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A Short Note To
The Reader From The Editors
In this magazine you will find our attempt to select
and compile the best literary efforts of the students now
attending this university. In doing this we have tried to
find works which were outstanding in the field of creative
writing. We have endeavored also to present a wellbalanced publication which will appeal to the majority
of you readers.
If every article should please every person who reads
it, then we would certainly go directly into the publishing
business and retire plump and rich in practically no time
at all. None of the staff foresees the remotest possibility of
this happening, so we are continuing our assorted studies
in our chosen fields, hoping, however, that in our brief
interlude of enjoyable labor on your college literary magazine we have given you a few moments of relaxation via
the printed form.
Any written work must be read to be enjoyed, so the
rest is up to you.
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WHERE DEVILS LIKE TO TREAD
By Webb Salmon
One of the greatest engineering feats of all time, yet one of the least
publicized projects of our era, is now being planned in the London
engineering offices of the British government. The men behind these
plans intend to drain the Red Sea down through Anglo-Egyptian Sudan
and on into the northeastern section of Belgian Congo. Reasons for this
undertaking are manifold and mysterious, and date back to the days
1►efore Christ.
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Cleopatra, who ascended with her brother to the joint sovereignty
of Egypt in 51 B.C., captivated the heart of Mark Anthony when she
was only twenty years old. Anthony forsook Octavia, his wife, for Cleopatra's sake, and a quarrel with Octavius, Octavia's brother, ensued. As
a result, Anthony and Cleopatra were defeated in a naval battle at
Actium and then fled to Egypt, where they committed suicide in 30 B.C.
Now in this battle were two ships laden with Cleopatra's jewelry of
precious stones. These two ships escaped to the Red Sea, but, having
been severely crippled, both sank a few days later off the Eritrean
coast. The captain of one of the ships, along with several of his
crew, survived the sinking and made his way to Kassala, the capitol
city of Eritrea. There he recorded his story. The captain's manuscript
became lost as the years passed on and remained in obscurity until
recently delved out of some old ruins by a British sergeant, who was
touring northeastern Africa with a reconnaissance mission headed by
British Major Henry Manson II.
These jewels, reportedly stored in water tight trunks in the ships'
holds, are now estimated to be worth several billions of dollars. It is
little wonder then that English engineers are diligently preparing for
the day when their government shall give them the "green light" to proceed with their plans. Several spokesmen think the matter will be presented to the next assembly of the United Nations.
News of this affair has been almost entirely censored by our government, and it is only by listening to the BBC that the average American hears anything of the matter. The American government's policy of
inhibiting information about the situation was enacted at the request of
the Un-American Activities Committee.
I seems that while the committee was investigating a recent case it
came upon some documents which revealed a prominent American's connection with the Salamanio-Dienkiel Salt Mining Company, an organization dominated by Spanish and German capitalists. Headquarters for
the company are in Port Sudan, located on the western shore of the Red
Sea, about half way between Egypt and Ethopia. The documents uncovered by our investigators indicate that the Salamanio-Dienkiel company had almost procurred, against strong protests by the British government, the sole mining rights for all the salt deposits in the Red Sea
once the sea had been drained, and that this prominent American was
the leading contender for chief of the salt mining unions all along that
section of the African coast. Naturally, our government frowns upon
an American citizen's having any connection with such an anti-British
organization and is reluctant to publicize any part of the affair. Perhaps this explains why we suddenly stopped hearing a great deal about
the committee's recent vigorous investigations.
More bewildering is still another part of the story; and this phase
of the mystery is responsible for Major Manson's troops having been
dispatched to Africa on its mission of investigation.
Several months ago a German woman, Frau Tamarra Swartzenheim,
wandered into a British command post in Hannover, Germany. Her story
ran something like this!
When the Russians, in the spring of 1945, began to enter the out(5)

George Livingdale Richmond laughed. Of course it wouldn't be
that way, he thought. Maybe later on after he knew her better. But he
had just seen her a few times. He knew that she always studied Friday
afternoons in the library. That was all he knew about her now. But
just give him a few weeks.
So of course he wouldn't approach her that way. "Hello," he'd say,
"I just thought I might talk to you a few moments if you're not too
busy." "Why certainly," she'd say, "I'm glad to forget these stuffy books
for a while." And then the conversation would move gaily along. She'd
mention some movie down town and he'd say, "Why, yes, I'll bet that is
a good show. Why, it just strikes me, say, yes that it is a good idea—
Why don't the two of us take in that show together tonight. Sure that
strikes me like a good idea:" "All right, let's do," she'd say, and that
would be that. These things were really so simple.
And here was the library. Inside, he turned into the wash room
and there combed his hair carefully and also closely inspected the
pimple. "Hell," he said, and walked out and up to the second floor. Now,
he thought, she'll be sitting there in the corner, shoes off and feet resting
on one of the shelves. He took off his coat and walked in. Yes, she was
there. He felt a little winded from his climb and his heart was beating
rapidly, so he thought he'd sit down for a minute. He'd get a book,
too, so as not to make his being there look planned. Now he sat there,
book in hand, but his heart still beat too rapidly. He could feel its beating in his chest and pounding at his ears. He felt slightly ill at the
stomach and seemingly he had to move around from one position to
another, then back. All the time he was thinking of her. Be bold, he
told himself.
At last he moved over by her chair and leaned against the wall by
the radiator. She didn't look up. Should he cough or—no, no that
seemed so juvenile.
"Ah,—ah, whatcha reading" he finally said.
"Hum?—Oh, oh, my history."
"Oh." What came next, he thought? She looked up at him inquiringly. "Ah—ah, interesting?"
"Well, if you like history, I guess."
Pause.
"Oh—ah,—yeh—yeh ain't it, I mean, sure, isn't it, I mean ah well
ah I bet you don't know who I am, do you?" he at last exploded. She
didn't show any signs of recognition. "Don'tcha know, I sit behind you
in English."
"Oh—yes, of course."
"Just—just thought I—I mean I saw you sitting here and I thought,
`Gee whiz, there's one of the girls of my—of my English class and I
thought, 'Well, gee,—I mean—well since we're in the same class we
oughta, well I guess I should, we should know one another a little
better'. You, you don't think that that was too—ah—well never mind
—ah—"
"Why, yes, I'm very glad to know you better."
"Well, thanks, I—ah—." Now what could he say? He couldn't stam(8)

finer out of this pause. She turned her eyes half on her book, half off.
"Are you new in this town?" she asked, turning her eyes back to
him.
"No, but I hear that there is something new here, I mean—ah—ha ha,
I mean there's a new show on tonight. Ha Ha—." That was pretty
clumsy wasn't it?
"Oh, is there?"
"Yeah, I was wondering if maybe you'd like to go?" His face felt
hot and his eyes watered so that he had to look away from her.
"Thanks awfully, but I'm doing something else tonight."
"Oh." Long pause. She turned her eyes back half way to her book.
The silence stood wavering on the edge of a precipice for a full minute.
"Guess, guess it's awful hot by this radiator. I'll go—uh—go to my chair.
See ya."
"O.K. I'll see you," she said.
Soon some boy came in the room and spoke to her. She gathered
her books and left with him. As she passed, George Livingdale Richmond kept looking at his book.
eoa

BLACKLONELY

By Ted Kopkin
Blackness is pinned on high
With shiny blue-gleamed tacks
The night's thick hush
Fills my strangled throat
A tiger is free
In my intestines
And claws slowly, rakingly
The world is made of
Crinkly black crepe
Rustling black crepe
Swaying from the hulking trees
Threshing shadows waver
Sounding mute gibbers as of warning
And I am alone
(9)

ELEVENTH MONTH RAIN
By Phil S. Krug

November rain . . . rain of the grey month:
I stand upright to your good grey drops
And open my mouth to receive them.
November rain . . . rain of the grey month:
Splattering, plopping globules
Compounded of smoke and exhaust of machines,
Falling past street lights,
Dripping from eaves,
Pelt into my throat, grey drops that I drink.
Give me a taste of the iron-rusted girder—
Bitter and gritty I love it—
Give me a taste of my belching machines,
Drench me, rain of November.
I make my body all mouth for you, eleventh month rain.
Your grey drops can cleanse me,
Your good grey potion can heal and make whole,
November rain . . . rain of the eleventh month.
LOVE IS GONE
By Libby Webb

Looking to the north
Where he has gone,
Long she stands in thought.
Many seasons have passed
Since he waved to her
From the distant rise.
Watching and waiting
For his return
She rejected all others
Who would gain her love.
Gone is the fresh young beauty
And in its stead . . .
A deeper perfection
Of one who has loved.
Twilight caresses the hill,
She bows her head,
A tear sweetens the earth.
(10)

MIDNITE IN A CONFEDERATE CEMETERY
By Ted Kopkin

Row on rhythmic row
Swell across the grass.
Pale white tombstones
Stab into the grayness of murk.
The gaunt haunt of a whistle
Shimmers vaguely by the trestle.
And the sulphurous grit
The heavy thickness of murk
Lines the delicate mucous of the throat.
Two red electric lights
Pimple the vapor of midnite.
Yet they are here!
Deathless even in death!
What dream was here left undreamt?
By the zing! of a minnie ball
And the quick throbbing spurt of red blood
—Genevieve in white blouse lying
on the clay-red in the corn field—
What building is now forever to be unbuilt?
Gone with the white smile, the last smile.
When the blood dripped drop by drop
From black mustache to chin.
—on Lindsay Street
there might have been
Charlie Dillon's trading post—
What song is now left unsung?
When jagged iron scraps crammed into the cannon's mouth
Spewed forth into the stomach
And neatly broke the collar-bone
—Johnny Vanderwert's song
Teeming lilting restlessly in his brain
Clipped suddenly short—
The dream undreamt
the house unbuilt
the song left unsung
Civilization is minus a dream
The world has one less building
And one song less is on the lips
Thus are we all undone.

TRUMMIE'S LAMENT
By Hays Pogue

The cigarette smoke stood still in Irving Miller's office. Irving and
Cedric Hollingsworth, his cohort, were banging away at the piano and
writing down notes like mad. Their new orchestra was opening at the
Club Casino the next night for a one-week trial engagement, and they
were working hard on a specialty tune for the opening night. It was very
important to Cedric and Irving for they had formed a habit of eating
heartily, and nowadays in order to eat heartily, you must work more than
two or three weeks a year. They had gotten a few checks for one-week
engagements, but all they ever received with such checks was plenty of
fresh air, obtained here and there while searching for employment.
Well anyway, there they were, banging away, in their tiny office.
And there I was, sitting there listening to them simply because I had
nothing else to do.
"Well, how is it going thus far?" Irving turned to me and asked
with a raised black brow.
"Melloroonie." I answered. "In fact," I said, "It is gone." I answered in such a manner because it is the only manner in which musicians speak. If you tell a musician that work is very good or something of the sort he will be apt to think that you are a square and squares
are frowned upon miserably by musicians.
Irving, who is very free with his smiles, gave me a small one and
turned his attention back to the piano. When Irving turns his attention to a piano it is a sight to behold. In fact, just about anything
Irving does is a sight to behold. His ears are about the size of hamburger buns, and his nose spreads out so that it looks like the knot in
Frank Sinatra's tie turned upside down.
Cedric Hollingsworth, who forever keeps company with Irving, seldom smiles or speaks. He occupies most of his time batting his eyes as
if he were sending out a blinker message. Hal Hugginski once told me
that that's just what Cedric does, and that he can read the messages,
but I have never believed the statement by Hugginski.
About eight o'clock the next morning, after we had smoked more
cigarettes than we could afford, Irving hit a loud chord on the piano
and declared that the tune was completed. Although it is against his
policy, Cedric released a brief smile and threw out a blinker with his
eyes that might have been a rejoicing message. Two heads of mussed
hair bobbed up and down as they nimbly danced through the smoke,
waving the sheets of music.
"It's a sure hit," Irving cried out, "It's a sure hit. The jitterbugs
who patronize the Club Casino will surely cherish such a number as
this."
(12)

"May I hear the piece in its entirety?" I asked.
"Why indeed," Irving roared back.
Irving seated himself at the piano and beat out a bouncy piece of
business that I am sure would inspire any jitterbug. It contained a rapid
pulse throughout and with the whimsy ending Irving whirled around
and gave me a look that required an answer.
"Groovie!" I said in a loud voice. "I can just hear the trombone
man now as he stands up and solos on this new tune of yours."
Cedric's eyes batted a little faster. "Trombone man indeed. You are
right. This number is a natural for a trombone solo and although
our trombone men are very good as a section, we don't have one man
who can take a decent solo."
Irving choked his cigarette and sank to the piano stool. "That's
true," he said very sad-eyed. "Our trombone men excel in going du-wah
du-wah du-wah while someone else takes a solo, but I am afraid to trust
any of them with such a solo as this one must be."
Two heads went together as one, trying to think of a man who could
play their trombone solo. They had to make a good impression the
first night. There they sat, both in the same position. Their chins were
resting on the thumbs of their right hands, and their forefingers were
running up the sides of their faces. In a few minutes I learned the
scarcity of good available trombone men.
Irving popped up. "Do you remember Trummie Wooten?"
"Do I remember Trummie Wooten?" Cedric said with respect.
"Why as long as I live I will remember Trummie Wooten as the hottest
trombone man who ever picked up an instrument. But I haven't seen
him in so long that I judge he is dead and is now probably playing duets
with Gabriel."
"A duet," I butted in, "Featuring Gabriel and Trummie Wooten
would no doubt be worth going a long way to hear but Trummie still
lives, although he is married, and that is why he is hardly ever seen."
A few years back, Trummie Wooten, whose real name is Rudolph
something or other, was probably the greatest hot trombone man in
these parts. He is called Trummie because of his chosen instrument
and Wooten because it is many times easier to pronounce than the something or other that was his original name.
Trummie up and married a pretty young college girl by the name of
Iona Wiggenton, who used to lean over the bandstand and pat her foot
while he soloed at the college dances. Now, they tell me, when she pats
her foot she points a finger at him and orders him to bring home money
to insure payments of expenses that are certain to pop up around the
house. That's why he quit playing trombone for a living and got a respectable job driving a truck. Musicians make good money sometimes
but what she wants is regularity.
Trummie's marriage came as a shock because for years Iona had
been keeping company with a fiddle player who detested hot music
and would play or listen to nothing but sentimental music. Such a
change is shocking and I always did think Iona made a poor choice but
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then college girls never have been accused of having very much in the
brain department.
I was ready to go home and go to bed because daylight had come on
and I despise being up and about during the daytime, but I was the only
one who knew the whereabouts of Trummie Wooten's apartment so I
led the way across town by foot. By foot is the only means of transportation known to musicians and although I am not a musician, I do
have this one thing in common with them.
"Here's where we go in," I said, as we approached a stairway between two pawn shops. The block was crowded with pawn shops and
all of the proprietors were standing out in front of their establishments,
which seems to be a custom in that block.
Just before we started up the stairway we were stopped in our
tracks by the sound of the most beautiful trombone I have ever heard.
It was a sentimental tune, coming out of Trummie's window, and although I had never heard Trummie Wooten play anything but hot
numbers, I recognized the tone as that of Trummie's.
Now I had heard sentimental music before but never had I heard
anything to compare with the warm drawn out tones that were coming
out of Trummie's window. It was so sad that Irving and Cedric and
I busted out crying in unison. Through my tears I could see that Sol
Goldburger, who operates the pawn shop next door, was doing a piece
of sobbing too. Sol claimed that the only reason for his action was the
extreme pain in his feet caused by standing up so much in front of his
place, but I always will believe that it was the trombone because all of
the pawn shop proprietors in the block were engaged in loud bawling,
however, they are entitled to have painful feet just as much as Sol
Goldburger.
Trummie's door was wide open so we walked in and there was
Trummie Wooten in person, sitting in a chair in the middle of the
room playing his trombone, and there was a baby sitting on his knee. I
judged the baby's age to be somewhere in the neighborhood of one
year old and I guess I would describe him as cute since that is the only
way I have ever heard a baby described, but I have seen ten thousand
babies that looked just exactly like the one that was sitting on Trummie's knee.
Irving was the first to inquire as to how things were going with
Trummie. After we exchanged hellos we were introduced to the baby
whose name was Trummie Junior. Trummie is an exceedingly good
looking young man which probably had a lot to do with Iona's choosing
him over the fiddle player. He is tall and rangy like an end on a football team and he has dark wavy hair.
"Your trombone was beautiful," Irving said, "but why is it that
you don't play hot tunes any more?"
"I still like to play hot music," Trummie replied, "but when I play
it, little Trummie Junior puts up such an awful fuss that it interferes
with my playing and besides I am so fond of little Trummie Junior that
I would rather play sentimental music than have him cry."
(14)

Well, that seemed like a good enough reason to me but what I
couldn't understand was why the son of Trummie Wooten loved sentimental music and hated hot music so much. Trummie comes from a
long line of hot musicians. His father played a hot piano in a bar in
Chicago and his grandfather was one of the first to play a hot trombone
from the tailgate position of a New Orleans bandwagon. But I guess
everyone is entitled to like or dislike a certain type of music, even little
Trummie Junior.
Irving put the proposition to him that he wished to engage him for
one night, that very night, to solo the new specialty number and Trummie answered as follows:
"Fellows," Trummie said, "There is nothing I would rather do
than play with you tonight but it is impossible. Iona is visiting her
folks in the country this week-end and I have the task of caring for
little Trummie Junior."
Cedric blinked, "How about a baby-sitter?"
"No," Trummie said flatly, "Iona does not allow me to let little
Trummie out of my sight for fear something might happen to him."
"Trummie, do you know who plays tenor sax for us?" Irving asked,
as if to change the subject.
"Who?"
"Big Sid Turner."
"Not the Big Sid Turner I toured the South with."
"Same man," Irving continued, "and your old buddy Red Collins
plays bass. They are always asking about you. Big Sid said he would
give any part of his right elbow to hear you play again."
Trummie's eyes danced, just as I have seen them dance many
times over the mouthpiece of his trombone. It is very interesting to
watch Trummie's eyes when he plays. They project the same moods as
the mellow tones of the instrument he plays. His eyes had such a look
as he looked at Irving and Cedric.
"Gentlemen," Trummie said, "I will accept your offer on one condition, and that is if you will allow me to bring little Trummie Junior
along with me."
"That's great," Irving beamed back. He handed Trummie a copy
of the music and left, urging him to be there early. I went home and
slept the rest of the day because, as I said before, I detest daytime. Everything is so light.
I want to say that ordinarily I would not give any part of a nickel
to take part in the goings-on at the Club Casino because the customers
are of a rough sort and usually have consumed a great deal of drinks
previous to their arrival. The customers who have not committed
drinking usually do all they can to catch up as soon as they go there,
however, the regular customers will tell you that such a thing is very
difficult because the bar at the Club Casino is known far and wide for
watering their drinks. A watered drink, for example, being a ginger
ale highball with plenty of ginger ale.
(15)

All they seem to care for is hot music and if you mention anything
else to them you are apt to get a bust on the beak. In fact, I have heard
of individuals getting their beaks busted even when the topic of conversation was hot music. But on the night that I am telling about, Irving
Miller gave me a free ticket and I thought that since little Trummie
Wooten Junior would be present perhaps it would be all right, although
it remains a question whether little Trummie Junior should have been
present or not, and it is a fact that he had very little choice in the
matter.
I got there early and took a choice standing place on the edge of
the dance floor next to the band stand. The place was rocking to the
tune of "Jumpin Punkins." Irving was seated at the piano, half facing
the dancers with a perpetual smile on his face. Trummie Wooten was
sitting right in the middle of the aggregation with little Trummie Junior, sitting practically un-noticed, on his knee. Trummie was not playing at the time he had never rehearsed with the orchestra. He was
merely waiting around to solo the specialty number.
The jitterbugs were going through the maneuvers that jitterbugs
are bound to go through when hot music is being played. Some of the
young men were flinging their partners here and there while others
held their chosen lady friends so tight that flinging was impossible, so
all they could do was bob up and down a little. Let me say right now
that I have absolutely no objection to a young man holding his lady
friend very tight and I would call any man silly who would overlook
such a privilege, but when I am engaged in holding a young lady very
tight I would rather be somewhere on a sofa. Moreover, I think that
such an action in a public place is a disgrace, but that's just the way
people are at the Club Casino.
After a brief intermission the orchestra took the stand for round
number two. Intermissions at the Casino are always brief because Herman Rose, who is the owner and manager, allows the boys in the band
just enough time to smoke a cigarette, barring king size, then he flicks
the lights which is a signal to resume. He doesn't desire to have his
customers bored by the lack of hot music for fear they will leave his club
and inhabit another. Irving picked the beginning of round two as the
time for the specialty number, what with Mr. Rose still standing by the
light switch, so he stepped up to the mike and announced:
"Ladies and Gentlemen, I take great pleasure in presenting to you
our feature presentation of the evening. Trummie Wooten, the world's
greatest trombonist will solo a .brand new number entitled The Air
Mail Stomp'.".
Trummie Wooten, with little Trummie Junior perched upon his
knee, licked his chops, inserted a firey gleam into his eye and let out
with his version of the "Air Mail Stomp." The version of the "Air Mail
Stomp" that I heard played by Irving Miller on the piano was indeed
good, and you take something that is indeed good to start with plus
Trummie's improvisations and you have something that is worthy of
your attention. And attention is just what Trummie got. The customers gathered around the bandstand and commenced to pat their feet
(16)

and clap their hands and yelled things like: "Play it Trummie." "Play
it 'till 1983 Trummie."
Trummie's eyes were dancing. He was loving it. All of a sudden
little Trummie Junior let out a tremendous yell and started to bawl
in a loud fashion. He put out such a squawk you couldn't tell whether
Trummie was playing "Air Mail Stomp" or "Old Black Joe." It was a
most embarrasing situation.
"Bless his little heart," Trummie said, as he quit playing and comforted little Trummie Junior. "I'm sorry folks, but I will have to play
something sentimental."
Trummie broke into a sad piece and as he did little Trummie Junior's bawling ceased and his face displayed a smiling look of approval.
The look of every face present changed. Irving and Cedric looked as if
they wished they were thirty thousand miles from the Club Casino. The
customers stood there sobbing. The most notable look of all was that of
Herman Rose. He looked as if his place had just burned to the ground
with his wife and children and money in it. Mr. Rose was not long
making his feelings known either.
"Stop the music," he yelled as he charged down to the bandstand.
"Are you crazy? Get that man out of here."
By this time the sobbing of the customers had developed in to crying out loud. They protested to Mr. Rose as only crying people can protest, and made it known that they were indeed fond of the music that
was being played and furthermore they requested Mr. Rose to shut up
so they could hear.
The more Trummie played the more the patrons cried. His sad
trombone intoned a soul being tormented in hell, or a despairing cry
of a woman left alone.
The music could be heard from the street in front of the Club Casino and passers-by were attracted and joined the wailsome throng. The
place was packed including some who could get no farther than the
place where you check your hats which isn't in the main room at all.
Some could get no farther than the door and their backends were sticking out in the cold. The waiters were busy rushing drinks to the customers clear to the front door for it is customary to keep buying something as long as you stay in the Club Casino and all they sell is drinks.
I have seen the employees of the Club Casino ask individuals to leave
simply because they were not buying anything, but on the other hand,
I have seen people buy one tall drink and nurse it all evening just to
hear the music and take part in the dancing. Sometimes they ask for
new ice for their drink.
At closing time that night Herman Rose announced that the attendance record for the club had been broken and Irving and Cedric
were given a long term contract. They vowed that they would never
play anything but blue notes and the title of their next week's specialty
number would be "Trummie's Lament."
It was several weeks later when I saw Trummie Wooten on the
street. In the meantime I learned that Irving and Cedric received a
huge boost in pay and Herman Rose was enlarging the Club Casino.
(17)

"Trummie," I said, "there is something that has been bothering
me. If little Trummie Junior detested hot music so much, why didn't
he cry when the rest of the orchestra• rocked the place with hot music
before you started playing?"
"Oh," Trummie said, "little Trummie Junior cares a good deal for
hot music, but when I play hot music I pat my foot real big and when
little Trummie Junior is sitting on my knee it bumps his head on my
trombone!"

(18)

LOST TAPESTRY
By Betty Lackey

Each of her bones seemed to be held in a separate vise. Ever so
often, someone turned the Master Screw, and each time she heard a
scream burst from her throat.
Faces appeared occasionally in the small field of her vision and then
disappeared. Something white was clapped over her face, and, suddenly,
the pain was gone.
She shut her eyes and took a deep breath. When she opened
them, the white thing was gone. So were the faces. There was not a
sound in the room. Cautiously, she sat up on the table and looked
around. The only objects in the room were the table on which she sat,
and herself. Directly within her line of vision was a closed door.
She hung her feet off the side of the table and slid gingerly to the
floor. After only a moment's hesitation, she tiptoed across the floor to
the door, opened it, slipped through, and closed it behind her.
She was startled not to see the neat, cheerfully-lighted hallway
which she had expected. Instead, she found herself at one end of a long,
dim corridor the other end of which was lost in the ambiguity of distance. The walls and floors were of dark stone, but the ceiling was
lost in shadow. High up on the right wall, great paneless windows permitted the inflow of a soft radiance not unlike the full moonlight. There
was a vague whisper of sounds in the still air, as of near-spent echoes
with no origin.
She began to walk slowly.
As her eyes became accustomed to the light, she saw that the left
wall was covered by a succession of great tapestries. And then, she
realized that they bore scenes familiar to her:
There was the small, brown frame house in which she was born,
with the starleaf maple tree thrust up through the sidewalk at the front
steps. It was late summer, and the dusty grass in the side yard had lost
its pristine viridity. The cluster of red and yellow cannas growing close
to the brick foundation of the house drooped for want of water. The
last shirt or two of Lizzie's wash showed around a rear corner of the
house . . .
Another tapestry captured the unforgettable Christmas scene in
their little parlor when she was just past three. Sister stood on a tall stool,
straining to get the star on the topmost point of the tree. Mother and
Dad knelt with their hands loaded with multi-colored glass balls and
silver tinsel. They were open-mouthed and motionless, having just
discovered her standing in the bed-room door.—No Santa Claus! . . .
There was the cloak-room of her first school, where she hid behind
the raincoats during Reading period, for fear of being called upon to
read before the class.
She saw the long, low brick high school with the big cemetery across
the street. It was more like a park than a cemetery. There were many
oak and maple trees down through whose leaves the sun poured,
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mottling with gold the green grass and the neat white stones. She and
Sam leaned against a big gray stone with the one word "Harris" on
it. He read Shelly and Keats to her. They joked and said Mr. Harris
would not mind. She and Sam loved each other, but God took Sam away
next year to study for the priesthood.
Then it was Wintertime, and the War was here. The USO was
filled with smoke and dancing GIs and WACs. She and Bill crouched in
the corner by the juke-box. That was when she told him she would
marry him . . . Then the few days in the little rented room, and
Bill was gone to Germany . . .
Then it was gray, wet Louisiana Spring. Sister and Dad stood on
one side of Mother's bed, and she sat on the other side with a watch in
her left hand and Mother's wrist under the fingers of her right hand.
Mother shuddered and stopped breathing. A doctor appeared from
somewhere and pulled up the sheet. He said Mother was dead. She said,
No—she could feel the pulse yet. The doctor took her hand gently.
No, he said—that was her own pulse in her own fingers. She looked
numbly at the sheeted figure and felt suddenly that she had died, too.
The source of her life was cut off, dried up, gone. The child which she
was to have, and which she had so eagerly anticipated, was, after all, a
living lie and a deception. It symbolized Beginnings, Life striving to
burst forth and expand itself, Immortality. But all of it was false. Here
before her was the only Reality, the inevitable Ending: the closed door,
the dried spring, the riven root, the withered stem.
The tapestries lost themselves in shadow as the whispered sounds
became more intelligible. They became long-forgotten voices, halfremembered tunes, careless laughter, muted sobs.
She stopped walking. Someone was approaching her through the
dimness.
Mother! she cried, and threw herself in her mother's arms. . . Mother
—how did you get here?
Mother took her hands. —You wanted me, she smiled.
Oh, I do want you, and I am going with you—and we will never
be away from each other anymore, never—never-1
Mother's smile faded and her face became very serious. —But you
can't do that. You have someone else to think of now—someone to whom
you must be as I have been to you. I was with you twenty-eight years,
and you must not leave her so soon.
She drew back. —Whom do you mean? she cried. —Who is there
who can take me away from my Mother?
—Your daughter, Mother said. —Now go back, quickly, before it is
too late.
She threw herself into Mother's arms again. —How do you know?
she cried.
Mother ran soothing fingers through her hair, as of old. —I passed
her on her way to you, as I was coming here. . . Now, go on—quickly.
She turned to go, but reached back nostalgically once more toward
Mother. —Oh, you look so happy, Mother. What is it like where you
are?
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Mother smiled and started to speak . . .
Suddenly, all about her was shadow, and then darkness. Sensation,
thought, consciousness, dissolved and were gone.
Light touched her lids and she opened her eyes. A nurse's face
appeared above her.
"Do you feel better now?" asked the nurse.
"Yes."
"That's just fine. Now, guess what you have!"
"A little girl?"
"Right the first time. How did you guess it?"
She smiled, but didn't bother to answer.
a)

a)

4)

FAITHLESS FOREVER
By John S. Miller

How so, Sweet Lips, how so?
The sweets you once denied to me
With Puritan austerity
Caused my chagrined asperity
And heart-felt woe.
How so, Sweet Lips, how so?
With the terrible rage of a thing possessed
I loved you passionately. You were the best
By far of all the rest
Of girls to beau.
How so, Sweet Lips, how so?
But with your feminine might
You refused to let our lips unite
Til with all the thrill of love's delight
I whispered low,
"I love you so, Sweet Lips, I love you so."
But then you did the charmed spell break.
The sweets from your lips you let me take,
And I in hunger my love did sate.
You lost your beau.
How so, Sweet Lips, how so?
Ah, women, perceive my wrath!
From henceforth you I shall laugh
To scorn. Wait, coming down this path
A girl walks slow.
"Hello, Sweet Lips, hello."
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AT FIRST
By Anne Bryant

A little child, dimpled and starry-eyed, stood in the garden when
the morn was new
Gazing in wonder at the freshness of it all—the beauty of a rose
all wet with dew.
'Gracefully poised upon its splendor stem—the secret of the universe
in one small flower
And knew not what it was, so pure and clean,
But only,
That it was the loveliest thing that she had ever seen.
She has seen many roses since and understands
Just how one lives and grows,
But never since has come the mystery and awe
She felt when she first saw a rose.
The boy stood by the windswept oceanside, a crescent moon was
high behind a fleeting cloud.
The untamed waves dashed wildly on the rocks, the wind was strong
and masterful, and loud.
He thrilled to watch this lonely moonlit scene, he felt the strength
and presence of the Unseen
And knew not Who 'twas for,
But only,
Here was power and passion he had not known before.
The boy is now a m.an and has become
Learned in a score of different things.
But he has lost forever in the shades of night
That fleeting moment when his soul had wings.
And then, oh, centuries ago it seems, I learned from you the magic
power of love
For you unlatched the casements of my dreams, you opened up a
whole new world to me
Blue skies, rose-colored clouds, filled with enchantment
Youi, touch, your voice, your very being there.
I did not understand, nor could I read it in your eyes,
But only,
Knew this breathless thing was close to paradise.
I have loved since then, darling, many times
True love or false? It is not mine to say.
I only know that never since has come the thrill
That was first love, that you have borne away.
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PLUTOCRACY
By Lee Trentham, Jr.

If people think plutocracy exotic,
Perhaps extinct in our own land,
Just let them watch the present epidemic
Of parties trying to gain command.
The paramount issue, of course, is war,
Which, parties say they will avert,
But actually they're planning a bazaar
For the monopolies' concert.
Few lobbyists in Washington demand
A war with Russia even now.
And who knows who is backing up their hand. .
A plutocrat, a wealthy vow?
A YELLOW LIGHT
By John Miller

There, across the rain-sheened street
Burns a yellow light,
Shining, shining in the night
Of cold and voiceless dark.
A yellow light.
What is its song to us,
To us who stand alone,
Asking, asking why alone
In this the lonely night,
Now summer's gone?
It sings, "Remember now the spring
And the poetry of flowers,
Thinking, thinking of happy hours
Spent in love's embrace
And in her powers.
"Remember now the green-earthed joy
You knew at love's first sting,
Loving, loving in the spring
With haste of youth, for swift
Does love take wing."
It cries, "Be lonely, lonely still,
From want you'll know no rest,
Always, always seeking rest
From love's harsh passion
In your breast."
Still across the rain-sheened street
Burns the yellow light,
Telling, telling in the night
Of cold and voiceless hearts.
A yellow light.
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HOME FOR THE HOLIDAY
By Doris Chapman
From its very nature the present situation cannot remain static. It
must eventually change somehow. Perhaps it will resolve itself into commonplaceness, as these things often do, but it could, just as easily, sky
rocket into a cloud-burst of fame or happiness, or both. At any rate, it
cannot forever go on like this, and that is why the situation is tolerable
to Christina now.
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They all have questions to ask, her family and the neighbors, now
that she is home for the holiday, and she answers their questions as completely and enthusiastically as she can. And they all ask, sooner or later,
"Do you miss us much, the town, your family and friends?" Christina
never answers this. She smiles a little and says, "It's good to be home
again," or "The town doesn't change much, does it?"
They asked just one question before, when she left home to go to
the city.
"Why?" they asked.
They accepted as satisfactory her answer, "To study art."
Christina was big, blonde, and sturdy. "Healthy-looking," people
said of her. Her hands were strong and long-fingered. "She can take care
of herself, that girl," the neighbors said, and her family agreed. Chrissie
could take care of herself. Chrissie had capable hands. She could shape
her life into the mold she wanted, with no pouring out at the edges.
Their interesting neighbors from next door were visiting them the
night Christina suddenly went upstairs and began to pack her clothes.
Their interesting neighbors were born in Europe, and had travelled. He
was from Germany and wore a beard. She was from France and wore
bangs. They had both worked on newspapers. They lived in New York
before coming here to teach languages at high school. He spoke slowly,
and his enunciation was precise.
"It is becoming a custom there in the city," he said, "for young
women to go into these places alone, unattended, and to sit on the tall
stools, and to order a drink, and to start a conversation with their neighbor. Later, they often go out together, the young woman and her new
acquaintance."
"It hardly seems the proper thing to do," he said.
"Ah-h-h," he sighed a long, evaluating sigh, "But they are beautiful
young women," he said, "beautiful, and fashionably dressed. Sleek—
that is the word for them—sleek."
"But," he was searching for words now, "but there is a look about
them, a look in their eyes—"
As the man talked from deep in the cushions of the easy chair,
Christina stood before the gilded fireplace, her arms resting on the
mantle, and she looked into the gold-framed mirror hanging above the
mantle. She looked into the mirror at the man who was talking, beyond
him into the corners of the room, behind him, through the open window
into the night, and then she turned around and looked at the rug on
the floor, following the spiral pattern of a blue rose, round and round,
but it gradually faded into gray in the center, and she could not find it
there. She could not find it there in the center of the blue rose, for the
pattern faded and was infinite in the center there.
"But their eyes," the man was saying, "their eyes have no peace in
them. They are looking, always looking for something—"
"For something they have lost, no not lost, not in the past lost, but
losing, at this moment, in the present losing," Christina said, and her
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family and the interesting neighbors looked at her strangely for a
moment, and then they went on talking, but Christina went upstairs
and began preparing to go away.
Her father told her never to go out at night alone. "There, it isn't
like here," he said. "Strange things can happen in a big city". For several weeks she did not go out at night alone; she did not go out at night
at all. Then one night she did go out, and alone.
She did not know he would be there tonight. She knew that often
he did go there at night. She heard him say so, at the school. When she
saw the picture, at the school, Christina knew she could have painted
it, but that it was better than she could have done. His name was in
one corner of the painting, and she identified him among the students.
He was big too, not so big as Christina, as tall, but more lean and
muscled. She had never talked with him, but maybe he would be there
tonight.
She sat on a tall stool and ordered a drink. She did not start a conversation with her neighbor until she looked around and saw that he had
come in and was sitting beside her. Then she started a conversation
with him, and soon they went out together.
"I have noticed your work," he said, when she told him her name.
"It is good. It is better than good," he said.
"You will like the place I'm taking you to," he said. "It has an
atmosphere, and the food is good, and the wine."
"This is the city, itself," he said, as they walked down some steps
from the sidewalk and stooped to enter an open door.
He knew some people, three men and a beautiful young woman at
a table, and there was room for two more.
"We have an audience," said one of the men, the rosy-cheeked one
with curled hair, looking at Christina.
"Come, watch us wallow in frustration," said the long, thin one,
whose face seemed all nose.
"We are a tragedy," said the one with curled hair, "a tragedy without masks."
"We wear our masks tomorrow and today, but tonight we are without them," said the handsome young man at the table. "Tonight we
are without masks. That is the tragedy. It is a tragedy without masks."
"Is God?" said the long, thin one.
"I'm going to be sick," said the woman, rising from her chair. Her
smooth, too-black hair half hid her eyes. "There is no peace in her eyes,"
thought Christina.
Christina would have followed the young woman as she wavered
stiltedly and uncertainly among the tables, but his hand was on hers
holding her there at the table. He lifted her hand, held it in both his
own, and stroked it.
"Your hands are like your paintings," he said, "big and simple, but
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full of power. You are going to be a great artist," he said.
Perhaps it was then that she found it, when she was with him, when
he was there and she did not know that he would be there and then
with all the people about, she was with him. Or it could have been later,
when one of her instructors, looking at a picture she had painted during
the following week, a picture of sleek young women on tall stools, a picture that seemed all eyes, looking, it could have been then that she found
it, when the instructor regarding her painting said, "My dear, you have a
rare gift, a rare and precious talent."
She has not told them, her family and the neighbors, about this
thing the instructor said. She has not told them, either, about him, about
the picture she could have painted, but did not, and it was better than
she could have done it, about him. There really is nothing to tell, the
way things stand now. Later the same instructor said of another of her
paintings, "It has no merit, no merit at all." And as for him, sometime
he takes her out, but not often. When he kisses her in the shadows at
the entrance to the Rooms-for-Girls where she stays, Christina always
thinks, "This is for eternity and cannot end," but he always says goodnight and goes away.
He goes away, and there is no one. It is then that she wants to go
home. It is then that she walks the narrow floor space of her room and
wants to go home. Let me go back home. Let me go back to people
who are my people, to belonging and being one with people. On these
streets, within these walls, are people, so many people, but not my people.
This is not my place.
There is laughter at the table and singing in a kitchen. There is
gladness and goodness and warm, human kindness. There is—there is
a rose in a rug, a spiral pattern curving around and around fading in the
center into infinity, and I could not find it there. There is no going
back. Time sifting pleasantly away leaves emptiness. There is no going
back to emptiness.
Now that she is home for the holiday, they all have questions to
ask, her family and the neighbors, and she answers as completely and
enthusiastically as she can even the probing questions of the interesting
neighbors who once lived in New York themselves. But when they
ask do you miss us, the town, your family and friends, Christina smiles
a little and says, "It is good to be home again," or "The town doesn't
change much, does it?"
•

APOLOGY TO A FLOWER
By Libby Webb
Little flower, now sad and wilted,
Forgive my thoughtlessness.
I plucked you for your beauty
And took your life instead.
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THOUGHTS FROM AN ATTIC
By Anne Bryant
Rumaging around in an old chest in our attic yesterday I found
my copy of our high school play. How strange to see once more, and
after so long, the battered coverless thing—my lines marked in red—
and autographs of the others on the flyleaf. How long ago it seems, and
yet the lines seem strangely fresh in my memory—the way we used
them in our conversation and laughed about it afterwards.
Then other things came rushing back, flooding my mind with the
acrid smoke that is the memory of half-forgotten events that happened
long ago, overcoming with the nostalgic incense of remembering.
And once again I stood behind tbe set, waiting my cue, scrawling
my name on the backdrop with those of the rest of the cast. Once
more long hours of practice after school and nights, the muffled giggles
and the talk backstage. The way you said your lines and looked at
me. And I knew there was something more than just the memorizing
of the printed word. The sea of faces in the night beyond the glare of
the footlights.
Yet it was just a play, given so many times, so many places, but
never quite as we presented it. So are our lives, the same old story
told time after time, but never is the same. The pattern woven by our
destinies has been woven many times before and shall be seen in
lives long after we are gone. But yet to each of us it will be different,
and we go on believing that the play of life was written for us alone.
0 • 0

THE IRONY OF IT
By Doris Chapman
A kiss is a kiss, I told myself,
One man is as good as another.
I would not weep for him I lost,
I'd find another lover.
So lover one, and lovers two,
I took them, three and four.
When I tired of their pretty tricks,
I turned and took two more.
But lips to lips is cold contact
When the heart's sweet breath is frozen.
I haven't been kissed since he kissed me,
And I have been kissed by a dozen.
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JEANIE
By John S. Miller
Jeanie sat in her jeans and shirt, posed in an attitude of study:
legs curled under body and book propped on lap. Her eyes lingered
over a paragraph in a great deal of time. She abruptly caught herself,
turned her eyes back to the beginning of the paragraph, and prodded
each word mentally. "Even in the midst of the preoccupation with foreign affairs, discontent still smoldered among the . . . " he'll call tonight surely—called every night last week. "This was the radical Chartist Movement, receiving . . . " i wish dad would leave the room "This
was the radical Char . . . " oh what'll i tell jerry i don't want to hurt
his feelings but—but i couldn't go with him again—why did we have to
go to that ole night club anyway "Even in the midst . . . "
Dad folded the evening paper. Jeanie turned toward the crisp,
paper sound and coldly watched him going through the little routine
of creasing the paper in halves and of finally dropping it by his side. He
sat there a heavy, long five seconds and then pulled himself from his
chair. "I'm going back with your mother," he said walking toward
another part of the house.
"O.K. Dad."
Jeanie reached over the couch for the phone book and began looking up a number. As she closed the directory a nut fell on the roof of
the house and she counted the 1--2-3 bounces it made before ending
its travel by scampering down and landing dully in the gutter. She
thought for a moment and then looked up the number again. Murray,
J. G.-2-9657. Looking blankly at the wall she closed the directory and
began to twirl a ring on her finger.
At last she threw the directory aside, sank a little lower in the couch,
and began reading again. "Even in the midst of the preoccupation with
foreign affairs, words words words." A jerk of the consciousness.
Jeanie read that now with some intelligence "Even in the midst of the
preoccupation . . . " Mom and Dad were talking in the kitchen. Jeanie
heard the brittle glass sounds of coffee cups being placed on and being
removed from saucers. She wondered what they were saying and started
to join them in coffee. Then she looked at the telephone and settled
back on the couch. Leaning over she reached for the directory, placed
her hand upon it, made a little pout with her face, and drew back to her
book. "Even in the midst of the preoccupation with for . . . " The
phone.
Jeanie started for the receiver, then just as suddenly checked herself. She looked about and listened to hear if her parents were coming.
There was no sound. The phone rang again.
"Jeanie, catch the phone, will you?"
"Yes, Mother."
The phone rang a third time and Jeanie put her hand on the receiver, waited a brief second, and then slowly placed the receiver to
her ear. "Hello," she said almost silently.
"Hello, Jeanie?" asked a young, strong voice. "This is Jerry."
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Jerry—Jerry whom she had first seen pointed out by a high school
companion over a year ago, "Ohhh, lookee, lookee, there's Jerry Murray."
"Not really."
"But def. Isn't he somethin' simply divine?—Jeanie isn't he somethin'
simply divine, though?"
"—Maybe,—maybe not."
"Why, Jeanie Monroe, of all the foolish talk!"
But Jeanie knew that Jerry was good looking and she knew that one
day she would meet him. She knew with all the wonderful belief of
adolescence that he would one day dance with her and love her and
marry her. She knew it because she was young, because the earth was
made for her, because she was sixteen. Walking home she would think
about him, lying awake in her bed she would think about him, tomorrow she would think about him.
But tomorrow was a long 'way off and young love is a nimble stream;
it scintillates, splashes, and courses; it is strong, playing in the mountains of youth, but not until it rushes into the aged valley will it become
deep and silent. Besides, there were boys in high school, boys to dance
with, boys to coquette with. Real boys, and yet not boys, but men, for
remember, the earth is ours, and we are sixteen. Real men that make
you laugh, men that sometimes make you feel funny deep down inside,
men that you think about when sitting by the phone with a textbook
in your lap, men that want to kiss you goodnight, "Gee, Jeanie, I thought
that-ah-maybe just since-ah-you an' me had been-ah-going together,
steady-like, you know, for almost, why, almost two weeks, that-ah-you
could might let me-ah-well, gee, Jeanie, you know how I-ah-," yes, and
men that sometimes do kiss you goodnight. Real men, dream men are
a poor stuff beside them, even dream men like Jerry Murray.
However, high school days must be left behind, but men will go
to college and they will dance better and faster and smoother. And you
will go to college as well and will dance fast and slow, will feel some
music thrill you until you think you will never want to stop your nimble
toes, will feel music creep drowsily through your muscles like a lazy,
romantic river.
"This dance is mine, Jeanie."
"How honored I feel, Mr. Hailey."
"Pardon me, Hailey, May I cut in?"
"But Tom, I just—"
"I said, 'Pardon me,' Hailey. I'm cutting in. Howdy, Miz Jean,
how y'awl?"
"Why, I declaa, Mr. Tawm, I's jes feelin' fair to middlin."
"Well, Mah Good—"
"Oh, cut out the mush and let a man in to dance."
"But, Joe, I've taken only—"
"Out you go. Jean, I have the hardest time keeping you in tow. I've
been unable to dance two steps with you all evening. Remember me?
I'm your date."
"Why, your face is familiar. Are you—"
"May I dance with Miss Monroe, please?"
"Yes, damn it, yes, you can dance all evening with Miss Monroe if
you like!"
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"Well, really, old man, you don't have to raise a huff— But, if you
insist—"
"Jimmy, 'bout time you got around to dancing with me."
"Well, you knew how some of these women keep me tied up. Do
you think a buddy would cut in on you when you're stuck? Heck—"
"May I?"
"But, George, I ain't stuck now."
"Thank you. I'm George Lumpkin and you're Jeanie Monroe."
"Hello, George, I'm awfully glad to know you."
"Excuse, please, George, since introductions are in order, may I
present to the belle of the ball myself, Mr.—"
"Jerry Murray."
"Oh, you know me, Miss Monroe?"
"Oh, and you know me, Mr. Murray?"
"So it seems we are old acquaintances."
"But, of course."
"Why, then, such being the case we can go out on the balcony to
talk over our friendship without these wolves breaking in on us. Come
on."
"But I—"
"Come on, come on. I'd never get to know you if I had to stand
in line with these stags."
With the winter holiday seasons came the first festooned formal. .
Though she herself had aided with the decorating Jeanie was oblivious to the fact that behind the gay streamers of sequin-spangled crepe
the ball room was a gymnasium. It was lush and hot with different
colors. Through its warm, tender dimness scintillated hundreds of ornaments. Jeanie closed her eyes and tried to remember the color, the
strangeness, the loveliness of it all. She would remember it just that
way for years to come. She would remember this as her first no-break
with Jerry, the first dance she had to dance with him alone throughout
one piece. It ruined one's mood to be cut in on. It jerked you roughly
from the music and set you into the routine of saying hello. She pressed
her face closer to Jerry's shoulder and hoped that the music would not
soon be over. From his tux came a subtle, not unpleasant odor of moth
balls. Almost inwardly a smile graced her face. She gave Jerry a little,
imperceptible hug.
"You little devil," said Jerry after the piece was over and they
waited for the next number to begin.
"Ohhh, why do you say that, Jerry?" asked Jeanie as she smiled up
to him.
"We will hardly start dancing again before I'm cut in on."
"Is that my fault?"
"Yes."
"Seems like you could so something about it."
"I can. How about going up on the mountain to dance some night?"
"Ohhh, grand."
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"Next Saturday?"
"Aw, I have a date then."
"Saturday after?"
"That night, too."
"Don't tell me you've got the next one filled."
"No, we can go up then."
"Well, swell, after all that waiting I should think I could have two
week-ends straight."
"You talked me into it. I mean—I mean that," she added blushing,
"that I'll consider it."
"You'd better do more than just consider it. That's settled then,
I have a date with you the Saturday after the Saurday after next Saturday
and the Saturday after that."
"Well, O.K., if you insist," she laughed.
"You know I insist. I see entirely too little of you now. We'll know
one another better after a while."
She looked quickly up at him and saw his eyes smiling into hers.
She looked away. The music began and they danced.
It had been a long three weeks wait, Jeanie thought as she rouged
her lips before the mirror in the ladies' room. But at last they were
here on their first date, and she on her first visit to a night club. It
was hard to realize that already the evening was more than half over.
The band struck up a slow sentimental melody. She threw the lipstick
in her bag and looked hurriedly at herself, then she walked out to their
table.
"Jerry, Jerry, This is a favorite of mine. . Let's dance it."
"I fixed you another drink. Don't you want a spot first?"
"Oh—oh sure—sure."
The glass felt cold and moist to her touch. She lifted it to her
lips and thought that the ice in it tinkled like laughter. She smiled
across to Jerry and took a sip.
"Let's dance," she said.
How wonderful it was dancing there with all the people laughing
back and forth across the tables! They bumped into another couple
and all four of them laughed. She thought how divine a dancer Jerry
was, how strongly he held her in his arms. She had to be just a little
conceited, dancing with Jerry Murray, dancing at a night club. She
wondered if he cared for her, just a little bit.
The piece ended.
"Let's finish our drink," said Jerry.
"All right."
The evening was passing too rapidly for her. She had danced and
danced and still was not really tired. The band kept playing faster and
faster music, and she wondered why. But she could dance them all, no
matter how fast they got, getting dizzy drunk from spinning, ego-drunk
from admiring men who cut in on her, who told her how well she
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danced. But she liked it best when Jerry cut back, because he danced
better than all of them, and because, well, just because he was Jerry.
Jerry wished to sit more and more of them out. She did not mind,
though, for she wanted to catch her breath; and then, too, she did not
want to start perspiring. That would not be very glamorous, she
thought. She did not like the highball, and the whiskey had an evillooking way of swirling casually and yellow-like through the clear,
bubbling mix. But she liked the cool, wet feel of the glass, and, though
not drinking, she held it as she chatted across to Jerry and she laughed
with her newly acquainted friends. Jerry knew nearly everyone there.
Jeanie wondered why Jerry's eyes began to look as though they
were covered with a gelatin film. And his smile, though still good
natured, looked tired, like someone's smile who awakened in the middle
of a nap.
Jerry led her to the dance floor then, before dancing, looked
apathetically at her and then leaned and kissed her quickly and softly
upon the lips. They started dancing and were immediately cut on.
jerry oh jerry oh he does like me he does he does jerry jerry
wonder if any one saw no no oh no couldn't see floor too dark who
cares isn't he jerry murray aren't i jeanie monroe oh jerry nobody
saw and i don't care if they did hope they did hope they tell everybody there goes jeanie monroe she and jerry murray go steady now
gossip column flash cut jeanie monroe is now the proud possessor of
handsome jerry murray's frat pin jerry and jeanie Jerry and jeanie i
love you jeanie, i'll love you always i love you jeanie i can't live without
you jeanie mustn't let him kiss me tonight next week no jerry maybe
later why doesn't he cut back in
' Jeanie danced two dances with five different men.
jerry please cut back
From a table in the darkness came raucous, almost drunken laughter; laughter shrill of girls, laughter heavy, vulgar of men. Jeanie peered
into the smoke-fed gloom and thought she saw Jerry. Her partner spun
her around. She could not see. Now she was back again. It was Jerry,
bent over in a paroxysm of laughter and coughing, clapping his arm
around a buddy. It was a harsh laugh, harsh and rasping; belly laughter,
throaty laughter. It sounded out of place coming from Jerry.
The band sounded too loud, too brassy, too hopped up. The cigarette smoke smarted her eyes and made the air warm and stifling. She felt
weak as from lack of food.
"Please—please, I feel a little ill. Will you take me to my table?"
"Surely—May I find your escort for you?"
"No, just let me sit alone for a few moments and I'll be all right.
Thank you."
Jeanie saw how limp and wet, a dullish grey with dampness, the
table cloth seemed. Cigarette ashes were smeared filthily and wetly on
it. Mostly water was in the ice bowl, but a few bits of ice were still
melting on the cloth. Her glass had a curious, unhealthful look about
it, half-filled as it was with that foggy, transparent liquid. From the
whole table came a revolting odor of ashes and whiskey and flat soda
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and wet table cloth. She turned about to escape its view.
On the dance floor she saw Jerry dancing one of the hot numbers
with another girl. They would break lose and then oozle back to
one another, weaving hips and shoulders sensuously and in time to the
music. As the girl shook herself Jeanie saw little shivers of fat and muscle
dance on her back. Jerry stumbled and fell against his partner. Together
they almost dropped to the floor. She laughed in little shrieks; he
laughed repetitiously. Then he started coughing violently.
Something hot pushed at Jeanie's eyes. Something had gone all
wrong. There was too much laughter, too much smoke, too much noise.
She reached for her handkerchief and started to the rest room. Through
unclear eyes she saw the pimply faced drummer step down in front of
her. He was too fat, too fat. He pulled a pint from his hip pocket and
turned it up to his lips. Oh, he was greasy. The rest of the band was
hitting a jaggy tune. The thin-faced trumpeter looked unseeingly up
into his head as he blatted forth. Their complexions were sallow and
their chests were thin, thin.
Where could she go? She had to get out of this smoke, out of this
din. Everyone laughed loudly. Somewhere some men and a woman
were singing off-key, their voices straining for notes too high for them.
The music got faster and the dancers, couple by couple, left the floor
exhausted. Only Jerry was left, Jerry and the—and the blonde. A glass
crashed to the floor. Someone cursed. From the back room came the
whirl and clicking stops of the slot machines. Coins clinked into a
metal tray.
Jeanie's eyes got hotter still and her nose was hot wet inside. It was
the smoke, she told herself, she was crying from the smoke. She would
walk through the tables and go outside. They must not notice how
she felt. They did notice. They laughed. The smoke hurt her eyes more.
Everything grew louder. She ran from them. Outside she still heard
them. The chill air made her cry more. She ran through the crunching
gravels and jumped into Jerry's car. This cut out the noise. It cut
out the chill air and the smoke, too. But she still cried.
After the well of tears had run dry and after the face had been
properly powdered Jeanie eased back into the night club. She would
tell Jerry she had felt ill and gone out for fresh air. No, no, better still
she was out talking with a friend. "I didn't know I was talking so long,"
she would say. "You know how we women are when we start gabbing.
I hope you didn't miss me." Yes, that would do it. She hoped that she
could lie with a straight face. She would look at the floor so he would
not see she had been crying.
Not many people were left in the club. When she was outside she
had heard the cars pull out. When someone got in the car next to her
she had slunk down so they would not see her.
Jerry was over at a table with a buddy trying to do some close harmony. Seeing her he broke off and approached. He tripped over a
chair on the way.
"Hey, honey, whereya been? I've been looking all over for you."
His smile was still tired and his eyes still glassy.
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"I—I—"
"Well, you ready to go? I'm just about shot myself. You get your
coat and we'll take off."
"All right, Jerry."
The ride home was fast. At several times Jeanie felt herself push
hard against the floor board as the tires squealed. Not once did he
ask where she had been for so long. Not once did he speak.
As he walked with her to the door Jeanie wondered how she might
refuse his kiss and not make him feel badly. He opened the door for
her.
"Well, thanks a lot for a lovely evening. Been swell," he said.
"I— Been awfully nice, Jerry."
"Well, good-night."
"Goodnight, Jerry."
She heard his footsteps half-running along the walkway, then the
slam of the car door, the sudden start of the motor, and the rachet
sounding stripping of a gear in the early morning stillness. The noise of
the car was soon lost, and Jeanie turned irresolutely and went into the
house.
And now the following Monday, a little later than his usual calling
time, Jerry was on the phone. It was not easy to tell him that she did
not like night clubbing, that somehow it did something to his eyes
and his smile that was not pleasant, that it made his laughter too coarse
and animal-like, that it made him weave his shoulders and hips too
much when he was dancing with other girls. She could not tell him that
naked whiskey bottles looked evil somehow, that she revolted at the
sight of such sickly looking musicians. And, of course, she would not
tell him. It would be easier, and more humane, to say that relatives
were visiting next weekend and that she just could not go with him,
that she would have to break their date. She hoped it would not hurt
him.
"Hello, Jerry," she said softly into the phone.
"Jeanie," he said quickly, "I—I guess I should make some apology
for the other night. I guess I just didn't know when I'd had enough.
And, gee, but I wish I could make it up to you this next week-end, but,
I'm awfully sorry, but, well it seems we're having some relatives over
and—"
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MOOD MELANCHOLY
By Bob Young

When thoughts grow stale
and thinkers sleep;
And rock from rock is dust,
then bid the guard their watches keep
To check the rust;
the blight; the lust that knows no jail.
Oh, winds blow strongly, winds blow light,
But darkness is the night.
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WOODS WITCHERY
By Doris Chapman
Blissfully, summer smiled.
In a field of long grass, a thin, long-legged child ran swiftly, his
delicately featured face, color of pallored ivory, tilted to the warm sun's
touch. He was a tall child, tall for his twelve years, and dressed in a
white linen suit; he was tall paleness amidst vivid greenness and faraway blueness; pale, but for the darkness of his black, curling hair, that
was long—almost girlishly long—and the tiny black terrier that leapt
at his heels, uttering furious, futile yaps.
The little dog was ensavaged by unfamiliar animal smells; a rabbit
has passed here. And what is a rabbit? Scent of grey squirrel, fox, and
deer mingles in the breath of the breeze with odor of wild roses and
green, green grass. This city-bred little beast had never before followed
the beguiling trail of woods animals, had never seen the animals, unless
perhaps he had been taken through a zoo in a public park. Certainly
the rules of the game of the hunt were never explained to him, but
dormant instincts flash full-grown into being, and he darts anxiously
after elusive scents, but returns always, baffled by the strange and unfamiliar, to the known smell of The Master.
"Tippie, Tippie, Tippiel"
The child throws himself upon the long green grass, clutching the
small convulsive body of the dog against his chest. Boy and beast they
lie there, for the sun has passed behind a cloud, and tired and warm,
the two rest, panting a little.
But the cloud 'passes and the sun shines with renewed brilliance
upon the earth, upon the boy and the dog. Instantly the day is again
all joy. Deep down in the broiling bowels of the earth, joy forms, bubbles
to the surface of the earth, and rises to the fartherest sky. In nestled
hollows, as here, where the boy and the dog can no longer lie still,
joy, caught, quivers, a live thing.
"Tippie, Tippie!"
The child runs, calling, swiftly running, but he sees everything. He
sees the wispy white cloud in the sparkling sky, the green field, sun-gilded
with a glimmering sheen, the many tall yellow flowers, glittering golden—
and yes, he sees the small star-like bluish-white flower, that is almost
hidden under a blade of grass, he sees it.
The dog barks bewilderedly as they reach the edge of the field and
halt before a forest.
There is a path leading into the forest, a mysterious path, for where
does it go, in the dark woods, where does the path go? To find out—
and one must find out—the path must be followed; one must follow
the path that winds among the giant oaks, grey moss, like old men's
beards, dripping from their branches, giving them a look of ancient
solemnity. Here and there sunlight splatters, hitting green leaves and
spilling through twigs to rest on softening brown-leaf-covered earth.
There is magic in the way the sun gold spills and flows.
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A whiff of sweetness is wafted tantalizingly through the forest. Forward, faster now, follow the path to find the source of the strange sweet
odor. Stronger and stronger it entices, leading the boy onward. The
path curves around a fallen tree, and here now is a silvery pool. Running
along its banks, climbing and curling around trees and shrubs, clinging
to the ground, rising to the sky, owning heaven and earth with their
possessive holding, are green vines with lacy white and yellowing flowers.
And odor of honey suckle. Delicate at first the odor was, stronger and
sweeter as he drew near, and now great waves of the fragrance roll
over him.
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"Tippie!"
The child swoops the dog into his arms. His thin fingers circle the
slim black throat caressingly; they close and tighten. Tighter and tighter the fingers circle. The boy is seeing and smelling and seeing and being, and all aquiver:—intensely aquiver he is.
Suddenly a shadow falls. The sun has gone down. There is no gold
flowing through the forest now, and the magic is gone. There are
only stolid black trunks of trees and masses of dark leaves. The dog is
lying on the ground unmoving. There is terror now, and aloneness. Far
off, a bird calls thinly.
The child stands stiffly and screams the word:
"Tippie!"
He looks about and the forest is filled with Tippies! Behind the
trees, mischievously peeking from low-growing shrubs, running up vertical trunks, hiding among leaves, dropping from high limbs to the
earth unhurt, coming toward him, on all sides surrounding him, thin
Tippies with elongated black bodies, all walking deliberately toward
him and at him.
Desperately—where is the path, the path that leads from the forest?
Foliage is thick, hostilely hiding. But there it is, the path, and quick
he runs, pursued, limbs slapping his face, tearing his clothes, scratching
his legs. Forever he runs, eternity he spends in escaping.
But a few minutes later, finally free of the forest, he stops in the
wide field, and there is no terror now. It is gone with the mystery and
grim darkness. Yonder is a white house and people about it. The boy
stands still, and is calmed by looking. And coming from the forest is
a small dog, holding its head a little oddly, as though its throat were
slightly strained or sore, trotting sedately after its master.
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EXCLAMATION POINT
By Phil S. Krug
Yes, Oh Yes, by my God,
I will say the eternal Yes!
I fling it in your faces—
Scoff,, mock, and laugh.
Even if I were swallowed by
A shattered, cracked Earth—
Y es, by my Soul, again
Eternal Affirmation!
Pismires, delicacies, sluts of emotion,
Integration there is—
Order there is—
If I will it.
And I so will.
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Light, you ask?
What need of Light?
Strength works in blackness.
Out of the pit?
Damn the pit,
Fashioned by fears you hold.
I do not breathe dank vapors of pits.
Though this cold sharp stuff
Be of the Dark,
I comprehend no pit.
Be it of your own making,
Mad weavers.
I breathe the air of affirmation.
Mine the yapping?
God grant it better than
Your subtle pip-squeaks!
Befouled with my Ego?
I do not deny, nor care to be treated softly.
Here a stench more welcome
Than your minor-key, one-finger
Humility.
Fool? Young?
Yes!
Full of impetuosity?
Oh no!
Say I am full of hot blood.
Say hot blood sears
The elemental cold.
Stand back! I do not think
Your lungs were made for steam.
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PICTURESQUE PHRASES
Standing beside the mighty engine, one hears a constant whisper
and flutter of the insatiable fire which gives this mass of machinery its
cinders patter down on the roadbed beneath the boiler
power
like the intermittent drumming of the first drops of a shower on a tin
roof. * * From a story by Alice Newell.
The sunlight wafered gently between the red checkered curtains
and settled apologetically on the kitchen floor as if it were not quite
sure it was welcome, coming so very early in the morning
she
moved about in the narrow confines of her world like some old, rusted
goldfish searching the paths of its own tiny sphere over and over. * * *
From a story by Bob Young.
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THE PRICE OF A DOG
By Fred Mitchell

George McGregor stepped out the back door, plunging himself
from the well-insulated house into the damp cold of early morning in
the late fall. The chill knifed through his robe and gnawed at his ankles
above his slippers. He scurried across the yard to a well constructedkennel and stooped to peer within. Had the neighbors cared to look,
they would have seen him thus the past few mornings.
But this morning he returned to the house with more haste than the
cold had previously moved him to. "Helda!" he exclaimed, bursting into
the kitchen, "Muff's had her pups!"
"Fine. How many?"
"Eh? Forgot to count." And he rushed out again.
In a moment he returned. "Six. Four black and two buff. All of
them nursing. Already plump. A fine litter. Muffin's a good mother."
"Good. Sit down and eat your breakfast."
"What time is it? Oh, Lord, I'll be late!"
"Do you suppose it's too cold for them?" he asked with his mouth
full. At the thought he stuffed a biscuit in his mouth and went out the
door. In a moment he returned with a clothes hamper full of cocker
pups and Muffin, a clump of udders, waddling at his heels. "Get me
some old soft rags."
Now these were pedigreed dogs with unquestionably noble lineage.
Such dogs are marketable at a handsome price. The loss of one pup can
mean fifty or two hundred dollars lost. For three days Mr. McGregor
fussed over, sterilized, and gorged the pups with Muffin's milk. There
was no pressing need for the money, but to clean up, say, five hundred
dollars on a few dogs is quite a feather in the cap of one proud of his
initiative and enterprise.
On the morning of the fourth day it occurred to him at breakfast
that their tails must be cut. A cocker spaniel with a tail is worthless. It
was decided that he would pick them up at noon, take them to the
office, and then to the vet's after work.
On the way back to the office that afternoon George McGregor was
thinking: "Boy, won't I draw a crowd at the office. They'll all want to
see. Perhaps they'll realize that it's just that kind of initiative that got
me where I am today . . . boss of that office. Just think. Five hundred
bucks and no appreciable feed bill."
And it happened that way. Everybody gathered around to see the
contents of the box, as George McGregor stood around like a proud
papa, or the goose that laid the golden egg. He left early and whisked
the box through the outer office with a self-satisfied smile on his face.
In the basement garage he stood waiting for his automobile.
T'enin', Massa George." An aged negro, his shiny head adorned
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with a fringe of grey kinks like a laural wreath, stepped from the furnace
room.
"Hello there, Job. Come here and let me show you something."
The old man shuffled over and looked into the box. "What do you think
of 'em?"
"Mighty fine pups. What kine dog is dey?"
"Cocker Spaniels. Five or six hundred dollars worth of dogs."
`Sho"nuffl You know what de Good Book have to say 'bout dat,
Massa George?"
"Whats that?" As if it had just slipped his mind.
"It say, 'Woe to him what totes the price of a dog in his pocket'."
Mr. McGregor slid into the car, putting the box beside him. As he
drove off he spoke half aloud. ". . . the price of a dog . . . Didn't know
that was in the Bible. Funny how a meaningless phrase strikes you." He
forgot the subject and his thoughts turned once more to the money at
his side. "Better not get my hopes up. Don't know how they'll turn out,
yet. The pedigree ought to be worth sixty, anyway.
The animal hospital was on the right. He parked and carried the
box in. From the rear came a continuous bedlam of yelps and barks
and howls. The antiseptic smell of a hospital was modified by the scent
of dogs. A man in a white jacket presented himself.
"What can I do for you?"
"I want to get their tails cut."
"Right in here."
In the center of the room was an enameled metal table with thin
legs. The noise, the smell, the white room created a slight feeling of
anxiety. He gazed at the shiny coats in the box. Doubtless they could
not sense it. Their eyes were still closed. The vet was wrapping a block
of wood in a newspaper.
"Mind if I watch?" Next time maybe he'd do it himself.
"Not at all." He was scrubbing a tail with alcohol. The alcohol had
a piercing odor. The puppy did not appear to notice it. A knotted piece
of bandage slipped over the tail and tightened suddenly, harshly, cruelly.
The blind puppy utter a low nasal cry of protest. The tail was stretched
across the papered block. The staccato whines came more quickly, higher, increasing in volume. McGregor swallowed. He averted his eyes.
The complaints reached a sudden climax, diminished, already becoming ennured to suffering. McGregor glanced at the table. A bloodless
tail; a live one being sterilized.
He thrust his hands into his pockets and walked nonchalantly into
the waiting room. He lit a cigarette, drew in a short puff, spouted it out.
There were two whining now.
At last the vet brought the box out. Only an occasional horse yip,
now.
"How much?"
"Five dollars." His hands shook a little as he extracted the money
from his wallet. He lifted the box gingerly, tenderly.
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"You can remove the tourniquet in about a half an hour."
"Thank you."
At home a head of yellow curls danced through the bright sunlight
to meet him. The neighbors' little daughter, aged six.
"Hello, there, Betsy."
"What's in the box? Let me see."
"Little puppies. They just had their tails cut off."
"0-oh," said Betsy, endearingly. "Did it hurt them?"
"No," he replied dubiously.
"Aren't they cute. Can I pet them?"
"Be very gentle. When they don't need their mother, would you
like to have one?"
"Oh, can I?"
"If your daddy doesn't mind." He laughed as she raced home.
"Bet you little fellows are hungry," he addressed the box as he
walked to the back yard.
Helda was in the kitchen.
"Supper ready?" He kissed her vehemently.
"Why, George, you haven't kissed me like that in years."
"Haven't felt better in years."
"Suppers almost ready. The paper's in the living room."
"Helda, do orphanages ever have mascots?"
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SONNET
By John S. Miller

Prey not further your lips on mine
Pasturing lamb-like the grasses of our content,
Nor sweetly speak of spring; for now the lent
Of love begs cease from such devotion. The wine
Of quiet is now our feast, and we shall dine
On the host serene. Pray, Love, relent
From talk of beauty. Be merely confident
Beauty is; it is yours and mine.
Ramble with me through the million odored wood.
The sharp, resinous, green life smell
Will Kiss us, and nature's voices should
Whisper love's symphonies sweeter than we could tell.
Would know how I love you? Quench the thirst of inner sight.
Drink, drink deep the nectar of night.
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CONSPIRACY
By C. Amos Johnson
Mark Craven watched the light from the street lamp flicker on the
shiny silver dollar as he flipped it monotonously into the air. Something
was going to happen to him—he could feel it; he knew it. He knew that
They were planning against him again. He knew that They wanted
to wrest his secret from him.
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In another hour it would be light again; in another too, people
would be filling the streets. They would not dare to search him out in
the daylight when there .were people around; They must do Their
work in the dark. Three hours! Three hours more to elude Them;
then he would be safe until it became night again. He must plan a
trap for Them.
In the distance, he could hear the pounding of running feet. He
glanced quickly around. They were coming! The running rhythm broke
and the slow methodical beat of a walk replaced it.
Mark stepped into the entrance of an apartment building and raced
down the corridor to the back door. The silver dollar was now clutched
tightly in his hand. As the back door closed behind him, he heard the
front door open and the footsteps follow him down the corridor. Mark
raced through the alley-way back to the street. He heard the back door
close. They were still behind him!
He hurried down the street. He had to get away from Them so he
could think—plan and set his trap. If only he knew who They were . . .
He ran into another building. Up the stairs, now, quickly. Up . . .
one flight . . . two flights . . . three . . . four . . . Onto the roof.
Above his own loud breathing, he could still hear the dull pounding
of the feet behind him. He sped across the roof and over the low wall
to the adjoining building. He knew this neighborhood well; he had
done this before. He fairly flew down the stairs. On the second floor,
he stopped and entered the elevator. With the door closed and his
finger on the button, he fought to catch his breath. The footsteps continued down the stairs.
Mark Craven waited several minutes before he pushed the button
to go up, but he did not hear the footsteps return.
The elevator stopped at the top floor, and Mark huddled into the
corner, still listening for any sound that would tell him that They were
coming back.
He opened his hand and looked at the silver dollar. It was bright
and shiny. On the face of it was the head of a woman, wearing some
sort of a crown. On the base of the crown the word "Liberty" was engraved. He pronounced the word several times to himself. LIBERTY!
But he must arrange his trap. LIBERTY! LIBERTY! LIBERTY!
It was later. The drone of the buzzer told him that someone wanted
to use the elevator. He stood up, dusted the dirt from his trousers, pulled
his tie up, and straightened the hang of his coat. Then he pushed the
button that would take the elevator to the bottom floor.
He stepped out into the lobby and walked quietly to the front entrance and looked out into the street. People were moving around now.
He was safe until nightfall.
Today was his day to go to the office. He walked to the corner
and waited for the crosstown bus. He took a deep breath and pushed
out his chest. A faint smile formed on his lips. He had outsmarted
Them again.
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He got off the bus, entered an office building, and took the elevator
to the sixth floor. He opened the door to an office, stepped inside, and
closed the door behind him. The kindly face of a gray old man greeted
him from beyond the desk with a soothing smile.
"You are early today, Mark."
"Yes, I know. They were after me again, but They didn't get my
secret." He opened his hand and showed the gleaming silver dollar.
A picture hanging behind the gray old man mirrored the words
painted on the frosted glass of the door:
Dr. Joseph Brown
Psychiatrist
Hours 8:00-1:00

I CALL THE WANDERER HOME
By R. Don Baxter
Servant and master am I: servant of those dead and master of those
living. Through me spirits immortal laugh, and wander and worship. I
tell the story of love, the story of hate, the story that saves and the story
that damns. I am the incense upon which prayers float to heaven, and I
am the smoke which pall over the field of battle where men lie dying
with me on their lips. I am close to the altar at marriage, and when
the graves open I stand nearby. I call the wanderer home; I rescue the
soul from the depths. I open the lips of lovers and through me the
dead whisper to the living.
One I serve as I serve all; and the king I make my slave as easily
as I subject his slave. I speak through the birds of the air, the insects
of the field, the crash of waters on rock-ribbed shores, the sighing of
wind in the trees, and I am even heard by the soul that knows me in
the clatter of wheels on city streets. I know no brother, yet all men are
my brothers. I am the father of the best that is in them and they are
fathers of the best that is in me. I am an international language; a language of the poor, a language of the rich. I can start and end wars—
while diplomacy makes the impending prolonged. I have inspired books,
and have collected words in such form, so that as long as I live, they
shall never die. I have been known from the beginning of time, and I
am just as important now as I was then.
I have spoken in large halls; I have whispered in small huts; I have
thrilled millions; I have saddened few. I am an art. I am an institution
upon which many have based their lives. Although I am conquerable,
I have been subdued by only the ones who fully understand me. I have
been the shining light to the conquered, and have kept them alive by
the mere mention of my name. I have encouraged the conquered to
go forward and the victor to show love toward his victims. I am known
by Webster as anything having rhythm or melody. But this can not explain all of me. I am all that is left in this world unsmeared by lies,
and unblemished by fear, for I am an instrument of God. I am music.
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I'LL WAIT
By Webb &amen
Ever ride down Hauptstrasse—that's the main drag in Old Heidelberg—on a cold Christmas Eve in an open jeep? If you have, you know
how nice and warm the inside of the Red Cross building felt as Hank
and Mac kicked the snow loose from their snow packs, shoved open the
door, and headed straight for the java counter.
"Darn, I'm glad that patrol duty is finished—sure was a cold six
hours!" Mac said.
"Yeah," Hank answered. "Must be down to 'bout ten above—nearly
as cold as last winter in France."
Inge, the black-haired and even blacker-eyed Lithuanian girl—the
Army classified her as a Displaced Person—stood by the big coffee maker.
"Morgen, Inge," Mac greeted her.
Inge grinned. She knew that Mac always said "Good Morning" in
German, even if it were afternoon or night.
"Morgen, Mac, Hank—Coffee for you?"
"Evening, Inge," Hank said. "Yeah, black for me and with milk for
the boy. Doughnuts, too."'
The girl quickly filled the cups with steaming coffee and a plate
with hot doughnuts. The fellows reached for the cups and plate, but
Inge stepped quickly around the counter and led the way to an empty
table in a corner. "I carry them for you," she said. "Your hands much—
no, how you say it?—very—cold."
And the two soldiers followed the girl to the table, removing their
gloves, pistol belts, and Parka top coats as they went. Mac stood a little
under six feet—medium build, black hair, grinning. Good looking
fellow, about twenty. Hank was a couple of inches taller and a year or
so older. Blonde crew-cut hair, deep-set eyes, intelligent features, rather
slender, but with his Ike jacket a little taut across husky shoulders. Inge
set the coffee on the table.
"Danke, Inge," Mac thanked her. "Nice of you."
"Bitte," the girl answered him. "You like decorations we make today? The soft red and green paper came from your America."
"Schen" from Mac.
"He means they're pretty, Inge," said Hank.
"Thank you," said the girl. "I like Christmas. It was a very good
time in the Old Country." And she went back to her coffee counter,
admiring as she went the pretty paper and bits of holly hanging from
the ceiling and walls.
Hank sipped his coffee, then remarked, "Some Kraut vocabulary
you've got there, son. You must know at least fifteen or twenty words."
"I get along, Hank, I get along," Mac grinned. "Damn, this hot
coffee feels good!"
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"Yeah. Say, we'll have to put the chains on the jeep when we go
in tonight. At the rate it's falling, this snow'll be a foot deep by morning. We've got the morning patrol, you know. Gotta take a detail up
on the mountain to relieve Deasy's squad at the castle in time for them
to get down for hot breakfast—then pick up the guys down at the Old
Bridge."
"They'll be froze stiff—that wind coming in off the Neckar stings
like hell."
Then the fellows glanced up at the sound of violins being tuned.
"Sergei and his boys are here," Mac said. "You know, Hank, that Sergei
is quite an international guy. He's a Russki, ya know. Sings in French
in a Kraut town to American soldiers. And leads an orchestra made up
of D.P.'s from only God knows where. Quite a guy."
"Yeah."
Ever hear a Russian or French or German orchestra try to play
American swing music? Then you know how bumpy and stiff it sounds
—sort of artificial-like. Well, Sergei and his fellows went through "Sentimental Journey" and "Bessa Mae Mooch-O", with Sergei alternating at
the violin, saxophone, and vocalizing. A little polite applause, and then
Sergei put his violin under his chin and began playing again. He hadn't
got past the second bar before that room full of G.I.'s was so quiet that
you could've heard a scabee fall.
Hank and Mac sipped at their coffee. Then Hank said quietly, half
to himself, "Comseereeka'—that's the prettiest damn piece of music
ever written. Old Sergei doesn't even know where he is. Bet he thinks
he's back in Russia in some peaceful little village—no fear of being exiled
to Siberia for believing in freedom. Bet he even thinks he'll have that
freedom some day. Maybe he will—maybe he will." Across the room
Inge's eyes were fixed on Hank.
"What's that, Hank?" asked Mac.
"Nothing, Mac—just thinking—sorry."
"That's O.K. Listen to that wind. How'd you like to be standing
guard down at the river tonight? It's cold as the night back in France
that you put six slugs through that SS captain's head while he was leading a patrol up the bank of the Saar. Then you kicked him in the river
and gave him three more slugs. Always did wonder why you did that.
01' Mississip's down at the bridge tonight. Saw him stick a bottle of
schnapps under his Parka when he left the billets. Took' it to keep him
warm—little Christmas spirits, ya know."
"Yeah, I guess so."
"Say, Hank, you know that blonde that's been playing the piano
down at the company club lately? Says her papa used to be Austria's
ambassador to Germany. She's quite a gal—quite a gall Wonder what
that is Sergei's playing now, Hank?"
"Huh?—oh—an old German carol—forgot the name."
"And Inge's going to sing it—sings nicely, that kid. Hank, that
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blonde—you reckon her pop was an ambassador?"
"Might've been."
"Damn, she's a real woman!"
Did you ever hear a Lithuanian girl sing, or even talk? Then you
know what I'm talking about when I tell you that the soft, musical
beauty of Inge's voice brought the house down. Then for her encore
she sang "Silent Night," and never took her eyes off Hank while she
sang. Hank never so much as raised his face to look at her.
"Hank," Mac said. 'Hank."
"Yeah?"
"Funny thing about that girl, Inge, I mean. Has no folks at all.
Marie, the Polock that makes the doughnuts, told me all about it. Every
one of her family was murdered. Her dad was a priest in Lithuania.
Eliminated for improper political views, so the Nazis said—her whole
family. Had guts enough to die for what they believed. Inge was put
in a slave labor camp. Lots of spunk, that kid—and she can still sing
of 'heavenly peace' after all that."
"Yeah."
"Hank, that blonde down at . . . "
"Hell, let's get out of here!" Hank said sharply, taking up his
Parka and pistol belt.
"Why? There's nothing else to . . . "
"Mac."
"Yeah?"
"My dad was Professor Henry Dienkal, professor of philosophy
here at the University of Heidelberg. Eliminated for improper political
views. Thrown off the Old Bridge into the Neckar and shot by drunk
SS troopers for sport! Christmas Eve night, 1941!"
"Gosh, fella, I didn't know—I'm sorry—then that's why you kicked
that trooper in . . . "
"Yeah, let's go."
"O.K., Hank."
They reached the door before Sergei's violin began that song of all
German love songs, "Lili Marlene."
Hank looked around as he started through the door out into the
thick-falling snow. Inge was stepping up on the orchestra's platform
to sing. She looked at him with soft, sad eyes as she began—
"Underneath the lamp light
By the barrack gate,
Late in the evening
Where her soldier used to wait."
"Mac . . . "
"Yeah, Hank?"
"Guess I'll wait—yeah, I guess I'll wait."
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JUSTICE
By C. Amos Johnson
Charlie Cox hung his thumb across the hammer of his low-slung
six-gun and swaggered from the bar, his spur rowels dragging the dirt
floor, as he walked toward the poker table in the center of the room.
He stood in silence and watched the pieces of cardboard being dealt to
the two remaining players in the game. The thin column of smoke from
his cigarette mushroomed under the wide brim of his hat. At length
he spoke:
"Come on, Frank. You've had enough of that game."
Both players looked up sharply from their cards.
"What's the matter, Charlie?" asked the player called Frank. Before
Charlie could answer, the other man cut in gruffly.
"Your brother can't quit now; he's winning."
Charlie's eyes flashed and hardened, giving his boyish face a cold,
grim look. He tossed his cigarette to the floor and stared for a long
instant into the eyes of the gambler. When he spoke, his words fell
tonelessly from his lips.
"That's why he should quit. He's won as much as he can."
The gambler rose to his feet, knocking his chair back out of the
way with a sweep of his leg. The fingers of his hand spread and tensed.
The other men in the saloon backed away to give them room.
"You mean to say the game is crooked?"
"I didn't say it. That was your own idea."
Blood rushed to the face of the gambler. His hand quivered. Charlie
continued quickly.
"Take it easy, Tinhorn. Your temper's quicker than your gun
hand. Sit down, I'm cutting in on your game."
The silence was deafening as they stood there facing each other.
Slowly the blood drained from the face of the gambler and his mouth
stretched crookedly as his smile formed.
"Sure, come ahead." He recovered his chair and gathered the cards.
Charlie sat down and watched the cards flashing in a fast shuffle. The
cards were dealt effortlessly with just a flick of the fingers. The skill of
a veteran gambler—a man who lives a poker game.
As the cards sailed across the table, the gambler said, "Kinda handy
with your gun, eh?"
"Some folks think so. Others didn't."
All three players were tense, but only Frank showed any indication
of emotion. His hands were wet and shook, almost imperceptibly as he
picked up his cards. Both the gambler and Charlie ignored the
cards that lay in front of them.
"Black Jack Rawlins didn't, did he?"
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"No, neither did Ace Barton. Both found out."
"How?"
"Black Jack didn't like the top card as well as he did the bottom
one. Ace didn't like the way I cut the cards and cut them back."
Frank watched in silence. For the first time, he understood what
the real issue was between the two men. Six months ago, his father, Jed
Cox, had gone to a cabin with three men for a "friendly" game of poker.
He was found a week later with a bullet in his chest. His money was
gone together with the deed to a newly opened oil-field. His tension
mounted. Suddenly he could hear his brother's voice again.
"Black Jack was stupid. He drank too much and talked. He seemed
proud of something, but he didnt know who I was."
The gambler's lips looked white and dry; his face, pale—bloodless.
Wrinkles that had not been visible a moment before crowded against
the faint scar next to his left eye. He licked his lips repeatedly.
"But I know who you are," he grated hollowly. "I won't make that
mistake."
"You made your mistake, Tinhorn, when you came here. You
should have stayed in Tucson."
Both men rose slowly.
"What do you want from me?" the gambler asked.
"I want the deed that was taken from my father."
The gambler began to breathe more heavily.
"All right, I'll give it to you." He stooped, removed a piece of
paper from the top of his boot, and dropped it on the table.
Charlie said, "See if that's it, Frank."
Frank unfolded the paper.
"That's it, Charlie."
Charlie Cox pulled his vest aside and showed the star pinned to his
shirt.
"You're under arrest, Tinhorn, for the murder of Jed Cox. That
deed's all the proof we need."
The gambler reached swiftly for his gun. Charlie reached for his
own simultaneously. It came out of the holster, swept up, came down in
a short arc, and smashed heavily against the wrist of the gambler as his
gun cleared the holster. The gambler's gun clattered across the table,
mingled with a howl of pain.
"Now come along."
Charlie ushered the gambler into the barred cell of the jail. He
tossed the key on the table in the corner of the office.
"Now let's go see the Mayor, Frank. I wanta turn in my badge. I
don't want to be sheriff any more."
"But what about Tinhorn?"
"He'll be taken care of. Dad was mighty popular here."
Even as they left the jail, they could hear the sounds of a gathering mob.
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CARESS OF RAIN
By Ted Kopkin

I open wide the window.
Exulting air comes springing in.
Sky rumbling deeply in its throat
Jagged nerves of lightning crackle in the night
Rain pellets wash the sidewalks agleam
Deliciously wriggle the trees in wet coolness
And the rose bush gathers to itself jewels
My body unwraps itself
So tightly wound
From all around
My weary soul
Gusty breaths tumble in my lungs
Swaying swaying I sway
Lilting on the wind of piercing joy
And the clutched fingers of me
Unclench and spread softly open
Rest Rest Rest
On winds feathery breast
io)
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CHILDREN
By B. Lackey

In the afternoon, I found
A pleasant ,place where children played.
Since I was strange, and novel, too,
They welcomed me . . . as children do.
When the shadows glade to glade
Eastward crept along the ground,
The children, having played their fill,
Homeward trailed . . . as children will.
Alone I stood, a disappointed man:
They had forgot me quiet . . . as children can.
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AN OLD MAN GLANCES BACK
By Ted Kopkin

Through the cool windows of my eyes
I look fondly back at youth and see
How fresh is young; how old is wise.
All is barren without vitality.
And I go window-shopping
Through the warm gone past
gurgling lapping water in the pool
. . . ooh, today the water's coo-ool!
aching tortured muscles grasping for a football
those were the days now beyond recall.
What prickly thorns the rose did have!
Much time is needed for a healing salve!
Lean back in your hammock
And pick up your drowsy book
Nod on the fading printed lines.
Wind blown petals decaying on the ground.
Spring summer fall
Winter is approaching
Season's end encroaching
The quiet heavy layer of snow
Covers the hum of the past
And deadens Now's latest blow
•

BATTLEFIELD
By Bob Young

In battered woods of, gray
the dust of night sits down,
cold and silent, on the clay.
The nightingale, a sad song to say,
flits and flutters; makes woeful sound,
and then flies away.
For all is quiet, unwelcomed, and alone
in fields where flesh is sown.
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HANDS
By Sylvia Smith

Technically speaking, hands outnumber the faces of this world two
to one. Apart from this advantage they present yet another distinction;
the astounding number of hand types nags at me until I wonder where
I, the essayist, shall begin or end: Hands gripping a steering wheel,
hands daintily curled around a teacup, frenzied hands beating out mad
rhythms on a drum, greedy hands slipping through a pile of ill-got
money, shaky hands nervously crushing out a cigarette: it takes all kinds
of hands to activate the terrestial clay.
AGRARIAN
Broad, thick fingers, calloused to a yellow tinge are those of the
farmer. Brown pores fleck their surface where soil has been embedded
to leave its stain. Sturdy, muscled hands grip the heavy wood or steel
of plow handles. Simple, knotty fingers pressed together point upward
in the attitude of Millet's THE ANGELUS. These hands are meshed
and interlocked with something of the power of the earth, sun and rain.
ARTIST
Smears of multicolored paints spatter a painter's hands. Ambitious
fingers dabble with a brush to capture in their way some form of life or
its grey opposite, death. An artist, too, is the engineer, working with
precise lined and angled accuracy. He arches three fingers over a rule
or encircles a compass with his span, shaping life in terms of bridges,
skyscrapers or roadways. Essential hands are these, through whose power
vague or colorful, detailed or indeterminate thoughts are focused into
life.
PIANIST
Ten fingers dance, tear, march, drag or sing across the keyboard;
the notes below their touch at once their slaves or would-be foes. One
senses the power stored in these piano fingers, thick at base from steadily developed muscle; power which like dynamite is suddenly ignited
when the firey fuse of music touches them. With scampering eagerness
or with marked dignity, the hands of the pianist move, themselves a
symphony of design and motion.
YOUNG CHILD
Small, fat hands, dimpled and wrinkled reflect youthful, active impulses. "Just-learning" hands which try to hold a ball have only palms
against it and short fingers spread wide in useless effort. All five fingers
of one hand tug tightly their eating-tool, the spoon, while the other hand
in fisty pose, pounds relentlessly for some unspecified desire. One tiny
finger seems dwarfed when intrusted to the warmness of some giant, adult
hand.
THE NERVOUS
Scared children in recitals jerk—or race, their fingers all uncontrolled and outnumbering in their force. Victims of the dentist chair
rivet their fingers into the chair's arm with perpetual motion. Students
subjected to exams often result with perspiring, shaky fingers—which
thump and twist a pencil mercilessly. Adolescent boys, waiting for a
date, struggle with bowties—tying, jerking loose, retying—or for some
other occupation, distractedly run their fingers through the change in
hip pockets. Nervousness squelches the power in our hands and seeks
to turn our dumb fingers into mere unmotivated puppets.
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IT'S OVER
By Webb Salmon

Then I looked into the darkness
Just as far as I could see,
And saw not a damned thing
But Krauts coming at me.
They swarmed up from the wood,
Through grenade, shot, and shell.
We machine-gunned them down,
Their bodies died
And their souls plunged out into hell.
One cried—
"Swine, dogs of bastardized bitches!
We'll drive you to the sea!
I'm hit, hit bad, and bleeding,
But you'll get no tears from me!"
And yet he moaned
And still he cried,
And yet he squirmed,
And then he died.
Another called—
"It's over now, damn what a place—
This dark, cold mountain crest.
Oh, Mein Gott! ... Were I at home,
Safe upon my sweetheart's breast."
That cold, sharp air was filled with pitable moans,
With prayers, death rattles, and dying groans,
Their warm blood trickled out on the snow,
Hardened, froze, and ceased to flow.
And all was quiet upon that hill.
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DEPARTURE I.
By Betty Lackey

She noticed little as the cab scurried through the drab, still gray
of early morning. Only one thing that they passed left any memorable
impression: the high brick wall on the left bearing over its gate the words
"Port of Embarkation".
They had left the cab and were all the way into the station before
any of the three said a word.
"Have you all your tickets?" he asked—knowing she had them. She
nodded, but did not trust herself to speak.
They stood awkwardly, expectantly. Even Sonny played "horsey"
very quietly on the suitcase, whispering "Whoa!" rather than shouting it.
As three feeble fingers of early sunlight poked tentatively down
through the station's high, arched windows, the train was announced.
There was a great sound of many shoes shuffling on concrete, of gates
creaking open and clanging shut, and then she found herself and Sonny
on the train.
James was gone.
"Why don't I wake up now?" she questioned herself. But the dream
persisted.
The wheels creaked and the train jolted into motion. Sonny put
his thumb in his mouth and curled up to sleep on the seat across from
her . . .
She watched the parade of little dirty slum-houses pass the window.
Here and there a scrubby child stood on a stool and waved at the train.
Here and there she saw a window with a little tasseled banner in it.
Some bore one star, some two—and one had three. She would never put
a banner in her window, because he would be back soon; he wasn't going
to be away long, like those others . . .
The gray square of the window dissolved in her tears. He was
gone; he would never come back. —I must stop this, she thought. —He
is coming back soon!
She wiped her tears with the back of her hand and watched the
fields and cattle and houses pass. . She counted telephone poles. .
They went to the diner and ate hot soup and crackers and drank milk. .
Sonny slept some more. . Late afternoon came, then evening. Now the
cattle were gone, and most of the houses. Now the most that remained
in the lavendar evening were the telephone poles and the silver sage
bushes of the Mojave desert.
A voice cried "Look!" further down the car. And she saw the vague,
motionless expanse of the Salton sea. It was almost a purpose shadow,
except where the low yellow moon began to touch it with dim gold.
Beyond rose the shadowy pink and purple profiles of the southern mountains. . Night crept over the desert until at last it overtook and enveloped the train itself.
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And now she saw other things in the black window. . She saw
James light his cigarette and throw the dead match at the gas heater,
looking mischievously at her from the corner of his eye. . . She saw
him leaning against the side of the kitchen door while she cooked his
favorite dish, Spanish rice with meat. . She saw his two big black boots
sticking out from under the car where he was draining the crank-case.
But she knew he was gone. She pulled down the shade to shut out the
pictures. She put her hands over her eyes. But the pictures stayed, because they were snared in her own thoughts; they were not really in
the window.. .
They ate supper from a little picnic box he had fixed himself for
them. The sandwiches were thick and masculine. . . Soon they were
in bed. The dark closed around them, shutting out all the world but
her little world filled by James and Sonny and herself. . . She saw his
face lean quite close to hers. It blurred and was gone.
She was asleep.

DEPARTURE II.
We were quite casual when we told each other goodbye yesterday,
weren't we? We just stood and looked at each other while the baby
played "horsey" on my biggest suitcase. Our mouths were a little twisted
and stiff—the way people's mouths are when they are self-conscious.
Our last words were of unimportant things, such as the weather we
would have for the train-trip, and how cute that little colored girl over
there was with her pigtails and her round, rolling eyes.
The train came at last, as they always do, and the next thing I
knew the baby and I were standing in the vestibule of the Pullman car
watching your brown G. I. back disappear in the crowd.
Everything went very well after that, until we were settled in our
berth to sleep. In no time at all Sonny was asleep—at last, inevitably
and unavoidably, I was alone.
The wheels of the train clicked off the miles with a regular, comfortable monotone: kuk-a-luk, kuk-a-luk— kuk-a-luk, kuk-a-luk, kuk-a-luk,
kuk-a-luk. . .
Suddenly, as I was almost asleep, the first sickness of separation
swept over me, and my thoughts raced from one snatch of recollection to
another, like a frightened animal seeking shelter from a pack of baying
hounds.
I cried and cried until all emotion was used up, and then I began
to find comfort in the very thoughts which had wrung so many tears
from me only a few minutes before.
Against the monotone of the train wheels, I began to hear those
familiar, secure little sounds of our life together: the soft, scrapy sound
of your razon on your cheek in the morning, the rattle of the glasses in
the cabinet when you walked heavy-footed into the kitchen. . . kuk-a-luk,
kuk-a-luk—kuk-a-luk, kuk-a-luk. . . I could hear the loud hiss of grease
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as you flipped your three eggs into the skillet while I was on the
back porch getting the milk and butter from the ice-box. . . I could hear
the "pop" of the motor on our little old car as you warmed it up for
your morning departure—and Sonny's fast little footsteps across the floor
as he ran to meet you in the evening. . . kuk-a-luk, kuk-a-luk—kuk-a-luk,
kuk-a-luk. . . Then there was the heavy masculinity of your breathing
at night, and the mutter in your sleep to some G. I. pal in Africa named
Bill, and the clicking of the baby's tongue against his thumb as he sucked
it in the night. . . Then sleep came to me very gently and quietly—kukaluk, kuk-a-luk—kuk-a-luk, kuk-a-luk. . . and the little home-sounds
began to turn into dreams.. .
"You dirty, stinkin', no-good bastard, you!"
I was awake, and sweat stood on my face. Somewhere in that desert
between California and Arizona the train had stopped, and the only
sound I could hear in that desolate night was that terrible voice.
I stuck my head out, and across the aisle I could see an arm thrust
awkwardly through the green curtain of the lower berth. . It was not
the arm of a young person. It was hairy and rough, and the hand
that dangled loosely was red-wristed and gnarled, and the nails were
thick and ridged. A faint smell of sweat, stale tobacco, and liquor hung
in the air. The porter came along. "Po' ole fellow, he's drunk, lady,"
he said when he saw me staring. "Rides this run a lot. Got plenty of
money, too. Just can't leave liquor alone." —He padded noiselessly on
down the car and out. .
The hand jerked and clenched, and behind that curtain a hoarse
voice poured out such a volley of foulness and profanity and fury that
I shrunk back in sick revulsion. . . Then suddenly I wept, and I knew
such compassion as I had never known before. This man was not in a
passing spasm of drunker anger. This appalling verbal stench came from
a deeper layer of his subconsciousness, and contained a bitterness, defeat,
and tragedy as old as Man.
Suddenly, I realized he was voicing my own defeat and rebellion.
I knew in that moment I would never see you again—and I knew why.
The usual wonderings about wars and why people must part, lose love,
and be slain, were sharply explicable to me now. The answer was all
in that hoarse, despairing tirade—the tragedy of Man's lost innocence
and uprooted faith. . .
The train jerked to a start. The voice said "God have mercy!" and
was silent. The train rolled monotonously on through the desert. . .
Kuk-a-luk, kuk-a-luk—kuk-a-luk, kuk-a-luk. . God have mercy.
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AMERICAN PANORAMA
By Ted Kopkin

Surging, surging, booming America
Land of the free;
Push harder on the gas, Joe
Hear the motor roar louder
Feel the wind push thru the windows
U-bustem; we fixem
Radiators repaired
Land of the gadgets
Home of the brave
Noisy courage behind the steering wheel
Bulging, pulsing, pouring America
She's up to 65 now Joe
Watch the Fords go by
Fleetwood Coffee; it's aromatized
Give God a chance this year
Liquor—Best Brands
Tourists—Clean bath—Ultramodern—Electric heat
Steamheated Cabins
Jesus is Coming Soon
Be sure with Pure
Give er more gas, Joe
We're really goin' now, Joe
Rushing, roaring, romping America
Land of the Big-mouth Freedom
Home of the 35 mile speed limit.
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