you fall.
You falter, stop, and crumble soon!

Oh, poor pasteboard shells of human frames,
You are sadly hollow, sagging with shame.
Your end, your death is always the same.
Lost in your mire, with none to blame!
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The Vamp
Joyce Hayek

For three days ahigh wind had blown, whipping the gray-green
waters of Nagawicka Lake into afrenzy of wicked waves
crashed and tumbled fiercely over the white wooden piers. For three
days Ellen’s thoughts had been apart of this ceaseless turmoil.

O h ,
u p o n

puffs—but only a
land and covered by canvas.

w h i c h

why, she had breathed many times, oh, why didn’t Irun her
the dolly? The weather had been so clear, the wind in little

few minutes and The Vamp wou ld have been on
T h e r e w o u l d h a v e b e e n n o n e e d t o w o r ¬

r y .

Rain had poured down intermittently from the sky, and the
residents of Oakwood; Bay had built fires in all their fire¬

places to ward off the penetrating dampness.
s u m m e r

This morning, however, peace had once more returned to the tur¬
bulent waters, and they now lapped the shore quietly like anaughty
child who, after being punished, behaves with asurprisingly good-

Quickly she dressed her bronzed body—brownedn a t u r e d m e e k n e s s ,
from continuous hours on The Vamp so that she was no longer sus¬
ceptible to sunburn—and combed her bobbed, sun-bleached hair. I’ve
got to find her! And before anyone else, she thought. She listened
— s t i l l n o o n e u p .
In the kitchen each little noise seemed like aminor explosion as she
made amid-morning snack to take along. I’ll hike around the whole
lake then at least I’ll be the first to know, she thought.

I’m in luck! she sighed as she tiptoed downstairs.

She slinked past the downstairs bedroom where her parents slept.
On the table next to the door she picked up her tennis cap and the
binoculars. Once the door had been closed, she aped to the lakefront.
There had been no mistake; The Vamp was gone. She ran up the
steps of the boathouse and cautiously opened the door. Yes! Yes!
sail is here! She breathed faster. At least Ididn’t leave her rigged!
Parts of the red letters on the sail made an odd design. N-49 may be
apeculiar number, but it means luck to me, Ellen mused. Then she
closed the door and went down to the beach. The sand was still

if the sun were shining, the sand would not be soft

t h e

damp, and even
and warm and white as it had been last Monday. She breathed deep¬
ly; the smell was moist and uncomfortable. It was not hard for her

'choose her route. The rising sun to the east made her squint—
doesn’t really matter she thought, but it’ll be easier going west—this
t o
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cap won’t shade an awful lot. Then abruptly she stopped and scanned
the horizon with the binoculars. From this point she could get no
glimpse of the missing Vamp.

The early morning hours were hot and sultry and before she had
gone far she began to perspire. The sun persisted in beating down
upon her as she trudged ahead. Maybe it’s good the sand isn’t soft.
I’d never be able to walk this fast. Iguess I’ll take abreather when
Iget to Nystrom’s Rock.

But the rain had raised the level of the lake so that Nystrom’s
Rock did not peer out of the water like afriendly haven, but was
submerged so only part of the flat top showed. Just like an iceberg,
two-thirds submerged, Ellen thought, as she rested on the pier. If a
boat came crashing into it in the wind it would really be wrecked.
But The Vamp hadn’t. There were no signs of it in the bits of wreck¬
age that lay washed up on the shore by the angry water.

“Hiking around the lake, today?’’ afriendly voice called. It was
one of the gardeners.

' C o u l d n ’ t w a i t , ” E l l e n c a l l e d b a c k . Wel l , that ’s no l ie, she ra¬
t i o n a l i z e d .

She looked at the smooth and ripple-less water. Wow, it’s going to
be ascorcher today, not even abreeze this early. But Ihaven’t got
time to rest. She was on her feet and hiking again. Along the shore
clumps of sodden seaweed and ridges of pebbles and fine gravel made
walking in her sneakers difficult and uncomfortable. Occasionally she
would put the binoculars to her eyes and study the shoreline impa¬
tient ly but wi thout success. Surely, i t couldn’ t be smashed that bad¬
ly! The mast broken, maybe, but not completely smashed!

Just Sunday during the race Fred Stamm had been teasing her:
“Should th ink those old polka dots on The Vamp’s deck would make
y o u d i z z y ! ”

“Just ’cause you’re jealous!” Ellen had retorted. “Right of way!”
she had called and rounded the buoy before him.

But there were no polka dots—not even adeck now. The polka
dots and Dad’s red handkerchief at the top of the mast made it easy
for Mom to pick The Vamp out of the whole fleet without the use of
the binoculars during any race. And what’s more, these extra added
attractions made The Vamp outstanding in the regatta too.
fo rgo t ten abou t the rega t ta !
make th i r d easy t h i s yea r ! Oh , ya !
lef t to repair for next year.

S h e h a d
F i f th p lace las t year ! Why, Icou ld

I’ll be lucky if there’s enough

1 1



The sun was hotter and still no breeze stirred. She noticed a
branch of willow washed up. Willows belong way lover in the bay,
she silently commented. Boy! It’s really away from home!

Lxmch time came and Ellen enjoved her wilted lettuce and. may¬
onnaise sandwich with awarm coke in the shade of an old elm grow¬
ing near the shore. She welcomed achance to rest, but the day was
getting hotter and—can make it back in less than two hours if I
hurry, she thought—and so she hurried on.

The crusty brown scum along the shoreline took on amore pun¬
gent odor which Ellen recognized as dead fish. Directly ahead lay a
halfburied carp with aswarm of greedy flies buzzing around it. She
held her nose and walked on. Then something caught her eye! Im¬
mediately she took up the binoculars. There was no mistaking Ryan’s
old green and white trimmed rowboat. But only half of it was left.
Her sudden hope disintegrated.

With her trip almost completed, Ellen was ready to believe that
The Vamp had been completely demolished and simk to depths where
i t cou ld neve r be re t r i eved . She was ho t and pu ffing . Wa te r ’s no
good for swimming when it’s that dirty—no day for sailing either,
wha t w i th no w ind . Ahead , buoy number five bobbed comp lacen t l y
on the murky water and seemed to be laughing at her because she was
so i l l a t ease and t i red. Murky water was not repu ls ive to i t . She
broke into arun. Ajagged piece of glass stuck up from the sand and
seemed to defy her. Then she could run no longer. She stopped and
fanned her face with her tennis cap. She was flushed and her pulse
beat rapidly. How silly of me to get panicky, she thought. After all,
Ihaven’ t found her and i f someone e lse has. Dad wi l l know by to¬
night, Ifeel just as bad as he does, too; he’s worried about the in¬
vestment he made, and I’m losing one of my best friends.

The peninsula hiding the bay jutted out in front of her now,
concealing most of the houses around it. Her eyes surveyed the land¬
scape. Then she grabbed the binoculars impulsively. There above the
trees was ared handkerch ie f dangl ing ha l f -hear ted ly f rom amast .

The Vamp! she cried. The Vamp! and she raced' for the bay. In
few minutes the polka dots came into view. The Vamp was intact!

There she lay, wallowing in the ugly water.

*T’ll bring her home! I’ll have her bailed out before lunch,” El¬
len shrieked, and she ran wildly toward The Vamp.

■ %

a
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Metamorphosis
Ann Harms

Ruth looked out of the window at the hulking willow tree that
stood alone in the night. Now the tree was ablack, molten mass,
with no pattern or design. The heavy drooping branches of the wil¬
low wept with her. Shreds of boughs tore away from the tree, swing¬
ing out as if they were grasping and searching the vacuum in which
R u t h s t o o d .

Vacuum. Empt iness.
Space with no t ime,
No present , bu t
W i t h a p a s t .

The vacuum in which Ruth stood had no present or future. There
was emptiness, and she was alone, with no pattern except an unde¬
fined, misty fog.

Ruth could remember nothing but the past few weeks. The sud¬
denness of her mother ’s death was st i l l anightmare that die had re¬
l i v e d a t h o u s ^ a n d t i m e s .

She stepped outside, under the tree whose trunk seemed' of one
substance with the earth, growing from the earth to the brandies
a b o v e .

How could time erase life so completely?

L i f e ,
Breath,
H e a v i n g a n d g a t i n g .

TCTTor,
Silence,
Te r r o r a n d g r i e f .

And Ruth again lived those hoisrs of the past.

* * D A l > - C O M E Q U I C K — S O M E T H I N G ' S W R O N G W I T H M O T H -
ER^—AFTER THAT TELEPHONE CALLS, THE DOCTOR, LONG¬
D I S TA N C E , O X Y G E N TA N K S A N D A R E S P I R AT O R . T H E G A S P ¬
ING IN THE HOUSE WAS FINALLY COMPLETELY SILENCED,
A N D R U T H S O U G H T E S C A P E O U T S I D E .
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SHE WANDERED OUT FOR AWALK INTO THE NIGHT. NOW
SHE COULD ONLY REMEMBER THAT THE STARS WERE LIKE
COLD CUT DIAMONDS, AND THAT SHE HAD SOUGHT FOR AN
UNDERSTANDING AND PATTERN THAT SHE DIDN’T FIND.

Suddenly abreeze began to whisper.

Patterns, what are they?
D e s i g n s , r e a s o n s .
Happiness?
What, why, how?

created by the house lights, throbbed on the ground un-S h a d o w s ,
der the weeping willow, leaping and grabbing into the low boughs

Silencing, heavy velvet drapes that suf-like black, searching hands,
focated all sounds hung from the sky.

Star-sequined black velvet,
Sof t l ight growing.
S i l e n c e , p e a c e .
R e m e m b e r ?

Then Ruth remembered.

RUTHIE WAS IN THE FIRST GRADE, AND SHE FELT JOY-
OUSLY ALIVE AS SHE SWUNG NEXT TO JIM ON THE SCHOOL
SWINGS. JUST AS SHE WAS READY TO JUMP OUT WHEN THE
S W I N G PA U S E D I N S PA C E AT I T S H I G H E S T P O I N T, T H E
CHURCH BELL IN THE NEXT BLOCK BEGAN ADEATH TOLL.

GEE,” JIM YELLED AS THEY GAVE UP TRYING TO COUNT
H E M U S T H A V E B E E N

A N D R U T H I E L A U G H E D B E F O R E S H E
T H E D I S M A L G O N G S O F T H E B E L L .

«

O V E R A H U N D R E D .
J U M P E D F R O M T H E S W I N G .

T H AT N O O N T H E M O H A I R D AV E N P O R T H A D S C R AT C H E D
RUTHIE ’S FACE AS SHE BURIED HER HEAD IN THE CUSHIONS
A N D S O B B E D .

"MOTHER, WHY DID GRAISTOPA DIE?
H E I S N ’ T D E A D , R U T H I E . H E ’ S W I T H G O D .
BUT WE ’LL NEVER SEE H IM AGAIN .

" S O M E D AY W E W I L L . T I M E G O E S S O FA S T. I T ’ S S E L F I S H
TO WANT H IM BACK, BECAUSE HE IS VERY HAPPY NOW. ” .

R U T H I E H A D T R I E D T O U N D E R S T A N D , A N D W H E N S H E
W E N T B A C K T O S C H O O L L AT E R , S H E S W U N G A N D J U M P E D
A N D L A U G H E D A G A I N .

< <
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The night was made of ombre shadows; Ruth saw for the first
time the light tones that faded and blended into the darker ones.

“ O H , B A R B , I D O C N ' T K N O W W H Y I D O N ’ T L I K E I T H E R E A T
S C H O O L ! I t

H A P P I N E S S ?

T H E A N S W E R I S O N L Y

I N Y O U R S E L F,
A N D W H E N Y O U F I N D I T ,
Y O U W I L L B E H A P P Y .

« H A P P I N E S S I S
C O N T E N T M E N T I N W H A T
Y O U A R E D O I N G .
T H E A N S W E R I S O N L Y
I N Y O U R S E L F .

The weep ing w i l low groaned in the breeze tha t came to fi l l the
s i l e n c e u n d e r t h e t r e e .

Ruth knew that she hadn’ t yet found that answer in hersel f ,
was another part of the pattern she needed so desperately.

Something that Ruth had forgotten came back to her—some¬
thing that had happened that day before evening.

I t

T H E M O R N I N G S U N WA S S H I N I N G T H R O U G H T H E W I N D O W,
B L E N D I N G A N D C O N T R A S T I N G T H E R E D P E T A L S O F T H E G E R ¬

A N I U M I N T H E W I N D O W . T H E Y W E R E H A V I N G M O R N I N G D E ¬
V O T I O N S .

“ M Y G O D , M Y G O D , W H Y H A S T T H O U F O R S A K E N M E ? W H Y
A R T T H O U S O F A R F R O M H E L P I N G M E ? . . . O U R F A T H E R S

TRUSTED IN THEE: THEY TRUSTED, AND THOU DIDST DELIV¬
ER THEM. ..BE NOT FAR FROM ME; FOR TROUBLE IS NEAR:
F O R T H E R E I S N O N E T O H E L P .

L E T N O T Y O U R H E A R T B E T R O U B L E D : Y E B E L I E V E I N
G O D , B E L I E V E A L S O I J V M E . I N M Y F A T H E R ' S H O U S E A R E
MANY MANSIONS: IF IT WERE NOT SO, IWOULD HAVE TOLD
Y O U : F O R I G O T O P R E P A R E A P L A C E F O R Y O U . A N D I F I
GO TO PREPARE APLACE FOR YOU, IWILL COME AGAIN, AND
RECEIVE YOU UNTO MYSELF, THAT WHERE IAM, THERE YE
M A Y B E A L S O .

} }

< (
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Those were the verses they had read that morning; verses so fa¬
miliar that Ruth could hear them in her memory as her mother read
them. And she could hear echoes of them from the years before.

S H E C O U L D R E M E M B E B , H E R M O T H E R ’ S P R O M P T I N G H E R
WITH HER CATECHISM. RUTH WAS THIRTEEN, AND NOT TOO
HAPPY OVER THE PROSPECT OF CONFIRMATION SCHOOL,
WHICH BEGAN AT EIGHT O’CLOCK, AND WOULD CONTINUE
E V E R Y S A T U R D A Y M O R N I N G F O R T W O Y E A R S .

L E A R N , R U T H . S O M E D AY Y O U W I L L N E E D A L L O F T H E
H E L P Y O U C A N G E T F R O M G O D . R E M E M B E R T O T R U S T H I M . ”

4 C

“TIME GOES SO FAST; IT’S SELFISH TO WANT HIM BACK,
B E C A U S E H E I S V E R Y H A P P Y N O W . ”

“ T H E A N S W E R I S O N L Y W I T H I N Y O U R S E L F .

L E T N O T Y O U R H E A R T B E T R O U B L E D .
G O D , B E L I E V E A L S O I N M E . ”

( f

Y E B E L I E V E I N

The knotted, twisted clumps of branches that had drooped so heav¬
ily parted, and Ruth could see the faint pattern of the narrow, slen¬
der leaves silhouetted against the sky. Now she knew that later,
when the night was over, the branches would be fine, intricate fili¬
gree as the sunlight shone through them.

Awillcxw tree.
Laughing, dancing
B r a n c h e s e t c h e d

A g a i n s t t h e s k y.

Then as Ruth looked up, the dark branches began to sway against
the sky, and she felt that she had b.egun to find the new pattern.
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S n o w

Franklin Jespersen

And the wind chisels the snow into shimmering waves,

like an ocean rolling its graceful breakers

toward asandy beach, or yel low weeded slew.

And the wind sandpapers the snow, the freezing snow,

like the desert air that snatches up the bleached sand

and flings it about l ike fine mist, l ike pounding rain.

And the wind moulds the snow with its nervous, darting fingers,

like an impatient sculptor shaping his clay,

and cups it gently around tree trunks.

spreads it thick on roofs and ledges,

a n d t u c k s a l i t t l e i n w i n d o w c o r n e r s .

And the grayness of the morning finds the wind

breathing its last, i ts effort completed.

And the palefaced snow stands silent, waiting

for the first footprint to break i ts surface.

the first churning wheels to wallow in its softness.

and the first steel blade to cut deep into its sculptured waves.

1 7



No Special Reason
R u t h P e d e r s e n

“But why, Dave?” asked Amy, trying to keep calm,
it have to end this way?”

'Why does

' I d o n ’ t l o i o w . ” ‘ I d o n ’ t k n o w .Dave spoke in apuzzled voice.
I t w o u l d b e e a s i e r i f t h e r e w a s a r e a s o n — i f I w a s m a d a t y o u f o r
something. But there is no special reason. Idon’t know why. Ijust
know it won’t work any longer.”

They had been sitting in Dave’s car outside Amy’s house for some
time now. Acooling breeze played in the branches of the elm trees
along the deserted street. Neither of them could imderstand exactly
what was happening or why. It was just happening.

Amy looked down a t her le f t hand. On i t was Dave ’s overs ize
class ring, wound with adhesive tape to make it fit. She had worn
,'hat ring every day for over six montlis. It had been six months and
three weeks, to be exact. She remembered the night she got it—^New
Year’s Eve. What aperfect way to start the new year! She had been
s o h a p p y. S h e H a d r u n i n t o t e l l h e r m o t h e r a b o u t i t fi r s t t h i n g .
Thinking back, she wondered if her mother appreciated being waked
up to be informed of her youngest daughter’s new acquisition. It had
been awfully late! But her mother had seemed happy about it, too.

But now Dave wanted it back. Amy could not understiand it. He
said there wasn’t any reason, but that it just wasn’t right any more.
And Dave would have told her if he knew why it wasn’t right.

She looked over at Dave. He was toying with the knob on the
steering wheel. ‘^I didn’t think lanyone cared that much about me.”
The words came out ahusky whisper and he looked just as unhappy
a s s h e f e l t .

He sure is aswell guy, she thought. He knows this is hurting
me, and so it is hurting him, too. As she watched him, Dave glanced
at her and smiled. She couldn’t help but smile back. Somehow it
will work out, she thought. It has to!

She thought back over the long months during which die hlad
been “Dave’s girl.'
had introduced them. She had decided then and there that she would
rather go with Dave than Brad. And the day Dave took her to meet
his folks. How scared she had been! But they had been so nice to

She remembered the day Dave’s cousin, Brad,



her. She remembered the time they rode on the roller coaster. Dave
had said she was white as aghost when they got off.
the warm, simny days when they had driven leisurely through the
country without aworry or acare. Everything had been so much
fun with Dave. Even if she lost him, she could not lose those memor-

S h e r e c a l l e d

l e s .

Suddenly she thought, why, Iam acting silly! Just because Dave
and Iaren’t going to go steady, it doesn’t mean Iwill never see him

H e s a i d s o h i m ¬

self. And we will still have lots of good times. And then—someday
v e r y t h i n g w i l l b e o k a y ' a g a i n !

But despite her optimistic thoughts, Amy was choked up inside
when she asked Dave “Are you sure this is the way you want it?”
He did not speak. He just nodded his head ever so slightly.

Amy slid the ring carefully from her finger, looked at it lovingly,
and finally laid it in Dave’s hand. He let it lie in the palm of his
hand for amoment before he closed his fingers over it. Amy turned
away quickly to hide the tear that was sliding down her cheek.

again! He will still come up every once in awhile.

P o e m

Elva Jensen

I l i s t e n f o r t h e s o u n d o f y o u r v o i c e

And your laughter s t i l l r ings in my ears.

I c u p m y h a n d s t o c a t c h

The smiling, laughing drops of happiness.

But ’tis only an echo.

A n d t e a r s f r o m m y o w n e y e s

F a l l i n t o m y e m p t y p a l m s .
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f̂tank jedfte/ileM.

Swing, swing, you helpless fool!

Your stubborn will shall bring your end.

Whi le eternal l i fe , endur ing l i fe

Shimmers above in the sky.

The choice, the choosing must be your own:

The anguish pit.

The salvation sky.

You cling to useless wood and steeL

Oh, fool, donkey—rusted steel cannot shield you!

Decayed wood* cannot support you

Nor your wretchedly feeble body, weak from sin.

Oh, for atwist of the head,
Amoment of pure faith,

A s e c o n d o f o v e r w h e l m i n g l o v e !

But the thought is repuls ive, is i t not?

To submi t , g i ve i n , a re ug l y wo rds !

And when your rushing passion is gone,

Yo u r h u m a n s p i r i t c r u s h e d .

Your body wrenched o f a l l e f f o r t .

What then, dangling rag doll, die-hard donkey
A n d x m i v e r s a l f o o l ?
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Ma ry Ell e n

Elva Jensen

The sun was trying desperately to shine through the heavy mist
t h a t s u r r o u n d e d h e r a s s h e s e t o f f d o w n t h e b e a c h . H e r b a r e f e e t
made no sound as she walked gently over the sand, st irr ing up the
myriads of sand crabs that sucked small dimples in the sand as she
a p p r o a c h e d . T h e l a r g e b e a c h t o w e l o v e r h e r s h o u l d e r s m a d e a c o m ¬
fortable weight against the chil l of the morning air and she began to
w h i s t l e t u n e l e s s l y t o h e r s e l f . T h e w a v e s w e r e q u i e t t h i s m o r n i n g
b e c a u s e o f t h e a b s e n c e o f t h e w i n d a n d s h e w a l k e d f a r t h e r o u t s o t h a t
the water lapped around her ankles. She began to hurry unconscious¬
ly as she saw through the fog that she was getting closer to the hulk
of the old ship. Happiness was bubbling deep inside her because she
was going to spend the day here, but as l ight d isappointment mixed
with i t as she saw the shadowy out l ines that meant there were al¬
ready people fish ing f rom the deck. She had thought that she was
ear ly enough to be the first one here. Then she gr inned to hersel f .
One could’ never hope to be earl ier than some of the fishing enthu¬
siasts who arose at about four o’clock in the morning in order to get
in at the best time of the day, and so she was happy again.

She passed through the deserted recreation area with its sagging
volleyball net and the beach chairs that later on in the day would be
filled with the fat old people watching the young ones play vigorously
between d ips in the sa l t water. She was g lad she was not one o f
them. She suddenly resolved that she would never be fat when she
grew old, or at least if she got fat she would never sit around on the
beach not quite covered enough in an outdated swimming suit, trying
to look hal f her age. The rol l ing white flesh of the ugly old women
a n d t h e s a g g i n g p i n k o b e s i t y o f t h e o l d m e n w h o w a n d e r e d a r o u n d i n
t h e i r t o o s m a l l s w i m m i n g t r u n k s l e a n i n g o n t h e i r c a n e s , w i t h t h e i r
dark g lasses mak ing b lack ho les in the i r pap ier -mache faces made
her ill when she looked at them. Neither did she like the proud
young ones wi th the i r consc ious ly brown sk ins covered wi th suntan
oi l and their straight l imbs running—always running. They ran
w h e r e v e r t h e y w e n t — i n t o t h e w a t e r, o u t o f t h e w a t e r, w h e n t h e y
played on the beach and then headed for the bright splashes made by
their beach towels covered with portable radios and brilliantly colored
scarves and decks of cards and beer cans and silver cigarette lighters.
And then in the evening they ran to the line of streamlined cars park¬
ed near the beach and d isappeared—only to re tu rn runn ing in the
m o r n i n g .
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By now she was at the bottom of the ramp which led onto the
deck of the ship. Sometimes she dreamed about how this ship must
have felt when it was new and proud. It had been built as an experi¬
ment during the first World War out of cement and then abandoned
as unpractical. One of the old fishermen had told her that it had been
sunk but then raised again to serve as afishing dock for the ever¬
lasting fishermen who came to this part of the beach,
across the split in the ship where one could look down and see the
ocean lapping around the wound made by some cannon which had
powdered the concrete and made twisted pretzel shapes of the iron
rods used as supports for the cement. Finally she came to the bow
of the ship, and leaning over the railing, she tried once again to see to
the bottom of the jade green cloudiness that marked this spot in the
ocean. But as usual, she could only see so far. She noticed that there
were getting to be more and more barnacles along the side of the
ship, and here and there aclinging starfish made adesign worthy of
asea-smi t ten su r rea l i s t . I t a lways reminded her o f tha t poem they
had in high school about the Ancient Mariner and the skeleton ship
o n w h i c h d e a t h w a s r i d i n g .

Peter had always threatened to push her off because she leaned
so far over trying to see the bottom. Dear Peter. She leaned against
the railing and sighed. He had been such awonderful friend. She
wondered where he was now. They had played together as chi ldren,
running along the beach splashing in the waves, and he had always
l e t h e r u s e h i s r u b b e r i n n e r t u b e b e c a u s e s h e h a d n o t h a d o n e . H o w

silly children are, she thought. They could be happy with arubber
inner tube as aboat and nothing but abeach and asun al l day long.
He had envied her because she lived here always and he came only
i n t h e s u m m e r s .

On the first day of July every summer, she went to the birs station
to wait for him. Somehow she always knew that he would come, al-
although they never wrote to each other during the winter. She did
n o t l i k e h i s m o t h e r . P e t e r ’ s m o t h e r h a d b e e n a t a l l b l o n d e w o m a n w h o

seldom smiled and only talked to Peter to say yes or no, and don’t do
that and do this, and she never even talked to anyone else on the
beach at al l . She would si t under the big umbrel la with her endless
knit t ing and watch Peter to see that he did not go too far out, but
she paid no attention to the other mothers who were always chatter¬
ing to one another like abunch of school kids. They always had some¬
thing funny to tel l and something to laugh about, but Peter ’s mother
n e v e r j o i n e d t h e m . W h e n fi v e o ’ c l o c k c a m e s h e w o u l d c a l l t o P e t e r ,
and he wou ld re l uc tan t l y d rag h i s i nne r t ube f r om the wa te r and
walk back to their cottage by her side, the tall, blonde, silent woman
and her sma l l son look ing backward a t the lucky ones who cou ld

S h e w a l k e d
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play till six. But then in the morning about ten o’clock they would
come back to the beach and Peter would get to play again rmtil five,
with his mother only telling him yes and no and don’t do this and
d o t h a t . S h e n e v e r p l a y e d w i t h h i m l i k e m o s t o f t h e c h i l d r e n ’ s
mothers did at one time or another. She jvjst sat and knitted*.

Then one summer when Mary Ellen was in her first year of
high school and ayoung lady now, she had not gone to the bus sta¬
tion to wait for him as she usually did. And it turned out that it was
lucky she had not, because he hadn’t come. He had not been back
since. She wondered what had become of him. And then she laughed
gently to herself and tried to see the bottom again.

Now more fishermen were pouring onto the boat and she made
apad for hersel f of the beach towel she took f rom over her shoul¬
ders and sat on the deck. She supposed they wondered why she was
here. She never fished because she could not bear to drag the fish
out of the water and then take it off the hook. She dozed in the sun
which had finally succeeded in piercing the mist and watched the
fishermen who fished and smoked and fished and smoked and never
seemed to want to do anything else. WeU, she never wanted to do
anything else than just sit here either.

More time passed and she began to feel hollow. Must be getting
toward lunch time, she thought, and shaded her eyes to look at her
watch. Only ten o’clock. Well, she could get something at the little
stand on the way down the ramp—and so she got up and walked the
length of the ship again. Little red-headed Herbie was on duty again
today, and she smiled at him and asked him for achocolate bar and
apackage of gum. She stood awhile watching the people coming up
the ramp and then noticed two children walking rapidly along the
beach. Ayoung girl and alittle boy, obviously brother and sister,
were walking side by side like miniature soldiers in perfect step.
They went past her without even looking at her and she smiled and
decided she liked that kind of children. They looked as if they were
setting out on some grand adventure and nothing could stop them:
Suddenly, on impulse, she decided to follow them and see where they
went. She wouldn’t really follow them too far, she told herself, and
hurried down the ramp, past the old fat people and the young loud
ones and onto the clean white sand of the beach and felt relieved when
she was past them. She thought about i t and decided she d id not
like them because they weren’t clean-looking. The old ones were too
white and the young ones were too covered with lotions and oils. Far
down the beach she could see someone digging for c lams and re¬
gretted she would have to pass him on her way. She walked more
and more slowly, hoping that he would finish by the time she got
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there, and then she could see that if she did not hurry she would lose
t h e t w o c h i l d r e n .

By now she was practically at the spot where the man was dig¬
g ing fo r c lams very g rave ly and ser ious ly, and afl icker o f memory
s t i r r e d i n h e r a s s h e s a w t h e s u n s t r i k e h i s b l o n d h a i r . B u t s h e

thought nothing until the man straightened and looked at her, and
then she guessed it was Peter. Astonished, her mind said that coinci¬
dences l ike this just didn’t happen—^that she had just been thinking
about him and now here he was. And she blinked her eyes to be sure
that she wasn’t stil l dozing in the sun on the ship.

“Mary EUen. ”

It wasn’t his voice—^but, of course, his voice has changed—^it’s on¬
ly natural, she thought in confusion—haven’t seen him since he was
a b o u t t h i r t e e n .

“You are Peter, aren’t you?’’ she asked inanely, and he laughed.

Yes, what have you been doing since that last summer when we€ t

played together on our little beach? > »

I fin ished h igh schoo l and have been work ing in the te lephone
office in town’’—^inane answers to inane questions and sti l l her mind
could not quite grasp the fact that this was Peter standing before her.

And what have you been doing?’’ she remembered to ask.

He blushed ali t t le and said he was on his honeymoon and stay¬
ing at the resort hotel and that she must come and meet his wife.
He said this very proudly as if he were the first man in the world to
think of having awife, and she blinked alittle and wished him much
happiness and said she must be going. And she turned and walked
away af ter te l l ing him i t had been good to see him again and then
r e m e m b e r e d t h a t s h e h a d n o t a s k e d a b o u t h i s m o t h e r . S h e c o u l d s e e
the two chi ldren far ahead of her now st i l l walking in step, and she
wished she were little again and setting out on abig adventure walk¬
ing down the beach.

u

i i
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T e x t i l e
Ann Harms

Summer is b lue organdy,
Sheer dancing color on the world i t holds—

Crisply starched in floating folds,
Airy lightness on asequined sea.

Ablack velvet canopy covers the night—
Its lush dark folds drape in curtains around,
Adusky muffler that wraps about soimd,
Afalling curtain veiling all light.

Indian summer is Scottish tweed;
Dusky hill slopes are salt and pepper
Dashed with flecks—green of late summer.
S m o k y y e l l o w, fl a m i n g r e d .

W i n t e r * s T r e e

Ann Harms

E a r l y d a w n f o r g e d w i n t e r ’ s t r e e —

Wrought in bo ld re l ie f f rom top to base
Tw igs hammered to w i red fi l i g ree .

W i n t e r ’ s t r e e a t n o o n w a s l a c e —

Boughs meshed in threaded twigs of Brussels beige
Blended strength with cobwebbed grace.

Dusky l imbs at n ight mel t and twis t wi th age-
As melting candles reach up in torture,
T h e n b o w a n d b e n d w i t h s i l e n t r a g e .
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Y o u t h

Hal Cole

W h a t i s Yo u t h ? W h a t i s t h i s s e c r e t f o r m u l a o f b e a u t y ?

Youth is the inxportance of one hour against a l i fe- t ime,

The ease of falling in love more than adozen times each day,

The complexities of more than athousand and one moods!

The age of dreams and love and carefree soul,

T h e e x c i t e m e n t o f a f e r r i s w h e e l a n d a c a r o u s e l ,

The laughter of the Mardi Gras, the song of the dickey bird—

The sadness of acaged l ion, the rage of awild typhoon.

Youth is unobtainable: it is given and taken by God.

It is as fresh as aNebraska spring morning,

As bright as the wild l i lac blooming,

As reflecting as the glass clear lakes of Oregon.

It engulfs, holds, and completely thrills.

Youth is precious and short, yet some keep it for life!

Yo u t h i s w h a t m a k e s t h e w o r l d , w h a t b u i l d s a n a t i o n !

Youth is the chaos of Babylon with the courage of David.

2 7



D e l u s i o n
Mark Thomsen

Time often confuses man’s mind. It either flies as if on the wings
of adarting swallow, or lingers as if fastened to the shell of
bersome tortoise. One often wonders what causes this strange il¬
lusion. To me it seems that the rate at which time passes is inversely
proportional to expectancy. In other (words, time passes slowly when
an individual is awaiting; an event, hut if the mind is involved with
the present there is no time for expectancy and time passes with accel¬
erated speed. Even to the lazy dreamer, time seems to pass swiftly,
for his mind is busy with the present, though not in reality.

a c u m -

This concept, that the rate of time seems to vary, can easily be
illustrated by afew common occurrences,
iously awaiting the departure of abus, only to be informed that the
bus would be late, and that Ihad one hour before leaving. In such
instances the time passes so slowly it seems as if Ihave to place
marks on the face of my watch to determine whether the hanHa move
at all between the frequent glances at them. This phenomenon is

T h e

I h a v e e x p e r i e n c e d a n x -

wisely stated in the old proverb, “a watched pot never boils,
opposite illusion, that time seems to fly, occurs frequently and is
agitating to the point of being nerve-racking,
another had adreaded appointment with the family dentist or had to
meet adeadline with atwo thousand word term paper. Ithen real¬
ized how easily one week can be transformed into twenty-four hours
of rampaging time. Time is aphenomenal delusion; it is alaw of na-

●Uure that there are sixty minutes in every hour and sixty seconds in
aminute, yet some people have l ived years in afew anxious moments
o r se e m i n g l y j u s t a f e w d a ys i n a fle e t i n g y e a r.

I h a v e a t o n e t i m e o r

Another thought that often comes to my mind is whether time, as
related to the human mind, can be added and subtracted in some type
Of unit. Ihave come to the conclusion that we may add units of time,
but they may not be subtracted. These rniits of time, let us call them
“tempa,” may remain dormant, but they always are preserved to be add¬
ed to future “tempa.” For instance, if an individual alternately spends
time in different environments, in his mind he forms different “tem-
●pa” for the different environments. Let us say the individual spends
“x” “tempa” in environment “a,” then spends “y” “tempa” in envir¬
o n m e n t “ b . ” N o w i f t h e i n d i v i d u a l r e t u r n s t o e n v i r o n m e n t “ a ” a n d
spends “z” “tempa,” his mind will have spent “x+z” “tempa” at en¬
vironment “a.” Then i f in the future he returns to either of these en-
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vironments, he will have the concept of being there continually for a
pefriod equal to all the past “tempa” spent in the particular surround¬
ings plus the addit ional present “ tempa.” This concept, Ibel ieve, may
give the true meaning of experience.

To illustrate this second concept imagine atypical college student,
Jeff Carpenter. Jeff ’s home is in Plainview, Indiana, where he
spends the summer months employed by the Jackson Construction
Company as trucker. During the school year he attends Williams, a
liberal arts college in an adjoining state. Jeff has called Plainview
his home for as long as he can remember, and has been employed by
the Jacksons for approximately twelve months dur ing the past three
summer seasons, and is about to re-enter school as afirst semester
junior. When Jeff enrolls in school in the fall, he will have the con¬
cept of having been there continually for eighteen months or four
school terms, and each week he remains there will be added to this
previous period. Then when Jeff returns home during avacation he
iwil l have the concept of having been there for about nineteen years,
a n d t h a t t i m e c o n s u m e d i n s c h o o l w i l l l a p s e i n t o s p a c e . I n a l i k e
manner when he is re-employed the fol lowing spr ing as atrucker the
conception that he has been working there for acontinuous period of
time equal to twelve months will control his mind, and the time ex¬
hausted during the school year will be obliterated by the present.

If one prefers environment “a” to the environment at “b,” and is
situated in **.b,” there will be aconstant thought of “a” imtil he re¬
t u r n s t o t h a t e n v i r o n m e n t . T h i s t h o u g h t w i l l b e i n f u t u r e “ t e m p a ”
rather than past “tempa.” Naturally there will be reminiscence of
environment “a” which could be cal led past units, but, Ibel ieve, rem¬
iniscence is directed toward the present or the future for the individ¬
ual hopes to experience or re-experience the environments of “a” in
some manner, in dreams if not in reality.

Let us again take the student to illustrate. If Jeff prefers his life
at college to that which he has at home, he will, when at home, con¬
tinually think about college and returning. These thoughts will nat¬
urally be based on memories, but they will be in terms of again re¬
turning to school and being able to take part in the life of that in¬
stitution. The more enthusiastic Jeff is about returning to school, the
slower the time will pass when he is at home.

These thoughts of Jeff’s are in terms of the present and future,
rather than the past , ' for t ime is constant ly carry ing us a long as a
raging river sweeps an insignificant swimmer downstream. It is
hopeless for the tired swimmer to struggle toward the river’s source,
and neither can we move into the past and in reality miraculously re¬
create t ime and rel ive those unique moments and hours. Those past
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units of time are now carved deeply in our minds as knowledge and
experience,
need of the present by living the past over again in the unreal, or
hope again to experience the past in the future or to make their pres¬
ent dreams areality, and therefore their thoughts are constantly ex¬
p e c t a n t .

Dreamers either use these experiences to satisfy some

When Romeo and Juliet parted in the love scene of Shakespeare’s
play, they took with them many memories, but those
were directed toward the future when they would again be reunited.
If those same loved ones had parted knowing they would never again
share the love they held for each other, of what significance would
t h o s e m e m o r i e s h a v e b e e n t o t h e m ?

only in the unreal, for only there would they be reunited in love. In
Vergil’s Aeneid we read of the lover Aeneas who deserted Dido and
s e t s a i l f o r L a t i u m .

r e m i n i s c e n c e s

They would have significance

Dido had many precious memories, but they
meant nothing to her, for she would never again share them with her
beloved. After having lost all hope, in despair the lonely princess

Time can have meaning to us only in the
present and in the future, for the past has gone and is unable to re¬
t u r n .

s t a b b e d h e r s e l f t o d e a t h .

Fascinating? Yes, and also very strange and misleading. Time
is continually deceiving man’s mind. It may be likened' to afluid
which slips from one’s hand, and though he may try, man will never
quite grasp i t .
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Anaconda, 1951
l^ichard Andersen

D a s h i n g ,

L a s h i n g ,

W a t e r r u n n i n g d e e p

O v e r r i v e r b a n k , d i k e ,

And h ighway r ibboned
Countryside,
Through farms of athousand men,
Through c i t y and town,
Through store and street.
Through factory, packing houses,
A n d s a n c t u a r i e s o f p e a c e . . .

Through Kansas City
T h e r i v e r l u n g e s .

As ahungered snake
Devours i ts prey,
T h e A n a c o n d a

R u s h e s ,

C r u s h e s ,
A n d s w a l l o w s

A s i t v i o l e n t l y

Engu l fs i t s
City-clad banks.

T h e r i v e r fi l l e d w i t h

Days, weeks, amonth
Of rain spills over all
W i th i t s su rg ing to r ren t .
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T h e B o t t l e
Frank Jespersen

The coffee stung his pale lips he sipped it noisily at the greasy
counter. From the side, his body was twisted into an awkward look¬
ing “s,” his back bending over the counter, his trunk planted on the
tall, worn, black stool, and his feet, clad in battered brown shoes,
tucked beneath. His hat was an aged felt thing, drooping at the
frayed edges, and mashed carelessly down on his muddy black hair.
The waiter, in adirty white apron, was wiping the counter with a
gray rag and missing most of the spots where he shouldn’t have
missed. He spoke to the man with the coffee.

a s

We’re closin’ now, Mac.”

Igot eyes. Idan see you’re closing. Give me another cup of
c o f f e e .

“Sure, Mac, but hurry it up, will you? Iwant to get out of this
heap,” the voice returned, dry and sarcastic,
with the cup of coffee and pushed it in front of the

“ T h a n k s . ”

The man raised the coffee to his mouth with both hands, spilling
some on his gray sport coat, now much too small for him and ex¬
posing much of his shriveled wrists and forearms. His face twisted in
mild satisfaction as the hot liquid flawed down inside him. His
black smudges on his pinkish face, stared deeply into the cup.
hunched over the counter, letting his hair tumble down in front of
his beak nose, cupping and uncupping his hands around the coffee,
sucking in bits of air with anoisy grunt or two and looking
t i r e d .

The wai ter came back
m a n .

e y e s .
H e

● \

v e r y

The waiter with the fat face and' dirty apron switched out the
on sign that advertised the little limch shop and then took away the
man’s empty coffee cup. The man fumbled in his coat pocket, fished
out his antique looking purse, counted out five pennies, and then
threw in adull looking nickel. He walked out of the shop, his coat
sagging at his sides.

Outside it was raining. The man pulled his collar up tight around
his wrinkled bare neck, twisting his hat down low ovct his sallow
face. He shivered as the rain made polka dot designs on the thin
brown pants that bagged around his stubby legs and tumbled down

n e -
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over his shoes.- Turning his back on the bristling wind, he headed
into the dimly lighted street. He walked for blocks, not knowing
where, not caring, staring at the dark windows and tattered fronts of
stores and shops and brick fronts of towering departanent buildings.

Once he passed an exclusive club and paused amoment to listen
to the sporadic bursts of laughter that drifted out into the wet streefc
The doors burst open and light flooded the pavement. Two young
figures clad in evening dress rushed wildly out into the rain, makin;g
their way to acar nearby. The man noticed the girl. She was tall
and shapely, her skin, exposed and flattered 'by the yellow light from
inside, aflashing gold. Her laughter made her shake in asweet man¬
n e r, h e r b l a c k d r e s s l i k e a s p r a y o f d e e p b l u e v i o l e t s . S h e c l i m g
snugly to the boy ’s shou lder. . The man wondered why she d id not
have acoat on and remembered when he had gone sledding with
someone along t ime ago wearing only ashirt . He shivered again and
twisted his collar up tight against his neck; The couple had disap¬
peared into anearby car and the roar of the engine and sliding tires,
c o u p l e d w i t h h o a r s e s h o u t s a n d d r u m m i n g m u s i c f r o m i n s i d e t h e
club, made the night suddenly noisy for the man in the gray sport
coat . For a long t ime he s tood at the curb and watched the s t reet ,
see ing the car speed away, hear ing the de l ight fu l t ink le o f ag i r l i sh
laugh, and feeling very cold.

He shook himself and with astep painfully slow, ahead that had
se t t l ed down a lmos t be tween the rounded shou lde rs , s ta r t ed once
again down the street. The music trai led after him, as if unwil l ing to
leave his ears. He stopped beneath astreet lamp and looked about
him, staring at the naked streets and the deserted, dark show win¬
dows and store fronts. His eyes, opaque and cold, traced the spark¬
l ing r ivulets of water that raced down the washed street gutters. He
walked that way for awhi le, his head bent, looking dul ly at the wa¬
ter swirling and gliding over the. gray, rough cement, carrying bits of
p a p e r a n d c e l l o p h a n e w i t h i t . A b r u p t l y a c a r s w u n g a r o i m d t h e
corner, its headlights cutting through the misty veil of rain, its tires
groaning, >and its black paint flashing wet and sleek in the drizzle.
Adoo r opened and ab lu r r y -eyed youngs te r o f abou t fi f t een fl img a
b o t t l e i n t o t h e s t r e e t .

“Here, Pop, you can have the rest of it,” the voice said, and the
words were s lurred together and fo l lowed by ahowl of laughter, and
the bott le smashed in the gutter, splatter ing glass in every direct ion.
The man wi th the gray spor t coat had shrunk back toward the wal l
when he heard the smash of the whiskey bott le. Now he came for¬
ward and stared at the speck of ared tail l ight that was .being swal¬
lowed up by the n igh t . And bowing h is head , h is eyes fe l l on the
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b r o k e n r e m a i n s o f t h e b o t t l e , a n d h e w a t c h e d t h e w a t e r r u s h a r o u n d
i t , c a r r y l i t t l e c h u n k s o f g l a s s a w a y, s w i r l a n d c h u r n a g a i n s t t h e
jagged edges, and s lowly peel the wr ink led label f rom one s ide. He
wa tched i t as i t floa ted ga i l y away w i th t he da rk muddy wa te r. As
he turned to walk away, his t rousers, now drenched, c lung l ike sea¬
weed to his legs.

He mounted the stairs and pushed open the dark, paneled doors
and stepped into the warmness of the hal lway and looked about him
a n d f o u n d i t a l l t h e s a m e a n d k n e w h e w o u l d fi n d i t t h e s a m e . H e
lifted his yellow stained hands to his lips and breathed on them. He
could fa in t ly smel l l iquor. And he cursed h imsel f , and he heard the
h a u n t i n g l a u g h t e r o f a g i r l s o m e w h e r e f a r o f f . Tu r n i n g , h e s t a r e d
a t h i s u n s h a v e n , h o l l o w f a c e i n t h e m i r r o r. H e t r i e d t o s m i l e b u t
stopped when the black stubs of his remaining teeth glared back at
h i m . H e c o v e r e d h i s f a c e w i t h h i s h a n d s a n d h e a r d t h e s o u n d o f a b o t ¬

t l e sha t t e r i ng aga ins t acemen t wa l k somewhere f a r o f f . He l ooked
u p .

“We’ve been looking for you, Ambrose. Some of your fr iends said
y o u l e f t t h i s m o r n i n g a n d I m i s s e d y o u a t s e r v i c e s t o n i g h t ,
v o i c e s p o k e s m o o t h l y , w i t h a p r a c t i c e d e v e n n e s s ,
y o u , y o u ’ v e b e e n a w a y q u i t e a w h i l e .

“ I k n o w . F a t h e r B e c k e r , I k n o w . ’ ’ A n d t h e m a n i n t h e g r a y s p o r t
coat passed on down the hall, his steps echoing back to him and his
coat clinging to his rounded shoulders.

9 * T h e

W e ’ v e m i s s e d
t f
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ABit of Old Milwaukee

Joyce Hayek

It’s agood day, aina? Itol’ Venzel it vas yust too luffley to stay
in. He ain’t got der entusiasm Igot or he’d be out. So Ivas tinkin’
maybe you vou ld l i ke ava lk to go fe r m i t me . Yah , I taugh t maybe
y o u v o u l d . . . O f e r b y d e r d r u g s t o r e I c o u l d m e e t y o u fi r s t . Ya h , i n
t e n m i n u t e s o r s o .

Veil, Ivas beginnen’ to tink to git here you vould nefer make it.
Ach , I don ’ t va l k so f as t as vonce I vou ld ha f f e i de r, bu t de r pa r k
a in ’ t so fa r. Da t ’s va t I sed to Venze l , bu t on ly he sed , “N ien , fo r
vonce Iam not goin’ by der park mit you, Hildagaarde. Ihaff verk
t o d o . So Ised, “O.K. Venzel, I’ll get Clara, und you kin stay byf 9

d e r h o u s e . '

Der wreslin’, it vas perty good last night, aina? You didn’t see
it? Veil, dere vas dis von fellow, big und tall mit der light hair,
Tarzan Kovalski, der referee sed. Yah, he vas big, maybe ofer der
s i x f e e t . U n d d e r o d d e r f e l l o w , a l i t t l e s h o r t r u n t m i t o h , s o m u c h o f f
der hair on his chest—his name? Ach, Iforgit now—someting like
Rozmarnowski—it vas along von l ike dat, aina? My, but he vas ugly.
First, Itaught he vould beat dis Tarzan, but Ivatched. ..Nein, ve
don’t haff atelevision yet. Ve vent by Valter’s Inn, yust me und Ven¬
zel fer abeer or two—Yah, it iss so friendly dere, aina?

Veil, like Ivas sayin’ first, dis Tarzan grapped aholt off dis Rosie
guy, und den der tings sure did fly. Von vas on top off der von,
v o n m i n u t e o r d e r n e x t ,
u n d d e n v o n t i m e h e s t e p p e d r i g h t o n h i s s t o m a c h . — Ya h , I d o n ’ t
tink dat iss fair eider, but der referee, he didn’t say nodding, and dey
yust kept on like nodding had happened. Ididn’t see who von, but I
vas sure i t vou ld be dat Tarzan. Ach, Iha f f ne fer seen such aman.
Venzel said he hadn’t no schoolin’ nieder, und yust imagine as good
off fighter as he vas!

tNyah, it’s gettin’ abit shilly und Venzel von’t be startin' der vie-
ner schnitzel mit out me being dere, so best ve be leafin’ ...

I t vas svell off you to go mit me fer dis l i t t le valk. Maybe again
soon ve could take anodder, aina? Yah, vei l , auf viedersehen—

Tree t imes he t r ew h im ou t o f f de r r i ng ,
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Good-Night My Boy>
Hal Cole

I w a l k e d t o d a y
W h e r e y o u m i g h t h a v e ,
My son.
If you ^had lived.
I s a w

the graveyard o ld ,
the v ineyard g reen ,
the b lossoming p lums,
the church s t rong,
the shor t ma in s t ree t ,
t h e c i t y p a r k g a y.

I r e m e m b e r e d y o u .
M y s o n .
And you r fi r s t l ong pan t s—

y o u r c o n fi r m a t i o n ,
your h igh schoo l g radua t ion ,
y o u r e n g a g e m e n t ,
you r wedd ing ,
your first and only son.

I r e m e m b e r e d

our arguments,
our manly d iscussions,
the l i t t le loans,
the fam i l y ca r bo r rowed ,
love le t ters ,
r ings.

I w e e p i n h e a r t .
Ye t , I k n e w i t m u s t b e .
You have d ied,
(My son.
T h a t y o u r s o n
And the o ld genera t ions
M igh t l i ve on .
T h i s w a r w i l l e n d .
Perhaps another s tar t .
But you have g iven
T h e s u p r e m e —
Tha t f r eedom m igh t l i ve .

- %
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I r e m e m b e r e d y o u t o d a y,
M y s o n ,
A n d d e c i d e d I w o u l d t e l l y o u
Of my thoughts .
So good-night.
M y b o y.
Sleep wel l !

S leepyhead
0unnar Mengers

B o b s l i d d o w n s o t h a t h i s h e a d w a sThe pew was getting hard,
leaning against the back of it, and his knees pressed (against the
hymn book rack ahead. He looked across the aisle at old Mr. Knud-

The sun was shining through the stained glass windows on thes e n .

other side of the church, making the saliva on Mr. Knudsen’s lower
lip glisten. Bob was mildly interested in this for awhile, then looked
down at the floor. He counted eight floor boards from the base of
the pew to the aisle rug. Hoiw many were on the other side? He was
leaning over to count when his mother pulled him back.

He yawned louder than necessary, ran his eye up the wall, and
gazed at the hot air vents in the ceiling. He wondered how the work¬
men had put them in, with aladder from the inside or from the

Two of them were different from the others. They had linesr o o f ,

curving into the center from the edges, but the other two had straight
lines. Mayibe the workmen ran out of the one kind and had to use
t h e o t h e r .

His arm drooped over the end of the pew, and his fingers ran
over the carved design in the arm rest. It was the same shape as the
stained glass windows, even to the crooked lines that ran across the
pictures. His mother had told him that they were scenes from the
Bible. They did not look as real as the pictures he had in abook
he had gotten for his birthday. There were more of them, too.

He la id! h is head on his mother ’s lap. I t was even warmer and
cozier than his bed at home. He scratched his head on the bones of
her corset. The minister’s voice became blurred as he dozed off ...

3 7



AlfOut Oun. AutUo^
Last yea r ’s Lang land Award and the pub l i ca t i on o f apoem in a

national anthology are among the achievements of Elva Jensen. Among
her poems pub l i shed in the 1951 Sotoer, “Fu t i l i t y, ” was se lec ted to
appea r i n The Vo i ce o f Young Amer i ca . E l va , an Eng l i sh ma jo r, i s
the editor of the Dani^n this year. Background material for the
story “Mary El len” can be t raced to Cal i forn ia, which she. c la ims as
h e r h o m e s t a t e . A j u n i o r, E l v a i s a l s o a c t i v e i n t h e V i k i n g P l a y e r s
and choir, and is the chairman of th is year ’s exchange program.

H a l C o l e w a s o n e o f t h e t h r e e D a n a s t u d e n t s k i l l e d i n a n a u t o ¬
m o b i l e a c c i d e n t t h i s C h r i s t m a s v a c a t i o n . A s o p h o m o r e , H a l w a s a c ¬
tive in the Dana literary and dramatic activities. Also an English ma¬
jor, Hal was enthusiastic about the possibilities of the creative writing
class, which was organized the second semester. His poem, “Youth,
was writ ten last fal l . The 1951 Sower also publ ished several of Hal ’s
p o e m s .

U

One of the two f reshmen contr ibut ing to the Sower is Ruth Pe¬
dersen f rom Bla i r. She p lans eventual ly to become alaboratory tech-

Gunnar Mengers, the other freshman, is also from Blair.n i c i a n .

Ruth’s story and Gunnar ’s charming sketch were wri t ten for an Eng¬
l i s h c l a s s .

Classes and playing the cello in the Omaha and Sioux City Sym¬
phony Orchestras keep senior Juri Taht busy. An Estonian DP, Juri’s
story, “Freedom,” is autobiographical. Before entering Dana the sec¬
ond semester of the 1950-’51 school year, Juri attended aGerman con¬
servatory of music. Unless the army interferes Juri is planning to
e n t e r t h e E a s t m a n S c h o o l o f M u s i c a f t e r g r a d u a t i o n .

The Kansas C i ty, Missour i , flood gave D ick Andersen v iv id ma¬
te r i a l f o r h i s poem, “Anaconda . ” D i ck , a j un i o r, has w r i t t en a r t i c l es
for the last two annual issues of the Christmas Chimes and has also
assisted with the publication of the recent Dana publicity booklets. An
English major and amember of 'the creative writing class, Dick is on
t h e H e r m e s s t a f f t h i s y e a r .

Mark Thomsen , a jun io r who i s amathemat i cs and phys ica l edu -
Mark i s an ou ts tand ingcat ion major, wro te the essay, “De lus ion,

a t h l e t e i n f o o t b a l l a n d t r a c k .

Joyce Hayek claims it really is adistinctive Milwaukee accent she
'A Bit of Old Milwaukee,” and she’s the authority on that, foru s e s i n

Joyce lives near Milwaukee. She is ajunior, aphysical education ma-
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joy, and atransfer student from Wisconsin State Teachers College in
Milwaukee. Joyce is another member of the creative writing class.

Sophomore Frank Jespersen finds time for both art and creative
writing, and proves it by doing the illustration for his poem,

Frank plans eventually to attend an art school.
I t

S h i n e s U n n o t i c e d .
Amember of the creative writing class, he has also contributed to the

Versatile Fi-ank is an active member of the Viking Play-1951 Sower.
ers and was the winner of this year’s oratorical contest.

Another English major, Ann Harms is next year’s Sower editor.
Her aim for the two companion poems, “Textile” and “Winter’s Tree”
is to paint landscapes with words, using their sounds and’ the images
they suggest. Ann is asophomore and atransfer student from Wart-
burg College. She has had another story published in aspecial issue
of the Wartburg literary magazine this year. Ann is amember of
the creative writing class and is on the Douian, Hermes and Sower
s t a f f s .

^nj04ft tUe,

The theme of death and eternity and of the individual’s relation¬
ship with God is prevalent in much of the material that was submit¬
ted to the Sower this year. Perhaps the events which have transpired
during the year have brought this emphasis, or it may have occurred
because of the uncertainty in which we live in our day.

The youth of today has been called the silent generation,
be silent, but this magazine shows that we are thinking.

W e

A n dm a y

thoughts can be more important than empty words.
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