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Waggener Literary Magazine
Introspect, Spring 1966

This is one of many sections that contain information, photos, newspaper articles, internet items, etc.
of the St. Matthews area and especially of Waggener High School. Many of the items came from Al
Ring’s personal collections but many people have helped and I have tried to give credit where I can.

The purpose of this “collection” was to create the history of Waggener and the students and teachers
who were there during my time. Being retired I now have time to do many of the things I have al-
ways wanted, this project is just one of them. The collection is continuing today, so if you should
have old or new information on the St. Matthews area from 1950 to 1962 or Waggener High, please
contact Al Ring.

All graphics have been improved to make the resolution as good as possible, but the reader should
remember that many came from copies of old newspaper articles and photos. Credit to the source of
the photos, etc. is provided whenever it was available. We realize that many items are not identified
and regret that we weren’t able to provide this information. As far as the newspaper articles that are
not identified, 99% of them would have to be from one of three possible sources. The Courier-
Journal, The Louisville Times or one of the Voice publications. Books that we have used for some
information include, Randy, Cactus, Uncle, Ed and the Golden age of Louisville Television, Wag-
gener High School Alumni Directory 1996, Waggener Traditional High School Alumni Directory
2007, Memories of Fontaine Ferry Park, St. Matthews The Crossroads of Beargrass by Samuel W.
Thomas, St. Matthews, 25 Years a City Two Centuries a Community, St. Matthews 1960-1995, Wag-
gener Lair’s 1958 to 1962, The Holy Warrior, Muhammad Ali, Louisville’s Own (An [llustrated En-
cyclopedia Of Louisville Area Recorded Pop Music From 1953 to 1983).

Please use this information as a reference tool only. If the reader uses any of the information for any
purpose other than a reference tool, they should get permission from the source.

Special thanks to Waggener High School Library.



Waggener Literary Magazine — Introspect, Spring 1966, Volume Seven, Number One




Waggener Literary Magazine — Introspect, Spring 1966, Volume Seven, Number One

Literary Magazine
of

Waggener High School

—— ﬁ:;
nfrogpect. |||
e | l(
PR { ][
ol

| ~Swwm Weight




Waggener Literary Magazine — Introspect, Spring 1966, Volume Seven, Number One

introspect

The Literary Magazine of Waggener High School
Lounisville, Kentucky

Assistant Editor
Fam Heydt, 66

Literary Editor
Lucy Bass, 67

Secretary
Debbie Browns, ‘67

Cynthie Colvin, 66
Cindy Conningham, ‘67
Martha Horvay, 67
Susan James, 68

Sally Lambert, ‘66

Juely Rosenficld, ‘66

Editor
Lynn Berman, 66

Vol, VII, Ne, 1

Spring, 1966

Business Manager

Mitehell Ash, ‘66

Art Editor
Cindy Clarke, 67

Historinn
John Sims, ‘67

Literary Staff

Cary Lulr. 68

Leslie Major, 67
Ellen Mease, 66
Shergl Michelson, ‘68
Patty Moare, 67
Susan Porter, 6§

Art Staff
Susan Wright, 67

Advisar
M. Gayle Royee

Copy Editor
Ricky Julliard, 67

Treasurer
Tad Chitwood, 67

Sallie Pouser, 67
Leonard Price, 68
Sally Stegfriedt, 6
Katherlne Tachau, 68
Lyon Webster, ‘69

Julie Breeding, 66

TABLE OF CONTENTS

The Clss of 1968 Dick Bay
Third Roberia Mt
The Rose of Stlevce Sue W
Corrode On A Grechan Um
The Noar of SSenes Susan Wreight
The Idior, A Revlew

The Wind Viekl Noore

The Tower ol Bated Masser
Slow Into Memaory Elen Messe
The Mesage John Chisopell
J Weidos
Those Times

Nureless Tad Chitweod
Tasterday's Cons Martssne Nauts|
Sedwt! Prs Mepdl
Naontier Robertn Hiy
Greeting Mobertn Mt
The Desd of Night Christopher
On_the Subjest of » Poom Kutherine Tachwa
A Deprosss Mitchel] Ash
A Reome With a View Lynn Wetster
Jiroes
Turn Yeur Bves Away Pum Moydt
Cry ol Converse Raberti HM
Nesrt of Darkeess, A Heview m-u-'-.;
Wasdeawr Goll Marris
daly 31, 198 Magate Ceyulel
Pri Rt
The Kille Cindy Cunning
Unmarmed Poctry Fobert Sehaod
Lord of the Rings, A Heview Rizky Jullinrd
When 1 Have Found Katny Ly
A Canthe Linds Griehtha
Simgdy laoking Hathmrine Tochau
A Nndred Sptril Katheeine Tachas
On Ceeative Genlos Martha Horvay
Lurely Otlhvicn Diase Guth
Give Us the Usagoniteed P Huydt
1f There Were No Flowers Gary 1adw
The Tower of Babel Lhrls Muody
Freedom of Expresinn Bob Stelner
Ave Sharme Busrgan
Peaer Jave
A Geoan Jay Eckman
Nuw Decket Alle Gott Rieky Julllaen
ol

Tad Chitweod
Metanmeptois Anne
The Mountsin Dick Day
The Satyr Martha Humphroy
Sllent Heverterniines Tad Chitwoed
Cinging Shadow Phillp Mease
Yevterday's Gone Je Woaver
Five Philsscpliies Mike Rickelts
Wheses Qrorfunkel? Meydt
Dt = s Peggy Alrabam
The Ace of Rooe Tarcy Seag
The Mute Artle Steele
Majesty st Afwrnson Katherine Tachas
The Bus Anne Palne
A Kindred Sperst
To Be s Not To We Sally riedt
Away Raberta Hily
Marvin Gardets Soatl Pulllam

1%

EEEEEREE T ERER R R EE R R PR R AR bR S R



Waggener Literary Magazine — Introspect, Spring 1966, Volume Seven, Number One

!umduomundlu Philip Mewee
Water snd the Depth Mitctelt Ash
Katherine Tiodau
Why A T Feret Toger Mofiman
ey Bobarta T
The Codar of the Wind Gl Harrls
A Swsa Tamer
Modern Art Marttn Wagner
Jun Davia
The Ml of Rights for Hign School Mruce Masr
Raney Tomes
ng Arvand in Mertic Olreles Carol Pox
Lowe Shines Out Kansy Smeot
wed Croam Shelley Froekt
dumnle and MWe o Moare
Tribeate to & Cyciist Jumes Thenan
Antan Destubesuriye
Jamnes Thumman
Death Motias Wardie
Up Theew s Moore
Tre Nig Gune Rruee Frantz
Fire wod Man Ny Masbam
Retlectinrs Nuney Taroes
The Flan HMedy Facher
Just Coe Little Cangie Sls Moore
A Dedinitice Fal Naticy Tarmes

Esworeys

FPoetry

Shart Storivs

v

Junice High
Auton Bestebrvurtje—"Leaves in Autumn"
Six Moore—"Jamie und Me"
Vickd Moore.~*Biowing in the Wind"
Intermediate
Barry Master—"The Towur of Rahel”
Robert Schasd—*Ywtonlay s Gone"
Penny Schindler—*Memories of 8 Golden Weorld™
Senjor High
Soe Wallscw—"Roar of Silense"
Marianme Naufol—"Yesterday's Gone™
Brooke Hume—"The Roar of Silence™

Junior High
Nancy Tomes—Refloctiona"
Nancy Smoot—*"Love Shines Out"
Sis Moore—"Up Therw"

Intermediute
Linda Moody—"Ths Tower of Habel"
Philip Mease—"Eternity”
Gail Harris—"Wanderer”

Senlor High
John Sime—"Eternity 111"
Ellen Measo—"8%ow into Memory™
Busan Wright—"The Roar of SHence”

Jusnlor High
Sis Meore—"Just Ome Little Cundle"”
Jim Thurman—"Those Pearly Gates™
Shelley Prockt—“Poaches and Cream"

EESNCEICIORRDRBAR AR IY T ALY

Intermediot
Linda Armstrooge—"Metamorphosis™
Anne Hutchison—"Metsmorphesis™
Terry Sasg—"Yesterday ia Gone"
Senjor High
Teonard Price—"A Kindred Spirit"
Cindy Cunningbam—~"The Killer"
Jokn Chappell—"The Message"

Quill and Scroll Creative Writing Contest

Ersape Junior High
Jim Thurmon-—“Tribste to a Cyelist”
Naner Haslam—"Fire and Man"
Susan Tarner—“A Memorial"
Intermedinte
Terry Spag—"The Acw of Raen"
Lynn Welster—"Choosing & College™
Mark Gormsn—"The Vast Wasteland™
Senier High
Pam Heydt—"Solut "
Sally Siegfriedt—"To e Or Not To Be"
Martha Horvay—“On Crestive Gomlus™

Intermedinte
Gail Harris—"The Color of the Wind”
Danice Weldon—*The Color of the Wind®
Lynn Webster—*A Room with a View"
Senlor High
Sharon Burgun—*Ave™
Hob Stelser—"Froedom of Expression™
Linda Armstrong—"Description™

Poetry Junior High
Melissa Wardle—*Death®
Namey Topses—Adone™
Nasey Tomes—*A Definition of Fall"
Intermediste
Kuthy Tachsu—"Death of a Cynic™
Roberts Hile—"“Tham"
Robwertas Hilt—"Third"
Benslor High
Lwonurd Prime—"Frustration”
Judy Shapire—"Run"
Leoanrd Price—"Worde nnd the River"

Junior High
Ji= Thurman—Decision™

Dezeriptions

Short Steries

David MeMichnol—"'Colonel Corky Versas the Odds"

Cunnis Moore—"Mary Ellen"
Intermediate

Christopher Len—"The Desd of Night"

Jerry Gosry—*"New World™

Mare Willage—"A Day Full of Mirncles"
Fenior High

Lmesrd Price—"The lope Swing™

Ricky Julliand—"Nur Danket Alle Gott™

Leonard Price—*Hones of Memory™



Waggener Literary Magazine — Introspect, Spring 1966, Volume Seven, Number One

From the Editor’s Desk

Wards are the dresy of thoughts; which should no more be pre-
sented in rags, tatters, and dist, then gour person ghould —Lord Chester-
field, s LETTERS.

The 1966 introspect is the product of many months of dedicated
wark by the staff. Our first project of the year was the selection and
danation of several newly-published boaks for the Waggener Librasy.
The: patron’s drive again proved to be successful and gave us the eco-
nomic confidence we necded to begin putting together the magazine.
Reams of high quality creative writing to be evaluated by the stuff
resulted from our wnnual spontaneous writing contest. The Quill and
Scroll writing contest also furnished us with much excellent material,

Features of special interest in the magazine include the class dedi-
cation by Dick Bay, the book reviews, an essay by our foreign ex
change student, Maggle Cequiel, and the contest-winning cover design
by Katherine Tachau,

We wish to give special thanks to: Mrs, Rovee, our spansor, who
trusted In our ability to put out a magazineg; Mrs. Kirwan, who knew
what was what with the Quill and Seroll material; Bob Eury, editor of
the Athertan High Schoal Reflection ‘68, for the exchange articlo; and
our faithful patrons, for their continned support. | would like to ex-
tend my personal thank-you to Gary Luhr, who brought order out of
chaos.

Waggener is eading another “red-letter™ yeur—we have heen sue-
cesstul in many, many areas. We cun be very proud of the fact that
Waggener is one of only o handful of schools in Lovisville and Jeffer-
son County that las the enthusiasm, talent. and hility to publish a
literiry magazine.

Lynn Berman,

Editar

Page Soomwor-Mr end Mra Mitton A. Mo

introspeet | 7

A
'Semot( HIG.H

—Judie Breding

The Class of 1966

Dick Bay, 66

We are voung and live today,
Looking for tomorrow.

“From the pust,” we proudly say,
“We shall never have to borrow.”

O into the world we'll go

And build our dream up to the sky.
Self-reliantly we'll show,

“The only sutbor of it is 1"

Hut we must know, as to the sky
Our drewms weo do affix,

Ity foundations frmly lie

On the Class of ‘88,

Fage Hpensor—Class of %
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Third Corrode On A Grecian Urn

Third Pluce, Intermedinte Poetry Division, o Dick and Leonard Price, '66
Quill an‘ScMI Cmu'tiv: Writing Contest Robertu Milt, '59 Bay

Thou still mouldy pot of nothingness,

After the snow has melted in the field Symbal of an epileptic potter,

And a spring rain has softly fallen What noble craftsmanship conld frame

A green so bright and beantiful is seen Such greasy fingecprints, '

Which shines in the light of the day So aptly obscuring the m’unch.v Figures beneath,
And if the green were filtered to u shade next to white Oh the garbagoe that rots in the spring,

You would have the color of your eyes tonight, Tra la

Further scrutiny reveals, inscribed

With exquisite penmunship:

“Hat at Leviticus'.”

What hamburgers! What chocolate malts!

What waitresses sloth, who smeared
All the other rot on the pot,
The Roar of Silence All the churn on the urmn,
Al the mold an the bowl,
First Plnce, Senior High Essay Division, ; " Such disgrace on the vase!
'v!::rn:;l Spn:::ng Wrmyns' Contest Sue Wallace, 67 Sl:;" wonder 1 that my eye

Can discern tiny pockmarks
Of debydrated chicken fat, enerusted upon

Thou ancient, Lwashed spit

Sittingt . - . trying to congeal my thonghts to something palatable; Newer fear, amorous ketchup blot.
but unable to pull anything from the wreckage of my brain. Trying to Theagh thou cunst never overtuke
think; but o out of peactice that it was an impessible effart. Trying to re- That sexpot of o summified relish smear,
collect how it was during my adolesconce, during my vears of Jeaming Forever wilt thou love yon virgin
and exciterent, how it was that T conld think by myself .. to be able And forever will she be fair.
to formulate Idess independently. How marvelous, yet how impossible Oh the rot that rots in the spring,
now, Now that T am squelched by convention, oppressed by what's Tra lal
“right,” 1 can no longer live as [ did before; pow 1 merely exist, sucking Ab, behold, what canst my eves perceive?
my life from the vivid brafos of othwes—young in years but old ut heart. Tis a note of minute lettering.
Had T known that It was this to be mature, this to be stable, I would Twill vo doubit be some gem of wisdom,
nover have triod to achiove it—never have struggled to outgrow my Same treasure of Homeric poetry,
youth. To have my hrain ringing with the roar of silence; the silence of Ab, it is becoming legible.
oo ideas, merely echoes, ringing and dnging agein. How fatal—how This sage advice is now mine!
foolish, to give up one’s ideas for stability and equilibrivin — merely It voudds .. pot, pshaw! wrong again!
ochoes, {Ed. Nate: Change title to “Corrode on a Japanese Um.”)

Pape Spumans— M Carpenser's Sixth Perlod Bagilan Clas Fawe Boseer—de. Kiewons Firet Period Zoglish IV Class
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The Roar of Silence

Thuled Place, Senlor High Poctry Divisios, , e
intrunpeet Bpontansous Writing Contwt | Stram Wright, 67

Sun
blazing
hotter and botter
Sand
whipping
cutting and burning
No one for miles and mides . .,
and miles
Sun combines with sund wnd whips and burns
A mirage appears,
Glistening, but silent,
Day moves on
etermal—
stillness
When will it ead?
When night comes and the
wind st
When death overcomes life,
And complete silence engulfs mere stillness,

Susin Weighe

introspect | 11
The Idiot

A Review | Martha Horvey, 67

THE IDIOT by Feodor Dastoeeski. (Bantam Books, 557 pp. $1.75,
1963,

In The Idiot, Dostoevski set the scene for pure intecaction of char-
oacters, then plaoted in the perfectly balanced society what bhe' con
sicdered o be “a truly beantiful soul.” When the young Prince Myshkin,
u betng untamnished in his goodness. urrives seemingly out of nowhers
amongst a group of people in his Russian homelund, he catalyzes the
actions of all those who surround him,

Since the Prince kves everyone with perfect und saintly lave, he,
relatively speaking, loves no one and 5o is estrangod from the grip of
all strong emotional forces. Though he magoetizes the kove of others,
he can prevent nooe of their baser actions und can only complicate
their inner conflicts.

A nature as archetypal as Myshkin's can only exist because he doos
not identify with any peaple or past. During his carly life, the Prince
suffered from epilepsy to the extent that he was rendered almost an
idiot by it. Upon gaining full possession of his mental faculties, he en-
counters society for the first time and thus s ooly truly bom at the
beginning of the novel, for that &5 when his memory begins. The disease
serves to humanize him bodily, elevate him spimmllv and make his
mission futile, for it preveats all, oxcept for one forsaken woman, From
nidenstanding him. Because the tmmensity of his goodpess overwhelms
her and brings ber to u full awareness of haman frailty, she too mst
render him pain.

Myshkin hrings to soclety a gift of hope but as he stands in its
current its forces of drpruﬂt\ move to destroy him. Yet the posity of
his mind will not be Sowered to despair, It stmply disintegrates and he
disappears, again 1o & nowhere,

The anoly hope lies in the childron whom Dostoeyski gives adult
minds and uncluttered souls, Perhaps his most sublime child is Kolya,
a mere boy who makes himself the keeper of all brothers, Through an-
other youth named Ippelit, dying of tuberculosis, flow ull the tears of
0 bedng grasping out in a parosysm of noocent pride for o life that
oever existed.

The ldiog js powerdul but never harsh, even in the wild egpism of
Rogashin, He, the culmination of the | terror of meaningl
like: all men, fears a sensitive Jove, yot craves it

The novel, regarded by Dostoovskl s his best, is not as widely
remd as same of his other works. 1t is for all those who Tove the dark
mystery of the Russlan winter and the bitter chill of the Russian spring.
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Blowing in the Wind

Third Place, Junior High Essay Division, -
intrepes! Spontancous Writing Contest Vieki Moore, 71

Leaves, blowing in the wind, drifting
slowly through the air to settle
on the groud |

A palm tree, horled to the ground
by u sereeching wind of the hur
ricume ., .

A seed of a milkweed, being played
along by the gentle hreeze of a
spring day . . .

A wind can bhe a dead stiflness, a
howling force, u softly caressing
breeze. Blowing In the wind _ . _

The Rope Swing

First Pluce, Semior Shart Story Division, .
Qi and Seroll Creative Writing Contest | L200Grd Price, 66
troepeet Editor’s Award

Roger never thought much about where it cume from. Like the
house he lived in, it strotehed hack past all remembering, and in his
mind it presented one perfeet picture, 1t had been o part of his Life
lang before an older boy had first slanmed the beavy rope inte his
hands, laughed, and said, “Try 01" It was o permanent fisture in the
neighborhood, and though the parents grumbled. they could do nathing,

The rope was black und thick and Heop, It rose up into the top of u
sycamore tree, up so high Roger had to lean his head back and squint
into the sun 10 see where it wus tied. The sveamore grew out of & hill-
side, massive and shaggy ot its base, with its upper limbs reaching white
and skeletul above

Puge Hpousse—Mre. Kiewan's Becotst Period Engtseh Class

N
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This was the rope swing, an ancient rope hanging trom an ancient
tree, It was no ganw andd oo toy, and the wdults could oot under
stand the fascioation it had for their children, Roger und his friends
knew, but their understanding was unspoken,

In the winter the rope was mainly 1, and it 1 only at the
wind'’s prodding, rough and stiff like & woody vine. But in the other
seasons there were hunds to grip it und eyes to know its worth. Roger
und the other kids came to swing on it, not every day, for it was no
game, not even every week, but when the mood took themn, when some-
budy thought of going like the wind with his bands clenched around
that thick od rope. Time and agein there was a turning of heads to Jook
at the svermore beyond the housetops, an exclange of grins and nods,
then o march that hroke into u wild, laughing race for the rope.

The rope, all the parents thought, was dangerous. They were right,
for if it had been sale thefr children seon would have shunned it. As it
was, thoy went right oo swinging every year through spring and summer
and mto antumn. Gary Phillips fell off the rope onoe and hroke his leg,
and the parents crupted briefly aver it, saying to their children, “I've
warned you all along sbout that rope. Now you see what can happen.”
Mr. Phillips stormed out of his house with a knife and headed for the
rope swing while Roger and some of the others watched. He snatchod
the rope in his fist and glared up the trunk of the tree, but that ime
passive monarch soared up beyond belief, leaving his determination to
wobble and dissolve. There was no way for him to take the rope down,
he realized increduleasly, and it seemed impassible that it could huve
been put up at all, so at Jast he settled by cutting it off us high os be
could reach.

After this there was a shaky time for the neighborkood Kids. They
were quiet, and their eyes asked questions as they Jooked at the
shortened rope.

Yet in @ space of measureless bright afternoons there was u change,
and Roger wnd the athers gaped and grinned and said they should have
koown. The rope Iung fram the top of the sveamare all the way to the
ground agaln, for svmeone bad attached u new picce to replace the
lost segment, Hoger knew then with u gladness in his chest that the rope
was indestructible and could never be taken down, for who could
climb that giant sycamore to do it?

Thoogh they all seung on it through the wiem mooths, chustering
wround it in notsy groups, It was to each of them a private joy, some-
thing they could not describe even to cach other, The rope gave a
strange enhilaration that frecd thom from ordinary things. Hanging by

Mg Soueenr —Francine's Fullles—Rxglivh 1V Bocond Period
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aching hands, they experienced a feeling that tectered between a quiver-
ing pulse of life and a hurricane of energy. One by ane they went, exult-
ing in the mystery of the rope.

When Roger took the rope he too was ulone, though the volees of
his friends clashed ly 4 him. Striding up the bill with the
rope in his fists, he felt the same thudding nervousness every time. At
the top, he Jooked down on the dirt path made by generations of
pounding foet and suw his friends velling him on.

His fingers curded around the rope, fecling every rough fiber, and
he backed up the hill until he was standing on his toes. Then, sucking
in & breath, he leaned forward and began to run. The sky and the earth
wobbled, then jiggled crazily, and his arm muscles jesked him from his
jolting feet up onto the rope. The great pendulum swung, and the
ground blurved wnder him as be gained speed. His friends’ voloes washed
aver him beiefly, then were lost in the rush of the wind i his ears. He
hurtled throogh the air, eyes wide and sturing st the green hillsde that
dropped away beneath him. With his legs wrupped around the tail-end
and his cheek pressed against the bristly rope, he turned slowly like o
mwarionnette, arching oatward and upward, Jeaving the earth far below.
He veached the peak of the swing and for a heartbeat hung motionless
in the sunshine, suspended over a breathless chasm of feeling, He was
welghtless far that instant, & limp rag held to the world only by the rope.
But only for an imstant. Then the tug of the rope becune real again wnd
he was pulled from the heights in o great descending sweep. His arms
felt the strain and he went down at a dizey speed and the hill bulged
up toward him as he come. His feet slammed into the ground, jolting
him from the rope, and he tumhbled into the grass, panting wnd laughing

Roger had stopped trying 1o explain the rope swing—why he liked
it so much. The words, if they cume at all, were awkward and did
not expluin his feelings. He folt uncomfortable when he talked, al
most like be was dofng something wrong So now when his parents said,
“Don’t you go near that rope swing,” he said “Yes,” then ignored them.

In the fall of one year a new fumily moved into the
They were the Gillises, and one of them wis named Scott. “Why dan't
you invite Scott aver to got soquainted” Rogee's mother asked him.

did, and Scott cume, his round, smooth face reddencd by the cokl
dowdled around the house for u while, uncomfortable in ench other's
peesonce, until Boger suggested soeaking off to the rape swing.

“The rope swing?' said Scott deabtfully.

“Sure! Come on, I'll show you”

They went out of the house into a dazeling afternoon that smelled
of mmoke. They ecrossed the roads and the ficlds, and the sound they
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made passing through the fallen leaves wus like rushing water,

There was already a group of ids at the rope swing when they ar-
rived, so they stood and watched, rocking on their heels and gazing at
the ground’s mosaic. the wispy clonds adeift in ocsanio blue, and the
granchenr of the rope swing itself. The syeamore’s white branches still
held a few leaves, and these glittered vellow o the breezo bigh above
them. Scott’s mouth formed a dark little 0 as he saw the boys swinging
back and forth, dwindling to dolls in the autumn sky.

“Hey, Scott, you try it now.”

Scott blinked, Voices dribbled away into silence. "Uh . ., well,
okay,” he sukd, und stepped hesitantly forward, Boger handed him the
ope. “Yeah, 1 goess 1l try it”

They watched him back away up the Wil with it a few steps, look
arpund uncertainly, then finally hold on and start forward. He went by
them with the toes of his shoes plowing the leaves, and swung out a few
feet, Dungling awkwardly, he came back and dropped from the rope
with & grunt,

Sarcastic mutterings rippled throngh the group, Scott picked him:
self up and after o pause said, “I'll try it again,” and took the rope up
the hill with him x second time.

Wiatching the new bey climb, Boger could undesstund his feelings,
und almost opencd his outh, Scott went as far up as the rope al-
Jowed this time, and when he turned, his face was bloodless.

“Lot's go, now,” the group erupted. “You can do better than last
time! Come on! What are you waiting for®”

Seott shuffled his feel In the dry leaves and looked up the long,
slanting rope into the chulky Hmbs of the sycamore. He stood for
minute, panting faintly, then be charged,

“Go, wo,” rang the cry as he came down the hill. "Come 0-0-0-0-0-01"
Too much, too fast, thought Roger us Scott whipped by with a bittle
grimace on his face,

Responding t gravity, the mpe swing sped its hurden out into space,
and Scott’s urms unbent under the struin. A thoaght clicked (narticalate
Iy in Roger's brain. He saw Scott’s fingers sliding down the rope, Every-
ome: saw his fingers loosen, then et go. Scott fell silently. his arms and
Jegs swimming in o weind pantomime until the earth stopped him, He
thudded into the Jeaves and brown grass. and the others poured down
the hillside toward him

Again the rope met the knife Like s predecessor, Mr. Gillls
surged out of his house with o bumiing purpose, und his ungey seemed
to witsh uround the sycamord’s thick trunk and peobe into ity upper
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This time Roger wax not so worsied, for who could climb the troe?
Certainly not Mr. Gillis, for all his flooding anger. The sycamore was
wnassailable, und it held the koot of the rope tauntingly ot of reach,

So Mr, Gillis sawed wway at
the rope as high as he could reach.
It vielded eusily enough, and he
threw the severed picce away with
damp satisfaction.

“You know,” Roger said to his

4 friends, “we shouldn't huve nagged
-, him into it Some kids just aren't
=" the kind for swinging an the rope,
You cant make ‘em li%e it Any-
way, Tve oever fallen, so T don’t
know how bad it is”

Auvtumn turned gray and sod-
den, and lapsed into winter. Follen
leaves were pasted together and
frazen into & layer on which soow
sprinkled, stuck, and gathered.
SHll on crutches, Seott hobbled ot
mta the mw weather with Roger,
Together they clumped  through
the snow and saw how different
things were in winter. They stop-
ped by the rope swing, too, and
Roger blew on his hands as they
stood watching, Hanging peactical-

: Iy motionless, the rope gave no
~Judy Rovenfield hint of hidden power. It was

short and oxeless pow, but in the
spring . . .

“Boy that was some fall T took,” Scott mused. “Scared me to death,
1 eoald have broken my neck on that erazy contraption. What 4 swing!”
A strange, wistiul cxpression flitted ucross his face. “But. yoo know'—
and be forced a laugh—"maybe I'll even try it agaln sometime.”

They walked on, and even as the incident dissolved into the past,
a quict knowledge sottled In Roger's mind: as lang as kids felt the way
they did, the rope swing would rematin 1t would be sefe from its enemies,
for who could climb that gant sycamore?

Pugr Spematr—Mea. O'lesin's Sisth Period English T Class
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The Ballad of the Wise Wax Wicker
Shergd Michelson, 68

Said the batcher amd the baker to the candlestick maker,
“What's new with yon

Suid the candlestick maker to the butcher and the baker,
“Canclles sell o nickel for two,

Fm lowering the prices 'canse my store is in debt,

I can't make a living,

Andd T won't have people glving

Me handouts vet,

So I'd like some patronizing from you.”

Then the butcher amd the baker sakl so long for the day
And veturned to their jobs. ( They know maney ain't hay!)
To thelr customers they told

The stosy of the plight

Of their fellow business-owner,

That they might do what was right

In buying candles for light

So the candlestick maker was saved from the cold

Ty the kind, thoughtful folk who hud hearts of gold.

The maral of the story s an old one but real

"Help those who need it und do it with zeal”

Far though yoa may ot think so, the time could desw near
When you wish that you could hear

This ahort but truthiul ssying

From those who aren't paving

A care to the fare of your business

That's decuving as result of o loss

Through a misrable desl,

Pugr Spomse—The FIfh Persad 200 Flunkies
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The Tower of Babel

Fiest Plyee, Intermediote Essay Division.

intrarpret Spontaneons Writing Contest Barry Master, '69

Come, they said. Comwe, let us bulld a tower taller thas any that
win has known befare, they said. Come, lot ns explore the stars and the
heavens, they said. With aur great scéence we can conquer all, We will
learn what our amcestors poadered, they said,

They built the tower. Taller and taller it grew, They got closer
anch closer to Heaven, They worked harder and harder to finish it

Then He struck them down with u mighty blow. Said He, “You
are divided now. You will not learn My scerets”

Come, we said. Come, let us build a ship to reach farther than
man has ever before reached, we suid, Come, ket us explave the stars
and the heavens, we said. With our gt science we can conquer all.
We will Jearn what our ancestors pondered, we said.

We built the ship. Then weo producad more and more. We got
claser and closer to Heaven. We worked harder and harder to reach
o goal

Then He strack us down with a mighty blow, destroving us, Said
He, "1 divided you once, You did not beed My waming. You will
eyer Jearn My socrots.”

Slow Into Memory

Sweeond Place, Sonbor High Poetry Division,

Intrurpeet Spomtancous Writing Coatest Ellen Mease, 65

foating images of civele and Puctuating black and light, the tired mind
o Jonger sees the images, the real too real, the memony too alive.

e vague wandering back where the images. blurring moment to thought,
wrap, dreamiike, o half-eyved sheep of conscions darkness, silent Tt
Tiving in memary.

living in the half-beating. stow heart of time, o mewoardd of womb
warmth,

and thne for slow Hyving, for o hulfowind and whispering . . . in lost
silence there was only solidity amd earth, the hese and now ves of
breath and sight.

B
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and the emotion is agsin alive, emotional consciousness quickendng, - . -

and we were holding the physical, the flesh, until the probing fingers
gently, faintly pushed through warmth to source, touching the glow-
ing quick with ves,

in the sea you hebd me in your water-arms und the sea was rhythmic,
mirrored pulsation.

walking as vou passed, you holding me gently into the !lu'p of night,
softly into night and sightless depth.

tme o slow it wasnt o

passing over a whole carth of soft and hard, passing vellow and the sun

shadows fused in slow contentment, and the touch was felt in tmeless
MENY,

two dark depths touched and were one.

the eurth was soft summer beneath us and the movement was summer's.

needing more than sunawirmth or sea-silence or wastes of shifting sand

vou took me and then two wholes were still two bat the secrets deeper,
the warmth greater, the sifence deafening and two depths probing
until, touching essence, they fused in white-hot pain, unspeskable
i

from min our silence the sounds burst and the sea o Jonger echoed
silence, na longer threw away the light.

sea echoed deep sounds and held the light until sea was nothing but
i

und wl?mkd the earth with unspeskable light

and the brilliant speaking sounds of love.

we were whole, each self-waorlds that touched and quickly, frightened,
turned again to light and the sun canght us apart.

sun came and covered with heavy warmth, brilliant light, glistening
heat-pain and roar of sand-reflected flames.

our planet, roanded sides fused and repelling wills had given into other
bove,

dead with too-man hess, bruived by sight and vosces and light and
glistening confession

until secret silence pierced and bled the emotion .,

wnd again we turned to the light, cach knowing vet no longer foeling,
vach alone

wnel the sun caught us apart.

and now anlty T ean hold the silence, growing back into child-hiding

and you Bave no memory

Foar SpemanrThe Bootnars
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The Message

Third Place, Senlor Skore Story Divislon, ”
introapect Spontancous Writing Contest John CM”’“"‘ o

An elderly gentloman sat scanning the sea from the beach to the
horizon with w set of high-powersd binoculars. It was mid-afternoon and
the sun weighed heavily on the large beach umbrella which protected
the man from the torturing nays. Back and forth the magnifying eyes
searched, yet they knew not what they were in search of. Then, from
nowhere, a bottle glistened In the sun before the eye of the old man,
and when it rose 1o the crest of each passing wave, he could sco the
seript inside.

"A note?” he ventured. “Yes! A note from a shipwrecked sallor o a
ship in distress.” and be ripped his fowered Hawaiian sports shirt from
his chest und kicked off his slippers as he ran towards the waves breaking
on the beach.

The old man wis not a powerful swimmer, but he knew he could
reach the botthe and muke it safely hack to shore. Se with long, steady
stokes he maved against the four-foot waves towards the bottle.
Oceasionally, he would stop and tread water for a few seconds while
he found his position relative to
the  hottle. Then  be  would  slide
forward and again move to where it
floated.

But beyond the bottle the fin of an
enarmous tiger shark protruded from the
water. The old man neared the bottle,
but the water about him chumed and
frothed and hesved up bload and flesh
andd the obd man never touched the bat
tle or the note inside,

At B:15 that evening, as the sun
nesseed the hovizon & twelve-yoor-old boy
picked up the bottle from the beach and
with it took u smooth plece of drift wood
—Susen Wright  bome to add to his other viloed treasures,

Page Spocsar—Mles Mayer's Kxith Period Enguh Clas
adldn
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Journeying

Sevond Place, Intermoediate Desoyiption Division, : D
Quill und Scroll Creative Writing Conteat | 12anice Weldon,

From the depths of the crovasse came a gentle stirring a hird fying
low above it Jovered an nstant to et the fleeting warnth caress her
before she continued upward into the already cooling mountains when
she made her home.

As the sweet breath rose beyond the sheltering walls of the crevasse,
it yained strength, joining one of the hurrying newborn coments that
raced confused toward the valley miles below, There were 10 obstacles
on the harren mountainside to cheek its headlong rush downward until
the cooling breeze reached a widely strewn clump of trees just above the
platesu,

Here it was forced to disperse into several streams of alr which wove
into the trees until it recomcentrated on the far side. Reaching the plateau,
the Jight wind skimmed over the rocks and bare earth with just eoough
force to lift a few particles and carry them to the edge. Their weight
then pulled them to the earth again, and they bounced between the
sparse patchies of grass, with the wind in pursuit,

Now the wind flowed leisurely over the levelling slopes, its energy
spent, At last it entered the single street of the tiny village and permeated
the surrounding fields, carrying the story of its journey to all those who
awaited und weloomed it.

Those Times
Roberta Hilt, 69

it is interesting the colors like the mosd change
cach time, vach hour

something new different woaderful is to be seen
bow many are missed, how many are lost to thme
w sweet so gone and lost they are precions

they are fow

L oery und the radn falls on

diumonds, crystuls each and every one

s
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Death of a Cynie

First Place, Intermediate Postry Division, Katherine Tachau, 68

Quill and Seroll Creative Writing Contest

“To die, to sleep™
and the world will go an being,
and the ballad story of a greatest hero
in the end will matter nothing,
& death matters little
If no dramu catches its tail and palls;
na man can die a forgotten man,
but one he can soon become ., .
andd all one needs
is a place for sleep,
& spoon and bowl to eat,
a place to weep,
and a coffin.

i

“To sleep, perchance to dream,”
who knows better than 1 that
no one ever remembers—they just go on living,
Why should they? Death is
a dream that all must sleep to
find, why should I be different?
ar you? "Death be not proud—"
and & man is what he was—
and all one needs
s a placo for sloep,
a spovn and bowl] to eat,
a pluce to weep,
ul‘:lh u coffin. »

' = N
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To dreaum and then to ory,
and in the end does it matter
on whose shoulder you did weep?
Ferhaps, but the bed which beld you
may he rotten now—how should [
know or care? 1 am
nat Jong to be hore—
1 may die and who will care?
and all one needs
is a place for sloep,
a spoan and bow) to cat,

a place to weep,
and a coffin,

v
A coffin covers all mankind,
u little box of stone, of wood, or steel—
and mine shall be of pine or oak
when at last 1 must go on to
find myself, in search of the final sleep and
dresm;, andd all the great good is small—
Who knows better than 17 They say
[ um a bitter man; 1 am the rising sunl
und all one noeds
i a place for sleep,
& spoon and bowl to eat,

u place to weep,
and a coffin

Nameless

Tad Chitwood, 67

One grain of sund moves

Close against his neighbor | . .
Laust eitual of fove,

The quiet waves scattered

As 1 suddenly reached

Down . . and touched the moon,
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Yesterday's Gone

Thivd Place, Sonior High Essy Division, o
intraspeet Spontaneous Writing Contest Marianne Nauwfel, 67

bl Tick, Tock, Tick .
Two years, two dark and looely years ago. 1t all seems
s long ago, yet so vivdly clear. Well it's over now, so
@ what does it matter? How could it matter what hour it &,
what day or even what month? Who cares in this place; no
ope, for bere T am only one wnong many. But there was
a time when many cared. 1 had parents and a home. I
was alive and happy each moming and off to school. Liv-
ing day by day for the weekends. And then that night, the
smoke, my hame und family and my last thoughts. Run-
s ning dawn the stafrs and famtly hearing the sounds of
D) sereaming o the hackgronnd, What s it for u sixteen-year-
old girl when the realization hits that all of her Jove, hopes,
and dreams were burnt in o flaming house on a cold and
bonely wintry night? And to know that she woold have to
walk the path of life alone, und then |, . |
Life s like a light, suddenly an, quickly off,
Well it's over now, it's in the past, never to bo refived;
only in nightmares. As 1 sit here Jooking out this window onto thot lape-
Iy and empty field T realize that everything i over now, now 1 am only
a shell, Life is like u light, suddenly on, quickly off. )
Tick, tick, tick, ek, that Yonely clack in this dreary Jounge is ticking
o time my life away.

—Cindy Clorke

Salut!
(On First Resding Chekbov)
Pam Hegdt, 88

He s an ocenn into which you are dragged by irresistible waves
after the first timid pliunge, He palls yos. be bathes vou, he will not let
go. and tw come to the surface to breathe the air aod sanlight of an
ondinary day fs a sruggle, He exhilarates you. he makes you gasp. Yoo
run baok to him, and you cry

=i,
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His truth pierces like o straight-thrown shaft, cots dizectly to the
heart with the simplest of words, the most commanplace of plots, the
sketehiest of characters. You feel that his whole life has been centered
around the emotion which each charscter feels and the candor with which
T draws it hurts keenly, You must Jook ontside of yourself and love both
inside and outside more deeply after you have read of his great Jove; he
has given you 3 whobe pew vista, 4 new experience, & new and greater
love of life.

You feel o tremendous sense of discovery; you are a new pesson,
indelibly remarked, meredibly rebom. You wish to bum every word you
have ever written or read before to porify yourelf of what suddendy
seems unbellevably trite and worthless. Yon wre in hysterics; you trinmph
and cry, you jump for excitement, you cringe in shame, you wish your
complacency had never been shiattored by bim and immediately grasp for
his books again. You feel strack by lightning from the finger of God,
limp and shattered and enlighteoed and awed

You have died and have been reborn; perhaps in our pooe way yos
have gained some of his immortality, Yoo have been thundesstruck and
breathed upon, drowned and revived, and a little of yoursell bas been
lost, but « litthe of him is yours. This is vour jov, and it will be an en-
during jey.

Monster
Robrerta Hilt, '69

T wanted 1o turn ont the over-bright
lights and sit by myself

on just one winter night

1 sat alone with a

candle so thin, it ended before

it began to begin

1o break up my moment, my uncertain
sin

there came a monster who let the light in
The brillisnce came swifthy

and [ in the dack no Jonger

saw clearly In outlines so stark

Page Sponsar—Amosiated Duursnce Ageody, Ine.
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The Dead of Night

3 i First Placy, Intermedinte Short Story Division,
Greeting Quill usd Serall Creative Writing Conteet

Christopher Lee, 69

Roberta Hilt, 69
Inspector Fourvesieu loosened his stiff collar and lit @ Corona Pana-
tolla, his third that night. It relaxed him, and be wos tense. The pungent
smoke of the cigar penetruted the white cubicle he called his office. He

He turped wnd be said sile to her eves sat down in a stff uncomfortable chair behind his angular walmt desk
And she asked him how she should smilo which was laboring under the weight of all munner of vital, optional
He said smile lke the wind on & warm and trivial material, He stared suflenly at the small trench-coated figure
sunmer day when the leaves make patterns on the ground ucross from i seated in the room's only other chair. The figure did
Senile like the day in the cool, blue morming not notice him, focusing his attention oa the flakey white paint coming
when vou walked through the town all alone off the grim cement walls,

Smile ke vou smiled when T ran down the hill The lospector stopped gliring and stood np suddenly. He all but
and the world was for us to enjoy shouted at his companion, and anrily waved his fist. "1 hope vou're

satisfied, my friend. Mon dieu, you shoulda't be! Do you realize what you
have done to the glorous institution of the French Police? Do you?
Do you?" He sat down and puffed angrily at the cigar sticking pug-
ruciously out of his lean face,

The figure remained motionless far u few more moments. Then he
rwised his face, catehing the glare of the overhead lght momentarily in
his rimless spectacles.

“We've got your killer, my friemd! He confessed fully —he even
canfessed 10 some crimes that have troubled us for years! What more da
you want? Eh” Inspector Fourvosien had an eyo-catching manner when
he was lncensed, He acted jerkily in the exaggerated mation of an angry
puppet. On his Jank tall frame it made him look simultaneously Tudicrous
and horrifying. But the small bespectucled figure in the trench coat was
neither mmused nor horrified, and he showed it on his face. He was bored.

The little figure, whose name was Higgeowaite, looked at him, his
small face still ws expressionless as a vanilla pudding — which it stightly
resembled. He spoke in o tooe of quiet annoyed impatience, as thongh
he was a father and Fourvosieu a small, evil child,

“Fve told you twice, Inspector, your man is not the killer. He is
sane enough to be ridicudoos in the role of & psychotic criminal, which
the true killer is. Besides, be &5 a wobody! And T think 1 buve proved
conclusively that the killes — the man who (s really behind these bestial
homicides — is & member of the French Police Force”

"Fah!” celed the Inspector and sat down again, a brooding anger

—Cindy Clarke settling on his face. “F'm sorry I ever asked the London Police for your
help, This, my friend, Is Saturday night, The gendarmes should have
Pugy Spmisoe~Mes. O'Mearn s Thisd Feried Engleh 117 Class Foge Spunsur—Mis Curpsnter’s Fifih Period Ensitvh | Class
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been given their pay and let on thelr own to go on a night's good time,
insteadd of being kept in the station houses. They will rebel!”

“And one of them will kill again” said the little man, “if you let
the gendarmes have thelr Satarday night off! One of them is o psydno-
maniac. Don’t you realize yet exactly what that means? He is a man
who goes out every time the moon is full and kills. And he enjoys it!
And he will kiil uncmsmgly unless stopped. Undesstand? And it has to
Be a policeman. T have told you why, twice. When a victim is beaten
to death with the butt of a p-li:Jmnl and tracks of police boots are
found near the scenes of crime, when o body Is concealed so in the
Seine that 1o dragger from a police boat could find it, this is no coing-
dence. Furthermore, only a policemun conld have the impunity to do
lhzshmlo(khmgngxunmd again. Inspector, the gall of the man is
stupendous! And, so 1 hope, is his killer urge. He will be trappoed tonight.”
The little man finished and began studiously wiping his spectacles.

The inspectar still sulked and snorted cigar smoke angrily. The
Tittle snan whose name was Higgenwaite left the room and walked down
the dingy balls of the station, depressed by the Inspoctor, the scaling
white paint on the walls, and the whole Ides of his assignment. “Moan
killors. Fah!™ He walked out into the Parisian night.

It was only ten o'clock at night, then, and overywhere there was
light and action. Stores and thoroughfares were crammed with peaple.
His particular side of the street was fairly empiy. He called to his
comrade-n-arms In hattle with the stapidity of the Inspector, 4 gendarme
named Henry,

“Hello Henry,” be said in his quiet voice, "1 hope you don't mind
staying around the station house tonight.”

“Not at all. After all, what's u fow hours of whatever 1 would do
compared with a buman Hfe? Or several? How did you get along with
the Inspector, incidentally™

“Badly, He still takes it like a spoiled brat wha can't have his way.
Logic doesnt seom to appeal to him” He leancd back and tumed to
the gendarme. “By the way, how come you spell your name with a g#
Most Gallie types 1 know hiave an i at the end instead.”

“Well. sir, actually T'm not French, I'm pure Cockney. | used to
play the zithes in the London Orchestra, But, frankly, sir, I'm not very
good ut the wither. | prefer being o gendarme.”

“Few people do, Henry, And fewes want to be o detective,”

Higgenwaite tried to reli. He coulds’t, 5o be began (o review mens
tally the facts in the sensationa] case of the moon killer,

The tabloids had u fiedd day. France hadn't had a lmudetllh-hin
ymn.()(muml’mmn l:,;l:ltenplm for lors of naty
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On the night of May 1, 10—, a certain G. Lombardi and his wife,
co-proprictors of one of Paris” more shady places of entertainment, wer
killed. The of the doubl ler was ingenious and ghastly,
Even the most daring and sersational editors would not allow photo-
graphs of the Lombardis to be printed. No clues were found at first,
until a small indentation made by a boot was found in a clot of dried
mud near the scene of the murder. 1t was made by a police boot.

Of course, nothing was said to the peass about the print,

More murders of the same gory ilk were committed. A canny ve-
porter noticed they were all consummated on the night of the full meon.
Soon it was covered by all of the papers, respectuable and otheewise, The
motn monster became the darding of the conservative and the vellow

Smﬁhlngmuwumthuhpupenwnmnhtldabdmmgm
the Police Bures rtain chues found at the scenes of the
moon murders. Secn-tunifmqnmshnknkmm in the force had no re-
sults, The murderer was clever and knew he was wellhidden in the
runks of the gendormes of Ganl.

Wheever be was, be, self-confident in his fluge, did things
that made world headlines, His murder of an entire board of directors
of a famous company, man by man, in a sadistic reign of terror, incensed
maore_ than Jocal authorities. So help was called in from London — from
Seotland Yard, “And | was the help,” thought Higginwaite disgustedly.

“Henry,” sald the little man from Scotland Yard, “1 am profoandly
bored by sitting here waiting for Mr. Mooo Murderer. Let's tako o walk”

“Around the station house

“Anywhere”

They walked slowly, talking about the tribulations of being o law
enforcer, “You must have it hard . . | having to make decisions lke you
did about Samrday night and all”

“You said i sighed the little man, peeling u Jong strip of white
paint off the station hovse wall

Henry sighed in answer, *You know, it's hard on the Inspector, too,
He's been buying lots of alcobolic relaxation lately, on the sly, too

“What? But he told me he didn’t drink when 1 came over — against
his scruples und all that,”

“Well,” said the gendarme, “Either he's been feeding vou a lot of
goff or he's huying it for someone who can’t get it

“Like w prisoner®”

“Well . ., yes, T suppase. But why?*

“Why? Well " Then it hit him. Hard. Very hard.

“Heary,” suid Illgg'uvniu- in e quiet, nrgent volee, “in what condi-
tion was the prisoner when he took that interview and confessod so
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“Well, sir, if T dido’t know better, I'd say he was . ., well, sozzlod”
Henry stared purzledly at his comrade, “But why woold Fourvosiea
saturate the fellow lke that*

“To get him to confess, Henry! To confess! T didn't remember until
now, but that fellow you've got in tow is a dipsomaniac — be'd say any-
thing under the influence of alcohal! Why, Henry? Because Fourvaisean
wanted something hiddeo!”

Then they heard the shots,

- - . -

Inspector Fourvosieu slapped the prisoner ugain. “Tf you threaten
me with expasure of our scheme, my friend, T will cut off your supply
of liguor, you filthy uleoholicyou'd hate that, wouldn't vou!®

The prisoner cringed, but talked back in a childish whine, on the
edye of tears. He looked afruid, horridly afraid,

“But they will Kill me if 1 do not tell them | um insocent. You said
they would just put me away — in o nice, sufe asylum, where 1'd have all
I want! But they tulk of my death! They talk of Madame La Guillotine!”
He began to sob, “T did oot kill! 1 do not want to diel”

“Do not worry,” sadd Fourvosiew in a soothing tone. “Here — havo
some wine — It will calm your nerves.” He smiled, his lean face splitting
into i grotestquely kind espression. More than ever e looked like a
pappet. And he was a poppet — to his own ensotions,

The prisoaer gulped at the battle, Jooking wroand pervously as does
u wary animal, He pecred hetween the bars of his window — and gave a
gasp Hke o man saved from drowning.

“The moon,” he shouted raucously, “The moon! The full moon! Quick,
Inspector, take me to your officials —

“The moon, the moon,” ssid Fourvosicu. His smile changed slawly,
minutely, until it was a leer,

“— And they will see I'm not a maniac! Ab, yes! Yes = The prisomer
took another swallow from his wine hottle, celebrating his salvation.
“Am | pot normal? See, 1 do not "

“The moon, you say?" said Foarvosien, tuming his hesd to look.
“The moon?” He looked hetween the burs with ws rapt un expression as o
cat watching a canary. “You know, I've always loved the moon,”

“L tool Why, T could kiss it now! The dear moon! They will know
T am not the man! Why, Tam as oormal as yon!”

“OhY” sawd Fourvosien

“Come, Fourvosien! Take me to your superiors so that I may be
absolved! Ah, no Madame La Guillotine for me!”

“Yes, no guillotine for you my friend.” said Fourvosiou, reaching into
his punts pockets. e booked oot again. “The bright moon, The beautiful

i
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moon. The moon like the eye of a cobra.”

“Shall we go, Inspector”

“Yes, you shall gn. Come here, mon ami” The prisones, flinging
away his empty wine bottle walked up to Fourvosien and linked amms
with him i drunken camaraderie.

“Yos, friend” said Fourvosien, disengaging himself and salking
back stiffly o few steps, “You shall go — He pulled from his right !
a gleaming nickel-plated revolver, “STRAICHT TO THE DEVIL!" He
fived quickly, again and again uotll the weapon's chamber was emptied.
He smiled like the poppet be was, The poppet of the moon,

Quictly stepping over the body, he took out a small suteamatic, shot
it veveral times into the wall hehind Tm. and delicately wiping off his
fingerprints fiest, put it into the hunds of the desd man.

It was perfect, he thanght, looking at the dead body and licking his
lips. Perhaps nat us ingendoas as his others, but enjovable. He would tell
the fools be was walking by the cdl hlack when be saw the prisoaer
escaping. Quite an opportunity to yell at the man in charge of the keys
The gun? Well, explanations later, The men in the station would come
any minute mow,

Then be looked up and saw the vanilla-pudding face of the little
mian from Scotlund Yard peering at him through the bamed window, He
abso saw the little mon's pistol

“Good wark, Henry,” said the Hode man from Scotland Yard, “It took
skitl to get Fourvosien in here without being seen.” Henry, Higgenwaite,
and Fourvosiou were all back o the Inspector’s office room. Henry and
Higgenwaite were alive,

“We'll have to tell them some rubbish about bow e shot the killer,
and came back here to kill himself — to save face or something of the
sort, I hope 1 can forge well enough to make & suicide note for him.
That was good shooting, Heory, Quite excellent.” The Httle man looked
at the neat blue hole in Fourvosien's temple. “Well have to tell thien he
arderod you ta give him your gun, as his was empey.”

Henry was cleaning bis fingor-prints off his beavy revolver, bot be
was looking at Fouryosieu, “T suppose we had to da it this way to save
the name of the French Police, Stll . . - Fourvosien was the ficst man
Fve ever shot, Higgenwaite"

“You get over it,” mid Higgenwaite. He took o Corone from a cigar
hox on the Inspector’s walnat desk, cut it and lit it. "For 4 maniae, he
had fino taste 10 cigars” He puffed deeply and plumped himsell into
the Inspector’s chair. "Have one®”

“Na thunks,” said Heny, placing his revolver fn Fourvosien’s limp
hand, “T don’t smoke”

i Fape Spousec—Mry. Disdardios Stth Peried Engsh U1 Clis
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On the Subject of & Poem

Kathwrine Tachaw, 65

(Le vent de Lawtre nuit @ jeté bos Famour . ., P, Verlaine)

Late one afternoon the wined
and I beside my window lay
and thought of death, andd life,
and thea of death voce more-—
How usedess to think and
try to prevent what death would
end without so much as a trace.
und yet they say to me:
Autumn is the cruelest
month-far crueler even
than Sprg. And this too:
No death can be finality,
if vet there can be hope.

1

. Swept away so many Jeaves;
died so many deaths, my doved one
(And T too), for a Jeaf carries

others with it—it Is coward
to go alone. Where has gooe the
Wind? Where hides now the Storm?
Are they perhaps dreaming of

other years and Storms?

Autumn i the cruelest
month—far crioler even
than Spring. And this too:
No death can be a finality,
if yet there can be hape,

lﬂ.mw-nmnumtc&-,
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(1)

o D shall ot retum,
And it my going 1 boar a decp
satisfaction. They are glad that

1 go. And night that carries
Death with it shall mourn and
shall die—but whe else will care?
Not 1— for I die.

And “death be not proud” .. bot .
Autizmn is the cruelest
month; far crueler even
than Spring; And this teo:
No death can be u finality,
if yet there can be hope.

A Depressed Commentary
Mitchell Ash, 66

Dingy darkoess of bumanity, advance! Rumble and roar loudly,
stresm forwand with serawny sereaming noises! Devastate und overwhelm!
Jeer, sneer. and leer with the saliva of sucoess aozing fram the comers
of your lips! Esploit and despoil, as wsoal, for the opposition is token.
No wavering ocours in the smoky ranks of markiness becanse General
Fear is at the head; and no need exists for brilliunt exhartations before
the fray, since supremo confidence miles already, The blackness con-
quees constantly, in silence ar with velse: history weaves the pattem of
threads in ehomy and in soarlet. Therefore the lightless river flows on-
wird, unencianbered by doubts

The eyes of ancient Inquisitors observe fram hooded obscurities of
birain, approving: the smouths of Citizen Executioners smile from swarthy,
Blood-streaked fuces, commending, Cesure Borgia and Cardinal Richelicu
stand sibontly in individusl doorways, spplanding: and Adolph Hitlee
rwhies o wm - perfunctorily, grioning. Al are aware of the
reality: it is not the dark-skinned who shall overcome, hut the hlackened
minds. They continue to gain casy victories, while the clear minds thes-
rize, the gray minds temporize, and the normal minds chase butterflies
(of the spocies callod Possessions maximus ),

Pope Spoesor—Ur and Mrs Warten 1L Ay
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A Room With a View
Improvised Conglomeration
Third Place. Intermediate Description Diviston, Lynn Webster, 68

Quill and Beroll Creative Writing Cootest Suzan James, 68

1 was a gem of immortality,

Four walls, a ceiling, and  floar, A bed, a window, and a cell door, Impeisoned by the walls of time.

This would he: his warld for Cod only knew how long,

Three bays crossed the window and obstructed his view of the
outside world, yet what he could see was bleak but somehow peaceful.
Just u desert sky, u lone mesquite tree, and ooce inoa while o rbbis
skipped by or a snake slithered to his hole to escape the summer heat.
A slight breeze blew warm zis in his face. His eves were filled with
dust, and he had to lie down, His only view of the world | . . 5o calm

- 80 guiet . . . so expectant,

Twice a day the sheritf entered with some stale hread wd water,
Soon he could feel every bone in his hody, and thev ached with pain,
The days dragged on endlesslv—wus he still living? He wasn't cortain,
He omly knew he existed,

1 was an imposter af success
Smothered by wamshipping fools,

I was the blood of fowering contentment,
Growing in a weeded path,

And these things made me a fallure,
A traitor, a disappointing improvision,

I was u conglomeration of ideals
And sadly, very sadly nothing more,

One day the view
from  his  window
bad been  altered.
He glinced at the
place  where  that
mesquite bad  ance
stood. Only o seraw-
ny shomp remained
Winter was coming
and mesquite made
good fire wood.

Some  davs  later
about supper time
the sherifl ordered,
“Git out!” He hare-
Iy had enough
strength to reach the
door, He peered out
into  the  peaceful
world and saw why

Puge Spcosor—The Frowd Clul

he had been living,

The people milled
around  as if they
were ot i carnival
Men were selling
cold  doinks, and
wornen kepe  light
vein on their chil-
dren. In the centes
of it all was the mes-
(uite tree . ., A
platfenmn . . . a trap
dowe . . . a nosse. He
Was an amusement,
i thing people came
from far and near to
sev, FHis Jife had
been 4 nonentity,
His end was a hap-
pening,

Turn Your Eyes Away

Turn your eves awiy

Pam Heyde, 65

When you see @ naked soul

When someone whispers, or cries,

Do not listen; do not heed him

Unless your can muke hix words your own.

Count not his heartbeats;

Ask not his Dream,

Explore not with foreign fingers

His deepest recesses—

His life, his joy, his pain,

His perception,

I he offers you his heart

Turn your eves away.
Do not take it,

‘or il vou do you may lose your own.
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Cry and Converse
Aobierta Hilt, 69

Life is unfair.
Iy it?
They won't let you lives
Waon't they?
The whole warkd
comes down to
two poople and
two lives and
two souls
so the omly thing
that matters
is your restive
love

Heart of Darkness

A Review Ellen Mewse, '668

HEART OF DARKNESS by Joseph Consad

“It seems to me | am trylog to tell you « drewmeamaking, o vain at-
tempe, becausa no relation of & docam can convey the drean-sensation,
that commingling of shsurdity, surprise, und bewilderment in a tremar
of strugaling revolt, that notion of being cuptared by the meredible
which is the very essence of dreams _ . . we live, as we dream, alone .

For the child Marlow the dream was in Incomprebensible “plice ol
darkness.” the "centre of the carth™ As a man Markow can at last know
the darkness, touch the incomprehensible, feel the dark life stirring in
the forests and in the “hearts of wild men” Now he can answer the
Featureless enigma that mormurs “Come and find out,”

<« Yet man and civilization move oto the darkness, moving to
“find out,” moving ws w wandering conquerar striking with brute force
against an unyielding wall of darkness. Brate force, driven agaimst

Papwe Spoaser—ilumanitiee Clases
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the savage of darkness, reduces the “philanthropic protences™ of ad-
vaneing clvilization te “trnsgression, punishment, hang” amd “extermi-
nate the brutes!” Moral ideals, moral purpose are po more than ripping
the white treasures of darkness from the bowels of the earth.

The wandeger is man with higher destiny und stronger hlood, heart
with blind purpose, the mind a0 more than a sightless, unformed dream,
an idea bi ly idealized, a rationalism wholly irational. Man and
wundering ciﬂliuuun come to conguer the darkness,

Here no man bears o “charmed life,” Here “truth stripped of its
clouk of time” changes the wandering man. He Tas moved out of reality
into deeper reality, where only man, alone, and natire, dark and geotly
absorbing, either co-exist or exist stroguling stlontly, darkly against each
pther, Faced with the reflected image of his singleness, the wandering
man sees, in sudden reality, his complete al his complete naked-
ness. Sofitude within the knowing yet sileat carth drives man within
himself, Survival, and sanity, are dependent solely an the strength of
man's nature, his ability to see aloneoess, to accept solitude and the single
self, to maimain the individual self's resistunce to the absorbing durk-
ness. of the warth, to the losing of the self. The heart of darkness, un-
known and unpitying, is death in “impalpable greyness . . . without
desire of victory, without fear of defeat, without . ., belief in your
own right.” Only “faith” only Intense desire, only the uncompromising
grasping of reality and compromising existence can hold man within
himself in this “here” of darkness.

The primitive man of darkness, the painted savage, knowing only
silence in the heat-soaked, watersoaked earth of the forest, grows cat
of this earth with a “wild vitality, an intense eu:rg_v of mcmml," a
powerdul physical answer to a silent earth. The “prehistoric” man apy
™ notbelngmhmmn This Is the worst fear: that the wﬂdnndpaz
sionute wproar,” the mad, unearthly shrieks, the body-defying contor-
tions could be brothers to the entering, watching winderers, Where man
enters in sdvacced time., the peehistoric man still belongs “to the bo-
ginnings of time” The man of darkness survives, lives vitally, wildly
in the beart of darkness. Untouched by the histories of time and fear,
morals and ideals, be simply Hves life us the darkoess ts life to
him. Without struggle he is born and lves and dies, Without the impli-
cations of advanced civilization and the cultored man, of greed and
power and satistion. be exists untouched within the silence of dark-
ness. 'Hu- only reality i llu- unspoken, koowing give-and-take, the

P of the y ive man and his earth,

Here nature herself hus tried to "ward off introdess® with “lm-

potent despuir.” flere is a great silence, touched occasionally by the

hmmyhmmmm
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swelling, sinking sounds of drims and savage, suggestive voices. Here
mystery and greatness and the “nmazing reality of concealed life”™ breathe
strong, softly, silently, lying with m-mmdmu black intensity, Here is
primeval earth, “great, expectant, mute,” carth prehistoric, carth un-
koown and unknowable, “earth unearthly,” earth “monstrous and free.”
Death is here, und pregnant life, hidden knewledge and the “pro-
found darkness af its heart” becomes tungible realities. Here the mys-
terious stillbess is felt watching, an “implacable force brooding over
an inscrutable intention,” watching with 1 “vengeful aspect”

Now the timeworld of the wanderers is nowhere. “Just nowhere.
gone, disappeared,” without whisper or shadow. The wanderer is cut
from all that he has known, so that that past existence is meaningless
and known reality is only illusion,

.. The wanderer Kurtz & s “universal gemius,” a myth with
ideals, driving ambition, pride, powertul verbul eloquence. He fills
the lives of men, “occupies thoughts, swiys emotions.” Yet he chooses
the darkness, entering to rip open the darkness, to apen unto the light
of clvilization the buried seceet, the hidden potentiality, the mystericus
power of that pregaant carth, the howling vitaliy of is people. He enters
to “swallow all the air, all the curth, all the men before him” In utter
solitude, in utter silence he relies upon “innate strength, npon . his
own capucity for faithfulness” But Kurtz transcends himself, lu\xning
w supernatural being, a being aloof, wlone. His “Esterminate the brutes!”
vips wide his pretence of the exertion of “a power of good practically
unbounded.” Now “powers of darkness™ claim him “for their own”

Kurtz reigns as a deity over the savages; symbolic shrunken heads
surround his hut, Kortz becomes wholly freo of that curth, kicking it to
pieces, struggling silently in its beurt, presiding at “midnight dances
ending in unspeakable rites.” And Kurtz is alome.

And as he struggles alone, the wilderness secks him out; it takes on
him 2 “terrible vengeance for his fantastic incaution” It whispers things
about himself which be didd not know, things of which he had o con-
ception until e took counsel with this great solitude. The whisper,
“irresistibly fuscinating,” “echoed londly within him because be was
hallow at the core” His soul, alone in the wildemess, “looked within
itself and it had gove mad!”™ He is without substance, o “wandering and
toemented thing,” a heart of barren darkness, his brain “s waste,” his
desire uuh'mlmbk. His deepest cries ave “Oh, but 1 will wring your
heart yet,” spoken to the invisible wildemess, and “The harroe! The
hoeror!” His eyes embrace the whole univesse in desth, * ‘plercimg enough
to penetrate all the bearts that beat in the darkness.” Foe Marlow this
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embracing soul sums up, jndges, as u sonl “transhicently pure s a cliff
of erystal”

. Yet the death of Kurtz Is a “moment of trivmph for the wilder
ness.” Solitude strikes too decply in the lonely, shaded eloguent core
of Kurtz. The heart of darkness, pierced and bled, opened and dese
crated, responds to Kurtz with silent vengeance. The mysterious still-
ness, watching, mute, pushes Kurtz into himself and his mad god-soul
dumns him. So silence and solitude, greatness and darkness, absoch am-
bitiom and dreamt fulfillment. Soul vainly searched, head picked, morals
stripped, body destroyed, the stroggle & stilled, the maduess calmed.
Kurtz is buried in the smell of mud, in primeval mud, in eternal silence
and conquering darkness, The beart of dirkness receives him only in
death,

Shini

Robesta Hilt, '69

The silver prisms of light,

Diamonds, and triangles

How many faces can you find in the jungle
When they all look the same?

wellindy Clarks
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Wanderer

Third Ploce, Intermedinte Postry Division, | - .
introvpeat Spontaneous Writing Contess Gail Harris, 65

He looked at beauty—
saw nothing,
Tried to lave—
had no feelings,
Viewed eternity-
knew only the present,
Searched for God —
understood at Tast.

July 31,1965 . . . | Moggie Ceyuiel, 6

American Fidd Servies
Forvign Eschange Student

.. A great day to remomber, s pew phase of life, far away from my
family, friends, boylvend, schook; ready to find & new saciety, u new
workl in which to live for the next whole year.

After a few days of trving to improve my poor English, T still
missed all the dear persons and things 1 left in Argentina, but it wasn't
so bad, Greeting new people, & new family that since the first moment
gave me the love and care that 1 needed, made me enjoy it

In September, when school startedd, T was seanad, but sfter meeting
the teachers und new friends, the fear disappeared, and T was ready to
enjoy my year in AMERICA.

After eight months, 1 have been able to find differcaces in the
ways of life botween the two conptries. T don't like to make comparisons,
hut 1 was asked for it, so then , .. bere are the results:

In school, we have obligatary subjects. We ooly have a chance to
choase among Normal, commercial, or Bachelor's school. We start school
at eight o'clock und we finish at 1:30, Wo don't huve Junch thore.

Many people study subjects out of school such as piano, guitar,
French, English and sewing,

Pags Spenau—dn. Gadslin's Thisd Perliel Enpgish Cam

. 4 _

introspect | 41

The schools sports are baskethall, bull-onthe-basket (an Argen-
tinian spart for girls), volley-ball, and soft-ball.

In Argenting, the national sport ts “foothall” what Americans call
soccer. Football and rughy are the more popalar. Soccer is held among
professional tewns, while rughiers are college students who belong to
different clubs. The teams have the names of the clubs for which they
play; they ure ot college teams. Amany teen-agees, rughy i the more
popular,

The races cull the attention of many people. Those who are too
much in it are called “burreros”

Nat many teen-ugers have their own cars. We are not allowed to
drive until we are 18,

Parties are held wlmost every Suturday, During those parties we
usually dance with records, We only have hands for hig ar important
dances, Teen-agers have groups that vary from six to twelve couples that
usually mect in the parties. What 1 mean is that we have common
friends. Dating is different, When we go to a party, we don't have a date.
The gixl or boy that has the party invites his or her friends. Then, every-
body tries to dunce with everyhody.

What Americans call “steady” in Argentinian iz called “metida”™
Girls usually start poing steady around 15, Another difference is that
girls date hoys alder than they are, wnd o go steady with someone that
is a5 abd us vou are is something to be ashamed of,

1 think that with these things vou have a letle kdea aboot Argen-
tinian life, 1 hope you enjoyed reading this and T have something else
to say: 1 love you ol And T hope to see yvou sometime during our
lives. Thank you!

Love,

Maggic

Primary
Roberta Hilt, '69

the bov with the magic name and the golden voleo
walks light but he walks even

very soeasured very calm don't panic

don't langh, no tears

the coal Blue, the cool green passes in a mist

the dawvn hlonsd togeehor wned the days are Jong
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The Killer

Secomil Plnce, Senior Short Story Division, . v ,
introgpret Spontancous Writing Contest Cindy Cunningham, ‘67

The stuccato sound of sheep bleating echoed in the glen, mingling
with the bright sky and soft pink beather und the sighing of a hielan’
tam to create a scene of pastoral tranguility,

But o Meg, who was nluulv lnsulmg the dirt path leading to
Cruachan glen, only cae feeli urgency. She thought
of her brother, Gavin, and the dog Tam, and breathed a fervent prayer.
Oh, ye maun’ be there, Jad) I maun’ find ye in time .

She emerged in the Cruachan vale and saw C-avln Mor and the
tricolor shepherd fetching a stray ewe from the side of the mountain,
Sighing with a relief as great as the Ben Croachun, she started toward
them

“Gavin!” she called, hearimg bor volce breathless as it echoed down
the glen, “Gavin! The farmers are holdin’ o meeting at the Grange, and
ye ken what they have in mind!”

Thunderstruck, red-haired Gavin drove the stray before him into
the vale. His grey eves were fived warriedly on s tricolor comrade.
The dog was bhurrying the sheep toward the flock in @ nomansense
manuer, The bay appraached his sister, exclaiming, "Och!” They're nat
thinkin' cor Tam's the Killer! Nae do't it's McGlachlun's Grim wha's
the murtherin’ tyke. Bat no’ oor Tam-" He broke off, Jooking at Meg
with a Jook of incredulous anger Idering in his eyes.

“But McGlachlan’s and ooe flocks are the only oves who have ne
been struck, And ye ken how a kifler piver takes 1o his own sheop. It
maun’ be aoe or the other,” sighed the girl, raching down to stroke the
dogt as he stalked up to her.

But Gavin was not listening: his thoughts ran hard with the bitter
antagonism he felt for the smug Angus MeGlachlun. When his and
Meg's tather had been alive, the hatred that Angus had felt for him
had oot been hidden. Now that Me. MeATlister was dead, Gavin's mother
seemed (o be an empty shell of o baman belog; now she was rapidly be-
coming senfle, mourning intersely for her lost one,

Meg lumh- into her brother's veverie. “Cavin, wha' will ye do?
Theyll be coming soon” she said, glancing at the path behind her.
She drew her lhk& shaw! around her.

1o answes, Gavin made o sweeping gesture in the direction of the
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flock. “Feteh them, lad,” ho told the dog, “Meg, well gang bome and
wait for the furmers. Yo maun’ look over Mither, Doon't yo worry lass;
we'll fix that McGlachlan!™ He clasped his sister’s bands in a comfaorting
manner. Between the siblings passed a look of deep ruppurt; then both
turned and herded the sheep down the path away fram the glen . . .

L - -

At the Grange, u farmbouse situated in the bottom lands belaw
Ben Crunchan, the group of farmers were animatedly discussing the
four-footed scourge that had come upon them. During the last month
a sheep killer of devilish canning had been at large, wantonly destray-
ing helpless ewes and lambs, The scoundrel had so far been too clever
for the farmers, and his (dentity was not yet known, although many
speculated aboat him.

A large, red-faced, beefy man was adamant; “T tell you, the Me-
Allisters” dog, Tam, s the Killer! They've 1m0’ been hit by the beast”
Te glared at his contemporaries, daring anyaoe to dlngtm

“Neither have you been struck, Angus It could just as well be
your Grim that's the Killer,” interposed thoughtful Jim Gordan,

“Yo cannd' insinaate—" rejoined angry  MeGlachlan, starting to-
ward the man threateningly. He was hastily detained by Geordie Mac-
Iver, who ucted us mediator for the meeting.

“Calm yomrself, Angos. Wo must be open-minded here; the Killee
could be Tam or Grim, or neither, But [ do think & few of us shoukl
call on Gavin and ask him to keep his dog bound—and the same gocs
for you, Angus”

This was the consensus of the group, and the men nodded and
mumbled in agreement. Maclver glunced around the group of men in
the room, then said curtly, “lan Mor, Awgos, and Jamie, come with
me to the MeAllistors.”

The four men walked oot of the louse and turned their foot.
steps. towird Ben Ceuachan .

Soluimmkccp'l"nm tied up ot night, 1t's the sensible
llung to do Gavin,” explained Maclver, looking at the boy’s dog with
stigniflcunce,

“But if 1 tie lum tonight, like s may th' Killer will get ma sheep!!”
protested Gavin, He fived his eyes on McGlachlan’s face, finishing slow-
Ty, “If Angus i willing to tie his Grim, then Ul tie Tam, here. But
onl) then.” His eves mel Angus’ in a look that suid eheckmate.

McCGlachlan. spluttered angrily, "Moo, ye must be mad! 1 dare oa'
keep Crim ted up! It's him that's kept the Killer off ma sheep!”

In Gavin's smile theee was 0o unor. “Be ye afraid of th' truth,
mon?' he incuired.
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Maclver entreated. “Will ye both o’ be sensible? We must cateh
the Killer!™ Neither untagonist stitved, Geordle realized that hix efforts

were in vain—each man was too proud. “Come, Angus,” be sighed,
turning to leave the crofter’s cottage, ‘
Angus glared at the boy and his dog for & makevalent etemnity, A T 1
then followed the other man. Gavin closed the door behind the two j Unna Poetry
retreating figures, then turned to his collie. “Now we'll see who's guilty, Robert Schaad, ‘65

lad” be breathed triumphantly. Hiv mind flew ahead in anticipation
of the fust-approaching evening

Gavin crouched into the heather, shivering as the chill night wind wild harse
cut through him, Al about him was darkness, and there was no moon, N D
A night for the Killer, he thought. He could see a faint outline of white— ’}.'“ stallion turns
the ewes he had left as bait. He felt a twinge of regret that be had not s r:u:s.ulm 10 & sonnd that means
brought Tum with him, - DANGER

The night was silent except for the cry of the wind. The shecp
slept peacefully. Far off, a curlew cred in desolation.

And then within a flash it happened—the ewes bleated wildly as a
huge shadow leapt among them, Gavin jumped up, crecping softly
upon the scone of still-comtinuing camage.

The sheep huddled in fright at the wnell of the blood of their
own kind, The black form of the Killer snarded in disdain, umware of
the man behied him. Cavin, unable to pote the ideatity of the dog as
vet, smiled triumphanthy.

Only then did he distinguish the devilish form of his own Tam,
eyes wild with killer's fury . _ .

but all is quiet
and the water is cool
and sleep comes easy

but the men come

and the stallion leads

the mares follow (for such is as it should be)
it is u glorions sight

the stallion could run forever

but the mares tive

and the stallion turns to fight

and he cries for the mares to ran

(tor they will bear his foals)

F and they min

BANG and the stallion falls
and the mares come
[ they must protect him

but man's rope is strong
the stallion straggles to his feet
BANG

round und round the ring the mares trot
s it alwuys will be,
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Lord of the Rings
A Review | ficky Julliard, 67

THE LORD OF THE RINGS by J. R. R Tolklen (Ace Books, Inc.,
1230 pagey, 1956).

Theough modulations i masic, a melody can mave from one key
into unother, from one realm of feeling into anothes, still presenting part
of the same Idea. TIn Lord of the Rings, | R K. Tolkien has, (o sense,
trarspased reality into a different key, showing different and beautiful
prucﬁltmlmmlmplmlnawm”dmy!h full of wizards,
dwarves, thinking trees and animals, elves, hobbits two to three feet
high. But reality has a dark and destructive side, also; likewise in Tolkien's
work there is & durk Sord of evil, Sauron, ageinst whom every force of
good must be mustered — and even then mmch huck — for Fate hangs in
the balance constantly. But all of these seemingly strange things of which
“Tolkien hss told are really not so strange: they are from the mind of mun.
From seeing mists on leaves, strunge trees in forests, light streaming
through grey clouds or & sunset obscured by dark douds, and being able
tr foel these within us, we know that there is much below aud above
our conscicus mind that berds our wills, There are voices within us
which, like old trees in the hearts of forests, fear the things that run free
in the meadows, fear their freedom, and wish only to tum towards their
own dark hearts; there is the voice of the dark Jord which eajoles us and
orders us to have dominion over others, to destroy them, and, in the
process, to destray our humanity; but there is also that elfin chorus
which delights in sun und song, und the hobbit's volce that calls us 0 o
fireside table laden with food. These are all of man, but when the spicit
of each becomes Bolated from him it molds of itself a new form, and
with these forns Tolklen has modded his book. So, we must not discount
the land of faivie for it may be vital to us,

A yet Tolkien has not given us only this: be reinforces his vision
with such u wealth of Jore and language thar the imagination is staggered.
Behind the plot of the novel, dealing with the culmination of the hattle
between good and evil, there rests a whole universe created and fashioned
by Tolkien's pen. Histories of past struggles, kingdoms, heroes and
languages all lie undemeath, poking their misty peaks through the fabric
of the story in allusions, being fully revealed in the appemtix, The style,
rich in vision mul mvuphm always rotains fust enaugh of the drimatic
to u 1 intensity. 1f yon enjoy exporiog new worlds of the
wiined, dedving Into the wnnd:n of the soul. read Tolkien,
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When I Have Found Kt Loon. 65
Yy Lgom,
Exchangs Feature | o horton High School

When 1 have found through searchings of my own,
The ressson for my presence an this carth,

What task is meant for me to do wlone,
Selocted wml issued at my hirth,

When 1 have visioned past the realm of sight,
Prying into my own distorted soal,

Finding a purpose, concealed as if by night

A parpose that when found becomnes my goal
When thus the meanings of my life 1 find,

And pray to God for grace;

Then surely He will quiet my mined,

And guide me through the ruce.

When I have made my mark and done my best,
Then, shall my troubled soul find rest.

A Candle
Linda Griffiths, '66

A candle, man’s chief source of light for over two thousand vears,
hegins 1fe us the ordinary fssue of the candlemaker’s trade. But the
tall slender thing meaches we in its prime aod emburks on its slow
death when lighted. 1 am fascinated by the gentle flickering cansed by
the fleeting of its waxen sonl. The candke is aware of its inevitable end,
and strives to. plesse with a radiunt glow for as long as Hifo lingers,
Grodually, the onee majestio candle beging to lose ity gracefal sym-
metry, But the waxen thing holds its head et and sdowly perishes
in dead silence. The wick dwindles and lies in a tny pool, the candle
baving fulfilled its parpose.

Page Sponmr—The Wagaeors High Selwnd Owilr
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Simply Looking

Katherine Tachauw, 65

From valleys to barren heights. the whaole regiom \lm'.nl hefore
“ast, the blue-white-

me as though It were o map. Tawering to the
capped mountiing seemed 1o wain stature s the Sun rose behind
Touching on their verdant depths, the Sun majestically and  slowly
began ber journey. Tinging the tips of the branches of the tullest ok,
she began to flood the vallevs with her warming mays. She began to
paint the already blood-red roofs of the houses o golden scarlét, As sho
saturated the homes of the nearer villages, cocks began to crow, And
then she stood poised above the final cattage in the farthest town, She
puu.wd, it soemed, as If besitant to climb the stairway to her manor,
Pausing there hefore the Mountains towering, | think she noticed me.
Seeming to wink at me one final time, she disappeared behind the
towering wall, to continue her daily sepourn,

Debine Wevmom

Poge Stmsse—Mis Miwry's Past Perlod Endish | Claw

0O Kindred Spirit

A trée with barren branches stands,

Molded by wind, by ruin and by
\m'u‘.

Beaten forever, In the course of its
life—

\wavs the molded, never the mokes.

CGreen are ity branches, verdant and
fertile;

Chasext ln} the wind, its pine cones
renew

The life of the mother, when hers
las ehbed,

\nd follows the pattern ber life has
ledd

Al men can sav ber purpose s

pla

To be soothing to a tred man's eves

Yet still It seems futile, always to
stand

Oaly o lundmark, never o lantern

Then one transforms ber into u yule
troe;

Hager to serve, she, and ecusily
pleases

What better service can she give
1o man,

Thun to give out a glow on all of
his Tunds?

O Kindred sonl! Rest and be glad.

For you are the maker, the shaper
of love

Cranted you sloep for most of your
Tife—

Its the sharing and carfng  that
counts

Kathy Tachau, '
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~Lindy Clarke
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On Creative Genius

Thind Place, Semior High Essay Divisios,
Quill anif Seroll Crentive Writing Contest

Martha Horeay, 67

Pity the man who & not able to truly create and very few men will
be totally without need of your pity, The nature of creative genius and
its sources has long plagned ordinary mankind,

If creativity is & manifestation of love one feels fur the universe, all
men touch the stuff of creativity, Yet who are they that can give a
crystalline expression of it? The pain that comes from touching and still
not being able to grasp the clay is the peot-up ecstasy of beaoty that
makes one want to shout the feeling to the world, knowing in despair
that the words will never come out. To battle this explosive material
inside one and let it smolder there can kil the man, burn out bis spiritual
and humanistic understanding, Only when love is preserved in an art
form can he be elevated to the rank of “human,” Only thens does e have
u right to the pride which is a necessity for human dignity. But even
then his integrity is pever secure and his relied is at best only tempovary,
for he must be driven on to ereate anew.

Lamentably, the inner need in many is stilled by fear of o more
agomizing frastration, that of failure. Fear of this despair seews to loom
more darkly than that of the negligent person who lets his ideas die
within him. Yet in this life, even trial ending in error gives partial relief
from man's longing for slf-clarification, causing that longing to grow
mare desperate, and the love for life more potent, until again it must be
releused by attempting to transfer love to & tangible form.

To recognize that one has no genius can burt a great deal, particu-
Lardy on u clear night when resching skyward, one realizes that one is
but & grain of sand amongst the infinity of the stars with pothing to dis-
tmgumh oneself from the other grainy of sand, Jealoasy can become all-

@ if one conti in this vein. But perhaps ., . pechaps the great
cmuble art works themselves are gifts to man, [ust as the Earth &, If an
inserutable being, more powerful than ourselves Fas given these to us
to wse, should we not be contont to Jove them? To envy their human
conveyors would merely prevent oor digesting them fully, It eases the
Burt 10 say to onesell, “1f God had intendest me to be unother Hke Mozart,
1 too would have been compelled to compase at age four,” Then Mozart
and ull othess like him had no control over their manifestations of love
for the unlverse. They ure heings out of the oedinary, soomehow Toly, that

Page Sponssr—Mr. snd Mis. J. B Heovay
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will forever remain as enigmas to future mon. If this is Truth, thea the
urge to create could merely be o base hunger far power over other men,
and, more horribly, a desire to bo God. Far only He can place genius
where there was none before

Then enjoy Tife, not in a vulgar manmer, but by Jearning all there is
to know about man’s concept of beauty, Study his art, his musie, his
philosophy, his calture, Your petty works woald be lost in the sea of time.

This is u beautiful theory but Is it believable? OF course not. Ad-
mittedly, it is part of the trath but it is not Trath, Tt scems beautiful
only becunse it exempts each individual from the difficult fulfiliment of
his creative need. I, us a persan, sense it would be some sort of blasphemy
to sit back and drink of life. So carrying the full knowledge that T will
never produce a work of genius T again go furth to attempt to ereate an
origimal idea. Again 1 become discouraged and the two oppasite credos
resume their struggle within me. Death . . | the void . . | the sars . ..
will take away all, all that I ever will, or can do. But T st choose, The
decision must be made before 1 cross the threshold and enter adulthood.

Lonely Oblivion B e

The gently falling rain gatters on my roof:
The sound of Joneliness.

Each drop is a symbol for me,

A symbol of man’s forgetting,

Each comes fresh and new

And then Is gone within & second—
Gone and replaced by others

Who know nothing of those before.

The geotly falling rain patters on my roof,
So many killed in so shart a time:

So many thrast into ablivion

All that remains for those wha are left

Is the thought of Joneliness:

‘The realization that you too mst go
Like the rain ., ,

Soan to be forgotten,
Page Sparear—Mra Copley's FIfth Poriad Exgllan Cham
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Give Us the Unagonized
Pam Hewds, 66

1t was very quiet; the voung man would have thought the scene
medodramatic if he had not been in this town Jong enough to feel lts
hidden ai sappressed anticipation,

Noon, There was no shadow, but the bot brightness of the air it-
selt gave objects the appearance of being sculpted. Townspeople were
already gathering, be saw through the window—like thundercloads
hankexd aguinst the horizan, with the same appearance of darkness.

“You goin’ ot to watch, Mr, Aidas?” asked the proprictor of the
i where he had been staying.

“Yes. Aren't we all?”

Without waiting for an answer the yeung mun stepped vut into the
stroet. He stood alone and tried to think that ke did not look like. the
thunderclond-people . , . and Jered if he really did at all

In their due time the prisoner and his guards and his minister
left the jaillouse, walked up the street. They passed close to the young
sty and the little knot of people which had gathered around him, and
a littke child to the tight of him stuck oat his tongue ot the prisoner,

The peisoner stased at her for a second, then loaked vp higher.
“Hev, Asdos!” he called, breaking Ioto o grin, “What brings you her:*”

“Just watching, like everyone else. Bot how did you know my name?”

The guards were pashing him on and he did not answer,

The steps to the scaffold. The same shadowless perspective in the
figures of the marchers.

“Can't believe that they've finally got him. Now we dont have to
be afraid uny more” 1 behind the young man.

Tl believe it when they got the rope around his neck.” another

plied.
E The prisaner licked his lips as he accepted the rope. No last words
-+ - the crowd took un audible breath, Part of the platform dropped;
the figure on the mope was still,

The silence was spli 1 by a triumphant cheer. It echoed against
the starched sides of the buildings, the street, the glassy blue face of the
sky Itsell. The young man loked around him at the wild rejoicing and
begun to shudder,

Pege Sguman —Latin Club
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He took hold of his arms in an attempt to control the shuddering,

bat it did no ool Tears rase to his eyes aml he eried, rattling, gasping,
Nable sobs shaking his thin body to his fect,

“Hoy, what's with Aidas? the deputy usked “He looks awful
gloomy to me . . and he knew Aidos’ name , . "

“Who knew Aidos” name?” asked the sheriff,

" The deputy tipped his head significantly in the direction of the

gallows,

“You sayin' maybe Aidos was in on it all, too?” the sheriff asked.

“Well, you don't see nobody else so gloomy. | bheve we'd better
gn talk to him."

If There Were No Flowers . . .
Gary Lubr, 66

If there were na fowers

there would be no aphids,

no Japanese boetles,

no hamble bees

There would be no pollen

amd oo hayfever,

no gardens to weed,

oo DDT,

Lapels would be empty,

there would be no rose thorns,
and nothing aroand Aunt Martha's caskes,
Poor Aunt Martha,

She was such o good soul, too,

—Deblic Brosen
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The Tower of Babel

Firet Place, Inturmedizte Pootyy Division,
merupect Spontaneous Weiting Contest

And ope of them said,
“Look, friends,
Here we are oo the ground.
Look;
Heaven's up there.”
So they brought their bitterness.
They brought their sorrow
and they brought their wooder,
They began to baild,
And ome of them said,
“Look, friends,

Linda Moody, 69

1 don't understand what this heaven i

What's up there?
Where are we golng and why="
So they began to tell him,
You feal,
Heaven is a palace.
Heaven is a big place
Where a big God
Sits on a golden throne

and we will squat around him and sing.

That's Heaven
Oh no!

Hewven is enlightenment
Up there & & place where
Evervthing Is known,
All things ure understood;

well know the how and why

and what makes us tick,
And une of them said,

“1 still don't understand,

What Is this heavent

And Is it worth reaching®”
So they began to quarrel,

They spoke calmly, they screamed

Page Spenscc—AMes. Gadetn's First Porisd Engiieh Class
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They eried, "Heaven i .. "
But no wne understood.
The words didn’t make sense
And one man spoke,
One man stood up and spoke
In the origina! tongue.
“Heaven is here.
Heaven & when we're langhing
Or erying
Or talking and arguing like right now.”
That e man spoke.
“Friends, listen,
There's more Heaven bere
than anywhere else.”
And then he sat down,
Because no ane listened.
No ane heard and o one undesstood,
He sat down

Freedom of Expression

Bob Steiner, 66

A tecling of personal assertion surrounded me as she passed my
locker. She was not like other girls | had met. She chase to wear clothes
that gave her freedom of movement. Instead of the usual skirt and blouse,
she wore a sleeveless shift that kept o swingiog rhythm with her slow,
shuffling steps, She preferred not a simple handbag, but ruther o large,
varn poach, carclessly draped, almost falling from hee right shoalder. A
heelless sandal flapped and cracked with each step. Her hair style did
not follow the “rules” af the day; a Jeather braid merely confined the
vellow strands from her eyes. Her expression was @ bined effect of
o smile and o smirk. She was pleased und shightly surprised ax a stocky
boy gave u pleasant nod wnd seile, The smirk gained dominance as
gronp of similarly-dressed bovs rushed by; sho seemed to sy, “Slow
down und live lifo for yourself.” An appearance of deep thought peoe-
trated her expression as she almaost imperceptibly shook ber head. She
wilked on, alone, and was lost (o the crowd,

Tage Sponsse —~Natlonw Horar Soelety
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Ave

Sharon Burgan, 66

Like mast Mexican coantry houses, this one had only cae floos.
The windows extended all the wuy down to the floor, opening onto the
patio and walkways around the house

The room was very large with white walls There were four win-
dows because the roumn was on the corner of the house. Only ane was
open, and as the hreeze entered, it would mn to another window, But
it died out just as it moved through the curtiins, before U could push
open the witdkow,

The old woman entered and moved to the bed where she bent aver
with some difficulty to smooth a tiny wrinkle in the coverlet. Then she
returned her back to its rigidly straight posture. She crept across the
voorn and shut the open window, She remained there for several minutes,
her hand grasping the window.

Her dyess was black, and she still wore it at a length which touched
the ground as she walked. At her throat, at the top of a Jong row of
ghistening black buttoms, was clasped a turquoise brooch. The gold of
the rim onfy served to heighten the pallor of her skin,

Her hair wasn't the silver or white that 8 associated with age, but
the yelkwed whiteness of the anctent. Her face hnd wrinkles covering
cv:-r:\' part of it. She wag unable to smoath them as she could the cover-
let. though she had tried to several times. They were gullies formed by
the flood of tears, ridges pushed up by the carthquuke of facial muscles
moved by pain. Still others were only tiny rivalets left by the receding
tide of a smile.

She Jooked at the blue and red Madaons, then her eves turned w
its. reflection in the mimor. The two Madannas seemed to be peeving
intently, bot their pasitions wero so
rigid that they could oaly guze at each
other,

The old woman tumed back to
a small table from which she lifted
un ivory rosary with a black cross
She sut up strdght in o stiff-backed
chair and began to mvite ber rosary

o a dry, watthing whisper. The

"/ beads truveled slowly and more

> - sowly through ber had ae she

/ told her ten Aves, three Our
/ Fathers, ten Aves |, .,

~Clndy Clarks
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Peace

Jane Cromeans, 67

Mun's eternal goal
15 it possible? plausible?
Are we capable of such perfection?

Nature's fizst way.
We destroyed hes, doomed her
To our cursed existence in hate.

Antonym of war.
Supposedly it is, it should be.
Only the dead of Viet Nam could tell us,

Pear] without price,
But it costs, indeed it costs.
1 Kennedy, 1| Hummerskjold, 614 million Jews . . .

Way of life,
Where are we coming from? going to?
Who knows but Ged, the giver of peace,

A Groan
Juoy Eckman, 66

The net of rock-concrete ribbons: sures the light, dirt, and hate
in the city, The dead carcass of the city, conquered by hordes of honk-
ing, rubber-wheeled ants, stung by loud and hateful flies on two legs
They hore tunnels, they buik! their nests, und they lay their eggs on the
rotting carrion. They move, eat, and infest the city that doesn't care,
that is unable to care. It utters not & groan.

Pago Spooser—3rs. Wrigley's Second Period English Clas
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Nun Danket Alle Gott
(Now Thank We All Our God) | Kicky Julliard, 47

Second Place, Senior High Short Stary Division,
Quill und Seroll Creative Writing Contest

“H'lo, trew,” suid the boy.
“Humph.” thought the tree, “What's that sitting on my root®”

“I'm sitting on your root.” said the bay.
“Of ull the audacious actions,” humphed the tree,
“1 hope you don’t mind,” said the boy,

“OF course 1 mind, o great doal in fact,” thought the tree. Silly tree.
“Good bye”
“Good bye”

Ad - -

“Wlo tree.”

“Oh, it's you, is it!” The tree felt 4 tugging on its bottom branch,

“Hie's cllmhmg me!”
“I'm goiny to sit on your branch, uw
“Can’t do anything about it, anyway.” As if it wanted to, Silly tree.

“Hlo, tree,” said the bov.

“Hlo,” thought the tree. It felt the welcome tug on its branches, It
fnlt the tug of a bay and learned mmm far him, for the boy and tree had
good friends. “An I relationship,” said a grownup when

tulll ubout them,

One day the boy was sitting as far up s be could climb.

“The sunset Is beautiful. All ved and gold,” said the bay.

“Sunset?” thought the tree,

“Can you soe it? . . . Of conrse you can't! You have no eyes. Let me
tedl vou about it, There's this buge fat cloud . . . Hey! You don't know
what a cloud is, do you?® . . | Oh, tree!” The boy left.

- . L

“Hlo, tree,” said the boy.

“Ho hoy . - . what was that strunge tone in his voice,” thought the
tree.

He climbed up to the top without saving a word,

“How strange,” thought the tree

Pagn Spousar-Glemy and her Gesbvses (Freneh 111
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The tree felt u strango pain. 1t sturted oot senall and kept growing
until it was awesome.

“1 am sawing off one of your Hmbs” said the boy.

Since the tree had nover been shocked, it wouldn't know that word's
meaning, but that was the only way to deseribe it

“What is be trying to do, destroy me? T thought we were friends,
The only friend I've ever known, What did 1 do? What did 1 do?”

At this point the troe began to cry. If you have over soen a tree cry
your will know what that means. The branches, leaves, trunk, wid the
ground above the roots heaved,

“How could you do this to , . = A sudden burst of light flooded
the tree’s darkness,

“In cutting off your branches I have opesed vour darkoess to light,”
sang ¢ the boy.

. God.” The tree saw the world dimly for the sap from the wound
was in its eve; but gradually, as the wound Bealed, it saw more clearly.
The world was cool as the darkness had been hot, and it Joved

Escape
Philip Mease, 69

The first things 1 noticed were the losely shactows, cleay and black
which, surprisingly, olways remained with the shrubs and troes, and
didn't follow me, 1 semsed the presence of a few Jost, solitary lights,
fighting back the shudows for a few feet, until the depths of the night
reigned supreme, 1 felt the hard roughness of the road through my shoes,
and my ears resounded with their mighty crashing. The clear, ersp air
bit ut me til I was aw, trying to hold me hack, as if the wind and
wlr wero ity agents,

By this time | was desperate, looking for an aveooe of conceals
ment and escape, But even as 1 had found o comventent place, 1 knew
1 b lost. The light of the sun grew over me, engulfing me, so that for
yet another day 1 was one of its ansoymous coeaturs,

Page Spoctace—Wagpener Senlir High Sotoot Orshestra
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Cantata
Tad Chitwood, 67

Placid soprano with flute and votes

Crying argan continuo of

“Cott ist unser Sonn and Schild”

Can be played again and is only a replica,
a diad performance,

Shining diamand neodles placed all ut

onee
On the seeomd band
And again
“Though musiczans be gooe, be deud
They are revived fur a feeting
mament of passion
of excellonce
they could not obtuln in i w
demunding reality
And Hkewise
The cherus of head hangiog sheep
mtray
turned
But of naked essence untulfilled
rutionalizing
denouncing
Now seraping
cowering
weeplng as the oh 5o soft o,
Shining diumond needles placed all st
ooce
O the secand band
And again

Page Spsiser—The Lusleo Jorawse
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Metamorphosis

Seeund Placo, Intermedinte Short Story Division, R .
introispicet. Spaotanouns Writing Contest | 70 Hutehison, ‘69

There she stood, my big sister, in all her glory. But i you'd seen
her theee hours beforn, you wouldnt huve believed it Lot me tell you
nhout 11,

My sister Jill got home from school at 3:20 that eventful Friday
alterooon, Immediately, she dropped her books, kicked off her shoes,
und piganed, oollapsing into a chair.

“Oh brother, Chris! 'm never goan
make it she cried from the deptls. of
an averstuffed chair.

"Not sitting there you're not” 1 an-
swered alsently, 1 was stgeling with
a tevm puper for the next Manday,

“Chils!”

“Ummm?”

“Tve got w et fdea. B you help
me get veady for the dance, I'll help
vou write your term paper. How sbout
it*

“Deal”

So first my beloved sibling chunged
clather, with n prod from our female f
parent. When she came down she Jooked
like o refect from a homor filme He
feans were two sizes too big, and ~Judy Reowuficld
putched in seventern different places, The shirt was one evim my brother
deemed unfit for hamsan use. Her fiuce was covered with a sticky white
film, The vilest towed in the hoase was around her bead, T don't know
Yiow she got her feot so [ithy. (She would walk barcfoot in the base.
ment) Anyway, (f ber Gerry had seen her then, he wouldn't sing her
pratses w0 lyrically.

I burely manuged to suppeess o sheiek. Then, heroically igoaring
hor weird grimace, T auid, "I 1 muy make so bold as to usk, O prinicess,
where do we start?”

“You waaly v hair. Then o minkeure. lackey.”

“Yes, mistresy”

Poe Sporm 2wt Mry. Willimn # Sures
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Once 1 got ber leaned over the sink, tho complaints started, “The
water’s too cold. Abg! Too hot, My neck hurts. You elumsy idiot, you're
getting seap in my cves”

Finully, | was finished with step ane. As Jill rubbed her hair so
that it was slightly less soppy, 1 got to wash her comb and brash. (A
truly Herculean task, too.)

Sister dear then sat down, giving orders for me to roll her hair. So
1 did. Badly. Twice more [ ralled it. The third time was the chann,

By this time, it was past 4:00, While Jill decided what color to paint
her claws, T-got to mot aut u clean palr of stockings.

Having tound a single decent pair, T retumid to Simon Legree, Now
I got to give her 4 manicure.

It was now 4:30, and Jill wanted to take a huth. Koowing full well
it would take an hour and a half for that, 1 went back to my tesrm paper.
But not for Jong. For twenty minntes | had to fetch and carry for her.

By 6:00, her majesty was rewdy to partake of our humble meal So
e did, eating enough to sustain her and hor escort together.

Finished ot 6:45, Jill trailed upstairs to dress and make up. At 7:15,
1 was called up to fix her huir, then relegated to the livinyg room.

Promptly at 7:30, the doorbell rang, It was my sister’s bovirend,
Gerry, We called Jill down. but no one was prepared for her.

Her copper halr was softly curling around ber head. She wore a
green tulle dress with white shoes. An aroma of perfume wafted around
her. | had vever scen my sister 20 graceful before.

As Gerry put ber white wrap around ber, she smiled and wavid
good-bye to the peasants,

After she left, T resigned myself to an evening of term paper-writing
and settledd in the den

Onee
Roberta Hilt, '65

Spring ks the just-once time

Just once did 1 stand with

the raln ghittering on my eyes

and his smile tell around me like sunlight
Just omee did 1 find the first pink rose

that was perfect und sweet und uncaring
Just once was 1 free for the vory first time
in the clean and cool of the air

PFase Spesce—3r. md Mex. Cherles W Alden, Jr,
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The Mountain
Dick Bay, 66

While othsers there remained cantent
And on the ground their lives they spent,
Aloft my eager gaze 1 thrust

To the mount barme upward from the earthen crust.
Its rocky, mighty majesty-

A pillar cat of history.

In cloud did bathe its silver peak.

God in Heaven it did seek.

And there it stood for all to see,

A dhallenge to complacency.

On its slope 1 self did throw

To the scor of those below,

At Jength T triumphed over test

And stood upon the mountiin crest,

1 stood above a world of men,

My soul superior to them

OF gods and giants, Olympus all.

1 heard the thander of God's call

1 heard Him speak, and Heaven sing.
\With searing angels 1 took wing.

But aloft in beaven's height

The whipping winds to war incite,
Attack my intrusion with stunning storm,
Andd pound full fury against my form,
For valiant venture on this hike

The inky hlackest air did strike,

The batthe battered me across

And back to the waoeld of men did toss.
The people lavghed my piteous plight.
Kin and comrade quit my sight,

But [ kept my pride, for 1 had found
Tiz nobler to be laid than to e on the ground,
S my 1ife is spent In scaling peaks

Ta where the wind streams and streaks.
Always tossed back to the lancd

A wiser wiwd w better man,

Fagr Rponsr - Lade Blart
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The Satyr
Martha Humphrey, 64
= Night before last the large
J orange cat had kittens behind an

: ald tire i my gange. She was i
/:\ neighborhood institution, yellow

| and ugly, that slonk from back
door to back door for her food.
.‘! Nobady owned ber. so why she
vl chase my garuge will always be
/ a mystery, 1 have made a par-
i ticular point of always chasing
her away when she enters my
\ yard, My dislike of her is purely
i Imprnnunnl.
¢ 1 would pot have discovered
the litter when 1 got into my car

S|
\M_ a | | yesterdoy mwmning # the child
& ﬂ /who lives across the street had
i [ [V 7 not been there, He was sitting
| N emsslegged on the cement fust

watching what was belnd  the
~July Hoenflold tire. As | watched him, be stuck
aut an arm with his forefinger estended and stroked each kitten in
turn, His forefinger would move from the top of a Kitten's head to the
cod of its body while he crooned to them in a high voice. The bay
never even looked up while 1 peered st the cuts, then drove away.
During the entire day 1 thought about the yellow cat and her hrood;
1 pictured endless bowls of milk, clawed furmiture, and the impossihility
of giving them away, It was sure that no ove on my street would take
them off my hands; rather, my neighbars. woold be relieved that it
hadn’t lmpp:.rmd to them. There was bo question about it T had to get
ricd of them,
That night when | drove into the garage, the child was still there
in the sume position as when 1 last saw him, He had pat some rags
under the kittens, to whom he was still singing. \What 4 waste of time,

Pogge Bpsasce—Tha CHE-Chat Stafl
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1 thought, und went into the house. He never even looked up. 1t feeks
ruther strange to be ignored by a sixvearald child,

After dinner T disposed of them. When the yellow cat haud left for
a minute, 1 just Joaded the kittens ioto the car. Since they were so
young there were no claws or nolse to irritate me. T drove about five
miles from my house, stopped the car and dumped them, This scemed
much better thun drowning them, which i a0 messy business at best,
This way was very simple, a5 business should be, although the howls
of the yellow cat through the night were rather disconcerting,

Whien 1 opened the door the next moming, the boy stood before me.
As usual he said nothing to me, but that was msignificant, T realized
as he stood there Jooking at me that he had just been carefully totored
in @ new emation: hate.

Silent Reverberation
Tad Chitwood, ‘67

Fingertips graze the hips the everlusting
ships of fools drop like drips

and into eternal eteenity swims a sea of sugarlass
tea sweetened only by putrid lemous

icicles bleveling on a hot winter noon
exbumo the remains of o dead orphan

my exasperation is exaspesating even when ten tin
men chop wood again and send the fen running for
the prize

blasphemy fills overflowing watermelons with dead
sewds suitable for spitting

shoes blues the old news which dignifies. red Tips
redd hair red pred not you again

have you you again to ewe is my woo you

records mines w

camnot be best back into place

cannot be bent back into place

place the mce ahead for many days and overcame his
coming with prametheas

do [ aye into u brackness aye
of hlackest depth

Tage Spovsor—Sesbur High Tets Qb
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ull read about the horse-drawn buggies, the small towns where every-
body knew cach other, and the old livery stable at the end of town

N a ) Hmmm? This makes me think! Maybe yesterday i not so vague to us
(‘“nging Shadow after alll No, it Isnt because yesterday is just the older version of
Philip Mease, 69 today.

True, yesterday is gone, but the joys that were just seedlings then
come to us in beautiful bloom, just as the sorrow that was born then
still & felt here by some. Yesterday, It's not hard to defie it, bat to

There he clings know that without it, our warld would be completely useless, is hard,

DORMANT, WAITING
Waiting for movement so that he may move
Waiting for stillness so that he may be still

He lives in the shadow of glory : :
His shadow is just shorter than thut shudow Five Phllosophles
; wssy life S tiv
:;u:’ h.:i:‘t;:a:;" Slaic Mike Ricketts, 67

Becuuse so few grow up
they say,
Jim Weaver, 67 Ty dun_:lw good die young,
They just get worse,

Yesterday's Gone

Before everything else,

—Susan Wright “Those good old  days™ are getting ready is the secret of success.
gone forever, and along with them When everything is ready and lsay to be right,
went the “blood, sweat, and tears” something st
of centuries that existed only to
prepare an everlasting pathway of Make friends with yourself now.
life here on carth. 1t was an epoch So when you get older—somehow—
of time that soems to us % vague, you'll remember the earlier friendship
yet we know that yesterduy was and show yourself a little mevey,
vividly real to those living in it.

Tet us think of what vestee- It seems to me,
day Inchuded for those living then. if yo many things in life are sinful
Can you remember how grand-ma then shoald it also be wrong
used to tell you of the old drog- to do nothing?
stare, which really sold no drgs,
und the penny & plece chunks of But then it is impossible to cheat life
candy you conld buy? And we've for there are no answess to the problems of life

Page Spocsne—The A, 1. Culvies in the back of the hook!
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Where's Garfunkel?
Pam Heydt, 66

It happenest. Tt happened when 1 was doing trig (or would have
been {f T knew what 1 was dolog) and 1 was barely Hstening, bat it
happened anyway. What happened was that 1 simply had to see Gar-
funkel.

1 searched without a Jamp, but eyod fu the wardd. “Where’s Gar-
funkel?' 1 asked an exymoronic whister on the street. He did not an-
swer at all this time, but o crewent passerhy came and offered on a
disc all the trumpets of ltaly

And T spproached the White Castle where medieval peasants and
midern coloreds set up pickets, which Huck Fion gladly painted. And
1 asked, "Where's Garfunkel®” Someooe said, “I don’t know,” and his
buddy told me, “Make that a small 1"

The wind swirled Red Witch into sight. Then flocked by adoring
whales and herons, the Gone Voioe directed me to the lair of Anton
Arenskl, “He's dead,” 1 satd, “and that's a fak.” “T know," was answered,
“and that's small i~ “Why not M7 asked 1 "It stands for Morrison.”

Upon the purple desert a reed, unshaken by the wind, and exist-
ing, gave no word, probably because It only growled, “Where's Gar-
funkel® 1 asked u fivefaced statve. "1 don’t know.” “1 don’t know."
“I doot know.” “1 don't know." (You never couki bear the lust one
for e was the doommer and just a symbol. )

The library passed on as 1 saw the wishing well and made no wish.
The old man rowed on as 1 passed draft card bumers dividing fractions
into wholes and out of matebes, 1 saw a man at an art show and asked
bt “Where's Garfunkel?” “Dan’t ask me,” he saidd, “I'm a painting.”

Then | beard it=like poetry, like pop art, like tuning fork an teeth,
like Reese's Peannthotter Cups, like a knock from a good hard rock—
the echo of the Saunds of Silence from the moon, which despite the
King lay empty like a Daliclock or lomesome stringbeans. Carfunkel
was pear!

And there—there In Chub Kavaoaugh or Neville Clob or Tate Cor-
ner or the hungry | (make that small 1) or Mecos or Frisch's (1 would
know where it was i | knew where it was)<he stood, | knew it. Gar-
funkel himself, with all his eyes and hair and skin.

My eves went wide, knees knocked at overy door, hands shook,
eyes Blled. "Who are you?” he asked me nervoosly, "“Carfunkel, baby,”
I sighed, taking his arm. He grew white, staggesed to a chair. collapsed
in it, and slowly said, “Dear God -, . 1 st be Ston ther”

introspect 69

Determination Is . . .
Pegyy Abraham, 65

Determination is finding half & warm in your apple and finishing it,
Determination is sitting bowe Friday night reading The Agony and the
Fostasy.

The Ace of Race

First Place, Intermodiate Essay Divislon,
Quill and Seroll Crentive Writing Contest

Terry Saag, 69

If two playing cards were drawn from o deck und placed together
face to face, hoth sides would appear the suve. However, if the sume
two cards were placed together back to back, each side would lave a
completely different appearance. This is the way it is in our social world
today when two people are together under the nume of “friends.” fuce
to face, comversing sweetly to one another. As soon as their backs are
turnext, o sudden change takes place with each party. They come to as-
sume the form of prodigions monsters, their oails tuming into long claws
andd their tongues into swards. Their minds begin to act as an evil piece
of machinery, using the sharpoess of the claws and the sword to pick
out the tinjest faults in one another.

Now, the cards in the deck are dealt into different hands so that
the game of Soctal Living may be played. The cuds in each hand are
arranged 0 4 certuin way fing to what apy an the fuce of
each card, The same thing & seen with the different cliques of people
within a community who come togethes by their social stutus and mode
of living. Furthermore, within each group, the individual person is
judged, in many cases, by his outward appewrance alone. Thus. his inoer-
sedf may remain obscure and the true value of himself, as o person, is Jost.

Yet, in this deck of playing eards, there ase no aces, for we, a3 lniman
beings, lave not learned to live together as ooe people. It is our critical
and keen observations of ane another that keop us apart. However, until
aur eves are focused an ourselves instead of our neighbars, the deck will
vemain at fortv-vight cards,

PFage Spcasse—Mis Wriglhey's Fourth Pericd Engieh 111 Class
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> Mo Artle Stoele, 68

We wondered and we dreamed of life,
We walted and we counted days.

Then put away cur childish joys,
And entered in an eodless maze.

We left hehind our bonesty

And sold our precious right to shout;
We stepped into a world of smiles,

And crossed the line from faith to doabe.

The maze looked friendly from without
Chunting its enticing calls,

But once inside, we leamed to fear,

To tremble in its timeless walls,

And now we watch with blinded eyes.
And listen with our dentened cars.
We can't escape, nor cun we win,
But still we hope for better vears

Maj . n
Majauty o Afiernoo Katherine Tachau, 68

Tall columns of stope stand, rovnd and thick, narrowing towards
the: top. Doric columns on a Doric temple, Steps lead up to the columos,
und to the mortadess, perfectly-preserved stane floor, Or perhaps theso
marble steps lead down—down and away from this awesome edifice, buil
to glorify man; down and away to the verdant eanth, stepy yet villeys
away. Atop the cohunns, which stand like trunks of caks stripped of their
branches, rests a grandte, or marble facude. Upon it once rested a covers
Yot of wood, a yeal, peaked i the center. On the weather-worn face ure
hewn the words:

Page Sponsar—Lorent a Go-Go &6 (Pertod Thres)
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“Clory to the Sun God's wiys, the
Sun Coid's rays ., .~
And Apolla, driving even yet his chariot across the skies to the
western rim, tints his temple varying hues: from a red of blood, to an
“old-parchment” tint, to a gilded tone.
As o majestic backdrop rise the mountains of Sicily. Draped in o
Grecian mantle of blue green, they stand silent under o dimening sky.
They and the sea beyond guard the temple of their Maker.

The Bus
Ann Paine, 69

The downtown sky was dark that night as a yellow city bus made
itz Jast run. There were only five aboard, Near the front a
charwoman sat alone. She had just finished her nightly chares at u large
office buiMing. She smiled to herself. A blackened tooth gave her bat-
tered face an almost comical look, That was forgotten, though, when vou
saw her eyes. Hauggard and bloodshot, they stared abead, fixed on 4 point
just above the driver's head. She wasn't thioking, though, or caring. She
had found it easier not to think and she had forgotten how to care,

A man and his wife sat together toward the back of the bus. He was
hugefy fat and had & coarse ved face with squinting eyes. She was plain
and drab and very thin Ove of her eves was swollen shut and there was
a cut above ber lip, It didn’t much matter to her because no one saw.
Really, sho was past thinking about appearances. She loaked at the man
beside her und then looked asvay.

An old man sat in the middle of the bus, head tilted back, saring
peacefully. He wore an imitation felt hat splattered with paint and grewse
and very much the worse for wear. He awoke in the middle of his bus
ride and laid his head in his hands bot the throbbing wooldi't stop. He
put his hesd back und shut his eves, Samewhere, 4 hom hooked Joudly.
He was as angry as be ever got anvmare. Why conlda’t they just let him
sleep?

[;pruwled ucross the back seut was a drunk, He brought the bottle
from under his coat and took a long difok. The bus stopped and the

Page Sporar—Mies Carnpenter's Thivd Period Koalln Clam
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doors opened. The alcobolic got up and stumbled to the front of the bus.
He fell off und unceremoniously lay down in the gutter. The driver
watched him. Perhaps he ought to do something. He Jooked at his watch.
He was no longer on company time. He siapped the doors shut. With
& gentle hiss and a est-like movement, the bus moved on.

A Kindred Spirit

Virst Place, Benlor Short Story Division, .
futroapect Spontoneous Writing Contest Leonard Price, 66

Squatting by his campfire, Ronald Calder choked on the smoke
when it blew his way. Eves streaming, he palled the frying pan from
the crackling sticks and stabbed with his knife at the sizzling bacon,

Above him the smoke filtered gray and slow through nomovieg
pive woedles, winding its way upward into an incredibly blue sky. It
was 1noming, and u disgraceful moming foe him, be knew. And yet, he
rationalized as the bacon burmnt his tongue, he hud failed and might
fust as well accept it He could Hye in the wilds no longer; be was an
outlaw without the stamind to survive. Low on ammunition, out of
food after this breakfast splurge. be had no chaice but to retum to al-
most certain capture.

1t burt to think about i, and he hated himsell for not holding to
the path he had chosen far himself. 1o was disillusioned, disgusted that
the: much-pridsed haman spirit, in him at leist, was o sham and « failure.

Coffee went down his throat, black and steaming, bot he didn't
taste it, for s mind was with his eyes on the still Jake before him—a
wld, Blue mirror between the steep green hills. It was too had . . .
really too bad,

e got up slowly and began to stump out the fire. He was gloomily
grinding the Jast coals under his boot when a crackling sound alerted
him, His miscles tightened and his cves snupped Into focas om o gray
walf that was walking stralght toward him through the underbrush,
He was sstounded. Wolves: pever did that! They never came near
men unless they were sturving, and then only in packs,

Page Spmsec-Henty F Juliband
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But it was true. He backed off and the wolf came on, o gount,
horrible creatune that shook as it walked, Its scragely, omaciated head
drooped and its yellow eves glared up at Bonald. Reauld snatched his
rifle fram a beap of equipment and jammed i cartridge into the chamber,
1t might be rabid, he thoaght feverishly.

The wolf came struight into the elearing survounding the captire,
Ronald shouldered his rifle and watched as the beast started to growl,
then collapsed i the dirt and pime needles. He moved besitantly for-
ward. The woll wis conscious, and us he upproached it pulled its
Tips foto o silent soar] but did oot move otherwise,

A dying wolt! Ronald circled it cautiously. Sick und hungry enough
to mnrch right into his camp. He didn’t have many diells left—it would
be hetter to club it to death, Grasping the gun by the barrel, he swung
and hit the wolf, The animal velped, jumped to its feet, and stood
swaying with blood dvipping from its chin, Tt Junged for Ronald with
snapping teeth, but he escaped them and backed off u few fect, Cod,
Iow that wolf wanted to live! He was amazed. It was almaost dead
anyway, vet it wanted to fight him,

At that t the wolf collapsed again, and Ronald moved for-
wird warily and stooped dawn by it. But no sooner did he koeel than
the wolf came to life, jumping for his hand and catching it in one
furious bite. Ronald yelled and scrambled buck, clutching his hand, The
wound was painful but pot serious, as the sick wolf had Tittle strength

This wolf, he thought, Is meredible. Then his thoughs turned to
himself wicl he wondered: This wolf will not be defeated, Why maost 12
As if in answer, the wolf, which was tot.
tering and about to fall again, gave a
low stadd, Such defiance! In an animall
As he wrapped his hand in a rag, shame
rushed through him. Suddenly be grub-
bed at his pack and sleeping bay. He
folt w wild dizziness in his head. No! He
would not return to cupture and humilia-
tion. Hik mind was a torrent of emotions
and his hunds shook as he shovldered the
gear. Staggering under his burden, be
passed the dying wolf. I'm craxy, I'm
cruzy, he thought, and  harred off
through the brush, with the exeruciating,
woundarful pain in his hand, —Sunan Wright

Page Spocscr—Mise Croeketts Puurth Pectod Class
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To Be Or Not To Be

Seccod Mace, Senior High Essey Division, | ¢ 0 he e E
Quill and Seroll Crestive Writing Contest | So Stegfriedt, '67

My Canfde burns at both ends

1t will ot last the naght,

Hest, ob, my foes and oh mey Inends
1t gives a Jovely Eight,

- Fidna St Vieomt Millay

Existence is the prerogative of the individual, It is his, whether to
live ar ta die- If he choose life, the mode in which he lives is self-ordained.
One man finds it necessary 1o withdraw, to spend his time in solitude.
“The hermit may commune with nature; the monk, with God. A man may
fear emational contact or involvement with humanity. Because we don't
understand this withdrawal, because mast of us need people, we con-
demn it Other individuals, more scceptable to us. develop uleers from
work and cancers from pleasure. Competition, the urge to surpass one's
immediate neighbor in workdly achievement, is deeply ingrained by the
tme ave reaches adulthood, Certain men — such as cdergy und social
woekers — may “righteously” ignore the pressure to succeed, while the
majority of us are competled by public apinion to conform to the tradi-
tionsal standards of success set by the least progressive segments of so-
cioty. But what we consider success, or failure, may be of little conse-
(uence to athers. A man with different values, a beatnik or bohemian. is
soorned for his refusal to enter the rat race, but if his choloe is a genuine
ome, let society respect it

And what of suicide” It & ooc of the major causes of death o the
U8, especially among young people. Yet 1 believe that if an individual
honestly considers it mare Important to expesience everything now, dis-
regurding the future, then his decision shoukd be honored. While it may
seem to observers to be certain suicide, that person’s present existenon
iy be of much greater consequence o bim than future lie could be
Wan't society let a man be, or even cease ta be, at his own diseretion?
Man should be allowed to lice life, or die tryimg

Poge Spoose - Spaniah Clul
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Away
Roberta Hilt, '69

You are a distant comer of my life
Your mountain is lonely and there s
the wind
Bright and pressing things vie for
Your honored space, crowding out the simple and lovely
High, your bleak, barren mountain
Do you ever know who's dimhing up to you?

Marvin Gardens

Scott Pulliam, '67

My name fs imimportant, because
[ am about to give you hordes of in-
formation unknown to the ordinary
botanical layman. 1 feel 1 am qualified
for this job, as I have been a horti-
enlturist and botanist for a number of
years.

First of all, I woukl like to in-
troduce you to the daisv. The daisy
grows from seeds and has o short

groen stem. The sunflower is also
very interesting. It grows from seeds
and has u long green stem. It also
has a big vellow place right in the
middle, fust like a daisy, The only real difference between the two is
that the suntlower is much larger. Of coarse, one shoulda't confuse
these two beautiful fowers with the dandelion. The dandelion is «
beantiful weed which also has a big yellow spot in the middle. But the
matn difference is that the nasty old dandelion chokes grass to death.
You probably remember that mest weeds do kill grass But daisies und

sunflowers make grass happy—people too. That'’s why | )
I kil weeds for fun. PRy peoy 1 A am o happy.

Debbie Yrown

Page Spoowr—Mr Smith and his Notss
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Marks of the Cultured Man
Philip Measo, 69

To enjoy a full life

The cultured man must

Guze, with blind eves, spon an inspirational play,
Listen, with mute vars, to a beautiful symphany,
Understand, with dumb mind, o priceless puinting,
Feel, with numb Hngers, the thin pages of a book,
Are these the marks of the cultured man?

Is this a life that is dead?

Water and the Depth
Mitchell Ash, 66

We commenced with water. When “the earth was unformed and
void, and darkness was upon the face of the deep; and the spirit of God
moved over the face of the waters . . . God said ‘Let there be Light'”
Water was Alpha, the first.

Man noticed water, but he did not love it. He sensed that all Jife
had once come from water, bat would not understand its depth. Man
feared water, and this was natural; for water could kil with flood and
drowning, and man desired life, But man feared for another resson:
within the waters was contained the great secret of secrets; and man
tremhled before the face of the power which he did not undesstad.
That is, man in general tremnbled.

Man in particular {some few impartant men, in fuct) desired to
discover that which he ymdenstood not. These unremembered anes
plunged inta the waters, bat return they did not. Other men in particular
did at longth succeed; bat man in general still trombled at the edge of
the depths, testing the surface und finding it cold, or rough, or merely
farchoding.

Poge Spoascr—Mo. Noyec's Fourth Prrtod Boglish Chase
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S0 It has been with knowledge and understunding, Man has balked
at the edge of their great depths; and be has contented himself with
surveys of their surfuces, with face vidues. Too many have ventured only
far enough to believe that they understand all: and too many athers
have sauntered only stightly bevond that point, far enough to quake,
even maore weakly, at the thought of further advance, Only a few, the
Individuals of particular merit, have § | even the smallest scoops into
the truly unseen waters of discovery and true realization

So "Rall on, thou deep and dark blue Oceun, roll.” You'll need oo

command from me to do so: but vour deptlis may not be so Jonely, some-
time soon,

Katherine Tachau, 658

Stoop down to die,

old man,

stoop down to die

as you lave Hved

Falter no maore,

you, the lowest af man,
old man—

stoap down to die.

Reach for the skies

to die,

old mang

“Hiteh your wagon to
a star,”

they said—

stoop down to dée,
old man;

vou cannot hope,

but to full

Page Spooscr—Nim Maswell's Fith Ferbed Clas
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Why Am I Here?
Roger Hoffauan, 68

Sumetimes when T alone and in a suet of weird mood, T wondes
what my purpose Is oo this carth. Who put us here and why? Is it
some idle madman who puts thousands of little ceeatures on a hall,
watches them live and die, and laughs at their absurd actions; or is
it who we call the Almighty God, who pats us here to lead & moral
and purposeful life?

I start to do something and 1 stop and say, “That's wrong, and 1
shouldn't do it” But what is “wrong™? Who has the authority to say
what is right und what is wrong? You say, “What about the Bible?”
Well, what about the Bible! It might be the laws and wishes of whom
we recognize as God, or it might have been written by a group of de-
termined idealists who thought it was their duty to set the world straight.

Today, in onr society, it seems that breaking the Ten Command.
ments of the Bible is truly a sin against the Lord and His people, and
that the observance of these laws is necessary for the survival of the
human race. But who i the Loed and what are sins? Wha is this
Pawer, who everyone thinks & going to strike him with a lightning bolt
unless he Tives a completely disaiplined life?

We say that we have advanced from o primitive life o o modern,
sophisticated culture. But who i to say which is better: the compli-
cuted, entwined lifo which we cxperience, or the simple, carefroe way
of life of early caveman?

But why do I care? Why do [ wonder? T believe that someone
is up there, down there: somebody s somewhese, We didn’t just pop
imo existence from nothing,

Many of us die in the depths of obscurity, known by none, while
others sit an a high pedestal, respected and envied by all. Maybe we
arc jist passing through this state to another life, maybe this is all
there is. What & it all about? What is life? Why am 1 here?

Tage Spoasse —dr. sad M. Nyman Goodiman
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Secondary
Roberta Hilt, 69

wonder, awe, captured in mind

the eves trunshis. soul takes hold

then

It's gone

Incredulity replaces wonder

awe is lost, such a thing conld

ot happen: it did not take place

then again, you are caught

but the enchanted world sets you apart
and you'd 1ke to go back and see it

The Color of the Wind

First Ploce, Intermediate Description Division, | oo p
Quill and Scroll Crestive Writing Contest | COH Harris, ‘68

The color of the wind is a fiery red pow, spitting and hissing as
it thrusts itsell around buildings and thraugh the people. They know
what the wind hrings, und suffer its searing heat, and fesr the deaden-
ing calm that follows.

Soon the wind will turn dark and gray, with bits of plercing dirt
swirling in it Tt will moan sadly as it creeps about the cty, mouming
the dead and touching the broken,

Buat later, perhaps much later, the wind will turn whiter, brighter.
It will be a fowing brook of comfort for the fullen, and will bring
# new dawn af bope foc the hopeless, It will revive the sweetness of
spring, and the storms shall cease forever.

Pous Spereor—2le Maxwells Children, Fourth Peclod, 5V
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| !]IINIOK HIG:H

~Julie Droediog

A Memorial

f : Suvan Turner, 70
Third Place, Junkar High Fsany Division,
Quill und Scroll Cremtive Writing Conteat

Somewhere in Arlingtos Nutional Cemetery, there i a small hill
Near this hill there is a tree, and under this tree there is a white picket
femee.

Evervday the walk around this fence is lined with people. People
who come to pay their respects to a great man, Seipetimes it rains; some-
times it snows, and there may be freezing temperitares, but the people
sull come

As 1 stand an the hill above the grave, 1 feel & great loss. [ see the
humble white cross mnd the eternal fame, und | remember the man who
ties Hieless there, He is dead. He will never live again, but his spirit will
live forever. 'The poople of this great nation will always remember and
kove him

1 Jook at a small headstone on which i inscribed the name of
small bay whe lived for only three days. On the other side of the cross,
there is another stone murking the grave of & nameless baby girl who
dlieel the day of her birth.

My mind wanders to New York City, where there & o window und
two young children. How coakd these children understancd the Joss of
their beboved father? How could anyope undesstand his death by an
assassin'y hullet?

It is u small grave. Someday there will be w large beantifol tomb.
bat it will not be as meaningful as the Tumble white cross and the five
hats of the pallbesrers. Around the grave stand four young men at at-
tention. These guards show the covotions of this man. He was young,
vigaraus, and sincere, On November 22, 1983, we lost a toreat man.

Page Spenscc—3ra. Mariin's 3C Cure Claw
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Modern Art

Martin Wagner, 71

Madern art is color splashed all over a board,
Nothing to harmonize, oo colors in socand.

The pletures they paint
woald make you faint.
The color is splotched,
and mottled and blotched

Ne picture of & face,
full of warmth and grace.

No nature soene,

That looks sa fresh and clean;

Just colors mived,
and horribly fised.

The Murder
Jim Davis, 70

You eronch silently behind a thick evergreen on this warm autumn
night, It is approaching midnight. Few people have been on the side-
walk tonight. it is cold and damp. Now you hear footsteps down the
stroet, The clickety-click-click sound is spproaching You look down
In your cold, numb fingers is a shiny stoel knife. Your victim is nearby.
He is short and stocky. That is ull you can tell about him. You jump out
and plant the shiv in his back & half-dozen times. Now be i lying
fuce-down an the sidewalk, surronnded by a pool of blood. Hystecically
vou toss the sow blood-stained knife {oto the bushes and fee. You have
just cammitted o murder,

Poge Spenmor—Weme Prett] and her Jungisg Klsphanis
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The Bill of Rights For High School
Bruce Baer, T0

Preamiie

We, the pupils of American high schools, in order to form mare per-
fect schoals, tear up books, Insure the cooperation of teachers, provide
for the burning of the baildings, promate bigger riots, and secure the
hopes of freedom from our teachers and our principals, do ordain and
establish this Bill of Rights for high school.
Article 1. Freedam of Assembly

The school staff shall make no rules against any of the pupils golng
ta any of the Pep Rallies.
Article 11 The Right to Keep Arms

No child shall be expelled fram school for having two arms.
Article 11 Right of Pupil Accused of Crime

Any popll may blame a crime on any other less intelligeat pupil
who knows pothing about this crune,
Article TV, Powers Reserved to the Teacher

[ Nome )
Article V. Powers Reserved to the Pupils

(All powers that are now reserved to the teachers.)
Article V1. Abolishment of Homework

If all pupils burn thelr homes, this will bring an end to hame-
work onee and for all,
Asticle VII. A Two-year Limit for Pupils

All pupils must go to schoal for ut Teswst two years. After this period
they may either open their own businesses with the maney they have
wved, or teach.
Article VIIL Slavery {of Pupils) Abolished

Neither slavery of the studests nor involuntary servitude of the
students will be allowed in the school, If any teacher or principal is
cought participating in this practice he or she will he expelied fram
school.
Statement of Basic Pupils’ Rights

Wo hold thess truths to be self-evident; that all pupils are created
eqqual, that they are endowed hy their teachers with certuin unchange-
able rights, that among these are playing curds in the classroom, shoot-
ingg dice in the hall, and cribbing on tests.

Prge Spooser—Mis Durbam's 8C Core Clam
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Alone

Eecond Place. Junior High Poetry Division, "
Quill and Scroll Creative Writing Contuss | 00y Tomes, 70

Alone
in & crowd
Hollow, scared
The world is an enemy,
Alone
with Nature
Awed, content
The warld is a mircle.
Alone
with myself
Critical, confused
The warld & a trail.
Spinning Around in Hectic Circles

Carol Fox, 70

I've joined the Dodge Rebellivn and 1 would rather fight than
switeh, but T can’t get enough of that Sugar Crisp und my Wheaties
wot't keep me going. I'm working up @ sweat and my 5-Day Deodorant
Puds only last until the eod of the day.

CGerm city invaded my kitchen because T didn't use Drano und
my bucket of power turned over on the kitchen floor and made a hole,
The water rusted my ten-foot-tall washing machine right bedow it

My father came home und told me the Folgers coffee wis un-
drinkable and that the Jolly Green Giant was a fink 1 booght & can
of tuna and Charlie popped out,

What next?

Page Sponanr Tl Corw Clam
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Love Shines Out

Second Place, Junior High Poetry Division Nanry Smoot, 'T0

{utroapect Spontaneous Writing Coatest

Hope.
Despair.
Science.
Witcheraft,
Lave.
Hate.

All have a light equul.
Man will change that.
Man will decide which shines.

Whether
Love
ar
Hate,
Whethe:
Hope
or
Despair.
Whether
Science
or
Witcheratt.

The light of Love should.
The light of Hope should.
The light of Science should.
One
will
shine
bright,
The
light
of
Love,

Puge Speasr TN Core Clam
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Jamie and Me

Second Place, Junior High Essay Divislon, | Sis Moore, 70
intrarprot Spontancons Writing Contest

Gat thrown in the sandbox. Jamie was mad. The dog chewed on

e for twi hours. The mod covered me. It was raining, The next mam-
fng 1 won a battle in the driveway. I was put in a pocket. 1 was sont
;I;mugh the washing machine in the pocket. Ready for war? All toils
GL Joo, Wy

Peaches and Cream

Thind Place, Jurior High Skert Story Divisian, | Shelly Frocks, 70
introspeet Spontanecous Writing Contest

Mary Lou chased ber dog Homey down the road for almast three-
fourths of a mile. She saw him tum suddenly in to a private road which
Jed to a large white colonial home. Mary Lou hesitated. She had never
boen this far from home and was concerned about getting lost. What
if Honey ran all day?

However, Mary Lou did not delate Jong for her seven-year-old
curicsity led her on. She followed ber pup and as she tumed a comer,
she stopped abruptly. There was a little man sitting at a white wrought
iron table. He looked like an antique. His wrinkled hands and white
hatr Jooked almost fragile. As she gasped the obd man turned and lkis
surprise was even greater than hers,

“Well, hello there, chile”

No response.

“F won't harm yoo."

“Where's my

“Dog? Oh, this 1§71 puppy is yours? I was just entertaining him.
You can take him.”

Mary Lou frightfully spatched her dog and started to run but stop-
ped, surprised, Hooey's mouth was covered with white foam, She turned
to the old man and as he chuckled she Jooked past him to a little bowl
full of peaches and cream. She laughed to. What a story to tell Ma,
Honey, however, could only look puzzled as she savored the heavenly
taste of peaches and cream.

Puge Sponsce—dumior Migh Orehestra
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Tribute to a Cyelist

First Place, Junior High Easay Divigion,

Quill and Seroll Creative Writing Contest James Thu m, 70

INTRODUCTION
The following puper i presented in honor of those breoe and hearty
souly who have so valiently fought the complete satomation of transpor-
tation in the desolate 1eilds of submuebi

Little daes the bus-rider, pedestrian, or car-rider know of the hard-
ships the bicyclist faces daily on his journey to and from the precinets
of pedagogical cffort, The bicyclists are a devoted Jot, having a special
title of honor for thase who have ridden more than three years to school.
To have the title of “Sprocket Jockey Supreme” is an hanor held above
all others.

The main enemies of the bicvde rider are rain, cold, snow und ice,
and people using other means of transportation, all of which 1 will
describe 1o you,

Raln fs always accompanied by mothers wha insist on thase bril-
Jeamt yellow slickers, designed to attract attention from the car drives,
but only ing various ¢ " from students in the halls of
school, Also warn are thase lovely eighteen pound hoots which sink you a
foot into the muck wherever you step. Not to mention the complete
rusting of your bike, followed by an afternoon of polishing and applying
rust-remover, The nest enemy is cold, As you ride, not anly do you
freeze from over-exposure, but there §s an icy ten-mile-un-honr breeze in
vour face constuntly. Naturally spow and e accompanies cold, so usual-
Ty on a swowy day, you will average about fifteen falls per quarter-mile.
With each fall, books and papers are strewn over a two block radius, At
times certain words are likely to follow o minor citastrophe of this
rature.

Now follows & general y of the people who walk or ride,
Buses are geoerally the warst huzard. Not oaly do the drivers do their
level best to run you aver, but you are bombarded by popsicle sticks,
paper wads, and spitballs, us well as insults. Cars are getting more din-
gerous all the time. The favorite trick Is to wave the cyclist across, then
step an the gas pedal while he is crossing, Often, too, come cars filled with
teen-agers who laugh ut you as the car splatters mud and water all over

Page Spoosor—Mim Wells's AF Core Claw
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your fresh white pants. And last but nat least. are the pedestrians who
throw sticks, stunes, and firecrackers: The general mle is: i moro than
one or twe of almost any stee (judgment rules hore) huel an lnsult,
then depast in haste; if only one or two and smaller, go ahcad and re-
taliate: if ome ve two und large, aguin use your own judgment.

And so ends this fitting tribate to the cosrageons and independent
individual, (whese mother absolutely refuses to drive him to school ),
the bicvelist,

Leaves in Autumn

First Place, Junior High Essay Division, | Anton Bestebreurtje, 71
introapeet Spontancoas Writing Contest

The brightly colored leaves hung free-
Iy on an asching oak, They twist in u gust
of wind and then settle back slowly as
their moment of freedom has not yet
come. Their dry, crsp bodies  crackle
noiselessly as they are brushed together.
All at ooce & conqueding wind comes
and the oak gives up the covering of his
powerful limbs. The leaves are all
once free ., They drift freely m the
alr cwrents. Soem, as they know, their
moment of freeness will come to an abrupt
end, 50 they vse this time for many things
they have thought about during a storm,
or o beaotiful day. Suddenly the damp —S@0v Wright
carth Tooms up at them, They go through
u series of acrobatle flips v 4 desperate
cffort 10 keep from hitting the ground,
Then, they land softly on the ground;
never to drift froely again

Page Spovsr-J.Clame wi 1971
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Death

First Ploce, Junior High Poetry Diviston, | Mellssa Wondle, 70
Quill und SBeroll Crentive Writing Contest

The unmttered scream
dies upon

his lips,

Cantorted face relaxes
bat retalos

its book

of

harror,

of utter

despair.

Darkness encloses,
encases,

and be crumples,
Falling into

the deep,

dark

cuverns of

Eternity,

Decision

Firest Pluce, Juntor High Short Stery Diviston, | James Thurman, 70
Quill and Serodl Crentive Writing Contast

He walked through the dooeway and into a small room. The ment-
bers of u small group tumed their faces toward him, He koew the fate
af these, and other people, dtpmd«i on him, He sat in deep thought for
u mament and then stood up. “We strike,” he said, with o grim fisality.
He quickly pressed a buttan,

The snow was falling geatly in the carly hours of the morning
when the hussh ery of the newspaper boy cut through the still air,
“Extry, extry, gang war in Ceatral Park, three persons stahbed, estry,
extry!”

Poar Speasr—Mr. Gregg's Pourih Perlod Omow Clam, T
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Up There

Third Pinoce, Junior High Poetry Division,

intreupoct Spuntancous Writing Contest | Si¥ Moore, w0

“There they are”

“Where?”

“Up there,”

“Why must you stare®

“I'm entungled in their spefl.”

“You are?”

“Of course.”

“Why?"

“Because of thelr magic, the twinkle, the meaning . . .
The Moonbeams,”

The Big Game
Bruce Frantz, 70

There were anly two minutes and ten seconds left in the Wyoming
State Basketball Championship between the favared Purklind Tigh
School Panthers and a team from neighboring Cheyetne County. The
Punthers were down, séty-efght to fifty-six. Litde Willie Keeler, only
five feet nine, the smallest man on either team, was sitting grimly on
Parkland's bench, He had ot played in any of the previons tourna-
ment gumes bocanse the coach had told him that he was not good
evough, But Willie wits anxions to prove himsclf,

The game was hopeless for the Pantbers s the soconds slowly
ticked away. Just then, however, big Mike Fisher was fouled while
making a lay-up. The free thraw was good, When Cheyenme County
threw in the ball, it was intercepted by Charlie Franklin, who went in
and made another layup. Chevenne fuiled to score on their next
attempt, but Parkkand's Davey Wayne sank a forty-foster, Suddenly,

Fage Spoose—Miss Durham's AC Cure Clas
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the Panthers wore hack in the ball game, losing by only five points,
sixty-ight to sixty-three. The fans were screaming and going wild!

Cheyenne seemed rattled, Their forward passed the ball right to
Franklin who instantly threw it to John Covely. John was wide open
He made the goal. The score was sixty-cight to sixty-five. Willie was
jumping up and down, but inside he koew that he just bad to get
into the game,

Wayne was fouled. His free throw was good. However, Cheyonne's
bhig center made a beautiful hook. The score was seventy to sixty-six
with fortytwo seconds left. The fans were going cruzy, Then the
roof fell in. Mike Fisher, who had made twenty-two points, was pushed
while fighting for & rebound, He cracked his bead on the hard floor.
Time was called to cary him off and clean up the hlood, Fortunately,
when the coach Jooked down the bench, the only player left was Wilkie
Keeler,

“Keeler!™ shouted the coach,

“Yes, sir?”

“Get in there, Tell Johnson to mave to ceater. Yoo take guard
If you make one mistske, you've lad it. T wouldnt even consider put-
ting you i, but you're the only bum I got left, Now don't mess things
up, yu' goofl”

Willie felt & deep hatred for the coach. He was still proud, though,
to be in the game. He went in and told Mickey Jolnson the news, then
tock his position. He heard one of the fans mumble, “Oh bay. We're
bound to lose now!”

The ball was in play. Wayne made a hook. The score was now
seventy to sisty-cight with twenty-three seconds remaining! Parkland
intercepted 3 pass, Conley made a short shot, and the score was seventy-
up, & tie! Parklanders were yelling joyously. Cheyenne got the hall
They dribbled it slowly, They were trying to stall. Pantbers fans booed.
Cheyenne fams went wild. Tenmnine-cight-seven-siv-five-four . . . Sud-
denly, with three scconds left, Willie stole the ball, raced down the
court with only cne man oa himy, und made & basket as the buzzer
soonded. The panthers had won, soventytwo to seventy. The funs
swarmed onto the court, thousands of them! Bat the referee was sigoal-
ing sumoething, Anyway, the police mshed down with the people, fore
ing them hack into their seats. It took thirty-seven minutes to get
order restored. Then the official explained his actions.

Tt soems that even though Willie was little, when he went up for
his shot, he knocked his opponent clear off his feet! Thea the ref made
un unfair call. He said that since the foul wus w brdal, Cheyenne

Poar 8y Mes. Lowing Core Clam
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would not get the ball, but one free throw! Yes, that wis what was go-
ing to happen

If Cheyenne made the shot, they would win and Willic woald be &
fink. If they missed it, Parkland would be o cinch to win in the aver-
time and Willie woold be a bero, Chevenne fans were yelling lond-
Iy. Parkland followers were tense and quiet,

The Cheyenne player calmly bounced the ball at the stepe, tak-
ing his time. He stapped. A deep hush fell aver the arena. The player
rajsed his arms. He was completely puised. The ball was thrown into
the air. It was w good shot. Would it go in or not? Only a few thousamd
people at the game that night can tell you!

Fire and Man

Second Place, Junior High Bssay Diviston, 5 -
Quill and Scrall Crentive Writing Contest | oncy Haslam, 70

Firewood is gathered before the flames ever begin to appear, just
as education and proper home life ure taught to a child, Eoch needs &
strong foundation,

A match s touched to the wood and it slowly heats, ready to burst
mto flames, as the adol mikes himself ready for manhood.

The flames croep up; the adolescent becomes o young man, The
fire leaps, falls to almost nothing, then rises aguin. Similasly, & young
man can start out in life on the right foot, stumble, and prasper ance more,

The colors of Fire signify traits of mankind, The vellow, ved, and
orange show the great mimbers in which man lives, the blue represents
the friendship of a person and his fellow man. Fire may also contain
green, which signifies hatred and war, but the most uusual in both fire
und man is white, represeating man's pureness in living.

As a man ages he becomes withered and gray, So does  fire, The
mmee lurge cylinderlike Jog is now shriveled up, and gray ashes have
spread over the nearby ground,

When a man has sufficieatly served his purposs in life, he eventually
pusses on and s forgotten. A fire, ulsa, cunot live forever; the flames
grow smaller and smaller, throw out aoe last flicker, which gives an
espectally bright light, and dies. The rains come and wash away the
ance lively fire. 1t too, has been forgotten,
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Reflections
Nancy Tomes, 70

OF the love OF the hunger

Of the hate Of the plenty
Of the birth Of the clean

Of the death Of the dirty
Of life. Of body.
OF the fighting Of the joy

Of the peace Of the sarrow
Of the brothers Of the pleasure

Of the encmies Of the pain
Of war. Of mind.

The Plan
Hedy Fischer, 70

‘The fortress that had been his home for many lonely years suddenly
wax ablaze with lights. A shot pierced through the night, which only
moments before was dend with sllence. The ballet hit its mark. The
running figure slumped to the ground, and it lay ceumpled, face down
in a scarlet pool

As he lay motionless, this man, known not by name but by number,
recalled the events of the past two hs. He had planned so carefully

Page Spsnese~Mr, Oreg's Seonnd Perlol Coce Clam. 1G
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this daring escape. He had planned what he thought were the minutest
details,

He had tuken a spring from his bed, and, during the day, when there
were other noises within the confines of the walls, he shurpencd it to a
fine point on the conerete block around his window, Then he deposited
the conerefe serapings in his pocket. In his cell he rolled these scrapings
into & cigarette paper making it appear to be an innocent ordinary cige-
rotte, When be went ant into the prison yard, he uorolled the cigarette,
dropped the shavings to the ground, and covered them with dirt.

It seemed to him an c(m-lly since be had excouted his final step
to escape. He had so carefully removed the bars from his coll window
and climbed down the stene wall. In reality, a mere thirty seconds had
elapsed.

The guard’s sudden awkward lifting of him jarred him back to the
present. For this he had planned and labored so diligently, only to be
curried back behind the prison walls,

Just One Little Candle

First Place, Junior High Short Story Division,

introspect Spontaneous Writing Contest | S Moore, 70

Yesterday was the past. Now as she sat, she thought. In the night
she had gone The sounding of a scream was beard throughout. In alaem
they came munning to her. Naive—all of them. Bunning around in pankc.
The feared beast had struck the little village. The bold, arsh, brave ones
running to her for belp—yes, they had. It was guite durk. The animal had
casily approached and attacked, Why pot? It was bungry.

The Dt on the outskirts was where it cume. Get the medicine, “Duoc-
tor, need Doctor!” They had always laughed at her before, bt no more.
How could thev? It wiss ber cool quick fingers that had saved the lnmt-
er's wite, The hunter's eyes were full of tears boaring gratitude, The
Doctor saved his wife. That white one, inferior as she might be, hud
saved his wife.

It was that, that little candle of good that opened her doors. It was
just one little candle of heart and desire, A missionary with heart and
desire was her candle, She was thinking that now, The future beld her
thougln
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A Definition of Fall

Tl}ihl l'h»:w. J\mi_or High I"ort.ry Djvm..m Nancy Tomes, ‘70
Quill &nd Seroll Creative Writing Ceateat ’

Fall is sewing e
Flaming colars und

A blue china sky.

Fall ts smelling
Buming leaves and

Rotting apples, Noah Ackerman Mr, and Mrs, Paul E. Chitwood, Jr,
Adex. Napuleen Trotsiy Meeck Mr. und Mrs, Robert P, Clark
Fall is huuing Ancuynoes Mr, and Mrs. A, B, Clarke
Southbound mallards snd M. Ash, nonplussed ultra Misay Clay
Wind ot the chimnev, Mrs, Hanna Barrows Mr. and Mre Edwin Cohen
Mr. Sidoey Baster Mr. and Mea. Stanley Conrad
Hurry Herman Victor Crain
Fall &s f“'li“'_l Mr. und Mrs, Robert Berman Mr. Day's First Pertod Junior Englizh
(:‘ri“}" cool breezes and Bird of Parsdise Clasa
Fuzzy sweaters. Laurdd Blanton Mr. Doy's Second Puriod English Clase
Staff of Bob's Paor Almaser The Day-Dreamers, Third Perlod
Fall Is tasting Louls Burnwasser Mes, Alitw Dawson
Carumel -‘I‘I'L" and Warren C. Breeding Mr. and Mra, Robert Deata
Spicy-sweet cider Mrs. David Hrewer Mes, Anna Diecks
Mr. und Mre. Gordon Brown Dirty Dorskin
Fall is heing glad E Brysnt Mr. and Mrs, A, K. Draut
You are alive Buzxy nod his French Harem Muss Durham
And young L. €. Carpenter Caral Efliott
Misn Carpenter's First Period Dy. and Mys, Corll W, Ely
English Clase Anne M. Fritsch
Mime Carpenter’s Second Perlod A Priend
Englixh Clues Mya. Joln Garber
Chess Cluly Mr. mnd Mrs, Clarence Getman

Prar Bpeasar—Uncie Mummy snd Pappy
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Judge snd Mrs Irving Goldsteln

Mrs. Ao L. Goodman

Mrs. Jamus T. Groen

H, J. Hualam

Heckle and Jockio

Andy Helm

Gary Hildebrand

Mre Anita Hill

Sondy Honeyeutt

James Hooour

Roger Homn

Julge aed Mrs. Alex Humphrey

Sharon James

Suzy James

Bev Johnson

Kilts Joseph

Mr. and Mra. N. A, Kapfhammer

B. Kavanaogh

Mrs, Charles King

Pat King

Brs. Katherine Kirwan

Bobby Klempoer

Richard W, Krauth

Mrs John 3. Lapsley

Mr. und Mrs, Leo Lemkoff

The Library

Louls M. Loeser

Mre. Lorenz's Second Peried
Senior English Class

Mrs C. H. Lahr

Mre Lykine' 8K Core Class

Leslle Major

Mr, and Mrs, W. C. Mujor

Thowsas M. Murshall

In Memory of Ichabod Crane

In Memory of Rip van Winkle

Ray Mercke

Mre. and Mrs, Bernand Micholson

Mr. B D, Miller

Mre Miller's First Period Class

Mrs, Miller's Fourth Period Class
C. R. Millspaugh

Duvid Moninger

Mre J. ¥F. Moore

Mrs. J, F. Moore, Jr.

Mr. aml Mrs, Jacques Morris
Our Nieoe, the editor

Martha Oldham

Mrs. Pat Owuns

Mre Neule A. Parsoos

Sussn Leo Porter

Churles Price

J. 1. Raine, Jr.

M. R. Rakestraw

Mr. and Mrs, Albort Tadwr
Mrs. Mary 5. Roynokds
Chatles Rinne

J. Robert Rosenkrans

Mrs, Regee's Third Porlod Class
Me. usd Mrs, John C. Rumble
Aunt Sally

Diane Savells

Mr, and Mra Phil Schasd, Jv.
Mr. and Mre G, W. Scott

Cdr, and Mrs, 8. M. Shaman
Mr. und Mre. B P Slegfriedt
Sima Clob

Mr, Smith Second Perbed English |

Class
Me. and Mrs, James M. Stalay
Mes, F. H. Stankope, Jv.
Mrs. Dorethy Stellrecht
Helen Stevers
W. G. Stlgliz, Jr.
Third Period [Mliterates, 410
Joan Wathen
Mrs. David F. Weller
David Wellman
Susan Westerman
Mra. Mary Wright




