
ACP-ANPA PACEMAKER 

YOU   DO   MEET   THE   NICEST   PEOPLE   ON   A   HONDA 
No ordinary   modes of rransportati m for   Julie Wampler 

Female Cyclist 
Campus Answer 
To Hell's Angels 

By   JIM    PALMER 

Julie Wampler. Houston sopho- 
more, loves speed. 

Last August she traded her 
1955 Buick for a new white and 
black Honda motorcycle Since 
then she has jockeyed the two- 
wheeler on the West Freeway, 
disguised herself as a boy and 
been involved in two minor acci- 
dents. 

She's a little like the U S Mail 
. . . she has gotten through dur- 
ing rain, sleet, snow, and dark of 
night But during the rainy de- 
luge on the final day of April 
she had to abandon her "bike"' 
at Berry and McOart, because 
even she could not go 30 while 
partially under water. If some- 
thing on the motor needs repair- 
ing, she dismounts and repairs it 
herself. 

Miss Wampler has had fre- 
quent rows with campus security- 
men. Last September she refused 
to purchase a parking decal be- 
caUM she claimed she could not 
possibly take up a full parking 
space. (She did not have to pay). 
A few weeks later she received a 
ticket for parking on a faculty 
lot. She took it to court on 
grounds that the hike was parked 
on a stripe, and thus did not oc- 
cupy a single extra place. (She 
won that one too). 

No   MoVe    Dealings 

This prompted one campus pa- 
trolman to shake his head, and 
drily tell her that he wanted no 
further dealings regarding her 
means of transportation. 

A little over a month ago the 
attractive brunette, who's presi- 
dent of Vigilettes, was rolling 
from  the  grounds   adjoining  the 

ballet building to the sidewalk. 
"The scooter went one way, and 
I went another. My nose was a 
bloody mess after 1 had skidded 
atMHit four feet across the pave- 
ment But I did make it back 
to Sheriey," recounted Miss 
W ampler. 

TOU'l answer to Hell's Angels 
is not afraid. "I ride it at night 
in most parts of town. So far 
I ve never tx'cn stopped, run at 
or accosted by anyone. People do 
stare,  and   I   love  it," she  says. 

Riding   Mates 

Miss Wampler, a sociology ma- 
jor, has had no trouble finding 
riding mates. She has gone on 
dates on the Honda, and has ac- 
ted as driver. Late one night, 
while returning to the dorm, Miss 
Wampler slipped and fell from 
the bike, ending up skinned and 
covered with mud. Her male com- 
panion on the back was unhurt, 
hut she dashed back anyway to 
hi ush him off Running back was 
difficult she was dressed in heels. 
"Boys are fascinated with the 
motorcycle idea. It was a long 
time this year before I got to go 
anywhere   in   a   car,"   she   said. 

The 118-pound cyclist says, "I 
love the outdoors. And I have 
ttad intimate contact with it; like 
hitting sidewalks, and skidding in- 
to  trees.''   she  says. 

If Miss Wampler is fortunate 
enough not to be sidelined for 
hospital treatment, the surprise 
and novelty may never end for 
those who use other modes of 
travel. 

Miss Wampler has found the 
perfect solution to the problem 
of attracting a second look. And, 
like the radio commercial, you 
do meet the nicest people on a 
Honda. 
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Kashmir Crisis Series Subject 
By DAVID  B. STEVENS 

Dr. George P. Fowler, DP 
sor of religion and Greek, and 
William Hall, professor in Brite. 
discussed the "Kashmir Crisis'' 
of last year to about 20 students 
Wednesday in the year's last Prof 
Series  presentation. 

Mr. Hall, who spent seven years 
in India as an evangelistic mis- 
sionary, said he was speaking 
from the India viewpoint and that 
the crisis was related to the 
strong religious differences be- 
tween Islam Pakistan and Hindu 
tradition-tied India He said in 
India there is no state religion 
and the India Constitution guar- 
antees religious tolerance Pakis- 
tan recognizes Islam as a state 
religion. 

Dr. Fowler, arrived in India 
the day Pakistan troops crossed 
the Indian border into Kashmir. 
He went as a visiting professor 
of world religions at Higher Edu- 
cation in Rajpura, in the Punjab 
state of India near the disputed 
border in the Kashmir region. 

Dr. Fowier pointed out that he 
s|*>ke from a viewpoint of "HI 

norance." He realized that both 
countries knew they couldn't win, 
but they had the feeling that the 
U.N. would intervene Neither 
Pakistan nor India could afford 
war, he added. 

"Every newspaper in Inuia ran 
articles saying equipment cap- 
tured from Pakistan was sup- 
plied by the United States," he 
said. 

Dr. Fowler explained that the 
military   equipment   was   given 

Pakistan by President Eisenhow- 
er so that country could protect 
Its China   border    He   added   thai 
he noticed no and American feel 
ing and that the Indians ridiculed 
the United States for the blunder. 

Dr     Fowler,    statin:;    that    he 
wasn't   an   authority  on   th< 

suggested that reunifi 
of   the   two   countries   in   th 
distant   future   might   be   a   .solu 
tion to the problem 

Skiff, House To Clash 
The Skiff has thrown down the 

Leather gauntlet and had its chal- 
lenge answered by the House of 
Representatives In this instance. 
the challenger assumed the choice 
<>f weapons   softballs at 20 pi 

The Skiff softhall team, still in 
the process of being formed, will 
battle the student politicos on the 
intramural field Monday at 3:30 
p.m. 

Proceeds will not go to anyone 
since no profits are  expected. 

The rules, which will be com- 
pleted as Hie game progn 
call for a minimum of three girls 
to play on each team. The game 
will be "slow pitch" largely due 
to the fact that Skiff managing 
editor Kathi dough will be on 
the mound. She nailed down this 
position by stealing the Skiff's 
only softball at a practice sev 
sion Sunday. 

Umpires Coerced 

Col. John Murray and Dr. How- 
ard Wible have been coerced into 
umpiring the contest. 

The Sunday practice went well 
despite the tendency of some cf 
the journalists to run under pop 
flys   and   then   wrap   both   arms 

protectively   around   their   I 
while   the   ball  fell   behind   them 

Scheduled  to take  the  fie1 

the   Skiff   are   Miss   Clough,   Bill 
Lace.   Dave   Milton.   Ell 
tenon, John Jadrosich, Jon Long, 

Gay,   Charlotte  Smith    Ben 
Hudson,    Paul    Green,    .1 anis 
Moulton, Lynn Garland, and Mike 

!    Kay   Crosby   will   act   as 
batboy. 

Can't   Be   Reached 

Lewis   C    Fay.  faculty   adviser 
to The Skiff and  team   mai 
could   not   l>e   reached   for   coin 
merit.   (And   probably   cant   be 
before Tuesday.) 

The   House   will   t>c   prohibited 
from   playing  anyone  on  an  at!) 
letic scholarship after protests bj 
the 97 pound weaklings of ti 
position     House   President    M .1 I 
colm Louden has bravely announ 
ced   his   plans   to   play   and   has 
named   Jim   Lane,   Don   Parker 
and   John   McDonald   as   t e a m 
members 

Reminded that the team was to 
include girls, Louden commented, 
"Aw, we'll round up some broads 
later " 

Fine Film Finale Set 
By GRANT ROCKLEY 

English history dips into the 
realm of the psychiatric a wee 
bit when "Becket," the story of 
an argument developing from a 
simple antagonism between spir- 
itual and temporal power b e- 
comes  highly  personal. 

The climax to a good year of 
films from the Fine Films Com- 
mittee, "Becket" will be shown 
in the Student Center ballroom 
at 7:30 this evening. Admission 
is 35 cents. 

Although history does not have 
the two figures of the movie, 
Thomas Becket, Archbishop o f 
Canterbury, and Henry II, King 
of England, knowing each other 
in a shadowy love relationship, 
the movie does employ a sexual 
attraction betwen the two which 
muddies the issues at stake i n 
the   story. 

A   clash  of   hard   politics   and 

martyrdom, extremely noble i n 
itself, is juice aplenty for a splen- 
did plot especially when such fine 
actors as Richard Burton and 
Peter O'Toole are on hand t o 
bring  such   a   plot  to life. 

In fact, to suggest that audi- 
ences need this sort of spice is 
as insulting as is offensive the 
obvious betrayal of two all real 
characters. 

Strong Character 

One can easily picture, on the 
face of resulting history, that 
Thomas Becket was an extremely 
strong charactered fellow. Henry 
II also must have had strong, ev- 
en if evil, convictions for him to 
turn against what the early se- 
quences of the film reveal as a 
very strong friendship between 
the two men. 

Something evidently turns one 
man   against   the   other;   history 

Awards Banquet Scheduled 
Radio-Television-Film Awards 

are scheduled to go "on the air" 
at Western Hills Saturday, May 
14. 

Luther Adkins is to be master 
of ceremonies at the Broadcast- 
ing banquet. Adkins, personnel 
director of WBAP-TV-AM-FM and 
the Fort Worth Star-Telegram, 
was the first Radio-TV-Film grad- 
uate at TOU. 

Most outstanding girl and boy 
graduates in Radio-TV-Film are 
to be announced at the banquet. 

Other awards to be announced are 
best in film, best script writer, 
best announcer, best in television, 
and most outstanding contribution 
to KTCU-FM. 

A $500 scholarship is to be pre- 
sented for the first year by WFAA 
Dallas. 

Tickets   may purchased   in 
the Radio-T\ office. The ev- 
ent is to be in the Ming room, 
Western Hills hotel, at 7 p.m. A 
reception at 6:15 will precede 
dinner. 

has it as politics and religion. The 
fdm has its own interpretation 
—homosexuality. 

"Becket" is a happy mixture of 
wit and spectacle which, especial 
ly with Burton holding down one 
major role, seems to realize the 
dashed    hopes    of    "Cleopatra 
Parades,  dinners,  confrontations, 
investitures,   ceremonies   of   ex 
communication, audiences with 
the Pope, chats with the King of 
France,   the  beauty  of the   Fng 
lish countryside and the wildness 
of the English coast have a gran 
deur  with  which   only   two  such 
actors   as   O'Toole    and    Burton 
could  cope adequately 

Beach   Scene 

Yet there is in some scenes. 
as in the beach scene with surf 
and sand all around and the two 
men meeting in a turning point 
in their relationship, a certain 
amount of humble power. The 
whole affair means something a 
lot more than the normal hash 
that so often results in "gran 
deur" movies. 

To the viewer well versed in 
English history, the movie has 
many inaccuracies, the most 
leering perhaps that Becket i n 
the movie is portrayed as a Sax- 
on v/hen in reality he was a Nor 
man noble. 

Thi* issue of The Skiff con- 
tains a special ten-page sup- 
plement presenting the win- 
ning entries in the creative 
writing contest sponsored by 
the   English  Department. 
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To a motorist who still 
hasn't put a Tiger in his tank. 
■ 

■ 

■e off 
■ 

■ 

• 

That tne Tiger is now the favorite ol IDOUx 

iSts all over the world? And that Jimmy 

Clark became the World's Champion M.u ■ 
th a Tiger in his tank ' 

So why not 'Put a Tiger in Your  Tank'1 

Happy Motoring1"" 

HUMBLE 

HOORAY! 

SCHOOL'S 
ALMOST 

OVER! 
BUT--- 

Before You 
Leave 

Campus, 
Don't Forget 

If You Are 
Not Coming 

Back to Campus 
Next  Fall, 

You Must Pay 
$1.00   Postage 

at the 

Journalism 
Office 

(116 Rogers Hall) 
To Have 

Your 

1966 
HORNED 

FROG 
(TCU's 
Official 

Yearbook) 
Mailed 
To You! 

CHICK   *.KII i   ADVI RTISERS 
HI i our   YQU  BUYI 
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LT. COL. CHESTER  BOGLE CAPT.   PETER   WEBBER CAPT.   WILLIAM   COUPLAND 

Air Force Personnel 
To Retire, Transfer 

By   JOHN  JADROSICH 

Nexl year will find the An 
Force ROTC office strangely lac 
kiny in old familiar faces This 
will hf caused by the transfer or 
retirement of most of the present 
staff. 

Among those leaving is Lt. Col 
Chester   v    Bogle,   professor  ot 
air science. Col Bogle will leave 
the University to attend the Air 
War College at Maxwell \Y\\. 
Alabama. The opportunity to at- 
tend this school indicates that an 
officer is outstanding and is being 
considered for advancement. Col 
Bogle will start the 12 month 
school in August. 

Promotion to lieutenant col- 
onel ahead of the rest of his 
fellow officers with the same rank 
and time in service is another 
honor Col. Bogle has earned. This 
is the case with less than\ one 
percent of all promotions. 

Col. Bogle entered the service 
just before the end of World War 
II. During this period he served 
as an instructor pilot. After the 
war ended he returned to college 
where he obtained his B. S. in 
Business     Administration     from 

Astronomer 

To Give 

Add ress 

RS 

An astro-physicist who helped 
develop an instrument which led 
to the discoverey o f two new 
classes of stars will speak here 
Monday, May 16. 

Dr. Frank J. Low's visit is co- 
sponsored by the TCU Research 
Foundation and the Sigma Xi 
Club. The topic of his lecture is 
"infrared   Astronomy." 

While working on the research 
staff of Texas Instruments in Dal- 
las, Dr. Ix>w helped develop new 
ways of looking at stars and pla- 
nets. The instruments he deve- 
loped make observations of the 
infrared stars, nebulae, galaxies, 
and planets. 

This led to the discovery of 
two new classes of stars which, 
though invisible to the eye, are 
enormously bright in their infra- 
red energy. The instruments al- 
so uncovered the fact that Jupi- 
ter is generating several times as 
much heat as it receives from 
thi   sun. 

The speech will be at 8 p.m. in 
room 112 of Winston-Scott and is 
open to the  public. 

Abilene Christian College in 
and  his   M B A    from   the   1'niver 
Sity of Texas in 19 

Combat Missions 

He returned to the service in 
1961 and flew i(Hi combat missions 
in K xt jet fighters over Korea 
ether active duty assignments 
of Col Bogle include a year at 
the Naval War College and duty 
in France 

Col Bogle's stay at TCU has 
been one of great change in class 
material and the waj in which it 
is presented. He was given credit 
for the smooth conversion to the 
revised system. 

Some of the decorations awar 
ded him include the Air Force 
Commendation Medal, three Air 
Medals and two Distinguished 
Flying Crosses He also has a 
wide  variety  of  service   medals. 

The colonel is a native of Fort 
Worth and a Paschal High School 
graduate. He is married and has 
two sons, Kent and Dean, and a 
daughter  Lyn. 

Capt. Peter J. Webber, or in the 
words of Col. Bogle, "The Steve 
Canyon of TCU," will also be de- 
parting in August. Originally from 
Massachusetts, Webber has 11 
years in the Air Force, the last 
four of which have been at TCU. 

His duties at the University 
have included instructing senior 
cadets, advising the Arnold Air 
Society and instructing cadets in 
the ground school phase of the 
Flight Instruction Program. 

Webber received his B.A. from 
the   University  of  Massachusetts 

in Education and his M. Ed. from 
our Lady of the Lake University 
in  San   Antonio. 

In   the   past   Webber   has   SIT 
ved as instructor in Officer Can 
ilidate Schools  in  Waco and  San 
Antonio,   with  flying duty  in  Ko- 
rea just  prior to coming to TCI' 
His   decorations   include   an   Air 
Medal   and   a   varietj   of  service 
medals. 

His next assignment is not de- 
finite but will probably involve 
flying. Webber commented, "1 
have really enjoyed my stay at 
TCU and hope to return someday. 
It is a fine growing school and 
tin Air Force ROTC program 
here has turned out a lot of fine 
officers 

Leaving   Service 

Two of the detachment's staff 
will be leaving both the Air Force 
and TCU. Capt. William R. Coup 
land will be going to NASA in 
Houston after 11 years with the 
Air Force. He has been in charge 
of instructing sophomore cadets 
here. 

T-Sgt. William R. Hanna will 
be retiring after 20 years service. 
After July Hanna will be emplo- 
yed by the Longhorn Council of 
the Boy Scouts of America as 
Scout Executive of the Fort Worth 
area. 

During his service career Han 
na has been a personnel super- 
visor and has worked in that ca- 
pacity for the last seven years at 
TCU. Raima's service include.* a 
three-year period in Japan du- 
ring the Korean War. 
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TCU STUDENTS 
ONLY LOOK!! 

Discount 
on 

t 

DRY CLEANING 
and 

LAUNDRY 
(Show I.D. Card) 

ZIP Cleaner*** 
3001  W. BIODISON    BLUE BONNET CIRCLE 

T SGT.   WILLIAM   HANNA 

R.J.'S HAIR  STYLIST 
'IN   Wedgwood AX 2-4262 

^SHAMPOO 
& 

SET \ Price, 
4   p.m.   'til   Midnight 
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Dr. Williams' 
Book Published 

Dr Cecil B Williams, English 
Department chairman, has been 
notified of the summer publics 
tion of his book, "Effective Busi 
ness Communication " 

Co-author of the new volume Li 
Dr. E. Glenn Griffin of Purdue 
University, former president o f 
the American Business Writing 
Association. 

Ray 
Neighbors 
Drug Store 

"Let's Be Neighborly" 

1555 W. BERRY IT. 

Phone  WA 7-8451 

SUMMER JOB 
Multi-million dollar, worldwide retail chain organization 

has several job openings for college men this summer. To those 
who qualify our  program   offers: 

1. Guaranteed   employment   until  fall   semester. 

2. Guaranteed $100 to $150 salary  per week. 

3. 15—$1000 cash  scholarships  awarded  in  September. 

4. All-expense-paid  vacation  in   Paris,  France. 

5. Pleasant   working   conditions   under   light   supervision   with 
fellow  students. 

6. No   experience   necessary.   Complete   training. 

Interview, screening, and testing by appointment only. Call: 

Fort  Worth 
Dallas 

Mr. Lewis 
Mr. Yates 

ED 6-3933 
Rl 7-3937 

If you're in 
the bottom 10% 

of your 
language class, 

we want you. 

We'll talk with you and repeat words to you and 
listen to you and read with you and write with you 
and drill you and be patient with you. 

And when we're through with you, you may be in 
the top ten per cent. 

Berlitz 
School of languages 

6141 Sherry Lane 
Dallas, Texas 

EM 1-4224 
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In Memory of a Prof 
To some of his students, Dr. William J. Hammond, pro- 

fessor of history who died April 30, was a funny old guy 
who wore a gray motoring cap. 

He argued with them about their beliefs, told them 
about getting up at 4:30 a.m. to pick cotton when young, 
and advocated what both he and they called sometimes 
"socialist" ideas. 

They knew vaguely that he had once been mayor of 
Fort Worth, and each of them had heard three or four dif- 
ferent rumors of why he resigned. 

But, to the students and ex-students whom he had helped 
find jobs, during the Depression and since, he somehow 
wasn't funny. 

The students who re-examined their political ideas be- 
cause of discussions with him, didn't laugh at him either. 

The people of Fort Worth, without homes until he, as 
mayor, helped provide them with homes, didn't ridicule him. 
They only thanked him. 

Another group, not at all amused by him, was the coali- 
tion of gamblers and business interests that controlled city 
government before he was elected on a reform ticket. 

A football player, who flunked his freshman social sci- 
ence course said, "He was a really good teacher. He made 
you think." 

His classes were not organized. As one colleague, Dr 
Nevin E. Neal. said, "Dr. Hammond didn't try to teach an 
ordered presentation of history. Each class was new to him 
each day. 

"Many students have never decided what they believe, 
and it was his purpose to make them think why." 

All his colleagues in the History Department respected 
him. 

"He taught me when he was mayor," Dr Rawlins Cher- 
ryhomes said. "He was trying to test one idea when he ran 
for office: He wanted to see if a man could be elected to an 
office, and hold that office, without the help of a political 
machine." 

"There was a genuine love for him, because he was 
genuine," Dr. Ben Proctor finished. "Anybody he touched 
found his life made a little better.'' 

By Paul Green 

Pleasant Commendation 
College students are traditionally regarded in many cir- 

cles as destructive, noisy, and troublesome. And many hotel- 
men would rave and tear their hair at the thought of putting 
up a crowd of traveling collegians. They would just as soon 
put out a welcome mat for the invading barbarian hordes. 

It's quite refreshing, and even amazing, to find a motel 
manager who says his staff enjoyed having a group stay at 
their motel. 

What's even nicer is when the group commended for 
its behavior is a University organization. 

Delta Sigma Pi, the business fraternity, recently took 
a field trip to tour plants in the Houston area. 

The manager of the motel where the group stayed in 
Houston sent a letter to Mrs. Elizabeth Proffer, student ac- 
tivities adviser, praising the group. 

"We wish to take this opportunity to commend the 
group for their outstanding behavior. You have a lot to be 
proud of in that you have led these fine young people to be 
so polite and trustworthy," said the manager's letter. 

For any college group to be known as desirable guests 
is remarkable, and it is especially pleasing to have Univer- 
sity students recognized as such. 

By Kay Crosby 

Our Apologies Offered 
Because of a misconception, The Skiff has made a rather 

serious oversight. It was our belief that the elections of Mr. 
and Miss TCU and the class favorites were to be kept secret 
and revealed only through the yearbook next fall. We found 
too late to give them adequate recognition that this was 
not so. 

We hope that Jane Humphrey and Jack Miller, as Miss 
and Mr. TCU, and the class favorites will accept our apolo- 
gies and realize that they were not the objects of an in- 
tentional snub. 

TTLE MAN ON CAMPUS 

''WHY CAN'T YOU   B~£ LIKE ^OMe" Of THE OTHEfZ 
PAOJ11Y ANP JU$T TAKE TKAM<?UiLlZ£R£« 

Letters to the Editor 

Visitors Bespeak 
Selves, Not TCU 

Editor: 
Most of the letters received at 

TCU regarding the appearance on 
the campus of Dr. Altizer were 
from people who apparently know 
little atx>ut TCU and little of what 
a university should do. 

The appearance of an occasion- 
al Buddhist, Baptist, Catholic, 
Jewish, non-theistic, Presbyteri- 
an, or other speaker does not 
mean the campus has become 
Buddhist, or Baptist, or Catholic, 
or Jewish, and so on. 

Persons interested in judging 
the attitudes of TCU toward re- 
ligion should attend the weekly 
chapel services (Tuesdays, 11:00 
a m., open to the public), enroll 
in university courses in religion 

Appreciates Coverage 

Editor: 
I want to thank you and the 

staff of The Skiff for assigning 
Paul Green to the Honors Pro- 
gram this semester. He has done 
a fine and conscientious job of 
reporting our activities. 

We appreciate all the cover- 
age you have given us this year. 
We've passed our climax and al- 
though there are things still hap- 
pening in the program they are 
mostly in the planning stages and 
will not merit publicity. 

So, here at the end of the year 
let me say thanks to you, the 
editors and Paul. 

Cordially, 
Paul G. Wasscnich. 

(two are required on all Bache- 
lor's degrees), attend the annual 
Religious Emphasis Week, con- 
verse with faculty and staff, et 
cetera. 

Dr. Altizer was invited to the 
campus by a student group, not 
by the administration. It ought 
to go without saying that visitors 
to the campus represent them- 
selves, not TCU. 

This public letter is a part of 
our attempt to acknowledge all 
communications, including those 
which arrived unsigned or with- 
out sufficient address. 

Sincerely yours, 
J. M. Moudy, 
Chancellor 

Compliments    Extended 

Editor: 
My compliments to Kathi Clough 

on a very perceptive editorial 
about Dr. Altizer and his "God 
is Dead" radical theology. 

While I do not accept Dr. Al 
tizer's premises (those "if's in 
the sixth paragraph of her edi- 
torial loom very large) I am 
proud of TCU and the Forums 
Committee for bringing him to 
the campus and allowing him to 
state them. It has been a worth 
while   "educational   experience.'' 

The   points   she   makes   in   the 
three concluding paragraphs are 
very important and I am glad she 
has expressed them. 

Sincerely, 
George P. Fowler 

The Skill 
Student newspaper at Texas Christian University, published Tuesdays 

and Fridays during class weeks except in summer terms. Views pre- 
sented are those of students and do not necessarily reflect administrative 
policies of the University. Third-class postage paid at Fort Worth, 
Texas. Subscription price $3. 

Editor   Bill Lace 
Managing Editor Kathi Clough 
News Editor      Kay Crosby 
Sports Editor  Mike Fostel />j£Q 
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Advertising  Manager Corky Schron o/^^X', 
Photographers Bill Hesser, John Miller      «&^h2& 
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Circulation Manager     Jon Long 
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Oh, Kay! 

Traditional 
Bad Luck 

Day Here 
By KAY CROSBY 

So you woke up this morning 
and thought it was going to be a 
good day. Think again. It's not. 

It's Friday the thirteenth, the 
traditional day of bad luck. Today 
even those brave souls who can 
face final exams, term papers, 
unapproachable professors, angry 
friends, and tearful girl friends, 
may greet the day with a resigned 
air of "What will go wrong next?' 

No matter how rational the per 
son, nearly everyone has his 
favorite superstitions, and the 
idea of Friday the thirteenth as 
a day of bad luck is a widespread 
one. 

In itself, Friday the thirteenth 
has no especially bad connota- 
tions. But Friday has always been 
considered a bad luck day in 
many folklores. The number thir- 
teen is also often considered un- 
lucky, so it's only natural that 
when you get the two together 
you have the makings of a real 
disaster. 

The origin of Friday as un 
lucky mainly stems from Cruci 
fixion which supposedly took 
place on a Friday. Another tra 
dition says that the great flood 
of Biblical times also occured on 
a Friday. 

Flood Idea 

If you think back two weeks, 
there just may be something to 
that flood idea. Fridays could 
be especially good days for 
floods, either the Biblical deluge 
or the contemporary flash flood 
variety that nearly floated Cow 
town out to sea. 

Superstitious people often saj 
that it's bad luck to start a jour- 
ney on a Friday, move to a dif 
ferent residence, or start any 
work that can't be finished in 
that day. 

The basis for the idea of not 
starting a new undertaking is 
that something will prevent the 
task from ever being finished 

The most common superstiti 
tion concerning thirteen is that 
any time there is a gathering of 
13 people one of them will die 
within the year. 

Some say this superstition also 
came from the early days of 
Christianity when Christ and the 
twelve disciples were present at 
the Last Supper. 

An earlier version in Greek 
mythology occurs at a banqut-t 
to which twelve of the gods were 
invited. I.oki, the spirit of Mis 
chief, came uninvited to make 
thirteen guests. Balder, the favo 
rite of the gods, was soon killed 

Dinner Guests 

To this day brave is the hostess 
who discovers her dinner guests 
number 13 and resists the temp 
tation to look frantically for an 
extra person. Brave also are the 
guests who sit down to dine and 
speculate, "Who will be the lucky 
one?" 

And so today is that special 
day. Just think of all wonderful 
things that can come your way on 
a Friday the thirteenth. Since 
Friday falls on the thirteenth so 
infrequently, a whole store of 
bad luck should be saved up just 
waiUng to happen all at once 

There are tests to be failed, 
arguments ready to start, and 
accidents looking for a place to 
happen. Such wonderful things 
the day may hold in store! 

But be sure not to break a mir 
roi or walk under a ladder. Things 
could always get worse. 
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MARGIE H. BOSWELL 
POETRY CONTEST 

Open   to   I,  C,   U.  Graduate! 
and   Ex-Students. 

Offered  by the family of Mar- 
gie B. Boiwell. 

First     Prizes:  "Thoughts     While 
Driving      Down      Fifteenth 
Street"     by     Ramona     Maher 
Weeks,   Kirkland,   Washing-ton. 
"The    Uses    of    Nature"    by 
Betsy  Colquitt,   Fort  Worth. 

Second   Prize:   "The   Epic   Role" 
by    Ona    Roberts    Wright, 
Gainesville, Texas. 

Third      Places:      "Old      French 
Lyrics"   by   Lindsay   Emerson, 
Pasadena, California. 
"Three   Poems"   by   Laura   F. 
Beheler,     Santa     Fe,     New 
Mexico. 

Honorable Mention: "Absolution" 
by  Marjorie J.  Atkinson, Cor- 
pus   Christi,  Texas. 
"Winter   Windfall"   by   Siddie 
Joe  Johnson,   Dallas,  Texas. 

Judges: Dr. Louise Cowan, Chair- 
man    of    the    Department   of 
English and of the Humanities 
Division,    The    University    of 
Dallas. 
Dr. Frances Mayhew Rippy, 
Department of English, Ball 
State University. 
Dr. Arthur Sampley, Vice- 
President, North Texas State 
University. 

WALTER E. BRYSON POETRY 
CONTEST 

Open   to   all  T   C.   U.   Under- 
graduates. 

Offered  by  Artemisia  B.  Bry- 
son and the Bryson Club. 
First Prize: "How Fast, the 

Cheetah!" by David Buchanan, 
Fort  Worth. 

Second Place: "Movement 
Toward a Song of More Per- 
fect Order" by Paul Miers, 
Fort Worth. 

Third Place: "Howard" by Dar- 
rell   Hagar,  Odessa, Texas. 

Honorable Mentions: "Louise in 
White" by Jane Humphrey, 
Fort Worth. 
"Facilis   Discensus"   by   Chris 
Willerton,   Borger,   Texas. 

Judges: Mrs. Artemisia B. Bry- 
son, Denton, Texas. Mr. Bruce 
Baker,  Omaha,   Nebraska. 

SHORT   STORY   CONTEST 

Open   to   all   T.   C.   U   Under- 
graduates. 

Offered by Rebecca Smith Lee 
and  Marion  Day   Mullins. 
First   Prize:   "The   Decision"   by 

Mary    Rumelle    Truett,    Fort 
Worth. 

Second  Place:  "A   Fish  Did   Not 
Bite" by Gudbrandur Gislason, 
Reykjavik, Iceland. 

Third  Place: "Recess" by Janies 
M. Cranfill, Saginaw, Texas. 

Honorable Mentions: "The Jour 
ney Home" by Richard A. Dot- 
terer, Wichita. Kansas. 
"Miguel   and   the  Gypsies"   by 
Edward Charles Borkhuis, New 
Hyde   Park,  New  York. 

Judges:   Virginia   F'dmiston   and 
Rita   Thompson,  both   of   Fort 
Worth. 

DRAMA CONTEST 
Open   to  all   T.   C.   U.   Under 

graduates. 

Offered by  Mabel  Major 
Nut awarded in  I96fl on dec is 

loll   of  thi-   judges. 

SOUTHWEST   LITERATURE 
CONTEST 

Open   to  all   T.   C.   C    Under- 
graduates, 

Offered by   A.  L. Crouch. 
First Prize: "Make the Most of 

Everything That Comes" by 
Mary Greer, Fort Worth. 

Second Place: "The Pot of Soup" 
by Mary Rumelle Truett, Fort 
Worth. 

Third Place:  "Margaret:  Pioneer 
Woman"    by    Nataline    Whit 
field.  Fort  Worth. 

Honorable Mentions: "Young 
Summer" by Moffitt Cecil, 
Fort   Worth. 
"Jerrimiah Ryburn, Pint Set- 
tler on Fall Creek" by Gary 
M.   Puttett,   Cresson,  Texas. 

Judge: Mrs. B. G. Reed, Fort 
Worth. 

NON-FICTION   PROSE 
CONTEST 

Open   to  all   T.  C.   U.   Under 
graduates. 

Offered   by   the  Thursday  and 
Saturday Chapters of the  Wom- 
an's  Branch   of  the   Fort   Worth 
F^x-Students'   Association. 
First  Prire:  "umages of a  Hero: 

The    Antonies of    Shakespeare 
and   Dryden"  by Mai-vin   Lynn 
Witherspoon,   Weatherford, 
Texas. 

Second   Place:   "Madonna   Lucre- 
zia     from     Browning's     Poem 
'Andrea   Del   Sarto,"" by  Mary 
Rumelle  Truett,  Fort  Worth. 

Third Place: "Structural  Devices 
and    Romantic    Characteristics 
of Ivanjioe" by  Ray Chandler, 
Fort  Worth. 

Honorable   Mentions:   "The 
Schism   in  Contemporary  Ameri- 

can Folksinging" by Bob Mar- 
shall,   Rochester,   Illinois. 
"A Lesson in Love" by Camiile 
Kemplin. Fort Worth. 

Judge: Miss Otsie V. Betts, Fort 
Worth. 

LENA   AGNES  JOHNSON 
LITERATURE  FOR 

CHILDREN   CONTEST 

Open   to   all   T.' C.   U.   Cnder- 
graduatei. 

Offered by Siddie Joe Johnson. 
First Prize: "Mr. Gump* and the 

Tis Bottle" by Joyce Hegman, 
Lake Jackson, Texas. 

Second Place: "A New F'riend in 
an Old Hat" by Debbie Smith, 
Philadelphia,   Pennsylvania. 

Third Place: "The Caterpillar 
Who Could See" by Sara Gor- 
man, Fort Worth. 

Honorable Mention: "The legend 
of Wounded Knee" by Mary 
Rumelle Truett, Fort Worth. 

Judge: Mrs. L. M. Anderson, Jr., 
Fort  Worth. 

FRESHMAN  CONTESTS 
NARRATIVE   OF   FACT 

Offered by the Dallas T. C. U. 
Woman's Club. 
First Prize: "A Night of Fear" 

by James Kent Brink, Here- 
ford,   Texas. 

Second Place: "Night Run" by 
Robert Largen, Fort Worth. 

Third Place: "A Summer in the 
Round" by Jan Michelle Hun- 
ter,   Fort  Worth. 

Judge: Mrs. Janetta Boswell, 
Department of English, Arling- 
ton State College. 

ESSAY 

Offered by the Dallas T. C. U. 
Woman's Club. 
First  Prize: "The Value of Viet 

Nam"   by   Lonnie   Ivie,   Azle, 
Texas. 

Second Place: "Spooks and Fam- 
ilies"    by   Janeane    Raesener, 
Llano,  Texas. 

Third   Place:   "A-Riding   on   the 
CMA"    by    Jean    King,    Fort 
Worth. 

Honorable   Mentions:     "Nature's 
Wrath"    by     Robert     Largen, 
Fort  Worth. 
"Grandmother Hoyl" by  Katie 
Hoyl, Fort Worth. 

Judge: Mis.-. Melba Hammack, 
Department of English, Ar- 
lington State College, 

FICTION 

(Short   story   or   incident ) 
differed   by   the   Fort    Worth 

Woman's Wednesday  Club. 
First   Prise   "The Haunted Sen 

try Box" by Jerome Thomp on, 
Everman, Texas, 

Second Place: "The Tourist 
Launch" by Jean King, Fort 
Worth. 

Third     Place:     "Generat ion"    by 
Chris Willerton, Borger, Texas. 

Honorable Mentions: "The Bugle 
Calls" by Robert Davis, Ar 
lington, Texas. 
"David"   by  Gina  Tate,  Tulsa, 
Oklahoma. 

Judge: Miss Alberta Harrington, 
Department of English, Ar- 
lington  State  College. 

RESEARCH   PAPER   OR 
ARTICLE 

Offered   by   the   Fort    Worth 
Woman's  Wednesday  Club. 
First Prize: "A Comparison of 

J. D. Salinger's The Catcher in 
the Rye and Mark Twain's 
Adventures o f Huckleberry 
Finn" by Sherry Henley, Hous- 
ton,  Texas 

Second Place: "The Music of 
Ancient Greece" by Wanda 
Card, Houston, Texas. 

Third Place: "F'xistentialism in 
Jean-Paul Sartre's The Flies" 
by Kathy Williams, Houston, 
Texas. 

Honorable Mentions: "John Bun- 
yan . . . Like His Pilgrim" by- 
Court Crow, Fort Worth. 
"A City Pieserved— the Story 
of Pompeii" by Layne 0(?den, 
Longview,  Texas. 

Judge: Miss Gertiude Golladay, 
Department of English, Ar- 
ling   State  College. 

POETRY   CONTEST 

Offered  by  Cecil   B.   Williams. 
First Prize: "I Pace Through the 

Zoo" by Chris  Willerton,  Bor- 
ger,  Texas. 

CONTENTS 
Prize-Winning Freshman Prose 

'The Accident" 

Prize-Winning Poems 

The Decision" 

'Mr. Gump and the Tis Bottle" 

"Images of a Hero" 

"Make the Most of Everything That Comes" 

Second Place: "A Somber Soldo 
quy" by Linda Tucker, Waxa 
hachie,   Texas, 

I In rd Place: "In Order to Write" 
b> Tobm Quereau, San An- 
tonio,  Texas, 

Judge.   Mi    John   S    I*« is.   I'' 
pa11 mi'iit   of   English,   A rling- 

lington State College, 

THE   HONORABLE   DILLON 
ANDERSON   CREATIVE 

WRITING   PRIZE 

Open   to  all   T.  C    I .   Under 
graduates. 

Offered   by   the   Honoiable   Oil 
lor Anderson. 
First      Prize:     Jane     Humphrey. 

Fort   Worth. 
Second   Prize:   Ted   Daniel.  Albu- 

querque,   New    Mexico. 
Third      Prizes:      Darrel     Hagar, 

Odessa, Texas 
Sue     Robertson,    Vero    Beach. 
Florida. 

Special    Commendations:    "Lisa" 
by     Edward  Charles    B irkhuis. 
New   Hyde   Park,  New  York. 
"Work"     by     Joyce     Hegman, 
Lake   Jackson,   Texas. 

SPECIAL   SCHOLARSHIP 
OFFERED   IN   ENGLISH 

The   Creative  Writing  Scholar- 
ship offered  by  the  Dallas T. C. 
1°.   Woman's   Club. 
Winner:   Robert   Stanford   Potts, 

Austin,   Texas. 

ENDOWED SCHOLARSHIP 
OFFERED  IN  ENGLISH 

The Rebecca W. Smith Schol- 
arship. Established by Miss Ma- 
rion Day Mullins honoring the 
former chairman of the Depart- 
ment of English, T. C. I'. 
Winner:    Joyce     Hegman,    Lake 

Jackson,  Texas. 

SPECIAL   AWARD   OFFERED 
IN   ENGLISH 

Offered by the Fort Worth 
Woman's Wednesday Club. A 
merit award conferred in the 
Spring semester of the recip- 
ient's junior year. 
Winner:   Elisabeth   L.   Hampton, 

Huntsville,   Texas 
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The Value of Viet Nam Lonnk hk 

Th.   imp ' the im m 
Viet Sum has been a widely dis- 

,-,1  topic   The  tupportei i  of 
long  and     harrl 

with   the   pacifists    The   back. 
f  • an 

prcrwhelmingi) strong case to 
thoee who are opposed to the 
ua,   ,r,   '. ,  which  has  an 
imp that     the     pacifists 

ine of the chief 
reasons foi th. oppoeitiofi to the 
wai    :s   that   nv.st   people   do   not 

importaaee   of 
flict    They   know   that 

■ •  ate trying to 

Smith  Viet   Nam. They 

do  •   • happen, nor 

do   they   want   any   country   to 

bully   the   l i ited   States.   Then 
then thoughti and knowledge of 
the «rai end. They tee only what 

on   the   surface,   failing   to 
i pel   purposes  of 

The most widely known "deep- 
,. ■■ ,, irpoae of the Viet NTam 
conflict ii that  Viet  Nan is the 
key to all of Southeast  Asia.  1 
mp Viet Nam a- a headquarters, 

I ist      force,-     could     soon 
• ■ run   all   of 

theait Asia   If the free world 
'he   Commun;  I 

fro, Viet Nam. why 
■..     ■     rent the 

by 
Ri beret 

eed   that   if  Viet   Nam 

falla, all of '■■       will 
i   follow suit. Southea I   \ 

}\- 

.1 c h   of   the 

\ 
centi 

I 
■ 

• a in  a war.  The 

number of people, the 
■i •    ^mall 

though   it   is,   with   little   actual 
value   in   itself,  the   country   of 
V •:   Nan rtant   in 

■ 

A  | rea- 
conflict   is  that   Red 

• :na  is  u- Nam   as   an 
..... 

heated  to I of Com- 

mUi -   . • I  Union. 

But   the   techniques   of   the   two 

nations   drff 
...    that   through   the   infiltra- 

tion of the people the world  will 
turn   Communist   because   its   in- 

habitants   will   realize  that   Tom- 
mi .■ the best system.  Rus- 

to   win   people   over   to 

its    side   by    words   instead    of 
weapons     China,   on    the   other 
hand, holds  that first the  world 

must be taken over by force, then 
the   people   can   be   made   to   ap- 
preciate Communism. They found 

out  in  Korea  'hat  this could  not 

be    accomplished   by   open    war- 
fare.   In   Viet    Nam   the   tactics 

have   been   changed   to   guerrilla 
warfare.    There    is    no    definite 

hattlefront.  The  Viet Cong hide, 

hit,   then    run.   They   are   in   the 

thick forests of Viet  Nam. They 

are the peasants of a village who 

go out at night to terrorise.  No 

one   can   say.   "On   one   side   of 

this   line   are   the   Viet  Cong   and 

on   the  other   side  are  the   South 

Vk tnan >■ ■«    forei    "   This   is   the 
type   of  war  that   Rod   China 
thinks it eai   win   If this method 
fails,    the    Chinese   will    try   the 

■  Union's methods (at 
temporarily)      If    the     \ 
States moves out of South Viet 

• i.    Red   Chin  •      ill  be 
positiv-   that   aggression   is   the 
way  to <ak.   over the world.   Pel 
haps   then   the   Soviet   Union   will 

with  the Chinese  and   help 
to  a  greater extent   the  taking 

id   by   force. 

Viet   Nam  is then a pivot point 

for the  spread  of  Communism. If 

the    Viet    Cong    are    stopped, 
Southeast    Asia   and   the   rest   of 
the world can be kept  free.   China 

might   also  stop   its  aggression, 
The ideas of the free world 

(democracy, freedom, capitalism) 
can win over the principles of 

Communism in a battle of ideals. 
The free world could likely win 
over the Communist world in a 
hot war, but with the loss of 
many lives. In order to prevent 

fill t her war and to save the prin- 

ciples of freedom and democracy, 

fnited States must stay in 

Southeast   Asia,  keeping  it   and 
•     if   the   world   free. 

A   Comparison 
of  Holden 
and   Huck 

H\   Sherry   Henley 

,1   D   Salinger's The Catcher in 
the     Rye     bears     many     r.-• r 
blance-   to   Mark   Twain's   Adven- 

,,f  Hurkieh.Tr>   Finn. Both 

narratives   full 
I or y,     colloquial 

■  -in.     structure, 
anti-phonineas. 

The I    the      tWO 

parallel.  There 

is      the      inspiration      of     their 
nst   sham,   release 

ded     by     rebellion     against 

and     the     sympathetic 

swarenes     of   melancholy   roles 

Holden    and    Huck    travel     a 

on    trail    of   the   quests    of 
youth    in    an    unfriendly    adult 
world.  Their journeys   are   separ- 

ated   by   about   fifty   years   and 
al  hundred  miles,  and   their 

Standards     and     societies      vary 
greatly,  but  their  ultimate   goals 

are  basically  the  same    peace 
Nearly every society has had 

a tradition of the Quest a seek 

injr after that which is tremen- 
dous. There are two main types 
of quests that individuals pursue. 

The first type is one of accept- 

ability and stability in society. 
It is a life based on what is 

known and can be trusted. The 
second quest seeks not stability, 
but rather a society where Truth 

is un warped by society, where 

the individual is more important 

than the group. It is this second 
quest in which Holden and Huck 
are   engaged. 

Both of the boys are seeking 
refuge from society. Huck has 

found the "si\ ilization" of Miss 
Watson and the Widow Douglas 

too confining for his wandering 

spirit. He longs for the open 

frontier where he can do as he 
pleases and let his will be his 
master. The Mississippi River 

becomes his means of escape. He 

finds, though, that along the 
banks of the liver, and even at 
times on the river itself, the 

"sivilized" world creeps in and 
makes its ugly presence known. 

Huck never manages to escape 
ty, but he continues to plan 

and to try. He seeks the free 

frontier of the Far West and 
rdingly plans his journey- 

there. 

Holden, however, has reached 
his last frontier. In fact, th" 

peaceful West of Huck's day has, 
in     Holden's    time,     become     the 

epitome  of  the   misguided,   false- 

valued, neurotic world. He finds 

himself there, but RC does it by 

learning to accept society from 

an analyst's couch rather than 

by  being his own  free   man 
Both boy.- Seek some sort of 

refuge from then societies. Huck 

seek* it in the vast emptiness of 
Mississippi River; Hidden, in 

the vast crowds of New York 

City. In both place-, though, they 
find the very elements they are 

trying to escape The river itself 
does usually provide an escape, 

but rather from the "siviliza- 

tion" along the banks than from 

the society and people Huck al- 
ready knows. Each adventure 

Huck on the banks is a v.ti 
ture into the adult world, and 

each escape to the raft, each one 
narrower than the one before, 

is a return to boyhood. New- 

York City is not as good a 
refuge for Holden. but it does 

offer many experiences with and 
retreats from manhood. "For a 

short while in youth the Amen 

can can move freely hack and 
forth from raft to shore, but 

when maturity Bemands a : 

ing answer, the balance break! 

down.'" 

In the boys' struggles with 

approaching manhood, Hidden 
so.-nis   to    fight    it    more    than 
Huck.   yet    m   the   end   he   accepts 

it.   whereas   Huck   doe-   not.   Hoi 

.:. n's    clinging    to    childhood     is 
particularly      apparent      in      his 
fondness   for   small   children     His 

relationship     with     his     younger 

sister   Phoebe   is   a   very   close 
one.   Ho   loves   to   talk   to   her,   to 

read   her   notebook,   and   to   watch 

hoi    at    play    on    the    mei i - 
round.  The   small   boy   who  walks 

along  the  street  singing  "Coinin' 

Through the Rye" is one ol 
few    pleasing   things   he   Bees    in 

the  city. 
Holden   expresses   his   ideal   for 

his   life   through   the   boy's    mis 

Jrom    edjiiton   ^y4nderSon    O/i tried 

The Accident fed Daniel 

Will   swung  into  the  room, his 

it - ng   arms   working  hard   with 
the   crutches   so   that   h i s   veins 

A.-r-    •      -     ;   up    and   stood   out 
blue  at the  wrists.   He stared  up 

at the  others, his brown  eyes al- 
St harsh beneath the frowning 

eyebrows.  He grinned, but  some- 
thing   seemed   to   force   the   smile 

a  smirk  that  curled up  lop- 
led  on his tan face and uncov- 

ered  the   wfc and   seemed 

to tell everybody he looked at to 
to  hell  if you  don't  like  it" 

or   "just   what   the   hell   do   you 
think I   am, you bug-eyed idiots." 

Will scraped around the room 
and bumped into an old woman 

who tried not to notice him. Will 
knew he wa.-n't Will any more. 

He wasn't anybody; he was noth- 
ing. He worked his jaw muscles 
into tight, teeth-gritting knots 

when some squatty sixty year old 

woman, flaunting diamonds from 
her earlobes, would say, "Good 

evening, Will" about three feet 

away from him with a slight film 

on her blue eyes and her hands 

clasp beneath her heavy, flat, 

hanging   breasts. 

"Good evening Jean." Then Will 

would lower his head and move 
toward a corner or wall, prop 

himself there, and fade out of 
mind. He had the idea all right. 
He was nothing; he was an emp- 
ty space people habitually said 

good evening to. 

Will used to joke about it at 
first, after the accident. Then he 
didn't smirk and didn't mock 
everybody he knew who liked him. 
But after the therapy, the sweat- 
ing articulation exercises, the hot 

baths     

He used to grin embarrassed 
at me and try to move the dead 

while propped stiff-armed, 

half in a gray tub of water and 
nude except for the beret Dad had 

given him that clung to his dark 
coarse hair and over one eye. 

"Freddy, baby," he would say, 
"you  hand   me   a   towel   and   get 
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the hell out of here." Hut he would 

laugh and smile at me with a 
cigar jutting from his teeth, wait- 

ing for a light "Man, I'm kick- 
ing this jazz before it rots the 

hair off my legs," he would mut- 
ter while blowing smoke at the 

water. 

There's no hair to rot off, 
crip. How're you doing?" I  hand 
ed   him  the   towel. 

Smoke drifted from his mouth, 

and he smiled up at me. "How- 

should I know, man'.' It's taken 
the witch doctors three weeks to 
find out something w a s wrong 
with me." Will patted the bark of 
his neck and his chest with the 

towel. 

"Of course,  they   should've   sus 

pected something  when they  wen- 
nailing   the   bone-   back   together, 

and  the   blood   w a s   squirting   in 
their   face.    Yeah,   they    should've 

suspected  something  was  wrong, 
but they're  a cautious bunch, you 

Continued  on   Page   r> 

quotation    of   the    song "If   a 

body    catch    a    body."    He    tells 
Phoebe that, tie wants to stand 

near the children and stop tti. ■ 
a they run to keep them from 

falling OVOl the edge of "sunn 

crazy cliff." That cliff is, of 

course, the on. .-parating child- 
hood from adulthood. As he i.s 

afraid to enter manhood, he 

pictures it as painful for others, 

too, and wishes to protect them 

from   it. 

So Hidden seeks the one role 

which would allow him to be 

h. a catcher, and that role is 

the role of the child. As a 

child, he would !«■ condoned, 

foi a child is sort of savage 

and a pariah because he is in- 

nocent and good. Hut it is 
Holden's tragedy that he is 

-ixteen. and like Wordsworth 

he can never b. I' In child- 
hood he had what he is now 

seeking noti phoniness. truth, 

innocence He can find it now- 

only in Phoebe and in his dead 
brother Allie's baseball mitt, 

in a red hunting cap, and in 
the tender little nuns. Still. 

unlike all of us. Holden re- 

fuses to compromise with 
adulthood and its necessary 

adulteries; and his her 
drives him bersei k 

Holden's   clinging    to   childho 

and  his   refusal  to  accept   tike 

of  an   adult   lead   him   to   th< 
K  of  his  stoi y,  w I om 

pletely    loses    his    reason    and 
about   New   Yoik.  asking 

foi     Allie's    help    and    protectii 
In   the   end.   though,   he   does   w 

,, p(   his   responsibility   w hen   h. 

returns  home  foi   Phoebe's  sake. 
!  ■ ..in      then-     I • to     the 

analyst's   couch   t"   find   Ins   CUP 

and   seek    an   accept the 

adult   world. 

Huck.   on   the   other   hand,   fit" 

quentl)    accept.-   adult    responsi 

bility.  The  time  he   iisks  his life 

to  help  th.    Wiikes  girls,  and  the 
time he offer- refuge to tie 

Duke and the Dauphin are I « a 

examples. His leal commitment, 

though,   comes   with   his  decision 
about Jim. He tears up the letter 

that is to turn Jim ha. k to his 
owner and says. "'All right, 

then. I'll go to hell'" At the 
end he lapses back into boyhood 

at the I'helps farm, where he 

first allows Tom Sawyer to run 
the show and then later con 
tinues his dreams of going out 
West  away   from  "Mvilization." 

There  are  many   similarities  in 

the     characters     of     Huck     and 
Holden.       Both      are     essentially 

decent     and     concerned     about 

others   They judge the world and 
themsehes  by  an   inner  standard 

of   respect    and    dignity    for   the 
well-being   for   others.   Holden   is 
particularly    harsh    in    his   judg- 
ment    of    himself    as    "yellow," 

"the   dumb   one   in   the   family, 

and    such     Both    have    judu ioW 
minds and a respect  for fact and 
knowledge.    Huck    studies    peopl. 
anil   situations.    Holden    analyses 
them      Both    are     seeking    truth 

and   trying   to   avoid   the   phoni- 
ness   of   life.   Both   are   relatively 

free    from    family    ties    and    are 

seeking     love.    Huck's    father    is 
thi'    town    drunk    who    does    not 

Continued »» Page I 
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care about Huck's whereabouts. 

Holden's father is an almost 

equally uncaring successful cor- 
poration lawyer, and his mother 

is still burdened with grief over 

the death of her youngest son 

Allie. 

There   are   also   differences   in 

the   two   boys.   Hnlden   is   neither 

as   innocent    or   as   disillusioned 

;is    Huck.    Huck   seems   to   have 

been born with the detached gaze 
(if  one  who  is  no  longer shocked 

by the actions of men. He takes 

an   almost   disinterested   view   of 
even   the    most   shocking   occur- 
rences.   Yet   he   seldom   seems   to 
expect   the   worst   and   is  caught 

by    surprise    when    it    arrives. 
Holden    knows    more    about   the 

evils  of  the   world  and  has  even 
participated    in    some    of   them. 

Because   of   this   knowledge,   he 

suspects   and   expects   the   worst 

of   the   world.   He   is   very   loud 
with  his  inner voice condemning 
the   world,   but   he    is   not    free 

enough from society to speak his 

condemnations   to   others.   Huck 
has nothing against mankind and 

is perfectly willing to  rejoin  the 

race   whenever  he   feels  the  de- 

sire. He wants mankind to leave 
him alone when he wishes to be 
part   of   humanity.   Holden   lives 

in  a  more  complex  world  where 

there is no strictly free self. He 
wants  to   escape  the   society   he 
knows  and   to  join  a  more   per- 

fect  society that he can imagine. 
He is caught between two impos- 

sibilities—that   of   accepting   the 

world as  it    is and   that    of re- 
treating to the imagined  perfect 

world   that    he   knows   does   not 
exist.   Since   he   can   do   neither, 

he     falls  back    on   scorn     of  the 

world and adolescent  rage. 

Holden and Huck both exper- 

ience the problem of lack of 
love and isolation from the 
world. As was mentioned before, 

neither has close family ties. 
Huck has had some love be- 
stowed upon hinr by the Widow 

Douglas and Miss Watson, but 
it did not completely fill his 
need. Tom Sawyer provides the 

love of a friend, but even Tom 
is too tied to the conventionali- 
ties of the world to be the 

answer. Hence an isolation from 
the world is formed. The isola- 

tion is gradually broken down 

and overcome through Jim. 

At first Huck merely sees Ji»n 
U B companion against loneli- 

ness on the long journey. To the 
end he still thinks of him as a 
"nigger." Soon he realizes that 

Jim is also a person who cares 
"just as much for his people as 
white folks do for their'n.'" By 

the end of the book he has ac- 

cepted him as a true friend and 
even makes the ultimate sacri- 

fice. Remembering the position 
of the Negro slave in Huck's 
society, he was convinced that 
he was committing a moral 

ciime and sin in allowing Jim to 
have his freedom. Because of 

the religious views presented to 
hi,m by the Widow Douglas, he 

knew that this one act would 
consign his soul to hell forever, 

but be did it anyway, because 

his friend needs his help. Here 
his love has reached its peak. 
"To  choose   deliberately  to   go  to 

hell for a   friend is the   highest 

sacrifice   that   love  can   make."8 

Holden  has no Jim  on  whom 
to bestow his love, and his  isola- 

tion from the world is more in- 

tense. He does not suffer from 
the inability to love but rather 

despairs of finding a place to 

bestow his love. He is perfectly 
willing to love; in fact, he is 
searching for someone who will 

accept him without question and 
love and understand him in re- 

turn. Because he cannot seem to 
find this person he tries to 

escape from the world into isola- 
tion. Since his dead brother Allie 

is seemingly the only one who 
had ever provided an outlet for 
his love, he turns to Allie in his 

darkest moment. As he wanders 
berserk through the streets of 
New York, he appeals to Allie 

for help. Because Holden's love 

for Allie can no longer be re- 
turned, he needs to find another 

object of his emotions. "He only 
needs someone to point the way 

out, to show him how to escape 
from the shell of his isolation 
without escaping from humanity 

itself."* That someone is-Phoebe. 
She offers herself to Holden and 

places her complete faith in him 
when she offers to run away 

with him. She takes the first 

stone from his wall of isolation 
and  begins  its destruction. 

Holden and Huck have thus 

traveled their parallel roads of 
life and ventured into the adult 

world. Huck's journey is set in 
the carefree days of the open 
frontier when time was expend- 
able. Holden's journey is in our 
contemporary world where time 

seems to be running out. It 

covers only two days, but it is 
as full of meaningful action 
as is Huck's many months. 
Holden is, then, a modern Huck. 
"It is not inconceivable that 
some day Holden Caulfield may 

be as well known an American 

boy as Huck Finn." 
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The  Haunted 
Sentry  Box 

By Jerome Thompson 

Letter   *1:   The   Ghastly   Occur- 

rence 
18 May 1803 

Dear   Rosita, 
A most terrible and unexplain- 

ahle thing has happened here at 

San Cristobal fortress. Here, in 
the one place the Puerto Ricans 

look to for protection, we have 

such a thing happen. It is I who 

am writing you instead of your 
Juanito because . . . be strong, 

Rosita! ... it was Juan who 

disappeared. Let me begin-at the 
beginning; that may help you 
to understand 

For the last two weeks, the 
seas have behaved in a strange 

manner. Some times they are so 

quiet that one can hear the sail- 
ors singing way out in the har- 
bor. Then, at other times, the 
seas will swell and crash upon 

the rugged reefs with such a 
thunder as never came from the 
skies during a storm. Right down 

on those reefs there is a sentry 

box. That is where it happened. 
Juan's turn had come to take 
the watch down on the reefs. It 

is a very important job keeping 
the ships from coming too near 

the  shore. 
From my guardpost at the 

corner of the wall, I saw my 
good friend Juan descend the al- 
most cliff-like embankment of 

jagged reef. He was carrying his 
lantern, and that is how I fol- 
lowed his progress down the 

treacherous path. He knew not 
what awaited him. Things were 

not natural! 
The guard he relieved climbed 

awkwardly over the cumbersome 

terrain and left Juan alone to 
stand his four hour watch. From 
then on, no one is sure what hap- 
pened. Some of the men said he 
had been drinking, but I was 

with him in town that evening 

before we were to stand the 
twelve to four watch, and he did 

not drink hut one cerveza. They 
say he fell into the water and 

just drowned, but I saw the 
bright flash of light just as his 
lantern went out. I know he just 
"disappeared." 

Juan had confided in me that 
he had had a truly strange 

dream several nights in a row. 
Before he even knew he would 
have   the   reef   sentry   box,   he 
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dreamed of his taking the l»>x 

at twelve and not being there at 

four   when    the   relief   came     He 

further   confided   that   he   had 
seen a bright and radiant being 

come from the sea and take him 

away Juan said after that he 

would feel freed and relaxed, but 
he always appeared terribly 

afraid    when    he    awakened     He 

was not  himself. Juan kept  tell 
ur;     everyone  that     the sea     was 

wild because she wanted him. 1 
tell you. Rosita. he was a dif- 

ferent  prison. 

Well,    as    I    said,    I    saw     the 
bright   flash, and so did a  few of 

the other sentries. They did not 
know what to think about it, but 

I did. Later I told them of Juan's 

dreams,  and.  at   first,  they  did 
not believe me, but. as they 
star-ted to think as individuals 

and not as a group, they started 

thinking of that occurrence and 
became assured that the sentry 

box was haunted by a mysterious 
sea-god. No one would stand 

that guard alone, so the captain 

doubled the guard. 
x I was terribly grieved by 
Juan's disappearance. I just hope 

that the last part of his dream 
came true also—the part about 

being relaxed, free. I hope you 
understand all that I have tried 

to tell you, for it is not totally 

clear to  me. 
God be with you, 
Pedro Mendez 

Letter   «2:   The   Elucidation 
2 June, 1803 

Dear  Pedro: 
That was certainly an eerie 

tale you told Rosita; however, I 
feel that I should point out a 
few mistakes in your evaluation 
of the incidents leading up to 

my "disappearance." Your misin- 
terpretations were exactly what 
I had hoped for, so do not feel 

too put out with yourself after 

you hear what actually took 

place. 

I suppose the whole thing 
started with those dreams I told 

you of. Except for a few sha- 
dowed details, I was truthful 

with you about them. I did not 

tell you that the peace and iv 
luxation were due to the fact 

that I was reunited with Rosita 
here    in    Ponce.   The    lest    of   the 

dream turned into my plan. 

The ocean was the key part of 

my plan because of its Irregular 
behavior-. That set the mood for 
my scheme. I started from there 

and made up the interpretation 

of the dream which you received. 
F acted scared about the sentry 

box and the vengeance of the sea 

upon mi' to get the sympathy of 
the  other  soldiers   and  add   truth 

to their later beliefs concerning 
my death at the hands of the 

almighty sea. Your actions ob- 
viousl) added to the effective- 
ness of my intentions. I used you 

to pull the whole thing off in 
the    hopes    that    you    would    not 
be   too   angry   with   me   ait., 

wards.     I    implore     you   as     my 
friend, destroy this  letter as soon 
as  you  have  finished  reading  it " 
If   the   army   finds   out   that   my 

disappearance  was  just   a   hoax 
and a desertion, my life would 

riot   be worth a  l" 

I     bribed     the     office!-    of     the 

guard  so   I   could  get  the  duty 
at    the   box   when   the   sea-   were 

high.   He   Should   not   tell   because 

he   did   take   my   money   and   DC 

side-, iie  cannot tain that 

my   "disappearance"   was   not   at 

the  hands  of   some   vengeful   sea 

god. 

Kai'ly that day, before we went 

irrto  town,   I   tied   a   rope   about  a 

rock and threw it downward 

towards the  sentry  box    l  later 
used   the   lope   to   scale   the   reel's 

in total darkness and to effect 

my successful escape 
Perhaps you an- curious about 

the flash of light Tin- posed 
quite a problem to me at first 

also   The flash  in my dreams hail 
•a. I finally struck 

upon a solution I waited until 

the guard I relieved was out of 
sight; 1 followed his lantern as 
he climbed back to the fortress. 

I    then    sneaked    behind    some 
rockl and poured all of the oil 
from my lantern into a shallow 

depression in the rocks. 1 then 
threw a flaming piece of cloth 
into the oil and the explosion 

yielded a radiant flame. The 
rock- shielded the main part of 

the flame from view up in San 

Cristobal, so all that could be 
seen was the glow of the upper 

flame. The sound of the explo- 
sion was drowned out by the 
pounding of the ocean on the 

reefs   below. 

As all of you came down to 
investigate the incident, I scaled 

the cliffs and was gone. I am 
new hen1 with my Rosita, and I 
do hope you will come and visit 
us  in  Ponce on your next leave. 

Su  amigo, 
Juan   Perez 

A  Night of  Fear 
By  James  Kent   Brink 

Mother Stepped slowly from 
the car and picked her way 
through the debris which littered 

the front sidewalk. She mounted 

the   Oddly   intact   front   steps   and 

precariously   approached   us   by 
placing her feet squarely on the 
two-by-four stringers which, two 

In urs   before,   hail   supported   "Ui 

spacious wooden front porch. We 
saw her white, hut  relieved, face 

examine each of us carefully for 

any injury. She seemed out of 
place wearing her floor-length. 

black conceit gown and carrying 
her violin under arm; for my 
younger brother and sister were 

still wearing pajamas, while my 
father and 1 sported soaked and 
filthy blue jeans and undershirts. 

We all personally escorted her 

into the living roi.m. which was 
dry except for a two-inch puddle 

in one corner, and seated her in a 
kitchen chair because the couch 
was drenched. After calming us 

so that she hear one story at a 
time, she began to extract the 

events of the last few hours 

from our excited babbling. 
Dad had been away at work. 

I had just picked up my school 

!„ ,,ks and walked out of my bed- 
room toward the kitchen where 
I habitually did my fourth grade 
homework assignment for that 

evening. Just as I reached the 

doorway, the thunderstorm OUt 
side suddenly intensified. The 

house lights flashed and bee 
lifeless. I Stood alone in the dark 
hall, more Startled than afraid 
and listened as the blast outside 
rose to sound like a locomotive 

crashing through our attic. My 
fascination was broken by the 
sudden sound of splintering wood 

and glass as the gas meter on 

Continued   on   Page   10 
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THE  USES OF  NATURE 

Betsy Colquitt 

The uses of natun 
I an nded  by 

tival of 'Aintt'i   ha 
before auince forsythia  begin 
celebration garisl 
ironic on \l\< Frid 
out of locks new pin 
bulbs break greei   tl • nd 

ks flower 

birthed out o! adversit)  and 
born sometimes with man's aiding 

and history tells man) stoi ies 
of   nature 
of man   .nd nature 

I think because they are mosl omnipresent 
of the lore of sparrows 

famed in progeny 
confused   in   fame   with   Francis'   swallows 
symbol of trinity and love 

man  birds  God 

and   of  some  stoiy  of  sparrow-  and   war 
a Chinese ruler who doused the sparrows 
in  flammables then  in flan ■ 
loosed   them   over  villa-' 
that   he  would  take and  did 

and the burning  bud- 
mad  to  flap flames out 
spun dipping to wherevei   groundward 
like lightning coming short  way down 
to set  to fire then ash 
st raw of roof and yard 
houses 11. • ins 
people children 
all. like Medea's magic, a sorcerj of inflaming. 

The use- of nature are intrinsically 
I can see both of  birth and d> il 

: nature is always adverse and not; 

man I suppose up 
much  of   use  either   way 

many extinct some too prolific 
by our doings 

•   only adverse 
as with flaming birds 

OMttl leVOUS. 

I think of burning sparrows 
not   as a   Francis  would 

not   as sisters 
ich feeling beyond my empathy and love 

but   as  natural   things  undone 
by my human inhumane kind 

and  feel 
remembering tins story 

ng   the   brighl   season 
fill   almost   to  fullness 

it   would   Seem 
greedy sparrows busy in gluttonj 

guilt  of  my own.  akin   to  my  kind. 

THOUGHTS  WHILE  DRIVING DOWN 
FIFTEENTH STREET 

By Ramona Maher Weeks 

It  is disquieting to drive 
down   the   busy   street   past   the 
I -Pent Everything and see 
the   blonde,  complaisant,   lying  there 
In   her  hospital   bed 

that   is lor rent. 
The durable girl is cheerful. 

■ and skillfi n<»t wroughl 
•    n.   She is worldless, rubbered 

me days, her smile bent 
•   anonymous air.  iWheelchairs 

lays.   We both have bad. 
isurps  the oxygen  tent.) 

Valentine's Da; ed candy box 
blotch on her reading board. 

On Mot! eperous orchid 
ike an albatross 

on   the  medical   chart. 

have   the   prescribed   quantity   <>t 
nes, 

Gimcrack shins, turreted skull, and all the rest 
of  them9 

Sister, sister, what  accident 
vhat myth or misadventure 

Parceled yen out  on the  porcelain 
Palanquin  where  a  debenture 
light hangs wasp-like over your head, 
zooming over your knuckles 

folded on the counterpane? 

Sister,  what   stunned  the   inept 
Factory? Kangaroos of cortisone 
leap m the turkey-track blue veins 
thai  stitch your temples 
where the boudoir of blood  is  kept 
Tidy as a rook of angels keeps its own. 

Sister, the wind is out of the Sound, 
Pas1 Dungeness Spit and promises 
it blows, past cantilevered hearts 
on  the space  needle. 
(Remember   to   spin   three   times   about   the 

needle 
And  never prick  your finger on  tile  wheel.) 
Sister, I drive on past the windshielded world. 

In your window  you grow pale, Sister. 
The doctors cluck and the roses are over. 
Your bones lighl  as a mattress, 
They'll flint; you over, my dismal darling, 
to crouch somewhere under a stethoscope ol 

stone. 

Da)  now, night now, the nurses slip 
Potions dow n your lips w hen I am not looking. 
The  water  bottle   is a   bright   balloon. 
Listless and somnolent   you  stare 
At   tlie  flexible   never-never  air. 
Outlawed   balloons,   sister,   sanctuary. 
On   Fifteenth  Street   I   drive  companioned   by 

ghosts 
That never were and can I care 
What   human   ravelings   have  wrenched   me 

here9 

'With   what    a    brave    carouse,"   said    Omar 
Someone. 

Love is tlie bones and  marrow of my curse. 

LOUISE IN WHITE  IN  SPRING 

By Jane Humphrey 

Louise was early up 
(enough before the sun 
whose   soft-smooth   lighl   betrayed 
another one  abroad 
before her, who had  left 
a  smule light  still  burning 
when   be sauntered   hack  to sleep). 

She  made   her  bed  and   put 
her  light,  least  clothing on. 

Louise was listening to 
the multi-birds, who filled 
her nearly private morning 
when lions, w ithout warning 
spilled breakfast-hungry roars 
like sea-waves, breaking through 
the  nearby   high-walled  ZOO 
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Louise thought  she could tell 
ill  air,   the   stagnant,  sea-like 
must)   lion smell. 

i lutside she listened, quiet 
to the multi birds' bright choii 
in the vest ibule oi  daw n 
when her father's snoring rolled 
from   electric   blanket   folds 
out  the w indows,  to her feet 
like   lake-waves,   electric   blue: 
swept a twis betw een her toes 
past   her. out  across the daw n 
which  vanished  as  sun  rose, 

Louise was washed white-clean 
among the multi-birds 
who watched  her  in  the  grass 
as she drank  her morning  up 
like fresh-squeezed orange juice 
served  in something finer 
than   a   ringing,  crystal  cup. 

I  PACE THROUGH THE ZOO 

By Chris Willerton 

I pace through the zoo to the mindl ??s 
malignanl stares 

clamor of hatred 
jackals  scream   by   the   gate 

elephants mouths drool 
cats and red-eved muttering bears 

wolves   come   with   eagles  and   circling   white 
eyed   vultures 

t be  bars  are  taken  aw ay 
I must  sharpen my fanes    go with  them 

The place is unkempt    poison \ mes Ooze across 
the  walks 

white sticky webs block the broken panes 
of the  herpetarium 

and   trails   are   worn   anew      guard   rails 
trampled 

my fur grown thicker and my eyes keener 
I   move in  the  nighl 

The night   hears my   screams  to a cold white 
moon 

stars I snap at through the branches 
something   scrabbles   across   the   crumbling 

cement   m   the   blackness 
did the <dd < mes come to know their 

moon 
or only howl 

HOW  FAST, THE CHEETAH 

By David Buchanan 

It was a silly wish to begin with. 
but   he had always wanted  it. 

He had always desired to know the freedom of 
perfection  that   was sure  to be  felt   in  the 
bounding   smooth   speed   of   a   cheetah. 

For just  a minute, for just  six  hundred yards 
he wished  he could  be a  cheetah. 

This thought  was uppermost   in  his  mind  as 
he lay   back and gazed at   the ceiling. 

Then he was there, there on a wide, flat plain 
bounding easily with tin- wind whistling 
about  him. 

Each stride was the distilled essence of free- 
dom,  and  effortless  motion. 

But very  soon this was all taken for granted 
as 

he 
discovered 

The truly fast cheetah is indeed a hungry one. 
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know. I'll kick it, man, if it takes 

brother month in this oven!" 

Will settled back in the tub and 

puffed his cigar. 

"Come   on,   let   it   heal,"   1   said. 

"Forget  it. I  was  only "B.Sang" 
little. How's the group?" 

Mom's making you Borne cho- 

colate   cake   and   Pop   says   he's 

take you fishing.   Katie 

don't  know  what's  going  on  ex- 
thai you're some kind of hero 

who drives convertibles over tele 

phone  poles  at   eighty  miles  per 

hour." 

[I(    laughed   and   splashed   some 

hoi   water   at    me,   and   we   Joked 

more, but that was when the 
i    were new.  Everything Will 
|   came   out   cool   through   his 

white   teeth,   and   he   didn't   doubt 

that he would be walking  again 

and thai we could hit the dances 
like we used to. We would pick 
out the hot girls and drive them 

down by the Cherry Creek Uiver 
to watch the water spill over it- 

self, piling up the wh i te foam 
along the banks. But we never 

watched usually. We played the 
radio and took turns walking our 
dates mto the trees and talked 

about it later. At any rate, we 
thought it was just a matter of 

time until he got over it, and we 
would be running things like we 

used   to 
Doctor Cattrell wore his hair 

all waxed over to one side and 
always < ussed right back at Will. 
He's eyes would expand and pop 

half out of his head whenever 

Will slipped him an oath or two 
about the pain. The doc would 
,ta,l(|   up  and  curse   in   Will's  face 

and make him mad. Then they 

would start in again, Doc pump- 

,ng the legs, his neck stuck up red 
above the collar of the white uni- 
form and his mouth screwed up 
i„ determination, and Will would 

prop himself up on his elbows and 

curse, his dark skin shiny with 

sweat until tiny, salty beads drip 
pad »ff his face and soaked into 

,|,e sheets. They would work hke 
that for hours because neither of 

them wanted to say it was no good 
,,.  maybe  behind   the,,-  sweating 

faces they each thought it HI 
finished. They didn't want to let 

,.ach other down. Will's and Docs 
ordeal was like working with a 

jalopy when you can't even find 
the parts or wouldn't know where 
,„ put then, when you found them 

You crawl under the heap and 

get grease plopped in your I 

and   V(lll   sweat   With   a   wrench   in 

your hand  until   your "ole   man 
COmes out and asks you how it's 

going. You smile up at him and 
he grins back when he sees the 

stubbornness lie put in you in the 

first   place. 
That was the way it was with 

Doc and Will; they kept digging 
each other, and the exercises cot 

longer and longer until a nurse 

would waddle in, in her white 

clothes  and   white  shoes,  with  a 
plateful   of   that   flat  tasting   I' I 

and make them quit. The Doc 

would stand up and push Will's 
wet head back down on the pillow 

aM,t Say, "Don't run off boy. I'll 

!„. hack tomorrow," and Wdl 
would cuss at him and say, "Doc. 

someday I'm gonna kick the hell 
,,,„ of you." and they would both 

laugh. 
We all .-allied on like that for 

a long time, joking and sweating 
like  hell,  and   Mother used   to take 

turns  with the  Doc and  pump the 

numb legs just  as hard.   But Will 

never cussed  with her;  he'd flex 

the muscles in his jaws and keep 
his    mouth   shut,   and    the   sweat 

would pour. One of us was there 
all  the time, and  Dad  came every 

day   after  work   with   a   sack   full 
i f    hamburger^ heaped  with    on 

While  Will  talked  and grin 
• Dad, I 'ad would sit munch- 

his  hamburgers  and     

his  head. 

Do, told Will about a week in 

advance so that we all h ad to 
worry about it and none of us 
could talk .-.bout it because maybe 

we sensed what was going to hap 

pen. The feeling was something 
similar to  that   premonition   you 
got   when   you   tried   to   drive  that 

jalopy  you   were working on, n-.d 
you knew  it   needed a  new  engine 

to get  across the street. But your 

money had run out and  your pat 

ience and your time —  you eithei 
drove it or junked it or, like. Will, 

you had to stand up on  your own 
or get   pushed   into a   w heel   chair 
the   rest   of   your life   and   rot   a 

little  inside each time  you rang  a 
tinkle  bell  ami  begged   the  nurse 

to push you into the sun. 

That    whole    week    of    waiting 
gave   us   a   sick   feeling.   1   would 

lie in the darkness of early morn- 

ing and listen to my parents talk 
in   the   next   room.   Mother  cried 
and   Dad   comforted   her,   telling 

her  how  Will   was  the   strongest 

one   in the family   Dad  would  go 

on   telling   her   how   things   were 
g, ing to work out until his voice 
was   lost   in   the   stillness  of   the 

house. I think we all prayed more 
or  for  the   first   time,   like  me.   I 
listened   to   the   words   sink   into 

the  curtains  by my bed, and   I 
wondered    if    there     really    was 
something   1   couldn't    see   in   the 

darkness.   I    would    lay   there    in 
the  silence  and   wrinkle the  cov- 

ers in my fist and sweat and pray, 
and   a   cold   feeling   would   creep 

into my guts. 

Hut I had never had tins feei- 

ng before the summer of 1951 
when Will had bi, accident. He 

didn't own lus beret then, and his 

thick hair used to curl down over 
his dark face, and the white teeth 
would grin at you. Will was not 
handsome on the classic style, but 

his eyebrows were a little wild 

and his cheeks dimpled everytime 
he smiled; the girls liked it. Will 
and  I double-dated  to the drive-m 

or a dance or sometm.es we would 

just drive, the wmd pulling at our 
hair and making our eyes water. 

Always it felt good, and I guess 
the big "It" was knowing that 

you were you and going the same 
place With your brother, who was 

a part of you too. and you both 
had girls who liked to drive with 

the top down and sue.' with the 
radio They didn't care when they 

got   back   I ither,   or   if   they   eve, 
got anywhere, as long as the sil 

ver chrome bub.- kept humming 

and the radio playi d 

Th,,s,. were good -ummers and 

pet most- of them driving 

convertible Will and 1 were 

paying on before he bad the 
wreck The summers were dr> in 

NlX Mexico and the air cutting 

thin Bui it gave you a rtrong 
spinning feeding, like you were 
,,.,,,- drunk and happy, hke- you 
were Moses on the mountain and 

,,.ul jul(, stopped to pat yourself 

,„,  tne back  because  you had  it 

made; God was on your side, and 

n aybe you smiled and smelled the 
breeze fresh off the Promised 

land and, a little too anxiously, 

sucked your dried, dust coated 

lungs full of it. Maybe, like Moses, 

you just lei your beard grow and 

breathed that thin air or, like us, 
you    blew   exhaust    down    a   con 

cretc    slab   of   road.   Maybe   you 

counted   pine   trees   until   y o u r 
watered    a n d   blinked,   and 

maybe the  girl  beside you pushed 

up under your arm and you laugh 

ed. That  was another part   of  the 

big    "It."   The    "It"   that 
times   left     us   fifty     miles    from 
town    and   twent)    minutes   from 
night  with the mountains turning 

red   and   brown   and   dark   purple 

and  black  until   they  seemed   like 
parts   of the  sky  broken  off cold 
and   stuck   into   the   earth   along 

side   the   highway.   The   highway 

was   always  a   gray  concrete   slab 
dissected with a broken white line 
called   fate   that   we   followed   all 

the way home-. Sometimes I never 

saw   the  road   at   night,  and   Will 
would  lay one hand on the wheel 

and   the   other   on   his   date   and 
work the bright lights at the cars 

that slipped past. If it wasn't mid- 
night when we reached town, and 

if the girls  still  pushed up under 
our arms, we would head for the 

river and play the radio real low 
while the water slapped at itself 

and  the clouds  curled past.  Will 
would   mind   his  business   in   the 

front seat, and I would mind mine 
in the back. When the girl's hair 
was   fine  and   you  didn't  care   if 

you stayed out all night, and she 

kissed   you  back,  you   grinned   a 
little   to   yourself  because,   Moses* 

or  no  Moses,   you  had   it   made. 
Anyway, the  convertible and  the 

thin   air  didn't   always   cool   you 

off. 
That was the big "It," I guess, 

or at least a part of it. For Will 

and me, it w-as enough — just us, 
the car, the easy summers that 

stretched life after work; the 

long cool rides  
But the road always led back 

to town and then home. The Cane 
brothers always came home. Will 
and I returned to the Cane family. 

its    ideas   and   its   traditions.    We 

returned like all people eventual- 
ly do; to that which identified us. 
It was the Cam- line of people 

transported from England to Ken- 

tucky and from there, via t he 
United   States   Air   Force   shortly 

before  World   War  II.  t,-  New 
Mexico.   It   was   retired   Colonel 

William   Frederick   Cane   who   es- 
tablished   residence  in  the  heights 

,,,'  ,h.- City  and  its civilian  life  in 

th<- last  part  ,.f  1940, served  as 
vie- president   of  the  Chamber  ol 
Commerce,  and  built   a  tire  store 

on    the   highway    at    the   edge    of 
town.   Later,   he  built   a   chain   of 

Stores   supplied   with   a   small    re 
capping plant  and  franchised  by 
some major tire companies in the 
Easl   Failure to meet competitioi 

after the war forced consolidat 

and the only  store  bft  was  one 

huge   two-storj   huil. I. n:   owned 
and    operated    by    William    Cane. 

gr  and his two sons. The bus. 

hadn't expanded since', but it 

earned   enough   profit    to   build   a 
,.rlek rive-bedroom plus two 
bathrooms    and    a    •M,..st    r n 
h, me    that     was   paid    for.    along 

«ith the land beneath it. Maten 
.,,h the h,,me. the- land, and thi 

business  were   enough to   support 
Mo,her and Dad after Wdl and I 

left.   The   Cane   property   formed 

a solid shell of economic stability 

in which the organic' system of 
Cane family tradition functioned, 

and it was to this system and this 

tradition that Will and I always 

returned. 

The    people of   our    town city 

knew   u    a    an   educated   family 
and as  a  family distinct   from  tlm 

common     Now      Mexican     family. 

Dad   still   had   friend-   in  citj   gO\ 
eminent    and   at    t I, e-   capitol    n 

Santa   he;  consequently,  much  of 
0U1  family life was public life  I 

The     pe' pie     knew   the     ( anes 

Evans Street to be like' many of 
them financially, but somewhat 

itubbom; Catholics everyone, and 

more independent than friendly, 
All of us were brunet, dark skin 

ned, and dark eyed. Dad'.- claim 

to the family was the thick, cur 
ly hair and eyebl 0V\ of \\ \\] and 

Katie My hair was fine, light- 

brown and always needed comb- 

ing.  Mother's  hair had  darkened 
some    before'    it    grayed,    but    we 

favored     and     were     marked     by 
thinner eyebrows  and  no dimples 

The people knew Mother as a so 

rial   worker   and   society   woman 
and  Dad  as  a   business  man  with 

no   little    political   influence.   Ig- 

noring the Cane family was not  a 
practical nor an  easy  accomplish- 

ment.   Father   and   Mother   were 

influential,   and  Will   was  a  nat- 
ural standout. Will was known  as 
manager <>f  Dad's  store  and  as  a 

part-time   playboy   with   a   shiny 

c o n v e r t i b 1 e.   He  wore   flashy 
clothes,  a  gold   watch,   and   a   lin 

gering smile. He could lose a $100 
sale  or  clinch   one,  but   he   never 
quit   smiling.   When   Will   walked. 
he   walked   fast;   when   he   drove, 

he drove  fast;   and  when  he  talk 
ed,   he   sputtered   syllables   in   all 
directions so that you  wanted   to 

duck    to   avoid    bemg    knocked 
breathless  by   the  velocity  of  the 
words.    Whatever    or    whereever 

Will was, he was prominent. 
Will had belonged first and in- 

stantly to the people and the 

whole city, and they belonged to 
him. I had only belonged to him. 
I  had only   belonged  because  of 
Will. I was the "little brother" 

who tagged along and was final 
ly accepted because "big brother" 
was accepted the year before The 

city belonged to that generation, 
the first son generation. Will was 
a member of the' modern, easy 
going and never admitted ancient 

system of primogenitor, From fa- 
ther to first son passed all pros 

tige. and that was just so much 

good luck as far as 1 was con- 
cerned because 1 didn't want the 
respc.nsib.ln>. Before Will's ac- 
cident, 1 simply existed, that was 

enough. 

After the accident, it occurred 

,„ me that the "system" was al 
least temporarily mutated. The 

po itlon of first son in our famil) 
was left vacant The ni th; of the 

accident, and every nighl of th< 

week following that night. I walk 
,.,1   the   asphalt    slabs   of   the   Clt} 

:,,„!   searched   for my   identit)   in 

the    "system."    I    would    rind a 
,-led.  stoic  tiee,  I.'an  oi,   it   and 

a'    thl     ■ 
streets   were   sporadically 

lighted    With    fake    kerosene 
mal rorm r streel 

lights. Trees  lined  the  Streets  and 
screened  the  lots of  neon adver- 

tising   patterned   across   the 

0f  the  town.  The   city   was 
rted    mainly   by    the    adjoining 

militar)   bases  and   a  few   ambi- 

tious industrial speculators. Many 

of the citizens were middle 'lass 

managers, clerks, and small bus!- 
t,i ss men; eat h composed a unit 

Of the '.'real commercial machin- 

ery that lupplied the demand of 

the citizens and itself. The tour 
I      came    year   around;   the   rich 

and  near rich,  to ski  ami  most   of 
to   visit   the   Indian   pue 

which   lay   to   lb,-   west.   p.. 

ind out t 

The  pueblos  were  al of 
• divided, in an unof 

M       I aus   and   th( 
\,.,,. m 'be      wliite- Th 

'led 

of  it   lay   the 

hoUSe  covered   up 

... 
he r , t a ge of the city   ■ 

Spanish  and   Indian  and   t 
to  those   people,  many  of  whom 

|    sucked    the    tit     of    those 
cent   cultures.   Hut   the   Indians 

wh<   lived on   the  reserva! 
the    edd,   primitive,   mud thatched 

way were dependent on the gov- 
ernment and  ignorant tourists for 

,he,r    sustenance,    Th.'    Ind 
were till Cath« lie The "old" Span 
ish were almost  jone; those still 
in   existence    were    poor   or   else 

they participated in that new  racy 

process km wn as American bi 
In 0ur city, a conglomer- 

ation of military bases and ma- 
oism. The people- of the 

city were strung together in var- 

i ,us housing developments cm 
,,..eted by streets and two state- 

Con trUCted, perpendicular fl 

w-,ys   One  ran   north  to south. Of 

down  the  Valley, and the  other 
,    • ,   west   and   dissecting   the 

riv-r   Research in science, math. 
and some' lOCial sconces, such as 

psychology, was carried on to an 
infamous degree  in the state' urn 

veriity situated on the east  side 

0f th- river. The univessity em- 
phasized th.- humanities; the state 

hi8tory of other people  in other 
and   the   history   makers   of 

our time. Both were tied ami 
book-bound together in the mght- 

story  university   library. 

I would ban against a tree. 

away from the bugs, next to a 

Streetlight   ami   wonder   how   W.U 

and I "nected '",h" m:'Z" 
of  neon   lights  and  house   lights 
and   the   Colliding   freeway   lights 

,h;i,   dotted   and  lined  the  night 
ami told any strand who 

thought to look that before him 

Was all the history he could ever 

know. The   libraries  were  yelto* 

rectangle's set em end and th. . 
partially,   was   where   I    fitted   m paruaiM ,     , 
because   in   th.    winter   1   read 
„.,v,ls   and   Checked   four   toft™ 

 ks out at a „ i.- Mj; 
,,.,„ fm(.s when I returned them 

months later, nue library rectan- 

r,e at the university »« *tl,"v 

Will fit in; I- had take, four 
... „„.„„.,, of undergraduate study 

„.   dropping   oul   <"   <^WKr 

Pad's   stof 
Will and 1 called il om city be 

,   U8e w,   had been nursed by   its 

public   schools   and   pictU» 
all of our lives. From where w 
,,ved   it  sloped to the rive,   thai 
^/hmha.iel lb, ,,'d after winter 

,„,>„   noith and dry or shallow   in 

We fished th,- nve, 

and swam it and late, trh- 
..,„   a   parked   car   after   a 

,,,„.      Skinny,     pot   bellied     brown 

boys,   called Mexicans,   drowned 
year around  in  the  river  and.  I 
guess, that added s little interest 
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for the touristi because it wasn't 
much compared to the Hiuissippj 
or some historical torrent like the 
Hudson. Cherry  River meant   lit 
tie, even to those who lived close 
to  it   Seine  felt  that   the river was 
;.s important ai the land on which 
thi cit) wa built; others felt it 
drew  tourists, and still other poo 
pie argued thai it should stay for 
purpose*  nol   yet   realized.  At   any 

rate, no one  wanted  to do away 
H ith   the   n\ | • 

Histi ry  happens just   as  fail  as 
time, and  if there ever was a  per 
KXI   111   time   when   no   incident   of 
history occurred, that Improbable 
suspension would later be record 
cd   ai   hist, ry too.    It would   be 
called     tlie     Dormant     Age     and 
everything that didn't   happen  in 

irould be carefully  put down by 
k me    devoted    scholar or    head- 
h i\ ed monk a ho happened to be 

standing   late at   night  in   some 
elevated  position,  leaning  philo- 
ophically against a t ree and not 

ing   the   peculiar   blight   stillness 
c f   the   city   patterned    intricately 
below Urn. He would note that 
in that exact moment nothing his 
tOlical seemed to he happening', 
.oid this notion would later he 
scratched out on paper when he 
returned to hi- sanctuary, study- 
room, or temple to preserve that 
historical phenomenon for future 
generations, 

I W( uld shrug off from what 
ever tree that held me up and re- 
turn home down the half-dark 
street- that had led me to those 
Strange openings in the night. 
Finally a decision was made by 
my confused hram and I found 
my   place   m    the   "system." 

I, Fred Cane, second son of 
two sons and one slender, shy- 
daughter, all of a military family 
created by a Kentucky born Eng- 
lishman, assumed first son re- 
ponsibilities. Suddenly I was 

awaie of myself. I was aware 
that I was six-foot one, that my 
nose «;iS ■ hit too long, but that 
it might improve when my face 
filled out I was plain, and my 
smile was not impressive, but my 
eyes wen dark and my complex - 

IT, I was aware that I was 
better built than the average 
twenty year old and that I had 
I habit of mumbling when I talk- 
ed and naturally chewed off the 
last word .if every sentence. It 
was the first time I remember 
looking at myslf in the mirror 
and thinking that what I saw was 
me. 

The people of our city seemed 
to notice me, too. After they quit 
talking of wild Will Cane, they 
seemed to turn their gray, dull- 
eyed stares in my direction, im- 
patiently awaiting the great as- 
sertion of Fred Cane. They stared 
at me and I at them and I at me 
in the mirror. It was time for 
Fred Cane to be christened "hu- 
man." 

The regular customers came 
into the store snapping crab-like 
orders at me as if they had sud- 
denly been interrupted by an un- 
expected piece of meat. I reacted 
like any unexpected piece of 
meat. 

Jean, the fat old friend, dis- 
solved the film on her ancient 
eyeballs, heaved those flat-hang- 
ing breasts over the counter, and 
blinked at me. The wrinkles sag- 
ged on her face, and she gave me 

a scrutinizing squinting look, like 
an angler sometimes gives a fish 
just   drag   Up   from   i,   slack   line. 
"Where In the bell did you come 
from?" she seemed to ask. Jean 
wasn't   pretty,   she    was   old   and 
rich,  arid   she  dangled   large  glit- 
tering   earring!   on   each   side   of 
her  head.  She  had  come  with  the 
land   Dad   bought   from   h e r  and 
k n e w     Mother     and     all  of    us 
through   the   church.   Since    Will 
and   I   had   attended   St.   Thomas, 

I    had   given   us   presents   each 
Christmas   Eve   and   slipped   five 
dollar    bills     into     the     hanging 
stockings  we   pinned  to the  front 
door.  She  wanted   to  he  a  grand- 
mother, and  we  were her natural 
choice for grandchildren. She tried 
not   to he obnoxious, but she be- 
longed   first   to  her money  or her 
squatty, wrinkled self. She wasn't 
cut  for a grandmother;  rather for 
the  pestering  old  widow  she  was. 
To Will and  me she was as three 
blcckl distant  as the wrought-iron 
gateway   to   her   small   estate   on 
Wilson St ■ 

She leaned on the counter and 
peered at me like that angler who 
had accident ly caught his fish 
just as he was about to reel in 
the slack line and cuss the lost 
halt He might hold the fish with 
a thumb jabbed through its gills 
and peer puzzled at it, deciding 
whether or not it was large 
enough to keep and hoping it 
would twitch a little so he could 
squeeze it and pretend it was 
alive when he shoved it into the 
rusty can of water. 

"Fred Cane!" The earrings 
swung on the earlobes and she 
squinted a thousand wrinkles at 
me.   "How's  your  poor brother?" 

"Well, he's better, Jean. He's a 
lot better." I glanced at the front 
lot seeking a convenient customer. 
No luck. 

She heaved herself off the 
counter and looked for something 
in her purse. There was no other 
customer, so I turned to the man- 
ual of prices and ran my fingers 
over the columns of numbers. 
"First line tire, nylon cord, four 
ply; heavy duty edge — $18.95 
plus  tax.  Second  line  tire,  nylon 
cord,  two ply  — $12.95  plus tax 

», 

"Fred!" She snapped her purse 
shut and pushed the money into 
my shirt pocket. 

"Put four good tires on that old 
Lincoln, Honey, and take the rest 
for you and Will and tell your 
mama that I'll come over to din- 
ner after church Sunday, like we 
used to." 

"Yes Ma'am, I'll tell her." I 
turned away from her and climb- 
ed the racks for the tires. She 
suddenly was very busy too, 
claiming she had to see about 
some business at Conrad's shoe 
store, across the street and would 
I please bring the car there when 
I finished with it. The glass door 
closed behind her. 

"I'll be damned," I said. It was 
the first time she had ever forced 
money on the Cane family. She 
had Rtuffed two one-hundred-dol- 
lar bills into my front pocket, as 
if she was paying her way to the 
Cane family dinner on Sunday 
afternoon, and then she had wad- 
dled clumsily across the street to 
buy a pair of shoes. 

"Great God in Heaven!" I 
thought to myself. "Great God 
Almighty and Jesus Christ!" I 
rolled  the tires outside  after un- 

wrapping    them    and    air-jacked 
that  white  Lincoln  four  feet  off 
the   ground.   The   old   came   off; 
the new went on, but the old tires 
could   still   be   sold  as   used   tires 
later    on.    The    cost was    about 
$80.00.   That   left   $60.00   a   piece 
for Will and me, not counting the 
$20.00   or  so   we  would   clear  on 
the used  tires. Then it struck me. 
The    money    was a    bribe.     She 
hadn't   been   invited   so   she   had 
tried to buy an invitation to din 
nor   I  made out her bill and slip- 
ped   the change  into a yellow en- 
velope,  along  with  the  "gift." 

This child wasn't about to buck 
twenty years of catechism class 
honesty, military discipline, and 
adolescent idealism for some cor- 
rupt old lady. This child was be- 
ing tempted in the wilderness, and 
it was quite clear whose side he 
was on. This child would appear 
to anyone looking in from above 
as a triumphant saint about to 
pass his testing. Hut he was mor- 
tal, and he lacked ten years, and 
he didn't want to think about it. 
This child reacted because he had 
read words written on rocks 
somewhere and because he had 
always reacted according to the 
old beliefs. 

I noticed that the sun was hot 
and I was sweating; the black 
tire dust was clinging to my skin. 
The work pants and shirt were 
wet against my body. I noticed 
that for a Saturday afternoon, 
business was slow. I noticed that 
it was just as well business was 
slow because the weather was too 
hot to work anyway. I noticed 
that brown sparrows pecked at 
the parking lot and that they 
were probably hot too. I noticed 
that the sun danced white heat off 
the pane glass windows and that 
I should squint or my eyes would 
water. I noticed that the seat 
squeaked a little too loudly when 
I settled behind the steering wheel 
of Jean Avery's car. 

I placed the envelope in her 
glove compartment, drove the car 
across the street to Conrad's, and 
waved to her through the window. 
I retreated to the tire store. Jean 
waddled out, checked the money, 
and drove off without giving me 
a look. She would be at the table 
next Sunday. 

During the day, I ran the store, 
and I visited Will at night; but 
he worked harder than anyone in 
the family, even while he was in 
the hospital. 

Will smiled that devil-take- 
care or I'll run-you-out-of-a-job, 
toothy, dimpled smile at me and 
shook his head, so that the beret 
dropped down over his eyebrow, 
and he spoke through those white 
teeth. 

"Freddy, baby, you laugh once 
and you'll be talking out the other 
side of your head. Freddy, baby, 
I got to move this dead weight." 

I grabbed his ankles and pump- 
ed. The knees just popped a little 
and the bones pushed up tight and 
white against the skin. Will kept 
smiling. He was propped up stiff- 
ly in bed, looking at his legs; his 
arms supported him, and the 
sweat dripped on to the sheets. 

"Freddy, baby, shake it, man; 
this has gotta go!" 

The bed squeaked noisly in 
time with the exercise, and I 
could taste the salt in my mouth, 
the salt that runs in sweat over 
your lip until you have to lick it 
or breathe  it or wipe  it.  I   guess 

the taste turned my face yellow 
because Will flicked those deep 
brown eyes at me and said, "What 
the hell, man? You gotta bug or 
something ?" 

"No, man, just sweat — just 
grease, that's all " I wiped my 
face with the sheet and grinned 
at   him.  "Any connection?" 

"Nothing, man, just nothing?" 

I pumped for an hour until his 
ankles were red and the sheets 
wet and wrinkled and pushed off 
half on the floor. We sat and 
stared at the legs, and the inside 
of a vacuum tunnel; but the air 
came and we hung our heads back 
and blew, sucking air and blowing. 
It was an all-night session and 
we stopped every hour or so to 
breathe. 

That was Wednesday, and Will's 
deadline was Friday, but that was 
Thursday     too,  because     nothing 
changed.   The   legs   looked   pinker 
from  the circulation and  the hot 
bathes,  and  the  ankles  were  tap- 
ed to keep them from getting raw. 
Nothing changed except the smile; 
it was  pasty dry, and if you  look- 
ed  at    Will  for    a  long    time,  it 
didn't   seem   like   a   smile   at   all. 
Once he caught me and reached up 
and flicked the lamp out and said 
he   wanted   to   rest.   I   left  after 
lighting   his  cigar.   He  was   dark 
against  the sheets and  the  sweat 
was   shiny   on   his   face.   He   kept 
his wooden  legs covered  now.   Be- 
fore,  he  flaunted  them  and  brag- 
ged   about   the  scars,  making  fun 
of them and calling them his dead 
half,   whose   spirit   had   curled   up 
that   telephone  pole  with   the   en- 
gine smoke at the wreck and drift- 
ed   lazily     toward   the      heavens; 
then,   he     would   laugh   and     ask 
when' the spirit of the other half 
was   going    liut   on   Thursday   he 
kept   the   legs covered  and   I   left 
him   wrapped   dark   in   the   white, 
stained  sheets  with  his  face  cov- 
ered,  too,  in the darkness.  It  was 
hidden behind a blue veil of cigar 
smoke. 

The Doc had told us the Sunday 
before that Friday meant that it 
was either useless to continue the 
therapy or the legs would re 
■pond, "Why Friday?" Dad had 
asked him, standing in the doc- 
tor's office. He stood and almost 
whispered the question two or 
three times with his dark eyes 
sunk into his skull and bushy eye- 
brows pushed down into a frown, 
and Doc swelled around his collar 
and his eyes popped out a little. 
They stood in the late afternoon 
that shone through the venition 
blinds and Dad asked why, and 
Doc didn't say anything. He 
didn't have to. 

The outcome of the therapy was 
decided before that Friday; it was 
decided the day of the wreck, and 
somehow Will knew it. We all 
knew it, but we couldn't accept 
it, not until we had to. Mother 
took it hardest, 1 guess, next to 
Will. She could cry, though, and 
smother her tears in Dad's coat. 
Mother had her best torn from 
her and her thoughts would be 
fused in the past as far as Will 
was concerned. Her hair would 
gray, but she would lose her grief 
by muttering Hail Marys at can- 
dles and mute white statues and 
teaching Katie to cross herself 
until her night or day of grief 
in her death. Will was Mother's 
spark, and now Will wasn't a 
part of her anymore and she 
sensed  his withdrawal. ' 

The Friday came, and Will had 
me shut the nurses out in the hall 
to   take-   care  of   Katie   and   Mom 
while   Dad   and   Doc   Cattrell 
Stayed   to   help   with   the   trial.   I 
pulled   the   sheets   off   on   to   the 
floor and  Will balanced   his cigar 
lightly on the ashtray by the bed 

"Let's   go,"   Will   said.   He   was 
smiling and he spoke 1n a peculiar 
calm   voice   that   hung  around   in 
the air for a while until Doc, with 
his  whole  head  and   neck   bulging 
with   blood,   grabbed   Will's   arm 
and motioned for Dad to hold the 
other.  Will  pushed  the  dead   legs 
off   the   bed   with   h i s   free   arm. 
Doc  pulled  him  off  the  bed  until 
Will   was   standing   straight   and 
stiff, staring intently at the legs 

"Walk." 

"Yeah," Will smiled at me, and 
his eyes were sunk back below his 
eyebrows. 

'Walk," Doc demanded. 

It was then that I realized Will 
had lost weight, not only in his 
legs, but his face was tight across 
the jaw and cheek bones and his 
shoulders looked fragile. Now he 
stc od there with his knees locked 
and  he grinned  at  everybody. 

"Walk,"    Doc   repeated   gruffly, 
.'rid   his  eyes popped  out  a   little 
at Will. He pulled Will away from 
the bed and  Will's  knees  snapped 
(ut in front of him.  He fell to all 
fours on the tile floor. 

"Doc!"   Will  shouted. 
Dec and  I  pulled  him  up quick 

ly,  and  he  steadied   himself  with 
hi- knees locked back in place   We 
rested     for  a     minute  while     the 
sweat built up on Will's forehead; 
then,    we     started  again     slowly. 
This   time   we  didn't   let   him   fall 
to the floor nor the next time. The 
legs    were     ruined,    the    muscles 
shredded   and   that   is   what   Will 
and all of us had to settle for. 

Mom had our room straighten 
ed and clean sheets out and the 
sun glaring through the open 
blinds the next morning; it was 
time to transfer Will home for 
good. He was in time for lunch, 
but nobody talked much; we were 
all brave except Katie. She left 

' befl re Dad had finished serving 
her plate. She stayed in her room. 

Doc Cattrell came stooping and 
banging at the door right after 
lunch, with   the crutches 

"I'll be damned if I'll let you sit 
in a wheel chair and bother your 
mother with yourself!" Doc threw 
the crutches on to the bed beside 
Will and stomped out of the room. 

"Be damned if you will, too," 
Will  shouted  back. 

A nurse came in and strapped 
the rubber tipped crutches to 
Will's forearms, and he smiled at 
her briefly, then frowned. He re- 
laxed for a while and puffed at 
the cigar until the nurse left. 

"Well, hell!" he puffed. "I 
ought to be able to walk on four 
legs." He braced himself at the 
side of his bed and swung the 
legs between the crutches. He car- 
ried himself around the room with 
the cigar jutting from his teeth 
and smoke  trailing behind him. 

"What do you think, Fred?" 
he said, blowing smoke on to his 
chest. 

"Huh?" I asked. 
"I said, what do you think about 

your brother being a cripple?" 
The cigar dropped from his mouth 
on to the floor and he jerked, but 
remembered  the crutches. 

Continued  on   l*age  8 
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The Decision Mary Rumelle huett 

The telephone line s di oned 

steadily. "Yes, yea, thii is she 

Bpeaking," Hagar anxiously told 

the operator. 
The operator's « o i c e was 

clipped and short. "Youi patty 

,s on the line, sir." 

Then stir hoard hoi father's 

rough voice, "Hagar , , your 

Grandfather MacDonald died this 

morning, in his sloop. Your Aunt 

Su found him . . . apparently it 

was his heart, it just gave out. 

He loft a letter addressed to you, 

they found it in his Bible. Seems 

to be quite old . . . envelope looks 

as if it had boon addressed some 

time ago. Do you want mo to 

open  it and  road  it  to you'."' 

From somewhere Hagar hoard 

a woman's voice say. "No." and 

realised it was her own. 

"Well, I'll just put it in your 

room are you still there, Puss?" 

"Yes, I'm still here." 

"I've already made reserva- 

tions on the 12:4f) flight for you, 

and I have talked to the Dean. 

Everything's taken care of. You 

just pack and go to the airport. 

The funeral will he day after to 

morrow. Aunt Su will moot you 

at the airport, and I'll see you 

when   you   get   home." 

Numbly she heard hei father 

"Goodbye," and then the 

harsh buzz of the dial tone. He 

had hung up without giving her 

a chance to say anything, or to 

gi * over th' hock he had given 

her. This was so typical of him. 

she thoughl bittei ly, to call and 

say just what he called to say, 

nothing more. No word- of com 

fort. 

She couldn't believe it' She 

had been with her grandfather 

at Christmas time. He had been 

so strong; in fact, his vitality 

and enthusiasm for everything 

had made her ashamed of her 

own  lack . . . 

They     had     W a I k e d     to     her 

"dreaming   place,"   as   she   ha.I 

so COrnily called it as a little 

girl. It was a place in her grand 

father's old orchard; a rounded 

i,ut grassy plot, surionnded by 

fruit trees. Most of the trees wen- 

small and stunted, hut the apple 

trees rose tall and Straight and 

under  one   was   a   bench,   weather 

,d gray. The day had been eold 

and bleak, but the other times 

they had come here the an was 

warm with spring and the trees 

swollen with flowet buds, 01 hoi 

summei. when the branches were 

loaded with fruit ready to drop 

into a waiting hand. It was hen 

that grandfather had always 

practiced  Ins sermon  for the com 

ing Sunday. Laughing, she often 

told  him that  be only  used  her as 

a   sounding   board.  Once   it   bad 
occurred to her how ridiculous 

all    of   this    would    appear    to    a 

stranger who  might  come  upon 

the  sight  of  an  old  man   preach 

ing to a young girl in the middle 

of an  orchard.   Hut   grandfather 

would not have been bothered a 

bit, he would have believed that 

here was just one more erring 

child  of Cod   to  listen 

He had commenced his sermon, 

"Christianity   is   for   everyone, 

nch   or   poor.    It    is   tin     <JoV(    ol 

peace, bearing always the olive 

bi.inch. It is lightning, and the 

crash of thunder in the still 

hush of night, awakening us 

from   the   lethargy   of   sin." 

Hagar felt nothing but dull- 

ness inside listening to him. She 

bad been away at school for three 

years,   away   from   the   influence 

of her grandfather. Her mother 

bad died during Hagar's fresh- 

man year, and she could no long- 

er accept her grandfather's con- 

cept of Cod. A Cod of love? More 

a God of tremendous power, who 

delighted in bending and twisting 

helpless humans to His prede- 

cided plan. No, she would waste 

no more Sundays in worship; 

enough of her life had been spent 

m such'a manner. Sundays were 

for such luxurious things as late 

sleeping, for anything she want- 

ed to do. She had not missed the 

old days of early rising, Sunday 

School, the dreary night services 

Grandfather's words pounded 

into her consciousness, "Chris- 

tianity is a way of life; a giving 

up of worldly things. We cannot 

live by our emotions, by our de- 

We are only fulfilled when 

we can control them, for that 

which is sensate is without con- 

science " 

Hagar wanted to tell him how 

much be had missed in life, de- 

priving himself of so many 

"sensate" pleasures to follow 

after a fool's dream. A dream of 

a Coil Who was pleased by noth- 

ing one did. What did the saintly 

life  my   mother   lived   get  her? 

"Paul of Tarsus, persecutor of 

Christians, was struck blind by 

the power of Jesus on the road 

to Damascus; it is this same 

Paul, born again, who put his 

mark on Christianity so well that 

il   has   never been  lost." 

Grandfather, w h o seemed to 

have reached a stopping point in 

Ins sermon, had walked over to 

where she stood and had taken 

her bands. "Hagar, you know 

I have always been able to tell 

when something is troubling you. 

And right now you look as the 

Hagar of old must have looked 

when she cried in the wilderness 

f,,i God' help. You must tell me 

what    IS    troubling   you." 

"I'm just  tired, Grandfather." 

Hei   grandfather's  eyes bored 

into her, "Have you been attend- 

ing church  regularly?" 

"No," she said, lowering her 

.yes. and didn't add that she 

hadn't   foi   three   years. 

He shook her gently, reprov- 

ing her, "Never ignore the ring- 

ing of a church bell, my dear, for 

I,, do so will invoke the fires of 

Hell." 

Hagar looked up into her 

grandfather's strong face, the 

huge nose that hooked arrogant- 

ly, the huge eyebrows that met 

over his eyes and were still black 

in spite of his white hair, but 

the eyes under them were twink 

ling. She had smiled back at him. 

feeling his love flow over her, 

warming her against the cold 

I lecembor   wind. 

" A long time ago." he said, 

"I quit tilling the soil to till 

men's   souls.    Many   times   since, 

I have  wished   I  could  go back  to 

the earth  ...   it   is more   fertile, 

There,   at    least,    I    could    see    to 

reap what I had sown." 

He sat down on the end of the 

weathered bench, and'pushed into 

place one of the broken palings 

in the seat. He motioned to 

Hagar   to  sit   beside  him.    - 

"When I first found out about 

your mother's malignancy, and 

knew there was nothing the 

doctors could  do,  I  prayed  to Cod 

. . . fervently ... to spare her." 

Her grandfather looked away 

from her and his voice became 

low and indistinct, almost as 

though he had forgotten she was 

there. Hagar strained to hear 

what   he  was   saying. 

". . . To make hei whole again. 

Take my life. Lord, I prayed, for 

my allotted time was filled. But 

He didn't see fit to answer my 

prayers, and I accepted it as 

a humbling reminder of the 
frailty of man . . . and the al- 

mighty [lower of Cod. We are 

not   to  question  Cod's  actions." 

He shook his head slowly, "Hut 

as David did, I often ask, 'What 

is man that Thou art mindful of 

h.m?'" 

Hagar w a s surprised at her 

grandfather's words. Shi- had 

never heard him talk like this. 

It was not possible that hei' elo- 

quent, poetic grandfather could 

doubt in his God. He could not 

feel the rage and fury inside 

himself that she did. Bitterly she 

remembered, she had prayed too. 

Long and hard, she had prayed, 

that (God would save her mother 

Rut He had not heard hei. lb 

had turned His face from her 

and had let her in o t h e r die. 

Hagar could still hear her 

mother's god-awful screams . . . 

from  the terrible pain  .... 

Hagar   h a d    returned    to    the 

University   after   t h e   Christmas 

vacation   with   new   strength   for 

the   finals   to   come   and   the   end 

of   the   semester.    Always,   after 

being with her  grandfather, she 

seemed to gam a new perspective, 

the   pieces  of  her  life   held   more 

meaning.    She    had    been    in    an 

8 o'clock  French class,  when  the 

Dean's gecretai')   carne  to  tell  her 

that  her father was calling  .... 

Hagar   sat    stiffly    on    the 

wooden   pew   in   the  same   church 

that   her  grandfathei   had   been 

pastor  of for    the   past     thirty- 

five   years. She was wedged  tight 

between    her    father    and    Aunt 

Su,    and     w a s    uncomfoi tahlj 

aware   of    t h e   hurting    in    her 

.  which  pressed  like  a  giant 

i Igainst   her   libs.   If   I   could 

onlj        y,   she   thought,    but    her 

eyei t> !i dry and grainy, Shi' 

closed thi m for a moment to re 

lies, burning   in    them. 

■]■)„ weet  scent   of carna 

tjor , ,|  ,,ver the mourners, 

.,,,,1 • preacher's voice droned. 

It R a warm day for early 

April, heavy with smell of the 

rain-to come in the air. The win- 

dows of t b e small church had 

been opened to relieve the close- 

ness within. A garish rib- 

bon-gold     slashed     across     with 

"FATHER"  blew  incongruously 
in   the   breeze. 

Her grandfather's  funeral  was 

nearly   ovel     Hagai    stn ied 

lessly    anil    stopped    listening    to 

the   eulogy.   She   lowoied   hei    eyes 

seeing   below   I h <    pew   the   old 

carpet,   rose  faded,   with   ex] 

threads   like   heavy    twine      Kr 

angle of sun filter, d in. glinting 

m  some sand  grains   left   t! 

a careles   el, aning   The old man 

was dead . . . unbelievably dead. 

She had not only loved him the 

had adored him. He bad been the 

biggest thing in her life and 

hail filled the place of her father 

who had no tune for a lonely 

child. 

The  "Reverend,"   she   recalled, 

was what most people in In 

ish called  him. 

"Hack - woods   preachet,"    hei 

father   often   MHO ted.   but 

<i. his face.   Ibr father   took  great 

pride in telling his fathet  in law : 

there   is   no   God.   Hut   111   spite   of 

the difference of religious belief, 
or lack of it, there existed a inn 

tual respect between the old man 

and   bis   atheistic   son in law. 

Grandfather  loved  to  « 

"Bar" w restle,   he   called   it.   In 

his younger years he would pit 

his strength against anyone who 

would challenge him. And he met 

many who would as he traveled 

on his "Flock preaching circuit" 

as he called it; riding horse bark 

through the mountains to mini- 

ster to different ones of his 

parish. 

All of this had happened before 

she w a s bom, but Hagai had 

heard the stories about 

grandfather many times. Her 

mother bad told her of the 

rough mountain men. hostile and 

often brutish, who were always 

quick to accept the challenge of 

the Reverend They could "Ink" 

any god-damned preacher, most 

would  say  contemptuously    And 

one    almost    did.    It    wa-    during 

her   grandfather's   last   match   of 

many   years   ago,   as   Hagai    re 

called    the    stoi y,    a n d    he    had 

suffered    a    broken,    twisted    leg. 

He had   ridden  the  fifteen   miles 

to   home,   the   loir   dangling 

like from hi- hip socket. It had 

been a source of wondei to the 

family for years bow he had pull- 

ed himself into tin- -addle. His 

opponent in the match sufferi I 

several broken ribs, and being 

defeated h a d to pay the con 

sequence of loser that "f being 

. , in evei y Sunday chut 'h 

service for the rest of In- life. 

The   preaehe tabbed 

into  Hagar's  recollections,  bi 

ing her back to the  p 

"For lo the wintei   is past, th, 

rain is ovet  and gone   The  flow- 

er- appear on  the earth, the tune 

of    the    Singing    of    the    buds    i> 

com.-, and  the voice of the  turtle 

is  heard   in  the  land." 

Why     that     w a -     her     grand 

father's     favorite     Bible     verse 

from    Song   of    Solomon!    I    have 

to get out of here, Hagai thought 

wildly. The full import of just 

what she was doing there dawn- 

ed on her. 1 can't stand it o n e 

more minute, or I'll start scream- 

ing. Will this pagan ritual called 

a Christian burial never be over? 

Dimly she heard the dismissal 

prayer, felt a slight pressure on 

her   arm.    then   her   father   lead- 

ing   hei    f I "in   the   chill Ch     Her    feet 

dragged    heavy. 

A     woman,     whose     foe     wa- 

vaguoly    familiar,    walked    up   to 

her, murmuring condolence     Ha 
frar tried to respond, but her lips 
felt   stiff  acros    be.   teeth   "I've 
(fOt   to  get   away      .   .   these   people 

aie strangei - . .  . even  my own 

family ... I want to he alone, 

to   grieve    .    .    ,    with    no   one   to 

me, 

•■1   HATE   V <> l'.  GOD," 

oned    in     i d i ,    "I     H  A   I   1', 

<l OU!" 

Hagar   r a n   from   the   church, 

ignoring cries from her relatives. 

Faintly Bhe heard her father's 

voice, "Hagar, come back' It's 

going  to  storm   .   .   ." 

Shi i an into the woods that 

surrounded the church grounds, 

blindly following a path through 

the tall pine-. She ran until a 

jiain in hei side forced her to 

Stop. She leaned wearily against 

a tie,, letting her arms hang 

limply down while she tiled to 

catch her breath. Hagai -t,ll 

clutched her purse in her hand and 

as she started to gel it down, 

, membered that the lettet hei 

grandfather had left addressed 

to her was in it, -till unopened. 

She had p u t it in he; purse, 

anticipating the time when she 

could open it in private, foi when 

she  had   fust   ar r ived   home  there 

were  so   many   people   about   that 

privacy was impossible. And then 

with   so   many   tbmus   to   be   at 

tended    to.    she    had    forgotten 

.!    it. 

With      trembling      fingers     she 

,   open   the envelope  on   which 

was     scrawled     in     h e i      gin 

father's    bold    handwriting:     To 

Hagai.   my   granddaughter.   In 

side  was  a  -ingle   -beet  of  papet 

and   Hagai    read   in   wondei niei.l : 

My  beloved  granddaughtei 
Hagar: 

If you desire  wealth, make 

friends;    if   power,   get    wi- 

doin and correct understand- 

ing. If you want strength of 

Conscience, be pure; if long 

life and prosperity, "bey your 

parent* in all things as thlu 

is the. first commandment 

with   promi-e. 

Your   grandfather   Milton. 

December 21,  1945, 
Why    this   letter    had    been 

itten    the   day   she   wa-   born' 

Hut   why  had   be   nevi i   given   it 

| i     '    Had   he   written   it    in   a 

poetic   mood,   th- tten   it? 

Well    for   what   I »n,   Ha 

was   glad   she   bad   neve. 

ceived  it   until  now.   Had  she  been 

,-en the letter years ago, it 

would have been forgotten by 

now Hei eyes misted as she 

hungrily re read the letter. The 

simple beauty of the woids reach 

ed out to hei as had the simple 

goodness of her grandfather 

while he was alive. The words 

. . . the words that said . noth- 

ing   .   .   .   yet   said   everything. 

II, i throat ached and burned 

from tears not shed. The knot 

in her stomach seemed to lessen. 

She felt empty . . . hollow . . . 

and  very  much   alone. 

The <■ 1 o u d ■ overhead blotted 

out   the   sun   and   the   sky   grew 

Continued on Page B 
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Mr. Gump and the Tis Bottle Joyce hegman 

Nli    Gump collected  bottled 
He  had  soda  pop  bottlei  and 

catsup bottlei and perfume bot 
ties. He had medicine bottlei and 
milk   bottlei  arul   ihampoo   bot 
tics.   He   had  clear  bottlei   and 

green   glass  onei    And,  ai   Mr. 
(>kirnp   was   a   very   rich   bottle 

collector, he had gold plated bot 
tics  and  diamond studded  bottles. 

He had bottles from the garbage 
dump   and   bottle-,   that   had    be 

longed to the King of Siam.  He 
had bottles that sounded high 

and bottles that founded low 
when he tapped them with his 

httle rubber hammer, He had so 

many bottles with different 
sounds that he could spend the 

whole afternoon tinging and ac- 

companying himself by tapping 
his  little  hammer  on   the  bottles. 

Mr. Gump even had three spec- 

ial rooms in his house with shelves 
that covered the walls from floor 
to the ceiling all filled with 

hottles! He had the biggest Iwttle 
collection   in   the   whole   world. 

But Mr. Gump was unhappy. 

He didn't  have  a  Til bottle. 
"Where can I get a Tis hot- 

tie1" Mr. Gump would ask every- 

one he met. But no one ever 
knew. 

One day at the National Bot- 

tle Collector's Convention in New 
York City, Mr. (Jump asked Mr. 

Bilbee, who had the second big- 
gest bottle collection in the 
world. "Where can 1 get a TTs 
bottle"" 

"Well,"    laid    M r.    B i a fa i e, 
scratching his head, "I'm not 
sure, but I have heard that the 
chief of the Sipiatawatomee tribe 

in Africa has a Tis bottle in his 

grass hut." 
Mr Gump was overjoyed, lie 

caught the very next airplane 
for Africa. And when he ar- 

rived in Africa, he caught the 
very   next   canoe   for   the   Squata- 

The  Decision  (Cont.) 
Continued from Page 7 

dark. The ram fell, and with it 

Hagar'l tears. The rain sprink- 
led down soft as mist. Hagar 

stepped from the sheltering trees 

and lifted her face into the rain. 
The  intensity   of  the   storm   grew 

quickly, furiously, as spring 
itormi often do. and the sprink- 

les became a drenching fury. 

Hagar stood  in  the cleansing 
downpour, heedless of her cloth- 
ing, or her hair. She felt the 

-harp Sting of mascara as it 
melted     into    her    eyes. 

The anger and shock of the 

past few days were gone, leav- 
ing her weak and shaken. Hagar 

sank to her knees on the wet 

ground, her face hidden in her 
hands. She gave in to the 

that had b S e n too long held 
back. 

The   driving   strength   of   the 
ram   let   up,   quieted   to   no   more 

than  a  slight  peppering noise  as 
it   filtered   through  tin   leave-   of 
the  trees.   The  air  was  rich   with 

the   pungent   odor   of   -A,'    pine. 
The   moist,   loamy    smell   of   the 

earth    rose   about   her,   engulfing 
her  with   its  promise of lif. 

"Oh,  God,   forgive   me."   || 

cued brokenly, "please, dear Cod, 

forgive me." 

watomee village. "0 Squatawa- 

tomee Chieftain," said Mr. Gump, 
upon  finding  the  native  sitting 
on the front porch of his grass 
hut, "I am Mr. Cump, the world's 

• ate-1 bottle collector, and I 
have come all the way from 
Amei ice  to   look  at   y o u r  Tis 
bottle." 

•M     Great      Bottle      Collector," 
said    the    Squatawatomoe    Chief 

tain,  "I   am   sorry,   but   I   traded 
the    Tis    bottle    to    an    Eskimo 

named  Joe   for  some   ice cubes. 
It  getl so  hot   here  in  the jungle 

in  the afternoon." 
Mr Gump was sad, hut he 

caught the very next boat for 

the Arctic Ocean. For two weeks 

he stopped at every snow-covered 
island and asked, "Do you know 
an Eskimo named ,!<><• with a 

Tis bottle"" But no one did. 

Finally one day a smiling little 

man answered, "I am an Eskimo 
named Joe, but I no longer have 
the Tis bottle. I traded it to a 

Chinese boy named Ymg for a 

pair of furry gloves. It gets so 
cold   here   in   the  afternoon." 

Now Mr. (Jump was very sad. 
but he caught the next plane for 
China. There he went from rice 

paddy to rice paddy and from 
bamboo hut to bamboo hut ask- 
ing, "Do you know a Chinese boy 

named Ying who has a Tis bot- 
tle""   No  one  did. 

Hut one happy day a stern old 

fisherman answered "I know, 

many Chinese boys named Ying, 
but I only know one Tis bottle, 

ami it is for sab' at Yo Lee's 
Variety   Stoic " 

"Oh, joy!" replied Mr, (lump 
and caught the very next rick- 
shaw for Yo I.ee's Variety Store, 

"Yo Fee," said Mr. Gump, up- 
on arriving at the little shop, "I 
am the world's greatest bottle 

collector and I have come to buy 

your   Tis   bottle." 
"Ten yen," said Yo Fee, hold- 

ing out   his  hand. 
Mr. Gump cheerfully paid the 

ten yen, plus a little extra to 

surprise  Yo Fee,  and  then  took 

his adored Tis bottle and caught 

the fastest taxi to bis home. And 
once at home, he rushed to his 

Most    Valuable    Bottles    Room. 
There,   on   a   special   shelf,   sat 

a    r o w    of   bottles    of   different 

sizes.   With   pride   Mr.   Gump 
placed his prized Tis bottle in the 

very middle of them. Then from 

S drawer he took his little rub- 
ber hammer. Striking each of the 

bottles very gently, he happily 
sang in tune with the tone,-, from 

the   bottles: 

My country TIS of Thee 
Mr.  Gump  finally  had   his Tis 

bottle 

And    Mr.   (Jump   was    a   very 

happy  man. 

UUinnina    IIon-friction   f^t rode 

Images of a Hero H. L Wtherspoon 

The character of Antony as 

figured forth in Shakespeare's 

Antony and Cleopatra and in 
Dryden's All for Love is the core 

around which both plays revolve. 
In the Shakespeare play Antony 

is master of half the world, and 

the power which he can call forth 
is the sustaining force for him- 

self and for Cleopatra; and even 

in the Dryden drama, the de- 

feated Antony still holds the 
only real worldly power which 
the lovers can claim. Cleopatra, 

while obviously the prime in- 
fluence on Antony, must still 

work through his power; and 
he has the authority, though not 
the will, to forsake her per- 

manently. 

"let beyond this obvious simi- 

larity, the two Antonies differ 

markedly. Shakespeare's char- 

acter, by far the stronger, is a 

man of pride, as he makes clear 

to   Oetavius: 

.  .  .  hut   mine  honesty 

Shall  not  make poor my great- 

ness,  nor  my  power 

Work without  it.' 

(II, ii, 92-94) 

Also, he retains his cognition of 

the world that rests with him; 

his own sphere is not conter- 

minous   with   Cleopatra's   wishes, 

and he recognizes at times the 

threat which she poses to his 
mastery: 

I   must   from  this  enchanting 
queen break off. 

Ten   thousand   narms,   more 
than   the  ills  I   know, 

My   idleness  doth   hatch. 

(I,  ii,   132-134). 

One sees a man with wide- 

ranging interests whose stellar 
position in the affairs of Rome 
places obligations on his honor 

and his pride which he recog- 
nizes; and these obligations are 

inevitably in conflict with his 
infatuation with Cleopatra. He 

is painfully aware that there is 
more than a little truth in the 
assertion   that   he   is 

The   triple   pillar  of the  world 

transformed 

Into   a   strumpet's   fool. 

(F  i,   12-18). 

Such an introduction to 
Shakespeare's Antony is neces- 

sary to understand the contrast 
with Dryden's character. The 
neo-classicist gives the key to 

his hero in the Prologue to his 
play: 

His hero  .  .  . 
Bates of his mettle, and scarce 

rants at all: 

He's somewhat lewd; but a 
well-meaning  mind; 

Weeps   much;   fights   little, 

but is wondrous kind. 

(Prologue, lls.  10-13). 

One is thus immediately aware 

that there will be more emphasis 

on the sentimental aspects of the 

relationship between Antony 

and Cleopatra and less concern 
with the world cataclysm whirl- 

ing around the Roman. Accord- 
ingly, the Dryden drama begins 
after Antony's decisive defeat at 

Actiulm; the struggle for world 

dominance is already largely out 
of his hands, and therefore the 

affair with the Egyptian queen 

must take center stage. Antony 

admits his ruin at his entrance: 
"Fie there, thou shadow of an 
emperor."  (I, i, 216). 

Dryden's Antony shows him- 

self a simpler character than 
Shakespeare's. As William 
Strunk notes, the narrowing of 

Antony's weakness to the single- 

fault of sentimental infatuation 
makes him a poor creature in 
comparison to the magnificent 

prodigal of Shakespeare in whose 

riot of self-indulgence the pas- 
sion for Cleopatra is only an 
element.' To be sure, there is 

some of the old fire left in Dry- 
den's character, the fire that 
Ventidiui seeks to rekindle: 

O   Antony! 

The Accident (Continued) 
Continued   from    Page   6 

"Don't touch  it!" he snapped. 

I straightened back in the chair 
and stared at him. 

"What?"  I  stammered, feeling 
the   skin   tightening   on   my   fore- 
head. 

"I said . . . you're n o t much 

Fred! You're not much of any- 
thing at all!" Will was practical- 

ly spitting the words at me, and 
he was shaking h i s head with 

each word. 
■What?" 

"Get out!" he shouted. He 
hanged the chair with the crutch 
on  his  right   arm. 

"Will, what in the hell is wrong 

with you?" 1 shouted hack and 

stood up, catching his arms. His 
eyes were sunk back beneath the 

frowning eyebrows and I watch- 
ed the lips peel back from the 

white   teeth. 

"You've split your jjourd, man!" 
I whispered. "You're off your 

nut! I'm your brother, remem- 
ber?" I  tried  to laugh him out of 
it,  but   he   was  stone. 

"Get out," he said sharply. 

"(let out       just leave." 

I   left. 

Sunday the Cane family dinner 

continued B« usual except for 
Will's    seat it    lb     at' 
in his room. Mom, Dad, Katie and 

I gulped our food in silence except 
for an occasional  request for more 

food, Jeanett  Avery  was   moved 
to mutter concerned mutters after 

dumplings and before busy mouth- 
fuls of apple pie. Shi- sat huddled 

over her plate and squinted at 
each fork-full of potatoes before 
sucking it into her ancient jewel 

ed head. The gray pile of hair 
that hid the top of her head was 

bcund in place by a glittering sil 
v. r comb that matched her ear- 
rings and necklace, and each time 
she bobbed her head to suck the 

food, the hair heaved about an 

inch forward. She probably never 
brushed her hair anymore for fear 

it  would   fall out. 

Thou bravest soldier, and thou 
best  of  friends! 

Bounteous  as  nature;   next   to 
nature's   God! 

(I,   i,   180-182). 

And   when   Ventidius   has   man- 
aged   to   rouse   Antony   to   arms 

again,   the   old   Roman   proclaims 
the  result: 

Methinks.  you  breathe 

Another   soul;   your   looks   are 

more divine; 
You    speak    a    hero;    and    you 

move  a  god. 

(I.   i,   435-437). 

But,   as   Arthur   Kirsch   points 

out, this scene exploits precisely 

those   qualities   in   Antony   which 
make   him   less  than  a   god,  par- 
ticularly   his  overly-tender   sensi 
bilities.   Indeed,   Antony's   agree 

ment  to  resume his duties  is less 

to  assert   his  own   glory   than   to 

demonstrate his affection   for his 
old    friend."    At    practically    the 

same   point   in   the   Shakespeare 

play    Antony   has   Octavius's   am 
bassador   whipped   and   snarls   de 

fiance   at   Caesar. 

These   considerations   bring    US 
to   a   fundamental   question   in 

comparing    the    two    characters, 
that  of  their   relation   to   the   re 

gpective     plots.     Mole     precisely. 
are  the two Antonies principally 

agent     or    patient:      that     is,    is 
each  principally active or passive 

regarding his world? 
There   seems   little  doubt   to   the 

question    in    Antony    and    Cleo- 
patra.   In   the   first    part    of   the 
drama  Antony  is  fully  master of 

his    World.   His   misgivings   about 
Cleopatra's detrimental  effect   on 

liis    fortunes   have   already   been 

quoted;   and   he   is   fiee   enough 
of Cleopatra  to  act   (on  his  own, 

not at  the urging of a Ventidius) 

in    sealing    the    bond with    Oc- 
tavius, thus forsaking the Egyp 
tian    (at   least   temporarily)    (II, 
ii).    Later,    of    course,     Antony 
weakens    and    returns    to    I 

patra.   giving   Oetavius    the   ex 
CUSe   needed   to   move  against   him 

(and   thus     risking   his     empire) 
Later.    Antony's    disastrous    ac 

ceptance  of Octavius's challenge 
to    fight    at    sea    at    Aetium    is 

Continued on   Pane  9 
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Make the Most of Everything that Comes Mary Greer 

You would have liked my 
father. Everyone did. At least, 
no one ever told me anything 
about Papa that was less than 
mod or funny, unique, brilliant, 
honest, or wise. An esteemed 
friend wrote me of her reaction 
to his obituary: 

| am unable to do justice in 
cold words to the flood of feel- 
ings     which     the     newspaper 
tributes to your father aroused 
in me. A wave of thankfulness, 
first  that he  had  sparked  the 
outpouring   of   loving   remem- 
brance   written   bravely   in   dc 
fiance   of   the   writer's   aware- 
ness   that   each   word   was   to 
fall    short   of   what   was    in- 
tended.   For  in  attempting  an 
.valuation of a man  like  your 
father,   Mary,   as   Christopher 
Fry  puts it, one writes "frus 
t ration    syllable    by    syllable." 
Hut the glory is in trying, and 
the   fervent   sentiment    which 
spurred the writer to these at 
tempts   rises   above   the   frus 
tration, as love, and  truth, al 
ways  do, thank  God. 

The newspaper said George 
Autry was a cowboy turned 
printer, writer, and artist; that 
ins love of horses and the Plains 
wu reflected in his profession 
and hobbies: that although he 
made no pretences of being a 
writer, he was a good one who 
helped many young people en- 
tering the field of journalism 
'AcrOM the whole High Plains, 

among the writers and painters 
«rtlO have caught the scene in 
words or color, George will he 
remembered   as  a  creative   and 
sincere artist." He was actively 
involved in organizations de- 
voted to preserving the spirit of 
the West: Panhandle Plains His 
torical Society. Will Rogers 
Range Riders, Panhandle Here- 
ford Bleeder's Association, Ama 
rillo Fat Stock Show (though 
he never owned cattle), Tri-State 
Pair Association, and the Ameri- 
can Quarter Horse Association. 
The newspaperman evaluated 
some of the distinctions of Ins 
personality: 

He had many friends from 
varied social and economic 
strata, and he had a way to 
find a common ground among 
people. His casual manner 
made the hard-fisted eowpoke 
and the most sedate lady feel 
equally at ease in the pres- 
ence of each other . . . 

When one has a quick eye, 
one sees little heartbreaks, lit- 
tle ambitions, small hurtful de- 
sires. And when one has a 
heart as big as the wide plains 
of Texas, a fellow who has 
the time to live can mend a 
lot of heartbreaks, further 
many ambitions, find a balm 
to salve hurts. 

George Monroe Autry, II, was 
born in Refugio, Texas. April 
10, 1899, to Mary Ixiuise and J. 
I). Autry. During the next 
twenty years, .1. I). Autry owned 
and operated newspapers van 
ously in Sinton, Refugio, Seguin, 

Kenedy, Falls City, Rock port, 

Marathon, San Marcos, Asher 

ton,     Fredericksburg,    Skidmore, 

Cuthbert, and Snyder. Although 
he was a newspaperman, land 
speculation excited J. D. He 
moved his family to brighter 
prospects frequently. Sometimes 
they lived high, in a big house 
with servants and carriages: 
most often they didn't. George, 
the eldest of five children, be- 
gan working on ranches early in 
his life. His happiest memories 
were associated with the men, 
horses, cattle, and dogs he 
worked the range with. Papa 
liked to talk tabout those times 
"out at Marathon," "when we 
lived in Fredericksburg," and 
"down  at   Kenedy." 

First he was a cowboy,, and 
he retained that spirit, image, 
and characterization all his life. 
Hut he had to help put out the 
newspapers, too. He became a 
printer's devil when he was old 
enough to hold the stick and 
reach the make-up stone. He had 
printers' ink in his blood; all the 
Autrys he claimed kin to were 
and  are printers. 

His father, J. D., was proud 
to send a son to fight for his 
country in the First World War. 
I'a pa. joined the army in Febru- 
ary,   1917,   in   Dallas.     On   his 

eighteenth birthday he was driv- 
ing ambulances in France. The 
diary he kept of his army life 
is fascinating because of his 
facility with words, his subtle 
turns of thought. The grammar, 
spelling, and penmanship are ex- 
cellent, although having moved 
so many times, he couldn't have 
had regular, consistent schooling. 

Rut about 1920 the country 
boy decided to buy some spats 
and go to the city. (Kven after 
living in town for about forty 
years, he still preferred to think 
of himself as a country boy up- 
rooted.) On Memorial Day, 1922, 
he went to the lakeside Park in 
Denver to hear Paul Whiteman's 
Orchestra. He spotted a fair girl 
sitting with a group of people at 
a table near the dance floor. She 
saw Papa stride acros the floor, 
confidently grinning at her, and 
asked her escort to "hold my 
hat, Sir, while I dance with this 
pretty young lady." Mama had 
no intention of dancing with the 
stranger. But the next thing she 
knew, the orchestra was playing 
"Three O'Clock in the Morning," 
and she was waltzing around the 
floor with this bold gallant. She 
was   never   sorry.   Even   sixteen 

years later, when he taught me 
to dance, Papa could dance bet 
ter than any man or boy I over 
danced with. He loved music and 
he loved to dance. (His jig solo 
was famous.) They were married 
in   Denver, Christmas,  1!»L''J 

One of Papa's printer cousins 
wrote him. of the oil boom in 
Amarillo in 1926. Papa, having 
inherited a weakness for bright 
prospects from his father, moved 
Mama, who was expecting my 
birth, their first child, to Ama- 
rillo that sumimer He got a good 
job as a printer at Russell Sta 
tionery Company. In 1929George 
Monroe Autry, III. "King" was 
born. And Papa never moved 
again. No beckoning promise 
lured him anywhere during the 
'thirties. He was happy to be 
able to make a living for his 
family in those grim years of 
dust  and depression  in   Amarillo. 

To keep from going crazy, he 
said, Papa began painting pic- 
tures. He struck up a lasting 
friendship with Hen Carlton 
Mead, a struggling young artist 
fresh from tin- Chicago Art In- 
stitute. Hen Mead helped him to 
realize he had a knack with the 
visual arts by teaching him  some 

Images of a Hero (Continued) 
Continued from Psge 8 

urged on by Cleopatra; but it is 
worth noting that Antony's 
pride is primarily responsible for 
th.- decision. (Ill, vi) ". . . he 
dares us tot" (III, vi, 30). And 
after the disaster, his momentary 
despair gives way to a still-un- 
yielding attitude, intermingled 
with irrational bravado. Antony 
is still the agent, however mis- 
guided: 

If from the field I shall return 
once  more 

To   kiss  these   lips, I  will   ap- 
pear in blood; 

I   and   my sword  will  earn our 
chronicle. 

There's hope in't yet. (Ill, xiii, 
17..-176). 

Dryden's  Antony at the  same 
place has to be coaxed by Venti- 
dius into  resuming the fray and 
leaving     Cleopatra.    Yet    when 
Cleopatra   in   her   clever  "leave- 
taking" admits her detriment to 
him but pleads her innocence and 
good faith and begs him to stay, 

I f you must perish —- 
Tis a hard  word—but stay 

(II,  i,  383-384), 
he  melts  before  her: 

Why, we have more than con- 
quered Caesar now: 

My  queen's not only innocent, 
but  loves  me. 

This,   this   is   she,   who   drags 
me down to ruin! 
(II,   i,   431-433). 

Thus   Dryden's   Antony   sways 
back   and   forth   between   Venti- 
dius and Cleopatra (not to men- 
tion  Oetavia for the moment, or 
Dolabella),   not   moving   himself 
but being moved by his loyalties 
and compassion.   ("Pity" was the 
woid used by the Romantics, and 
it   seems   relevant  here.)   Indeed, 
in   Dryden's   play   what   we   see 
is a sentimental gallant in whom 
"pity" is more prized than firm- 

ness of purpose and for whom 
compassion is a substitute for 
sterner material. Kirsch sums up 
Dryden's Antony of sentiment 
accordingly, and his judgment 
offers a telling comparison to 
Shakespeare's man of action and 
passion: 

Indecisive, and the constant 
prey of conflicting senti- 
ments, he is thrown by the 
Successive pleas of Ven- 
tidius, Oetavia, Dolabella, 
and Cleopatra into alter- 
nating postures of grief and 
hope: and his ability to as- 
sume such postures with ex- 
travagance and tears be- 
comes the final measure of 
his heroism.3 

Tears, indeed. Dryden's An- 
tony cries three times on stage; 
and while Shakespeare's char- 
acter marries Oetavia for the 
sake of peace and his position in 
the Roman world, Dryden's man 
takes back Oetavia and his chil- 
dren and the tacit possible recon- 
ciliation with Caesar — out of 
"pity," in a markedly maudlin 
scene: 

I  am vanquished;  take me 

Oetavia;  take me children; 
share   me   all. 
(Ill,   i,   362 868). 

Also, 

This   is  thy   trumph;   lead   me 
where thou wilt; 

Even to thy brother's camp. 
(Ill, i, 370-371). 

In generosity, at least (a qual- 
ity to be expected in a senti- 
mental hero), Dryden's Roman 
may be said to match Shakes- 
peare's. The earlier character's 
return to Enobarbus's treasure 
to the deserter is nobly poetic: 

Detain   no   jot,   I   charge   thee. 
Write to him— 

I  will  subscribe    gentle adieus 
and greetings; 
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Say that   I   wish  he  never find 
more  cause 

To  change   a   master. 
(IV, v, 13-16), 

But this is hardly more gen- 
erous than Dryden's Antony's 
sparing the lives of the (wrongly 
supposed) lovers, Dolabella and 
Cleopatra: 

Now,  all   take  several   ways: 
And   each   your   own   Bad   fate, 

with   mine,   depl : 

That you were false, and I 
could trust no m 
(IV, i, 694-696). 

Further indication ot the na- 
ture of the two characters, at 
least relative to Cleopatra, is 
found in their deaths. Dryden's 
is a gloriously beautiful hut 
rather conventional death scene, 
with Antony dying noblj (or at 
least rapturously) and with Cleo- 
patra playing the usual lament- 
ing lover. In the Shakespeare 
play, Antony's practical concern 
and advice for Cleopatra and his 
grand cadence, "I am dying. 
Egypt, dying" are opposed to 
her somewhat less lofty plead- 
ings: 

Noblest of men, woo't die? 
Hast    thou    no    care    of    me? 

Shall  I  abide 
In   this   dull   world,   which    in 

thy  absence  is 
Nc   better   than   a   sty? 

(IV, xv, 69-62). 

Finally, there is a striking dif- 
ference in the final "judgment" 
passed on each character at the 
end of the plays Cleopatra's 
paean to Antony is one of 
Shakespeare's noblest passages 
and is especially significant for 
the breadth and vastness of 
spirit which it attributes to him: 

His legs  best rid  the ocean; his 
reared  ami 

Crested    the    world.    His   voice 
was propertied 

of the basic elements of figui' 
drawing, design, and oil paint 
ing. 

Another   friend,   his   employer, 
Horace Russell, had a fin'' 
formal   education   which   he   con 
tinually extended, Papa slwayi 
referred to him as The Boss. Mr 
Russell    was    probably    amused 
by    the    talkative    green horn    at 
first Then he recognized the un 
schooled,    fresh    originality,    the 
perception,   the   wit   ami   wisdom 
and    talent    in    his    twenty five 
dollar a week   printer.   The   Boi 
listened  to  Papa;   then  he  talked 
and   Papa   listened    Papa   learned 
from   and   quoted  The   Hoss   with 
loving   respect.   Mr    Russell   in 
spired  him  to  follow  his  natural 
inclinations   to   talk,   write,   and 
paint;   he   influenced,   more   than 
anyone   else,   with   the   exception 
of    my    mother   and    my    grand 
father,   the   development    of   the 
unique, self-confident, wise char- 
acter   that    was   George   Autry. 
J.    D.   Autry    planted    the    tic 
Mama   nurtured   and   succored   it. 
and   The    Boss   recognised   th. 
turdy   tree   the   sapling   might 

■Omeday be. He fertilized It to 
grow strong, shaped only bj the 
wind and an open response' to 
nature's direction. (Papa would 
have enjoyed being poeticsll} 
compared  to  a tree.) 

In   the   army   Papa's   nickname 
was     "I.eggs."  Vanity,     certainly 
not  exercise, kept him lank>.  His 
favorite sport, he said, was lying 
in   tin'   shade   of   a    tree.    Riding 
horses   wai   the   only   exercise   be 
enjoyed.   His   baldness,  which   in 
suited    his    vanity,    was    usually 
covered by his hat. Stetson   xxx 
except in the formal presen * of 
ladies   and   when   he   was   eating 
,,r   sleeping.     He   always   w 
old-fashioned cowboy boot-, the 
kind with high -hint in heels, 
narrow square toes, and colorful 

stitched uppers. Slippers (as he 
called oxfords) and wrist 
watches were for sissies and 
dudes. <>nce, when invited to a 
black-tie     affair,      Papa     BW< 
"Dammit, I'll wear one of those 
gol-dern monkey suits if it will 
make you happy, but I sure as 
|„.U won't wear slippers." His 
daily   attire   was   natural colored 
gabardine    frontier    pant*    and 
jacket 

Paps'S    facial    expression-    ex 
posed his  personality and  mood*. 
His    spontaneous    grin    crinkled 
his   face   and   engraved   pleasure 
,,,,   the   beholder.   Often   it   broke 
into     uncontrolled     head thrown 
back   laughter.   Stern   disapproval 
registered   there,   too.  the   silence 
of his disgust more effective than 
words.  He believed  you  learn  all 
about    people    by    looking    into 
their eyes, and his eyes revealed 
what his life proved.  By delibei 
ately practising being happy, he 
had  developed  the   habit.   He   in 
sisted   that   you   might   just   a* 
well be happy M sad: "Make the 
most   of   everything   that   conies 
and the least of everything that's 
gone." 

Smoking Bull Durham was an 
intricate process in which Papa 
was constantly Involved. He held 
the cigarette paper between the 
stubbed   first  two   fingers  of  his 

Continued from Page 10 
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'  hand (th«   two that hail been 
■ off at  the first  knuckle by ■ 

pmpei    cutter    wlun    he   was   ■ 
. i.   pout mi;   the  tobacco   from 

a uck w ith in i right hand, pull 
ing   the  drawstring   of  tin-   sack 

ht   with  his teeth  and  replae 
m    his    shut    p.xkct.    licking 

the edge <>f  the  paper  to seal   the 
lender   cigarette   he   had   neatly 

r.illed, lighting it, and relighting 
It about ten times hefore it was 
smoked to the btttt Then his left 
hand   automatically   reached 
again to hia shirt pocket for the 
nek of Hull Durham. He said 
he'd never smoked a tailor made; 
he was afraid if he did he might 
like them and he couldn't afford 
them. Bull Durham was a nickel 
a sack Hesid.es, it was so much 
trouble to roll and keep re- 
lighting, he figured he didn't in- 
hale enough nicotine to hurt him. 
When 1 went off to college, he 
gave me one of his famous lec- 
tures this one about women 
smoking. If I decided to smoke, 
that was all right with him, but 
to be sure and smoke the proper 
way, like a man, and smoke Bull 
Durham. When I got to school, 
I found that he had stuck a 
sack of Bull Durham in my suit- 

case. 
Everyone kidded Papa about 

the amount of time he spent 
drinking coffee at The Lamar 
Cafe across the street from Rus- 
sell's. But how could he talk 
with customers about a print job 
in a shop full of noisy presses? 
Then there were the close friends 
that came by daily for a visit 
over a cup. Coffee was the elixir 
that released minds, wits, and 
tongues. Papa used it to soothe 
the troubled, to stimulate the 
course, worn-out, and to embolden 
the fearful. Of course, the coffee 
wasn't necessary, but it provided 
the props for intimate and re- 
vealing communication. It also 
heated many a political argu- 

ment. 
Bragging about his great good 

luck was not a fault with him, 
but, rather, his way of being 
grateful and optimistic. He 
swore he was the luckiest man 
alive; that if something that 
seemed had happened to him, it 
turned out for the good; that he 
had the very best of everything. 
One dreary, dust-stormy day, 
Mama remarked that she didn't 
see how he could say he had 
the best car. He looked af her 
indignantly and said, "Why, 
Marie, you know I've got the 
beat nine-year-old Hudson in 

Texas." 
Papa's  religion  united  the   Ro- 

man    Catholic    security    of    his 
mother,  the   I.   W.   Brann   Icono- 
clasm of his father, and the sim- 
plicity   of   age-old   superstitions. 
He had  special   rftuals for keep- 
ing  good  luck   with  him  and  for 
sending  it  along with  those that 
needed   it.   He   believed   knocking 
on wood kept bad luck away.  He 
said   he   had   a   special   arrange- 
ment   with   God;   God   understood 
his    knocking on    wood; it    con- 
stituted the same prayer as say- 
ing   a    rosary.    He   wore   a   big 
silver   ring  on   his   left  hand.   It 
was set with a stone of petrified 
wood   that   had   a   marking  in   it 
you could "take for a cross or an 
old    dead    tree — whichever   you 
see."   Whenever he   knocked  that 
ring   on   any   surface,   God   knew 
he   was   thinking   a   prayer.   How 

often  have we heard  him tapping 
hi    ring "ii    the iteering   wheel 
when   we   wen-  out   on   the  high 

was. 
By 1946 he was lucky enough 

to borrow money to buy I print 
shop Coffee drinking friends 
brought him their printing and 
his independent business venture 
succeeded Association with other 
custom".s evolved into new 
friendships. (Happily, the Autry 
and Russell friendship grew 
stronger, even though they were 
now competitors.) King began 
his printing career as a boy just 
as Papa had done; in a few 
years' time, he was able to keep 
the presses running while Papa 
caught up on his painting and 
writing. Another reason for his 
continued progress was that 
Papa enjoyed and respected his 
vocation. He considered printing 
a fine art involving the beauty 
of precision and precision and 
balance. The spatial relationship 
of letters printed on a page mat- 
tered to him. After so many 
years of designing trade marks 
and "sigs" for others, he now 
had one of his own, a pen sketch 
of a bucking bronc above 

"George Autry, Printer." 

When he first moved into the 
print shop, he kept hia saddles 
in the large, unused upper floor. 
Later, he divided and trans- 
formed this space into a painting 
studio and a sitting and talking 
room. His easel was under the 
skylight. All his books and 
memorabilia were kept up there. 
The walls were covered with pic- 

tures -many of his own pamt 
ings and some painted by his 
friends, children, and grandchil 
dren Plenty of comfortable 
chairs made it a good meeting 
place for friends to drink coffee 
and talk and maybe have a toddy 
on Saturday afternoon. A short 
circuit in the wiring caused ■ 
fire fifty-two weeks, to the day. 
after Papa died. The Saddle 
Room and its treasures were 
destroyed, but it had served its 
purpose. The Saddle Room was 
an inviting sanction; it drew all 
sorts of people and engendered 
memorable   conversations. 

Papa loved people. A simple 
statement, but you can't think 
about Papa without including 
other people, his family first, 
his friends, and then all those he 
happened to meet that needed 
him in some way. Individual 
quality meant more to Papa than 
social status; therefore, we met 
all kinds of interesting people 
because he brought them home 
for supper — transient printers, 
eminent, and imminent, writers, 
aspiring artists, broken - down 
cowboys. One night it was, sup- 
posedly, Gene Autry's little 
brother. One of these characters, 
a poet, ended up staying for a 
week in the front bedroom. 
Mama says she can still smell 
the Russian cigars he smoked in 
that room. But Papa learned how 
that particular genius wrote 

poetry. 

You see, Papa was a self-de- 

clared authority on any subject. 

He   dominated   conversation,   un 

less a bora fi'l«', recognised1 

authority happened to be pies 
ent, in which case he listened 
closely, learning all he could 
about   Lebanon,  say,   if  the   per 
son was Lebanese Therea I tei 
he was an authority on Lebanon. 

Papa was the master authority 
on loving; he could tell you about 
all the different meanings of 
love. He was happiest when giv- 
ing young people advice about 
romantic love. Your heart just 
was not big enough to contain 
real love until you had loved 
so many people so good that 
your heart became stretched out 
as big as his. He once wrote in 

a  letter: 

Remember   about   loving—it 
can   make  a     fellow     miserable 
if you don't  know  how to  love 
real   good—which   I   do   a   lot 
and   it   don't   hurt—except   in 
the good places—and I like it. 

In  many of the things he wrote 
he described himself as a "lover," 
an active lover of the important 
things   human   beings   are   sup- 
posed   be   aware   of.   In   the   col- 
lection of aphorisms,  poems,  es- 
says, and  stories that he  wrote, 
he repeatedly avows his love for 
his Maker, his  family,  people  in 
general,    all    nature,    especially 
trees and the wind and horses, a 
pocket knife, colors, a song, free- 
dom,   Amarillo,   Christmas. 

Christmas continued to affect 
Papa with childish joy, eager- 
ness, and awe. His way of cele- 
brating Christmas was to work 
for months preparing an unusual 

greeting for his friends and to 
buy Mama a fancy nightgown on 
Christina! Eve afternoon when 
his spirit was at its peak At 
first, he made linoleum blocks or 
wood cuts to print his Christmas 
cards. In later years, he sent a 

print of a sketch or painting he 
or   one   of   his   friends   had   done. 
Sometimes    he    wrote    ■    story 
about    cowboys   and    Christmas 
which he printed and sent out 
Through the years, his Christ 
mas cards became cherished by 
many people. His last Christmas 
card was a color reproduction of 
one of his paintings, an old cow- 
boy, head bowed into the wind, 
reining his horse into a blizzard 
which blew from the direction 
he had to go to get home. The 
success of his annual greetings 
was a great satisfaction to him. 
It made his Christmas a special 
time  for all  of us. 

Just before the Christmas of 
1959, I wrote M.-vma and Papa, 
:"It is too bad we can't all be 
together this year—and that is 
the thing about traditions—it is 
sad when they are broken and 
it is better not to get too set 
in your ways." Papa circled this 
sentence and wrote in the mar- 
gin of the letter which Mama 
found months later, "This is real 
smart. I'm starting today to stop 
most of this foolishness." It was 
the first Christmas he didn't buy- 
Mama a nightgown. None of us 

knew then that he was sick. He 

died a month later, January 24, 

19fi0. 
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the back of our home was, 
wrenched from its metal brack- 
ets and flung through the large 
double windows of my bedroom. 
The spot in which I had stood 
only seconds earlier was ma- 
chine-gunned with fragmenta of 
broken window panes propelled 
by the impact of the missile! I 
raced through the kitchen, paus- 
ing only long enough to see 
the trees outside being whipped 
like wheat in a hail-storm. The 
window through which I had 
looked erupted inward as that 
corner of the house was crushed 
under the weight of a fallen 
fifty-foot live oak tree which had 
stood in our neighbor's back 
yard. Stacks of dishes and can- 
ned goods leapt from their cup- 
board shelves by the window 
and rolled across the floor. In 
the dining room the broken win- 
dow glass on the floor was 
mixed with that from an aquar- 
ium in which Dad had kept his 

tropical fish. I felt strangely 

sad over their plight as they 

flopped across the floor, help- 

lessly dying. I was surprised that 

the emotion was not lost amid 

the din and fury which shook the 

house like an earthquake and 

deafened me until I could feel, 
but not hear, the blood pounding 
in   my  ears. 

My fifteen - month - old baby 

sister lay crying in the arms of 

the shaking baby sitter. The 

woman glanced nervously at the 

crib in the baby's room which 

had   been  crushed   by   the  fallen 

ceiling after she had fled w1"th 
the child. My younger brother 
sat across from them, bravely 
choking back his tears and hid- 
ing those that had already run 
down his face. I stood between 
them and fearfully watched as 
the ceiling waved and buckled, 
for I expected every moment to 
be our last. 

We stayed there for an end- 
less time listening as the pitch- 
ing subsided. The roar of the 
tornado   faded   rapidly   into   the 

distance and was replaced by the 
sound of rain dripping through 
the missing section of the roof 
and running down the walls to 
cover the   floor. 

When Dad arrived home about 
fifteen minutes later, the fear 
was forgotten as he wisely and 
skillfully altered the mood to 
gaiety and adventure. We changed 
into old clothes and worked to 
clear an area amid the rubble so 
that Mother would have a place 
to stand when she returned. Thus 

occupied at this suddenly very 
important task, we passed the 
next  several hours. 

I have almost forgotten my 
first taste of terror on that wild 
night long ago, for memory is a 
kind thing. Mostly I remember 
the wonderful adventure of the 
evening and the scrap lumber 
from neighbor's houses which 
furnished me with the building 

material for many fine back yard 

clubhouses. 

Images of a Hero (Concluded) 
Continued from  Page 9 

As all the tuned spheres, and 
that to friends; 

But   when   he   meant   to   quail 
and shake the orb. 

He   was   as   rattling   thunder. 
For  his   bounty. 

There  was   no  winter  in't;   an 

autumn   'twas 
That grew  the more  by  reap- 

ing.  His delights 
Were dolphin-like; they show'd 

his  back   above 
The  element they  lived   in.   In 

his livery 
Walked crowns and crownnets; 

realms  and  islands  were 

As    plates    dropp'd    from    his 

pocket. 

(V,  ii,  82-92). 

But   the   final   words   on   Dry 

den's   Antony   are   addresed    by 

the    playwright the    tender 

sensibilities  of  the  ladies  of  the 

audience: 

Page  10 

Yet, if he might his own grand 
jury   call, 

when   involved   in  the  play,  that 
By   the   fair   sex   he   begs   to 

stand or fall. 
I>et Caesar's  power the  men's 

ambition move, 
But   grace   you   him   who   lost 

the world  for love! 
(Kpilogue,  11s. 20-23). 

In short, we are faced in the 
plays with two "heroes" on dif- 
ferent planes of existence, re- 

flecting the differing dramatic 

attitudes of two ages. One may 

debate with little profit (at least 

insofar as literary criticism is 

concerned) which of the two 

characters is morally better: 

whether it is better to be a great 

man with great faults or a 

weaker man with smaller faults. 

In any case, there can be no 

doubt that the towering prodigal 

of Shakespeare is infinitely more 

interesting than the passive sen- 
timentalist of Dryden. About 
Shakespeare's Antony, one has 
the almost torturous feeling, 
this man could have mastered 
any field of battle—except him- 

self. About Dryden's character, 

one can only feel that he was 

net able to master either himself 

or his place and was curiously 

out of place as "the triple pillar 

of the world." He is pitiful and 

pitiable; but only Shakespeare's 

Antony  is truly  tragic. 

FOOTNOTK SHUT 

'William    Strunk,   Jr.,    in    the 

introduction to All for  lAtve and 

The Spanish   Kriar by John  Dry 

den   (Boston   and   London,   1911), 

p.  xxiii. 

'Arthur C. Kirsch, Dryden's 
Heroic Drama (Princeton, 1965), 

p.   ISS. 

Tbid.,  p.   132. 
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Banquet Initiates      Bach's Work Band Awards Presented 
Educational Society Concludes 

An installation banquet Wedncs 
day night ushered in a campus 
chapter of Kappa Delta Pi, na- 
tional  educational  honor  society. 

The banquet, in the Student 
Center ballroom, saw 28 students 
and two faculty members indue 
ted into the 55-year old honor so- 
ciety. 

The society, originating at the 
University of Illinois, strives t o 
encourage excellence  in  scholar 
ship,   high   personal   standards, 
distinction in achievement and 

Tickets 
Available 

Tickets for the annual Brite 
Awards Banquet, Monday, May 
16, are $175, on sale in the Dean's 
office. Appetizers will be served 
at 6:15 in the cloister, and the 
dinner will begin at 6:30 in Wea 
therly Hall. 

"Svert Hanson Book Awards'' 
will be presented to the outstan- 
ding seminarians in each class, 
and new members of Theta Phi, 
national honorary fraternity i n 
theology,  will  be  awarded keys 

Wives of graduating seniors 
will be awarded "Ph.T." degrees 
for "putting hubby through." Pins 
will be awarded to graduating 
members of the Brite chorus, the 
"Singing Seminarians 

Foreign Students 

Schedule Picnic 
International students will wind 

up a semester full of events of 
an international flavor with a pic- 
nic tomorrow at 1:30 p.m. in 
the area of Forest Park immed- 
iately behind St. Stephen Presby- 
terian Church on Sandage. 

One of the major events of the 
.ifternoon will be the election of 
the fall officers for the Interna- 
tional Students Club. Also on the 
program, if cricket bats and balls 
can be located in time, will be 
an English cricket game. Many 
of the international students at- 
tending tomorrow's picnic re- 
member playing cricket as a na- 
tional game in their native coun- 
tries. 

improvement in teacher prepara- 
tion 

Dr. James H. Dougherty, for- 
mer faculty member and current 
counselor for the Alpha Iota chap- 
t( r of the society at North Tex- 
as State, led the installation cere- 
mony Functioning as installa- 
tion officer was Dr. Lorene Ort 
of Bowling Green State Univer- 
sity. 

University faculty participants 
were Dr. Herbert F. LaGrone, 
dean of the School of Education, 
and Dr. Jeff Horn, professor of 
Education. 

The new chapter will be known 
as Kappa Upsilon and its coun- 
selor will be Dr. Keith Turkett, 
assistant to the School of Edu- 
cation dean. Dr. Turkett is t h e 
only Kappa Delta Pi life mem- 
ber on campus. 

The honor society will become 
a part of the school's Honors 
Program in its recognition of out- 
standing students. 

New officers installed at the 
banquet are Mary Morris, presi- 
dent; Delia Tisdal, vice presi- 
dent; Marilynne Schafer, secre- 
tary; Dr. Jeff L. Horn, treasur- 
er; Deborah Short, historian-re- 
porter; and Dr. Turkett, counse- 
lor. 

STORAGE 
Free 

Mothprooiing 

ALL CLOTHING 
FULLY INSURED 

Jet 

Just Across from 
Campus 

WA 6-3442 
3021  University Drive 

' Thanks to the 
TSO STUDENT BUDGET PLAN... 

You too can wear contact lenses 
of unsurpassed quality 

This Student Budget Plan is designed 
exclusively for those who may want to 
be fitted with contact lenses, but can- 
not pay the entire $70.00 at one time. 
Famous TSO Micro-Sight Contact 
Lenses can be obtained on an easy-to- 
pay special Student Budget Plan. Only 
twenty dollars down and just ten dol- 
lars a month for the next five months 
is all you pay. No interest, no carrying 
charges. This is in keeping with the 
long standing TSO policy of convenient 
credit at no extra cost. This most 
reasonable cost includes your profes- 
sional eye examination and fitting by a 
TSO Doctor of Optometry. If you're 
contemplating contact lenses visit the 
TSO office near you. 

Consult your telephone directory for the TSO office nearest you 

25th Festival 
The 25th annual Fine Arts Fes- 

tival ends in grand style Monday 
The Schola Cantorum and the 
A cappella choir will present "The 
B Minor Mass" by Johann Se 
bastian Bach. 

B.R. Henson will conduct the 
program which begins at 8:15 
p.m. in Ed Landreth Auditorium. 

Soloists will be Pat Atkinson, 
soprano; Donita Davis, contralto; 
Ira Schantz, tenor, and Desire 
Ligeti, bass. 

Featured instrumentalists will 
be Kenneth Schanewerk, violin; 
R?lph Guenther, flute; Bartram 
Kelley, obo d'amore; James Bur- 
ton, bassoon; Deborah Smith, bas- 
soon; John Woldt, horn; Harriet 
Woldt, continue) cello and Roger 
Melone, harpsichord. 

The TCU Bands Award of Hon 
or was presented to Phillip D 
Parker, Fort Worth graduate stu- 
dent, Tuesday night at the Band 
Banquet The trophy is presented 
annually to the most outstanding 
member 

Lynn Clayton was named sweet 
heart for 1966 67 She is to be pre 
sented at the first home football 
game next year 

Evening College 

Plans Outing 
The all-Evening College picnic 

is set for tomorrow at 3 p.m. 
in Forest Park on University 
Drive across from the zoo en- 
trance sign. 

It is free and open to all Ev- 
ening College students, faculty 
members, and their dates or im- 
mediate families. 

It will be necessary for s t u- 
dents to have their activity cards 
to show that they are enrolled in 
Evening College classes. 

Award jackets and sweaters 
were presented to members o f 
the band for four semesters, Dex 
ter Bordeau, Larry Collette, Carl 
Johnson, Tom Bacus, Don Skel 
ton, Ronnie Moore, and Charles 
Dailey Others were Robert 0 
Jones, Ed Cornelius, Sandy Keath 
ley, David Ponder, Paul Ticzen. 
Hussell IxMigenbach, Vicki Reas, 
and Pat Gilmore 

Best 
Ring 
on the 
Campus 
□ 3 week delivery by Haltom's 
□ Prices  from $22.50 
□ Choice of weights and stones 
n Free engraving, 3 initials 

UNIVERSITY STORE 
The Student Center 

Anylhing goes when you wear "IT'S CRICKL"! 
Exceptional Men's Toiletries. Try it and see. (Girls, give it and find out I) 

Af!er-shave, 4 oz., $3.50. Cologne, 4 oz., $4.50. 
Available in drug stores and cosmetic departments of department stores. 

Another fine producl cl (# Knyser Rolh 
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New Prof To Join Foreign Languages Department 
Di      \nthonj    K i ■ 

appointed   .1   CM iati    pi 
S| inish and   Latin,  will   join  Ihe 
Dcpai tmenl   ol   1 orei  n   1 

bei 
\   native   of   Vicion,   Hui 

Dr   Rivares has i„, n a 
O!    at   New    Mexico 

Institute  since  I960.  He 
tudied al the University of Wash 

holai ship from the 
1    S   Department of Health,  Ed 

uration and Welfare 
Twice   holder  of   National   l> 

fense   awards,   the   newl) name,! 
professor   earned   his   bachi 

e   from   Irache    College    in 

his M \ degree from Columbi 1 
t niversity Teachers Cclli e Ha 
\ in been awarded Professoi ol 

lages degree from Cordoba 
1 nivcrsitj. Argentina, he com pie 

Navarre,   Zaragoza,   Spain,   and    ted his doctoral degree at the Uni 

versity ol   Madrid  in  I! 
Dr   Rivares holds membership 

in  the   Vmerican   Association   «t 
T< achers  of Spanish  and  Portu 
guese, the Modern Language   \ 
soi iation ol America. 

Yesterday, you may have had a reason 
for missing a good, nourishing breakfast. 

Today, you don't. 

Now you can have 
new Carnation 

instant breakfast 
-makes milk a meal 

that's too good to miss. 

<s*"0* 

Each glass delivers as much protein BJ two 9QQ*,C ) ) M much mineral nourishment as two strips of 

crisp bacon, £r^~g=^ mfJrf' energy than two slices of buttered toast, / fin and even Vitamin C-the 

orange juice vitamin. fF-}    It corn*:-, in 8 lot of great flavors, too. Look for them in your cereal section. 

cfl 



MIKE   HADLEY  DISPLAYS "DEBATER OF  YEAR" AWARD 
Carol  Patton, left,  and Sue Cook  also given top honors 

Debaters Recognized 
At Annual Banquet 

Outstanding   debaters  of   the 
year received recognition at the 
third annual Pi Kappa Delta ban 
()uet, May 9. 

Highlighting the event was pre 
sentation of the "Debater of the 
Year Award" to Michael R Had 
ley. 

Also at the banquet, held a t 
Harry's Restaurant, 12 members 
of the debate squad were preset] 
ted Pi Kappa Delta keys. This 
owards program is set up on a 
seniority basis. It also involves 
the debaters' individual records 
for the higher honors. 

The program consists of five 
degrees. The top degree went to 
Carol Patton, graduate speech as 
sistant, the first from TCU to re- 
ceive the honor. To win this de- 
gree, known as the "Degree of 
Highest Distinction", the debater 
must be in the top 35 per cent 
of his class, must have the best 
debate record, and must have 
participated in interscholastic lea- 
gue debating  for five  years. 

Gloria Sue Cook, graduating sen- 

ior, was awarded the "Degree of 
Honor". She is the eighth from 
here to win the award. 

Michael E. Hadley and Carol 
Miller each were awarded the 
"Degree of Proficiency," the 
second degree in the program. To 
be eligible for this degree, the 
debater must have participated in 
debating for two years. 

The first degree, the "Degree 
of Fraternity", went to eight de- 
baters: John Addaway, Virginia 
Brittain, Paul C. Madden, Linda 
Cordell, De Be Van Gilder, 
Ralph Leinweber, Allen P. Mitch- 
em, and Caroline Derksen. This 
degree demands that the debater 
participate one year in debating 

Certificates and awards, which 
were won throughout the year, 
were presented to their respec- 
tive winners. Linda Cordell won 
the most debate certificates for 
having the best record for indiv- 
idual  events. 

Dr. George T. Tade, chairman, 
Speech Department, recognized 
the graduating seniors; this was 
the final event of the program. 

Don't take it home, use Hill's. 

FREE 
STORAGE 

Thafs right, store all your school 
clothes fro* at Hill's for tho sum- 
mer and pay only the normal 
cleaning and pressing charges 
when you return next fall. There's 
no charge to TCU students for the 
insured storage. 

Remember, if s Hill's for all your 
dry cleaning and laundry needs. 

Hill's Dry Cleaners 
and Bachelor Laundry 

MS* W. Berry, Between Fire Hall and Safeway 

Mailing Arrangements 
Asked by Annual Staff 
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Seniors and other students not 
expecting to return to campus in 
September must pay $1.00 postage 
and fill out a mailing label to 
have their 1966 Horned Frog mail 
ed to them, according to Carolyn 
Hand,  yearbook editor 

This should be done as soon as 
possible at the Journalism O f 
fice, 116 Rogers Hall Office hours 
arc from 9 a.m. - 12 noon, 1-5 
p.m. daily, and from 9-12 noon 
Saturday. 

All full-time students—t hose 
taking nine semester hours or 
more both semester are entitled 
to a yearbook at no charge. 

Sen/or Given 
Award 
By Chi Omega 

Janice McKillop, Fort Worth 
senior, was awarded a $25 "Social 
Science Prize," presented each 
spring by Chi Omega sorority 
chapters all over the United Sta- 
tes. 

The award goes to the senior 
girls majoring in one of the social 
science fields with the highest 
grade-point average for three and 
a half semesters of college work. 
Miss McKillop, a French and his 
tory major, has a 3.788. 

Other students must pay for 
the yearbooks at the Business Of- 
fice and bring a receipt to the 
Journalism Office The charge is 
$2.50 for less than nine hours for 
one semester and the full $5.00 
for less than nine hours both 
semesters. 

The Horned Frog is distributed 
during fall semester registration 
in Building 2, the yearbook of 
fice 

How to 
make your 
mark. 

Best By Far 
Chose your class ring from 
a wide selection of stones, 
styles, weights and 3rd di- 
mentional Greek letters. 
Priced as low as $29.00. 

Kubes Mfg 

Jewelers 
2715 W.   BERRY WA 3-1018 

Making the grade rith 
the right dictionarj  Wi bater'i 
New WORLD  I try, 

Utgt Edih 
information aboul word* thasn 
;iny other deak dictionary. 
Approved and uaed in collegw 
and  universities  throughout 
the United States, Canada. |J 
plain; 16.95 thumb-indexed. 

Available at your college  store 

THE  WORID PUBLISHING COMPANY 
Cleveland,  Ohio  44102 

ANNOUNCEMENT: 
CHAPMAN COLLEGE, located in Orange, California, one of 
the oldest colleges in the West, is accepting applications for admis- 
sion for two 107-day semesters for the fall of 1966 and the spring 
of 1967 aboard Holland-America Line's s.s Ryndam. This is the 
second year of operation of Chapman College's floating campus. 

Outstanding college and university students are invited to spend these semes- 
ters at sea, enrolled for 12-15 units of credit, applicable toward the Bachelor 
of Arts, Bachelor of Science and Bachelor of Music degrees, or 9-12 units 
toward the Master of Arts degree. 

Onboard, students will experience a situation of intense academic concen- 
tration, supplemented by personal meetings ashore with men who are the 
world's leaders, monuments which are the world's heritage, and people whose 
apparent differences often prove to hide human similarities. 

College classes will be held during 56 class days at sea in modern, air- 
conditioned classrooms and laboratories equipped with all facilities necessary 
for course work offered. 

ITINERARIES: Fall 1966 Semester 
leaves New York October 20, duration 
107 days; to Lisbon, Barcelona, Marseille, 
Civitavecchia (Rome). Piraeus (Athens), 
Istanbul, Alexandria (Cairo), Port Said, 
Suez, Bombay, Colombo, Port Swetten- 
ham (Kuala Lumpur), Bangkok, Hong 
Kong, Kobe, Yokohama (Tokyo), Hawaii, 
arriving Los Angeles February 4, 1967. 

Spring 1967 Semester leaves Los Angeles 
February 7, duration 107 days; to La 
Guaira (Caracas), Port of Spain (Trini- 
dad), Salvador, Montevideo, Buenos 
Aires, Rio De laneiro. Lagos, Dakar, 
Casablanca, Cadiz, Lisbon, Rotterdam 
(inland to France, Belgium and the Neth- 
erlands), Copenhagen, London, Dublin 
(overland to),Galway, arriving New York 
City May 25, 1967. 

ADMISSION: Students admitted to the program must meet regular admission qualifi- 
cations of Chapman College and upon fulfilling its requirements will rece.ve grades and 
credits in accordance with its regularly established standards. 

For a catalog listing courses for both the Fall and Spring semesters along with rates, 
tuition and in-port program costs, fill in the information below and mail it to: 

Director of Admissions 
Chapman College, Seven Seas Division 
Orange, California 92666 

Name. I 
I 

Address.. 

(Last) (First) 

I City. .State. .Zip. 

Present Status 
Collet* / Lniverelty 

Freshman D 
Sophomore □ 
Junior G 

Senior G 

Graduate G 

Telephone. _Age_ M. I 
The Ryndam is under Netherlands registry.  ( | 
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Aggie Rematch Slated 
By   MIKE    FOSTEL 

There   is   still    a    I.IY   of   hope 
left! The Homed  Frogs can still 
grab  i   share   of  the   South. 
Conference  baseball  title if they 
ceo overpower the  I 
tomorrow    The game   a replaj 
the April   is  tie.  uii 
|i tn   on i fnJversit) fi< 

The  situation   is   something   like 
this:  By  winnin .  both  games of 
their double header with the I-1 
Texas moved up into the I 
Ml the conference only to he pul- 
led hack into place when their 
arch rival, Texas WM took both 
games of a  two-game  series in 
^Uftin     Monday     ami     Tuesday 

They now stand '.) 6 with all tin ir 
names completed 

The Aggies, on the other hand, 
can  still  take  the  title outright 
with   a   win   Saturday.   They 
sured  themselves  of  a   tie   when 
they took the two from tin 
horns    Their   won lost   record 
8 r, 

Surprise Member 

The r   of   the 

top   four   is    Baylor    The    Hears 
stole two games Tuesday from 

Southern     Method 
now    have   a ord, 

with  no more  games  to play 
i    there   arc   the   Horned 

the  up  and  down  tear 
the conference  The Frogs, riding 

:. in first place for only a few 
days alter a sea-.,n ] i 
dropped a double header to Tex 

upte of weeks ago Then, 
in complete letdown, they lost the 
fust game of a two (jamo series 
with lowly Southern Methodisl 
Ia>t  we. kend 

Elevator Team 

Best called the elevator team 
of the conference, since they have 

ie up and down in conference 
standing all season long, the 
Purples have to win tomorrow to 

of the title and bring 
Texas and Baylor in for shares. 
If the Ags win, however, the 
Christian^, will have to settle for 
f> urtli  spot. 

Id  the  Horned  Frogs em- 
victorious, there will be an 

he-spot   coin-flipping   betwen 

representatives   from   all   f o u r 
teams The flipping will deter 
mine who will represent the South 

lice m the \i \\ 
championships in Omaha, Neb 
raska, this summer 

eh   Frank   Wind* gger   said 
that   he   would   start   his   si, 
ful righthander, Tommy Gramly, 
againsl   the  College  Station  crew 

Windegger said that  the  game 
!   be   a   rough  one.   and   that 

onsiders " the best 
n  in the league. 

"When you look strictly at  the 
experi the   team   and   the 
number   of   seniors   playing,   they 
have to be the best. 

Lots of Seniors 

"They   have   four   pitehers.   a 
first   baseman,    and     a     second 
baseman   who   are   all   seniors 
the hardball mentor stated 

Windegger   finished   the   inter 
view by musing "We finished the 
season   with   20   wins   and   nine 

I'd call that a  pretty good 
year regardless of how we come 
out " 

LaCrosse, Native Game, 
Originated by Indians 

By JOHN JADROSICH 
Conspicuou ly      absent      from 

Southwest Conference sports is a 
game   called   La   Crosse    Despite 
its foreign name, it's even more 
of an All American game than 
baseball. 

It originated with the American 
Indian hut has been much modi 
fied since its early days Origi 
nally the game was played to 
settle internal tribal disputes or 
m the place of wars Under these 

injuries often resulted 
in the maiming or death of play 
ers. 

Although   La   Crosse  has   been 
id  for collegiate  and  high 

school   play  it is  still one of the 
more violent and action-packed 

To play well an athlete 
must have speed, endurance and 
agility Players must also deve- 
lop the ability to handle the solid 
rubber ball in the crosse or stick 
so that the crosse becomes an 
extended   version   of   the   arm. 

Protection 

For their only  protection  play- 
ers wear helmets with a bird cage 

TURNER DRAFTED—Gary Turner, star forward on the 1*65-4* 
Horned Frog basketball team, has been drafted for professional 
play by the Boston Celtics. Chosen in the third round of drafting. 
Turner was the first roundballer picked from the Southwest Con- 
ference. 

face  masks,   heavily   padded  glo- 
ve- and arm guards. The lack of 
protective   equipment   is   due   lo 
the   great   deal  of  running   invol 
ved in La Crosse 

Despite the lack of padding, 
contact is as severe and even 
more continuous than in football. 
There are no timeouts for inju- 
ries and players hurt can be re 
moved or replaced only when 
the referee stops play for a penal- 
ty or when the ball goes out of 
bounds. 

Players who receive penalties 
have to sit them in a penalty 
bos and their team has to con- 
tinue play without them. The 
most common penalities are for 
illegal shoulder contact and for 
hitting or checking with the 
crosse other than on an opposing 
player's crosse. (The arm is con 
sidered to be part of the crosse.) 

The   Field 

The game is played on a field 
120 yards long and 50 yards wide 
There are 10 men on a team 
three defense men, three midfield 
men, three attack men and a goa- 
lie. Points are scored by mid 
field and attack men by maneu- 
vering thi' ball as close as possible 
to the goal and then shooting it 
past the goalie through the mouth 
of the goal. 

The most violent aspect of the 
team is in control of the ball. 
When this happens the ball is 
fought over as it rolls along the 
ground At this time the wildly 
swinging crosses and well placed 
shoulder blocks take their great 
est toll. Such situations are us 
(tally resolved by one or two ol 
the players, who break off 10 or 
20 feet and run through the cen 
ter of the pack full speed with 
their heads down This has the 
same effect as a bowling ball 
does on the pins and is nowhere 
near as selective 

In many sections of the north 
and east La Crosse is played and 
followed more avidly than base 
ball, which is played at the same 
time. Although size is not very 
important, many of the players 
are football players who partici- 
pate in La Crosse rather than 
spring practice. 

WINNING   RIGHTHANDER   GRAMLY   WILL   FACE   AGGIES 
A  win tomorrow  will give the  Frogs  a  share  of the championship 

Frog F orces rrime Primed 
For Purple-White Go 

By   PAUL   GREEN 

First   and   second  teams   will 
fight   it   out   tomorrow   night,   as 
the   annual   Purple-White   game, 
climaxing the Frogs' spring, tea 
sion, begins. 

Kick off  time   will   be   7:30. 
"It will be a regular game, 

with officials and everything," 
Abe Martin, head coach of 
the Frogs, explained "It will be 
as   much like a  season game as 
possible " 

The first and fourth teams gar 
bed m purple, will take on the 
Whites, consisting of the second 
and third  units 

Starting field general for the 
Purples will be P.I). Shabay 
St. ve Landon, David Smith, and 
Kenneth Post will join him in 
the  backfield. 

F.nds Joe Shcrrell and Sonny 
Campbell, tackles Fred Barber 
and \don Silra. guards Kick 
Sheddy and Hutch Cilliam, and 
center Fred Wright make up the 
Purple offensive line 

Bridges Leads Whites 

Opt>OSing  Si,abas'   and  crew   for 
tin- whiles, wi I be Kick Bridges, 
Charles McKissick, Norman Bu 
laicb, and Ross Montgomery on 
ball handling duty. 

Blocking,  for  them   will   be  (lor 
don    Nees,    and   Scott    Rogers   at 
end,   Charles   Young   and    Rocky 
Goodman    at   tackle,   Norman 
Reeves   and   Bill   Page  at   guard, 
and   Harry   Fowler  at   center 

Frank Horak and Paul Smith, 
safeties, lead the Purple d e 
fense. along with middle lincback 
er E A. Gresham Other defen 
sive  backs  are halfbacks  Cubby 

Hudler and .lohn  Richards 
The defensive line includes Gem 

Mayes    and   Doyle    Johnson   a t 
end,   Mike   Bratcher   and   Danny 
Cross  at   tackle,  and   Porter Wil 
hams and Ronnie Nixon at guard 

For the whites, defensive backs 
an Larry Wood and Billy lioyd 
at the safety slots, Mike Hall 
'and Richard Westbrook at half 
back, and Lane Ladewig at the 
middle-linebacker post 

Ends for the white-jerseyed de 
fending line will be Ron MoMil 
Ion and Steve Jamail, Dale John 
ston and Larry Adams will take 
the tackle |M>sition, and Louis 
Pyle and Charles Mitchell will 
fill tin1 guard s|>ot 

Coach   Praises  Team 

The quarterbacks will make 
their own game plan," Coach 
Martin predicted. "But it will 
probably be a balanced attack be- 
tween  running   and   passil 

"The   boys    have    come    along 
well     We've    had   a    tremendous 
amount   of  effort   by   people,  try 
ing  to  improve  themselves  and 
the team." 

The   coach   praised   Shabay   as 
'steady,"   and   said   of   Bridge*. 
"He kind of excites me.  I've nev 
er   had   a   quarterback   that   can 
recover   as   well   as  he   can " 

Coach Martin said that t h e 
spring team was "really good, as 
far as effort went," but added 
"Just because we had a great 
spring doesn't mean that we'll 
win the Conference champion 
ship 

Everyone In the conference had 
a   good   spring. 

"It's what we «o next fall that 
counts " 


