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A Hunk of Paradise 

by Robert Lewis 

He had no beginning or end. Neither did th e burning sand 
across which he walked. He did not question it or admit it was 
there. It just was. So was the huge yellow sun behind him. It 
could have been Mars but it wasn't. He just knew it. That was 
all he knew. He had no past or any hint of what the future 
might bring. He was not even sure there was future. But there 
had once been a planet called Mars. Then this. Fine white sand 
stretching before and behind him and to the right and left. He 
could barely detect the curvature of the planet on the horizon. 
It must be very large and that meant a large desert. He hoped not. 
But as far as he could see there was nothing but desert. That was 
very discouraging. 

Then on the horizon a dot appeared. As he walked toward it, 
he saw it was a green dot. He seemed to have walked for an 
interminable time before he finally arrived at it. The sun 
was directly overhead and much hotter and an intense thirst 
added to his present discomfort. His job at finding a large oasis 
with green trees, grass and moist soil, and a cool clear stream 
in the middle of a barren wasteland was immense. But his per
plexity at observing the oasis as a whole surpassed even his 
great happiness. It looked like a hunk of paradise had been 
planted in the middle of nowhere. To him that's what it was. 

The stream was very refreshing. Though the water had a 
strong mineral flavor about it, it was delicious and quenched his 
thirst completely. After bathing in the stream he lay down on 
the soft green grass and looked to the sky. It was pale blue; 
it relaxed his nerves. A tree blotted out the sun and cast its 
shadow on him. He felt sleepy. When he awoke the sun was rear
ing the horizon and its golden rays bathed everything with an 
orange radiance. But the sun was not what drew his attention. 
It was the beautiful girl sitting beside him; 

"Hel1o," he said. 

"Hello,'-' her mouth formed the word like a shinning pearl. 

"Where did you come from?" he asked. 

"You." 

"What!" 

"I am a part of you." 



"Yes, yes," he said, but he wasn't listening, "You are a part 
of me." 

Her eyes were as fathomless as the deepest oceans and in them 
was a blue luster as of glowing sapphires. Her skin was pure and 
flawless and she was beautiful. Without thinking, he put his arm 
around her. When she spoke her voice was musical and flowing. 

"Let us sit and watch the sun sink beneath the horizon." 

"All right, Eve," he said. 

Raindrop's Farewell 

Watch me. 

I am here now. 

But for how long? 

Would that I knew. 

Alice Malone 
Watch me. 

See my soul! 

Peer deeply; I shall 

not last. 

Watch me. 

Feel my coolness. 

I am a symbol 

Of interpretation. 

Watch me. 

But could I 

Shut my eyes 

And depart. 

Watch me. 

The sun will 

Devour me, 

And my soul. 

Watch me. 

See nothing. 

I have departed. 



To be Free 

by Elizabeth Maret 

It was a beautiful day; the first after a long period of 
drabness and the Russian soldier felt a stab of pain at the thought 
of leaving it. However, he refused the blindfold for he was not 
willing to spend his last few seconds imprisoned behind a strip 
of black cloth, and he must play his part to the end. 

"Ready!" The word tore through his conciousness. 

He thought back; over his twenty-one years of life or rather 
his twenty-one years of training. He had loved Russia at first, 
but he had had no need of this love, for he had just been another 
piece of property owned and run by the State. However, somewhere, 

somehow, the State had failed and gradually he had begun to think 
like a human being instead of a machine, a change disasterous in 
the life of a Russian soldier. 

He hardly remembered how or when he had started helping the 
refugees across the border, and he did not know which one had been 
a member of the secret police. But his trial and the sentence 
were still vividly etched in his mind. 

He would not have tried to protect himself even if he had been 
given the chance, for the State had succeeded in making him a part 
of Russia and he knew he could never escape from himself. There was 
only one way he could ever be free. 

"Aim!" 

Now, here was the ultimate end. He wished he had known a 

little about God for with the awaking of long stilled human emotions 
he had lost his mechanical faith in the State and so in Russia; 

he felt an urgent need to believe in someone or something. He 
peered into the eyes of the guards standing in front of him and he 
wondered if they were content to he machines. 

"Fire!" 

He felt himself slipping into eternity At last he 
was free! 



Anne Wi 

Jay Nelson 

J.N. 



The Last Christmas 

by T.D. Johnson 

It had been a long, long time since the dark days of the 
struggle. All told, it had been a period of about eight years, 
eight years of scraping and digging, just enough food to stay 
alive. But it didn't make any difference now, because there 
was no one left, no one that is, except for myself; and I 
know I am not long for this world. I can feel the breath of 
life leaving me as I sit here, just sit here in front of it 
all. I want to tell of it so that if there does, from all 
this ruin, spring up civilization again, they will realize the 
danger of misusing such a tremendous force for destruction of 
their fellow man. 

The landscape is bleak and barren except for scattered 
pieces of bent, twisted metal. The trees are all gone; every
thing that nature worked so tediously to put on the earth has 

withered and died of the effects of the fall-out. As I look 
around, I can't help but think of what fools men are to misuse 
such a gift. Yes, it was a gift, but who would have guessed it 
from the way men molded it for destruction. The sky even looks 
different; there is a haze, an ever present haze, which blots 
out most of the sunlight. The snow is falling ever so lightly, 
and instead of cheering me up as it used to do, it seems just 
to add to the gloom which covers the land around. 

And yet, today is Christmas, the day that Christ was born. 
It seems strange for me to be dying when on this same day long 

ago life was being blown into this holiest of all infants. Where 
had man gone astray? I can't help but think that if we had paid 
more attention to spiritual beliefs and less to self protection 
which ended up in self-destruction,- there would still be church 
bells ringing and children excited on this Christmas Day. 

I am beginning to feel weaker, the end will come soon, but 
I will try to go on. The scene here certainly is different from 
the Christmas scenes which have become dim in my mind. I remember 

children playing in the snow and building snowmen, enjoying nature's 
gift. But all that plays with the snow now is the wind as it's 
bitter cold gusts sweep the white powder around the ruins. All that 
is left of the once bright houses is rubble, cold and dark. 

I don't know what is happening. Everything seems dark. I 
feel as if a gray cloud is surrounding me. I think my time has 

come. Remember, please remember, men did this. Men destroyed 
themselves. 



T.D. Johnson 

Chicken 

On down the lonely road the mighty engines roared. 
Faster and faster the hot rods soared. 
As the two cars neared, their lights shone bright 
And you could tell there was DEATH waiting in the night. 

Closer and closer the (jeath wa gons came 
Why were the boys-playing this awful game? 
The two cars crashed with a noise that did sicken 
This is the game the people call CHICKEN ! !! 

The boys were killed the instant they crashed. 
Their bodies were torn and ripped and slashed, 
The crowd was stunned as they moved away, 
But the two "brave"- boys were there to stay. 

Margaret Weekes 

Dogs and Fleas 

or 

(Hairy Poetry) 

T.D. Johnson 

My dog has long hair, -
And now living there, -
A flea with short hair, 
Is eating him bare ! 

Glynn Hewette 



Budd Chandler 

PINWHEELS 

By Janice Brandewie 

It was a hot New Mexican day. The sun heat down mercilessly 
on the white desert sand; the sand reflected the light and created a 
blinding glare. A small, black dog panted along, searching for a 
spot of shade. 

Out of the heat, the glare and the white desert sand, a 
blossom unfolded in all its terrifying beauty a majestic mushroom 
that boiled in a ferment of awful energy. The little dog ran 
across the sand, ran to escape the noise and the wind and the heat 
that the flower gave off. 

After a long search the little dog found her spot of shade, 
an abandoned fox's den. There she bore her pups, five fine little 
black females. 

Months later, a man sat in his comfortable home and thought 
how hot the summer had been. He opened his paper and turned to the 
comics, completely missing the front page story telling about a 
'plague of insanity' sweeping through children in the area; it 
seemed to be a form of catatonia. Listening to the soft sounds of 
his wife preparing supper, the man fell asleep. 

Outside on the back porch his young son played with a black 
puppy that had trotted into the yard a few minutes before. When 
the boy was tired, he and the puppy sat together on the step, 
staring at the sunset. The boy looked down to catch the pup's 
eyes. They were brown, so brown, with purple pinwheels slowly 
spinning in their depths. 

"Billy! It's time to eat," his mother called. At the sound 
of her voice the dog fled. 

Billy just sat there, quiet and still, gazing happily at a 
great nothing barely beyond the horizon. At last he knew every
thing he ever wanted to know: why the birds sing and what the 
wind says when it blows. Purple pinwheels whirled slowly deep in 
his eyes. 



UP THREE FLIGHTS 

by Linda Rankin 

My gaze darted from one scene to another as we wove our way 
through the city traffic of Amsterdam. It was difficult to keep 
in sight of our guide, who on his bicycle was leading us to our 
hotel. Peddler's carts, bicycles, cars of all makes and models, 
and more bicycles seemed to form a maze through which we slowly 
made our way. Rows of neat, plain apartments, flowers on almost 

every street corner, the quaint Dutch houses with their protruding 
bay windows, all were a part of the scenes that slipped by the car 

window. 

On a narrow side street by one of the many canals we stopped. 
What I had expected to be a large hotel was really a small pension. 
The outside looked much like the thousands of other apartments we 
had seen. I especially noted the clean and neat appearance, scrubbe 
marble steps and polished brass door handle. 

We were met at the door by our landlady, a pleasantly plump, 
smiling Dutchwoman. The soft carpet under foot and the faint scent 
of ancient oak in the dim hallway brought to my mind a feeling of 

excitement and anticipation. 

Following the landlady we climbed three flights of narrow, 
winding stairs. Up and around we went. The ceiling was low and the 
light was dim. This reminded me of the stairs to my grandmother's 

attic. 

After what seemed almost hours we reached a door at the head 
of the stairs. It opened into a large, sunny room somewhat over

crowded with massive furniture, typical Old World style, probably 
dating back to the turn of the century. Starched lace curtains 
blew gently in the breeze coming through the open window that lined 
one side of the room. An open fireplace completed the effect. 

Somehow I felt far away from the modern world I had always 
known. This was the Old World, Europe, so different, yet enjoyable 

and exciting in its own way. 



The C1imb 

O'er jagged crags of broken rock 
and hidden crevices, 

Up sheerest walls of icy snow 
and past dead skeletal trees. Robert Lewis 

His pick, his hand, his ropes his spine 
he climbs toward the top, 

Undaunted yet he ne'er looks back, for 
he who looks must drop. 

The shrouded mists unveil below a cool 
green valley scene, 

But he with face pressed to the heights 
climbs on with cold hands lean. 

The mountain strives to break his will 
with avalanche and storm, 

But to the end it cannot kill his tired 
and hungry form. 

And when at last the top appears and he 
stands on its peak, 

He smiles for he has found the glory many 
of us seek. 

The House 

The house sits on the lonely hill. 
The barn, the shed, the aged mill; 
Oh so lonely do they stand, 
While guarding o'er the misty land. 

In the days when flintlock's sound 
Could be heard for miles around; 
And when the Civil War was fought, 
Its old walls had wavered naught. 

Howard Paulin 
But now the house with shutters torn, 
Looks, oh, how aged and forlorn. 
And now its generation gone, 

This old house will still live on. 

The house sits on the lonely hill. 
The barn, the shed, the aged mill; 
Oh so lonely do they stand, 
While guarding o'er the misty land. 



Vanity Fair 

Book review by Beckie Wright 

Miss Becky Sharp was small and slight in person; pale, sandy-
haired and with eyes habitually cast down: when they looked up they 
were large, odd, and attractive. Her father was an artist. He was 
a clever man; a pleasant companion; a careless student; hat a great 
talent for running into debt, and a partiality for the tavern. 
Before her death Becky's mother was a chorus girl and an actress. 
Through charity and good will Miss Sharp was admitted to Miss 
Pinkerton's School for Young Ladies to teach French to the younger 
chi1dren. 

During her years at the school Becky felt the scorn which the 
wealthy girls held toward her, a beggar's daughter. She hated them 

and being so young, could not hide her emotions. In 18— Becky 
left the school; leaving her childhood behind her. She went into 
the cold hardened world to scheme and fight for the position she 
wished to hold. She taught herself to laugh when her heart wanted 
to cry, to be kind when her hand wanted to reach out and strike, 
and to he humble when every vain bone in her body was laughing at 
her victim. 

If you were rich, she would be your humble faithful servant. 
If you had prestige, she would be the young girl who charmed you by 
her singing and merrymaking. Yes, Miss Becky Sharp would learn 
her 1esson wel1. 

Against her husband and closest friend Becky would scheme and 
plot for money. She would not care how many hearts she broke, 
feelings she hurt, or lives she disrupted; if she, Becky Sharp, 
could have fun and money. 

Miss Becky Sharp of Vanity Fair would never be poor or for
gotten, she would always be protected and sought after. No, 
Becky Sharp would never be penniless and scorned like her father 
was. With this strong motivating force to mold her life Becky 
Sharp left the school as a governess for the wealthy and influential 
to charm baronets, counts, rich widows, and many generals of the 
English Army into giving her money and prestige. 





Jan Brandewie 
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B E L G R A D E  -  A N  E M P T Y  C I T Y  
bY 

Budd Chandler 

The first impressions we got of the city were good 
ones, for the streets were lined with new and modern buildings. 
The streets themselves were brightly lit, and they sparkled 
with the light of overhanging street lamps. They were very 
wide and they cut in and out between buildings until they 
finally found their way to the center of the city. Here was 
a park which was the hub of all activity in the city. This 
place was not brightly lit and it was not cut by the wide 
avenues as the rest of the city was. This was a quiet place, 
and it reflected the moods of the people who lived around 

--it. 

In the daytime, the city was crowded, but now at night, 
there were only a few people on the streets. Some stood on 
street corners by the park and others just shuffled around. 
These people set a sharp contrast to the atmosphere of the 
city. They were all shabbily dressed, and they all seemed to 
be afraid of something. In places a few men would gather 
and talk hurriedly and excitedly for a few moments and then 
they would rush off to some new meeting place. 

We left the city in an attitude of confusion. This was 
because the city itself was one in which a person would 
expect to find wealthy and prosperous people. Instead, we 
saw only the poor farmers and beggars among the sparkling 
avenues and the dazzling towers of a beautiful city. 

Conformity 

Conformance, Compliance, Observance. 
Ah! do these principles cause pain 
In a world so full of overpowering grievance. 

Ron Arias 
Is it a sin to violate the prototype? 
Is it wrong to live, to breathe in anomaly? 
0! why does man shun, ostracize, 
And obliterate a breach of symmetry? 



Dive Into Murder 

By Dixie Lee Watsow 

With all the color of a Spanish fiesta, the lighted signs flashed 
up and down the busy street. Standing back from the turmoil in an attempt 
at seclusion, the darkened windows of the Jefferson Hotel stared distain— 
fully down on the night traffic below. To either side were the little 
shops and stores, clustered near, but not too near, like poor relations 
huddled around their benefactor. Spared from the prying eyes of the public, 
the hotel swimming pool and terrace stood behind the massive building. 

In room 220 Guy Bradley lay sleeping peacefully, unaware that his 
brother lay awake beside him, tense and restless. Ed was a handsome youth 
of eighteen. His 1 ean, hard body always moved lithely, gracefully, 
betraying the many hours he spent practicing, molding himself into the 
perfect form of a champion high diver. 

As the son of prosperous, socially—minded parents, he had led a very 
lonely childhood. In moments of solitude there had been no—one to turn 
to for he had few friends. It would have been impossible for a close 
relationship to have developed between the brothers. For Guy almost 
pitied Ed. He was so shy, so different. Though Guy wouldn't bring him
self to openly admit it, Ed was obviously a misfit. 

Even now Ed lay thinking of that day last June when Dick Chambers 
had told him that he and Ann were planning a d»y on the beach. 

"A friend of Ann's is coming in from San Antonio. Maybe you'd like 
to come around and make it a four-some?" he asked. 

"Oh, I never pass up a chance for a swim." Ed grinned, "Say, what's 
this girl like anyhow?" 

"I dun-no, just another dame." 

With that in mind, Ed wasn't expecting too much as he drove over to 
Ann s. However, he wasn't in Connie Lane's presence very long before he 
realized that this wasn't "just another girl." 

As Ann hurried off to get a swim suit he said conversationally, "How 
long are you going to be with us, Connie?" 

"Oh, about a month," she said. 
"That's fine," Ed answered, "Just fine." 

As they climbed into the car Ed thought, "Man! What a swell day ahead. 
I'd enjoy the prospect of a day's swimming any time. And there's something 
about that girl I like. Yep, this will be a swell day." 

Ed's optimistic prediction was pleasantly accurate. There was some
thing very likeable about Connie. 

When they were packing everything back into the car, he asked her 
casually, almost too casually, "Say, what about tomorrow. There must be 
something we can do, even if it's just a movie." 

Honestly and with no coquetry, she answered, "I'd love to Ed. Ann's 
giving a party. How about that?" 

"Oh yes, I'd almost forgotten, but Guy did tell me about it." 
"Guy? Who's Guy?" 

"Oh," Ed laughed, "He's my brother." 

That s right, Ann did mention him,—she said he was a very nice person." 
"Oh, sure you'll like Guy," Ed answered almost sarcastically, "everyone 

likes Guy." 

The next day, Connie met them at the door, all smiles. 

Hi, he said, "Guy, this is Connie Lane from San Antonio. Connie, 
this is my brother, Guy." 

As he watched the look of admiration on Guy's face mirror itself in 
Connie's eyes, he had been filled with helpless rage. 



"Why, oh God, why does it always have to he this way?" he asked 
himself furiously. 

Connie was such a sensation that he didn't have much time to be 
with her. At first he tried to keep her attention, and then giving up 
in despair, he had retreated to some unobtrusive corner. Feeling a need, 
for a cool breath of fresh air, he disappeared onto the patio. 

Then he saw Guy and Connie not ten feet away. Somehow, he could 
stand it no longer. He rushed across the lawn, not seeing the little 
kitten sitting quietly on the cool grass. He hadn't meant to kick it 
but hearing the cry of anguish which followed, had filled him with help
less mirth. He laughed and laughed hysterically, paying no attention 
to the look of horror on Connie's face. 

On the following morning as she and Guy, with a picnic basket, 
headed towards Bob Turner's place, the knowledge was in him fixed, cold, 
certain. If he was ever to step out of Guy's limelight, he would have' to 
kill him. He had never drawn back from that certainty. 

Even now as he arose from the bed he felt no qualms concerning 
the act he was contemplating. It would he so simple. 

Slowly he walked over to the window, feeling the cool August 
breeze on his flushed face. He could see vaguely the outline of the 
swimming pool below. "How perfect," he thought. He had to restrain 
himself from laughing with hysterical glee. To think that he had 
figured out the perfect murder! 

"In a few minutes I'll pick up that silk scarf and strangle Guy. 
Then from this very window ledge, I'll dive into the pool below. In 
the moonless dark, no one will see me and the noise of the traffic will 
cover the sound of my splash. After recovering my clothes from the 
dressing room I will re-enter the hotel, returning from the movie every 
one thinks I'm seeing and "discover" Guy." 

With a little smile playing around his lips, he picked up the scarf 
and took a step forward. He ran the scarf between his fingers. Its 
cool strength sickened him. He paused, hating himself and fighting 
against it. "Go ahead, you coward, you fool," he sputtered. Cursing, 
he threw himself down on the bed shaking convulsively. All through the 
night he lay staring at the wall with feverish eyes. 

As they walked down to breakfast the next morning, Guy was talking 

to him cheerfully, trying to bring him out of his gloom. Ed paid little 
if any attention to him until suddenly his face grew strangely white as 
he heard Guy say, "Well, how do you like that. You know we paid extra 
to stay at a hotel with a swimming pool. Now come to find out, they 
went and drained the thing yesterday afternoon." 

What Is It? 

It slips o'er the earth, 
Like a well-fitted glove 
Accenting stars 
That twinkle above. 

Alice Malone 
What is this mystery, 
This is the presence 
Of something called night. 



MURPHY'S ROCK 

This here's the story 'bout a singin' man. Bill 
He's the leader of the rock—n-roll clan. Murphy 
Started singin' when he was five years old. 
He's earned, since then, some platters stamped from gold. 

And teachin' himself to play the guitar, 
Almost overnight he became a star. 
He drives a Caddy and a Thunderbird, 
And sings the craziest I've ever heard. 

Malcin' s ome movies brought him much more fame. 
And if by now you ain't guessed this guy's name, 
Just listen a while and get some more clues. 
At the same time share in our poor boy's blues. 

When he got his mail he became nervous, 
It read, "You are wanted in the service." 
Tears in his eyes and good-bye to the band, 
He bid farewell U.S., and Hello Deutschland. 

Cemetery 

Crouching on a rolling hill 
A fence of brick and clay 
Calls all lost and wand'ring souls 
Behind its walls to stay. 

Standing always open now, 
The gates within these walls 
Point the path into a land 
Of green and shady halls. 

High above the shadow'd ground 
Among the ancient trees, 
Songs ring out from birds inflight 
To float upon the breeze. 

Marching stately 'cross the lawn 
The rows of crosses stand. 
Final homes for many lads 

Who died to save our land. 

Jaye 
Nelson 



A BLAZING MEMORY 

by Pam Fraser 

Amid much pushing, shoving and noise, simply thousands of people 
crowd the river hanks and adjacent roads near the castle. Individuals 

and groups strive to find and occupy a comfortable position with a 
clear view; hut suddenly, replacing the turmoil, a hush envelops the 
throng. As the ancient fortress bursts into color, an exclamation of 
awe sweeps through the audience. Arranged at the many windows and 
portals to give the impression of flames, fireworks and lights burn 
brightly, transforming the former home of German royalty into a glowing 
stronghold sharply in contrast to the dark and shadowed Heidelberg 
mountains below a bespangled sky. 

In time, the fire-red color at the castle base fades and dies, 
as if the structure were slowly disintegrating; soon the entire castle 
seemingly crumbles in the destructive clutches of the pseudo-inferno. 
As the onetime garrison disappears into the darkness, the famed "Old 
Bridge" erupts in brilliant fireworks illuminating it and the sky in 
a likeness of past battles fought on this archaic span. 

Now, however, the multitudes resume movement and the realization 
dawns that in a brief half-hour an incomparable spectacle has been 
presented by a people proud of their heritage! 

Civilization 

Do the waters still wash upon 
That shore so far away, 
Where sea gulls fly, and fishes swim 
And children have their play? 

Or, did man come with his machines 
To dig, to pound, to build, 
To make from nature's wonderland 
A hole concrete filled. 

Jaye Nelson 

Night 

In all the silence of the night 

I never feel alone, 

Because that very silence is 

A thing I call my own. 

Within my room I feel secure, 

No cares have I at all, 

Because that very silence stays 

Among my four room walls. 

John Brannon 



Budd Chandler 

Encounter 

by Ronald MacNeil 

I have no idea how long it had been there before I came upon it. 
When I first sensed its presence, I was not even'startled; it was 

simply there. But at once the noise hegann, coming from everywhere, 
seeming to include all sound, .enveloping and holding me with an 
inhuman force. My mind reeled and twisted as it pressed, pulsating 
into my brain; groaping, grasping, draining me of thoughts. 

And then it stopped, releasing me as suddenly as it had begun. 
Stunned, and on the verge of terror, I asked myself "why". Why had 
it not destroyed me? Why was it here? Without doubt, an individual 
able to travel an untold number of light-years from its homeworld 
with no apparent mode of transportation, is vastly superior to me. 
When I looked at it, I could see its surface changing almost impersept-
ibly from plane, to solid, to plane. All its characteristics seemed 
to verge on self-sufficiency, and yet .... 

At once I had the answer and all feelings of hostility and fear 
left me. It had not quite reached that highest point, that infinite 
ability. I wasn't a conquerer hut a student, and the noise, then 
had been simply a probe, an inlet for knowledge. It still had its 
curiosity, its will to live and learn, and we were yet brothers of 
this similarity. 

And as I approached it. it was no longer there. The encounter 
had ended. 





Europe, Summer, and a Bike 

by Stephen K. Otto 

The first time I remember having any discussion on taking a 
bike trip, my brother Bill said, "Oh, it will probably never come 
off." So it seemed almost too good to be true when we left Schwabisch 
Gemund that first week in July. 

At the beginning it was easy going. Then we tried to save 
time by taking the back roads which seemed to lead more directly to 
Heilbronn, our objective for the day. Before we had gone far, we 
realized that that idea was a mistake, but we kept going. 

We stopped for lunch about twelve-thirty. We took out our gas 
stoves and had meat patties a la C-Rations, and fruit, and listened 
to my radio. As we went into Heilbronn we ran into the number one 
enemy of bike riders in Europe with almost disastrous results. We 
rode onto a long street of cobblestones that were still wet, and 
came to a point where streetcar tracks crossed our path. When Bill 
hit the tracks.... down he went, right in the middle of the street. 
He wasn't hurt though. He jumped up, got out of the street, and we 
rode on. 

After a little searching we found a U.S. Army barracks. Inside 
soldiers had set up tents to let them dry out. They were just what 
we needed, so we rode into a command tent and zipped it shut! As I 
went to bed I discovered that the T-shirt that I had worn had had 
a hole in it and I was very sunburned in an area about three inches 
in diameter. 

The next morning we were awakened by soldiers mustering next 
to our tent. We heard them taking down the tent beside us, and we 
nearly flew getting ready to leave. But they did not touch our tent. 

We easily made Heidelberg where we stayed two days. The second 
night we were awakened at three A.M. by some of Bill's friends who 
had brought us some pizza. 

We pushed on thru Mannheim, Worms, and Mainz, and after a long 
rainy day pulled into Backarach where there was a youth hostel. 
Much to our dismay the hostel turned out to be an old castle on top 
of a small mountain. It was a long, hard push up it, and I was a 
little leary of coming down the next morning with sixty pounds of 
equipment and only hand brakes to stop me. 

We stored our gear in wooden benches in the main room and went 
into the court yard where we got our bikes and put them in one of 
the old towers. We decided to have the hot dinner that was served 
for 60 pf. (15/). We ordered it sight unseen and it turned out 
to be a porridge with prunes. After dinner an English girl played 
the accordian, and everyone sang. At nine-thirty we followed the 
director through narrow corridors and up a circular staircase to 
the dormitory where we slept. 



The next few days we rode along the vineyard-edged Rhein 
making very good time. Anddrnach, Koln, Aachen, and we were 
in Belgium where we found a Campplatz about twenty miles out

side of Brussels. 

The following morning we rode to Brussels where we camped 
at Camp Vilvordia. We stayed there for five days, while we 
covered the World's Fair. In spite of all the criticism, I 
felt that the United States exhibit was the -best. 

We left the World's Fair on the thirty-first of July. We 
rode hard and made Ostend on the English Channel by ten-thirty 
P.M. At one A.M. the next morning we boarded the Ostend-Dover 
ferry. It was a long, cold, and sleepless trip. We went into 
the restaurant on the boat to keep warm. To stay there, we had 
to order something to eat. Bill ordered some pancakes, but what 
they brought him were crepe suzettes. 

We entered Dover at about five o'clock, but it was after 
six-thirty before we were able to get through British Customs 
and claim our bikes. The customs man we got our bikes from told 
us of a place to camp that was by Shakespeare Cliff. Following 
his directions we found the spot, set up our tent, and went to 
bed. When we woke up we heard shouting which turned out to be 
the local boys playing cricket. Bill started making pancakes fo 
dinner and then rode off to get the syrup telling me to finish 
mixing them. I finished, but I forgot to put the eggs in, and 
they stuck to the pan and weren't very tasty. The boys who had 
been playing cricket sat around and talked to us while we ate 
dinner, and after we were through they asked us if we would like 

to play a game with them. We wanted to play, so they explained 
the rules and we played until it was too dark to see. 

The next day we got a ride in a lorry to London. We 
arrived late at night and spent the night in Richmond Park 
because we could not find Bushy Park Air Base which was the 
only American installation we knew of in the London area. 

The following day we found Bushy Park, hut it was under

going a complete revamping, so we struck out for South Ruslip, 
another air base. It took us all day to find South Ruslip, but 

it was worth it, we cashed a traveler's check and had a real 
meal. We stayed there three days, visiting London every day. 
One day I remember particularly. We were at Trafalgar Square 
and we saw artists drawing on the sidewalks with chalk. The 
pictures were very eyecatching... especially one done of high
ball glasses. The effect of real glass was gotten by using a 
charcoal background and blue and white chalk. 



The last night in London we camped out behind a barrier 
on a golf driving range. We woke up the next morning hearing 
the thuds of golf balls landing around us. After we had 
packed up, we yelled til they saw us and stopped driving so we 
could leave. 

Our time was short as was our money, so — not too willingly 
we started home. The trip home was quick. We were across the 
channel and back in Belgium in two days. We took the train from 
Ostend to Koln and went down the Rhein again. We got home a 
month and a day after we had started. 

I'll always remember this trip because I got to see the 
countries and meet some of the people. I hope that when I know 
the languages better I will be able to come back and know the 
people better. 

Adenauer and the New Germany 

Book review by Jim Hewette 

The author has attempted to present a basis upon which the 
spiritual and political situation of present-day Germany can be 
understood. It is his feeling that Germans as a people have 
shaped their impressive reconstruction from their ideopolitical 
heritage with the able guidance of Konrad Adenauer. A great 
deal of the book explains the international problem created by 
Germany's natural wish to be reunited. While presenting Germany's 
rapid recovery from World War II, Mr. Alexander uncovers the 
basis and different feelings expressed by the German people. 
All through the book the initiative of the people is stressed 
while the author also admits that Adenauer is chiefly responsible 
for the course these energies have taken. But, he also states 
that the present over-idea1ization of this man has produced an 
Adenauer era which will require tremendous effort to end smoothly. 
The gravity of this situation is apparent when you realize that 
both Adenauer and Heuss, Germany's Federal President, are over 
seventy and that their successors will have a very difficult task 
in making a transition out of the Adenauer era. The age of these 

two stalwarts indicates that this transition will come some time 
soon. 



I think Mr. Alexander was very successful in expressing his 
ideas. He uses English very well and his sentences are con
structed intelligently, but a book of this type will still get 
boring at times. This book gave me a basis for viewing present 
German problems with more depth, but I believe he stressed the 

righteousness of the German people a little too much in an attempt 
to emphasize their ability to accept a democratic form of govern

ment. However, I do agree that their exceptional rise after World 

War II exhibits the great initiative they possess. The author may 
sound a little too religious because he is mainly a historian of 

Catholicism, but this does not seem to distort his views in 
Adenauer and the New Germany. 

Klick 

by Pete Durnell 

"Your turn." 

"O.K." Bill said. He bent over, studied the situation, then 
took careful aim. There was a delicate klick, a dull thud, and a 
hollow thud. 

"Pretty good. Think you can do it again?" 

"I'll try." Again studying the situation, aiming, the klick, 
a dull thud, and then nothing. 

"Close, but that's only good in horseshoes." 

"Don't worry, I'll get to it before you. Just play the game." 

Jim examined the layout and took deliberate aim. Klick, thud, 
klick, thud. 

"Well, aren't we lucky!" 
< 

"I'm one up on you already. See if I can make it more." The 
aim, klick, klick. 

"Looks like you can't, but let's see if I can even the score." 

"I doubt it by the looks of this." 



He was right, this was going to be a hard one. A check to see 
if it would work. The aim, silence, klick, klick, thud, thud. 

"Nice, nice." 

Again the aim, klick, thud. Aim, klick, thud. Aim, lclick, 
thud. Aim, klick, a thud, but no satisfying thud. 

"That's bad. You're three up on me and only two before you get 
to it." 

"Skill, that's all it takes." 

"That so? Well let me show you some skill." The aim, klick, 
thud. Aim, klick, thud. 

"Well this one will take skill," said Jim. 

"All you can do is try." 

"After aiming, a klick, dull thud, and another short silence 
but no deep thud. 

"Nice try, pretty close." 

"I'll get it next time." 

"I'm still one up on you." 

"Shoot." 

Stretching way out Bill took aim, klick, thud. Assuming regular 
position he took aim again, klick, thud. 

"Ah ha! I've beaten you to it." 

"The game isn't over yet." 

Bill took extra careful aim on this one. This one was it. This 
was what the game finally came to. Klick. 

"Ha. I'm still in the game." 

"So it seems." 

Klick, thud; klick, thud; klick, thud. 

"Now we're both on it. I'll say three." 

"This I've got to see." 

Taking careful aim, Jim shot. Klick, one, two, three rails, and 
then a thud. 



Unwanted 

by Linda Morgan 

I'll remember that day as long as I live. It started like any other, 
too. All of us slept in one big bedroom. It had always been like that for 
many years. I loved to wake up and smell the hot coffee on the log kitchen 
stove. Mom had been wanting some new things for the house, but we were 
just barely able to get along on what we had. 

On this particular morning, I awoke with a strange excited feeling. I 
lay in bed for a long while, my whole self trembeling with thrill and anti
cipation, for today I was to catch the school bus and ride two miles into 
town to attend the new public high school. 

After a light breakfast, I dressed hurridly, and presented myself to 
my mother for inspection. She smiled her warmest smile, and disappeared 
into the bedroom for a moment. When she returned, she carried a new note
book, paper, and pencils. I knew that she had gone without in order to 
purchase these few things for me, and in spite of the fact that I was thirteen, 
the tears almost came to my eyes. This was my very first gift. After present
ing theese things to me, she kissed me good-by and I left home for my first 
day in the new school. 

The bus stop was located about three houses down the road, and I walked 
rapidly toward it. It wasn't long before I spotted a large yellow bus coming 

down the old dirt road, and all of my excitment was replaced with a little bit 
of fear and uncertainty as I realized that all the students on the bus were 

strangers to me. We had been in town only once since coming to Hillsbrook, 
and because of this, I hadn't gotten to know anyone yet. The bus stopped 
before me, and I climbed on. Suddenly I noticed a change inside of the bus. 
Instead of all the noisy laughter, an intense silence settled over everyone. 
I felt very funny and a little afraid and took the first vacant seat I could 
find. I felt sure that as soon as I got to school I would make friends. How
ever, during the ride, my fears grew and grew. Many of the boys in the back 

of the bus were laughing and pointing at me, and calling me names. 

Finally we reached school, and I climbed hurridly off the bus. My class
room was located on the first floor, as were all the lower grades. I took a 
seat in the back of the room. By noon, I was so lost and unsure of myself 
that I wanted to go home. Some of the boys and girls had called me such names 
as "little black boy", and worse. Even some of the teachers looked at me as 

if to say "what are you doing here; you don't belong with us." I finished 
my lunch in the far corner of the school yard, when some of the boys from the 
upper grades approached me. They stood about in a little circle, and jeered 
at me and said filthy things about the fact that I was a different color than 
they were. All of a sudden I couldn't take any more and I ran out of the 
school yard and down the old dirt road toward home. I ran until I felt like 
my very insides would collapse. I lost my new notebook and tore my fathers 
best shirt, that I had been loaned for my first day in school. I was tired 
and hot and my face was covered with tears of humiliation and shame. Finally, 
home was in sight and I ran into the house, into my mother's arms. I poured 
out my story to her amid heavy sobs," and asked her over and over, "In the 
Bible it says that all men are created equal, so why am I so different?" She 
pillowed my tired head on her breast and told me that this world is filled 

with evil people. We must put up with suffering sometimes, but if we live a 
life according to God's word, we have nothing to fear. We can hold our head 
high no matter what our color or nationality. 



"G'Night, Son!" 

by Vic Mote 

As teenagers looking, at the world situation we see "The Cold 
War," Rockets, Satellites, Atomic Bombs, and other nuclear weapons, 
the Rackets—I could name many. You might call these problems, 
but none of these are so great as the one problem which has confronted 
us for years on end—the Father. 

The Father comes in all assorted shapes and sizes, colors and 
creeds. Some are balding, some look like apes, some are' fat, some 
are skinny, some are black, some are white, hut it seems no matter 
how you describe them, they're all mean. They don't understand kids 
even though they might have been one themselves. 

"What's that! Paw a kid! My paw was horn a paw! He don't under
stand nothin' 'bout nobody n' 'specially kids.....otherwise. I'd got 
the car last Friday night to go to that dance in Centervi11e." 

You never stop to think that Centerville is twenty miles away 
and you had the car every night that week. 

"But gosh, everybody went, and me—rhuh, I had to stay home doin' 
nothin'—that's right nothin". And Paw—all he did was sit around 
doin' nothin' too. Aw, maybe he clipped his toenails or took out 
the trash hut that was all. And the car—well I'll tell you what 
it did, it sat around in the garage all night, just agatherin' dust n' 
stuff, hut would paw let me have it—nosiree—all he did was sit 
there asmilin' n' aclippin' n' doin' nothin', sayin' 'There'll he 
other dances.' But there won't he another one like that one— 
nosiree there won't he— I know." 

Yes, Fathers are nuisances, all right. It seems like everytime 
you're settled down to doing something here he comes—"Sam, get out 
of that bathroom! You spend your life in there! Sam--" 

"Bill! All you do is eat, sleep, and play ball. Why I think 
if you had a lick of work to do you'd collapse from exhaustion!" 

"You haven't shined those shoes in two months, Jim, they're 
even losing their color." (Really they are dirty white bucks.) 

But then at the dinner table—uh oh—the dinner table— 
"Mike, that last bite was—big enough to feed this whole family!" 

"Larry, would you eat like that if Suzie were here?" 

"Jake! Ain't you (slurp! slurp!) got (smack) no manners. 
(crunch! crunch!) You must have inherited (slurp!) them from your 
(burp!) mother!" 



"Paul, your baby brother is sticking his fingers in his 
cream of wheat. Paul, he's picking up his howl. Paul! He's 
gonna throw it at me! Paul! " 

But a father isn't all that bad; even though he may not 
understand you—he loves you and stops at nothing to make 
you happy. I admit he's a little grouchy and unreasonable at 
times, hut there's nothing more refreshing, nor pleasing to 
the ear after a hard day than a smile and a "G' Night, Son!" 

"DISK JOCKEY" 

by Chris Dunlap 

"And that concludes our show for today. For the 
latest in old and new and sometimes blue, tune in tomorrow 
same time same" ...CLICK 

That's how it all began. For months I had listened to 
his program and requested faithfully every other week, 
if not every week. Pretty soon it got so they said "and 
now for a regular listner and requester we play ." 

I know you'll say it's awful silly, me...a junior in 
high school and o n the honor roll, at that, getting mooney 
over a disk jockey from just hearing his voice on the radio. 
But that's how it was. To me he was my knight in shining 
armor. 

One day Frank, my next door neighbor, and I we're 
coming home from school and he started teasing me again 
about the "disk jockey's disk jockey." (Thats what he 
calls him.) 

"Did you hear about the invitations they are sending 
to fifty girls to visit the studio? Frank continued. 
"You're such an avid and regular fan! I figure you'll 
probably get one." 

"You stop talking that way right now Frank Davis, you 
hear me! I don't mind you teasing, but you've carried 
this a little too far!" 

"But...but I'm not teasing, really. I heard it last 
night over the radio." 



"Alone" 

Once alone, I like to 
dream. 

Of things I know and 
things unseen. 

Like ice-cream sodas, 
pink or 1ime. 

And other things 
That waste my 

time. 

Debhie Chamberlain 

Typicalities 

A pool of darkness— 
A splash of light. 
Nocturnal prowlers— 
Typical night. 

A coyote 1s wai1 — 
A chi1d's fright. 
Mother's song— 
Typical night. 

A lone policeman— 
A drunken fight. 
Poker game going— 
Typical night. 

Alice Malone 
A cemetery's guest— 
A nasty flight. 
Ghosts a'walking— 
Typical night. 





Joey Likes to Wander 

by Pat Lane 

Joey, of the bright blue eyes and tousled blond hair loved to 
wander. Just now the blue eyes shone with anticipation as he gazed 
out the window at the bright sunshine-filled day. Joey was alone 
in his parents's home; his not-so-watchful maid, Mary, had left him 
"just for the moment" to visit with a beau and admire his Model T 
parked down the street. Joey's little legs carried him down the 
the stairs to the hallway and the big front door. He stretched as 
high as his four years of growth would let him and unlatched the 
door. A beautiful world awaited him in the tall, fragrant trees 
behind the house and he hurried joyfully into the waiting arms of 
the forest. 

So quietly did Joey steal upon them that they scarcely knew he 
was there. He had been playing nearby with a pile of pine cones, 
when he heard the voices and, curious, he ventured toward them. 

"I tell you, Saunders, I hear something!" 

"Aw, you've been hearing noises ever since we broke; relax a 



Joey peered through the hushes at two men clad identically 
in dirty gray who were sitting on the ground gnawing at crusts of 
bread. One of them was young in years, but his face had the pinched 
bitter look of an old man, and his eyes, cold and gray, were never 
still; they darted nervously here and there. The other was older and 
more heavy set; he was much more at ease than his companion as 
evident by his lazy, indolent posture. 

"I hear something!" The young man leaped to his feet, and 
before Joey could move, the bushes were ripped open and his hiding 
place revealed. The cold eyes fixed on him suddenly softened. 

"Hey," the young man said, "It's a kid!" 

"What?" The older man rose and came over. "Well, so it is, 
and that's what you've been making all that fuss over." He sat 
again wearily. 

"He must live near here, he's too small a fellow to wander far." 
The young one lead Joey into the clearing. 

The older, Saunders, grunted something in reply and went on 
eating; but an idea seemed to pass over him as he disinterestedly 
watched the two. 

"Say, he is kind of a cute kid at that," Saunders commented as 
he knelt down beside the younger one engaged in a one-sided conversa
tion with the boy. "Hi ya' kid." He rumpled Joey's hair roughly, 
nearly upsetting the little adventurer. 

"Hey Saunders take it easy, he's not as hig as those mugs you're 
used to pushing around." 

"Aw, he's big enough, aren't you fella!" 

Joey felt something was expected of him so he bobbed his head 
up and down in agreement. 

"Here, hig fella, grab a hold of this." The older handed Joey 
a large cold steel object. The boy reached for it with both hands, 
it took all his strength to hold it up 

The younger one snatched the object away. 

"What do you think you're doing giving a kid a gun," he exclaimed 
angrily. 

"Well what are you kiddo, a grandfather?" the older one laughed 

but without mirth. 

"I just don't like you throwing guns around like that." 

"Look kid, don't go getting so excited over nothing." 

"Saunders, lets move on, we've been here too long already." 
There was edge to the younger's voice. 



"Sure, sure we'll move on, but whether you've realized it or 
not, this kid could be a lot of help to us." 

"How?" the younger said suspiciously. 

"Well, he could just be our one sure bet of getting out of here 
safely." 

"No," came the vehement reply, "we're not taking him, we can 
make it without him, we've got a good head start." 

"With him there'd be no hurry," reasoned the older man. 

"Saunders, I say we're not taking the kid!" 

"All right the we' re not, 1^ am!" 

The young man suddenly brandished the gun which he had been 
holding at his side. 

"Saunders, I'll give you one chance to beat it, we're splitting 
right now, I don't like your ideas." 

"Don't be crazy kid I" 

"I'm not kidding," the younger forced through clenched teeth. 

The older stared for a second, then angrily pushed away through 
the bushes toward the north. 

"O.K. kid let's go," the young man grasped Joey's hand and 
walked rapidly in a fixed direction. 

In a little while, houses could be seen through the trees, the 
houses on Joey's street, though the young one did not know this. 

"Well, I guess this is as far as I go kid," the young man let 
go of Joey, who by this time recognized home and tugged away eagerly. 
As soon as he was free, he dashed away toward the houses—through 
the trees, under the split rail fence and across the wide lawn. 
The young man watched until the little figure disappeared around 
the corner of a house, then turned slowly and walked quickly in 
the other direction. 

"I'll admit I was frantic for a while when I heard about those 
two dreadful convicts escaping," remarked Joey's mother to Joey's 
father that night at dinner, "But then," she smiled confidently, 
"I thought of how Mary takes such perfect care of Joey." 

"Yes," agreed Joey's father over his coffee, "we certainly are 
lucky to have Mary." 

m 



EDITORIAL 

Words are your staff of life. From words you derive know
ledge, the basic essential of modern man. Literature communi
cates thoughts, problems, and ideas. Without these things man 
would be virtually useless; he would regress to an age of 
savagery. 

Words alone and with no sign of connection are useless. 
But when they are connected in an intelligent manner they creati 
mental pictures. In turn these mental pictures create stories, 
and ultimately literary masterpieces. We cannot all aspire to 
great literary works, but we can at least use words in many 
practical and creative ways. But what is the instrument behind 

this creativeness? It is your imagination of course. It is 
your tool in every creative aspect of your life. Your imagin

ation and fancy are being used constantly—whether to dream of 
alibies or to compose great works of fiction. 

With correct, intelligent use your imagination can create 
your castle in the sky. This gift that is yours for the asking 
governs the human race. Used wisely, your imagination is the 
greatest weapon, inspiration, or paradise that you possess. 



Here is tradition in the making! 
We founded it It's yours to 
carry on. 
Here is talent to be sparked. Light 
the flame and warmth is your reward. 




