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On a cold October evening, as a wild wind
blew silver witches across a harvest moon, four-
teen young men gathered together in Room 10.
What happened in that meeting and in those meet-
ings in the long months that followed is known
only to the fourteen. But what came from those
meetings lies on these pages for all to read.
Andrean '65 speaks for itself.

—The Editors
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THE MODEL A

It was almost dark when Sheriff Tate got up
from his scarred oak desk and went out for his
evening smoke. He leaned comfortably back into
a ribbed rocking chair, propping his feet on the
porch railing, and began to roll the tobacco. He
was a short man in his late thirties, single, and
beginning to thicken around the waist. His once
granite carved face was slightly padded now, and
his hazel eyes had lost some of their sharpness.
You could still see there was strength in him,
though, by his broad shoulders and knotted fore-
arms.

Sheriff Tate scraped a match along the arm
of his chair and lit the cigarette. A three-quarter
moon was up now, and a gentle evening breeze
was sweeping the dust and heat from the town.
It was a small town, dirty and drab like most
southern towns, but neat in a way. The build-
ings, brown-bitten by dust and wind, stood like
rows of tombstones along the two main streets.

To the north and east of the town, a line of
rolling hills rose and stretched for miles, but the
land to the south was somewhat more flat. On
the side of the hills were the simple wooden
houses of the hill people, while on the richer flats
to the south stood the houses of the wealthier
landowners, surrounded by willows and cotton-
woods.

In all, there were no more than one hundred
and fifty people in the town,

On the nearest hill stood the Baptist church
with a large bill in front of it. The only other
public buildings were a hardware store, a grocery,
a saloon, a ramshackle one-room school, and the
Sheriff's office. On an ordinary evening there was
really nothing to do except go to the saloon, a
wooden structure with swinging doors and a
smoke-filled interior. There was no whorehouse.
For that you had to take the west road ten miles
to Taneyville,

John Tate looked down the dirty, narrow street
with satisfaction. Everything was quiet and peace-
ful, except for a breath of laughter carried down-
wind from the saloon. The only disturbance for
the past few weeks had been caused by one of
the Negro field hands who lived out on the west
road, Some kin of his who had made a lot of
money in the East, had died and left it all to him.
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Tate had heard the angry men in the saloon and
shared their feelings. These men didn't like
uppity niggers, Give ‘em a little money and the
first thing they do is try to prove themselves better
than white people. This boy, as soon as the first
of his inheritance arrived, had gone straight to
the Ford office in Taneyville and bought himself
an old Model A. Now he was driving around
through the hills, backfiring the damn machine in
the faces of white people. Tate leaned forward
to brush a fly off his boot. He wasn't really
worried, though. Nothing would happen to the
Nigger unless he ran over somebody, although
the Model A might end up being burned. That
would be a waste, he said to himself. He crushed
out his cigarette, watched the glowing fibers flare
like shooting stars to die in a misty breath of
smoke, and stomped into the murky office to bed.

Tate was already up and dressed when the angry
knocking summoned him from the washroom
where he was shaving. It was one of the men from
the hill country.

"It's pretty early to be banging like that, Jed.
What's the matter?” He knew before he asked.

"That goddam Nigger, he run over my colt
last night—smashed his brains all over the road.
I swear to God I'm gonna kill him unless you do
something about it damn fast,”

Tate's eyes wrinkled up at the corners. Tate
could just see this stooped, grizzled little man
trying to kill someone over that wall-eyed, spa-
vined little pony. "T'll pick him up, Jed. Just
simmer down,"”

The man continued to splutter on. ""You're god-
dam right you gonna Tid( him up, and you better
get him before he kills something else. I want
restitution, too.” He struggled with the long word.

"OK, OK, Jed. Go have a drink and cool off,
I'll go get him right now."” Tate strode over to
the wall and took down one of the three Win-
chester Repeaters down from the rack. He had
always found caution to be the best policy. He
climbed into the battered grey county-owned pick-
up truck, leaving the man from the hills spent and
foolish on the front porch of the office. After

four tries at starting, he was dodging the ruts on
the west road.



He didn't need the Winchester. The Nigger
came immediately, telling his aunt, the only other
person who lived in the ramshackle clapboard
house, not to worry. He spoke to Tate during the
two mile ride to town.

“I was gonna drive in an tell y'about the colt,
Sheriff. I didn’t mean to hit it."”

"Uh.” Tate didn't feel like talking.

“It was so dark. The colt just run right in
front of me. There wadn't anything I could do.
He was dead soon as I hit him.” The boy looked
anxiously at Tate, searching for some sign of
relief.

"Why didn’t you come in last night?"

"It was awful late. An’ auntie don" like to be
alone in the house. Sometimes a wolf comes down
from the hills.”

The truck hit a large rock and squealed like a
scalded pig. Tate muttered a mild "goddam it”
as he shifted gears and steered the truck back on
the road.

The boy struggled on. "Auntie an’ me were
thinkin' about movin’,”

Tate looked out the window, telling himself he
shouldn’t be talking with the Nigger. Why, the
boy was conversing with him as if he was equal
—or maybe as he would with his father . . .

The boy was quiet as they drove up to the jail.
The dust switled in little eddies around the wheels
as the truck jolted to a stop, From the saloon,
an angry murmur drifted with the morning breeze.

“He ain't a bad kid, Jed." Tate was losing his
patience with the man leaning against the door-
jamb in front of him.

The man from the hills, already flushed with
whiskey, was becoming red in the face from exer-
tion. "I don't give a damn. He gets what's comin’
to him."”

Tate exploded. "You're acting like a crazy man.
He's willing to pay twice the amount that miser-
able colt was worth. He's not going to jail for
an accident, and if you try to put him there he'll
hire a lawyer that will make you look like a fool.
Now, do you understand ?"”

The man became sheepish. "How much is the
bastard willing to pay?”

The lines around Tate's mouth relaxed, although
his voice was still strained. "Twenty bucks is more
than enough.”

“Twenty-five."” *

"Christ, yes, now shut up." Tate turned wearily
and went back inside the building where the cells

were. He heaved on the heavy iron key, and the
bars swung open. “Up you get, boy. I holpe you
have twenty-five dollars worth of the family gold
mine here with you.”

The boy nodded that he did.

“Well, pay the man for his colt and get the
hell out of here. And I suggest that you and your
aunt move before there's more trouble.”

The boy peeled two tens and some ones from
a tattered billfold, placing them on the desk. He
looked at Tate for a moment and uttered a sub-
dued "Thank you, sir.”” Then he strode through
the door out into the street, the harsh sunlight
blinding him for a moment,

Tate turned, “There it is. Sorry I yelled at you,
but I get peeved when little things like this are
made so much of.”

The man left, and Tate sat down at his desk.
He reached down to the bottom drawer, released
the latch, and opened it. The luke-warm bottle
of saloon whiskey felt comforting in his hand.
He always found a shot or two relaxed his nerves
after one of these irritating trifles. The glass was
buried under a muddle of papers sent in from
various counties and stashed away. It sparkled
in the sunlight. Tate opened the bottle, gut the
pleasing “lup” as the cork escaped the vacuum
was drowned out in an avalanche of sound from
the street. Frantic screams of pain and terror strug-
gled to be heard over the ugly roar that carried
through the town. Grabbing a Winchester on his
way out, Tate sprinted the one hundred yards to
the shouting mob. A ring of about thirty men
completely enclosed a dark prone figure squirming
pathetically at its center. The man whose colt had
been killed stood on the outskirts, gloating and
shouting.

"What the hell do you think you're doing?”
Tate tried to shoulder his way through the ring
of men. "Leave the kid alone and get outta here.
He's paid for the damn pony.”

"We're just teaching this nigger a few manners,
Sheriff,”" a man shouted. "“That's all.”

“We ain't gonna kill him,” said another, *Jus’
rough him up a bit. An’ with elections comin’ up,
you'd better put that rifle away an’ jus' sit until
we're done. Nothin's gonna happen.”

Tate ceased to struggle and stepped back from
the crowd. His face drew up into a tight mask,
withered and slitted. He watched with unseeing
eyes as the beating continued. His face, his bear-
ing, was that of a man whose home has just
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burned to the ground. There were no more cries
now. Just the thud of a final kick.
“He's had enough, boys. We don't wanna kill
him."”
"We just wanted to teach him a lesson, Sheriff.”
“Yeah," muttered Tate, "just teach him a les-
son.” The crowd dispersed. Tate walked dazedly
to the boy and slung the unconcious, battered form
to his shoulder, He did not notice the extra weight
as he trudged to the doctor's office. After assuring
the doctor that he would get paid, he left.

The candlelight flickered on Tate's bloodshot
eyes. Before him on the desk an almost empty
bottle stood in a pool of vomit. His clenched
hands pressed against his slumping forehead as if
trying to force the sight of kicks and bruises and
blood from his memory. What could he have
done, he asked himself. It was only a colored kid,
just a nigger. His head thumped heavily into the
stinking mess in front of him, knocking the bottle
onto the floor where it rolled . . . and rolled . . .

—Anthony Parrish, '66

SANCTUARY

There was nobody around. It was mid-afternoon,
and the sweltering sunlight had long ago dried up
any hint of moisture in the dirt lane which led
up to the farmhouse. The farmhouse, too, looked
deserted; the only trace of life was in the dust
being stirred up in a distant field. It was haying
time.

An old yellow school bus rumbled along the
county road, stopping at the end of the lane to
let off one young boy. He hopped out quickly,
glad to be free of the smell and heat of the old
bus. He looked back for a second to wave to a
schoolmate, and then turned to begin his long
trudge down the lane. His eyes gazed intently on
the ground before his feet, watching his tired
sneakers aimlessly kick up great clouds of dust, and
send pebbles flying out of his path. In one hand
he held a raggedly-covered school book. His other
hand was plunged deep into his blue jean's pocket,
where his fingers toyecf with several marbles which
he had won that morning. He could feel the
magnified heat of the sunlight through his brown
jacket, but he was only half-conscious of it. His
blue jeans, too, felt warm on his legs.

He was aroused to consciousness by a flying
grasshopper which came to a buzzing rest on his
shoulder, but flew off again before he could get
his hand out of his pocket. It reminded him of
something which had been in the back of his mind
all day: a tired smile which came over his face
showed that he might yet have enough energy to
last through a dip in the cow pond.

He finally came to the back stoop of the farm-
house, and swung open the screen door. As the
spring slammed it behind him, he was in the
kitchen with his hand in the cookie jar. Only a
few more weary steps brought him to a soft chair
in the parlor. He fell into it heavily, and then
nuzzled the cool fabric with the side of his dirty,
tired face.

—Dave McWethy, '65

on words. words are amazing to say the least we
speak thousands of words every day and seldom ha
ve to stop to think about what we are saying word
s come with no great difficulty to most peaple i
could sit here and type a thousand of them and th
en rip out the page and throw it away and no one
would care but if i could find a waste basket ca
pable of containing all the words in the world an
d if i used it for that purpose the loss of words
would be mourned more than the loss of any other
human possession although no one would have an
understandable way of expressing his grief word
s are directly responsible for all of mankinds progr
ess and regress words have started and stopped all
our wars and then reported them to us later genera
tions so that we can learn and profit by those wo
rds only to forget them completely when caught in
the undertow of other words yes words take sides
too there are peaceful words and warful words t
here are words that bow and scrape and there are
words that kick the words that bow and scrape whe
n they bow and scrape there are words that rule
and there are words that are ruled there are wor
ds that give and words that take there are dirty
words and there are many more clean words in so
me dirty places dirty words are accepted more read
ily than clean words and it is of course just the
opposite in clean places there are light words a
nd heavy words there are long words and short w
ords there are jealous sad happy sinful repentan
t or forgiving words there are words of love and
words of hate words are a universally shared pro
perty everyone has his share and no one has mor
e than he deserves no one will ever obtain a mo
nopoly on words words control our every day live
s and our not so everyday lives in fact everyth
ing we say and do is subject to the divergent wh
ims of words wouldn't it be terrible if they eve
r decided to team up against us

—Jon Smith, ‘65



THE OLD SHELL

What a disgrace! Just because I am older than
the Marion and W. P. Il. 1 am commonly known
as "The Tin Can". My riggers are in top shape,
and I am certain that, if given a chance, 1 could
prove myself the equal of any boat in this house!
Oh, but what a vain desire. “Hip, ho! Hip, ho!”
Another day, another crew practice — for the
other boats — but it makes no difference to me.
I seem destined to rot in this dust-covered rack,
never to touch the cool, healing water again,

“Lay hold and ease her out!” Screech! Why,
that . . . that is my slide. My prayers have been
answered. Eight strong hands have come to rescue
me from this dusty grave. "Bring 'er out of the
house! Swing ‘er around now, heads and tails!
Ease 'er into the water — with no splash!" Ahhh,
the warm sun beat down on every cranny of my
musty interior, and the cleansing ripples of water
kissed my sides. "'One foot in, and in! Bow, take
‘er up!" I proudly swelled my prow in the fresh
air, and glided easily atop the water. The clank-
ing of the oars in my locks and the mechanical
precision of the rowers flooded my mind with
memories of long-forgotten races. I found, none
to my surprise, that even the most minute details
of the shore were firmly engraved in my mind.

When I glided along side of the Marion, and
ground to a halt, T knew that a race would follow.
To me this match was far more than an ordinary
trial between two crews. It was duel between the
old and the new. And besides, a victory in my
favor might spare me from the impending scrap

ile.
; “Forward all! Ready all!" Blam! The barking
commands of the coxswain and the gun blast

spurred the oars to a rythmical squeeze and push
beat, My lead swelled from inches to a length, and
in time, my victory seemed certain. All was going
so well, and then—"WEIGH HER UP—HO!"
Calamity had struck, One of the rowers had
“caught a crab”, and the boat was brought to a
dead standstill, while he tried to regain control of
the oar. My hopes for the race melted as I saw,
from the corner of my tear-flled eye, the Marion
as she calmly glided ahead. She must have been
several lengths in the lead when we finally pushed
on. But nothing mattered much, since I seemed
ready for the junk pile. The water secemed harsh
and cold, and I longed for my dry, warm bed on
the rack.

We were closing the gap, but not fast enough
to overcome the Marion in the remaining half
mile. Suddenly, the realization of the cries of the
spectators tore me from the grip of discourage-
ment. "Come on, Tin Can, carry the Acheans to
victory ! Pull! Squeeze! Yay!" Going into the final
sprint, we doubled the speed of our stroke; and
with renewed spirit an£ gritted teeth, we set
about gobbling up the distance that barred us from
triumph. Hoping to bring us precious inches
closer to the Marion's stern, I stretched until my
every fiber throbbed with pain. The encouraging
shouts had focussed all our strength on victory,
and as we slid by the finish, the gaping lead the
Marion previously had was reduced to a mere
length. Now that I am back on my slide enjoying
a well-earned rest, I am looking forward to the
long, peaceful days of retirement that I once
loathedl.)

—Paul Fieler, '68

PETER AND THE BEAST

His head withdrawn between his knees, Peter
sat in the dark under his blanketed card table. He
did not move, for the toy blocks of his afternoon
playtime were scattered around and underneath
him. If he moved, they would knock, and whatever
was out there in Peter’s room would hear, and that
would be the end of Peter.

Out there, in the room, in Peter's bed, was the
beast. It had ten coiled tentacles with suckers all
up and down, and venomous, green lobster claws
on the tips. It had big black eyes set deeply in
the moldly mass between tentacles. The bed was
soaked with uride-smelling drool. The bed
twitched as the beast turned slightly over, expos-
ing its endless hole of a mouth, dripping veins

from the roof and swallowing the clotted blood.

But Peter knew there wasn't really anything
there, His mother had tucked him in long ago, and,
not feeling very sleepy, Peter had crawled under
his card table fort to play blocks in the dark. Now
he was afraid. He was sure there was something
out there, but he knew there wasn't. He wished he
had stayed in bed.

Peter was a brave boy and not superstitious,
really. He counted to three, slowly lifted the
blanket and crept out. He ran for his bed and
jumped in. The beast moved over to give him
room,and Peter went to sleep holding his nose.

—Win Schwab, '66



NEW YORK CITY

It was wintertime in New York City
and the dirty slush lay in the streets
and no birds flew over Central Park
and there was no life.

The fifth ave. busses went up and down

and people hung from the bars inside

and little old ladies knocked at the doors

and couldn't get in, because the bus stop was on
the other side of the street

and they didn't get in there either, because the
driver wouldn't wait for them to cross

and there was no real life.

The hordes of screaming children went to see the
Metropolitan

and laughed at the pictures

and stuck bubble gum on the statues

and showed no life.

There were large crowds of people at night
and they ware fancy clothes

and they went to the best reviewed shows
which did not have any life.

The thousands of trucks came in from everywhere
and blocked the narrow streets

and tied up the traffic

and left again loaded with many things

but did not carry life.

Mayor Wagner continued his fight in Albany
and did not really help to settle it

and did not worry about his people

and did not give them life,

The students were at the universities and schools

and the ones at the schools studied to go to the
universities

and the ones at the universities studied to get out
of them

and they went to classes

and they took tests

and they got grades

and they became educated

and they did nat learn about life,

The beats sat in the village

and read meaningful poetry

and talked about profound things
but could not ﬁnc{Dlife.

The young hoodlums prowled the streets
and stuck up candy stores

and beat up old men

because they did not understand life.

6

The taxi drivers sat in their cabs
and did not pick up their fares
and swore at the pedestrians

and charged too much

and saw too many people

and yet did not see life,

Down beneath the city the subway ran
and went from one station to another
and then went back

and never really went everywhere
and did not even carry life.

Then at night all the lights went on

and THE GREAT WHITE WAY shone
and all the streets pulsed with many colors
and yet there was no life.

Above the city there was the empire state building

and up on the top there was a writer

and from up there he could see something

and while all the people hurried to get to unim-
portant places

and while all the noise and mess continued

he could see what they could not

He could see that the children

and the older people

and the cars trucks busses

and the dirty buildings

and the garbage in the streets

and all the other things of that sort
were life — and that was all there was.

—Fred Coleman, '65

CHISEL THE HEART

Hewn from living rock he stands,
Wrung from tortured, bleeding hands.
Chisel noted well those eyes,

Full of hate and hard with lies.
Grim it is that power can

Crush the soul, destroy the man.
This, his tribute carved in stone,
Bought with others’ blood and bone,
Will swell and crack by heat of day,
Finally crumble, drift away.

If he had loved his people well,
Brought them life instead of hell,
Then his would be immortal art,
Carved in love upon the heart.

—Andy Parrish, '66



WETINESS

Once when I was six I got up early to see the
first birds singing and the sun rise. As I pushed
the screened door, its little squares full of jiggling
water droplets, I saw the motning paper, yellow,
soggy, lying on the step, and as I crossed the lawn,
green, grassy catapults shot fat balls of water on
my blue sneakers, putting the cloth in shadow.
The morning fog, fog that clings to fuzzy hats
and eye-brows, was disappearing. A row of
watery teeth hung on the underside of the garden
gate and 1 scraped it off with my finger. Out the
gate and down the puddled road 1 ran, then into
the woods, with the trees drooling on me and the
glistening ferns painting my legs with dewy
brushes, I dallied for a while in the mushy moss
to play with the skunk cabbages, clobbering them
with sticks, then trying to outrun their smell. 1
slipped, fell in the mud, lay there as the moss-
spongy velvet sceped its cold blood into my blue
jeans. I lay there among the swampy slugs and
worms, until I heard my ancient mother call.

—John Evans, '66

CHRIST

I

The old neck bent, the brown conglomeration
of all things ancient. the neck of slain goose and
black stubs. the dusty robe. the calloused feet torn
but dried of blood. the vacant eyes and withered
shaking hand called the rich to give. They gave.
the bent neck broke. the filth-caked white crust
lips smiled. and just for nothing.

I
An awesome thing, the girdled steel plunged
the soft blood of the dying warrior. he gasped.
the brown dust spun and drew his fleshy guts.
where now? he thought and died.

I

The bells ran Silver Thought through the musty
halls and the gloomy cloister. a light wind gently
brushed the battled towers and sunlight smoothed
the scars of cannon and touched the ragged walls.
a lark’s light song burst across the stagnant moats
and blueness filled the sky above the grim-set lady
that lived through seven wars. a muddy road
stretched to the blue and down it walked a young
man in white Robe.

—Angus Davis, '66

DRYNESS

Only dust now fills these open graves emptied
of their bones to give the next body a soft bed-
ding: dust fallen from the dirt ceiling, dust from
the bats that haunt these tunnels, dust from the
rotted bodies that rose in clouds from the earthen
floor as the bearers trudge by. Baked and musty
and decayed, the air is ancient as a mummy and as
bodiless as death. Small bits of crumbling dirt
fall from the low roof of the candle-lit passageway
as ceiling insulation falls to an attic floor where
sun parched curtains and forgotten slices of stale
wedding cake lie. Here is an occupied grave. His
face is dead. There is no expression or recogni-
tion. Some sand is on his cheek, but he does not
wipe it away. His eyes are dry and fogged and
withered, An ant gnaws at the corner of one
eye, while several others emerge from the depths
of his nose. His ears are wrinkled and frail like
a wilted flower that crumbles when touched. His
hair, crisp and scorched like the few whisps of
grass that struggle to grow from a mountain top
rock, and his skin that once burned with love 1s
pitted and barren and moldy as that infertile rock.

—Gardner Cadwalader, '66

WINDOW SHOPPING

One Tuesday during Christmas vacation, as I
gazed in at the window displays in Marshall, Field
and Company, a large, Chicago department store,
I saw in one a handsome male mannequin seated
in a dark green foreign sports car. Suddenly there
were thousands of dollars in my wallet. I was
sporting expensive grey slacks and socks, rustic
brown loafers, a rakish madras jacket, and a black
ascot tie. I was piloting the powerful green
sports car down the streets of Chicago — Randolf
to Washington, Washington to Adams, Adams to
Clark. Suddenly, from nowhere, another car
rolled directly into my path. I was racing at al-
most 100 miles per hour and could not stop. All
too rapidly the distance between us vanished —
100 yards — 50 — 10. When I awoke, there was
a window shopper facing me, complaining rather
angrily that I had walked into her. With my head
still spinning, both from my bump and my won-
derful dream, I headed home.

—Stephen Sawyier, '68



THE MODERN WAY

While preparing supper, the man and woman
looked out the kitchen window at the long, ne-
glected garden which ended where an old shed
was passing to complete decay. This was the
retreat of a small, pale boy named Johnny. It
was almost hidden by the tangled branches of the
fruit trees, planted, as in most backyards, much
too close together, They saw him now and then
as he paced back and forth, talking to himself and
bowing like all small boys do, wasting long, hot,
boring afternoons at the end of a weed patch.

Johnny was different from other eight year olds.
He never played with boys his own age, but went
directly to that shed at the end of the neglected
garden. An only child, raised by the most modern
methods, Johnny worried his parents, who thought
he was abnormal.

Now, as the dinner bell rang, Johnny stopped
his one-man parade to make a certain ritual
scratching with his oak stick and then to trudge
through the dry brown grass to the house.

The moment Johnny entered the house, Dr.
Albert was rubbing his hands. He was a dentist
and washed them before and after everything he
did. He asked,

"Well Johnny, are you hungry?”

“No, Daddy.”

“No, what?"

"No, Big John."”

"That's better, sounds more like friends, doesn’t
it? Once, little boys had to call their fathers 'sir’.

If they forgot, the reminder was a sound whip-
ping —on the bottom, Johnny, on the bottom,”
said Dr. Albert, washing his hands once again in
the invisible soap and water.

The boy turned red with shame or rage.

"And what,” asked Dr. Albert, “has Johnny
been doing this hot afternoon while Big John
helped Mother?”

“Nothing,” muttered Johnny.

“Then you have been bored,” said Dr. Albert,
"Learn from experience, Johnny, learn from ex-
perience. Tomorrow you'll have a chance to do
somthing amusing. I want him to learn from ex-
perience, Myrle.”

Myrle was Johnny's mother.

“That's my way, the new way,” continued Big
John,

“I have learned,” said the boy, sounding more
bored than ever.

“He played,” said Mrs. Albert.

“A bit,” said Johnny while squirming in his
chair.

"“Too much,” said Mrs. Albert. “He comes in all
nervous and tired. He ought to have an afternoon
nap.”

“He's eight,” answered her husband. "He must
learn to choose what's best for himself: What is
this game you play that gets you so excited? Not
many games are that good.”

"“Nothing,” answered Johnny.

“Now, now," said his father. "We're friends
aren’t we? Tell me, for one time I played the same
games you do. Who do you play with?"”

"Gig and Gike,” said Johnny, unable to resist.

“Gig and Gike?" said Dr. Albert, looking ask-
ance at his wife.

"He makes it up,” said Mrs. Albert.

"“Not makes up!” yelled Johnny. “Stupid!”

“That is lying and being rude as well,” said
his mother. “"We had better change the subject.”

“No wonder he's rude,”" blurted Dr. Albert, “if
you say he lies and then insist on changing the
subject. He tells you his fantasy, and you make
him feel guilty. Johnny is at the fantasy stage,
are you not? You just make things up.”

“No, I don't,” Johnny answered defensively.

"You do,” said his father. "And because you
do, it's almost too late to reason with you. There's
no harm in a fantasy, no harm at all in a bit of
make-believe. Only you have to know the differ-
ence between daydreams and the real things, or
your brain will never grow and get large like Big
John's. So let's hear about this Gig and Gike of
yours. What are they like?"

"Nothing,” answered the boy.

""Like nothing on earth?” said his father. "They
must be terrible!"

"I'm not afraid,” said the child, smiling. "Not
a bit.”

“I hope not,” said his father. "If you were,
you'd be frightening yourself. I'm always telling
older people they're frightening themselves. Are



they dirty men? Are they giants or maybe midg-
ets?"

“Sometimes they are, but many times like a
dragon with two heads,” said the little boy.

""Sometimes one thing, sometimes another,” said
his father. "Sounds pretty vague. Why can't you
describe them more?"”

“I love both of them,” said the boy. "They
love me.”

“That's a big word," said Dr. Albert. “It should
be kept for real things like Big John and Myrle.

“They are real,” said the boy, passionately.
“They aren’t fools or make-believes. They are
real.”

“Listen,” said his father. "When you go to the
shed in the garden, there’s no one there, is there?
Well, is there?”

"No,"” said the boy.

“Then you think of them, inside your head, and
they come.”

"No,"” said Johnny. "I have to scratch special
marks on the ground with that old stick.”

“That doesn't matter."”

“Yes it does.”

"Johnny, you are being impossible," said Dr.
Albert. "I am trying to explain something to you.
I have been in this world longer than you, so na-
turally I am older and wiser. I am telling you that
Gig and Gike are fantasies of yours. Do you
understand ?"’

"Yes, Daddy.”

"What did I say about that? You never learn,
do you?"

"Yes, Big John."”

"They are a game,” continued Big John. “They
are a 'let’s-pretend’.”

The little boy looked down at his plate and
smiled.

“I hope you are listening to me,” said his
father. "All you have to do is say that you have
been playing a game of ‘let's-pretend’ with two
people you make up, called Gig and Gike. Then
no one will say you tell lies, and you will know
the difference between dreams and reality. Gig and
Gike are dreams, daydreams.”

The boy just stared at his plate.

“They are there sometimes and other times they
aren't,” pursued Dr. Albert. “They come in differ-

ent forms. You really don't see them like you
see me, because you can touch me and T can touch
you, but you can't touch your dreams.” Dr. Albert
stretched out his big, white dentist's hand and
took his little son by the nape of the neck. The
little boy sank even lower in his seat, until his
chin touched his plate.

“Now, you know the difference,” said Dr. Al-
bert, "'between fantasy and the real thing. You
and I are one thing, Gig and Gike another. Which
is pretend? Come on, answer me! Which is pre-
tend ?”

“Big John and Johnny,” said the little boy.

“Don’t!"” cried Mrs. Albert and then quickly
covered her mouth with her hand, as her husband
gave her a sharp look of annoyance at being inter-
rupted in his scientific treatment of the boy.

"Well, my boy,” said Dr. Albert, "I have said
you must learn from experience. Go upstairs to
your room. You will learn whether it is better to
reason, or to be obstinate. Get up those steps! I'll
follow you presently."

"You are not going to beat the child?” cried
Mrs. Albert.

"No," said the boy. "Gig and Gike won't let
anyone hurt me. They'll come as a two-headed
wolf."”

"You'll learn how real they are!" shouted his
father. If you can't learn at one end, I'm sure I
will teach you at the other.” Then, turning to his
wife, he said, "But first I'll finish my dinner.”

Neither of them spoke. Dr. Albert finished his
dinner, and unhurriedly left the room, washing
his hands with his invisible soap and water.

Mrs. Albert began to clear the dinner table,
She was glad to be busy, since she had a nervous
feeling which she could not explain.

Suddenly there came a scream. It seemed to
split the air apart. "God God," she cried, “what
was that?” Her eyes were blinking wildly inside
her glasses as she bounded up the stairs.

It was on the second floor landing that she
found his shoe — the shoe with a man'’s foot still
in it, like the last morsel of food that drops un-
noticed from a dog's dish.

—James Todd, '67
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BEAUTY

Beauty is pale and stringy
That's tied behind.

Beauty is skinny with freckles
That smile . . .

Sometimes.

Beauty is a mussed up blouse
Jammed into tattered dungarees.
Beauty is a licorice smell,
Beauty is two brown eyes
That look back at you . . .
Sometimes.

Beauty isn't ageless.

Beauty is long and glossy
That hangs down behind.
Beauty is shapely without freckles.
Beauty smiles. . . .
Sometimes.

Beauty is a rustle of silk,
Or a swishing kilt.

Beauty is a delicate scent.
Beauty is two brown eyes
That return your gaze. . . .
Only sometimes.

Beauty is agonizingly
Intangible.

Beauty is for bigger boys.

Peabody Hutton 'G5

THE GULL

Drifting and circling,
high in the clouds

the white gull sails,

It drifts like a feather,
floating in blue ink
between balls of cotton.
Swooping and gliding,
round and round,

higher and lower,

quietly alone and watching.
As it glides, it watches,
for far below is more blue,
blue of the ocean,

and some silver

of the bright fish.

Drifting and circling,
high in the clouds

the white gull sails.

—Dan Smith, 65

IMPRESSIONS

Snow, white fluffy dry snow.
Sun, factories, heat and soot.
Snow, slushy, dirty, and wet.

Slowly the sun reddens the grey clouds,
and the wind pulls at the grey trees,

and the white waves froth on the beach.
Then, with a quiet whistling and a blur,
ten canvasback settle in the creek.

Soon the grey clouds cover the yellow sun,
and the trees submit to the raging wind,
and the waves cover all the beach.

Then, with a loud splashing and a flutter,
the well-fed ducks leave for the bay.

"It" is a big word
“It"” is anything but human.
"It” is a small word
but has a big way.
—Dan Smith, '65

THE BOSTON STRANGLER

The sun has set in Boston town,
And quiet grow the streets.

Like roaches in the morning’s light,
Humanity retreats.

Yet in the shadow dark there lurks
A man with stealthy tread,

And terrifying is the thought
That dwells within his head.

(He hasn’t gone a block, a block,
A block but barely three,

And now he's disappeared into
The house of an old lady.)

The woman reads a book in bed.
A shriek and then a groan.
Two hands untwist a leather belt,

And soon she is alone.

The Boston Strangler again has struck.
He never yet has failed,

And many a neck will throttled be
Before the man is jailed.

The Law has never gotten near
To take this wicked man;

A trail he never leaves behind,
And catch him no one can.

—John Evans, '66



REYNALDO THE MAGNIFICENT

From beneath an obscure section of unoccupied
grandstand, three small boys watched open-
mouthed as a flesh-and-silver figure spiraled and
somersaulted high above the packed sawdust floor
of the wide single ring. Each day after school,
ever since the circus had come to the small village
of Montard, the three had come to watch the per-
formers do their acts before the small audience of
herdsmen and dairy farmers. Like most French
farm children, they were poor, and thus could not
afford the luxury of a grandstand seat. Yet no one
seemed to notice when they scurried under the
sagging canvas walls, or peered from beneath the
empty grandstand.

The circus could not stay long and still profit
in a town the size of Montard, and so it moved
from village to village, leaving each when it
sensed that it had attracted the last who would
come. This was the Magnificent Reynaldo’s final
performance, and since he was the brothers’ favor-
ite act, they made sure not to miss even one trick
he did on the trapeze. Tobie, the youngest of the
three, sighed as he watched Reynaldo balance ex-
pertly on his head as the slim metal bar swung
in a long, graceful arc.

"How I wish. How I wish that just once I
could fly like him,” he thought.

Reynaldo, since he liked the quiet, dumb-struck
faces which followed him throughout the whole
of his performance, spent an extra minute on the
bar, and astounded his audience by hanging from
his heels, a trick he usually reserved for the higher-
paying cityfolk.

Later, when the people had gone murmuring
away, and the tent was quiet and empty, Tobie
crept from beneath the grandstand and stood
looking around him, looking especially long at the
motionless trapeze, wanting to remember every
minute of Reynaldo’s performance. The sound of
footsteps sent him diving back beneath the grand-
stands. When he looked up, gently rubbing a lump
on his forehead, Tobie saw Reynaldo the Mag-
nificent walking across the ring, still dressed in his
silver tights, carrying a large black leather suitcase,
on the side of which was printed Reynaldo the

Magnificent, in large gold letters. At the base of
one of the steel poles which supported the canopy,
Reynaldo set his bag down, and quickly climbed
the rope ladder to the top of the tent. He then
began to undo the cables which moored the trap-
eze, but, hesitating for several moments as if he
had suddenly remembered something, he retied
them, and climbed back down the pole to the level
of the small platform from which he boarded the
trapeze.

Tobie held his breath. He could hardly believe
what he was seeing. Reynaldo had climbed upon
his flying bar, and was doing marvelous twists and
turns, and was spinning about the bar so quickly
that he became a blur. In none of the performances
had Tobie seen him fly in such a manner.

"He must surely be practising to fly in Paris,”
thought Tobie. “"How lucky I am to see him.”

When Tobie realized that Reynaldo had at last
finished, that he was packing his trapeze into his
bag, and carefully folding the ropes in a coil
about his arm, he sighed and crawled out of the
tent into the gathering dusk. Pausing only a second
to brush the sawdust from his knees, he ran from
the field towards home, hoping to overtake his
impatient brothers on the road.

High above the sawdust floor of the great canvas
tent, Reynaldo the Magnificent undid the bolts
which secured the platform, smiling as he thought
of a little boy trying breathlessly to tell his wide-
eyed companions of the things he had seen.

—George Cole, '65

CADIT QUAESTIO

As the train went jolting routinely along, the
wrinkled old lady's suitcase began to creep, almost
imperceptibly, off the luggage rack. I had plenty
of time to walk those few steps up the aisle,
scold the unwitting offender, push it back into
place, and receive the trembling blessing that the
old have for the young. I guessed it should take
about two minutes at that rate. She was a nice-
looking old lady, too, with kind eyes — sort of
timid ones — like parakeets have. For a moment
I wondered, then squirmed back into my seat.
Absolutely none of my business. It fell early. Got
her — right on the noggin. It wasn't very funny,
really. Ouch! Damn it,

—]John Evans, 66
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