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A S o w e r W e n t F o r t h

It was in the spring of 1942 that the first printed an¬
thology of student creative writing appeared at Dana Col¬
lege. Joseph Langland, instructor in English at the college,
conducted acourse in writing during that school year. There
were stimulating and informal sessions of the class in ador¬
mitory lounge. Langland, himself aMidwesterner, opened
our eyes to the land about us, and, whether we came from
the Pacific or the Atlantic coast or from the Central Plains,
we saw here land and people to be known, to be loved, to be
subjects of our writing.

There was along discussion before the name The Sower
was chosen, but it was finally agreed that the denotations
and connotations of that name expressed all that the new
publication was to mean. In making use of Nebraska’s Sower
symbol, there was areference to Dana’s home state. There
was aBiblical overtone: “A sower went forth to sow.” Here
was an opportunity for young artists to sow the seed of their
ideas.

And while he was here, Joseph Langland sowed ideas. I
was one who might not today be teaching had it not been
for his inspiration. Langland, aprofessor of English at the
University of Wyoming, was given the Amy Lowell Award
in 1955 and spent last year in Italy. Upon his return his book
of poetry. The Green Town, was published. As he has done
since 1948, again this year he has presented awards to Dana’s
best writers.

Iwish to express the gratitude of all who have had apart
in creating the 1957 Sower to our poet friend for past en¬
couragement and continued interest.

N o r m a n C . B a n s e n .
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He Called His Name Noah

Tom Langenfeld
“And Lamech lived ahundred and two years, and begat

a s o n : A n d h e c a l l e d h i s n a m e N o a h . .
The neighbors said there was something unnatural about

the whole thing, and perhaps Lamech believed alittle too
muoh of what they said. He wai ted several days before
he went in to see his newly ibom son. When he entered
the room, his brow was furrowed with worry and the sweat
r a n m r i v u l e t s b e n e a t h h i s r o b e .

When he saw the boy, he relaxed. He looks l ike me,
he though t . N i ce b lack ha i r . . . b rown eyes . He s tud ied
the sli^tly wrinkled, slightly pink form for afew minutes.

His wife smiled up at him from the bed. “He’s apretty
baby, isn’t he?”

“Yes, my darling, he is,” Lamech agi*eed. ‘^He looks a
'little like me, Ithink.”

“Noah, say hello to your father.” She beamed down
on the tiny swaddled form next to her. Lamech diuckled
indulgently.

The infant s t i r red and ^ i led. “Hel lo, ” i t sa id. I ts
voice was high and quavering.

“He speaks as well as Ican,” said the mother, Rowing
with pride.

Lamech turned pale and mumbled something about not
feeling very well before he hurried out of the room.

He sat propped against atree for along time thinking
about the events of the past several days. It had all
begun the night Noah was bom. There had been astorm
and an earthqu^e, the worst Lamech could remember.
I t w a s a l m o s t a s i f N o a h ’ s b i r t h c a m e a s a c l i m a x t o s o m e
celestial upheaval, for the countryside had been besieged
by severe storms for aperiod of 40 days before Noah’s
birth. Since that night, the weather had been marvellously
c l e a r a n d f a i r .

Bu t the s to rm and the ear thquake were m inor com¬
pared to something else Lamech encountered that night.
He was hurrying homeward after hearing that the time
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for his son’s birth was near. As he came over the gentle
rise that separated the house from the pasture, running
along the path he had made during many such journeys,
he was greeted by asight that made him stop short.

From the windows of the house came apale green-
tinted glow, shimmering and dancing indistinctly from
somewhere within the ancient rough-hewn
amoment, the phosphorescence left
flickered along the edge of the roof, then faded
the rain began to fall.

s t r u c t u r e . F o r
t h e w i n d o w s a n d

a w a y a s

Lamech had been badly shaken by the phenomenon-
shaken enough so that he had been afraid to look
his mysterious son

u p o n

until today. And then, the diild spoke!
Less than aweek old and already he could speak.

Lamech pressed his head ibetween his hands,
could be no doubt. He was not the father,
w a s n o h u m a n .

T h e r e
N o a h ’ s f a t h e r

What son of mam could speak at birth?
And would an ordinary child receive the terrible homage
of the elements as Noah had? The neighbors had seen the
strange display of lights within the house and had trembled
in terror during the storm and quake. They whispered
that he was not the father, and Lamech was indimed to
agree. Perhaps, as one had said, the father was an angel.

Later he went to has wife. He wanted to be firm and
harsh, but he was really arather gentle person, so he began
his rebuke gently.

“I don’t exactly know how to say this,” he ventured.
“What is it, Lmnech?” she asked,

porridge again this morning?”
“Oh, no dear,” he said, “I managed fine. Don’t worry

about me. Iwant you to take it real easy until you’ve got
all your strength back.” He had forgotten his suspicion
for amoment in the warmth of his wife’s concern.

“ Yo u ’ r e v e r y s w e e t . ” S h e l o o k e d d o w n a t N o a h . “ I
hope you’ll grow up to be an angel like your father,” she
m u r m u r e d .

At this, Lamech’s face took on an ashen cast. He sat
down on the edge of the bed. “Why? Why has this been
v i s i t e d u p o n m e ? H o w c a n I d e a l w i t h a w i f e w h o h a s
had an affair with an ange^l!”

“Lamech, what on earth are you saying? Ionly meant
t h a t . . . ”

Did you burn your

‘Oh dishonorable woman! Do you deny that I’m not
2



t h e c h i l d ’ s f a t h e r . . . t h a t i t s f a t h e r . . . t h a t i t s f a t h e r
is ... is an angel?

I . . . .6 1

This is hardly anormal child,” he continued. Lamech
N o r m ^

U

could become quite eloquent once he got going,
children can’t even say ‘googoo’ at his age. How old is he
for goodness’ sake?”

Ahigh->pitched voice came from the mother’s side,
cou ld I be? Fou r days . . . fi ve?

Silence,” quavered Lamech, unintentionally imitating the
Silence, Imean,” he quickly repeated an

U

6 6W h a t

6 6

6 6c h i l d ’ s t o n e ,

octave lower. There was an embarrassing pause. He looked
hard at his wife. “Well?

She covered her eyes with the blanket. “No, my love,
she sobbed. “No, no ... Idon’t even know any angels.

Lamech stomped out of the room, deciding to pay avisit
to his father, Methuselah. At 369 years, Methuselah was
187 years older than Lamech and would be better able to
deal with the situation objectively.

Methuselah listened carefully to his son’s problem, as he
had been listening to Lamech’s problems for the better part
of two centuries. “I’ve always thought of your wife as a

he said when Lamech had finished, “and the

> 5

fine person,
things you’re saying are pretty serious.

But the earthquake and the stomi ...and the lights ...
And the little urchin’s vocabulary. There is something

strange here, all right. I’ll tell you what. I’ll discuss this
with your great-grandfather Jared and see what he thinks.
He’s been around for along time, Lam.

As Lamech left Methuselah he noticed for the first time

> »

> »( (

( (

that his father was beginning to look old.
The next day, Methuselah sent for Lamech.

waiting outside the house when his son arrived.
You look tired, my boy.
Didn’t sleep much last night.
Worrying about this whole business, eh?

put an arm aroimd 'him.
Well, yes, partly ...but it was mostly that kid’s wailing.

Iti i ink I’d rather have him talk.
You kept me awake more than one night, young man.
Isuppose, but Icouldn’t have been as bad as Noah.

It’s funny, he jtist can’t stand to be wet, not even for a

H e w a s

} 76 6

7 fU

M e t h u s e l a h> 1< (

6 6

7 7
6 6

6 6

7 7

m o m e n t .
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Well, come into the house, Lam. Jared was pretty
perturbed about the whole thing and had decided to call all
the fathers together.”
●Gathered around the dining room table were Jared, his

father Mahalalel, and Mahalalel’s father, Kenan.
598, Mahalalel 741, and Kenan 811. Because of his seniority,
Kenan served as chairman at this type of meeting. Generally
the meetings got alittle out of hand because the
would always get started on

J a r e d w a s

g r o u p
adiscussion of the “old days,”

and since everyone had so many old days to talk about,
the discussions often continued for hours,
old days were so old that the details were hard to remember,
making for frequent pauses to insure the accuracy of some
recollection of several centuries past.

Finally, however, the gentlemen got to work on Lamech’s
problem. Jared thought the child should be examined for
the presence of wings. “If he has wings there can’t be
much doubt about it,” said Jared. This met with the approval
of all but Kenan who reminded the group that there
no definite proof that angels had wings in the first place.

Mahalalel thought the child should be dropped off a
nearby cliff. “If the child’s part angel that would

Some o f the

w a s

p r o v e
it, for certainly an angel is immortal and wouldn’t be hurt
by such adrop,” he said.

This sounded good to everyone but Kenan who pointed
out that this would be fine if the baby were really an
angel, but it might be alittle hard on it if it were indeed
Lamech’s flesh and blood. Mahalalel blushed when he
saw his error and hastily withdrew his suggestion. There
were some sly remarks made about fallen angels and then
all turned to Kenan because no one could think of asound
solution to the problem.

Kenan appeared to be deep in thought. After several
minutes, however, it became apparent that he had fallen
asleep. Mahalalel tactfully woke him up with agentle
tug on the beard.

Kenan paused to collect his thoughts and then, with all
the dignity 'his 811 years had given him, he rose to give
his opinion on the matter.

“You say the child is capable of talking, Lamech?”
“Yes , Kenan , i t ’ s f r i gh ten ing the way he ta l ks . Las t

night, for instance, he kept asking his mother if thou^t
his basket would float. Very strange.”
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“Uncanny,” said Jared.
“Incredible,” said M^alalel.
“If the child can speak,'

a s k h i m . a b o u t i t ? ”

The wisdom of the plan was obvious and the whole group
hurried to Lamech’s hoiise to see what the child would say.
Lamech entered the bedroom with his four relatives dose

His wife greeted the guests warmly, but she cast
aseries of apprehensive glances at her husband.

L a m e c h w a l k e d o v e r t o t h e b e d .

The infant stirred and smiled. “Hello, Father,” it said.
“And Lamech lived after he begat Noah five hundred

ninety and five years, and begat sons and daughters,”

said Kenan, “then why not

b e h i n d .

Interrupted Performance
Marilyn Ward

Myriads of snowflakes dancing,
pirouetting in the air;

Crystalline and opaque mixture
is apparent ever5rwhere.

©riving wind destroys the ballet;
dancers steal each others parts.

Twirling, swirling, whirl together-
an impromptu measiire starts.

Unrehearsed, the dance continues.
Stagehands enter this new phase.

A u d i e n c e s t a r e s b e h i n d c l o s e d w i n d o w s -
is prepared to watch for days.

Violence is gaming power;
wayward wind has ruined the play.

Director ’s orders to disperse
are obeyed without delay.
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Occupation
Harry Landbo

Ray stepped lightly over the apron of barbed wire and
sauntered down the little hill about forty feet. He stopped,
sighed, then sat down and leaned back against the nearest
tree. He dropped his head and shut his eyes. Soon he raised
his head and looked around. Funny, he thought, how he
always read books and maga2ines and wrote letters in his
off-duty hours to keep so busy he never had time to relax
and get bored. But today that didn’t work. So finally he
jiust started walking and came to this hill. Sunday after¬
noon was the worst time of the week in Korea, aslow
time, the worst day in each tedious week of occupation.

He saw where trees had grown in arow, but only every
fourth one had been allowed to stand. Tlhe others had been
cut from four to twelve inches above the ground, probably
to fit into someone’s battle plan. He couldn’t help but
wonder who had cut these trees because each stump
d^erent; some were flat on top, some were jagged, and
some had been split after the tree was cut. He felt sorry
for the stumps, sorry that they had not been allowed to
grow as their fellows had.

Afly came to rest on atwig acouple of feet away,
seeming to smell the twig as if certain there was food
for him somewhere on i t or in i t . He had str ipes on his
back, gold and black stripes which made him look like a
tiger fly. But he was no bigger than an ordinary housefly.
Ray tried to look closer, but the fly left when he saw that
big head staring at him.

“Where can all these dead twigs have come from?
w o n d e r e d ,
these be left from several years ago when the great tree¬
cutting took place?”

He got asurprise as he pulled aleaf off aplant he was
sitting by and smehed it. 'Mint! He tasted it. It tasted
dry and sandy, but it was mint. He hadn’t seen mint leaves
since he had played in the vacant lot next to his home in
Chicago where the strong-smelling plants grew in thick
clusters. Here the four plants he saw were spread over a
ci rc le about one yard in d iameter. They were smal l and

w a s

R a y
‘Are there branches dying all the time or can
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sickly looking, aseasick green in color. They looked too
weak to even try to last through the coming winter, much
less try to reproduce for new plants the next spring.

Ared ant crawled onto anearby board as Ray thought
about the mint leaves. Ray picked up the board and held
it out flat and watched as the ant tried to figure away to
get down. He kept turning the board over so the ant had
to walk upside down making sure he kept at least three of
his feet holding tight. Ray wished he could walk upside
down on some ceiling. What could alone ant be doing
out when he should be working, or do ants have days off
jiust like we do? Or could he be ascout from anearby
camp? Soon Ray tired of 'his game and threw the board
a w a y .

iHe looked back at the ground and stared as he saw a
leaf from aprevious year with ablade of grass growing
right through it. The grass must have had asharp point
to poke through its blanket and continue to grow.

Ray glanced toward acluster of bushes about twenty
feet away and noticed that they were interspersed with
brown and white cans, the remains of aparty some former
occupants of these hills had enjoyed with contraband from
the beer hall. He thought about the incongruity of beer
cans in bushes in Korea. It seemed too much like home in
aplace that wasn’t home.

His eyes wandered to the tree stumps again where only
every fourth one had atree attached to it, trunks that now
spread branches to aheight of 25-30 feet. There were only
two colors to the leaves, yellow and green. Ray thought
they didn’t blend well at all with the blue sky background.
He got to wondering if more than one out of four guys
had left Korea in one piece during the war. No matter
how much he hated being here now, he 'knew he was lucky
because no one was shooting at him. That had ended two
years before.

His eye caught abutterfly, ayellow one, boimcing on the
breeze. Ray wished it would come and rest by him for
aminute, but it flitted on. ‘T’d better flit, too,” he decided,
“back to reality and monotony.”

He got up, stretched, and returned up the hill and over
the ba r r ie r o f ba rbed w i re , back to the books and the
l e t t e r s .
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October Woods
John Klug

Wrinkled trees

crowding smootih skinned theirs,
filtering the sun,
whispering,
sighing,
some fallen,
arms entwined around abrother,
silent witnesses of God’s wrath,
quietness disturbed,
growth disrupted.

Spangled leaves
escaped from Van Gogh’s palette,
crisp,
fragile,
colored flakes preceding their white brothers,
flu t te r ing ,
twist ing,
falling downward to the dry earth,
m e s s e n g e r s

announcing fall,
preparing acushion,
earth’s first carpet.

The dark ground
freckled by the sun,
amin ia tu re j ung le
moulded blindly,
twisted twigs,
crumbled leaves,
hindering struggling ants,
nature’s mountain climbers,
hiding shriU shouting crickets,
October politicans.

Ad ry c reek bed
expectantly waiting for the water

that never comes;
waiting to be washed.
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Spiderwebs
stretched between trees,
rainbows of the forest
sparkling in the bright morning,
enfolding insects in their color
trapping fallen leaves.

Asun soaked glade
releasing springing locusts,
always seeking,
never finding,
darting moths;
ye l low,
brown,
white,
all intermingling,
g a y ,

inquisit ive,
darting,
playing tag,
hiding an the shadows,
ithe diadows of the woods,
hushed woods,
e t e r n a l w o o d s

waiting for the seasons,
always waiting,
d a r k b o d i e s
stretching toward the sky.
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Your Move

Charles Jorgenson
Sam moved out his pawn and looked up at 'his partner

as the two began their daily game of diess.
Jake,” he said, and he was hoping, willing inside himself
that this would be the time, this would be the game that he
would finally defeat this monster that sat across from him.

Sam and Jake had been together for fifteen years now.
Sam could still remember the night Jake had come. It was
acold November evening when there was ascratching at
the door. Sam went to investigate, let the mangy looking
fellow in, and Jake had been with him ever since. The two
went on long walks together, ate their meals together, and
Sam had even fixed abed by the stove for Jake. All that
Sam asked in return was alittle companiondiip during his
remaining years on eardi.

But since the two had decided ei^t years ago to take
up the game of chess as apastime, Sam had not won a
game, and winning now had become an obsession with him.
Each new game that they began was to be the game, but it
had never been so. Each new game begun was anew chal¬
lenge, and each defeat angered Sam alittle more until he
looked forward to the daily game with amixture of hate,
enthusiasm, cynicism, and determination.

Jake now in turn moved out his pawn, and the game was
under way. Both players sat and studied the board, deliber¬
ating each move before it was made. The silence that the
two kept had become part of their strategy and the psycho¬
logical effect that it had on each was wearing on their
n e r v e s .

As the game progressed, Sam’s eyes began to twinkle as
he thought he saw the possibility of putting Jake’s king in
checkmate, and thereby winning the game. Each move of
the chessmen caused Sam’s eyes to brighten alitt le more
and Jake began to burst forth with such expressions as
"Wowf , ” and “Ar r rgh , ”

Now the game was coming down to the wire and Sam
was moving. The twinkle in his eye had changed to an evil
gleam, and he was becoming impatient as Jake seemed to
take much too long between plays in the determination

' Y o u r m o v e
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of his next move. But what was this? Something Sam had
not noticed before. With acouple of jumps of his queen,
Jake had Sam’s king cornered and had again beaten him.
Sam slammed his fist down on the board, scat ter ing the
chessmen all over the floor. As Jake growled alittle, Sam
seemed to ask the whole world, “Will Iever beat this damn
dog?”

● - I t

Jo. Baasch



IKnow aCity
Harry Landbo

I k n o w a c i t y —
One whose buildings rise high,
Monumen ts to ag rea t t own
And its people.

This city has millionaires’ mansions,
And shacks and fire-traps that house
D r u n k a r d s a n d t h e d e s t i t u t e —
The forgotten people.

To scxme, this city is an Ogre;
To others, i t is Opportunity.
For some, the sim is always shining here;
For others, it never shines.

Alongside this city is alake
W h i c h —
Knowingly or unknowingly—
Is amirror of the city’s inhabitants.

At times the lake fumes,
Showing anger, disgust, disappointment by its
Rising and fall ing
And throwing itself at piers and rocks and

buildings

And, in contrast,
At times it reflects happiness,
'Lying peacefully,
Welcoming swimmers and fishermen.

At times the lake must be controlled,
Like society’s lawbreakers.
In ways the lake controls.
As politicians and labor bosses do.

This city is my home.
And Iknow its monuments and mirror.
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Clickety-Click
MarilynWard

Clickety-click. Clickety-cliok. The keys made amonot¬
onous soimd as they recorded letters to form words from
the brain of the momstrous machine. Day after day after
day, the machine droned on.

Tom looked apprehensively at the giant form before
h i m . “ M o n s t e r . . . a l m o s t h u m a n . . . s o m e d a y . . . ” T h e n
he walked on. Olickety-cliok. It unceasftn^y recorded
i t s i d e a s f o r m a n k i n d t o u s e — o r m i s u s e .

The sun set shortly after Tom left, leaving the room dark
except for an occasional spark from the intricate medianism
of Gertrude, as the brain was nick-named by the few men
who were destined to spend their lives watching her every
movement and caring for her.

The night watchman passed, pausing amoment to glance
i n G e r t r u d e ’s d i r e c t i o n . C l i c k e t y - c l i c k . A m e s s a g e . . . a
message ...but he continued on, never lootking back ...

When morning came, Tom returned to Gertrude. He fed
her the morning diet of formulae and news. Gertrude picked
up speed. Clickety-clickety-cliok. Tom grimaced and walked
a w a y .

The daily ritual of checking each of the many buttons
on Gertrude’s enormous sides kept Tom busy during the
rest of the day. Occasionally as he went about 'his task he
m u t t e r e d a l i t t l e v e r s e w h i c h ' h e h a d l e a r n e d f r o m s o m e o f

his predecessors: “Little bits of formiula, tiny drops of oil,
make the mighty Gertrude work—work that we may toil.”
Occasionally he made up his own version of the phrase—
depending upon how he felt. Today he didn’t seem to care
about Gertrude; his mind was occupied with other things.

Adjust abutton here . . .easy Gertrude .. . i t won’t
b e l o n g n o w . .
happily along—if amachine can hum happily. Tom’s agile
fingers mechanically checked every nut and bolt, expertly
d e t e r m i n i n g w h e t h e r a n e w o n e w a s n e e d e d . Ye a r s o f
experience had made him an expert at his job—Gertrude’s
chief care-taker (or slave, as the men dubbed him). Tom
took their teasing and remarks with asly grin and ashrug
of his shoulders. They just didn’t 'know Gertrude as he did'—

H

C l i c k e t y - c l i o k . G e r t r u d e h u m m e d
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the monster machine. Yet he couldn’t let them know how
he fe l t . Not yet . C l ickety-c l ick .

“Qu ie t Ger t rude . . .Easy Ger t rude . . . con founded
machine ...” Tom jumped as the door to the huge room
opened unexpectedly. “Come on, Tom. It’s time for that
coffee break!” Tom hurried down from his perch near the
top of Gertrude’s massive iron sides, glancing at his watch
as he hit the bottom. “Morning ...going fast.” He nearly
ran to catch up with his co-worker. He hastened more than
was necessary to get where he was going. Little would have
changed if he had taken ten minutes to climb down from his
precarious perch.

“Boy! She sure is running smooth today! What have you
been doing, feeding her vitamin pills?” The two walked
out together kidding about Gertrude. Clickety-click. Ger¬
trude’s mechanism kept on running—recording, filing, sorting,
and expelling information that man thought he needed.

When Tom returned she was re leas ing in format ion at
random, having dealt with the formulae which had been
given to her earlier that day. “You need abreak, too.
Don’t you?” Tom ^oke aloud to the machine, ahabit he
had picked up through years of association with her. “Well,
try this for taste!” He jammed afew reams of paper into
the proper opening. Clickety-clickety-click. Gertrude gob¬
bled the printed sheets. Tom laughed aloud. “You must
really enjoy those, don’t you?” He paused as though
expecting Gertrude to answer him.
how you enjoy what I’m preparing!
desk in the one empty comer of the room and bent his head

few papers and books. Clickety-click. Gertrude’s

‘ J u s t w a i t . W e ’ l l s e e
H e t u r n e d t o h i s1 ”

o v e r a

keys typed on.
Hours later the hum of the machine quieted somewhat

and Tom rose from his desk to feed the gaping mouth more
‘What is the condition of the world today youp a p e r ,

know-it-all? ...Even Iknow that everything’s going along
remarkably well ...Your job is to find out if anything will

..But why don’t you? ...You’re getting oldg o w r o n g .
Gertrude, getting old ...300 years is along time even for
a m a c h i n e l i k e y o u .
angry with me, Gertrude—^with your brain you should know
Ispeak the truth.” His voice echoed abit from the walls of
the dreary room to Gertrude’s gray iron sides. He watched
●the machine as it automatically began to deal with the

Clickety-clickety-click. “Don’t get

1 4



m a t e r i a l h e h a d j u s t s t u f f e d i n t o i t . “ H m p h . . To m
returned to his desk muttering to himself. “Some day ...
Some day ..And so the time passed.

That night when all was quiet except for Gertrude’s
steady clickety-click, clickety-click, afigure stole quietly
into the room. Abimdie of papers bulged the s ides of a
brief-case which hung at the figure’s side. Quickly the shape
ai^roached the giant machine. With unhesitating move¬
ments the brief-case was emptied and the papers placed
within the opening of Gertrude’s form. Clickety-clickety-
cl ick. The night watchman appeared in the doorway; the
figure sank into the diadows. “Good-night, Gertrude.”
The watchman, too, had the habit of regarding Gertrude as
almost human. Clickety-click. The keys clicked out the
answers to what the papers had contained. “Thank you,
Gertrude! You despicable creation!” The voice had a
familiarity that even Gertrude would have recognized—
had she been able to hear.

“ J u s t w h a t I w a n t e d t o k n o w . To m o r r o w w e c a n s e i z e
power! Tomorrow is the day! Do you hear Gertrude?
Soon these nights will not have been in vain! Soon, Ger¬
t rude! Soon!” C l ickety-c l ick . The 'figure d isappeared
through the way it came. All night Gertrude clicked on.
Her gears never missed. Her keys never paused. Clickety-
c l i c k .

Morning brought Tom and the same ritual—^feed her
formulae, check the mechanism. But today his attitude
seemed changed. He actually smiled as he glanced her way.
Cl ickety-cl ick.

“Did you have arestful night Gertrude? ...I’m glad
... Ihad agood nighrt Gertrude ... agood night.” ...
The morning passed with httle incident, although Tom
occasionally glanced at Gertrude and mumbled “Soon now,
G e r t r u d e ! . . . S o o n ! . .

That afternoon Tom suddenly rose from his deck and
r a n t o t h e d o o r . . . T h e t i m e h a d c o m e . H e c o u l d f e e l
it ...He shut the door, leaving himself completely alone
with Gertnude ...Already he could hear the drone of the
approaching space ships ...“Do you hear them, Gertrude?
Do you know they’re coming? .,.You helped bring them
Gertrude. You and your intelligent brain ...Did you know
that too?” ...Tom larughed an insane laugh ...while all
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the time his mind was clicking as though it too were
m e c h a n i c a l .

“One more question, Gertrude. One more question before I
leave you and join my fellows”—He stuffed asheet of paper
into Gertrude’s mouth. “This is asimple question old girl—
answer me quickly.” ...cl ickety-click ...The answer to
Tom’s question rolled smoothly onto the roller tape at the
end of the l ine.

Tom eagerly picked up the tape to read the answer ...
Even as his eyes widened in horror at the reply he heard
the click of military heels in the hall ...saw the door open
...turning to Gertrude he screamed, “You betrayed me!” ...

The shot was direct to his heart ...Clickety-cl ick.
C l i c k e t y - c l i d c . . . .

God's Frustrat ion
John Klug

Heavens are darkening.
Clouds are mingling.
Wet flakes dancing
To w a r d t h e e a r t h b e l o w.
Winds are rising,
Clouds are bursting,
Blanketing the arid earth

w i t h s n o w .

Farmers’ windbumed faces smHing,
The Creator had been listening.
Wheels churning,
City men ctirsing,
Tempers flaring,
Eyes glaring,
Children laughing, eyes aglow.

Looking on his fresh white earth,
God throws his arms up in tfrustratdon.
“Hothing Ido makes all men happy.
He mutters, as he looks ibelow.
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Yes, Dear
John Klug

The 'boat rocked gently as Mr. Geeny once again dropped
t h i s l i n e i n t o t h e w a t e r . A c o n t e n t e d a n i l e l i g h t e d h i s
careworn face as he wattled the red cork bobbing against
the small waves caused 'by the slight motion of the 'boat. His
small, middleaged body seemed to quiver with delight with'in
'Hs red checked jacket. This was the life, he thought. He
looked forward to these Saturday afternoons. No more work
in the freight office until Monday morning and his wife, who
hated anything to do with fish, wasn’t around nagging at
him. There was nothing to disturb him out here except
the cool spring breeze, which was gently ruffling his thinning
hair, and the timid creaking of the oarlocks keeping time to
the slow motion of the boat.

His thoughts were interrupted as ithe red cork suddenly
went imder the water and his bamboo pole doubled almost
to the verge of breaking. Mr. Geeny pulled with all his
strength but -the pole didn’t budge an inch. In fact, the tip
of i t was now in the water. He couldn’t let this one get
away. This would stop those hecklers at the office, 'he thought
as he let go of the pole and almost capsized the boat in 'his
excitement. He grabbed the fisMine itself, gave it atre¬
mendous tug and managed to wrap -the end around the
oar lock. He pul led the l ine in hand over hand and saw
with dianay that the hook had only become entangled in
what appeared to be some ye l low co lored seaweed. He
almost broke out into tears of vexation as 'he plunged 'his
hand into the water and tugged furioudy at the yellow mass
in an attempt to free his hook.

Asecond later his face paled with fear and he started
as if to go over the other side of the boat as awhite hand
followed by aslender arm clasped the wrist of the hand
pulling on the seaweed. He fell 'backward in afaint and the
hand and arm together with awhite body came following
a f t e r h i m .

"When Mr. Geeny recovered he saw what appeared to
be alender, young, beautiful woman sitting in the bow c£
the boat . He p inched h imse l f and looked aga in . Why i t
isn’t awoman, he thought as he looked down at where her
legs should be, it’s one of those ...those ...why it’s a
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mermaid. Iju-just bumped m-my head when Ifell. I-I-I’m
just seeing things. I’ll ju-just turn my back on it and con¬
tinue fishing. Why, before Iknow it, it’ll be gone and I’ll
have agood laugh on myself.

However, before Mr. Geeny even got his worm on the
hook, soft, white arms entwined him from behind and gentle
fingers ran through his hair. Beads of sweat broke out
on h i s f o rehead . Th i s j us t i sn ’ t happen ing ,
happen to Saturday afternoon fi^ermen. What will my
wife think? Iwould be the laughing stock of the office
●if Itold them astory like this. I’m dreaming. I’ll wake
up soon. My imagination, my imagination, that’s all, just
my imagination. No one is kissing me on the back of the
neck. I’m dreaming, that’s all, just dreaming.

Mr. Geeny put the oars in their oarlocks and hurriedly
began rowing for shore and the safety of his automobile. By
the time Iget to shore it will be gone. Mermaids just
didn’t happen. But when Mr. Geeny got to shore, she
wasn’t gone. Her big blue eyes looked at him with loving
tenderness while his frightened brown eyes looked back at
he r w i th u t te r d i smay. He rubbed h i s eyes and l ooked
again. She was still there. He sighed in resignation, picked
her up in his arms and set her in the back seat of the car. He
broke out in amischievous boyish laughter and said to
himself, “Well, Iguess she would be sort of nice to have
around.” Mr. Geeny’s heart was melting.

Monday afternoon foimd Mrs. Geeny’s imposing figure
sitting in the kitchen nervously biting her finger nails. It
was the first time in her thirty years of marriage that she
felt she was losing control of herself, her household and,
most of all, her husband Timothy. Everything seemed to
be going wrong. Her washtub was missing, she couldn’t
find the key to the cellar door, and she was hearing the
strangest noises down there at night ...Like someone
taking abath. To top it all off there was that husband of
hers. He used to be such aquiet, timid thing until he
came back from fishing Saturday. Now he was forever
smiling mysteriously to himself and continually humming
u n d e r h i s b r e a t h .

He has been carrying on in the strangest way. He is
forever piddling around in the basement. Whatever was he
going to do with that ten pounds of fish he ordered? Why
we don’t even have any fish. She wouldn’t even have known
about it if she hadn’t peeked into the package after it had been

I t d o e s n ’ t
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delivered. That wasn’t bad enou^ but he called from the
office today to tell her he would be late for supper because
he was taking swimming lessons at the Y.M.C.A
his age, too. Who did he think he was kidding? Timothy
was going to have some tall explaining to do when' he came
home. He was over an hour late already.

Suddenly the front door opened and Mr. Geeny came
bustling into the kitchen. “Hello, dear,” he said, “You’re
looking fine.”

“Timothy, where have you been?”
“Sw imming . ”
“Don’t lie to me, you beast. You’ve been out with the

boys again. Come here and let me smell your breath.”
“Now dear, you know you’ve never let me go out with

the -boys. Did apackage come for me?”
“It’s in the back hall and will you explain why ...”
“Excuse me, dear, Ihave to go into the basement for a

A t

I

I

m i n u t e . '
Mrs. Geeny“Come back here and answer my question.'

shook her head in exasperation. Why Timothy had never been
this bold before. The nerve of him, leaving her like this.
What? ...she’d swear she heard the cellar door open. She’d
just tiptoe down the stairs and get to the bottom of this
affair once and for all.

As Mrs. Geeny entered the basement, she nodded her
head in satisfaction. She was right. It was the cellar door
she had heard open. It was Timothy who had the key. Well,
she would just rush in and end this monkey business all
together.

Mrs. Geeny tiptoed across the basement floor toward the
cellar door. She pushed her bulky figure into the darkened
cellar and let out ashriek as she tripped over the tuib of
water her husband was leaning over. The contents of the tub
went cascading over the -basement floor toward the open
sewer near :the washing machine. Mr. Geeny stepped over
his wife and out of the cellar in time to see ascaled tail
give alast flick as it disappeared down the opening.

“Timothy, you beast, you tried to drown me. Do you
hear me? Help me up. Oh, wait until Iget my hands
on you. -Come back here, you coward.”

Timothy bru^ed away atear from the comer of his eye
he stared at the open hole in the basement floor. He

smiled sorrowfully to himself as he turned to the clamor in
the cellar. “Yes, dear.”

a s

1 9



Intermission Riff

Charles Jorgenson

An old, 'battered, greenish yellow sign (hangs outside
Simon’s pawn shop. The blotchy, black letters tell one that
Isac Simon loans money on everything from jewelry to
musical instruments. Horns belonging to some of the coun¬
try’s most famous musicians are on 'Isac’s shelves. The life
of amusician and especiailly ajazz musician is rough, and
many atime the honns are never claimed. Why do the
musicians hock their horns? Maybe it is to get some travel
money, maybe to buy more wine, or maybe it’s to pay off
that heroin pusher. It may be any number of reasons, but
irregardless, the horns are there on the shelves.

But the horns never cease in getting in their kicks even
thou^ they are in apawn shop and not in an after hours
spot hitting afew licks. It is midnight and one by one the
instruments begin to come down off their shelves. The trum¬
pet, the trombone, the tenor sax, the clarinet, the bass fiddle
and the drum all begin to run up and down scales, playing
first low tones, then high, then maybe breaking into ariff
or two. Suddenly, as if by apre-determined schedule they
stop. Then they begin to play together. They are warming
up on some “C” blues.

Then the horns stop blowing the blues and again'
silent. The big one is coming. Now they start. All of them
together on the first 32 bars of the melody. It’s the old
favorite, Perdido.. The first 32 bars over, the trumpet takes
off on his solo. As he blows (high and wild, he thinks of his
days at Basin Street in the Village in New York. The time
is early morning and the customers are barely visible
now the smoky haze has reached ■the floor. But stUl the
music goes on until the last custcwner has left and the horn
is finally placed in its case to await another evening of Basin
Street jazz.

Now the tenor sax is going. Intricate modem chords
broken into scales and arpeggios, the sax blows both sweet
and raspy. He thiniks of the evenings at Sardi’s on Holly¬
wood and Vine. He remembers how the Hollywood crowd
typically hopped from club to club bait usually ended up at

a r e

a s
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Sardi’s and stayed there until the sun glistened on the Pacific.
Ihe sounds of the sax fading away, the tromhone is at the

imaginary mike. The first strains are slow and mellow,
almost suggesting alow down blues, but he begins to pick
up the tempo and is soon wailing like he used to when he
was at Tony Almerico’s Blue Room iin New Orleans. He
had come to that city when jazz was comdng back to New
Orleans and he had enjoyed every mmute of it.

The clarinet is last in the solo order and he begins now.
First he blows some 'high sounds with some mellow chromatic
work. Then he comes back down and plays in the fast,
staccato style that is reminiscent of his days at the 11-11
Club in Chicago. He remembers well the long narrow dlub,
its pilaster coming off the walls, and its torn booths, and
shoddy entrance, but some of Chicago’s best jazz came from
there every morning until 4A.M. But now those days are
g o n e .

The first rays of the morning sun creep around the corner
of the window as the session comes to aclose, the horns all
coming together for one last kicking around of the melody.
With one tremendous, always changing chord, the night’s
affa i rs come to an end and the horns set t le themselves
back on their shelves hoping that today .they may be pur¬
chased by someone who will again take them back into the
world of jazz people.

Reprieve
Darol Valder

Because the Governor in stem judgment
h a d d e c r e e d “ W i n t e r ! ”
the clouds gathered in angry protest
and milled about the courtyard;
the winds added their dissenting voices.
From his balcony
t h e G o v e r n o r v i e w e d t h e t u r b u l e n t m a s s e s

and revoked the proclamation.
The sky smiled and the winds
frolicked in the unseasonal sunli^t.
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Dilemma
Janet Langenfeld

Perfect! Everyithing is just perfect. These were Faye’s
thou^ts as she slowly walked home from school Friday
afternoon. The day had slipped by before she realized it.
For once she had had no tests or nasty little quizzes, and
better yet one of her classes had been omitted because of
asurprise assembly. Besides it was Friday, the tune for
all good students to let down their hair until the eight o’clock
bell Monday morning. But, there was an underlying reason
for Faye’s high spirits, namely Ted Derbe. He had finally
broken the ice and asked her to go to the movies with him
that evening. Ted was just about the neatest guy around.
Any girl would tell you the same thing. Of course, Faye
had to put Ted on apar with Phill Dunn since she also
had adate with him in the near future. Faye thought both
Phil! and Ted were extremely handsome, wellnburlt, athletic,

etc. She kept putting off choosing which oneetc . , e tc . ,
she liked the best, but now she realized the time had come
for some kind of adecision. After going out with both of
them she’d be in abetter position to make the choice. Faye
had been paying anoticeable amount of attention to Ted
in their biology class, but yet she also listened attentively
whenever Phill brought up the subject of track,

to the library to find out something about the
S h e ’ d

e v e n g o n e

broad jump and the shot^t so as not to appear overly
ignorant to him on the subject.

Faye had stayed at school later than usual this afternoon’
to help Mr. Edwards mimeograph some programs. Now
she had to walk home alone, but she didn’t mind. She had

thou^ts crowding her mind. After all, Ted ands o m a n y

Phi'll would keep any young, healthy, American girl thdnk-
Besides it was alovely day—one of those perfect

spring days you often talk about but rarely see.
“Let’s see,” Faye thought to herself, “I’m going with

Ted tonight and with Phill ...my goodness, when am I
going with Phill? Ithink it must be early next week,
maybe Monday. No, that isn’t right. Oh dear, Iought
to be able to remember that. Let me think now. He said
he’d drop over to the house about seven o’clock, but what

ing.
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night was it? How could Iforget? Iguess Imust have
'been awfuHy exci ted. Oh wel l , I ’H think of i t sooner or
l a t e r .

It proved to be sooner, for she had just turned down her
s t r e e t w h e n i t h i t h e r l i k e a t o n o f b r i c k s .

“Oh no, I ’ve made two dates for the same ni^t . How
in the world could Ihave done such athing? Iwas so
e a g e r t o g o o u t w i t h t h e m b o t h , I g u e s s I d i d n ’ t r e a l l y
stop to think. This is actually painful. What am Igoing
to do? Icould kick myself . ”

As she reached the front steps leading up to her house,
she was s t i l l mumbl ing repr imands to herse l f . The day
that had been so perfect only afew minutes ago was now
one big confused mess. Faye usually closed the door
quietly through the constant encouragement of her mother,
but today she let it bang shut. Her mother looked up
from her ironing as she came into the kitchen.

“ W h y t h e l o n g f a c e o n s u c h a b e a u t i f u l d a y ? ” s h e
inquired.

“I don’t see what’s so beautiful about it,” Faye retorted.
“Why Faye ! ”
“I’m so2Ty, Mom.”

Faye wasn’t very anxious to admit her stupidity, but
s h e h a d t o l e t s o m e o n e i n o n h e r d i l e m m a .

“Mom, what would you think of agirl who made two
dates for one night?”

“I think she’d be apretty busy gal.
“Seriously though. Mom, I’m that gal and I’m at my wit’s

e n d . W h a t c a n I d o ? ”
“Well, Faye, Ithink this is your problem. Any gir l

who is capable of making two dates for one night should
be able to work out some solution. You’ll probably just
have to call up one of the boys and explain Ihe situation.”

“Oh, but Mother Icouldn’t. I’ve heard that you some¬
times have to sacrifice truth when trying to get out of a
social engagement.”

“As Isaid, dear, it’s your decision.”
“I guess so, but what adecision.”
Faye wandered aimlessly up to her room. How in the

world could she be so stupid as to ruin her chances with
Ted and Phill. She’d just have to call up one of them
now and break their date, but which one? Suddenly the
phone jangled.
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Maybe be can’t make< 4Maybe that’s one of them now.
i t .

Faye descended the stairs in asingle boimd. She grabbed
the phone up without waiting for the customary four rings.
This was no time to be sophisticated.

“Hello,” she answered breathlessly.
Hello, Faye,” returned asqueaky adolescent voice.

“This is Stanley.”
Oh, thought Faye, not Stanley at atime like this. “Why

hi, Stan.”
She tried to cover her disappointment with aloud care¬

f r e e v o i c e .

“Thought you might like to study Latin with me tonight,”
he said methodically.

“Well, er, Stanley, I... well you see something has come
up. I’m afraid it would be next to impossible,” stammered

U

Faye.
The moment she gave her excuse she reaii2ed how weak

it was, but how could she think about Stanley and Latin
w<hen she was hanging on the horns of adilemma? Anyway
Stanley was far from handsome, non-athletic, and anext
d o o r n e i ^ b o r.

“Well, that’s okay, Faye, just thought I’d ask. I’ll be
here all ni^t if you change your mind.”

“Thanks anyway, Stanley ...bye.”
“Bye . ”
Faye trudged up the stairs once again.
“I’ve decided. I’ll just have to call up Ted and give

Af ter a l l , Ph i l l asked me firs t sohim some big excuse,
it’s only fair that Ikeep his date. But what can Itell
him? Icould give 'him the headache routine. No, he’d

right through that. Iknow! I’ll say we’re going to
have ahouse guest and I’m needed at home to help Mother.
After al l , Phi l l is coming over. Isuppose Icould cal l
him ahouse guest,” Faye rationalized.

She traipsed down to the 'phone for the second time and
made the fateful call to Ted.

s e e

“I thought he took that rather noibly,” thought Faye as
she hung up the receiver. “Wonder if he suspected some¬
thing fishy.”

The day took on its original brightness for Faye. She
had adate with Phill for the evening after all, and she’d
proibably go out with Ted some other time.
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R-r-ring!!
What now?” Faye asked herself as she descended the

This time she let it ring four times,
ceiver gingerly and said hello in avery calm voice, mastered
through much practice.

Hi, Faye, this is Phill.

U

s t a i r s .
S h e l i f t e d t h e r e -

n
i t

u H i .
little nervous giggle as she answered.Faye gave out a

She could have slapped herself.
Ihate to say this, Faye, hut Tm afraid Ican’t make our

date tonight.9 7

7 7O h .

Faye let out aslî t gasp but quickly recovered.
“I’m sorry to hear that, Phill. Is anything the matter?
“No, it’s just that coach decided to call atrack squad

i m p o r t a n t ,
T h a t m e a n s w e ’ r e

No excuses allowed, if you know

( (

»

meeting tonight of aU nights. He sa^s its
Bomeithing about next we^s
all supposed to be there.

m e e / t .

^ 7w h a t I m e a n .
Ithink Ido,’ replied Faye weakly.
You’ve been awfully nice about this Faye.

U

S o r r y i tH

7 7

worked out this way.
Iam too, but Iunderstand, Phill.
That’s good. See you Monday?”
Sure thing.

Faye let the receiver slip slowly h-om her fingers. Gloom
settled upon her once again,

lead most unbearable lives at times.

» »
( (

< (

»«

S h e b e g a n t o t h i n k t h a t
t e e n a g e r s

And Ithought these are supposed to be the best years
of my life,” she mumbled as she sat down for supper.

Her mother knew better than to bring up the subject
at the table, but later that evening as she heard the front
door open, she inquired into the matter.

U

Are you going out after all, Faye?”
Faye returned an unenthused reply.
Just over to Stanley’s. Thought I’d study alittle Latin

for achange.
As Faye’s mother fondly watched her dau^ter go down

the walk, she remarked to her husband,
ever quite imderstand that girl if Ilive to be ahimdred
and fifty!

U

t i

7 7

( iI d o n ’ t t h i n k I ’ l l

7 7
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Void To??
Marilyn Ward

Void and darkness. Notbing glowing.
NotOiing gleaming. Notihing seen.

A b s e n t b r e e z e s . A b s e n t s u n s h i n e .
Absent life and living things.

Then at iny, wh i r l ing a tom
Lives, expands, makes Nothing cease.

Not amishap; no t an er ro r ;
Purposed plan and planned release.

While this atom turns and trembles,
H o l i n e s s c o n t i n u e s o n .

Heavenly voices speak together;
A l l a t o n c e t h e fi r s t k n o w n d a w n .

Light and darkness. Growing atom.
Firmament is suddenly seen.

Swirling waters whirl together,
loosing land with grasses green.

Day and darkness insufficient.
Sparkling stars are sprinkled in.

Sun and moon rule over seasons.
All is quiet, free from sin.

Crawling creatures, singing swallows,
are created, multiply.

All are thoughtless, cannot reason.
Nothing yet can question why.

Enter in anew creat ion,
one which reasons, rules the rest.

Placed wi th in aholy garden,
granted grace and by God blest.

SiUy creature, knows no better,
disobeys its maker’s law,

Finds itself outside its Eden,
growing helpless, growing small.

28



Sin surpasses, strikes so fiercely,
fallen figures fail to fi#it,

Yield to evil, yield to passion,
yield and lose their source of might.

Onward. Onward, cursed and craven,
crawling, creeping, seeking grace.

Beaten 'being is forgiven,
is al lowed to raise i ts face.

Son of Heaven, Holy helper,
comes to earth to love, forgive.

Is rejected, not respected,
gives 'His life that man may live.

Man grows careless, cruel, not Christian,
wages war and sanctions sin.

For this purpose uses reason,
redcons not that he can’ t w in.

Guns and gases; bombs and blitzes;
killing; crazy, mad with might.

Science searches, seeks and savors—
What one thing can end this fight?

In the midst of all this madness,
souls still seek release,

Hoping, praying, pleading, saying,
“Blessed Savior, grant us peace.

s a n e r

'Peace they pray for. Prayers they promise.
Promises they do not keep.

So they shudder, shake and shiver,
when they’re given cause to weep.

Brightest brightness, darkest darkness,
Man brings his destruction down.

Tears and torments, trial, travail;
frightened, fainting while God frowns.
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Void and darkness. Nothing glowing.
Nothing gleaming. Nothing seen.

Finite creatures meet their maker;
Shade and shadow—Yet ag leam

G l o w s .

John LinahanJudas



APressing Problem
Charles Jorgenson

Todd reached over the side of the bed and felt along the
row of buttons that were set there in the side panel. His
hand paused on one, he pressed it, and the bed stopped its
gentle vibration. He had an ordinary buzz type wake-up
machine, but when this failed to awaken him, the bed
vibrator went into action. This apparatus started agentle
vibration and it increased in intensity until the person asleep
woke up and shut it off. The vibrator had been running afull
minute this morning before Todd had finally awakened. But
then he hadn’t gotten much sleep last night and he was terribly
groggy. Something was bothering hun. Something that made
him feel almost miserable at times, but he wasn’t able to

E v e n n o w a s h edetermine exactly what it was all about,
swumg his feet over the side of the bed, this thing was
bothering him. He got up and started toward the shower.
As he stepped into the shower room, he brushed the first of
arow of buttons on the rigiht and the water started out of
●the shower head. He reached in and adjusted the spray to
just alittle under brisk. Todd turned toward the mirror.
He looked at himself. He noticed how his slightly graying
hair showed up alittle more in the morning. There were the
beginnings of some lines in his face. He thougiht to himself
that he had aged considerably since he and his family had
moved into this new house jiist two years ago.

By the time Todd stepped under the spray the water
had adjusted itself to atemperature just alittle above that

he stood there, the auto-showerof ihis body. Even now as
scrubbing him up and down, he was alittle melancho'ly. Not
even the auto-wipe, as it kneaded his thin white body, could
invigorate him in 'the least.

He stood in front of the mirror and pressed the button
marked shave, and he let the auto-shave trim off his scraggly
little beard, and then dash him with atingly lotion. As soon

the auto-shave was through, the auto-dress took over
and dressed him completely. This was great, he thought

jjjjnself. Yes, the auto-dress had cost $349.50 plus tax,
ibut why shouldn’t he have the luxuries to enjoy like every-

a s

t o

one else.
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Completely dressed now, Todd thou^t lie ought to feel
great, but he didn’t. “Have Iforgotten something?” he
asked h imsel f , speak ing audib ly now. His wal l reminder
spoke up with alist of the things that he was supposed to
remember. “Buy some stamps, pay the electric bill, the man
from the finance company is coming tonight. ..” the remind¬
er went on, but Todd reached up and tiumed if off. No, it
wasn’t anything that he had forgotten to do. Well, i t was
t ime for breakfast now anyway, so he started out to the
k i t c h e n .

Todd’s wife Alice was busily pressing buttons along the
main wall panel in the kitchen. She looked up as Todd
entered and said, “ I ’m sorry. I ’m al i t t le late this morning
dear. Ithink that vibrator on my bed is on the bum again.
But I’ll have all of these buttons pressed here in aminute.”

“Alice, you know you wouldn’t have to get up at all. I
can press those buttons myself and get my own breakfast.”

“I know you can dear, but Ienjoy making breakfast for
you. I t ’s kind of old fashioned and I l ike i t . Tel l me, how
do you feel today?”

“Oh, a l l - r ight Iguess. Can’ t seem to shake th is mood
though . Bu t l e t ’s fo rge t tha t fo r awh i le and tahc abou t
something else. How is Frank getting along in school?”

“His teacher spoke to me the other day. She says he
seems to lack ambition. That is, he has no desire to get his
s t u d i e s d o n e . Yo u ' k n o w a s w e l l a s I d o t h a t h e i s f u l l o f
ambition. Always working on that rocket of his and talking
about being the first to go to Mars.”

“I don’t know wihat is wrong with that boy. Can’t under¬
stand why he wants to go to Mars. He’ll have afairly easy
life here if he stays,
o f deb t . Iwas ta i ' k i ng i t ove r w i th the finance man the
other day. If we continue buying the automatic appliances
at this same rate, that will be the debt that we will leave
Frank. Practically all the fellows down at the plant are
leaving their sons with at least $400,000 of debt. No, Alice,
Ijust don’t rmderstand that boy. Weil, Iguess that Ihad
better be off to work now. I’ll see you this evening.”

Todd walked out to the garage and clinubed into the car.
He pressed the button labeled “plant.” This was just like
those push button radios they had in the old cars. You
could set the buttons for whatever particular area you
wanted to travel to, and the car’s radar system would take

We’’H leave him with only $340,000
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you directly there, even obeying all traffic regulations,
and letting you sleep or do whatever you wished while the
car was doing so. Todd settled back to read his newspaper.
There was asmall caption in the lower right-hand corner
about ajet airliner flying from New York to London in
2 5 m i n u t e s . I c a n r e m e m b e r w h e n w e t h o u g h t
flying from Seattle to Baltimore in 3hours and 45 minutes

‘ H m m .

w a s f a s t .

The car pulled into Todd’s spot in the lot and Todd
stepped out and onto the rolling, rubber belt that took him
directly into the plant. Pulling the button below his name,
he was all set to go to work. He walked over to his chair
alongside the conveyor belt, sat down and waited for the
belt to start rolling. Suddenly that feeling was on him
again. He had been able to forget it at least for awhile but
here it was again, gnawing at him.

Now the belt started to roll. Exactly one and one^half
m inu tes l a t e r t he fi r s t r e f r i ge ra to r wen t by. “Ready t o
f r e e z e , ” a v o i c e s a i d . To d d p u s h e d a b u t t o n . I t w a s s M
right. It always was. The next one came by. “Ready
to freeze,” press abutton. “Ready to freeze.’
f r e e z e ,

r ea l i zed wha t was bo the r i ng h im .
b u t t o n s .

Ready to
P u s h a ' b u t t o n . P u s h a b u t t o n , To d d s u d d e n l y

H e h a t e d p u s h i n g

To Carol

Mel Sick

Awarm bu t w indy day
She left us, but not alone.
All joys we’ve known,
Have gone their twisted ways.

It’s been almost ayear,
Since we saw the bend.

How could one so dear,
Be the fi rs t t o ascend .
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Blackbird Mill
Darol Valder

Across the brow where Blackbird sleeps
The coyote wind pads softly. It pushes
Through the dormant dogwoods
And brushes against the faded sumac, pausing
In the lee of the lone elm. It rises again
From its haiainches and moves warily down the long slope
As it catches the scent of the wide river below.

February Spring
John Klug

Wind call ing,
sun strengthening,
l i fe returning.
Earth an early Dutch painting
with an ochre carpet,
returning to softness,
b o u n c y ,
spr ingy,
gently yielding.
Trees losing their winter roughness,
red buds nudging through gray skin.

Tumbleweed resting against afence,
fragi le,
i n t r i c a t e ,
Spanish baroqaie.
Red tipped com stubble,
parchment rolls,
pointing toward the sky.
Gray traces of snow,
h i d d e n i n t h e f u r r o w s ,
surrendering
to the strengthening sun,
bringing new life.
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Sol i tude Richard Brink
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Macht Nichts
John Klug

He toyed with the drinh in his hand, touched it to his
laps and returned to making ringed patterns on
marb le- topped tab le . He tapped h is foot unconsc ious ly to
the b lare f rom the jukebox.

T h e Ye l l o w R o s e o f Te x a s .

the chipped,

U

The sweetest flower that grows ...
Texas, the states, i t was al l amil l ion miles away as far

as he was concerned . Schwab ish Gmimd . . . ten thousand
people and two gasthauses where aG.I. could go for afew
laughs. No wonder some of the guys cracked up and
others t r ied going over the h iU. Just where could afe l low
go?

S n a t c h e s o f c o n v e r s a t i o n d r i f t e d t o h i m f r o m t h e o t h e r
t a b l e s . . . .

Now Isays to this sergeant ...
Listen, Kamerad, where Icome from they got farms a

million acres. Verstehen, eine million acres?
He glanced lup at some loud laughing as asoldier tried

to get up from his chair, tottered as if on the edge of acliff,
stepped back against his chair and grabbed for the edge
o f t h e t a b l e ,

obviously his first pass overseas.
Itold you that was some strong stuff, Joe. You’re not

in the s ta tes now.

He turned at atouch on his elbow. “Hey, boy, you got
ac iga re t te?

She didn’t look any different from the others. The young-
old face, bored and tired eyes, too much make-up, the dress
w o r n o n c e t o o o f t e n . . .

I d o n ’ t s m o k e .
Yo u k n o w ' D i c k S m i t h ? H e f r o m t h e 3 4 t h .
Naw, I’m in the medics.

The girl sat down in an empty chair at the table and
continued talking. “He my boyfriend but he no come see
me tonight. His captain no give him pass.

Tough luck.
What you say?”
You got the shaft.

i t

U

H e w a s w e a r i n g h i s u n i f o r m a n d i t w a s

U

U 9 }

H 9 9

H 9 9

9 9

9 9U

U

9 9H
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What you mean Igot shaft?
B e a t i t .

W h a t ?

‘Scram, ’raus, maobt’s schnell. Don’t you understand Eng-

< 1 9 9

l i s h ? 9 9

U

Son agun what you think? Ilearn English in school.
Sure you (hd.
You think Ino good for you maybe?

He sighed to himself and thou^t here we go again. Always
the same old story.

You like Marie?

9 9

U 9 9

i t
9 9

U

You’re okay.
H 9 9

U Why, Icouldn’ t l ive wi thout 9 9

y o u .

My bojrfriend he tell me he bring me to America when
he go, you know.

U

9 9

Ibet he can hardly wait.
Ifrom Dresden but Icome in 1946.
You should have stayed in Dresden.
Never happen G.I. Istay here. Iwork in dependent

q u a r t e r n o w .

Ya, well Ihave to go.
Isee you tomorrow maybe?
What will your boyfriend
M a d h t n i c h t s .

U 9 9

U
9 9

U
9 9

U

9 9

U 9 9

U
J J

U
^99s a y '

u 9 9

U Hey, kamerad, how about ataxi?”
The girl followed the American with her eyes as he

left with the German taxi driver. She shrugged her shoulders
and turned to the table behind her. “Hey, boy, you got
c iga re t t e? »

3 7



Child Phsycology
Marilyn Ward

Psychosis, neurosis,
thrombosis, hypnosis—

Beware lest you injure
your three-year old’s Id!

Frustration, elation,—
(I need avacat ion)—

Be careful! Don’t spank him!
( O h ! I a l m o s t d i d ! )

Rebellious and zealous,
Obnoxious—(Don’t say it!—

■Phe books warn against those
who thwart young desire!)

Persistent and patient,
content doing misdiief—

(He ‘knows we “can’t” spank him ...
Do children conspire?)

Each morning, each evening,
from sun-up to sunset

The book guides our actions—
(We could use much more!)

Confusion, collision—
(Our will versus Tommy’s)—

Athree-year oild’s fragile—
(But soon he’ll be four!!!)
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She Promised
Kei th E l l i o t

“I have instructions ito wait w'hile you open lihe telegram,
Ma’am,” said the young man in the Western Union uniform.
“All right,” replied Mrs. Halgren. “Excuse me while I
get my glasses.”

The young man watched her walk over to the desk. When
she walked, all of her movements flowed into one, and she
seemed to glide effortlessly across the floor. He noticed her
soft golden hair and peaches and cream complexion that
belied her age. She’s an attractive woman, he thought, and
seems so nice too. Isure wish Ididn’t have to give her this
telegram.

“Here we are,” said Mrs. Halgren. She put her turquoise
framed glasses on as he handed her the telegram. She
opened it with aperfectly manicured fingernail.

Mrs. John K. Halgren: Iregret to inform you that your
son, Pfc. Kenneth A. Halgren RA17316290, has been killed in

No! No! This can’t
be true! Not my son, not Kenny,” she sobbed. “There must
be some mistake. Oh God! Please ...No!”

“Are you going to be sick, Ma’am?” asked the yoimg man.
Mrs. Halgren looked at him with eyes that were wide

and dilated like those of afri^tened deer,
true, is it?” she choked. “Tell me it’s all amistake! They
can’t mean Kenny. Not my boy,” she cried softly.
Kenny, my only son. Not .... Kenny. ...”

Although the Western Union messenger had been through
this before, he was near tears himself,
sit down, Ma’am,” he said. He helped her to the divan and
asked her if there was anything he could do.

“No. No, thank you,” she said softly.
As he walked out the door, he looked over his shoulder to

make sure she was all right. She was crying softly ..
r o w f u l l y.

She was still in the same position when her husband came
home that evening. He was startled when he saw her face.
Her creamy complexion had turned pasty-white, and was
splotched with red. Her eyes were swollen and bloodshot.
She jizst sat there, staring at him as if she were in acoma.

. . . . “ N O ! ” s c r e a m e d M r s . H a l g r e n ,

T h i s i s n ’ t

' N o t

Maybe you’d better

r U b e fi n e n o w .

. s o r -
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a Ann! Darling! What’s the matter? He saw the telegram
lyhiS the floor and seemed to sense what was wrong.
With trembling hands he picked it up and after he had read
it, he dropped on his knees with his head on his wife’s lap.
He wept.

During the weeks that followed, they did everything i:-_
their power to prove that the telegram was amistake. They
wrote to the State Department, the War Department, and
called the governor, but all to no avail. The telegram
confirmed. Everyone was awfully sorry, but Pfc. Kenneth
A. Halgren RA17316290, was dead.

When everything else seemed hopeless, Mrs. Halgren
t u r n e d t o G o d .

m

w a s

She prayed continuously. She told God
that if could have her son back, she would try to be the
b e s t o f a l l C h r i s t i a n s . She promised that she would help
anyone in need, even to ithe point of depriving herself.
She prayed earnestly and whole-^heartedly. As the months
passed, Mr. Halgren began to believe that their
dead, but Mrs. Halgren continued to

Then one day, approximately ayear after they received
the news of Kenny’s death, the phone interrupted their
evening meal. Mrs. Halgren answered it, and the voice at the
other end of the line said “Hello, Mom.

Her hand flew to her heart and she gasped
Kenny, is it you?”

Yes Mom, it’s me.

s o n w a s

p r a y .

( (

Kenny !

Ijust landed in San Francisco. They
told me about the telegram you got, so Ithought I’d call
you and tell you that it’s all abig mistake,
a f e w d a y s .

Oh Kenny,” Mrs. Halgren sighed.

I ’ l l b e h c a n e i n

U
( ( It’s so good to hear

your voice again. John! Come quickly! It’s Kenny,
al ive! He’s comhig home!

H e ’ s
y y

Mr. Halgren came rushing to -his wife’s side, bug-eyed
and open-mouthed. “Is it really Ken?” he asked her in
a s t o n i s h m e n t .

Yes. Here’s your father, Kenny.
Hello, son.

“Hi, Dad, how are you?” said Kenny.
“Fine, son, just fine,” boomed Mr. Halgren, “And how

are you, my son?”

“I’m okay. Dad,” he said. “Say, I’m going to have to
go in just aminute. Can Italk to Mom again?

i t

y yt i

y y
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“Sure, son, you bet,” replied Mr. Halgren. He felt as
if he would burst with pride and happiness.

Mrs. Halgren took the phone again. “Yes, Kenny?
Say, Mom, Itold you that I’d be home in afew days,

and Iwas wondering if Icould bring afriend of mine witlh
m e .

3 }

U

i f

Certainly, Kenny, that’s fine. Anything you want.
Maybe I’d better explain first, Mom. He’s areal swell

guy, but both of his legs and one of his arms were shot off
in the war. He doesn’t have ahome to go to, so Ithought
he could live with us. He’s got wooden legs and can
get around pretty well, and he’s going to get ahook for his
arm soon. Is i t okay then?

“I didn’t know he was like that,” said Mrs. Halgren
dubiously. “It would be all right for aweek or two, but
I’m afraid Icouldn’t take care of him any longer than that.
It would take most of my time and be an awful bother.
Ifeel sorry for him, but Ijust don’t think Icould do it.
You’re not mad at me, are you darling?

“No, Mom,” repl ied Kenny. “I understand,
you in afew days.

A l l r i g h t , s o n . H u r r y h o m e n o w.
Isn’ t i t wonderful? Iknew God would answer my prayers.

Kenny’s mother and father spent the evening cleaning
his room and getting all in readiness for his homecoming.
They finished around midnd^t and were having coffee
when the telephone rang again. It was the San Francisco
Police. They had just found the body of Kenneth A. Halgren
i n t h e b a y. F r o m t h e i n f o r m a t i o n i n t h e b i l l f o l d , t h e y
deduced that she was his mother. Would she please come
out to identify the body?

a

> 1

f f

I ’ l l s e e

’Bye. Oh, John!( «

> »

» » S h eMrs. Halgren, startled, whispered, “Yes, of course.
T h i s i s a b s u r d . I t m u s t b e al o o k e d a t h e x h u s b a n d ,

mistake. Someone’s made amistake!”
Two days later they were in San Francisco. Mrs. Halgren

was a'bundle of nerves when they entered the morgue.
When the slab was pulled out and the sheet lifted, Mrs.
Halgren looked at the body. “Yes, that’s Kenny,” she said,
then quiet ly fainted.

It was Kenny, but he had three members of his body
missing. Two legs and one arm.
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