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UHOULjj WNiliM i\T'XEhI) OGnnECJE In  WAfl TXiviS?
Gwendolyn Evans

Today, more women are enrolled as college freshmen than last
ye<r at this time, according to a recent survey made by a popular
news magazine. After this was published a few months ago, a
soldier wrote a letter to the editor commenting that this-situation
*as fine, but why weren’t these women doing war work or something
thct wouid help to bring a more speedy victory. This- is indeed a
serious charge, and how are we college women going to answer it?. *

first, | believe, we should analyze our reasons for coming to
college, and then analyze our attitudes now that e are here.

That money is of extreme importance for a college education
is well known to any student ~ and especially to his parents. Per-
haps this partly explains why more women are now in college than
lormerly. boys who would have had to shere expenses are in service
lor their country; therefore more girls are able to attend advanced
schools as there is more availsDie money. Or maybe it’s because
wages are higher, much higher; and if people can afford it, why
not send their daughters to college?

botfife people live in a college town, and the- matter is some-
who.t simpa.ilied. Others enjoyed college life end want their child -
ren to do the same. Still others want their children to have
advantages that they never had - a sacrifice that too many students
iaii to appreciate. Or perhaps some doting mother simply wouldn*t
think of allowing, her daughter to live in the uniavorable environ-
ment of a crowded industrial aret. And of course, after all the
lawful things one he. rs about the WAC and similar organizations —
H.cii, my dear, you Know how it is."

But not all of us are here as victims of our parents* good
intentions. A grest many students are working - some part-time;
others are completely independent. To them, college is a matter
1 setting an education — the hard way. Wva“es are low; sororities
And expensive pleasures are limited or completely non-existant on
budgets; clothes :re servicable ratner than fashionable, nd studies

seemhnever to be done. Perhaps the”e students really know why their
are here.

What are our attitudes toward the present world conflict and
the planned peace of a post-w i world? Whet do we think about them?
ur do we day-dream, instead of thinking in terms of reality? What
uo we think of college itself? flow do we justify our being here?

That there is a wr ou is npot very apparent to most of us. Of
course, tae c;dets are st; tionad on the c, mpus, but to those of g
wno entered college as fresnmm this year, these soldiers are ip
accepted part o1 comiagc life. mere is nothing unusual about



their being here* On various occasions these men are partriotically
entertained at tea dances, after which a girl can feel that she has
made a worthwhile contribution to the war effort and can place her
patriotism on a shelf until the next tea dance* Rationing isn’t a
worry to the majority of us; consequently, we don’t trouble our-
selves to learn much about it* But we do feel the awful effects of
the war because, now, if we want to hear from our favorite boy
friends we must haunt the mail boxes* Almost all of us at one time
or another take part in discussions of post-war problems* And we
accomplish about as much toward solving the problems as do various
politicians. But at least we’re thinking about them—or we guess -
wa are.

As we are so eager for an education, we never, or almost never,
complain when the instructors present us with assignments. We only
sweetly suggest that ”This isn’t the only subject |I’m taking”;
"Well, 1 simply haven’t time to do all this”; and "Who does that
guy think I am?”

Just how do we justify our being here? That’s comparatively
simple. We’ll use our education in the post-war world. They will
need people with training. Just who “they” are, and how we intend
to use our education is a mystery that we prefer to let remain uxi-
solved. Besides, when that special boyfriend comes home, we’re
going to get married and forget all about college. 'We’ve said so
dozens of times.

Perhaps that soldier was right. After all, what are we doing
to speed that day of victory?

*khkkikkkkikkikkhk

THE FOOTHILLS

In the foothills we lost our youth,
As long before in flatlands following
We paid to earth our ripened childhood.

0 see rise about us now the hills,
The monster buttocks soft with lust,
Desire rounded to a shape we knew;

For dreams came once to rape our sleep.
Beheld there, seeing no other, our hands
Sought, fondled, bedded down at last

In fullness, drunk of rest: And waked
To find what we had bred by night,
Our manhood held by hills, fair-flung
To couple in another dream.

John Moore



FOREIGN KNOWLEDGE

Virginia Perkins

I't’s funny how you can pick them out, thought Dick as he sat
on the library steps, languidly enjoying the spring sunshine, and
not worrying in the least that he should be inside boning up for the
history quiz he was bound to have the next hour. They were easy to
spot. They crowded the library, somehow diffusing the atmosphere
with what seemed like a moldy medieval scholasticism. From the way
some them looked and dressed yourd swear they had spent hundreds of
midnight hours poring over books by candlelight in a garret some-
where. This was highly unlikely, of course, but sometimes you won-
dered. They were always the first to volunteer with a long-winded
reply when the prof asked a question. They formed a hell of a bot-
tlenec’ to the acquisition of those grades Dad was always insisting
he could make if he’d try. You seldom saw them in the coke shop,
the meeting-place of the elite of the campus, and if you did, it
would be a bunch of them sitting around a table doubtless discussing
the situation in Russia before the Revolution or the comparative
merits of French and English eighteenth century literature. They
never attended the campus dances, and you never saw them downtown
at the bar which was the chosen Mecca of the college crowd that
quarter. Yep, Dick ruminated, they sure are queers, those brains.

The campus dozed in the spring sunshine. It was the middle of
a class hour, and only a few students walked lazily about or slept
on the grass in front of the Student Union. Dick squinted into the
sun as Al strolled up and sat down beside him.

"Hi,” Dick said, "what you know?"

"Damn little. Think the old man’ll spring a quiz?"

"Oh, sure, hefs always got something up his sleeve. Oh, well,
one more flunk can’t hurt me."”

"What did you think of that brawl Saturday night?" Al asked.
"Where’d you go after you left us?”

"Rode around a while and then went home.” Dick winked at Al.
"Joyce has to keep hours, you know."

"Yeah, it doesn’t give you much time. Well, 1’1l wander in
and do a little cramming, | guess.e

"See if Kay’s in there, you mean. See you, Al."
"Yeah. So long."

Dick’s thoughts went back to Saturday night. They had had
fun. Joyce was a snappy little dancer, and he liked her curly black
hair cut short and those dark eyes laughing up at him. She wasn’t



too distant, either, for whenever he kissed her, her nicely curved
little body would be soft and yielding against his. Oh, she was
warm all right. She was no doubt holding out for his fraternity
pin.” According to the fellows at the house, it was surprising how
loving a girl would be for the privilege of wearing a frat pin.
Dick was thinking he would give Joyce his pin one of these days.
She would be even less distant then, and a fellow had to have a
little fun. Besides, she was the kind of girl he could take any-
where and not feel ashamed when people referred to her as ."Dick
Otis's girl." That was something too.

Dick yawned and even dozed a little there on. the steps. Life”
was good, and he wouldn't even dread the history quiz if it weren't
for those damn brains who were always pulling up the grade average.
The poor goons probably werenlt really bright--they just spent all
their time studying. Hell, he liked school, expecially sociology
am economics, which was his major, and he got reasonably good grades
too considering the amount of time that he spent pounding the books.
But there was more to college than just books. Dick had discovered
that early in his freshman year, and it was the policy he was still
practising.

The next day'in sociology old Prof Johnson pulled a fast one*
He divided the class into pairs to lead the class discussion the
following week on various social problems. "Mr* Otis and Miss New-
man " he said briskly, "will you look into the causes and remedies
for child delinquency in factory districts?’l

Dick groaned inaudibly. Miss Newman was one of those brains
who always popped up with the right answer in class. Oh well, if
she was so darn crazy about studying, she could do most of the work.
Prof Johnson was suggesting various reference sources and she was
busily copying them down.

She hurried up to him as class was dismissed. "When will we
be able to get together to work on this?" she wanted to know. Her
face was animated and her eyes bright--no doubt at the prospect of
delving into the problem of child delinquency. "We’ll have to spend
quite a bit of time on it if we have to give a half-hour discussion.f

"Well, | don’t know," Dick was reluctant. "I’mpretty busy—
track practice and all. How about mornings? Do you have any time?"

"l could work at nine o’clock.”

"That’s fine. 1’lIl meet you in the library at nine, then, Miss
Newman."

"Oh don’t call me that. That’s one of the things | ’ve never
liked about college. Everything is so formal. Just call me Marian.’

Dick looked at her again. She really wouldn’t be bad looking,
if she would put on a little lipstick and do something with that
blonde hair besides comb it. Those blue eyes had a kind of appeal-
ing candor, sc*\ but not helpless. "Okay, Marian. See you then."



Ac he sauntered out of the building, Dick was thinking it might
not be so bad as he had thought, working out the discussion problem
with Marian Newman. But he promptly forgot her as he spied a black-
haired, sweater-clad figure ahead of him. He quickened his stride.

"Hi there, kid, where you going so fast? Trying to run away
from me?"

"Hello, Dick,"” Joyce smiled up. "No, itTs just that 1’11 be
late for class if | don’t hurry,™

"Oh, you don’t want to go to class on a beautiful spring morn-
ing like this. Come on, let’s go guzzle a coke."

"Oh, Dick, you’re demoralizing me." Joyce’s pretty little face
was petulant.

"That’s fine. How long is it going to take to demoralize you
completely?”

Joyce giggled as she fell into step with him.

Dick was getting bored. After all, an hour and a half straight
of pounding the books was something he didn’t do very often. Of
course, it was an interesting problem, and one that needed a lot of
correction. The best way to diminish crime was to catch it in child-
hood, before it got to be really dangerous. You had to be careful,
though, the methods you used in correc.tion--some only tended to
aggravate the situation. Yeah, he supposed there was some importance
to the problem, all right, but after a couple of hours you needed
a little relaxation. He was on the point of stepping outside for a
smoke, when Marian, who had been working industriously across the
table from him, laid down her pencil and sighed.

“I’'mtired. Sometimes | get so tired of studying all the time
that | could throw a book in the professor’s face.”

Dick asked the natural question. "Why do you? Study, | mean."”

"Well, that’s what |1’m here for,"” she said, "to get an educ-
ation. Besides, the' folks are spending a lot of money to send me
to school, and I 1;c,i u;iuer a sort of obligation to them. Sc.,etimes
1 >onder if it’s worth it all, but then I think of wheat it will mean
Tohen | finish, and | decide it is."

2 "But don’t you ever want to have any fun? Don’t you want to go
to dances, parties, mingle with the other students? You’re missing
half you college education if you spend all your time studying.”

She smiled, a soft slow smile that did something for her face
siade it light up and lose its intence, busy look for a moment.
"That’s a paradoxical statement for you. Yes, sometimes | do feel
that 1’m missing something, but I really don’t have anything in com-
mon with the kind of students who regard social life as important,



if not the most essential part of college* | wouldn’t know what to
talk to them about. 1°’d be hopelessly bored before an evening was
half over ¥

"That’s intellectual snobbery. Say* this is is getting good*
Why don’t we continue it over a coke?”

“"What about child delinquency?”

"We can finish that later. There’s plenty of time.”
”1 thought you said you were busy.”

Mot that busy. Come on.”

As they walked into the coke shop, Dick noticed the curious
glances his friends directed toward Marian as they spoke to him.
When they were seated over their cokes, Dick continued. “Look,” he
said, “you’re a sociology major. In order to be any kind of a suc-
cess in your field, you’ll have to know all kinds of people. You
don’t find many social problems in people of your own group. You’ll
have to learn to meet people readily—to mingle with the mob. Yet
here you are holing yourself up among your books, learning data and
reading about the problems, but not seeing them. You have to under-
stand people in order to be a success in sociology. [It’s going to
be pretty hard to step out of the kind of college life you’re lead-
ing now into social work. You have to get a part of that background
right now. As | see it, social life in college gives you the begin-
ning of that background.”

Marian was silent, thoughtful. It was obvious that this angle
had never occurred to her before. Finally she said, "But doesn’t
devoting a lot of time to social life bring down your grades?”

"Well, yes, a little, but grades aren’t really everything. 1t’s
practicality that counts in the end.”

"I suppose there’s something in whut you say,” she reflected.
"But | don’t know any of what you might call the social elite of the

campus. | live alone, and | just never bothered to get acquainted
with them.”

”"You know me," Dick said modestly. "That’s a good start.” He
followed a sudden impulse. "Listen,” he said, "the Medical Ball is

this Saturday night. Why don’t you go with me? Fix up your hair a
different way and wear your prettiest formal and see how the other
half lives. 1’lIl promise you a good time. Do you dance?”

"0h yes, we used to dance a lot at home. But | don’t know—
I’m afraid 1°d be pretty much out-of my element. | wouldn’t know
what to talk about.”

"You don’t know what your element is. You don't have to do a
lot of wisecracking. You’re not the type. Just smile at people—
you have a pretty smile, and ask them questions and find out what



they’re like. Above all, don’t talk about school or what such and
such a professor said in this or that class. There are times when
trivialities can be important, and this is one of them. You’ll get

along all right.”

Well, all right, I’Il go—but I’m not so sure how this is going
to work out. Shall we get back to child delinquency?"” She smiled
again—those blue eyes really packed a punch, if she only knew it.
Dick grinned reluctantly. "Okay," he said.

Later that day Dick was still wondering why he had done such a
crazy thing as ask Marian Newman to the Medical Ball. He had in-
tended to ask Joyce; in fact, it was practically taken for granted.
It would be easy enough for her to get another date, though, and he
could explain to her. Maybe. His motives for asking Marian were a
little mixed up right now- It would be easy enough to- tell Joyce
that Marian was a good kid in spite of her brains and just looked
as if she needed a little fun, but in his own mind he was wondering
if it was as simple as that. Marian really had a certain charm—
that smile haunted him, it was so unknowingly provocative. God, he

reflected, 1’ve always been one to think those intellectuals were a
little off, and here | am dating one of them. | must be a little
off myself. Well, he’d take Marian to the dance, see that she had-a
good time, and then forget about the whole thing. It was just an-

other dance, and Joyce was the kind of girl he really wanted. She
had a little something extra to offer.

When Dick called for Marian on Saturday night he hardly recog-
nized her. She had had her hair fixed—it was piled high in front
and hung in low curls in back. Her dress was an odd shade of blue
and cut so that it really did things for her figure. Not that her.
figure needed any help, he observed keenly. He considered himself
rather an expert on figures. She was a wow. Q,uite a few of the
fellows would be surprised to see the unknown girl Dick Otis had at
the dance that night. He was a little surprised himself.

"What is this, a transformation?" he asked her. "You’ve really
done yourself up proud. Are you really Marian Newman, or are you
the campus smoothie?"

She laughed. "I’m afraid |’m Marian Newman."
"No reason why you couldn’t be both."™ He helped her into the
car. "You’re really taking this business of seeing social life

seriously, aren’t you?"

"Well, | believe in doing things right.”

"I know that after working on that sociology problem with you.
Here’s hoping you’re as much of a success at the dance as you are
in school.”

She was. He danced with her a couple of times before they



started exchanging. She danced lightly, smoothly. This was going
even better than he had hoped. Marian fitted in perfectly with the
atmosphere of swirling skirts, soft lights and the college dance
band alternately beating out swing and easy, flowing waltzes, it
was with something of reluctance that he relinquished her to Jack
as the program began.

He noticed that Joyce was with Bob Andrews. She shot .him a
kind of puzzled glance when she saw him, but he pretended not to
notice. It was funny how he didn't seem to care who Joyce was with
or what she thought of his taking Marian. He'd thought he would.

He was dancing with Marian again. "How’s it going?" he asked.
"Are you having a good time?"

"Oh, grand. 1t’s much easier than | thougit. | can't help
feeling it’s all a little silly, though.”

"Now listen, get that idea out of your head. We went through
all that before. A little relaxation like this is just as necessary
as all the books you ever read.”

"1’m not so sure of that,"
"Of course you are. We're going to have a lot of fun, honey,

you and 1." Damn it, those blue eyes were dazing him, making him
say things he didn't mean. He’d have to be more careful.

"Wait a minute,” she replied. "You’re just the teacher and
I’m just the pupil in this course. Let’s not get personal.”

"Say, that wasn't a bad crack. You’re catching on fast, there,
kid."

Andy cornered him during intermission. "Say, isn't that the
same girl 1 saw you with in the coke shop the other day?"

"Well, yes, as a matter of fact, she is."

"I wondered then, but I don’t now. Christ, you really believe
in making them over to suit yourself, don't you? Your personal
property?"

"Well, not exactly, but I’m working on it."
"Don't blame you. How’s Joyce taking it?”

"1 don't know. This happened kind of sudden.” It was no use
explaining to Andy how it had happened. He wouldn't understand.

They went down to the Island Club after the dance, and joined
a group of Dick's fraternity brothers and their, girls who were

drinking and dancing. They were greeted by laughter and friendly
salutes.



"Hi, Dick, come and join the party."”

"You*re going to let me dance with your girl, aren’t you,
Dick?"

The Island was crowded with college students who had come from
the dance. Laughter and talking, the clink of glasses, and music
created a din that beat upon oblivious ears. They were all gay in
their pursuit of pleasure. The year was 1940, and war had not yet
cast its veil of grimness over fun-seeking students. Dick and
Marian sat down and he introduced her to those she had not met
before. She promptly got up to dance with Max, and Dick ordered a
drink. Dick had several drinks during the next hour, but he noticed
that Marian stuck to coke. That was all right. A girl who did not
drink was uncommon, but not so uncommon as to be considered a rarity.
All the fellows wanted to dance with her, and it was nearly one
o’clock before Dick was dancing with her again.

"I think we’d better go after this dance,” she said. "My
landlady will be wondering.”

"Okay." He wanted to have her to himself for a little while.
He held her a little closer for the remainder of the dance-. She
didn’t seem to mind.

"Well, how did you like it?" he asked as they parked in front
of her house.

"Oh, it was fun. | was a little scared at first, but then |
thought it really didn’t make any difference what those people

thought of me, so | stopped worrying and started to have a good
time."

"You know, Marian, | can’t quite figure you out." His speech
was a little thick, but he was thinking pretty clearly. "You’ve
been around before—that’s obvious enough. You can dance, you
laugh in the right places, you can make small talk if you want to.
And yet you spend nearly all your time on your school work and
don’t even try to have fun. What’s the score?”

"l used to go out with a fellow at home quite a lot-,” she

answered. "But when | came to college | was so determined to
learn to be a successful career woman that |I—well, gave up the
idea of being a social butterfly. 1 didn’t think it was important.”

"You’ve been letting those brains of yours get in the way of
your better nature. You want to stay young as long as you can--
get as much fun out of life as possible.”

"You’ve almost convinced me of that." Even in the dark that

smile was dazzling. "I really have to go in, Dick. Thanks a lot
for the marvelous time."
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"Wait a minute.” He slid over, pulled his arms tight about
her. Her kiss was cool at first, and as it warmed, the alcohol
pounded in his blood, pushed into his brain, momentarily driving
out thought. She pulled away and he reached for her again, but
she held back.. ”You shouldn’t surprise me like that.’l

”You’ve sort of knocked me off my feet, too,” he murmured.
"Please, letfs have another kiss.”

"No, let’s not make this, into another Pygmalion and Galatea
affair. The parallelism is a little too close, anyway. You’ve
shown me a grand time, Dick. Can’t we just be friends?”

Who the devil were Pygmalion and Galatea, he wondered. Oh,
yeah, he remembered. Whatever had made her think of that? ,fOkay,
but remember, the argument isn’t ended.”

She laughed in that disturbing way of hers. "We’ll see about
thati” They got out of the car and walked up to the door. “Good-
night, Dick, and thanks again.”

Don’t thank me. The pleasure was all mine. 1’Il see you
again, soon, Marian. Good night.”

Dick shook his head as he drove away, trying to clear it, try-
ing to figure out what had come over him* His motives for. taking
Marian to the dance hadn’t been altogether altruistic, he had to
admit, but they had been pretty much so. He certainly hadn’t ex-
pected her to be the hit she was. She was really a rare girl--it
wasn’t often that you found one who was plenty all right as a date
and had brains besides. Those brains made her cagey, though—she
wasn’t going to fall for anything very easily. The very thought
of her was tantalizing—she looked so untouched, somehow. She’d
have to get over that. Jhat were women really good for, anyway?
Hu wondered how far his powers of persuasion could go. Ho seemed
to be doing all right so far.

Dick dated Marian quite frequently after that, but not so fre-®
quently as he would have liked. They went to dances, and shows,
but quite often Marian would refuse to go because she had a test
to bone for or a term paper to write. Then Dick would take Joyce
instead, but somehow he missed Marian’s company. Joyce was a good
kid, she belonged to the crowd that he had always run around with,
but Marian was different. She knew a little more than the current
slang expressions and jokes; he could neck all he wanted to with
Joyce, but Marian only let him kiss her occasionally, and then
just once. She presented a challenge.

Then there was a swimming picnic. Dick took Marian, It was
fun, swimming in the clear river water, yelling and having water
fights. They had brought a lot of beer along, and everyone, in-
cluding Dick, was feeling pretty good as the evening wore on. He
even persuaded Marian to have a couple of drinks, although she
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protested that she disliked the taste of beer.

Couple by couple the picnickers departed from the dying camp-
fire, seeking the friendly darkness of the surrounding woods.. Fin-
ally Dick said, ’»Come on, honey,- let’s go for a walk.” The alcohol
was warming his blood, and he wanted a little loving, and there was
Marian, the firelight touching the shining blondness of her hair,
coolly friendly, and yet more provocative than ever.

) "Why?" she asked. "It’s nice, here by the campfire." Let’s just,
sit here and talk."

”"Be nicer walking in the woods in the moonlight. Come on, Mar-
ian, let’s be a pal.” He pulled at her hand.

"Oh, all right.™ She got up reluctantly.

He put his arm around her as they walked. She let him keep it
there. They reached the river bank. “Let’s sit here and look at the
moon." Dick’s voice was heavy, urgent,

"l thought you were the one who wanted to walk,” she said.

”Sit down,” he ordered. He pulled her down beside him and kissed
her eagerly, a long kiss. Her lips were warm and responsive. This

was more like it. She was utterly desirable. [If only she would for-
get to think for once, if she would surrender herself to sense and
feeling. He mumbled in her ear. "You learned some other things—
better learn this too."™ His hands wandered over her body.

She broke away from him. "Please, Dick, don’t. Let’s go back
to thj fire-."

"No." He grabbed her roughly. He was past thinking. Marian.
Marian. He wanted her.. How could she kiss him like that and yet be
so stubborn? He started to kiss, her again, but she forced herself
loose from him and started to run back toward the campfire. His head
cleared a little. He followed her.

"Marian, come back. Please, Marian, |I’m sorry. | don’t know
what came over me."

"Yes, you do. You meant it to happen that way. Do you want to
take me home?"

"No, but I will if you want to go. |I’m sorry, Marian, really."

"Forget it ever happened.”

She was silent on the way home, sitting a”ay from him, next to
the door. But as they reached her house she said, "I don’t think I fd
better go out with you again, Dick. You’ve been grand to me and |
want to thank you. But I never thought it would go this far.”

"It won’t happen again, Marian, | promise."
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"It would and you know it. ItTs better to call it quits. Thanks
again for everything, Dick." She leaned over and kissed him lightly,
then slipped out of the car and ran up the walk.

Suddenly he didn’t care. Hell, if that was the way she felt
about it, all right. Marian was a nice kid, but that was the trouble,
she was too nice. He resolved to call Joyce tomorrow. Joyce with

her laughing dark eyes and soft rounded body and knowing smile.
Joyce would treat him right.

SEA BOUND

What calls a man to seaward now,

Compels the leaving home-bound things -

A roof, the potted plants, his father’s grave -
To lean on air his walking pace and lead

His naked hope to naked sea?

Form of wind in wheat, cloud-rush

In sky, or heard by star-fall noise

Made by wind in trees: mind how fertile
All can be to seed a man and burgeon there
Compulsion toward this sea-borne field.

This hope within a man so grows to need

For root and leaf the shape of ocean-

Water taut across his sight, a field for wind

To tamper, cloud to shadow; needs this air

That carried comes no tangent mile through trees,
By one man’s acre taxed, by city tithed;

But seeming in the level light to be not bound,
Where even shout of broken surf is no more strong
Than fences built to shore his lonely acre in.

Or finds such empty strength in heave and surge

That gives to water, ocean-wide, all storied struggles
Heard before: of odysseys more numerous than stars;

Or what the home-lost mind may do once caught

And held by infinite space where loss of self

Is least of losses.

Here stands one now in noise of surf,
Not free to reckon up the noise or know or care
How true a shape this bended wave on wave is,
Beheld by wind in trees or noise a rain makes,
Snake-like, through the grasses, to draw a nan from far
To know'what never can be known of space,
Of too much sea beneath familiar stars.

John Moore
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ON "PERSONALIZED SPELLING"
Gerald Castile

What do | mean by "personalized spelling?" Just this: spell
the way you want to at the moment you are writing. In short,
there would be no rules to follow other than those you wish to
formulate at the moment you are working.

I am, by no means, the first to'visualize such an- unusual
practice. Sir Walter Raleigh was one of the first. Other equally *
famous people have advocated such modifications as phonetic spell-
ing for simplifying the ork done by the human brain in the process
of writing. Many thousands have vainly wished they could spell as
they chose, because of the many brain-racking "possibilities™ that
present themselves in spelling a pollysyllabic word. To amply de-
monstrate my adopted theory the rest of this monograph will be
spelled as though | had never ov/ned a dictionary.

Furst of oil | will grant yu that speling as one haphazurdly
wished to on the spir of the momunt wood leed tu no end of confu-
shun in oil forms of writtin cummunicashun. Miner obgectshuns like,
that shoodun’t detur us frum such a worthy pragect, howevr.

TIME wood be saved for the persute of other tasks bie releav-
ing us of the necessite of constantly looking up a word in the dic-
shunary. And every one agrees that time is one uf the most import-
ant possesshuns there is. Just imagine the harassed bizness man
who, not being fortunate enuf to have a secratery, is forced to
cumpose his letters under pressure frum the clock on the wall. If
"pursnulized speling” was used just think of the time he wood save;
he might even hav enuf time left ovr to goto speling skool at nite.

WORRIE is anuther intanguble factur th,t puts many gra hairs
in our heds frum constant refurence to the dicshunary. College
stewdents the country ovr have wurried ovr words in a theme ours
aftur they hav handed them in for feer of incurrect speling. Pro-
fessurs have aded wrinkls by the score to ther brows in puzzling
ovr a stewdents speling. Eowzwivs, riting frends, ponder over the
korect way to spel such inofensive words as resipee and ah grattun.
And just think of the por radio commentaturs who hav tuh pronowns
forren plac names lik "Tarnopule” and "Cwajelain.” | know the ra-
dio annowncers would be pleezed no end with a sistem lik this.

CUKVELUNCE is another important factor to cunsider. Stewdents
wood be abl to "knok off" theems in no time using my proposed
methud of speling. . m.eogr~"ffed lectur sheets cood be mad up with-
out the constant fer of piistaks appearing on the final forms that
weren’t detected on the furst prufs. Authurs woodn’t be plagued by
observant readers who constantly write them tu remind them of errurs
in ther speling. That one fact alone wood ad tremendously to the
life expectency of the nation’s authors and publishers.
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VARIETY wood be aded to individual riting if mi method shooa
bee adopted. When pepul reed buks they see the same old speling
th,, oa™ old wurds. If riting was dun mi wai it wooq reeie De
interesting to reed difurnt authurs wurks. The maxum, "Vane y is
the spice of lif" wood reely meen sumthing then.

TtfRNALISI" wood profit, too. Pondur for a moment the mentul
aganie the tipe setter gos thru in the composing room when acounts
of hiely teknical nachur cum to him for setting uppe n+tU"e Ssivtest
simple speling methud, he cood set up the slugs witho :
wo?y ofreprimands from the pruf-reeder’s desk upstares. In fact
think of the money the publisher wood sav m knot having to hir
pruf-reeders and cope-reeders.

SKOOLING wood not contane the absolutely unnecessary St“‘ée% of
speling. This wood mean that anothey mor important kiass cood bee
added. For example klasses in "The XOlrect way to stcjnp a lettr
cood bee included; a class lik tnis W?(I)d bee a dECIdEC(ij lmprovebrr|1ert1)
of sum curricula. Improvements in ¢Ollég courses (made possu y
the elliminashun of the necessitee fOf korrect speling) wood at
tract a great many mor stewdents.

Come Americans| We have advances in other fields, let’s hav
sum in the feeld of education. The ,¢dducaters” wood vot for it;
why don’t we submit it to the peepl PY referendum; they mite vot
for it, TOO; “The majority ’rules "

MACHINE

Push down on a button.
Pull up a tab.

Give out the change.
Smile and say ”thank you.”

Push down on a button.
He doesn’t care.
Pull lli|p a tab. ]
e has left me behind,
Give out the change.
How could he leave.
Smile and say ”thank you,”
And | loved him so.

I am a stupid working girl,
Mechanical feeder of coin.
He’s left me for another.

Smile and say ”"thank you,”

Nancy Brechbill
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I SAW SPRING
Flora Sagen

| saw Spring too. Lots of people do. It was the seventh
grade, fourth period study-hall.m The clock was ticking away,
and a few flies were fussing around the ink-spots on the floor.
Outside, there was the faintest- scattering of bird-notes, and
the first few buttercups of the year, | knew, bloomed on the hill.

"But I couldnTt hear the birds for the ticking of the clock,
and | couldn’t look at the buttercups. Instead, | looked at the
knobby head and skinny neck of Alvin, who sat in front of me.
Never mind, | told myself. 1t’lIl be four pretty soon, and you’ll
be out of all this. Alvin had homely yellow hair that needed
cutting, and stuck up like the skeleton of a tepee on top of his
head. He had ears like the handles of a loving-cup, and gawky
arms that stuck out of his sleeves. From the front, he made me
think of a burned-out light bulb.

Alvin, | thought, why couldn’t you look romantic? Why do
you ruin all my study-halls and spring days like this? | propped
up my tablet, with the picture of Robert Taylor, and concentrated
my gaze on it. Why couldn’t Alvin have a head like that, instead
of those ungainly bumps? Robert Taylor.... A fly lit on my leg;
I brushed it off. Robert Taylor....Bob.

A rumbling squeak like the death struggles of a locomotive
broke out in front of me. It was Alvin. ”Gimme yer English
paper,” he said. ”No” I told him. “Keep it then.” | stuck him
idly with my pencil, and his shirt flapped like a pup-tent in a
gale, but he said nothing.

Wonderful weather. Beautiful. But lonely.

| picked up the piece of paper that had fallen beside my
desk. "We’re going to play games at my howse tonight. A.” it
said. You spelled house wrong, Alvin, | thought. ”No”, I replied.

It’s hard for a woman to be alone in the spring, | thought.

A cricket made a mournful buzzing outside. AIll at once, the notes
of the birds were too loud, and there were too many buttercups on
the hill. Robert Taylor continued to gaze at me lushfully. Bob,
| said, you’re too far away. It’s lonely for woften in the spring.
| folded the cover of the tablet gently, and put it back in my
desk. The clock was still ticking away. | looked at the back of
Alvin, and the knobs of his head had smoothed themselves away

into the surface of an egg. The tepee of his hair had collapsed
itself into glowing foMs, and it was the color of buttercups.

I saw spring too.
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THE HOUSE ACROSS THE STREET
Lee Atkinson

It sounds strange to say houses have personalities, but they
do* It is not hard to tell what kind of people live in a house.
There are ever so many clues that are noticeable, even from the
outside* The houses in our block are pretty much alike, with the
exception of one. This one is of dark red brick, and is three
stories high. It has undoubtedly led a stranger existence than
any of the others on our street. For a great many years, this
house was owned by an old man and his wife. No one can quite
remember whether or not there were any children in the.family*
There was a rumor about the neighborhood that Mrs* Smith was crazy,
but we later found out that she had a tumor on the brain and was
just a little queer* She wasn’t violent, but she did do peculiar
things such as hanging the newspaper on the line to air it out*

After the death of her husband, we sort of wondered what
would become of Mrs. Smith* We rarely saw her—the only person
who did was her next door' neighbor, Mrs. Burns, She used to go
over to see if Mrs, Smith was all right. They had a system where- -
by Mrs. Smith raised a certain curtain every morning to show the
Burns’ everything was as it should be.

The house gave a feeling of living death, even at mid-day;

a?d | used to suffer a slight case of shivers every time | passed
it.

Then one day, quite without warning, the house bustled with
activity. The moving van came, moved out a few piecds of heavy
old furniture and almost before we knew it , the Boys’ Co-op was
installed in the red brick house on the corner. For the first time
in what seemed eons, the house throbbed with activity. It was
as it should be. Spring was in the offing and everyone began
sitting on front porches at hooir to chat while waiting for the
mailman. For the first time in the eight years | had lived in the
neighborhood, | stepped out of the front door on my way to school
and heard, ”Where the h are my socks. Who got the laundry and
what happened to my shirt?” Our neighborhood has always been
quiet, so I w”s quite surprised on returning home one evening, to
%'Iaonée in the window md behold a jive session in full swine at

The days were much happier. While all my grade school and
high school days, | used to loath having to go to the store at
&oon, | now looked forward to it as one of the highlights of my day.
It is surprising how | always managed to step out the door at the
exact moment one of the boys came barrelling out the front door
of the Co-op house on his way to the store to pick up a loaf of
broad for Ma Tucker, their housemother and cook, whom they all
adored. Tre same thing happened when | walked by in the evening
on my way to the drug store to mil a letter and have a coke.



17

My live was complete* It was such fun to call across the
street to the fellows playing ball* They were there every Saturday
morning when | went out tosweep our front porch.

It wasnft long till I could call all the fellows by name,
and since my little sister was a particular pet of theirs, we gat
in on all the gossip*. W always'knew whose parents were coming
for the weekend , and whose girl had been jilted most recently*

On Sunday morning | usually had company walking to church,
and anyone knows a cup of coffee on the front porch afterwards
helps to start the day out right*

Things were rolling along beautifully, but it seems as though
there is a lot of truth in the old adage, "You can*t have your
cake and eat it," for one day, we heard the sad news. Fifteen
fellows from the house were to go into the Army, all on the same
day* There was sadness everywhere that day. Then it was only a
few weeks till the house was closed for the summer—for the dur-
ation, as there weren't enough boys to make a go of it anymore*

A few \*eeks after school closed, Ma Tucker was at the house
getting a few things which she wanted. She called me over to help
her carry some boxes out to her car* As | went into the house, |
saw at a glance something that will live in my memory a long, long
time* | saw home—a ho#e for boys* A piano was in the corner,
and comfortable looking furniture filled the rest of the room*
Everything was to be used—nothing was merely ornamental. The
house had been lived in, as only boys could live there. There were
rings on varnished surfaces where glasses had been carelessly set*
The burned places on the edges of tables spoke of long nights
before finals when cigarettes helped a boy to stay awake. Even
the dark spots on the wall around the table, head-high showed there
had been slaves to the bottle—of Vitalis or Kremel. The wood
work was chipped as in any other house, yet | knew it was skiis
and skates that had done it.

These little things taken alone were worthless, yet together
they meant youth and manhood that had stopped their college careers
which were training themfor the things each wanted to make his
life's work, to fight a war so that each might rear his children
in a world free from all the horrors of war.

As | sat at home thinking over these things, | began to
feel how little T am doing toward this great cause, and | vowed
then and there, to change my ways and do all I can to bring back

the lovely days | once knew* The only thing | ask is that | may
once again call across the street to ask who is winning in the game
I(\)/Bmlgall, and whether or not Earl's box of cookies arrived from his



18

TO THINE OuNSELF
Jean Gordon

I went out to pick up the morning paper where it had fallen

on the top step. Idly, 1 unfolded it and glanced at the head-
lines. His picture was there on the front page and his name
v/fas headlined in full, black letters. | handed the paper'to
Father.

"He did do something after all,” Father mused. "Odd, to

thinn of Matt Torkey Torkey dying on Bataan. He never seemed
the type to me."”

a wave of bitterness struck me and | turned blindly out into
the morning sun, with the years crowding back into every corner of
the yard, the picket fence --nd our narrow little street. And the
years crowded back and | could hear the river rushing and a boy’s
voice, "If | have to die to do it, Marylou, I will be true to my-
self and you."

"Could it have been different,”” I wondered. "Could he have
died better, with happiness and a little quarter of the life he
fought for? Could | have made it different or Father or Mother?
Lnd. the years came back like colored slices in an old fashioned
stereoscope, when we lived just across the street from the Torkeyuis.

I was sitting on the grass in front of the house when the
truck rolled by. It was a riot of color, children and variegated
animals. There was a little boy, about my age, brown-haired and
dressed in faded overalls perched exactly on the peak of two
mattresses, pointing like tentpoles from the floor of the truck.

_ "It’s our new neighbors, Mother,” | cried, "And they’ve got a
little boy, just my age, to play with.” 1

"Mother came to the door and looked out. And then was when it
began, for | saw her mouth turn thinner and her eyes grow dark.

"What does Mrs. Little mean?” she said, "Letting a dirty bunch
0f-—-m-- sharecroppers move in there? A fine mess this’ll be with
uirty kids and cogs overrunning our lawn."

But they looked beautiful to me, from the stooped, grayhaired
grandfather to the littlest baby ~— The most wonderful things they
nad in the truck! A baby sheep” a funny old clock, with gold lion g

2?1?1(1?1 oh the sides, patchwork quilts and even a big wooden butter

| sat just inside our fence anc watched them carry things into

the house. The little boy with the brown hair came over and leaned
against the white pickets.
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ityou live over there?” he asked, waving his h”ne towarc". our
house.

»*Yes," | answered and scuffled in the dirt with my fingers,

"My name’s Matt, ghat’s yours?"
"Marylou. Marylou Jordan.”

"Our name*s Torkey. Torkeyls Hungarian. My old-man came all
the way from Hungary."

It was like seeing Alice in Wonderland ana the Mad March Hare
come creeping out from the book. Hungary was like Heaven, so far
away that you could just imagine it, but wonderful and excising all
at once.

"How'd he get here?"” 1| asked.
"Came on a boat,” Matt replied. "Took him 20 days to cross
the ocean.”

After that it was pure magic, the attraction that drew me over
to the Torkey*s to stand shyly by the door and watch, fascinated.
I liked to sit quietly and listen to the older Torkey*s talk to one
another. They spoke Hungarian always unless there was an older out-
sider there. Mrs. Torkey took the two round black lids off the
cookstove and put iron pots there to rei1 just above the flames*
Some of the most delicious things she cooked in theml A kind of
a pastry, rolled up with little black poppy seeds she called "kol-
ache™ or a meat dish with ground up ham and sort of rich noodles.
And clean*. Everything was spotless, but of course, | couldn’t tell
Mother that. She thought all foreigners were dirty. | would sit
and marvel and forget the time when suddenly | would hear,

"Marylou. Marylou. You come home this instant.”

I would creep home and go into the back door, thinking perhaps
I could sneak up to my room without Mother and Father seeing me.
But they always knew.

Mother Would begin. "Marylou, if you don’t quit going over

to t .ose dirty foreigners, 1’Il spank you within an inch of your
life. Now, I mean it!"

And Father would say, "How many times do | have to tell you
to stay away from there? "7«hat will people think? | will not have
my daughter associating with people like that. £ wvii1 not have it
We have a position to maintain in this town."

I wish that | had been older and wiser and perhaps much braver
and, instead of wiping away furtive tears, | had stamped my foot
and told Mother and Father that | didn’t care what people thought.
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I wish that | had explained to them what the Torkeys really were

like, not dirty foreigners, but good, kind people, far better than
they themselves, perhaps. But | only cried.

So the summer waned and September came. Matt and | were in
the same gr~de, the sixth, .nd in the mornings, | would wait until
| saw him come out of his house, then | would run up the block and
meet him just beyond the turn. Everyone liked Matt at school. He
was best in football and was the baseball pitcher too'. It was won-
derful, to have Matt for a friend. At night he would wait for me
and carry my books home. Often | grew bold and would let him~walk
with me all the way up to the door. Sometimes it would go unnoticed

but more often | would hear about it when Father came home from
work.

"I canTt understand you,"” he would shout. "What is it you
see in him? Why can’t you walk home with the little Evans girl?
It’s about time you began making some real friends, Marylou.
You’ll be in high school soon.”

I would sit there, with my eyes downcast, wanting to scream
and shout, "But Father, | have a real friend. The best friend 1 Tve
ever had." Yet | would sit quietly, waiting for the flood to cease
so I could steal down the block and watch Matt play baseball with
the other boys in the vacant lot.

We were both in high school soon, in such a short time it
seemed. So many new things to do, algebra, home economics, manual
training, and finally the play.

We all tried out for the play, everyone in the Freshman class.
Miss Adams gave me the heroine’s part to read and | read it well, |1

know, loudly and clearly. And Matt read the hero’s part. | was so
proud of him when | listened. It was his part. Not any other boy
in the class could do it so well as he. | let him carry my books

home that night, all the way.

"You’ll be the hero and |’lIl be the heroine, Matt. Oh, if
we’re not, I’Il just die’

But Matt had wisdom beyond his years.

"Don’t hope too hard, Marylou. So many things can happen.
I know you’ll be the heroine, you just have to be, but I don’t know
about me—a lot of other guys might get that part.”

I didn’t know then, how things worked. For it was Henry
Beech, the banker’s son who got the part of the hero, for Miss
Adams was wise, too. Mr. Beech was on the school board.

We walked home together again that night but more slowly.
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either. | donTt care about it anyway.” It was a big decision.

"Of course you’ll be in the play, Marylou. Irll come and clap
louder than anyone else.”

I looked at him suddenly and saw him with full perception. He
was growing tall and handsome and | felt a sudden pride and aware-
ness of him surge into my heart.

So | was the heroine and Matt came and clapped. The whole
Torkey family came and sat in the front row and | played the part -
just for them and for him. Mother and Father were very proud of me.
They waited for me when the play was over and Father, with unac-
customed tenderness, put an arm about my shoulder.

"It was fine, Marylou. Nov;, let’s go home. You’re probably
all tired out.”

"Why don’t you and Mother go home, Father,” I said. "I have to
get my things together and see Miss Adams."”

So | watched them go out the door and waited for Matt. He
didn’t say a word to me, he didn’t need to. The night was soft and’
dark and permeated with the fresh, tangy smell of spring. We
walked down the street, matching our steps, and wordlessly turned
off onto the river road. The river was black, lit only by soft
blobs of light where the waves came up to strike the moon. W sat
down upon the bank and watched the water, feeling the current flow-
ing through us. Matt lay down and put his head in my lap. | ran
my fingers through his hair, twisting the curls round and round,
feeling the warmth of his head on my hands.

Matt spoke from a depth. "Marylou?’

"Yes?”

"You Know what | like about you?

"No, what?”

”1 like you ’cause you’re honest. | know you’re honest when |
see your eyes. That’s what | like best in people, honesty.”

”Do you, Matt?"

be 1 "Marylou, did you ever hear that quotation, ’To thine ownself
e true.’?

"I don’t think so.”
"Well, that’s what | want to do. | want to be true to every-

thing. if x believe in something, then 1’1l never kid myself. 1’1l
die to do it, Marylou, I’Il be true to myself and to you.”
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"That’s wonderful, Matt,” | said, and repeated, ”’To chine own-
self be true.” Matt, let’s seal it, | mean you and |, no matter
what happens or wherever we are, will be true to true to each other,
ourselves and---—-- oh, everything!”

He put an arm about my shoulders awkwardly and kissed- me tend-
erly. His lips were warm anc shy beneath my own and then he cradled
me against his shoulder and breathed into my ear, “Forever and * .
ever.”

‘& walked home with the world at our feet. But happiness, |
g#ess, must be spiced with sorrow, for Father saw Matt leave me at
the gatee

o ;Marylou. Get in here this instant. Do you realize what time
it 1s?”

"My, Father.”

"1t’s nearly midnight. What will the neighbors think?” And
the old refrain. “How many times must | tell you, Marylou. You
can’ ¥ go around with people like the Torkeys and expect to amount to
anything. £ will not have it, a daughter of mine running around
with common white trash. | WILL NOT HAVE IT!!” And his voice rose

to a shout while | crept up to bed, with the night broken to ragged
pieces at my feet.

But for three years it was forever and forever. | was Matt’s
girl just the same. We fought for each other and breathed the same
air in every word, touch, pledged eternal fidelity. Sometimes, in

school, v.hen we knew everyone else was wrong, we would argue and
argue and never give in and then | would look across to Matt and
his lips seemed to say, ”To thine ownself-—” It was our pass word.

Then it was 1941 and we were seventeen, and seniors in high-
school. And Johnny Wynne moved to town. Johnny was tall, with
light wavy hair, older than the rest of us, nearly nineteen. His
father was the new editor of the paper, a fat, pompous man who took
over the town, just as Johnny took over the high school. Johnny
-as in my English IV class and sat on my left side while Matt sat
on my right. Johnny was bold and his dark eyes, when he looked at
you, made little curls go up and down your spine. Then, in Febru-
ary, he asked me to the Senior Ball. | was very proud, any girl in

the Senior Class would have died to go to the Senior Ball with
Johnny V/ynne, but there was Matt--—----—

| told Mother about it that night in an off-hand way. Usually
| never mentioned anything like that, but this was something to
brag about, like other girls did,

"Mother------ Johnny Tynne asked me to the Senior Ball.”
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"Johnny Wynne asked you to—-« Well." She was very pleased*
"I guess this calls for a new dress, doesn’t it. Your father will
be pleased to hear this."

"Mother, |I’m not going with him."

"You’re not going with him." She was incredulous. "You must
be crazy, Why on earth not?"

| wished that | had not mentioned it, for when Father came home
that night, it all began again.

"How many times must | tell you, M”rylou. You’re almost eight-
een. You’ve got to start getting out and meeting better people.
How do you think you can get ahead associating with that Torkey
trash? | will not have it, | tell you, I JUST WILL NOT HAVE IT! I"

So | went to the Senior Ball with Johhny Wynne, feeling, in
spite of myself, elation in his prestige and envy of the other girls.
We went with Bob Randall and Marian Evans and my father’s joy knew
no bounds. Johnny had his father’s car, a sleek Packard, and as
we went past the Torkey*s, | put my hand to the side of my face,
thinking that Matt might not see, for | had a lump in my throat as
we went by.

It began then, for the next week | went with Johnny to a party
at the Randall’s.

"At last she’s getting some sense,” | heard Father say. "May-
be we’ve put an end to this kiddish .nonsense.”

And then one night when | was coming home from school, I found
Matt waiting for me. 1 could not meet his eyes. We walked along

the street, matching our steps, and for the first time, the silence
was dark and confusing.

"l thought you would tell me at least, Marylou,” he began.
"Tell you what7® dishonest with Matt for the first time.
"Are you going out with Wynne again tonight?"

"Yes, but Matt-----you see, it’s Father. It isn’t that I--—- 7

I had to stop for I felt his eyes upon my face.

His face was dark with pain. "I thought you meant it, Mary-
lou. If we were honest about it, and said,---- well, told me about
it, I wouldn’t mind. You’re not being true to yourself when you go

out with Johnny Wynne. You’re going out with him because his
dad’s important.”"" His voice broke, "You didn’t seem like your
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Father to me."

He turned and left me, walking swiftly, and | watched his fi-
gure go, all alone, through the ramshackle gate to his. house.

Matt was true though, and Matt had courage for he went to col-
lege with the rest of us that fall. W saw him sometimes at the
"Campus Corner” when we would stop for a shake or something after a
dance, washing dishes, wiping the counters and sweeping the floor,
for Mattfs education was his alone, he was earning it the hard way.
Often | longed to go into the "Corner"™ and sit at the counter and
talk to him, but | was too busy with dates and parties and dances
to find the time.

Then it was December and Sunday and war, when everything got
all scrambles up and confusing. The next day, | found the time to
go down to the Corner and talk to Matt. He was polishing glasses
at the counter.

He wasted no time in preamble. "1 Tmn leaving tomorrow, Mary-
lou,” he said, "ITnenlisting."
"Don’t do it, Matt,'1 | cried. "Wait and see, You’re going to

college. Let someone else be first."

"Do you think that gives me a lease on life?" he said. "I
1gouldn’t stay here, knowing that someone else was fighting my battle
or me.”

I knew that he was still true, to himself and to that which he
believed, so | walked out of the shop, knowing that the gulf was
too great to bridge in so short a tine. | knew how wrong | was and

how right he was, and | walked back to the dormitory with tears
running down my face, for Matt, who was so good and had so little,
and for myself, who was so wrong and bigoted and shallow.

’*' NN NN N N NNAN 8\

I went back into the house. Father was still at the table,

combing the paper. A red flame of hate rose in me and | tore the
paper from him and crushed it on the floor.

"That’s for all the people like you,” | cried, "that make
people like me, and sit and dictate like God in a high chair. |
wish you were out there, right where he is now.”

His face was gray and frightened and uncomprehending and |
stumbled from the room, knowing he would never understand, ever.
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MIDWEST TORNADO
Mardie Mitchell
That day the air was heavy and oppressive.

In the heat of mid-afternoon, my Grandmother stood looking out
of the spacious farmhouse window, wiping her flour dusted hands on
her faded apron. The lines in her forehead were creased deeper and
she was worried.

1 don’t like that sky.”

My Mother kept talking about ordinary things and not noticing.
| know now that she didn’t want my sister and me to feel the fore-
boding fear she felt.

The sky kept getting blacker and something kept shifting. Out-
side there was no noise--just the little breeze, hot and slow. It
rippled the fields of wheat, so golden just before the harvest. The
sky was getting blacker until the sun was nearly shut out. With the
going of the sun our hearts fell.

My Dad sensed it too, and in a short while he had the cattle,
upon which we were so dependent, brought to safety; from what exact-
ly we could only wait and wonder. Determined to go on as usual,
Mother called us to the table. | remember Dad getting up to look
out the window. The rest of us watched him as if he could turn to
us and say it was all right.

He did turn but he said, "We’ll all stay down stairs for awhile.
Something is coming.” Remembering my sister and me, he grinned and
said, ”"Probably just one of those sand storms in a hurry.”

Rain began to fall; not a sweet, peaceful rain that only a dry-
land farmer can appreciate, but tiny, uncompromising drops/ The
wind increased, and whipped the old shutters on the house. The trees
in the yard beat in the wind, and the red gate in the drive slammed
ns if in emphasis.

We had already noticed the racing but deliberate funnel swirl-
ing, sweeping, coming closer to the earth in it’s fury. The cellar

dug back into the hill, was our refuge, while we waited for it to ~
come and pass. | don’t remember very much about it while we were

in the dampness of the cellar. | have no idea how long we stayed

in there. It seemed long.

Fortunately we escaped the full velocity of the tornado, being
outside of its path. The trees lost small branches, the wheat
bowed before the vind, the roof was robbed of some of it’s covering
shingles, but it was better than we had hoped for.

The next morning, with the roan and a lead line, my Father rode
to the next farm, a distance of not more than two miles. He cleared
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the road of obstructions left behind in the wake of the storm, as he
went along. The big Swede was surveying the damage done when my
Fatner rode up. The Swede, with his continual placid, unruffled
facial expression grunted in greeting.

"Big wind.¥
The two repaired the damage on both properties.

Different people called from town, not much more than a small
settlement about four miles distant, and said that everything was
in pretty bad condition. Anxious for our friends and our house
which we kept furnished in town, we went in that afternoon. Desola-
tion met us; everything was crazily tipped and slanted with the in-
congruity of modern art. The rain had come with fury and half of
the town was flooded. Basements were full, and pumps were working
constantly. We rode up the street and the car lurched and bumped
on the road. The top dirt had been blown and washed off leaving the
gravel. As we passed the barber shop we saw Mr. Heflin’s neck ties
twisted tightly around the barber pole. Mr. Heflin had his leg
broken. The velocity of the wind pushed the walls of his house in-
ward, and he was unable to get the door open and get out.

We turned off Main Street and reached our house. | felt kind
of sick. The young trees set in tv/o summers ago were broken off a
few inches from the ground. The grass hadn’t been mowed all summer
and it was matted and ugly. The board walk looked like a partially
disassembled marimba, the picket fence that | used to walk zig-
zagged like a limp string.

The house itself was without a roof and the rain had warped the
foundation and damaged the furnishings, Ily Mother had a collection
of fine records and above all | hated to see them ruined. She has
never built up the collection again.

There were no casualties, but many people whom we knew well
were hurt, several seriously. One girl was lifted and thrown over
xne bracks. Her hip was broken and today she has a slight limp.

Many people were struck worse than we, and propert ained b
long years of hard work was demolished. The towﬁ hgs n}évgr for- y
gotten that day in August.
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STEINBECK WAS RIGHT
May Johnson

Three weeks of my summer vacation were gone when | landed at
my unclefs place, a little four-by-four farm'in the Hood River Val-
ley in Oregon, The valley is a fertile strip of land starting at
the foot of Mount Hood and going northward until it meets the Col-
umbia River. The soil and climate are’very suitable for apples
cherries, and all sor.ts of berries, which explained the canning and
packing factories that were scattered over the countryside.

After the nOVGlty df the first few days wore 0ff1 | was |00king
for something to keep me busy. | was at the age when pin money was
my most important nee, so my cousin, Jim syggested that | go with
him early the next morning.

sorted off early all right! It was about four a.m. when I
was hauled out of bed. The sun was just over the eastern horizon
wnen Jim and | reached a strawberry patch. We turned in at a gate
and went for several blocks until we reached an open shed. Jim
picked up a couple of wooden boxes th-ut looked like baskets. He

formed the man in the shed that | was going to work, and then off
we ;>ent. . 9

iiYle fpl's strawberries were planted so there would be two
J "3 t0?*ker and tiien a space wide enough for a person to kneel

. then 5*° more rows* _A picker would kneel down between the
Qoubie rows and pick the berries from the plants on both sides of

f 1 Pushing the wooden basket in front. This seemed like a snap
on thi f° 1 yent to ™rk with the thought of easy money. The bottom

on the lug was covered in no time. In fact, it didn’t seem long un-
U tne lug was full and heaped up just as | had been told to do
100* w fuil iuS an< gave me another empty. He was back

T?Enr-« handw P% cargboard ,slip that had IOtf printed on it.

ing the next 1 a T.Osay anything so | started fill-

Soon my knees v.ere getting sore and every time | went ahead a

g?ii: it felt as though the skin was off. My back ached from bending
SUn I'a? getting very warm-in fact, almost hot, and my

lu£8»n : s™ained .and scratched from the vin t s my.third
Jyug gn }GWas belgnlnnlng to tmnk I womd nev\é} |SII It Y/Vvﬁen ¥|m|

came over and saild it was time to eat.

thon H°T®-made bread sandwiches never tasted as good as they did
«Jim and 1 ate Jnder the shade of a Bing cherry tree by a
N N I - . )
Ty AEC " Y SoAPUCN Bote 1Rt 1 She R e "rfe 10K TG e

ate dinnwfh speed* informed me that some of the pickers fever
thL 01 because they either didn’t have anything to eat or else
they thought they needed the money worse.

Behind the row of sheds where the empty lugs and crates \yere
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kept was a row of little shacks. By each shack was parked some Kkind
of a car. AIll of the cars looked like some thing the college Kkids
had given up. Some of the cars were packed as if the owners were
moving. Jiv. confirmed my suspicions. Almost all of the labor was
migratory, the laborers who came and went with the berry season, the
people who left Oregon berries to go to the Washington hop fields,
and then back to Oregon for the walnut harvest.

While Jim and | still sat there resting the others tramped back
into the fields. | then noticed the' variety of pickers. One an
old man in faded blue overalls. Another a pregnant woman , followed
by three small, bare-footed children each carrying a lug. There
were a few more school kids from the neighborhood, but they certain-
ly could be distinguished. They had on shoes. Most of the migra-
tory workers were barefooted. Some of the women had burlap wrapped
around their feet. The women had on only one piece of clothing, a
dirty dress. The children had on a few clothes unless they were
under five and most of the ones too small to work were naked.

Here was a group of Americans living six and eight to a one-
room shack. They were working for practically nothing. (The pink
slip had meant | had earned 10# for picking ten pounds of berries!)
They were uneducated. Their children didnll know what a home was,-
and probably never would. Most of them looked unhealthy.

I wondered then if something couldn’t be done and | am still
wondering.

jfesfC 5fc5(c:f: >E5)c

SPRING POND IN THE PASTURE

Some things of land no deed of gift imparts,
No acres bred to profit bring: such this pond.
This transient trespasser that says what season
Covers now the beggar earth; lines out

Each twelvemonth in the pasture lot

This melted chemistry of water, ice-made once,
Snow-compounded deep in winds of winter,
Relaxed and native now, a natural element
Assessed on doubtful ledgers of the mind,

As color, texture, feel of spring.

And finding this .
Each year a man needs more than calendar,
More than one loud clock against this night,
To once again acquaint his way with ends,
With mirrored here all roundness of the earth.
Beginnings that are never shut of sky
But wrap around the days this blue element,
Not sample, fragment lost, but all in all
Itself enough of world and melting time.

John Moore
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TWENTY-FIFTH MISSION
Frances Coverdale

He had to remember what had been told him. He had been given
instructions regarding almost any situation he might encounter. It
was cold lying there on the ground—cold, damp, and dark. * Tonight
there wasn’t even a moon. He felt feverish and his thoughts were
not clear. He had to remember the major’s instructions. His head
began to throb and his tired senses seemed to take him back to the’
base. The major was giving final instructions. He seemed to be
hearing the advice regarding landing in Germany. But this wasn’t
Germany. He was sure of that. On being forced down there the thing
to do was to lie in the woods several days, no matter how badly you
needed food or medical care and to be sure to bury your parachute.
After three or four days you were to be on the alert for someone who
would aid you. ”Never approach more than one person. Always be
sure he is alone.” Those were the major’s exact words. |If you
found yourself amon”™ enemies it would not be as hard to eliminate a
single person as it would several. With several there would be
little chance of escape. In conquered countries there were people .
who went for walks at night alone. “Always let the other person
make the first move. Wait for a sign to show he is friendly.”

That too was the major. Sometimes it wasn’t much of a sign; some-
times only a nod or a smile. It might be several days before help
came. Usually in the darkness someone would steal up and leave a

parcel of food and clothes.

He had better quit thinking of his instructions regarding Ger-
many. This was France. People here were friends. That is, most
of them. He would find safety. He would soon be back in England.
Why not? Hadn’t he talked with many flyers who had walked out of
France? One night in a pub in London he had struck up a conversa-
tion with an R. A. F. pilot who had walked out of Germany unde-
tected. Of course that was before the continuous bombing of Germany
had begun. In those days some of the German people had even helped
American and English flyers escape. It was being said now that the
German army had to give English and American flyers who had been
shot down in Germany, guns to protect themselves from the mobs. Be-
fore the people felt they htd no fight with the enemy. It was their

leader’s doing. But now their homes were being bombed and they had
blood in their eyes.

His head was reeling again. Vhy was it that his aind kept
wandering, making him remember things he had promised himself he

would never again think of. Now he was remembering Bill. He
didn’t want to remember Bill. Bill was his pal. Hadn’t they
trained together in the states? Hadn't he stood up for Bill and

bis girl when they were married a couple of days before they went
overseas? Thoughts of his friendship with Bill had to be avoided
till he could forget that Bill was dead. Now that he had let his
E-ind admit it it startled him. After the first realization of



Bill’s death he had closed his mind and tried to forget. The only ;
thing to do was to forget. What good would remembering do? Just
when you thought you had pushed something that hurt out of your

mind your brain would play tricks on you and make you remember as he
was doing now. He was going to remember and he didn’t want to. His
mind was deceiving him; catching him when he couldn’t help himself
and taking him back. It was the 24th mission. The one he had been
on today or whenever it was he had been dropped here was'his 25th,
his last, when you were almost ready to go home, and then to get it.
He had been given a rest between his 24th and 25th. They thought
they were helping him settle his nerves but he wanted desperately to
complete his 25th and get home again.

He was back in England again. It was the day of the 24th
mission. There was Bill, quiet and serious, smiling encouragement
at him. They had all had a restless night. As before all missions
they had written home. They didn’t say, 7”1 am going to fly tomorrow.
| may never write or see you aguin.” Instead they joked about the
food and the country and told them b”ck home that before long they
would be leaving ”"this floating bog” and coming home. They had
hurried to mail them because they knew if they should not return the
others would destroy their letters in an effort to save the folks.at
home further pain. They had st .rted to lo .d the bombs. Always be-
fore, you kept hoping the weather would be too foggy to fly but
once they started loading the bombs you knew nothing would prevent
their flying. It wasn’t that they feared death. They weren’t
afraid to die. They were afraid they would never go home again. It
was the constant fear' in the back of their minds that you would
never again see the people back home or the town in which they had .

lived. He hoped that Bill hadn’t felt that way before he died butv
he knew that he had.

They were in the plane now adjusting their heated flying suits.
It would be cold up there. Last mission the thermometer had re-

gistered 70° below zero. It had gotten so cold that his hands had
seemed to freeze stiff and he could hardly bend his fingers to oper-
ate the radio. He was reliving it all. They had dropped the bombs

on the target and were coming back. They couldn’t seem to shake the
German fighters that were tailing them. When they were almost sure
they were rid of them, there had been a sudden burst of machine gun

fire. It was that burst that had wounded Bill. He was again bend-
ing over him, forgetting the deafening roar of guns, forgetting the
icy cold, forgetting everything but Bill lying there on the floor

of the plane smiling that slow grin while blood trickled out the
side of his mouth. He seemed to be trying to tell him something

but the words wouldn’t come. With glazed eyes he stared unbeliev-.
ingly as the smile faded from the young face and the hand which had
gripped his own almost desperately fell to his side. His first emo-
tion had been anger. He had seen men die before but this was dif-
ferent. It was then he had closed his mind to everything but the
present and until now had not allowed his thoughts to return.

He must be growing more aelerious. It seemed as if the soli-
tary wanderer he was to watch for was coming toward him. He could



see him plainly now. He was coming closer. Coming to lead him back
to England and eventually back home again. He wasnft going to die
alone after all. He waited for the customary first move from the
approaching figure. As it drew near the sign was given by a slow,
easy grin from the same face he had tried to forget,

ﬂe*****stcs‘fc****sjc**

SPIKE -

Although | know he’s gone—he’s gone
| feel his spirit lingers on

here by the river.

Could he forsake the spot

we loved so well. -

the deep hole

where he dropped the salmon flies
and watched alert, muscles tight
anxious, waiting for a strike?

The willows here still hold

the echoes of his shouts -

the excited tumult when pole bent low
guivering in spasms as deep below

the water, white swirls of anger

told us that we’d claim

a prize in silver.

Could he forget the quiet hush

of evening? The gentle rush

of wings over head?

The smell of yesterday’s camp fires
hanging pungent on the twilight air?

Ours was a fire of birch and pine;
coffee black as night and strong as musk
was our delight;

and in the dusk

from plates of tin

we scooped with greed brown beans,

and ate as kings

thick bread with coated margarine.

Now, tho there’s one shadow only in the water,
I know that | am not alone;

What matter where the body?

The soul shall claim its own.

And so we stand together

While river water flows,

And Spike and | fish silently

Where the diamond willow grows.

Helen McDonald
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THE LAMENTS OF A GaDGETER

Carlin Olson

That man over there—the one walking slowly along--is one of
the effects of the war on the poor civilian population. Notice how,
when he fishes for change, he brings out two lock-washers, a screw,
and a new style picture hook? Notice how, when he drags out his
handkerchief, he drags with it a grayed bit of extension card,
mutters to himself and stuffs it back? Search that man and youlll
find countless other bits of evidence, to prove that this man is
no longer an average citizen, but a man of all trades, a gadget fix-
er, a temporary plumber, electrician and mechanic, all in one. No

longer can a man have one profession and get by. Those days are
gone forever.

Life in the cities, these days, is a concoction of different
types of trouble* The dispatches from this front don’t read at all

like those from overseas* In the Pacific and Europe its: "Allies e
Make New Gains.At home it’s: "Man Bites Off Doorknob When Latch
Refuses to Work*" If it isn’t a latch, it’s something else which -

the wife wants fixed pronto. Yes, life is a concoction of trouble,

ration trouble, man-power trouble, boy-power trouble and just
trouble in general.

In the department of "Repairs and Gadgetry,” all house-holders
are supposed to be-pretty well supplied. Well, a small majority al-
ways were! They loved it* Even iIn the city they jangled with
different kinds of hardware as they walked* That was all right with
the rest of us. We could take our house-hold tools and tasks, or
leave them. But now under the pinch of war* we are not so fortunate*
All of us wear the badges of one great fraternity, a bondage on one
hand and skinned knuckles on the other. In the city, too* no one
escapes this modern curse* We all have bent nails and tacks in with
our change. They are left over from the night before when the iron-
ing board collapsed in the middle of a shirt.

Don’t get the idea that these people are objecting. They are
getting a liberal education and they know it-. For instance, take
the sewing machine. It doesn’t help "un-stick” the bobbim to take
the treadle off first. There is a wonderful field of research.

What all these problems come down to, is the shortage of man-
power. Gone from our midst are the clever and hearty young men who
used to come around to the house and fix everything in a flash, from
the vaccum cleaner that "made funny noises” to the leak in the
garage roof* The repairmen that are still with us, have a long tale
of woe, and are usually ready to give lengthy descriptions of it.

one on the phone (if possible) and tell him that there is water

in the cellar, or that the oil burner is smoking and he will make
you feel positively cheerful. "Think of the people over on West
Copper Street,” he says. "Their plumbing has been torn up for two

uays and there is no cure in sight. Think of those people who live
in the apartment house on the boulevard, whose water tank exploded
and flooded down three floors*"
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The woman's part in this picture is no easier than her hus-
band's. She has to put an "interesting sounding” dish of corn and
tomatoes before a family, snarling for red meat. She has to ex-
plain about the shoe ration stamps to her daughter, several times a
week, telling her that they haven't been unrationed, yet. She has
to make a good book pass as a birthday present for Junior., instead
of those copper gadgets he wanted for. his electric train.

She has to get the sauce-pans clean with only elbow-grease, for
there are no scourers on the market. She has to keep the laundry
by elaborate time tables and has to find something the dog will eat.
Anc(JIj she has to listen to the man of the house grumbling about his
gadgets.

Perhaps the best way to summarize the whole problem, would be
in a huge mural, with lots of different panels. There could be one
called, "Man With His Head In Furnace, Examining a Jammed Grate."
Another panel could be called, "™ n Cutting a P«ne of Glass For the
First Time in His Life,” or "Man Told at 9:30 p.m. That Son Has the
Coaster Brake Apart in His Bicycle and Can Dad Fix 1It, So Son Can-
Ride to School in the Morning?”

A building about the size of the Empire State Building could
house this record, so that in 1970, when we take our families to see
the sights, we can make everything clear. When a little tot asks
us: "And what did you do in the World War Il, Grandma and Grandpa?"
we can point to the murals and say: "You look, Bub; | can't bear
the thought of it."

Spring ain't the same this vyear
Now that the boys are gone;
No one to whistle after
Our step upon the lawn;
No one to dress up for
In a voile summer gown*
Only meadow larks ' whistle
Follows us as we walk
Up avenues of maple
Intruding in our quiet talk.
No one left to admire
A girl and her voile summer frock.

Helen McDonald
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TIE |[MP
Flora Mae Bellefleur

The logging road that we followed twisted dangerously around
the steep mountainside. Deep chuck holes and rocks kept up going
at a snail’s pace. The view from high up in the mountains'.was
magnificent; across the wide gorge cars were speeding along the
oiled highway which in the distance looked like a chalk, mark
through’ the vareigated greens of second growth timber. On our
our side of the valley the scenery had an entirely different as-
pect, Huge tree”butts, upturned stumps, and dried branches
littered the grassy slopes. Among the grotesque remains of
majestic trees were piles of sod, rocks and brush pushed aside
by a bulldozer to make skid roads.

Suddenly, the road turned and we found ourselves in a compara-
tively flat hollow which was the camp site. In the electring were
five bunk houses, the shop, and cook house all on log runners
which gave them the air of impermanence. There were also three
log cabins, a reminder of a forgotten homestead. The decayed
roof poles of these ole* cabins had caved in, the doors sagged on
their hinges, and inside dried spruce boughs v/ere left heaped
on crude slab bunks by hunters who had camped there in the not too
distant past.

We had arrived at the camp before noon, and it was deserted;
so after a hurried inspection of all the buildings | occupied
myself by learning the art of setting a table in camp fashion.
After my feeble attempts at ringing the dinner gong the men filed
in silently, their hobnailed boots cutting tiny holes in the rough
floor. They sat down at their designated- places and concerned
themselves with the business of eating. They were a strange
looking lot in their coarse clothing with heads bent down tlose
to their plates, eating rapidly. Finished, they walked lazily

back to the bunkhouses smoking their noontime cigarettes. In a
few minutes the owner announced that they were re~dy to start,
still clutching a piece of lemon pie, managed to get on

the tie truck before 1t left

The road was even worse than the other but the scenery was
fcorth the ride. W passed a spring that was bubbling up at the
edge of the road and had made the ground so soft it was necess-
ary to put in several rods of corduroy road. Further up the
mountain we came to an open space that was an old rock slide but
vhich now was a lovely natural rock garden. Growing among the
rocks were lacy mosses, oregon grapes, kin-ni-kin-nick, and short
pink and white flo ers. The multi-colored rocks, still wet from
a recent rain, glittered in the noon day sun. Several dwarfed
cedar trees clung to the thin soil between the shale but other-
wise not a single branch or rotten log marred the exquisite per-
fection of this wilderness garden.

Around that hill was the mill site located on an almost perp-
endicular slope at the termination of three skid trails. The

M il .was simply a crude frame supporting the saw and a tractor
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motor to. run it. The slab pile/-neatly five hundred feet long,
was the most striking feature of the mill, built out level at

a right angle to the slope. How one man alone could build such
a structure utterly amazed me. Running parallel to the mountain
were piled hundreds of ties, reflecting bright yellow in the sun.
Behind the saw was the long”skid way where muddy logs were dragged
up to be cut in tie lengths. AIll around this small clearing tall
tamaracks towered against the bright blue sky making thinl shadows
across the fresh ties. Branching out into the darkness of the
woods, were the main skid roads which had been churned to dust c
by the biting lugs of the caterpillars.

The "cats” came down the dangerously steep hills slowly,
twisting and turning between the trees, dragging logs behind over
brush and boulders. The logs lashed back and forth against the
trees as though struggling to free themselyes from the steel
cables that held them fast.

All afternoon, the work went on untiringly with perfect coord-
ination of every man and machine, until the sunset shot red flames

up into the western sky;---—- then everyone picked up his discarded
hat and coat and headed homeward.

UNCLE JOHN

Don’t ever look at price tags, my uncle John would say.
Whenever you want anything, go in and buy it.

That’s what my uncle John did, and he was always broke.
Yet we all had to admit uncle John had a way...

He had loose cash ready to afford that extra bit

That added to a gift or greeting. He had a stroke

That was pure artistry. "Yes,” they said, "he’s an artist
Where spending money’s concerned.” But uncle John was more.
He was a spendthrift of life, taking that which it dealt;
And when he lost his stakes, his hand turned to something ne
He smiled at fortune. Uncle John was a connoisseur

Of happiness; he shared it with others, for he felt

He must make everyone he met try sampling it too.

Some people didn’t want to bother, but he’d insist.

John died today. | heard his kin speaking together

Of a price for his coffin. "Not too much,” they had said,
"But something fancy—he always was a man for show."
There’s one thing | shall connect with our John forever—
He was a giver of gifts; he was not a man wed

To his wallet. He would always pay the price, although

It was high. |’m wondering if he found it worth it?

Helen McDonald
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