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Defmltciy, ull sisters are

“gimply erazy sbout one another,

The little fights they have nre

_signs of true affection. For ex-
-ample, elothing creates quite a

-

problem.: If one sister tries to
prevent nnather - from. wenring
certain -attire, (it has to be be-
cnuse the clothing does not com-
‘pliment the other sister, The rea-
son eould not possibly be thot she
wanted to wenr. the _outfit that
same doy.

However, sisters dun't fight
all the time, just most of it. A
sister is a swell thing to hove
if you need help on hemework or
something on that order. Advice
on love problems, predicoments,
and other erucinl situntmns pro-
veg very l:eipful :

Collaboration on "hnw to pet|

Mother to do thig,” v “Father {0
buy that" is a very eifpetive
jdea. If ecver sisters-pgree on
something they waonf, they argue

with their parents until the poor|
_people's resistanee s so Jow that [

they have to give in. Honestly
parents hoven't gob n chanee,

In most eases 3 certain amount
of jeslousy nnd seifishness ve-
igng between sisters, These troits

Introspection
I am and ‘have nlways been
what people have made me. I am

not known by .sll men, I am not
apprecinted by some men, and

“am not respected by many men.

'I‘o _many I }uwe never :mqted_

never thought for themselves and

‘have been influenced by these
“svho have np use for me. These

people to whom I am useless say

‘that T express weskness rather

than strength. They do not real-
jze that my strength develops
-itgelf in the thinking minds and
just hearts of peaple.

- Being fought over many

‘times, I have knewn the pur-

derstanding

pose for which I stand victorius-
ly triumphant and bitterly de-
fepted, I have been stepped on
and belittled. But the men who
wouid destroy me do not realize
that I can never be completely
destroyed. Men with power and
position can never influence the
“ittle people” who have known
and respected me to turn their
backs on me. _ S
‘Boldness and eourage are my
traity,. I shall forever hbe out-
spoken pgainst the things I hote:
slavery, oppression, snd form-
ality. For peece and mutun] un-
will my dfotlowers
I ecan not -be

always strive.

- bought; no price is high enough
“for my purchase, ¥y only value
© is in the hearts of brave men,

I am the Hnl) L‘ig‘]lt of  Froe-
tlom.: L

- --DI \NL‘ WEBSTER
M_raj. _.Agnes Yost
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Love

Love like hot water,

Runs through the pipes -

Wushing, scalding dirty peopie,

. That sit in filth.

And then the wuler turned lul\a-

warm

And draining off

Leaves a scum of black

Around the edge
—CAROL ILLIG
'Miss Helen Groenwood .

Slsterly Love

do not always show up, However,
an example is: instend of being

glad thot one's sister has od-

vantages, one feels that it is un-
fuir. The usual reply is, “Why
should she have something that
I don’t have?” '

Althouph sisters suffer through
many trials, they miss ench other
when separated. Sometimes they
feel thot they hote one unothur,
but this is proved wrong as they
go their separate ways, A sister
misses the petty fights and dif-
ferences, plus all the happiness.
You see, 1 know all of this be-
cnuse I am o sister, I've been’
through it all! '

T --—BYRDN WI]HNER
. B_l_rs._ L. 8. TFord
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':The | Sbe_n't_s of
An  Attic

_ ?crimps an old, eluttered nitic .

con  best  be deseribed by its
smells. 1t hes o mediey -of odors
ranging from vague scents of old
clothing draped in fnint misty of
moth  balis to sharp,

shelves. When first en-
countering the smell, one attri-
butes an nlmost dismal oder {o
it; however, this brightens like
un imaginary sunrise as the smell
of pleasant memories dawns in
1the itemz mow left te reminisce.

The . dust..dirt. lint,. and cobwehs |

#ll tomhiné to form o smell that
would he- nimost reviving i it
swere not for the rank odor of
stale nir. Whother the tempera-
ture is hot or cold, the sir in an
attie is thick, and one fecls as

though i could be pushed aport|

and -still not rush baelk m tn il
the vmd

1t hns, among iis sh_arper
seents, a stale smell of n place
unused for sv long that the
ovcupants hove become resigned
and hove assumed such a station-
ary position thnt nothing, not
even air, hos been stirred enough
to leave a solid smell. Instend, the
stronger  smells - or - ingredients
have seitled on the ceiling, defy-
ing the nw of gravity and leav-
ing the weaker smells to remain
on the floor. Bven thoughk an
attic lacks the fresh odor of
items used to depletion, it still
injects old memories in  their
smeil, '

'—CAROL HOWELL
“ Mrs. Mac Gates
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Like A Seed

Like n seed

I grow

Awny from you Co

And blossomed white and full
And drank in yellow sunshine

On my leafy petals

But you came back

Aml passing by my pateh of sun| -

You picked o pretty flower

And wore it for an hour
Against your hear.

Thon you taok my twisted stem
And tossed it down

And left my petals

Shivering without your warmth.

-|Then leoking down and !aughmg

vith the sun
You walked awuy,-
- —CAROL ILLIG

Miss Helen Greenwood

. distinet |
“temells of -musty corners and
$dusty

Life
The amacbn, the beginning of the
mess—
came from ooze so black, but
couldn't rest

until he'd made himself to
what was best,

The best of things he saw to
CY (e

to tear himseli thes and by

and by—

in two, o pair, ond at last

amoehae,

Well, this kept an and on
untile S
infinity, (which ean't be stopped
by will

or any other force nmoebn

ean. instill).

This beautifut motion of life
will be here

until the warg of men—
both blind and seere—

shall smother all Ged’s life
so great in fear.:

" GARY SITTON
Miss Louise Fuller
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Destmatwn

Destsnntmn,

What is o destination?

Should ruyone know?

Why ?

A destinntion should never he
rexched.

Life is just n road, an experi-
ment, & time fnr ohservation

_and thought
If o destination is “venched hcfurc

denth living is cnded.
Don't hope ihat death is your
" destination, hecause death is
only & step, & new road, un-
other chanee for experience,

for observation, for thought.

Senrch for a " destinntion, hut
den't find.

Live,

—I0B FOXWORTH
.~ Miss Helen Greenwood
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Circles

Circles haunt the world iike

Exquisite roses in s garden of
weeds,

Men's ambition drows squares,

Men's lusts creste trinngles,

Men's inhumanities sketeh ree-
tangles;

but the cireles remain.

Onee in o while,

somepne draws en ellipse

or an oval;

but man is usualiy happy with
his corners. '

No one wants to round them off

| for smooth round circles—
| Exquisite eireles.

—GENE CLEMENTS
Mise Helen Greenwood
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Happiness

A speck of dust
Blown by the wind,
A puif of cloud
Melted by the sun,
Fleeting.
And {utite {o try
To reeapture,
Happiness is a drenm
That's gone
Torever after. -
—JO FRAN KOVACH
Misg Louise Fuller

The End of My

finances skidded to an all time
low. No mare would I count the
hard enrned - pennies- in my
meager bank aeccount; no more
would I write n check for somse
smoll luxury; no more would I
have the confidence thot 1 could
cope with any gserious financial
matter thet might arise,
Though the Jong hot summer
of 1957 1 swesated, slaved, and
saved. 1 ate lightly on the job,
1 worked over time, and I work-
ed on my day off. Why did I put
myself through these tortures?
T had viszions of the day when at

Iast T would own my own car. I

would po where I plensed, when
1 pleased. With this thought “in
mind, I kept up my morale and
lasted through
days.

At last! Summer was over and |

I had more monéy thon I hed

'S_ladé

" He lpoked like n professional
gutmbler out of the Old West,
50 1 named him “Slade.” He was

“|a tall horse, about sixteen hands,

ond the handsomest nnimnb you
ever saw, Slade eouidn’t stand
being behind other horses wheo
might at any moment earclessiy
kick dirt onto his rieh, cocoa-
colored cent. Eaeh mincing,

mudtiy step wes a b'!ow tn'tim'

wlnle legfrlns und ]qng, “dorie
brown iail, which he carried a5 &
well-traveled gentlemnn  of the
West with his shiny boots ond
swinging cane, His mane, the
same golor ns his tanil, was his
hat — not just any cowboy's
hat, but the finest Stetson you
could™ buy. A red, white, and
black saddle blanket was his era-
vat, a hand-toaled leather snddle
hiz fashionuble coat all 1he way
from 5t. Louis.. The white blaze
that sauntered down n perleetly
chizseled hend between deep,
erackling eves was Siade's ruf-
flad shirt, Those wild eyes and
the restless, finely-poinfed ears
that were his rerr guard seem-
ed to furn on movements os
quick as a shuffle and n smooth
and subtle as a denl from the
botfom of the deck, Whenever
things got slow, he'd just eross
his right forcleg over the leff,
sigh from the farthest corner of
his big heart, and po about his
business of solving the problems
of the world. Slade didn't mind
being n horse — he was hetter
than people,

—BARBARA JACKSON

Miss Helen Greenwood

The Soldier

He put on his helmet and picked
up his gun,

And marched to the front with
o stendy pace.

At his vigh and bhis left men
died, one by one.

But he was undaunted; there wos
strength in his face.

Suddenly, from behind the bush,
the enemy sprang, .

But just ns be was about to route
the horde in disgroce

—Johnny, ecome ie¢ supper-you
see, his time had not yet

tome,
—SIGMAN BYRD

Miss Louise Fuller

those gruelling.

\Financial Career

The day I bought my car, my

ever believed possible. I bought
n ear, o shining benuty; I was so
proud of it that T told everyone
it cast more than it actunlly did.

But, 1a, I had beught & gas con-

suming monster! The thing coubd

get mo fill, It drank fuel as o
desert gulps a cloud burst, It
seemed that no matter how many
times I stopped to refuel, in o
matter of minutes the necdle
registered empty, and my bank
nccount dwindled secardingly.

The monster soon struek an-
other blow at my finaneos, It was
nearly a coup de grace, The foul
cregture threw out one of its
piston rods. Without this rod it
would surely die, so I dug deep
inte my pockets to Iinance its
regovery, The monster recovered
but my {inoncinl plight grew
worse, . '
After months of bpttle trying
to keen my ear running #s cheap-
Iy ns possible, I gave in; sur-
render was inevitshle, The con-
stant flats, blow outs, gas bills,
and motor repairs were too much
for my poacket book. My lnst ecent
wos peid out, my credit was
worthless, and my grand bank
gecount gone, My finaneinl eareer
was finished.

Now, I am a pouper., Some-
times, my parents give me hpcnd-
ing money but it gees quickly.
I have no money for the small
luxuries that are essentinl o

happmeqs. 1 sit and dream of the P
Jdays when it scemed thot T was .° - -
The -monster sits-in the -
driveway with o wise smile upon-

rich.

its metallic face, 1t knows alt too
_\mll Jow and why my fingneinl
career tnded,
«~BRUCE LANGSTON
Mrs. Mary K, Sims
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You've kicked them . and. t:uffed
them,

But look again clean cut conform-
ists;

Who were those gents in 767

They ealled them radieals and
shook their fists.

What was Abse when he dared {o
stand

Apningt those who seid “that edd
country hick";

They sceff at life and all, that's
true

And if we start to crumble they
won't turn the triek.

But they dare to be different and
that is the thing

That saved our ncclxs again nnd
agnin; )

You had better be careful when
you step this thing

And find some rebels to tanke
their place,

~-FRED BRAASTAD

Dr, Helen Botlrell
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Love

Love like a silver river,
TFlows incessantly heneath

moon.
And night in enrthly travail
Heals the bleeding wound,
0f time and space and moon
And works benenth the moon,
And reptured, bleeds
Of needs
Black as soil bencath the moon.

—PUFF
Miss Helen Greenwood
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‘Across transcendent mountmns_ o
Beneath the prairie streams :
Tip—ahove the raindrops, the silva, and the moon

Deeper than voleanie -pits, older than the tule_

- Fresher than the flower’s dew
Sodder than the long echo uf empty blnnk-ful:ed

~: walls

’M:ght:cr then the mry oi all the tempnsts strung
Bending even grcut, broud oanks :

Of heritage so proud

Chonging in o moment the course nf 5tnhle life
Inside us, around us still :

Ag biting as the wind

Pointless ns the stars which g!eam

And rudiate u light, awniting t:old imnl:ty noth-

1ng more to show

Seerﬁmg as an endless, nme 6;’1ﬁ651ng"u1] )
Breathing ecach veturn to dust, stepping en the.

right

Traveling from each. open spnce tu anoter yut

heyond

Gromng ever dimmer ., ...

Yet strong as it goes on,

A young boy takes the: uges thought,

Condenses it ns one R

Plunks it doawn hctween the small red chnmbcrﬁ
" of his henrt, .

Coughs a bit, then skips awny

Hummlng like o bre

Happy without knowing that he alone cnntmns

The mystie word of -

All that is . . ..

and was . ...
and . ever will . .. .
—DOUG SHAPIRO

- Mrs. Mabel Scott .
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Solitude

A hill tep . . . a sunset . . . devkness; .
An empty room suffused with soi't light;
The woods . . . & quiet pond . ., the wmd

A crowd, no one you know .. :
A glowing fireplace . .. a good book | ., wnrmth, .

. noise; . T

A ‘ramhling {ield sprm]ded wrth f]om.ra' '

The tuwermg, ‘endioss sky ... “birds;
Just yoir and ke togtt}mr -
A peuceful Lhurdl <. . an altar “a prayer' _- .
AII thl::.';e . hnlltude. AN :

--;v.i*QlTx BERSON

‘prosparity s

- phuntasmal

Advers1ty, Too Has Worth

" Franeis Baecon in *0f Adver-

- sity™ says that even as prosperity

is not completely white, adver-
sity is not completely black, for
‘adversity doth best diseover vir-
tue,” Furthermore, “the virtue of
temperance; ihe
virtud- pf adversity is fortitude,
which in morgls is the more hero-
jeal value,” Fortitude can either
take the form of stoicism and

. sceeptance of the limitations that

misfortune has brought, as ex-
emplificd by the calmness with
which the Greek philosopher So-

©.  crates met death, or it can re-
'. _sult

in an inspiration which
aflows accomplishments not pos-

‘sible hefore the onsct adversity.

This Intter type of fortitude may
dr_lcc in a rare while result even
in such » transcendental achieve-

“ment as John Milton's Paradise
i Lbst. Milton's couragenus refusal
" to be subdued by his hlindness

also illustrates another of Ba-

can's -thoughts: “Virtue is like

precipus  adors, weost frogrant

when they are 1nLenscd or erush-

ed.”
The vulue in adverslty of whlch

- -Bacon writes is independent of
~ any prosperity which may arise

from the adversity. Thus Milton's

* defiant spirit and his inspiration
~were truly virtues of adversity,
‘but the fame resulting from his

U poom -was
" subjected to great misforiunes
- g Clym Yeobright of Thomnas
.. Hardy's The Return of the Na-

tive.

irrelevant, Another

That Clym’s misfortunes
lend to freedom from the wild,
Egstacin Vye and

therefore to the chanee o ful-

Iill his ambition is similariy not
releted to Bacon's essay, which

" -is applicable only to chungus deep

. within the man.
. fide. Jhy. ;miq, e

vnduda Hardws Satary. pvogmsss.s.» :
..__.__on_sens uf these misfortunes one-
. cumulate, ez, Bustnein’s view of

terness, This bitierness fs ever
directed townrd himself, never

- toward his mother, whom he pic-
tures a5 0 woman terribly wrong-

ed. by her son. When Clym stabs
himself with punps of guilt, he
does not condemn the most culp-
able party to the tragedy —
thapce, Chance in the form of the
concurrence of many unrelated
ineidents is the ngent responsible
for the death of Clym’s mother.
Chanee rules ihe world of Clym
Yeobright with o hand that heeds
not the longings of nny indivi-

dunl. The humble submission of

Soerates rather than the courage-
ous definnce of Milton is some-
what the snfer vourse. .Clym's
mother dies only when she re-
bels against her plight and geeks

“her son. On the other hand sub-

mission is by no menns a guoron-
tec of seeurity, for even before
her aet of defiance chance deals
hnrshly with the woman by creat-

ing the enormous breach hetween

mother and son.

The experiences of these two

persons show that prosperity and
adversity aore dependent upon
chanes. However, chanee has anly
external influences; the virtue to
be found in adversity is heyond
its buffetings. Hardy, then, con-
firms the views of Bacon, who
is concerned omly with the inner
virtue of adversity, not with the
prosperity  that chance may
bring, Truly Clym suffers; truly
he is not left with nought for his
suffering. Clym Yeobright is an
Oedipus who gains infiniteness
of character by being dragged
through the pits of adversity.

-—3TEYE MceCLEARY

- Mrs. Mabe] Scott
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A Remembl ance

Home

Not ane of us woeuld sacrifice his hoeme for per- -
. sonul desires;

Yet there are those who pretend to do so.
The vagubond snd tramp pretend,

As do many explorers and eampers.

Yet, when night comes, :

Euch finds o ploce of menger comfort and rest.
Even though it be a dilapidated hut, tent, or .

musty cave,

it is still home.

Ne, none of us saerifices home for his ewn de-

sirog,

—BYRON WEINER

Mrs. L. 8, Ford

0
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I Am Living

I am living.

Why I do not know. T am just o part of this
world, a useless part; much like o spare
tire, one that will somedoy be put to

use.

I-am the fnture.

Am I to he famous? Am I to better the world?
Am I to raise children? Will I Jeave

anything bebind me when I go?

I do not know.
I work; Yery; I Inugh; 1 sweat; I fech
I am living.

I am living, hut I ereate nothing; 1 give nnthmg,

uccamplmh nuthmg.

I am not ready.

The time will come ‘when I will see my way. Ill

find my part and pley it.

Then, truly I will be Jiving.

I will have but n s}wrt tlme to do my an nnd

I'l} live no more,

leave.

Mrs. L. 5, Ford
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Imaginary Snow

The wind swept over
Over the whiteness of the surface lLielow.
Invisible pusts—gusts of cold

_ Then the snow came .
-t Making . visiblo.- the .

LR

Whisking the surface, the whiteness below

Up into the blizznrd, the whiteness nbove,

Everywhere whiteness . . ...

~ Jove ns an ephemersl ereature I lay there in the snow Rneing
_ "Mrs. Mary I\.‘ Sims and Ciym's breoding thereon; - Cold .. . loncly . Gli’ding :
.0 : these omens pértend disaster for - Shadows upon its grief Dri'fting,
' Clym. From Ciym's vantage Stricken Tossing
point, however, his life runs n S]{i;nming.

A Babl

A baby must be handled with care and ense, for
he is fragile and helpless.

His only commend is o pltlful ery when his stam-
m:i: is empty or he is uncomfortable.

A boby is so carefree, released from the worry
and anxiety of everyday problems that
- eonfront man,

A beby’s coos and laughter are soft und sweet.

When he drops off into slumber at the close of
the doey, Mother “utches over and pro-
tects him.

What will he become “}mn }m grmu, into 1 mun-

smoath course until suddenly his

yision is seriously impoired and

he is cansequently forced to dis-
continue the studies which nre of
utmost importance to him. In-
stend of ipdulging in seif-pity he
undertakes un  ovcupation net

prohibited by his faulty vision
- and is contentedly eheerful, He

exhibits fortitude in the form of
patience and stoicism in the fare
of that about which he can do
nothing. This type of fortitude,
15 oppesed to the inspirntional

Blood trickling from its wound
Dark ., . vital

Colouring jce-packed grmmd
Glistening

Its lust breath is nenr
Panting ., , gasping
Life is lost forever
Denth, )
—PEGGY WESTHEIMER
D, Helen Botleell

o

Nothing alive—everything moving.

Then the snow went |

P

The wind wns invisible
The wind swept over
Uver the \\Iuti.nm:_as of the surface beluw

—TFUNI RYLANDER
Miss Helen Greenwood

e}
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My Catalogue of Lovely

Things

—VICKIE CALDWELL

wind—swirling - in.; frenzy,

Every year when spring is slowly emerging,
winter quictly fading into the past vears, nsture
begins to unfold to her audience her majestic und
dnzzling beacty, The beruiy of the countryside
with her laaghing streams happily offering them- -
selves to the gny corefree children, the flowers in
full blossom merrily decorating the peaceful
earth to the endless-reaching shkyscrapers of the
ruling cities with their sparkling l:ght'-—nll these
things ure loveiy.

‘hood? :
With t!ua right guu]um.r. ant enre he wiil no deubt
‘attain the stnt.u- of culture and distine-
tlun. )

‘type of dilton, daes not result
in dramatic nchievements, but
ruther in an indomitable determi.
' nation to walk with unbowed
. “klc:flﬁnlef‘E:(I}OLs _imml. Clym’s "uﬁ'l{ictian tloes not

SR S B - master his spirit.,” Here indeed
iy - : . -~ . is "adversity discovering virtue”

- .- - R ._ : A far greater trogedy, how-
The Boy I Remember

ever, is Clym's loss of his mother,
_especially. s these two have
nuarcled and ure unreconciled.
Oh, hnw well T do remember him, his Llustmg Clym mourns sincerely, his mour-
-smile, his soft hand. . : ; s
nin suffu.-;ed wit} tmumatt hit-
Huw_pruutl was I to walk with him, to talk with £ ' ¢ :
him and to introduce him to my friends.
And whenew.r he was away from home, how im- --JUDY MERRY

"patiently I waited for him to coll or to LOOSB ClOds Of Dr. Helen Boltrell -

. bring home with him his signed bonseball o
from one of many Lions, Cubs, Cardi- Ru]npled E(ﬂ'th
Rain

nals, and the Giants.
Well, he's gone now, not by nature, by man, but
not all is lost for 1 still have & memory :
&and mony balls—one of which 1 cherish The rain comes down tfo earth
: and drop by drop
It soaks the land; it fills the
ponds. It scems

A Lad’s Prayer

Ah, onee I was p tiny lad,

A-whistling alt the day,

Bat when the evening came,

I'd bend my knees to pray. :

I'd hope that all was well with
God,

And with his kingdom, teo,

I'd ask for courage for myself,

And my compnnions true,

Then when the erock of dawn
would come,

T’d start again to romp and play,

For God hnd sent another dny.

Then night comes; here is true loveliness.
The stars twinkling shove keep us wondering,
the spotted elouds and the wide-fueed moon give
us everlosting beauty, The forceful, raging waves
of the sen Jeave us in awe—how powerful this:
unlimited force of nature is! The ships journey
inlo unknown renlms; I lave to watch them fade
nwuy into the mystic palnce of the deep-sen rul-
€rs,

Loose clods of rumpled earth
Upturned
Where the men have dug
- Steel grey ot noon
Hnrd and crumbling in the heat,
.. 'The men digging.

But far beyond these things, one power stands
ebove all, symbolized in the colm little church on
the hill, That power is Gad—the crentor of all
lovely things, He has given us our loved ones—
the most valunble things in our catalogues, who

most of all—"To my gal Naney,” signed
Mel Ot . -
S —LOUISE NICHOLS

0
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The annr Lnncer annualis puts oit & literary

supplement made up of creative writing of the_

Bludcnts of Lamar High School. The Spring 1959
edition way cdited by Anita Jones.

Mrs, L. 8, Ford =
L - . Where the men have dug

Desp holes

Piles of wpturned earth
Brown at dusk

‘Lined in loose elumps .

Soft and yielding.
—CAROL ILLIG
Miss Helen Greenwood

To wnsh nll Nature fresh and
groen., The sky
Turns blue; the storm is gone;
o rainbow plows
Above; and men find peace w:th—
"~ in their henrts.
—SUZANNE 'VAUGHAN
" Mrs. L. 8. Fard

make our greatness of living complete.

All these things moke our lovely earth amnz-
ing to know, benutiful to care for, and everlast-
ing to love. All of these things are my CATA-

LOGUE OF LOVELY THINGS.

~—EUGENE WALTON
Mra. Agnes Yost
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On The Salt

Twoe years ago I decided to
play  “cowboy” and ride the
fnmed Salt Grass Trail. We went
over cornficlds and dirt roads,
tiirough rivers, nnd anything eles
imaginable. It wang the worst
thing that I have over done.

We started at 4:;16 AN, but
our wegon boss had us up at 3:16
te eat brenkfast, We had & hor-
rible breakfast and I was shiver-
ing do, I spilled n cup of hot coi-
fee all over myself.

TFinally we started moving and
it wng so dork ond rainy that
I eouldn’t see ever my horse's
hend, The sun come up in a few
hours and by lunch I was almost
thawed out, We stopped for an
lousr at Junch where we sonk our
teeth into o bologna sandwich,
but T was zo. hungry it tasted
like a stealk. .

Qur horses plodded on through
the mud until 4:30 that after-
noon, when we made camp. I ate
dinner and got intoc my dry,
warm eleeping beg before you
could say “Jack Babbit.” It start-
ed raining agsin harder, horder
until T wos sleeping in one of
the best-water -holes in Texns. All
my clothes were wet, my sleeping
bng was soaked, and I was freez-
ing. 1 thawed out agnin at noon
the next dany, but my sleeping
bag wos just as wet ans before

“and maybe even a little wetter,

After luneh we went for our
horses ngain, but mine was gona,
‘Well, I chased him down =snd
raced him onward to cntch up
with the wapgon, whiech was by
thiz time well ahend of me.

That night T found a barn and
slept in the hay. T even had a
caller who left me his eard. It
was n skunk, but luekily he didn't
get my clothes. We rode through
Ahe next dny. and. finnlly.arrived
in Houston, where we were greet-

Gone
There he goes
You've lost him
And your broken heart
Will secream
But wait,
You never had him
For how can one loge
A dream?
—=JO FRAN KOVACH
Miss Lounise Fuller

One Hou“r To Live

Joe examined the small piece
of broken glass, and then glanced
at his wrists, In just one hour
he wns to be led down that mile
leng corridor, never to return.

He was bitter. No one believed
he was innocent of maurder.

“What chanee deoes gn ex-com |-

have?" he asked himself. Joe
was senienced on circumstantial
evidence; o miscarriage of jus-
tice, Only thirty minutes left. He
Imew what he had to do. He
would cheat the chair.

As the glass tore through the
skin and severed the veins, Joe

“was poaralyzed with poin, The
bload rushed down his hands, and
onto the floor, The cell seemed to
revolve around him; he was
tosing nlt strenpgtis. Then all was
black, He erumpled in & heap,
the bload still flowing from his
wrists,

A moment — a shattred piece
of glass — p thought — o twist
of Fate - these things — stem-
ingly minate thingg — the dif-
Terenee in Life and Death —
though apparently no matter —
inconsequentinl. Guilty or innoc~
ent, these things, beginning with
Fate led Joe along that rond
which ended in his ultimate doom.

-=-JAY FARR
Miss Lonise Fuller

Grass Trail

ed by none other than Roy Rog-
ers.

We made camp in Memorial
Park “under the spreading live
onle tree”! That night we didn't
even go to bed., First there was
a bip square dance snd after
that & bull session unti] time for
the parnde the next morning.

I was never in my life so glad
to get off a hirse and load it into
o trailer. Then and there 1 vow-
ed never to ride the trnil again,
but last year found me in the
saddle and believe me, it wos
EVEn’ WOorse. - '

—TOMMY SORIERO
Mrs. Mary K. Sims

To The Gossip

Do you helipve s0?

Are you really certain of #t?

Ig it an infrllibility ?

Can you rely on it inevitsblenesa?

Would you consider it an ahsolute
Inct, without question?

Sny you that it is an indisputsble,
conclusive, irrefutable, de-
finite law?

Oh, 1 ges’

You aure positive of its certitude,

From that is what they say

Someone told you.

—NANCY YOUNG
Miss Helen Greenwood

The Mountain

Looking through the windows

ot sunset, I gaze longingly at the

towering mountain penks, secm-
ingly a few miles distant, There
seems to be some  unknown
mystery sbout them which pulls
ot my henrt to go see what it is,
but I know I must remain where

I .am. As the minutes go by, the

sun slowly slips behind the hori-
zon, like a tired old ship which
is quictly sinking. The sun go-
ing down easts purple shadows on
the mountain sides, and suddenly
a quietness folls upon the sur-
rounding territory. As it grows
darker, in the distance, lights

-{from raneh houses begin to flick-

er on; and to break the stillness,
¢ mountnin lion secrenms his
warning to other animals that

he is lord and master of all, The

moon rises steclthily above the
peaks, which offer up their out-
stretched nrms in praise to God
for the coming on of night and
peace. Once agoin there is o
calmness, and I return to my
work, knowing that tomorrow
evening I mey again look out up-
on the eternat and mnjestic moun-
tains.
—SUNNY WILKENS
Mrs. Agnes Yost

Sand Clouds

As T pglaneed foward the
heavens it seemed ns though an
ocean lny in the sky. A disapper-
ing sun touched the clouds with
a rosy-tan hue, just the eolor
of the beach at twilight. These
clouds awere not ordinary ones,
but rather like fine sand gently
rippled by n soft.breeze. They
stopped suddenly, and gave way
to nn expanse of turquoise sky
trimmed in lacy white wisps, like
the whitecaps on a gentle tropic
sea, I closed my eyes and ceould
almost feel the warm spray of
salt water, and henr the strum-
ming of native guitars in the
shndows—

My island with its Denutiful
waters had  vonished when I
openod - my  eyes, hut perhaps
someday T shall go there, and
have to drenm no more!

—ELIZABETH LAMEKIN
Mrs. Alpha Baker

I live on Lanke Lane, attend La-
mar High, and have twp Aunt
Leonas ond a Cousin Larry. Un-
fortunately, I eannot pronounce-
15" very well. I puess it is heredit-
ary, like the crooked tecth and
weak eyes that I glso inherited.
Since I ennnot proncunce 1's very
wel), I compensate for my speech
diffielty by using words spelled
with Iots of I's in everything I
write, Tor instance, I always sign
my letters, “Sincerely, love.”
During my carefrce pre-school
dnys, when I was too young to
find relense -in wrsttng I's, my
parents never gove me the
slightest hint that I was mis.
pronouncing 1's. Maybe they
thought it was “eute” — then,
In the first grade at Lewis and
Clark Elementary School nobody
ever told me I “talked funny.”
That is because everyene wos do-
ing it Unfortunately, my not be-
ing able to . pronounce s very
wt:ll lmgnred The second, third,
fourth, {ifth, and sixth grade
thirsters ofter knowledge were,
I t}unk nfrmd to criticize me be-
caune 1 was permtment ieader of
the select Silvur A:rplsne Read-
ing group.

Thanks to the tnctfulness and/
or ignorance of my parenta and
my fellow 5tudent5. I could hav
hnd a reasenably happy child-
hood, free from l-worries, How-
e#_er, { have a brother, o brutally
clever hrother. Onege, while he
wos listening to me read a “Dick
and Jane"” story, {If he listened
to me read “Dick and Jane"
gtories, I helped him cateh in-
sents for hig carbon fetra-chloride
Hkilting inr™) it happened,

“Laok Dick! Laok :Jene! Lool!
Look! Look! rend I, o six yenr
old Helen Hayes who eould pro
nounee 1's very well- but:did nob:
yeb renlize ik

"Rook! Rook! Rook!"” taunted
my brother, laughing * cruelly.
*You can’t say ‘look’!”

I tried apgain and apain to say
“lagk,” not wishing to sound like
a Jap during this sensitive post-
wnr peried. He kept laughing.

The Swamp

The swamp, ot dusk, was al-
ready  becoming  quite dark.
Brownish green mud, covered
thickly with dark, lush, ferns
and moss, was toking on a black-
ish ecast. The murky water,
gnrlier o mirror for the glaring
sun, now reflected the pgrey
shodows of moss hung trees with
trunks worn smooth by the wa-
ter. Turtles plopped heavily into
the mire {from logs on which-they
had been sunning themselves, A
lurge, submerged form cruised
effortlessly among water lilies,
the flowers of swhich bhad now
closed for the coming nipht. As
night arrived, the excited chatter
of birds and the buzz of hugs
were replaced by piercing shrieks
of hunting wildeats, cronking of
bullfrogs and low, foghornlike
bellows of bull alligators.

—KEITH SHEPPARD
Miss Helen Greenwood
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The Dyop of Dew

Sweet, untouched is the drup of
dow
Sparkling like o jewel en preen
o sillk.
But the
come
And wash it with g flood of tears
Inte the dark waiting enrth,
—CAROL ILLIG
Miss Helen Greenwond

heavy summer roins

_Jerient:és'"With' Letter L.

Pointing and laughing., In my
position I think that the normal
six year .0ld chkild would have
cried; but I wns no sissy. 1 hit
Bih Brother, This dramatic in-
cident wans temporarily forgotten
in the whirl of P-TA-organized
Lewis nnd Clark Elementary
activities, but it wos recalled to
me my second day at Larrabee
Junior High, when my newly ne-
quired music teacher, Miss Lor-
nlell, decided to test the seventh
grade voice, One hy one, students

sang “loo, 1o loe' as Miss L.

plinked at her yellow-keyed, out-
of-tune piano, I tried to “loo, ln
loo,” hut I could not. I *roo, ra,
raged,” People lavghed. IE was
‘mostly a comic-5pirit sort of mer-
riment. During my three years at
Larrabee only one girl attempted
to teach me to spenk correctly.
Her nome was Lou, She told me
to place my tongue at the roof
of my mouth, shove my tonguc
down apainst my teath, and moke
noises from my diaphragm. After
pructiclng the Lou Method for
L-prnnuncmtmn for two mtmths
I could sny *Doolalagh? distinet-
Iy, nine times out of ten. Unfor-

tunately, T had little occasion to.

sny “Ooolalagh.”

Most of my Larrnbee Junior
High )-taunters went to- Knex
High 1 went to Lexington High
and started anew with a clenn
slate, so to tritely speak, T
thought. Herve were hundreds of
people who did not know that 1

was unable to pronounce I's very|

well.

Cleverly, I signed up for teach.
ers whose. names I could pro-
nounce, I joined & club, the name
of which T could essily pronounce.
I filled my vocabulary thh 1-less
words and phrasca But this wns
all .for.nothing, Last week =T
slipped. I said “herwo to a lonse-
ijnwed girl instead of flipping

As Time Goes By

If time stood stills
If love had no will;
Life would be lost.
But love his its cost
And life secms to fly
As time goes by.
—JUDY CASON
Miss Louise Fuller
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Sunset

God crented & sccne—
A scene that T love hent,
The purple, orange, and gold
Of a sun thot's off to rest,
—BYRON WEHNER
Mra, L. 8. Tord
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The Oaks

The tall onks stand like anci-
ent, eternnl patrinrchs of time,
Their long; flowing, mossy, gray
beards nod solemanly in the sprite-
ly breeze. Their bodies are stout,
rigid, and firm like old men who
have grown tolerent ond wise
through the yesrs. Their slowly
bobbing hends sparkla in the gun-
light and smile knowingly down
with paternsl offection on the
young ones running in thair kind.
ly shade. The leavas in their
crowns shimmer in the ribbons of
bright, soothing sunlightw-now
silver, now gold. The wind whis-
pers through the leaves, moking
again its npeless, tinkling mel-
ady, Through all, the pray patri-
archs stand knowingly, paternn.l-
ly, and agelessly.

~—DORWAYNE PHELPS
Dirs. Mae Gates

Wierd

her my usual, cnsunl “hi" Now,
overywhere I go people laugh
at me and say “Herwo.” They
lie awake nights thinking of sen-
tenees which use an infinite num-
ber of Vs, Yesterdsy it was
“Lovely lilies lie low in Louisiana
over Lullabelle? I would not
mind seying the sentences if they
swere interesting, but they never
are. I awnys seem to miss the
subtle symbolism, if there is any.
Actunlly, I think that I pro-
nounce 's correetly at Jeast pord
of the time. No one ever really
listens to me, Everyone has made
up his mind that I mispronocunce
I's, They Iaugh before 1 hove a
chance to prove myself. In six
more months I'll gradunte from
Lexington High, if the fates ave
kind, and I'll go to an mshtuto
or & university, not o colwege.
And I'l] start all over. And things
will be different, You'll see.
—ANONYMOUS
Tencher Alse Unknown
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Why

Alone in the deepness of darlke

Alone in the wierdness of gloom

Away from the life of worry

Away from the people who live

Alone

Afrnid

Afroid of the knowledge within

me '

Afraid of the sounds of life

Flight is the only esenpe

Tlight is the ctmnrd‘s way oub

Afraid .

Wierd

Wiurd
thmg : o

"erd is.. t!u: smmd thnt‘s :nc‘l:_'
heard

Sl!cncc covers my surroundmg'

Bilence reaks with gory indiffer-
ence

Why
Why is man alone in the darla?
Why is man afraid of life?
Truth is the rood o] must follow
Truth is the BRswer to—
Why

—CAROLYN CARDTHERB

Miss Louise Fuller
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Two Strangers

Two strangers in town that warm
summer day,

And being o small town, well ru-
maors wHl fravel.

And seon the whole town was
saying (those two must be
up to no good.) _

They surely looked bad with'
unshaved faces.

And why wns it they didn't un-
spddie  their  horses, ond
studied the bank so.

Rumors traveled that day, for at
sundown  every man was
ready, gun near hand.

And women and childrer were

. kept behind doors.

Someane wns saying that these
two were scouts for o Inrge
gang. And s0 we waited.

That meorning was Sundoy, no
one went to church.

The sunrise made glares on rifle
harrels jutting from every
window.

50 thet early morning, ns sun-
beams peeped areund corners,
two strangers rode out of
town.

After n Jate church and a good
dinner al} was back to normal

- again, but the people of my
small town that day were
somewhat disappointed.

—JIM WATSON

Miss Louise Fuller

is thc stz'ucture of nn-__i._:"' s
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" but Dlack—the bhlockest of blm,l
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Mr Blossum

Unwersity -professors reputed-

.'._3.1} ‘take the cake for cceentricity.
- However, during his term in the
.- engineering °depnrtment’ -of  a
" 'West -Const university, the only

* *chronie oddity of my father was
.his' forgetting afterncon. classes

. and, consequently, his frequent

and unexpected nrrivals, to the
- delight of his students, at home.

© . Most of Father's nssecintes were

also normal. In the department,
" the strangest person by far was
. mechanic named Blossom. Some
claimed that he was -just lazy;

. gthers thought him overly digni-

" ~fied, even for a repairman clite.
. Even as an -eleven-year-old - I
. -thought it strange the doy 1 was
“told he -had stayed home from
work -te leisurely - celebrate the
- birthdny of one of his three chil-.
dren. My mother, unto this hour,
Inughingly suspects ile was n_
Cnmmumst. .
- Mechanic or not, Blossum lwed
“in . n mansion. ‘I remember. our
: visiting” his family in their newly
. purchased ‘home ‘one "Sunday
“-afternaon in ‘early spring, our
. driving mearly. thirty miles over
. damp, ssphalt'ronds, winding up
.inte the coastn] mountains just
~* south of The Peninsuta, Mr, Blos-
som lived ‘almost in o Spanish

“villa .. . white stucco wolls with-

“fnded red tile roof, complete with
-small ‘brleonies, The house was | -
eet far back. from the road on
.seventy-five neres of  verdant
“forestland, thick with pines and
undergrowth and conastal sequoias,
_Mr, Blassom and family met us.
/He was a'large, rolly fellow, with
- little hair and a Jarge nose, mes-
; comfertab!e dressed “and,
ennugh, harefoat In

'_-the nppureﬁt]y 'unlmntud huusa

- 'stones ; which : they . must “have.

' "'.';_'5tcpped ‘upon. while showing us

. “the grounds, the whele family
_went barefoot, Blogsom hnd some.

- how bought this $200,000. estate

“at a savings of close to $170, GDG
iroma weulthy family which was
now.in a sad sinte of decadence
and dissolution. T remember much
about the house, the huge pool
table that g-raced the living room,
the great, hrlghtly lit tank of
trapien] fish, the Blassom’s prized
book with the large, heavy poges
‘of engravings of the inventions,

_drawings, and notes of Leonardo
~da Vinci, the cluttered basement

- with rooms filled literaily from
floor {0 ceiling with ‘rocking

B _'__chmrs, -nirplane propellers, and

Mr, Blossom's strange, electronie

Sky

’l’he sl\y was not just a blue,

.- Set on black velvet, Hke saGUins,
were the stars, The cold of the
* night with the warmth from the

" gky gave me a chill ‘of Deace—
- the feeling of God.

. _: —D.\VID DD\!BROWA
’.Irs. Jcnn:c 'I‘cshncr

The Old Oak

Wlmn 1 went baek 10 spe my

P tree, T was uvverwhelmed fo see

~how much it had.changed, The
“limbs I had climbed in as a chitd |
now  hung withered like. the
emuocinted arms of o war veteran,
-and the bark of its giant trunle
“wrinkled Hke the skin of an “old
. man. My honds traced the un-
- eovered roots curled hungrily to-
“ward the dry earth, and the few
" .leaves that were scattered about
ity crooked frame were the tears
in my own eyes ss 1 'turned from
my friend for the lost time.
- =-PAULA GREENLEE
- Mrs. Agnes Yost

Qf imrd black wood,

.| Farther on, 1 walk
“ | Towards the calm’ c!ear water,

“and .in_‘spite .of the: hurs uml -

and -?Faiﬁily

machines. It seemed to ‘me n.
trensurehouﬁe. .
Were . the Blossoms hicks."

They had come to Califorain 1o

less inipractieally and indigently

than the Okies of John Stein-
beel’s. Grapes of Wrath, setting
out in a dilapidated ecar, selling
belongings to buy milk for their
boby, and crossing the trackless
Great Amerienn Desert without
even so much as a spere tire! Yet
here they were and in this housel
. ‘However, the Blossoms hecame
subjoct to even greater suspicions
of  eccentricity when one day in
conversation  Mr, . Blossom = re-

marked to-my father ‘that one

could alwnys spot a nudist be-

cause he always went borefoot

around his house. One year the
Blossoms' sent what is probably

the world's most unususl Christ--

mas card, which was surely view-

led with many different emotions,

At any rate, imagine the horror
of my maother when upon open-
ing the envelope :she found in
addition :to Christmas grectings
n smiling portrait of the Blossom
family in  thot same state in
which n not ton modest Mother-

nature had hrough ench into the

world!

-——SAM IiUGHI}S .
) I}Iiss IIe]en_Gr_eenwoud.
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I Stand
I stand

Against n grey hnnzon
Grey and almost dead.
I walk along- the nnrraw edge

Not like thc sand swept 5hure.

_Glenr and “green mnd blue

I ncver knew the sen to he 50'

deep - A

Clear and sitken grecn. n

I stand . '

Upon the nhrruw edgc

And wateh ite seprent rlngs. ]

’I‘he wind bresks !oose and" chops
“the air |

And blows against the snnd uud
picks it up, - '

And huris against thc sea,

I stand . .

Upon the nurrnw edpe

And wateh jts serpent rings.

The wind breaks ]nme and chops
the aip

And blows ngainst the sand and
picks it up. -
- —CAROL ILLIG

Miss Helen Greenwood

' Youth

Who am T to trouble them

| With probiems of the world?

All this life surrounding me

Yet noena with bending cor.

It must be youth that dazzles me

MWith odd, unreal insight.

The things thnt foliks are lmnﬂ-
by -

Hn_ve_np meaning here

.} And I seem to be estranged, alene
_ ‘| Bxeept for one climerie tear,

- —DOUG SHAPIRO
. Mrs. ’ﬂnhnl Scoelt’

Blow ch d’
Lament

S!ze was h]owmg
Like ‘a fool -

And like Fuools

We he:ml hcr spout

Slm d:dn‘t thmlc
Bhe'd nieed ws o
TH] the dny - ':.' ;3. Co
She Mew us out.

. (s B I‘RA‘I I\OVACII :

. Miss Louise Fuller

in| serpmit' e

Autumn

How cuol and refreshing tlm ou-
tumn winds blow,
Asx lesves of crimson and guld
Glide gentiy, so quictly, from the
" trees, oh 50 old, o
All the earth for miles around
Is a0 still and quiet, one ean’t
" hear a sound,
The sun's golden rays filter qully
Through tall slender trees, -
And. fmal!y they reach the iur
below— -
The cool moist ground iuund all
around. _
[ —EMMETT CROW =
7 Miss Louise Fuller

" A Rose

. A rese is a flower, nothing

more, But is this 50?7 Could a
rose mot be a porallel to the life
of man? A young bud, with its
simple berauty and Dowing smell,
is not unlike a child, as yet not
exposed to the complications and
tribulations of iife. It seems that
o] yoses in full bloom offer the
same beauty and. simplivity. Only
when abserved clozely, edn dis-
Tigurations of blight, caused per-
hops by an unexpeeted eold spell,
ba seen. Is this not lke man,

"Jwhase real self is-known only to

close nssocintes? An old and
withe;ing roge, like old men, with
all its ‘wrinkles and discolorn-
tion, still yields its own scent, a
sweet scent, to the air. ‘The air.

~JThe growth of a new bud, pos-

sibly from the~same branch as

"|an ‘old or dead flower, is muck

like the regeneration of men, Bat

- |in truth, no doubt, n rose is still
unly 'y Ilo“er, and we are fools

for ‘even considering this eom-

S pnrlsun hetwcen men nnd a mere

LKEITH SHEPPARD "

o
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Orthodonss T
| '!' Straightener

" At one tlme there was n youth
by the name of Orthodonus, who
was the son of Dentimus, the
metal worker of the gods. Al-
though he was handseme and
brave, h¢ had the weaskness of
being Ealkative, Orthodonus wauld
interrupt other . people’s speech
with hig idle pratile, .

One doy while Orthodonus was
working with his father, the king
of the gods cume to inlk with
Dentimus. The king hiad just be-
gun to speak when Orthodonus
blurted forth with his  inane
chatter. Immediately the TKing
turned znd sheuted in rage that
Orthodonus would he punished for
Bis disrespectful conduct. The
king then turned to Dentimus and
ordered him  to fashion metnl
braces to clamp alf of Orthado-
mus's teeth together sa that he
couud net talk at all. Orthodanus
wng foreed to wenr these metnl
wires for two years. They were
tightened from time to time so
that the pain would remind him
of the purpose of the punishment.

| Finalty it was decided that Or-j

thodonus had borne- his punish-
ment exceptionally well, and the

- |braces were removed.

The king then granted Ortho-
(Ionu,s & place in the household of
the pods, His trsk wos guiding
youths along n straight path dur-
ing their lives, For this reason
he wns called Orthodonus the

{ Straightener, His chief punish-
~{ment was that of meking the

youths wear the heted metal

" |braces on their teeth. This is one

of the few ancient practices shill

|in evidenee today, as ean be seen
‘|among our modern vouths, .

—JANE BICK

‘Dr. Helen Botirel]l

~MHEE Heleh Greenwood ' [”

Frustration

It was hot in the jungle, Don-
ger hung in the air. Bvery bush
hid some lurking benst, and the
trees whispered of unseen perils
on the ground. Bill moved with
expert caution as is the custom
of most big gome hunters. Sud-
denly. he froze in his tracks, A
spear came hurling through the
air and stuek in the wall beside
Miss Tnd’s hend, '

““William!” she snapped. “State
the Law of Diminishing Returns,”
~“Hugh? Oh, returns.are not in
proportion to the smount of

" |mioney spent when the money

spent iz not in proportion to—"
"Sunidrp, state the Law of Di-

Iminishing Returns.”

“YWhen successive equal expen-
ditures of Inbor and copital are
apptied to the utilization of a
given natural resouree, o . paint
is - renched after which further
expenditures’ do not produce re-

turng in proportion to thn ex~’

penditures.”

Biil turned nnd fired upnn the
rative whe had threwn the spear.
A lond plermng crnuk 1ssued from
his wenpon.

" BMiss Tad turned the chalk tof|

remedy the serceching noise it
wns maoking. “This is one of the
most imporiant laws we study
in economics, Almast all of the
research and improvements mnde
on consumer poods arve the re-
sult of thig Jaw. William, can you
define. ennsumer good for me?"
AMConsumer roods nre  goods
which we consume”
¥0f eourse they are, but that
is not the economist definition.
Didn't yeu study your lessun ot
all, Dilliam 7" ~

"‘Oh ves ma'am."

"Well pﬂrlmps If “you'd nay

’?"‘._"fDill““‘PiE’Fé_l'e"s"':’ |

- DIl pickles hove oo taste of

individunlity. The salty Dbrine in
which the pickles ard sonked pra-
duces & fluver that eauses lips to
pucker and wry expressiony fo
contort the features. The almost

sour, salty toste is by no means

unpleasani. On the contrary, it
offers o very different taste that
cnuses i tingly sensation to the
tongue and mouth, The teeth
develop & slick, squealy feeling
and tend to grind together. This
causes the eater to have a shiver-
ing feeling. The tangy flavor of
this pickle and its gritty juice
provide n delightful thrili t{o the
taste buds ol the enter's mouth.
in fact, if one lhinks about it,
it iz nimost exeiting to eat a
cammon dill piclkle.

—JANE BICK
Mrs. Mae Gates

0

Thoughts Before
I Sleep

Tonight 1 ery for help
Tomorrow T will lnugh ot my
help
And T am ashamed the next night
In the dark, T fear, T run,
I hate, T cry
In the light 1 tough, T stand-
" up, T spit-on, T love
" -And so on into & never-end-
ing rush
Of wildly-eolored emotions
‘Roshing, nover stoppmg, into
o owild
Sereaming, nightmarish
whirlpool of
Hate, Love, Joy,
Disillusiénment
Envy, Screaming and seream-
ing
_'Then all is still
I sleep.
—JACK DAVIS

Desnair,

Miss Louise Fuller

s Whan

a little closer attention to what
the rest of the class is - doing
you would be able to answer n
question correctly, Now, elass,
the other law I nssigned was the
Law ot‘ Propnrtionnlity. This
FATEI .
Bill walked to “llere the body
of the native lay. He turned it
pver with his foot. That wos one
native who would never kill an-
ather hunter. He moved forward
again through the jungle.
- One had to be carefnl.
—RENT SIMS.
Miss Margaret Buchanon

Lamayr
'flhu school we hold so dear
With its quiet, its noise,
Its joys, its sorrows,
Tie pood fimes, the bud times,
1ts Joves, its hotes”™
This school is like nli schools
Yet this one is different,
This one is Lomar.,

. -'—JA.Y FARR
Mms Lnulse I‘uller

Hombl e

In my mmudn were mnny erscs
All to die someday.

But bigger, stronger, {aster
szed my horse, Hombre,

Over the lnnd

I made him {ly -

Paster thon the wind,”

I kicked his flank, his legs were
strong, -

And 'tht:n 1 felt them bend.

Hombre lived a short hord hfc,
A rest he never knew

Because hie pever knew
Beeause, I rode him evcrsday
h’ié"xduyq dh “enrth ‘Were _

few,

Now my horse is underground

Beneath the grass he loved so
weil

And I walk along the land

Wherc his legs gave and he fell.

A horse wlm died from ov erwork
Just like some peopic do’
And I am blamed for Hombre's
death :
Whose days on earth ware few,
~—JIM SARTWELLE '
© Miss Lounise Fuller

The sNight

At night T =it alone on a
hill. The moon, like p slice of
orange  in a glass of jeed ten,
rizes stowly in the sky. The gold-
en rnys reileeting on the waier
malie & pnth of moonbenms cane
necting henven and earth, the
intangible and the {angible,
Across the blue bay, now bluck
with the shades of night, a moun-
tzin stands, not mnjestie, but
somewhut comforting by its pres-
ence, To break the speil of sofi-
tude, but yvetweaving its own spell
of enchantment, o line of cars
moves ceaselessly up and down the
shore, Some are leaving hehind
the glow of city lights; others,
respording to its beckoning enll,
hnsten townrd it, for the city
at night hus a charm ail its own,
ng its twinkling lights flirt with
the stars phove. Stretehing neross
the water is the guardisn of the
city. The Dbridge, like a “golden
gate,” is n sweeping ponorama of
light agdinst the dark that wel-
comes all who come here, Out in
the bleek expanse, one or two

“|lonely - lights flicker, indienting

gn island of joneliness and des-
pair and retribotion. - As I sit
alone on a hill, T feel like n tiny
pehble dropped into a large lalke.
—5SUE LANGE
Mrs. Agnes Yast
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“Ad Astra per Aspera”

Tt was the first day of school;
'-Jolm, all dressed up in his. ante.
lope pants and his new red alii-
gator shirt, walked sleapily down
" the hall, “This is poing to be my
" year,” “he thought to himself,
Ht;rrying to make the eight-ten
bell, he thought of the little sail-

boat he had fallen in love with

last summer while he wus down
at the beuch. His father had said,
“Son if ¥ou con hrlng ‘home nll
A's on your report eard, that
little boat is yours!” As this
. thought ecrossed his mind, his
deeply tnnned’ face beamed. He
just knew next summer he would
have his ewn boat. Boy, “uuid
cveryone he jealous!

In afl his eclasses the routine

wWas prctt.y much the same; slg'n

" program cards; issue beoks: read
Chapter I, On Tuesday and Wed-
nesday pressures mounted, Thurs-
day he did battle with chemistry,
solid geumf.try, and Enghsh sort
stur:es.

- On . Friday night ef the :fLrst
weu]c, ‘he fell inte bed exhausted.
He twrned ond tossed, His hont
was sinking fest. Theorem five in
solil  meometry wouldn’t ecome
clear regardless! Why did car:-
honic acid decompose te form wa-
ter and carbon dioxide? Why
wouldn't . bimetallism work?
What was the difference between
irony and satire? Did anyone
ever play up to tempo that fifth
measure in: Boeh's “Fugue™? T'H
never hit o minute on o hundred
vards in that pool. ‘Joln's bur-

dens  scemed g‘reatcr thun he o

could bear, -

The saila began to flutter again
Mnndny morning when a chem-
istry test paper came back with &
beautiful ninety.eight ot the top.
John rode this trinmpl gaily,in-
to the solid genmetry cless  and,
sure LnDiJL,]I, theorem five sud-
denly became tc]ear._'l‘he little
boat skimmed along ot o great
ratel John whistled nil the way
home, borne ulong by visions of
next summer on the by,

Bright and  early’ Wednesday
morning, he strode into English
“cluss to find a pop test on the
bourd. Why hadn't he spent fif-
teen more minvtes on the voenbu-
lary of “Phe Biscuit Ealer”?
John stroggled ‘manfully, using
‘guess-work to the best of his abil-
ity. Miss Clark planced over his
paper and shook her hend. His
spirits plummeted. The wind went
out of his sails. = '

Time dragged ong assipnments
mounted. John struggied early
und Inte, -

Averaging grudeé he had made,
he found that with any sort of

“brenk, there was an A in sight|

in solid geometry and another in
chemistry, With a high B in Eng-
lish, a ninety-five on the test
should he good enough, The low

Life
From flower to flower the butier-
1ly flits
seems hurried, but from
what cousn? :
I it by my window and watch
him go
On his way, not even to pause.
¥ lnzily gaze ot the sky above
And think about his flight--
Why must ke hurry tu get things
© done
When ahead lies o leisurely life?
: 'I‘lu,res riwnys some uther time
~to do worlk,
Why — right now 1 can play;
But then I remembered,
And scbered my thoughts, _
Tor a butteri']y lives just ome
day . ..
—UNI\‘\*OWN

And

B in history, John shu:ldered to
think, would reqdire a ninety-
eight. If T misspeil three words,
1'm sunk even if I mcmnrlze the
whole boolk! S

Tha sails sagped and dmoped
disconsolntely, John's Impes hit
an sl time low. - .

When the test- results were
posted, John was therc waiting
to rerd his fate. He hod breszed
through chemistry with o ninty-
seven, and there, no less, in his
solid geametry, His heart jumped
into his throat, His hands shook
nervously in his pockets, At the
‘ather end of the board, he saw o
nincty-five and a nincty-cight.
'He jumped for joy. He had made
his A's, and the little sail boat
was his!

mBDB WYNND
Mrs. L. 8. Ford

M erry Christinas

I'surprise myself when T greet

Comment

I am tired ow writing poetry
That no one understands

I am tired of painting pictures,
They fade beneath my lLand,

I am tired of this producing—
An inevitable thing,

I am tired of being Poet

And net pleasing anyona,

So, if you are disatisfied

As you easily could be
Remember that you equld mnot

write,

A line that would plense me,

This is not a humor eolumn
QOr a space for choice nomes
But merely a slien of life
And the author's not to blame.

—CAROL ILLIG
Miss Helen Greenwaood

.
O

; | Wandering | Into

Deeper  Things

Around me now are hills under

A perfoct stranger on the strect
With a cheerful “Merry Chrlst—

And yet this little outburst of
Se:.mt; natural, iur it's Ghnhtmns
And when the atmnger luol:a
And returns the g-reetmg with
" still less tact,

My thirst for {fricndliness has
This is the icing on the ceke,

—NORMAN THAHAN
"Mre. Jennie Teshner

vovers of white, After a long
walk these hills are behind me,
and I fece a deep canyon. The
walls of this canyon are blank-
eted with snow from the top to
the middie, except for an ccen-
sionnl patch of red clay that
peeks through the white snow and
the green trees, In the lower ean-
von, the walls stand in their ver-
dant glery. The warmth inside my
body elashes with the cold air
around me as I stand looking at
this mngnificent ponorama, The
realization of seving two of the
world’s most wonderful offerings,
snpw and the Grand Canvon, to-
gether, ‘makes me forget all
earthly feelings nnd think of

ler. His vicer is geling vp again

Road of Life
A single pebble on the rond,

Cactly,
It pets kicked around nnd tossed

aside, - - .
It watches life pass it by and
Remains unnotieed on the road,

" —Betty Ridley

. Dr, Helen Buottrell

Plodding

i - The heﬁvy, traddin'g- beats of
the piano nre over come by the
blue notes of the saxophone, it's

Like ol rthe 'uther:'!,"but‘ not L‘:~ -

things that are much deeper. L

'—NANCY TOLER. i
s, H. D, Toshner -

“Time

Time can be good or bad,

It enn eause sumetiung to blos-
$om -

. Into n thing of brauty,
D ' Or it ean cnuse it to die, wither,

“and decay.

But even in its deeay, it malkes

the earth fortile

For the next sesson of love,

—JOE LEE PRITCHETT
Mrs, Agnes Yost

N

April's Ribbons

Not so very lang ago und not
so very far away, there lived a
teen-ager nomed April, who 'was
just ag pretty as her name; in
fnet, the entire neighborhood ad-
mired her. At school is wos ol-
ways April who was elected Moy
Quecn or Teen Queen or Home-
coming Queen, Any of the entire
male student body would gladly
have given all of the next year's
allownnce for one date with the
prettiest girl in high  schoeol.
Needless to say, April bosked in
all this admirstion, but alas, it
nlso made her wain,

At home iwhite’ her mother
washed dishes, eleaned house, and
picked April's clothes up off the
floar, this foolish girl never lift-
ed n finger to help; instiend, she
sat before her mirror for hours
with an oh-how-pretty-nm-I
expression on her face, trying to
decide whieh ribbon to use in her
hnir. This went on for n Teng

| while until one day Fate interven-

ed .
On this portentous ocension,

the Spirit of Virtue was pusstmr
by and hoppened {o notice Axpis
seifish behavior. After pansimr—
to observe the situation for
whilg, the Spiritjappeared Just as
the family wes sitting dows o
dinger. ' Naturally evervone =me
startled, for spirits were mot.
often fuund in dining rooms. Fx-
plmmng who he was, (ke 5’91!:11'-
of Virtue announced his decision.
April was to he banished ta ilic
House of Loneliness in the: zerd..
nous dark regions in the deplhs
of the carth. The poar girl wenld
spend the rest of her duys fira
complete solitude without: wepe
s0 much a5 g mirror to refleckt
her benuty, ApriPs parents. ors—.
ing her in spite of her fiouliig |
plended with the Spirit not 4e...
punish her thus., After nmernit
he relented. He would net cms~~-
demn her to the House of I:lm_h— -
ness; rather, Aprit would he Lagit~
shed to the sky where she wnnls.

Poetry

Poetry is one of the fine arts,
It is the form of literature that
strives to the ecreation of intel-
lectunl plensure hy the use of
imaginative and passionate lon-
guage. Poetry is regarded as the
final nnd ideal of all pure liters-
ture. In a sense, it _dwells be-
tween prose and musie because o
skillful poet con  interwenve
these three arts by bringing prose
into the, realm of poetry and by
touching his rhy thm wrth musicu!
rapture.

Yeb poetry is not just words
wrilten on o slieet of paper, Po-

3| etry bmngﬂ out - the true fcclm;i :
|in & persen,”TE 15 his TEpiFitus

strings, the God-Spirit of men,
that brings out love, imagery, and
benuty that is swelling within
him. In o poem, a person can
humbly seek and find.all the wis.
doms of the world eomposed in
one short, meaningful line.

Poctry iz n sublime ecstasy
here on earth. waiting for mor-
tals to take it and to seck the
deep meaningful messeges writ-
ten within the lines,

—HKaron Hughes _
Miss Helen Greenwood

mournfuf tanes cry out apainst
the straining warble of the point-
ed singer.

The daor swings:boek with 1Lt;
whinnying sound and a shabby
man enters the reom full of sad,
wailing music.

As he glonces at the bar he
notices n cheaply dressed, young
girl. Bhe is looking coguebtishly
ut -nn unshaven hoy who is not
enjoying. his broading alone,

Forced lnughter  drifts over
from o hoitle-cluttarod table oc-
cupied by an ovm‘!y loud group
of four. :

The -bartender grumbles un-
plensantly ns he wipes the count-

and he wishes ke eould go hoeme.
-Onee ngain the door swings
open letting in the drizzle which
blends Hke the bitter and the
sweet with the paintive " musie,
The man leaves this drab place
for another . . . bars ns all else
grows old after n while.
—MEG BRADFORD
Miss Louise Fuller

1}

Finals

The finals they hire coming soon,

And i you would grant me just

. one hoon,

Although it may be just n whim,

Why don't we do awny with them
—RICHARD PORTER

Dr. Helen Bottrell

Punishment of Houstonius

(A Myth)

Houstonius  was the rangy,

steely-oved god of prosperity. His
kingdom was a sprawling city
on the const of n huge country.
His city had nchieved the ‘best of
everything in eovery field.
cious black woil,
fields abundant with crops were
among the many Dblessings on
whith the eity grew wealthy, It's
port sent ships out zll over the
world, earrying the city’'s tren-
sures—and the city prospered.

Pro.
fot -eattle, and

IIoustumus, nlt!wugh proud uf

his city, never grew vain. For he
was wise and renlized that, if he
tlid, his city’s wealth would slow.
iy sink to poverty. 5¢ Houstonius
strove to lkeep his city as it wnos.

However, Daltasus, a long-itma

rivel of Foustonius, was not the
game. He was r jealous god. He
looked down on his own eity amil
found it only mediocre compnred
| — " {with Houstonius's eity. This dis-

: : covery made him very angry, The
enraged pod tried to think of
something that would couse the
Tult of the riva] eity. Then, wear-
ing n cruel smile, ke slowed the
eity’s oil preduction to seven dnys
& month,
city frltered, not knowing where
to tura wnder this new problem,
But Houstonius, knowing how to

At first Houstonius's

face emergencies, nided the city
by telling them to grow more
crops and futfer eattle, and to
send out maore ships, By following
his "advice, the eity flourished
agnin,

Seeing that his sehme had not
worked, Dallnsus sent hoof-gnd-
mouth disense, boll weevils, water
pollution — mer}thmg he eould
think of to enuse the destruction
of the city. Houstonius had an un-
controllable temper, ence aroused,
and having te fight the curses
sent by Dallasus made him very
angry. He stormed into Dallasus'
temple and found him gone, But
seaing Dellnsus's son, Highlondus
Parlkus, there, killed him, instead,

Of course, Houstonius realized
his guilt and went to Mount
Olympus for trinl. He told the
gods who were to judge him
about his killing Highlandus
Parkus, The geds talked among
themselves for o while, deciding
his punishment. Then, turning to
Houstenins, Zeus said:

“For your punishment, n erecp-
ing . thing shall come upon yeur
beloved eity, undermining its
buildings, cnusing disease, driv-
ing people away with its stench,
and ruining its benuty, Your city
shall be cursed with—bayous.”

—TRANCES WHITEHEAD
Miss Margaret Buchanan

have to weep for her {auhshm

-|every. time dark clouds covenem!

the sun's fuce. These tears wagld't

| nourish the earth, the. Spirit oo~ -

mised; and to xjr.rnmd peaple Gl
her folly, he took seven.af: Aol
ribbons, one ench of violet, T,
Hue, green, yellow, orange, i3
reid. At a word from this wrmsgmil
visitor, the ribbons merped =pE
inerensed in size ench gecomd,
forming g grent arch, unt® 07
beheld them in the sky — ¢ 27—
bow. -

All year the girl weeps, Did:
most of all in the month For-
which she was named, and’ afder
ecch storm ber ribbong nppearic:-

warn people everywhore to Tises! _
her fate and beware of ﬁmi:-

Atrencherous pltt'ull-—vnnity' B

-—PATTY MchEE s
' sts Murgnret Bud’mmm :"-

Muyself
When 1 think of it, I shadder omis
Want te seream
Though it wns smali to others,
When T thinl of it, T ashk my=sfT
Why, .

Am T afroid of m}helf" *

I am imprigoned wlthm myselT

I am a eaptive of my own TsTnms

Trapped in a thicl-walled Son—
geon of misery

Though I can stady my mind,

Is not my mind the studier?

For every intelligent questiorr mps—
good side nsks

Cannot my bad side give o Frz—-
telligent answer

Is there no way to erawl oot ood

Look at myself

Must T loak through sucmtyq-

Distorted mirror to see myseld

Whole )

And if the answer comes ooiy S
desth

I wait impatiently.

~—JACK DAYIS
Miss Louise Fulier-

e
(Vs

Storm

I feel as though Pl burst feside:-
When I behold. the lightnTrm..
thunder, hell's fiery tide.

On a rain-swept shore, on The -

darkest windy night

When Sztan's troops begin iﬁerzr
fight,

A fight urending in my hcar?.,'z:..
fight which knows no pm? ar-
piece of life, :

But only denth,

This is my belief; the storm, 111_,« .
egod.

=—NORMAN TRAHAWN

Mrs, Jennie Teshner
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~Cats

T hate eats. Ever since 1 can re-
member, I have hated any mem-
her of the feline clan, frem the
hideous rouring monsters of the
Afriean plnins right down to the
common tabby curled up by,seme-
one's hearth.

The hasis for this pet peove
goes baek to. o doy when I was
five. T was able to- yell loud
cnough to gain my parents' per-
mission to accompany my older
brother to & charming little child-
ren’s matinee entitled The Cat-
man of Death, Of the show itself
I enn remamber only the sereams
of the victime; however, I vividly
remember my own screams as T
went tearing into the lobby, This
incident was the eatalyst for my
:mplncablc gnimosity.

1 would be much hupplcr if t'he
cats shared this fervent lack of
ndmlmtwn. Instead, they secm to

hn.ve n particular affinity for my’|

_compnny. For instance, my girl
ifrimnd has a pet eat, When I viasit
her, it's always my lop the cat
chooses to use for a cushion. At n
timn like this I must admit I har-
Yor o suppressed desive to hurl
the nausenting little benst out of
the window. I quickly bury this
Idca, however, heoouse T renllze
thnt my girl friend is asking me
if I like cnts a3 much as she doen,
“Why, yes,'” 'm forced to reply,
while my feline friend sheds all
pver my frcahly lnundcmd trous-
‘ora, '
T Aren't they _gentle, lovenble
little znimnls?7" she coos, viva-
giously reaching toward me—but
only to stroke the eat's back. In-
hoeently, the beast looks ap,
_purring, while digging inch-long

. elaws thrnugh my. pxmts dccp mtn_

“Oh ycs," I n]sn purr, mnnng-
“ing with a surreptious pinch to
.. dislodge the ben&st so I r.-an gct
" down to business. - T

Bm n Agam

Like the “Iutmg snow of a mnter
day,

Or o hlooming flower in Apnl or
May. |

Like a falling leaf of 2 hlg‘ Onk
tree.

Yike o love that could never dig,

Or drops of rain fulling Irom

the sky.
Like the glimpse of n bird in
. flight, * =
Or the changing of a day into
a night.

AN of these things have besuty
' we Jove, but they must
die, and when they die
they wither away , . .
only fo be horn mpan.
—JIM WATSON
BMiss Loulse Fuller

Life
'Thc plant grows um] the man
eats it
And it becomes part of the man
The man dies and his body be-
comes
Part of a plant that grows
Please bury me in & weedy field
That I may never cesse to bn
A part of life. .~
—JACK DAYIS
. Ml-a‘, Louizse Fuller

Spark of Hope

Though I mny imle him
Still T know
He does a5 he thinks rlght o
Hitler, Caesar; Men of War o
But even then o
They did ns they Lhnught mght
Isn't there
Some spark of hope here”

—IACK DAVIS

Miss Louise Fuller

The mneighborhood e¢ats also

seem -to have a fond feeling for

me, They have even started a
clubhouse under my window,
where ‘they howl their greetings
to me all night long, I have taken
soveral steps to eure them of this
nightty serenading and have lost
several shoes in the preeess. I
finally devised a way to live with
the problem: I stuff my cars with
Iarge wads of catton and quickly
fall into sweet dreams of n Parn-
dise where Saint Peter resembles
7 Saint Bernard, nnd no eats are
allowed, :

It's not by chnm:e the sneaky
type of thief s colled & “ear.
burglar.,” Well T remember when
my aunt—plus Sinmese cat— vis-
ited us.-"Tony,” my mother call-
ed, “your steak is ready and on
the table.” T answered with the
alnerity that only the mention of
Tood cun inspire. But I wasa't fast
enough, The steak was no longer
on the table; in its place was o
tan  Siamese robber, complete
with black mask, blinking - his
tlmond eyes and licking off the
tast minute remnants of my T-
bone. The next sound heard was
my aunt asking shrilly, “Whnot's
my darling cat howling about?
What happened to his tail?”

Belicve ‘me, friends, the only
cats I dig are the ones heard
playing on the juke-box and cven
those lose me when they pull out
the string instruments, Yaou
knew where those strings come
from, and I can still ecatch in
them a foint taint of the howl-
ing of that Siamese eat as I
swung him by his crooked tnil. .

- ~=ANTHONY SHDPPARD
" Mrs. M. Pagc T

--' ’-‘ ..~

A thundcnng ruar, o Lmklmg bcli

"1 Laughter of penple carefree amd
gay .

Who for o moment ean forget

The eares and prohlcms of their
day. :

—SUZANNE VAUGHAN

Miss Margaret Buchanan

0.
1

Love

Love is not passion; it is friend-
ship. It is consideration, under-
standing, thoughtfulness, and pa-
ticnee. Tt is not o burden; but
contentment, Love doesn’t allow
selfishness, nor neglect; but de-
mands constant repoir. It is a
chain that binds friends teo an
understinding that is never ip-

nored. Its links are composed of ’.But, I'm only the family TV sct.

continuous Taithfulness through
all that life brings forth. Not one
jealous link must it have to wenl-
en this precious bond; for a shun-
ned friend is a last key; with-
out love, o hopeless orphan, True
friends are never apart—this
chain is ever present, Love is con-
fidence, comfort, integrity: but
never should it be abused, hurt,
ar taken for granted, True love is
strong, but n false Jove decays
and erodes the unsgelfish heart;
deeceives and misleads the truth-
fui friend, It is condemned to
the perils of the. earth heneath,
disgraced and forgotten. Love is
a virtue; it trusts, and is trusted;
forgives, and is forgiven; accepts,
Jand is aceepted. It tolerates, and
is gentle: cherishes and is kind.

It is alive, joyous, delightful, and|

sweet. Love finds no malformity,
returns no ingratitude, takes no
revenge. It gives praise, and de-
mands none in return; forgives
without confession, Tt is tire-
less {ogetherness, a companion

|'with whem to converse endlessly.

Love is o prayer. God is love.
—PAULA GREENLEE

-Miss Apners Yost

Funeral

“The peopls rustled, blending
with the rolling chant of the
minister’s voice. His voice droned
on—Ilulling, soothing, rhythmical,
never losing tempo—in o monot-
ehoug wiay as if the funeral ser-
viece were in another room and he
only rehearsing his part. Without
emotion he snapped the prayer
book closed and slid it stridently
across the podium and, in the
same brenth, meaninglessly begnn
the Lord's Prayer. A murmured
response of voices broke from
nmong the choking throats of
thin-lipped mouths 2nd rose and
feli, repeating dally the benuti-
ful” phrases, A woman sobbed
quictly. A mon tried desperately
not to. A child hummer liltingly
to himself, bared with the rites
he could not understand, The or-
gan musie, just a murmur
throughout the {irst part of the
obsequies, suddenly swelled in
volume, sereaming, not musically
but more like n voice at itz high-
est point of prief. The coffin
lock clicked, signalling the end
of a service and a fife. '

—XRISTEN SCHLEETER
Mrs, Mae Gatea

Have Ailments--—-Will Tell

It all started about two years
apgo. Until then I considered my-
gelf a fairly typical, reasonabiy
heaithy, and definitely sport-lov-
ing teenager.

That spring of my fifteenth
yvear, 1 decided to teach myself
to dive. Up until then I had boen
an excellent swimmer, but before
I could show off my numerocus
aquatic Teats, T had to jump into
the water with an ungraceful
splash. Anyway, I perched rather
shakily on the side of the pool,
employing my brother to hold my
feet down so I would go in head
{first, said a proyer, and plunged,
Only one thing went wrong—I
missed the pool. The result: my
left leg and knee were ouf of
commission for a long, long time.

The next summer I wos chasing
& tenniz ball beyond the court
and across a field, It was a lovely
field with lots of grass and, OH,
80 MANY HOLES! T suddenly
realized what 1 was doing and
just ns suddenly stepped into a
hele and sprained the other lep.
In the hole, besides my aching
faot, was a tennis ball.

As my tennis days were cut

' The (ity

The great city Iay hl—:e a smoKy
blot upon the land surru_undm_g
it, It's suburbs were laid out
nicely on & small efficient scale,
but closer to the ecity, industry's
encronchment on nature was plain
tn sec. Parkwnys cut'deep into
th countryside, making great dull
slnshes through nature’s domain.
Along theae rnuds flo“cd a solid

Ymnss of cars. OL all sizes and

dnscr:ptmns, this nnndeat_:rlpt
t{horde of commuters sped.on to-
ward the metropolis.

Nearer the heart of the eity,
factories groaned and stirred to
life, their complex machinery
turning out the necessities mak-
ing eity. life. possible, and the

Family Favorite
Sometimes I'm kicked

Or even cursed at,

I worlk almost constantly,

And entertain the whole family.
Everyone renlly jikes me,

But still nbuse me.

1'm the cause of many arguments
And make people lnugh and cry.
I mny sound like an amazing per-
son,

—BETTY RIDLEY
Dr. Helen Bottrell

I
i

Monsters

Monsters, everywhere,

They lenp at me, scream and
stare,

They crawl under the door and
through the wall,

They're three feet short and ten
feet tall.

They multiply when 1 close my
eyes,

And change colors, us if by mag-

e dyes.

They come closer, closer,
closer to me,

And Hnger there until eternity.

And when T shout at them they
disanpear,

Only to eome boek again, to haunt
‘my fear.

'I‘hey wont leave me nlone to

.ap or thinf,

Only one thing to do, take another

drink.
- JIM WATSON
Miss Louise Fuller

and

- Bound

luxuries to make it' bearable.
Dense elouds of soot and waste
spewed forth from their chim-
neys, settling over the land like
a killing rain, blackening and
choking the plants not alrendy
dend like those nearer the fac-
tories.

The eity itsclf wore an over-
whelming cloak of mist, tinted
somhber shades of gray and hinck,
The people reflected the surn of
speed and mechnnization around
them. They rushed about ina con-
stant hurry:to perform their var-
ious duties, On the Taces of their
isles of refuge im the suburbs
after the workday had ended.
Most fnces, however, mirrored a
blank, trapped expression. These
ware the city’s progeny. Horn
here, they will live here and die
here, No escape for these for-
gotlen people, They must be con-
tent with their lot, for they know
no better one, Some crave heau-
ty, and plant window-boxes of
flowers for their apartment win-
dowsills, and go through spiritual
ngony as they waich their plants
tuke on the sickness of the city.
Others, tiready number to sny
fecling of disprir, dore not even
hope, but cke out their Hves from
dny to day, groveling in the very
baseness of their environment,
aever rvewnlizing the futility of
their quasi-existenee, their life
without beauty of fulfiliment,

CHESTER FAULKENHAINER
Miss Eonise Fuller

Lovely

Snowflakes float, eont, soak,
The Enrth,
Wet and Cold
Yet . . . lovely,
—TILLIE Mcintyre
Miss Louige Fuller

Today

Today the trees are grey.
There is o damp dingy drizzle
In the air
Aftoer the for lifts.
T watk taller in this weather
Without downenst eyes
Tor when the sun is shining
brightly
There is a God that jies.
—~—CAROL ILLIG
Misy Helen Greenwond

ghort, T tried a gentler sport of
hadminton, hoping to hit the
shuttlecock, maoke a pgood score,
and stand in one place simultane-
ously. These I did, but ene day
the “birdie” took wing and flew’
over our back fence, which was
made of wire. Naturally, there
was nothing to do but retrieve it.
I started over _and had one foot
on the opposite side of the fence
when it slowly began bending
boeloward. Not knowing what to
do, I hung on, Farther and far-
ther back it went until I was
up-side down, my head was on
the grass, and I was hanging by
one knee from the wire fence.
Well, T hung there & Jong time,
not being accustomed to thinking
wrong side up and finally drop-
ped from sheer muscle strain.
Scveral days later T bad one very
sore leg. It hurt, not only from
going over the fence backward,
but from that adventure several
yvears ago with the swimming
pool,

_Oh, for the days of armor ., . .

—NEDRA MOORE
Mra. Mary K. Sims

O

Futility

I stepped
on a blade
Crushing its grecness.
The blade struggled
trying to revive itself
Pulling upwards
Toward me,
And finally
straight again
But slightly wrinkled
It grew.
But accidentaliy
I stepped on it again,
i —CAROL. ILLIG. - ...
Miss Helen Greenwood
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The Lake

A dense group of dead moss-
filled trees covered most of the
lake. I spent the first ten min-
utes pushing my small boat from
tree to tree poing farther into
the lake. Occnsionally I would
have to use a Jong pole to push
the boat ncross the water. The
deeper 1 went, the thicker the
trees were; the thicker the trees,
the more twisted amd unusual
they looked. They seemed to [in ak
an angle, and the moss hanging
from every limb made them look
beautifully snd.

There was & hbreak in the
growth of trees where I threw
out my line and began to fish.
Tishing has several advantapes
over hunting or other sports.
There is no danger of being shot
by anpther fisherman and it is
more relaxing. It is also the only
sport T know from which I can
roeturn feeling the same if not
better than when I started.

I will admit fishing can in-
volve plenty of hard work, but
encrpy seems to return when I
rostfully wateh a ecork float on
the water znd listen to the frogs
croak and hear the water hoil
ns a large bass breaks the sur-
face,

The sun was coming up about
the time 1 settled down to {ish,
The fog made the rays of the sun,
which pierced the openings bhe-
tween the dend tree limbs and
moss, appear Strong enough to
climb omn.

The heauty of this undisturbed
luke lingerad with me for days,

—WAYNE ALLISON

Mrs, Mary K. Sima
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To Be Alone

"The house is still and silent
now. There is no movement, no
life, no sound, Nothing . . . save
& whisper amd a rustle . . .the
whisper of 4 gas stove that sings
the soft, lonely. music of soli-
tude . . . the rustle of the rain
thut whirg like bl!lnwmg‘ yards

i of gray silk. This is my world.

All about me, there is move-
ment, Cars with bright, watehful
eyes skim along strests of liquid
gouze . ., moving , . . always
moving, Quietly, thoughtlessly,
they rush past me, casting only
a fleeting play of yellow light
upen my wall. Like an endless pa-
rade of nequaintanees, they sall
by, silent and selemn, and never
ance do they pause to spenk, or to
listen, or to know, In & moment,
they are gone . . , perhaps to
touch other lives and enter ather
worlds . , ., and T soon forget that
they ever were, for not & word
has pogsed between its,

The roindrops slde wordlessly
down the. froated window glass,
They ghaten in the firelight, and
then, a second Ieter, melt away
ints 4 thousand other raindrops.
They are mute, yet they ean
spenk, and listen, umi knaw for
they are as one, - .

Above . them, the meon stends
hushed and watcehful, blue-white
against the empty blackness, For
a moment she is alone, And then
# huzy veil of cloud wisp steals
acrogs her immobile face . ., .
aml she speaks, And the clowds
listen and speak alse , . . and
they know. In the silence of night,
the two are Joined in understnm!-
ing. :

And the stars heyond amove,
breathing with hre, blml‘:mg‘ and
glittering “i™1 VAl Gic: vy L.
talking to - one gnother with

tongues thot reach across g uni-|

VOTHO,

And the wind, the voice of Gad,
speaks to all things, and listens
to all things, and knews all
things. She tells Earth of the
wonder of the hesvens, and she
talls the heavens of the warmth
of Earth, With every breuth, she
speaks. And all things listen and
know | . . all things except man
.+« Jor of all crentures, onlyman
is slone. Only man, benesth the
illusion of soviety, “is sentenced
te a lifetime of solitury confine-
ment,

—JUDY MOFIELD
Mrs, Mabel Scott

s

“Don’t Laugh

Don't laugh at this.
What if you hrd te write n poem,
Come to think of it,
That awould be pretty funny,
Ha) Ha! _
~—TILLIE McINTYRE
Misg Louise Fuller

i
O

Tre.e.s
hav e U
read
e.e, cumminga?
(vou'llexcn
sg
meifl
honst)
OBUT&
)i
no tonly
rend
him,
*RUT* .
Yi( .
di ghim i
the '
most! o
~—GENE CLEMENTS .
Miss Helen Greenwood

Once I Took
Some Clay

Once T took some clay

And I was God making Adam

And I was Michelangelo creating
David .

And T was Redin dresming of the
Thinker.

I took my clay

And curessed it ns a musterpu:cn
And smiled

And put it back,

A L L]

Once I took some clay

And I was God fashioning Adam

And T was Michelongela breath-
ing life into David .

An I wos Rodin hammermg thc
‘I‘hmker.

I took my clay
And worlied
And worked
And worked
But my hands were only du'by.
‘—GENE CLEMENTS
Miss Helen Greenwood

Fi
Ll

So What

So what if T wnl]c funny ?
Or my face is strange °
Or my bair decsn't “do?”?
It's up to me to worry
About myself,

Not you,

So what if T ean’t dance?
Or my mails are long

Or my friends are few?
Opinions den't matter tn me
You sece.

And nmther do rou,

U -JO FRAN KOVACH

Pt .Mm Londpe Fullerr yaarg
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Waiting

I must hurry; it is nearly -
Twelve—and he will be waiting
This time. For he promised he
Would meet me there when
He came home, We used to
Meet in the garden, by
The pool—befare he went
Away-—Tonight he will be there—
He must; he promised to
Return to me when the war
Was won. It’s over now, Why
Hasn't he come lhome?

The night is dark—I can barsly

Discern the shndows that gre
The young lovers, They sit und
Laugh or the very heneh I

Sut an with him—befere he

Went wway, He promised to

Come back to me, and T promised
To wait—I have, but I'm su

Tired of waiting.

Three years to a day ufter ho
Went nwey, T saw the letter, the

Yeilow letter from the Depart-
" ment _

Of War, and T knew what it
Meant, but I did not epen

it. No I coulda't open it becauss
It was not true, It couldn't he, ..
They just don't know—I went

1To the garden s the pool where

He promised to meet me—To

. | The pool where I wait for him.

When they took me from the
Dark water of the pool, some
Cried and snid “Such a pity, and

8o young"—others said “Mayhe

It was Dbest this way—she never
Snw the letter, never knew thot
He was killed—" But ne?
He is not dend) He will *
Come back to me, and I
Will weit for him—wait by
The pool in the gnrden—
But I am so tired of waiting,
' —MARTHA YEARGAIN

Miss Louise Fuller

] As it rained upon me,

CFAnd T full \x_lthin_i:ts__jmvs.

~ The Matter of Conscience

Two persons made decisions.
The first of these was made more
then 2,000 yedrs ago by & very
fearned man, well along in years
and knowledge. The seeond wos
made nbout 100 years ngo hy an
almost illiternte younp hoy. Both
deeisions  involved offenses
against man-mnde laws, Ilaws
that inflicted great punishment,
by public seorn as well as hy the
law itself, if disobeyed, The first
of the two people wos Socrates;
his was a decision to die Tor his
ideals. His ressons are explained
fully in Plate's “Crite.” The oth-
er wns Huckleberry Finn, o fie-
titious character in Mark Twain's
Tomous novel. Huck could not
present any rensons for his ne-
tions as did Scerates, hut surely
the decision demonstrated the
courage of Socrates and the at-
tention te an “inner voice” which
we might eall conseience.

In the first place, what is con-
science? Freud - explains H s

Hope For
Existence

The sun beat down upen

The scoerched, eracked enrth,

The dried huny ske!eton of some
creature,

Who was once as thirsty as I,

j Destroyed my little hope for ex-

istance,

A cloud of death eame upon me,
As ¥ lay nwaiting, this, my
Most dresdfal denth.

This cloud of denth hlatled uut

the sun,

P

Tlle 5corche:l enrth eracked onee
mUPU' sdresrer

- sipeestariy Ty

o At lenst my bony skeleton \\;on't

Be seen by others like me,

Far it mny destroy their ljttle

" liope
For existanee too.
~TILLIE McINTYRE
Miss Louise Fuller

Rained On

My sister and I must hove been

My sister and I must have been
two sud little figures in the rain
that day. Jeannette's pink and
blue flowered dress clung te her
spindly body and the water from
it dripped on her legs. Her be-
wildersd eyes stared nhead un-
certainly, and her straight black
hair shone sleeldy from the wet-
ness. Our Chinese paper umbrel-
Ie did not offer much protection
from the rain shich pelted down

on us with rhythmical Toree,

We ditdn't szy u thing—we were

just two little girls being ruined

att {or the first real time, [ think
we both knew this, and that is

why we didn't spesk, The water

ran into the enrners of my mouth
and tasted salty, and still it pour-

ed from the elosed-in sky that had

become so small, 1t sonked me,

and I was saturnted with nfl-

awakened life and death.
Suddenly a streak of lightning

‘tore the sky, and suddenly it was

the sky again and just as fur
away. Jeannstte and I ran baek
down the cellar steps feeling
small and frightened, and shiver-
ing togother in the half-gloam of
the windowless concrete room.
“Jeannette! Sally!* came the
sharp voice from upstairs. “You
come back up here this instant!”
We knew we were. in trouble,
and we knew why, But we had
been rained on, and the rest didn't

| matior,

—SALLY CLAY

Miss Helen Greenwood

two shells over the instinets of
man, or “id.? The first shell is
the “epo,” which tells him how
ta aequire the things he desires.
The shell uhove that iy the “su-
per-ego,” swhich lets him know
thut there are certain things he
cunnot  have, These two, 5RYS
Freud, are products of humnn
society and are “shells” that be-
gin growing around n persen at
his  birth. However, Soverates
openly said and Mark Twain I.ept
1]Iu1-trat1ng that part of our doj-
scienee is not a man-made thing;
it is given to us by a4 power
greater thumn a law-moking body
ur an apinionsted publie, The oth-
¢r {8 n result of our mother's
tenchings and the doctrines of
our sumety This is the redison
that acting enhre]y nccordmg o
conscience I8 not always the hest
action. We must Jenrn te dis.
eriminate between the two, for
perfect decisions all of the time,
which iz wishful thinking.

Let us ook at a conflict he-
tween two apposing forces us ex-
pressed in  Huckleberry TFinn,
Poor Huck hed been troyhled
grently by his helping a Negro
slave escape to frecdom. He could |
not refrain from thinking that
he was n “dirty aholitionist,” and
to muke matters worse, he fonred

for such n person. But his loy-
elty as a friend to this Negro |,
prevented his returning the slave
to the owner, even though part
of his conscience told him he way

‘foffending  God and society. In

comparison, Soerntes, while
u“mtmg execution for express-
ingr new anid revufut:unnry ideny,
was offered o plan to escape.
Crito, his friend whe had velun-
teered the plan, fenred the pub-
lie's' disdain if ht did not help

| his friend te freedom, This can

be eompured to IIuc!;leherry
Finn's fear of his home town if
it should konw that he was an
accomplice in the “evil doing” of
the Negro slave. Sperates reas-
oned in this manner; I an nth-
lete lives as the rest of the people
instead of by his trainer's rules,
his physique will deteriorate and
ke will no longer he fit for com-
petition. Why is this s07 Beenuse
the people do not have the knowl-
edpe of the situntion thot the
trainer hus. Therefore, the tesin-
er, or higher luw, should be
abeyed rather than the people,
Huckleberry Finn and Scerates
were conforming to this higher
lnw, though one wans not aware
of the fuct. However, the two
persens eon aoise be contrasted

I Surrender
A cool aeenn breeze Wows high,
And ser gulls wing their way

through the sky.
The hesch is sandy, hot, and wet;
And yet . .,
The oeenn seems to open its nrms,
And I, . . | surrender to its

charms,

~JUDY CASON
Miss Lounise Fuller

Happier
The vote-geiter smiled to every-
one,

Her mouth stiffened from such
Strenuous use..

The coneeited,
smile,
Didn't smile to anyone. -
Her mouth almost growing
Together from this such use.

tov perfect to

The sincere smiled sweetly,
She's happier,
Tan't shet?

—TILLIE MeINTYRE
Miss Louise Fuller

greatiy his home town's distaste -

:-' rinrrny

in their manner of doing so. Soe-
rates felt it was morally right
to give himseif to the State sinee
it "hed given him tife and educa-
tion. Huek, on the other hand,.
disobeyed his State's Iaws and
obeyed an impulse, yet the right
impulse, of his consrience, Rach, -
however, was oboying the more
noble quulms of his conscienre,
Luckily, our morals are nok.

localized as they once ware,
thanks - to  more widespread
knowledge and: understanding.,

This evolution ecan be distin.
guithed in the comperison of
these two writings, since the
marals of aneient times were dif-
ferent in ench -city-state, and -
morals of thé 19th Century weid
muth the same over larger areas,
Toduy even largt.r groups have
similar idens nbout rlght ahd
wrongr, even though men's indi-
vidual, active dodes of morals
may differ, Teday we are often
in the position ef submitting to
queims  thot are not ent:rely
right but our consciences are gw-
en more opportunity to direct us_

inte the right decisions, The key

to this is to listen to that inner
voive, the barely audible cry of 4

dircction, greater. thon puhlic__
opinion or our own mgramed
pre;ud:ces,

—CARQLYN TIIOMPSON
Miss Mabel Scoit

{

Tiny Dy ops of Dew

Tiny drops of dew
Fell upon my face
Disguising all my tears.

Tiny drops of dew

Have washed my tears swoy

1 faol much bt.’l:tar now,

Tmy drops of dew B

Have all vanished now,

Until needed ngain,
—TILLIE McINTYRE

Mirs Louise TuHer

o -

Grey Christmas

To one, sueh as 1, who haos
spent mast of his winters shiver-
ing, chattering, sniffling in the
sub-freczing North, the witsful
wishes expressed by secmingly
silly friends for white, fluffy
snow during the joyous Christmas
holiday season ware worthy anly
of searn, For many thoughts were
then of the stil?, decnying shells,
buried in the coli earth of the
snow-covered cemeteries, with nll
thanks going to the beautiful,
silent, white destroyer for which
my unrenlizing comprnions
yearned; my memories brought
back the misery of walking in the
eutting, eold air through slip-
pery, often wet slush beenuse
driving, even with ehains, was
dangerous for the most careful,
experienced drivers, As 1 walked
in the sunfilled, comfortably =
crisp Christmas morning air on
safe, roupht, gripping sidewnlk
concerete to the ear, I knew I
cauld drive without shnormal pre- -
enutions. I remembered other
things T hnd momentarily forgot-
ten nbout the snow — its dream-
Iike, romance inspiring beauty,
the bursting happiness that fill-
ol the eyes and hearts of my
friends, the games and fun to be
had in it, even the departing of
it and the entrance into a wal-
coming warm home, To the eyos
for beauty, snow is magnificent-
ly white; to the hond on the
pocketbook and steering wheel, it
is as black ns the hottomless pits -
of Maleholger; to me it is grey;
weleoming, yet nloof; invigornt-
ing, but deadly,

~TONY DEAS

Mrs. H. D. Teshner
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Alny man moy bc in good spirils :md good lemper

g;. : “The Suhscuptlon Theatre Plan is not new — it’s a successful plan with 1 when he's well dresed.” i
“iBl . -years of experience behind it. 1t brings the best of Broadway to Theatre- n —Mark Tapley i
f_}l ! - -goers everywhere in the United Stdtes_._.lnc]udmg this commumty_and "I'IEIIIE]IIE]IIElIIEIIIEIIZEIIIE!IIEIIIEII[Elllﬁ%l‘:"lilElllElII'=."!I|EIIIEHEIUEII{EIIlElIIEﬁi
ié‘{ . :pssures the subseribers the best seats at the lowest possible prices. Join

a‘ ... ~the Broadway Theafre Learue! You want to be in on the excitement of _

= ' sthe big Broadway hits . . . and the big producers want you to he there _

. _-§§ - . when the curtain rises! Tlmt:’s why the non-profit Lions Broadway Theatre

} %{ T League was formed in Houston that’s why you ought to be a member! % % 7 g g Y S T U D Y ‘) -
g (. §¢ ’ ) - ©
a THE PLAY S THE THING .
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= ie more you study

i -

9 rie Plan ey

3 How the Subssnpmn Series The, mhore you lear.

5 wsrks FN’ You The more you learn

o T

+* You choose the seafs you wanf, io see, because the tlckets for "

f and they're yours for the entire. your. very own seats arrive as The more You know.

ki J season-—Tfollowing seusons, too, reminders that you “have a )

5 (. if you so desire! date"” with the Living Tllmutre _ : The mote you know

T . in the Houston Music Hall. o L

% % You pay less than box office o yuu may get first chance at oth- The .more you can Tforget.
i prices — yet you get the best er shows not on the Subserip- ' : '
L locations in the house in What- " ‘tion Series as they come to this ' :

& ever price range you specify ! community. For as o member of The more you can forget

§) % Noticket shopping...nostand-  the Lions Broadway Theatre o “ - . -

8 . . Inginline! Your tickets for each League ysou 1 recéw):a ud}mm_e' . The more you do . forget.

5 _performance are mailed o you notice—may even reserve your _
K1 “before box office opening! favorite seat again within a The more you do forget

B * Yau cannot miss a play you want 1-ensonnble lenipgth of time o Tl N 1 : 1

£ - The less you. know —

1 Resem WW Membership WBM - T

;%, Lo | Call or Write The : o SO WHY STUDYT

o HOUSTON CENTRAL LIONS CLUB R _ : ' S

E [ 603 Kless Bldg - Houston 9, Texas " CA 7-5406 T“"?-‘I‘Te JO_ll_I'l‘lall_SIl‘l I : Students

1 . . . B . . . B

{ii o : Spunsors of the _ . s !

ir} [ Lions Bruad“ay Theatre League :






